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HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for
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HERE is no simpler, safer or more
”‘ “FRUIT SALINE o FRUIT POW i agreeable aperient which will, by
1 e s .
natural means, get nd of dangerous
HEALTH GIVING waste matter without depressing the
RREASART Loaling spirits or lowering the vitality.
REFRESHING :

ROMIEORATING. It can be safely used every day
even by invalids and children.

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
AT ALL TIMES.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT SALT' WORKS, LONDON, S.E.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Ltd.,
10, McCaul Street, Toronto.
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—atmosphere:

HERE is something in the atmosphere of the World’s Greatest Hotel that
can be duplicated nowhere else. The resources of the Cecil—its Restaur-
ant, Palm Court, Grill Room, Indian Floor, and the kind of people one

meets there, offer the &on wivant the highest interpretation of his ideas
and ideals of hotel life—at a reasonable figure.

—Situation

VERLOOKING Cleopatra’s Needle, with broad and noble frontage to

O the Thames Embankment. Main entrance approached from the Strand,

City and West End and all principle centres of business, amusement, and
interest, equally accessible,

—equipment:

HE Cecil is the most comprehensively-equipped residential establishment in
the world. Accomodation for 850 guests. Bathroom adjoins every bedroom;
telephone in every room. Resourcesof a small town at the visitors disposal.

Ask at the Canadian Magazine Travel Bureau, Toronto, Canada, for a copy of the Hotel
Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and illustration, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's in-
Lerior, ifs imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended and contains a variety of
8eneral information that will be found very useful to the intending visitors to London.

vy elegraphic Address
“Cecelia, Rand"
London




THE

January Number

- THIS NUMBER WILL BEGIN AN IMPORTANT SERIES OF HISTORICAL
ARTICLES UNDER THE GENERAL TITLE oF ‘‘FAMOUS CANADIAN
TRIALS.”’ THESE EVENTS, ALL OF WHICH MAKE A STRONG HUMAN
APPEAL, ARE ASSOCIATED WITH THE HISTORY OF CANADA FOR AL-
MOST A HUNDRED YEARS. WHO, FOR INSTANCE, HAS EVER SEEN IN
PRINT A CONCISE YET COMPREHENSIVE ACCOUNT OF THE TRIAL OF
ALEXANDER McLEOD, WHO, FOLLOWING THE BURNING OF THE
STEAMER Caroline IN THE NIAGARA RIVER, WAS INDICTED FOR MUR-
pDER. HIS TRIAL INVOLVED BOTH THE (OVERNMENTS OF GREAT
BRITAIN AND THE UNITED STATES, AND AROUSED A GREAT DEAL OF
INTERNATIONAL BANTER AND DISCUSSION. THIS FIRST TRIAL OF THE
SERIES 1S RECOUNTED BY DR. A. H. U. CoLQuHOUN, DEPUTY MIN-
ISTER OF EDUCATION FOR ONTARIO.

THE GERMAN LEGION IN CANADA
By CHARLES S. BLUE.

IN THESE DAYS WHEN CANADA IS SENDING FORTH HER ARMIES
TO BATTLE WITH GERMANY IT IS DIFFICULT TO REALIZE THAT THERE
WAS A TIME WHEN THE SPIRIT OF PRUSSIAN MILITARISM MASQUER-
ADED ON THE BANKS OF THE ST. LAWRENCE. BUT SUCH WAS THE
FACT, AS IS WELL TOLD IN THIS ARTICLE. ¢

THE INTERPRETATION OF VISCOUNT MORLEY
By J. C. SUTHERLAND.
THIS IS AN APPRECIATION OF VISCOUNT MORLEY’S LITERARY
ACHIEVEMENTS AND THE DISCLOSURE OF A POSITIVE AS WELL AS A

NEGATIVE SIDE TO HIS ATTITUDE TOWARDS RELIGION. IT IS AN UN-
USUALLY INTERESTING AND SCHOLARLY ESSAY.

THE TRAIL OF THE IRON HORSE
By EARNEST McGAFFEY.
A GRAPHIC DESCRIPTION OF RAILROAD BUILDING IN BRITISH

COLUMBIA FROM THE FIRST SURVEYS UP TO THE FIRST TIME-TABLE.
- EXCELLENT PHOTOGRAPHS OF ACTUAL SCENES ON VARIOUS LINES.

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West TORONTO
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AN IDEAL CHRISTMAS GIFT

Get her something useful this
year. Help her with the
housework. No more house-
cleaning upheavals. Keep the
house clean all the time and
7~ With one tenth of the labor.
||~ A BABY for Size, but a
{ GIANT for Work.

Get your wife a BABY.In-
IN|L vincible for Chr.stmas, as
.- hundreds of other men will.

FREE TRIAL IN
ANY HOME.

as e "

The INVINCIBLE RENOVATOR MFG. CO., Limited

PHONE ADELAIDE 1858

81 PETER STREET - TORONTO
SEND FOR CATALOGUE Y.

e

N

ICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?
REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
Of all StationersNChemlsts and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

“MELANYL" THE
/
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
__COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%55rBRIDE ST- ENGLAND
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: LONDON GLOVE GOMPA

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made
Gloves at Their Usunal Moderate Prices.

The “*CONNAUGHT?* Ladies
Superior Quality Cape
Cloves, (British made) in Tan
shades, Spear Points, Prix

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Buck
Finieh, in Dark Tan or Grey
with Wool Lining and Fur
Tops, White Fur Lining at

Z1 cents per pair. .

No. 315. — Ladles’ Doeskin
Gloves, (British made) in useful
shadesof Grey, Tan or Beaver,
® Pique sewn. 2 Press Buttons,
® 61 cents per pair.

The ““CANADIAN?’ Ladies’
Buckskin Finish Gloves, excell-
ent wearing, in Tan or Grey,
Prix seam sewn, 3Buttons, 95
cents per pair.

Ladies® Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, (British
made) Prix seam sewn, 2 Press But-
tons, $1.34 per pair.
* No. 310. — Ladies’ Best Quality
Ohamois Leather Gloves, Natural
Colour, Hand sewn with Strong
Black Thread, Special Cut Thumbs,
2 Large Pearl Buttons, 85 cents
per pair.
Ladies® Strong Cape Gloves, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Button
Length with Wide Arms, Strap
and %’ress Button as illustration,
Spear Points, Prix seam sewn,
$1.20 per pair.
Ladles® °““CANADIAN®® Buck
Finish in same style as above, in
Tan or Dark Grey, $1.44 per

Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button, €3
cents per pair,

The ““CANADIAN?’® Buck Finish
Gloves, in Tan or Grey, a splendid
Glove for wear, (British made) 1
Press Button, 98
cents per pair.

Men’s Real Deerskin
Gloves, in Tan or
Dark Grey, (British .
made) Prix seam sewn,

1 Press Button,
$1.34 per pair.

No. 326. — Men’s Best Quality Chamois
Leather Gloves, Natural Colour, (British
made) Prix seam Hand sewn with Black
Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button, 85 cents
per pair.

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children's Hosiery and Underwear,

equally moderate prices.

seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons, | Woristasillustration,

Strap and Press
Button, $1.20 per
pair.

Ladies’ Strong
Dark Tan Cape
Gloves, without Fur
Tops, with Warm
Wool Lining, Strap
and Press Button, %
suitable for Sleigh-

ing. Driving, Etc.,
95 cenls per pair.

Ladies® ‘ BUCKSKIN,””
in Tan or Grey without
Fur Tops, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
Gusset Wrist Strap and
Press Button.

Ladies” Doeskin, Buck
Finish, in Tan or Grey,
Lined White Fur, Pique
sewn. as illustration, 2
Press Buttons $1.34
per pair.

Ladies’ Real Reindeer
Gloves, (British made)
in rich shades of Tan or
Grey, Prix seam sewn,

$1.69 per pair.

MEN'S GLOVES

Strong CGape, Prix seam
sewn, Double Palms’
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,
$1.09 per pair.

Men’s Strong Goatskin
Cape Glcves, in Dark
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless
Wool, Hand sewn, with
Strap and Press Button,
as illustration, $1.58
per pair.

Chevrette Gloves,
(English make) in
Brown or Grey,

pair. 2 Buttons, $1.34 per Fur Tops and halt

MEN'S CLOVES il Fur Lined, 1 Press

Strong Doeskin Buck Finish, in | Men’s Ditto, with one Button, $1.09
Tan or Dark Grey, (British made) Large Pearl Button, per pair.

English manufacture, at
D ——

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd,, 200-206 Adelaide St. West, Toronto
Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

General Post Office, London, England.

Adcress

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

ress ore The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.
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Madam—
\\\&Q Get EGERTON - BURNETT'S

Fashionable cape costume, newest 1915
style, Alton faced cloth, velvet trimmed,
full cut capé, shapely coat, plain skirt,
in red,kgreir; brown, plum, green, navy,

or blac| elivered at your door.

Coat and skirt to order. .. ... $20.25
Cape to order
These prices cover every charge

It shows the latest styles

SIGN You may send me, tree of
FREE ! charge, your new 1915 Style
AND Book, wtth samples of latest Fabrics
for Dresses, Suits and Coats.
MAIL
INAME 354 drsivissacouen S s ey
THIS
COUPON ADDRESS. . R p s s e
TODAY CITY E-PROVINCE s s viions it
My

It will bring you free a copy of our latest
Style Book—give you accurate style news
direct from Paris, London, New York,
Montreal and other style centers.

It will bring you generous samples of the
new patterns and fabrics, including the cel-
ebrated EGERTON-BURNETT *‘ West of
England '’ Woollens, and the world-famous
“Royal’’ Serges.

It will show you how YOU can have YOUR
Gowns, Suits and Cloaks tailored by EGER-
TON-BURNETT—tailors by appointment to
27 Royal households (including England,
Russia, Italy, Denmark, Sweden and
Greece)—and still save one-half your clothes
cost each year.

Be sure to see EGERTON-BURNETT

Styles and Samples betore buying your Fall

or Winter Clothes. Mail this Coupon
TODAY !

EGERTON - BURNETT

Wellington, (Somerset,) England

Limited

Canadian Office: Dept. A., 119 Wellington St. W., Toronto
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The New
Flavour

H P sAucCE

You can taste the delicious
oriental fruits and spices
which are blended with

Pure Malt Vinegar by

a secret

process.

Start the day with an invig-
orating cup of ‘Camp,’ and

when the day is done, let
‘Camp’ again refresh you

There’s nothing
more delicious—
nothing so easy to
make — nothing bet-
ter to be bought no
matter what you pay!
Ask your grocer for
‘Camp to-day.
Delicious to the last drop.

R.PaTERSON & Sons, L.
COFFEE SPECIALISTS,
GLASGOW.

Get health from

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP FOOD e
For Cleaning Plate ——not medicine

Oakey'’s Vitafer
s v i || R Crcatestorall Tonie Foods)

9 is both food and force—an agreeable
Oakey S | tasteless powder consisting of the
essential nutriment of British milk

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH richly endowed with Phosphorus

Beet for Clesning and Polishing Cullery and other vitalising tonics.

ALL BRITISH
O a k ey ¥ S Vitafer benefits from the first dose,

A leading British physician says:—*“I found
“WELLINGTON’’> BLACK LEAD Vitafer a most excellent preparation in cases
Bacb st s as= 1 of Nervous Debility and during Convalescence.”

Note the moderate price which places it
within the reach of all. -
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE From Drug Stores, in tins, 50c. and 75c.;

larger sizes, $1.25 and $2.00,

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Sole Manufacturers—SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY,
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E. Birmingham, Eng. Limited

Oakey’s




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

~ That Lovely Complexion

You need not despair of having a lovely complexion
like that of your friend’s. The daily use of * LA-
ROLA™ will give beauty to your skin and attrac-
tiveness to your complexion. . “LA-ROLA” is a
high grade cream used by women and men. Very
soothing, has a delicate perfume and is absolutely
greaseless. Protects the skin from the ravages of
wind and frost, keeping it soft and velvety., After a
shave it soothes and refreshens the irritated skin

CALL AT YOUR DRUGGIST TO-

DAY AND GET A BOTTLE OR
ORDER BY PHONE.

M’fgd by M, Beetham
& Son,
Cheltenham, Eng.

A CHRISTMAS GIFT SUITABLE
FOR EVERYBODY

Get the best, the most beautiful, the newest and the only strictly Canadian book on THE
BIRDS OF CANADA.

W. T. MacClement, M.A., D.Sc., Professor of Botany, and Lecturer in Systematic Zoology,
Queen’s University, Kingston, Ont., has written a complete work on Canadian birds, which is
designed to fill a long-felt want as an aid in studying those beautiful, tuneful and enthusiastic,
though unpaid helpers of man,

_ Unlike other bird books on the market, it treats of the Canadian birds from the Canadians’
View point ; giving prominence to -the haunts, habits, plumage and usefulness of the birds in
Canada, rather than to their migrations throughout the United States.

The work is embellished with 60 full-page multi-colored lithographs, true to life in coloring,
and showing the correct postures of the birds. Price Cloth $2.50; Half-Leather $3.00.

G. A. CORNISH, B.A., Lecturer in Science, Faculty of Education, Tcronto University,
has prepared a book on HOW TO STUDY BIRDS., A splendid volume, Cloth $1.00;
Half-Leather $1.50.

Both books fully illustrated in Natural Colors, will be bound in one volume, Cloth $3.00,
Half-Leather $3.75, or sold separately.

In getting this book as a Christmas Gift you will delight the child and furnish an inesti-
mable aid in the Nature Study Course outlined in the schools,

Get the best bird books and learn to know the birds of Canada.

Agents wanted. Write for terms.

DOMINION BOOK CO. - TORONTO, GAN.

%




The Coming Year

NEVER BEFORE IN OUR TIME HAS THE FUTURE SEEMED SO
UNCERTAIN, FOR THE COURSE OF EVENTS DURING THE WAR MAY
CHANGE THE BEST CALCULATED PLANS. BUT IT HAS BEEN THE
roLicYy OF THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TO PLACE BEFORE ITS READERS
SUCH MATERIAL AS WILL BE OF LASTING VALUE. EVENTS OF THE
MOMENT ARE NOT CONSIDERED, BUT ARE LEFT FOR THOSE PUBLICA-
TIONS THAT DISPENSE CURRENT NEWS AND GOSSIP. THERE ARE
ASPECTS OF THE WAR, HOWEVER, THAT SHOULD NOT BE NEGLECTED,
PARTICULARLY AS THEY AFFECT CANADA, AND INCIDENTS OF IIIS-
TORY THAT ARE OF PECULIAR INTEREST JUST NOW. SUCH, FOR IN-
STANCE, IS THE ARTICLE BY MR. BLUE, WHICH IS ANNOUNCED ELSE-
WHERE, AND SUCH IS THE <KETCH BY Miss Kerr, wirH Miss
STEVENS’S ETCHINGS, WHICH APPEARS IN THIS ISSUE. SUCH ALSO
WERE THE RECENT ARTICLES BY Mi. MacTavisH ON CANADA’S
PREPARATION FOR WAR, AND MRr. THOMSON’S ARTICLE ON THE
SITUATION IN THE FAr Easr. THIS IS THE KIND OF MATERIAL
PROMPTED BY THE WAR THAT THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE WILL EN-
DEAVOUR TO PROVIDE, APART FROM THE ARRANGEMENTS THAT HAVE
ALREADY BEEN MADE FOR HIGH-CLASS FICTION, HISTORICAL AND
GENERAL ARTICLES, LITERARY ESSAYS, AND THE REPRODUCTION OF
MERITORIOUS PAINTINGS.

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 ADELAIDE STREET WEST - TORONTO
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Your Children Will Thank You
for Keeping Absorbine Jr. Handy

It means prompt relief from aches and pains it keeps
little cuts and bruises from becoming something more
Serious —protects sensitive throats from infection and
kills the germs in throats that are sore and infected.
Absorbine Jr. is especially good for children’s hurts because
it is so harmless and safe to use—made of pure herbs
and contains no acids or minerals.

ABSORBINE J*

TRADE MARK REG. U.S. PAT, OFF,

Is more than a liniment—it is a positive antiseptic and
germicide. This doubles its efficiency and its uses.

For Toothache. A few drops of Absorbine Jr. rubbed on
the gums or applied on cotton to cavity will promptly stop
the aching. But don’t let the relief from pain keep you
from your dentist. -

For Cuts, Bruises. Absorbine Jr. takes out soreness,
the germs, makes the part aseptically clean and
promotes rapid healing — No danger of infection,

For Sprains and Swellings. It allays pain promptly;
reduces inflammation and swelling. :

kills

For Sore Throats and for Spray the throat or gargle with

. a 109 solution of Absorbine Jr.
chlldre‘ that h‘Ye been This solution is a cleaning, heal-

exposed to infection: ing germicide — and harmless.

Absorbine Jr. has a pleasing odor, does not stain or
leave a greasy residue. It is highly concentrated
and only a few drops required at an application.
$1.00 4 oz., 82.00 12 oz. hottle at most druggists or postpaid.

A Liberal 'l‘rial Bottle will be sent postpaid to your address

- upon receipt of 10c in stamps. Send
for trial bottle or procure regular size from your druggist loday.

W. F. Young, P.D.F .» 187 Lyman’s Bldg., Montreal, Can.

- 12-14

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F., 187 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

Enclosed find 10c in stamps for which send me, postpaid Trial
Bottle Absorbire Jr., pamphlet and Laboratory reports.
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Cassell’s Important New Publications

THE LIFE OF LORD ROBERTS, V.C. - By Sir Geo. Forrest, K.T.,, C1.E. Net $4.00
This is the authoritative Life of a famous soldier. It is written by the Director
of Records, Government of India, who has the distinction of having edited the
principal State Papers relating to the chief Indian affairs. The aim of the
author is to produce a standard Life which will give a faithful portrait of the
man and also a clear account of his services in the three great events in the
zr}nixls o%vEngland: the Indian Mutiny, the Second Afghan War, and the South
rican ar.

THE SECRET OF AN EMPRESS. By the Countess Zanardi Landi, Daughter of the late
Empress Elizabeth and the Emperor Francis-Joseph of Austria - - Net $4.00
“The Times Literary Supplement,” in a two-column review, says: ‘“Her book is
full of drama and sheds vivid light on many a dark spot in modern Austrian
history. . . . It tells a plain, though not a simple, tale with a quiet reserve
than ennances the effect of the story told. In its essence it is an indictment
of Austria, or rather of ‘Vienna,’ the real Vienna—the Vienna of the Camarilla
that surrounds the head of the State, of the secret police, of ecclesiastical in-
fluences and of ceaseless political intrigue. It is an indictment of Austria
that claims, with much appearance of truth, to be based on the utterances of
the late Empress Elizabeth of Austria herself.”

GREAT PICTURES BY GREAT PAINTERS. Descriptive Notes by Arthur Fish. Net $5.00
So great has been the demand for our color reproductions of the famous
Masters that we have arranged to produce another Series by our notable color
process, on canvas screen paper, thus securing that richness and depth of tone
characteristic of the paintings. The volume contains 50 pictures, size 11 x 15,
mounted on mats.

IMPERIAL GERMANY: England’s Influence on Her Policy and Progress. By Prince

Biilow. (Popular edition), - - - - - - - - - - Net, 75 cents.
“We desire,” Prince Biilow says, ‘“‘amicable and even friendly relations with
Englana, but we are not afraid of hostile ones.” That is significant of the
frank style of the whole volume. “Imperial Germany’ will tell you what
Prince Biilow thinks of English Statesmanship and Character. The State
Depariments in his own Empire. The English Policy of Isolation. State and
National Ownership. Socialism. The English Navy. The South African War.
Germany’'s Relations with France. The Triple Alliance. Foreign Policy.

MEMORIES OF 40 YEARS - - - - - Princess Catherine Radziwill. Net $4.00
Here the reader will meet with Gladstone and Beaconsfield, Asquith and Morley,
‘Winston Churchill and Rosebery, Ouida and Marie Corelli, Bismarck and
Biilow, Moltke and Hohenlohe, Tolstoy and Witte, Kings and Emperors, Queens
and Princesses, courtiers and writers, poets and politicians, leaders of society,
and many notables who have influenced, from the inside, European history.

WHAT OF TO-DAY? - - - .- - By Father Bernard Vaughan, S.J. Net $2.00

No more fearless preacher exists than Farther Bernard Vaughan, whose trench-
ant sermons upon “The Sins of Society” drew all Mayfair to the famous chapel
in Farm Street. In this new series of papers, which the author modestly
entitles “What of To-day ” TFather Vaughan speaks out in no uncertain voice
against the cant of culture, the decadent anti-conventionalists, the self-deceit
of the casuists, the vapidity of the Simple Lifers, the shirking of marriage
duties, and a hundred and one anomalies, which in these days of slipshod
morality and weak-kneed sentimentality have been allowed to creep into
modern life.

RECOLLECTIONS OF SIXTY YEARS IN CANADA. By Sir Chas Tupper, Bart. Net $4.00
Sir Charles Tupper has well earned the appellation of “The Grand Old Man of
Canada,” being the only surviving Father of Confederation, and although at
the present time he is in his ninety-third vear, his intellectual faculties are as
active as they were during the years he spent in building up the Dominion.

CHARLES STEWART PARNELL: HIS LOVE STORY AND POLITICAL LIFE. By

Katharine O’Shea (Mrs. Charles Stewart Parnell). - - Net, per set, $5.00
If the highest aim of literature be to convey not only the outer vesture, but
the inner spirit of adventure, then this is literature indeed, because the reader
moves through those very intimacies that make up the story of Parnell’s
great love-passion.

THOUGHTS AND AFTER-THOUGHTS. - - By Herbert Beerbohm. Tree. Net $1.50
In his new volume the famous lesee of His Majesty’s Theatre assumes a new
role—that of essayist. Sir Herbert Tree writes with all that brilliance of
witty epigram and shrewdness of observation which characterized most of his
public utterances.

Drop a postal for our complete Autumn List.

CASSELL & CO., Limited, Publishers, 55 Bay St., Toronto
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[YOUR CHRISTMAS PROBLEM

——— FACES YOU ——

HERE'S AN
EASY SOLUTION

They are not only reasonable in
choose the right ones,

BUY BOOKS

price—a mighty big factor this year—but, if you
are certain to be thoroughly acceptable. You cannot make

a mistake in buying any of the following at your booksellers.

THE CALL OF THE EAST.
By Thurlow Fraser.
A refreshing, clean novel of love, war and
eroism, with a touch of the devotional, by
an athletic Canadian parson.

$1.25

SELINA.
By George Madden Martin.
What’s going to happen to your daughter

$1.35

When she leaves High School?! Read about
it in this charming novel.
THE CLARION. $1.35

By Samuel Hopkins Adams.
Patent medicine and newspapers, “with a
Sprinkling of good romance. May be taken
in large or small doses. A sure cure for ennui.

QUINNIES. $1.25
By H. A. Vachell.
. An out-of-the-ordinary novel which is go-
ing like pancakes with maple syrup. Your
fri(ilnd will miss something good if he doesn’t
read it.

CLARK'’S FIELD.

By Robert Herrick.

A strong story of unearned millions and
What they didn’t bring.

ARIADNE OF ALLAN WATER $1.25
By Sidney MecCall.
One of the really sweet stories that maid-
ens of to-day like so well.

HARRISON FISHER GIRLS. $2.75
Just the thing to give to a particularly
charming young lady.

$1.35

SPEAKIN’ O’ CHRISTMAS. $1.00
By Paul Laurence Dunbar.
Selections from this humorous author’s

clever writings.

THE GIRL WHO FOUND THE BLUEBIRD.
By Madame Maurice Maeterlinck. $1.00
Madame Maeterlinek, while in America,
met Helen Keller, and seems to have incor-
porated her in this new and interesting novel.

A SHORT HISTORY OF THE CANADIAN
PEOPLE. $2.00
By George Bryce, M.A., D.D.

This is a new, up-to-date history of Canada
and includes chapters treating Canadian lit-
erature, art and music. A splendid gift for
a student.

PROMOTION BALLADS.
By H. M. Nelson.
Characteristic verse, dealing largely with
questionable mining and stock promotion,
that is meeting with great favor.

IN THE HEART OF THE MEADOW. $1.00
By Thos. O’Hagan, Litt.D.

A small volume of serious and delicate
verse by one who has already achieved con-
siderable literary reputation in Canada and
the United States.

$1.00

PRAYER. .50

A dainty little thirty-page volume, issued

in a de luxe format, the contents being an

appeal for family worship. Includes carefully
prepared forms of prayer for home use.

For Old and Present Torontonians

RECOLLECTIONS AND RECORDS OF TORONTO OF OLD

$2.00

By W. H. Pearson.

IMlustrated with
types of early buildings and citizens.
Successful business men.

photographs and reproductions of old-time drawings and dagerro-
The author is one of Toronto’s oldest and most
Several of the illustrations have not hitherto been published.

Let Your Bookseller Solve Your Christmas Problems

William Briggs, Publisher

TORONTO,

ONTARIO

—_—
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Macmillan’s Holiday Novels

NEW NOVELS BY WELL - KNOWN WRITERS

H. G. WELLS—THE WIFE OF SIR ISAAC HARMAN . - - - - - - $1.25

In the present book Mr. Wells surpasses even his previous efforts, ‘¢ Marriage,’’ ‘‘ The
Passionate Friends,’’ ete. He is writing of modern society life, particularly of one very
charming young woman, who finds herself so bound in by convention, so hampered by
restrictions, largely those of a well intentioned but short-sighted husband, that ultimately
she is moved to revolt. The effect of this revolt on the lives of herself and her associates
is narrated by one who goes beneath the surface in his analysis of human motives. This
will probably be the most discussed novel of the season.

JAMES STEPHENS—THE DEMI-GODS - - - - - - - - - %125

Those who so thoroughly enjoyed ¢‘The Crock of Gold’’ and ‘‘Here Are Ladies’’
will find in this new book the same great humour, wit, humanity and power of poetical
expression. To Patsy MaeCann, a travelling tinker, his daughter Mary, and some of
their friends, whose lives are spent on the country roads in Ireland, suddenly appear
three angels who divest themselves of their robes, crowns and wings, and join the party
under Patsy’s leadership. Those who know Mr. Stephens will have a great treat in store.

JACK LONDON—THE MUTINY OF THE ELSINORE - - - - - - $1.25

Everyone who remembers ‘‘The Sea Wolf’’ will enjoy this vigorous narrative of
a voyage around Cape Horn in a large sailing vessel. Tt is the same kind of a tale as
its famous predecessor, and is promounced even more stirring. The play of incident, on
the one hand the ship’s amazing crew and on the other the lovers, gives a story in which
the interest never lags and shows Mr. London at his best.

KATHLEEN NORRIS—SATURDAY’S CHILD - - - - - - - $1.25
‘‘Saturday’s child must work for her living.’’

This old quotation at once indicates the theme of this new novel. It is the life
story of a girl who has her own way to make in the world. The various experiences
through which she passes, the various viewpoints which she holds until she comes event-
ually to realize that service for others, is the only thing that counts, are told with that
same intimate knowledge of character, that healthy optimism and the belief in the
ultimate goodness of mankind that have distinguished ‘‘Mother’” and all this author’s
books.

NEIGHBORS: Life Stories of the Other Half. By Jacob Riis. With illustrations. $1.25

One of the most remarkable books ever written is Jacob Riis’ ‘‘How the Other
Half Lives.’”’ The present volume, completed just prior to Mr. Riis’ death, is a con-
tinuation or an elaboration of that work. He says: ‘T could not have invented these
tales had I tried; I should not have tried if I could.”’ 2

GIVE BOOKS THIS CHRISTMAS
Send For Holiday Catalogue

The Macmillan Co. of Canada, Toronto
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Splendid New FRiction

NANCY THE JOYOUS. A
delight. By Edith Stow. Illustrated in
L il b o T $1.00
A story of the Tennessee Mountains, where

the sweet-scented, colorful woodland flowers
abound, and where whimsical, adorable and
humorous Nancy, midst the sunshine of glad-
ness and delight, gains the love of the sim-
ple mountaineers and learns the joy of living
and doing for others.

Novel of pure

LITTLE EVE EDGARTON. By Eleanor Hal-
lowell Abbott, author of ‘‘Molly Make-
Believe,’’ ‘‘The White Linen Nurse,’’ ete.
Eight full-page illustrations. - - $1.00
Little Eve is a rather amazing young
woman, who is ignored by the fashionable
people at the gay summer hotel, where she,
too, is staying, because she wears queer
clothes, rides recklessly and has unusual man-
ners—due to twenty years of knocking around
the world with her eccentric father.

THE SERGEANT OF
FORT TORONTO.

By Geo. F. Millner. $1.25
Five full-page illustrations.

A new Canadian ro-
mance, which is founded
On a series of historieal
facts. The scene is laid
in the year 1749, and cen-
tres about the Old French
Fort, the birthplace of the
Present City of Toronto.

THE SERGEANT OF

THE LONE WOLF.

By Louis Joseph Vance.
Illustrated. $1.25

Louis Joseph Vance
plays upon the keyboard
of human emotions with a
master hand, and his new
novel has all the qualities
which have made his other
stories so popular—absorb-
ing mystery, startling ad-
venture, rapid action and
irrepressible humor.

BIG TREMAINE.
Cloth., Tllustrated. -

By Marie Van Vorst.
$1.35

This is a novel of mental struggle and deep
Uman emotion, whose appeal never flags
from beginning to end. Tt is a story that in-
Vites comparison with Paul Leicester Ford’s
f.amouS novel, ‘‘The Honorable Peter Stir-
ling,’+ published twenty years ago; for John
Temaine is just such another big American
Who develops supreme strength of character,

S

THE WAY OF THE STRONG. By Ridgwell
Callum,. IMustrated, & ¢ . - $1.35

The gold-fields of the Yukon and the
wheat-fields of Western Canada form the
background on which Mr. Cullum has painted
a picture of the struggles of primitive man
with the forces of Nature. Klemental pas-
sion, intense action, and mystery are inter-
woven to make a picture that grapples and
holds the attention like hoops of steel. The
love story of Monica and Alexander Hendrie,
the wheat king, looms large on the canvas.
Mr. Cullum’s gift of narration and power in
character drawing are shown in their fullest
development. Tt is a story such as a man
writes but once in a lifetime.

e

FOR SALE AT ALL BOOKSTORES

THE COPP CLARK CO., LIMITED, Publishers - . .

Our Lllustrated Holiday Catalogue Sent Post Free On Request.

TORONTO

15
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UX is the essence of
fine, pure soap in
flakes and possesses
marvelous cleansing
and preserving proper-
ties. It keepsall loosely
woven fabrics from
shrinking and thicken-
ing in the wash. Have
you tried LUX ?

T T e T T T O T

U X breaks into a
foamy cream-like
lather that cannot in-
jure the filmiest fabrics
or the most delicate
hands. It softens the
hardest water, thus
preserving the original
elasticity of fabrics and
adding to their life.
Try LUX in the bath.

LUX
won’t
shrink
‘Woollens

The Wise
Order Their Xmas
Presents Early

Expensive presents for this year’s
giving will naturally not be the
vogue.

One years subscription to THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE is the
most appropriate gift you can
possibly make, it will be a wel-
come visitor and a kindly remem-
brance during the whole year.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
is the literary standard of Canada,
the historical articles appearing
from month to month alone, being
worth the subscription price, and
it should be in every Canadian
home.

Send your order early and com-
mence with the handsome Christ-
mas Number. If requested we
will send a card to the recipitent
giving the name of the person
sending.

Yearly subscription; $2.50 in
Canada or the British Empire, to
the United States $3.00.

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

The Ontario Publishing Co.,

LIMITED
CANADIAN MAGAZINE BLDG,,

200-206 Adelaide St. W.,  Toronto

Made in Canada by Lever
Brothers Limited, Torontc
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A Skin and Complex-
ion That Retains

the Soft, Velvety
Appearance of Youth

is produced by the consistent
use of GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL
CREAM. A pleasing complexion
is a key-note to beauty. For
thousands of years women have
- realized this and our earliest re-
cords show that woman’s first
care was her complexion. Be-
ginning with crude applications
of ointments and oils, to the
present day which sees GOUR-
AUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM su-
preme in the homes of women
of fashion.

The Favorite For Nearly

Three-Quarters of a Century. e i
products,
GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM
gives that clear, soft, pearly white, LOWER PRICE NOW IN FORCE

youthful complexion, making it the Smwall size 60c. Large size $1.50
favorite of women of both Continents.

Prepared
in Canada

Increase the prosper-
ity of Canada b'}_'
buying ‘““made in Canada

We are constantly in receipt of letters from women in all ranks of life, who enthusiasti-
cally tell us of the wonderful results they are attaining through the consistent use of

Gouraud’s Oriental Cream

Itisaliquid powder far surpassing the dry powders that have to be applied so frequent-
ly to gain the desired effect. It does not clog up the pores of the face. The action
of the liquid is beneficial to the skin and of great assistance in treating skin troubles.
Free from grease, consequently does not encourage the growth of hair,

FREE—for a limited time

We are going to send to all readers of The Canadian Magazine a trial size bottle of
GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM and a package of our Gouraud’s Oriental Beauty
Leaves. We want every Canadian woman to know the superiority of our product.
This offer will only be in force for a short time, as our stock of trial bottles is limited.
Kindly send 10c to cover the cost of mailing and wrapping.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Proprietors
474 St. Paul St., Montreal, Can. and 37 Great Jones St., New York City
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Glen Mawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day School for Girls
Principal—-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University,
England. Large well-ventilated house, plea-
santly situated. Highly qualified statf of
Canadian and European teachers. The curri-
culum shows close touch with modern
thought and education. Preparation for
matriculation examinations. Special atten-
tion given to individual needs, Outdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART.

Bishop's College -
School

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

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

Men occupying some of the most prominent [ I
[ sanitary and well ventilated.
i

positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's
College School.

Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the
Universities and business life by an efficient sta
of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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Bishop
Strachan
School

‘
FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Arts,
Music and Painting,
President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

I WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.

nue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,

JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Ave
‘ (Higher Certificate National Froebel Union) ’

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.

The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911. 5 g
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.Z.L.. Principal.

ST+ALBANS

BROCKVILLE

—

A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS—

HEADMASTER—A. G. M. Mainwaring, M.A., Trin, Coll., Cambs.
HOUSEMASTER—J. J. Stephens, M.A., Dublin University.
VISITOR—The Lord Bishop of Ontario.

Separate houses for Senior and Junior Boys* The School Grounds cover
24 acres.

Recent R. M. C. Successes: 1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th places.
1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places.

For Prospectus, Etc., apply to the Headmaster.

AVERGAL LADIES COLLEGE

PRINCIPAL MISS KNOX
AVERGAL COLLEGE Jarvis St., Toronto

Thorough education on modern lines, First Year University work,
Havergal Diploma, Honour Matriculation, and other examinations.
Domestic Science Department. Separate Junior School. Gymnasium,,
Large Grounds for Outdoor Games, Skating Rink, Swimming Bath.

AVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL St. Clair Ave., Toronto

Day and Boarding School for Northern Toronto, Large Playing
grounds—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey.

For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar,
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.
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ST-A \DRE'S COLLEG

A RESIDENTIAL anp
DAY SCHOOL - G
FOR BOYS v

TORONTO
ONTARIO

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College and Business
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Calendar sent on application
Winter Term commenced Nov. 16th, 1914. ~..
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,L.L.D., Headmaster

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus

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

U estminister College

Toronto |
7l Residential & Day School for BGitls

Situated opposite Queen’s Park, Bloor St. W.
Every Educational facility provided.
Pupils prepared for Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as
the intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.

For CALENDAR APPLY—

JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C, MRS. A. R. GREGORY
President. Principal.

Trinity College School

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

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 the Headmaster—

REV. F. GCRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban's School, Brockville.)
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The Royal Military College

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

.. The Collpge is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
mstructlpn 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 pburpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the civil
silbjects \gvdhigh 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 prac-
tical 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. .

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered annually.

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination

- for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent 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 914 months each. -

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is about $800. "

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

Oueen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841
THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B. A., THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of
M. A., D. Sc,, and Ph. D. M. B.,, M. D. and C. M., D. Sc.

E EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement p grihy SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of

with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the

Professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- HOME STUDY
® tificate ; (b) High School Assistant's Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspon-
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's aftendance is required.

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

SCHOOL OF MINING

A College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen’s University,
KINGSTON - ONTARIO

THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE OF B.Sc.

(a) MINING ENGINEERING. (e) CIVIL ENGINEERING.
(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. () MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. (g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.

(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.

For Calendar of School and further information apply to the
SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT.
s

-
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Artists, Colleges and Students

using Oil and Water Colors
should write for Catalogue.

P& Special discount to out of town customers

Dealers given trade discount and special
discount on following:

Cambridge Colors (Madderton & Co.)

Medici Prints (Medici Society) London, Eng.

Mansell’s (London, Eng.) colored and plain platinum
and carbon pictures of old masters.

C. W. Faulkner & Co’s. (London, Eng.) Pictures,
Xmas Cards and Birthday Cards etc.

Artists’ Supply Co., 77% York St.
TORONTO.

Starting Life Right

includes a thorough
education

Orma Laaties) (Ctlege

A Christiah College-Home
for Girls

admirably fits them for their life
work.
33 Years Record of Success.

Individual instruction by ex-
perienced teachers.

Attractive situation,

Helpful environment.

For prospectus and terms write the
Principal.

R. . WARNER, M. A,, D.D,,
St. Thomas, Ont,

b LTE Gl

3
(/;0/? e,

must be continued indefinitely under present economic conditions but it is much more easily won
if you are properly armed with our Diploma showing graduation from one of our schools as an

ACCOUNTANT or STENOGRAPHER

This Diploma may be secured by daily attendance for a period of 6 or 8 months or by
taking advantage of our Excellent Home Study Courses in

BOOKKEEPING and PENMANSHIP
STORY WRITING and JOURNALISM

SHORTHAND and TYPEWRITING
ADVERTISING and SALESMANSHIP

or COMMERCIAL ART.

We have trained thousands of Young People to win the struggle tor a position and
a good salary and we are properly prepared to train many more. Will you accept our
aid?. Write us for descriptive Booklet of the Course you would like to take up. This
tirst step will lead you into the Pathway of Success.

Address: W. H. SHAW, President, SHAW’S SCHOOLS
Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard Sts., Toronto, Can.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER e

And Ontario Conservatory of Music and
Art, Whitby, Canada, Stands For Effi-
cient and Cultured Young Womanhood
’ The’ new $30,000 Gymnasium, with swimm ng pool, etc.
together with a large and attractive campus, affords facili-
ties for Scientific Physical Education unequalled in any
Ladies’ School in this country. The strength of the staff

may be judged from the fact that Seven University Gradu-

ates, all Specialists in their subjects, give instruction in the
Literary Department. All the other Departments are
2 equally;well provided for. Send for new illustrated Calendar to
REV. J. J. HARE, PH. D., Principal.

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1914-15 on the 1st
October, 1914.

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary

Write for Prospectus

a3 S
Zu =
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Successes R.M.C
Entrance 2nd, 10th
places, 1914,

McGill Science, 1st
Head Master: place 1910, " st

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. place 1912, 2nd
: MONTREAL place 1913, Ex-

hibition Arts, 1913.

ASHBURY COLLEGE Geraldine Steinmetz

Rockcliff Park, Ottawa Authors’ and Publishers’ Representative
With Department for Typewriting and Criticism
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS An editor told me the other day that he had
. to buy certain articles and stories in the
Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water Supply. iUnigad Sdtates ltoecause he c%uld 1rllot get i}‘§§’
S . n Canada, yet vou cannot sell your .
Emall classes. Gym'_‘“s‘“m' Chapel.  R.M.C. Perhaps you do not know what is wanted; but
Ntrance 1914, all candidates passed, one first place. ] more probably your MSS. need criticism and
SCHooL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 9th, 1914 revision to make them acceptable. The pur-
pose of this agency is not only to sell and to
For Calender apply :— obtain literary material, but also to help and
RE g advise untrained writers.

V. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A. [Oxon.] RATES AND FULL INFORMATION ON REQUEST

Headmaster 223 University Avenue i Toronto, Canada

i Connection in New York and in London.
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10OE1m Ave.
Rosedale

ranksomehall::

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Domestic
Science Department. horoughly efficient staff.
Large playgrounds. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basket-
ball, Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

The Dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

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

Send for Calendar

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Preparation for the Unlvemi&y and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.

Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis-

ter, who for twelve years tauiht in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.
For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

A good environment and thorough
training are obtained in

oulfonCollege

34 Bloor Street East, Toronto.
A residential and day school for girls
young women.
Courses:—Matriculation, English, Music, Art.
WRITE FOR PROSPECTUS TO 37
HARRIETT STRATTON ELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal.

Royal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL

and

For Resident and Day Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts,
Pure Science and Music.  Scholarships
are awarded annually.

For all information apply to the Warden.

THE WELFARE OF THE BOY

This college affords an ideal environment
for lads at a critical period in their lives.

Woodstoc

SECURED OR FEE RETURNED

pATENTS Send sketch for free search of Patent

Office Records. HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO
INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free. Paten's advertised

WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers.
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

SHOW CARD

‘Writers earn good money, Easy to

For
Boys

its duty by your boy as it has by

College

do

will

thousands of others.
A. T. MacNEILL, Principal. 31
Woodstock College - -  Woodstock, Ont.

learn and at small cost by taking
Edwards’ Short Course,

Write For Particulars.

Shaw Correspondence School,
395 Yonge Steet - Toronto.

—.
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“Write for,
Booklet’

EARLY every advertisement in this

magazine contains an invitation to the

reader to ‘“Write for Booklet,” ‘“Send

for Catalogue,” or something to the
same effect.

The Booklet or Catalogue is the real
explanation of the advertisement. It is the
invitation to become better acquainted. What
the advertiser has to sell, but which limited
Space prevents him describing;, is in the booklet
or catalogue.

. The advertisement is for attracting atten-
tion—the booklet sells the goods.

The Booket, therefore, should be the best
that artistic taste and mechanical skill can
Produce. It is the salesman which meets the
Customer, and the chance of sale depends
argely on the impression it makes on the
buyer.

We are Manufacturers and Designers of

Booklets,
Catalogues
and Books

We are

of every kind and description.
Printers and
Bookbinders

We have the staff, the organization, the
Plant, the mechanical skill and the facilities
for the production of the highest standard of

Work. We are helping others to sell their -

goods by producing printing that is attractive,
artistic and business making.

Let us send you our booklet “On the
Making of Printed Books,” and give us a
chance to help you solve your printing
Problems.

B T ————
Warwick Bros & Rutter, Linited

PRINTERS and BOOKBINDERS
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WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well ap-
pointed, well managed, and convenient.
Number of resident pupils limited to twenty-eight.
Students prepared for University Examinations. Spe-
cialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto
Conservatory of Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.. C.
A., Art Director. For announcement and mformation
address the Principal.

MISS M. CURLETTE, B. A.
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. JOHN HEATH'S 3
«: TELEPHONE PEN 0278 o

‘,o Registered in Canada
s To be had of the leading .:"."
o Stationers in Canada. e
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“1914”

Despite conditions, the 1914
Business of The Great-West Life
has been exceedingly good.

The fact is that many, hitherto
indifferent to Life Insurance, now
see its urgency and (looking about
for information) find that here in
their own country, in a Canadian
Company, Life Insurance may be
obtained on the most liberal terms
anywhere available.

Look into the advantages of the
Great-West Plans. The sum of
these advantages is — ““Life In-
surance, participating and non-
participating, at lowest net cost.

[ R

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company,
HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG

5 King & Spadina, TORONTO
; : =
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SERVICE

For every description of banking
business our conveniently located
Branches offer the best of facili-
ties. And in addition there is the
assurance of Safety to depositers,
the most important requisite of
banking service. We invite Sav-
ings Accounts, large and small.

PAID-UP CAPITAL - $ 6,500,000

TOTAL RESOURCES
OVER $90,000,000

The Bank of
Nova Scotia

(With which is incorporated
The Metropolitan Bank)

Branches of this Bank in every Cana-
dian Province, and in Newfoundland,
West Indies, Boston, Chicago and
New York.

Sending Something to Your
Friends for Christmas ?
WHY NOT

THE
Canadian Magazine

They will enjoy every page of it. It's
better for them than foreign maga-
zines. The brightest Canadian writers
contribute to it. It is made in Canada,
by Canadians, for Canadians. Patronize
Canadian literature, it pays.

$2.50 per year in Canada and
Great Britain.

$3.00 per year in United States.

The Ontario Publishing Co., Limited
200 Adelaide Street W., - Toronto

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes jon of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
Caalel pledged. Benefits
a Lompiete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
System of death, gr to thebmember in case of his total disafpility, 42 Million
j to t aini .
Insurance or to the r.nem er on attaining seventy years ol age Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000

THE

Inoerenpent Onroer ofF F oresTers

For further intformation and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

THIS INVESTMENT
HAS PAID 7% PER ANNUM

I

half-yearly, since the Securities of this corporation have been placed on the market
10 years ago. Business established 28 years. Investment may be withdrawn in

part or whole at any time after one year. Safe as a mortgage. Write 'at once
for full particulars and booklet.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING TORONTO, ONTARIO
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BANKING AFFAIRS

The Bank of Toronto provides for
its many customers a complete and
satisfactory banking service. Every
modern banking facility is afforded,
and an efficient staff of officers
ensures that your-banking business
will be properly conducted.

‘Savings Depositors by dSp

large or small sums at any time, and interest
is added to balances half yearly.

BUSIHCSS Men receive an accurate,
prompt service supplemented by the facilities
afforded by our wide connections and modern
equipment.

CAPITAL - - - $5,000,000
RESERVE FUNDS - $6,307,272

oy
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERGE

HEAD OFFICE - - - - - - TORONTO

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

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LL.D., D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Ass't General Manager.

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

sl R

'
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

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

C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E, Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

330-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—-330

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Grenad i
Trinidad and Bahamas Isla'nds, British Guiana and British Ho:du:a’xg?ma‘ca,

LONDON, ENG., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT &AidneHes

| .
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A GOOD CHRISTMAS BOX!

—One Hundred Dollars Every Year
For Twenty Years.

on Christmas Day

FOR
YOUR WIFE,
YOUR DAUGHTER,

GONE—

LET US TELL YOU
ALL ABOUT IT

THE

EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Toronto, Canada.

P——

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

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

Dommion SEcuRmTIEs
CORPORATION- LIMITED

TORONTO . MOHTRE:AL LONDON.ENG

——

Ask

your
stationer

The
most
popular
pen in the
world.

Esterbrook’s
Falcon No. 048

eral

The standard pen for ge

correspondence, combin a
smooth, medium point with large
ink- hul(lm,‘ capacity.

for useful metal box
Send loc containing 12 of our

most po; pu] ar pens, including the famous
Falcon 048.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N.J.

BROWN BROS., Ltd., Canadian Agents, Toronto

o)

ﬁ ‘&'ﬁ'}:.’.'!.f.’iin‘
4

I

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,248,134

220 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.
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A Personal Matter

North 4 If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
American Life were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
Solid listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
Continent sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annual
income as long as she should live? Of course

you would.

Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that
proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die.
Get the little booklet ““ The Real Service ”” which explains it fully. You have but to ask.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
Head Office -  TORONTO, CAN.

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

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

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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That Satisfied
Feeling

that comes to one when an
investment turns out better
than expected is the daily
experience of Policyholders
in the

London Life

Insurance Company

London Canada

Actual results under present
rates exceed estimates by
one-third. It is pretty safe to
insure with such a Company,
1s it not ?

Protection and provision for
old age are wonderfully com-
bined under our Endowments

at Life Rate.
Write for pamphlet.

Policies
“GOOD AS GOLD”’

The Chicf:
Consideration

Is the safety of your money
your chief consideration in deciding
upon an investment for it?

Then you cannot find a more
satisfactory investment than this
Corporation’s Debentures.

To bring them within the reach
of the smallest investor, they are
issued for sums as small as one
hundred dollars.

This does not preclude their sel-
ection by investors of large sums,
large numbers of whom hold them
for many thousands of dollars.

They are a legal investment for
Trust Funds, and many Executors
and Trustees save themselves worry
and anxiety by investing in them.

They are held in large sums by
Insurance Companies, Benevolent
and Fraternal Societies, and similar
institutions.

Send for specimen Debenture,
copy of Annual Report, etc.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund
exceed
TEN MILLION DOLLARS

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855

s
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Who believes the
Blaisdell Paper Pencil
is best?

Standard Oil Company
United States Steel Corporation

United States Navy
Ford Motor Car Company

Just to mention several of the
huge concerns using pencils by
the 100,000 who have adopted
Blaisdells either in whole or in
part, after exhaustive tests. If
they have found the Blaisdell
to be the best pencil, how can
you hope to find a better one?

Blaisdell 151 blue is the most po(gular
pencil of its class in the world. rder
by number from your stationer.

HARD "BLAISDELTYI

There are Blaisdell pencils of
every kind for every purpose.
Pencils specially imprinted for
advertising purposes.

7200

Sold by all progressive Canadian
stationers

Saisoelz=s

PHILADELPHIA

TOVHE

Wives and Mothers

of Canada

There are in our Dominion one hundred and
eighty thousand widowed women, of whom,
doubtless, many, on the death of their husbands,
were thrown upon their own resources.

And in addition there were, doubtless, in num-
erous cases children left to be supported and
educated. Fortunate indeed were those women
whose responsibilities were lightened by life
insurance.

The mutual is strictly a Canadian Company,
issuing ideal home protection policies. We
would like to see a Mutual policy in every
Canadian home.

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada

Waterloo - - - - Ontario

Old Friends,

THE

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HOME OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

old books, old songs, old wine, all improve as the years
roll by. They seem to come closer to you. You cherish
them more, and begin to appreciate their real worth. The
same ever increasing value can be applied to FEDERAL
LIFE ASSURANCE POLICIES. They accumulate as
every premium is paid. You realize what a valued invest-
ment you have. If you have not got one already matur-
ing, take one out at once, so that some time in the future
you will have it to fall back upon, if necessary, as a friend.

e e L e
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Is “little-bit” helping
you to save?

N losses as well as savings, *‘Every-
little-bit”” counts | Little bits /osr
at home discourage men who earn.

Laittle bits saved help to furnish a home;
make a man cheerful and confident; make
~a wife feel she counts.

Save through your cleaner! It costs
little but you use such lots! And, if each
time you use it, you shake on more fhan
you want, or spill some down the hungry

money down it too ?

old sink, mightn’t you just as well fling

Get a cleaner: that won’t waste or shake—a cleaner
which doesn’t spill and can’t put an atom where it
doesn’t change into shine. Get Sapolio—solid, suds-y,
wasteless, easy-working Sapolio! 7%ar won’t choke
the waste pipe with particles or get into careless,
wasteful ways.

Watch how Sapolio lasts. See how slowly And see! Your cake of Sapolio doesn’t
it wears compared with the kind of cleaners seem to have decreased in size for all the wosk
whose application you cannot regulate, See it has done at cleaning and shining and bright-
what whole tablefuls of kitchen things it will ening your kitchen- your Spotless Town.
put the twinkle into—knives and forks, kettles Yes, you'll make home /appy home— as
and spoons, aluminum and”eil‘:irhcl-’yvaxje and  millions of women have done— with the econo-
lots of things beside, mies you start by Sapolio savings !

5 SAPOLIO [
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YA

THE
Dominion Government Test

Is your guarantee of the M
of all our goods. The flavor is
that of the fresh fruits used in
all our Jams, Jellies or Catsup.

These goods are for sale at all first-class

grocers in Canada—Ask for them.

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

NDER the name of ‘‘Worcestershire Sauce’’

' l there is as wide a range of difference as there
is under the name of * ‘wine.”’

The quality of a mixture is not improved in the least by

putting it into a bottle that resembles LEA & PERRINS’, and by

giving it a label that imitates the appearance of Lea & Perrins’.

And still there are people who conclude that if the bottle has
the appearance of Lea & Perring’, the fluid inside is like Lea
& Perrins’ Sauce.

The white writing on
the Red Label:

W indicates
the Original
and Genuine

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE. .

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.







GRANDMOTHER

From the Painting by Jacob Maris in the National Art Gallery of Canada
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HERE AND THERE IN BELGIUM
BY ESTELLE M. KERR

ETCHINGS BY DOROTHY STEVENS

moved us to go to Bruges, a place

seemingly not far away, if one fol-
lowed the coast-line on the map. The
voice of the spirit must have been loud
indeed, for it moved us in spite of the
tremendous difficulties that railway
transportation put in our way. For
it was made clear that the quickest
route was to return to London and
re-cross the channel to Ostend. We
elected to take the only other way
left open to us, and this necessitated
our spending the night in Paris. The
attractions of that city were such
that we missed our train, and another
day, as well as all our cash, was
spent, but at last we arrived at
Bruges, in the rain, tired and bedrag-
gled, only to find that our baggage
had been left on the frontier. It is
true that when we passed the boun-
dary, two individuals in cocked hats
had opened the door of our compart-
ment and addressed us volubly in
Flemish, but we had paid little atten-
tion and had refused to obey their
gesticulations and leave the comfort-

93

IT was in Dieppe that the spirit

able seclusion of the train. However,
luggage has a habit of turning up in
times of peace, so we sighed to think
we had never overcome our objection
to hand luggage, and made our way
to L’Aigle d’0Or, where mine host
himself took our shoes to be dried by
the kitchen fire and brought us after-
noon tea and a delicious confection
called biscuit de Bruges.

We leaned out of our window and
looked into the rain-splashed square.
I, the seribe, was somewhat depressed
at its appearance, but the etecher want-
ed to get to work at once, for direetly
opposite was the famous belfry that
has watched over the square for six
hundred years. This fact, extracted
from my guide-book, cheered me. 1
was also pleased to learn that the
bronze gentlemen on the monument
beneath us were Peter de Connick.
dean of the Guild of Weavers, and
John Breidel, dean of the Guild of
Butchers, who roused the citizens of
Bruges on the famous oceasion known
at Bruges Matins, and killed two
thousand Frenchmen.

=



Etching by Dorothy Stevens

THE HOTEL DE

Next to our Golden Eagle were the
('ow and a number of other cheap
cafés and insignificant shops, but
about all the buildings there was an
air of bygone splendour; and when
the guide-book assured us that from
the windows of the building on our
richt lords and ladies of the Flemish
court used to wateh the tournaments
and pageants in the square below, and
that the knightly Maximilian, when
he fell from favour, was imprisoned
there by the burghers of the town,
we looked at it with new interest.
Then when the chimes, the best chimes
in Belgium, began to strike, we were
properly thrilled. We were less en-
thusiastic when thev rang again a
quarter of an hour later; and when.
far into the night, they still kept ring-
ing. we called forth all sorts of male-
dietions on Maximilian or whoever it

94

VILLE, BRUGES

was that put them there. We were
even ready to believe the guide-books
of Malines and Antwerp when they
afterwards assured us that it was their
cathedral that possessed the best
chimes in Belgium,

Farly next morning we were arous-
ed by an unusual commotion. It was
Saturday and the town was filled with
country-folk bringing wares to mar-
ket. The fruit and vegetables were
piled on two-wheeled earts drawn by
strong dogs. Sometimes two or three
dogs were driven together, but more
often one harnessed to one side, aided
his mistress, who pulled on the other
side. When they reached their aceus-
tomed place the dog went to sleep
in the shade of the ecart, while his
mistress seated herself on a camp-
stool and proceeded tranquilly with
her knitting until a eustomer arrived.




THE FAMOUS BELFRY OF BRUGES

The milk-vendors, passing on their

morning rounds, were particularly

picturesque, with their carts filled

with bright copper cans and dr.awn

by sturdy Flemish dogs. Sometimes

an equally sturdy Flemish girl, her
95

fair hair showing beneath a white cap,
walked beside, and the housewives
brought their pitchers to be filled.
The Saturday wmarket included
clothing of every deseription, sabots.
cheap pottery, and quantities of hrass
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THE CHURCH OF ST. NICHOLAS, GHENT

and copper carefully dinted to per-
suade the innocent tourist that it was
really old. The people conversed in
flat Flemish, but ehanged to a mon-
grel French and sometimes to broken
[inglish when we approached. But
we weren’t going to waste the lovely
morning bargaining with them, and
the etecher was keen to set up for
work.

“Why don’t you climb the tower
while T lay the ground for my etch-
ing.’’ she suggested. ‘‘You might
write a poem about it,”” she added ma-
liciously, ¢‘Longfellow did.”’

[ started up the dark stairs, which
wound higher and higher, till my
brain began to reel. What was the
poem? Ah, yes, ‘‘Excelsior.”” More
turns—would I, too, be found, half
buried by a faithful hound, or would
I fall to the bottom ?

-Unpleasant sounds of fat French
breathing suddenly warned me that
someone was behind. He was gaining
on me. Soon he would clutch me, if
[ did not make my presence known.
What could T say? All my French
had left me. I could not even remem-
ber a sensible word of English, but
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MALINES

Showing Tower of the Cathedral at St. Rombaut.

This fine old structure was damaged by Germans

in September

I managed to stammer out ‘‘Excel-
gior!”” Just in time! The bulky mass
swerved to one side with a ‘‘Pardon,
mademoiselle,”” squeezed past me as
I flattened myself against the wall.
and went puffing on, while I staggered
behind, but ever upward, into the
light.

The view was almost worth the ef-
fort, for in the distanece modernism
7anished and Bruges revealed itself
as a medieval city of houses with
high-pointed gables and red-tiled
roofs, interseeted by canals and nar-
row streets, above which, from among
trees and gardens. rise venerable
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buildings, while beyond the stone
gateways of the town stretch the wide
and fertile plains of Flanders, Then
the chimes pealed forth, and the hour
struck—one, two, three—would they
never cease? I put my fingers in my
ears, but the whole earth seemed to
reverberate. At last they reached
twelve, and I breathed once more.
But mno; still another, a bell, was
struck by hand with one sharp note.
This was the signal given by the
watechman that all is well; I was sur-
prised to find two old men living up
there, like the keepers of some remote
lighthouse, for they rarely descend
to earth. They look after the vast
machinery of the chimes and give the
signal of fire—a flag by day and a
light by night—to all parts of the
city. They also warn the inhabitants
of the approaching enemy, and in
their spare time, with true Belgian
thrift, they cobble shoes, while other
odd coins come their way in the tour-
ist season.

““Ah, madame is English? She
would like to see the ‘House of the
Seven Towers,” where King Charles
I1. lived in exile? It is there, and
yonder is the Guildhall of the Arch-
ers of St. Sebastion, where Charles
had the golden Bird of Honour hung
around his neck.”’

Poor Charles! He and his court
were always in debt; they could not
even pay for their meals during their
stay in Bruges, and he had to leave
his furniture behind him for arrears
in rent, but he was well liked there
nevertheless, for he entered into the
sports of the people, and was play-
ing tennis when the news of the death
of Cromwell was brought to him.
The town is still a resort for im-
pecunious English gentry, and per-
haps it is the cheap living as much
as the beauty of Bruges that attracts
such a large colony of artists there
every summer.

T would have lingered in the tow-
er. but a sound warned me that the
chimes were about to ring again and
I fled down, down, into the dark,

with the bells ringing in my ears.

In the square below the etcher was
at work, seated at a table in front of
a café. The people glanced at her as
they passed by, but she was undis-
turbed, for artists are no novelty in
Bruges. As I approached, however,
an old woman planted her hands on
the little iron table and thrust her
face close to that of the etcher, who
recoiled a little, but went on with her
work.

“Qu’est-ce que vous faites la?’’ said
the old woman.

““ Rien duw tout,”” replied the etcher,
who prides herself on her French ac-
cent. Whereupon the old woman
broke out in a strong Irish brogue.

‘“ Aha! I knew you were not French.
If you were French you would be
more polite!”’

I walked about the town, and every-
where I saw artists painting—paint-
ing the canals and the red-roofed
houses, the stone bridges and the
swans, painting the historic buildings,
the quaint narrow streets and the
cobble-paved squares. In the Place
du Bourg, beneath the shade of the
trees, were a group of German art
students, mostly girls, who were
studying with a popular artist from
Munich. They were daubing away
vigorously, but their work was inter-
spersed with a good deal of laughter.
Tt was clear that they liked to be near
one another, in order to carry on the
arts of painting and conversation at
the same time.

T sat down near the Statue Van
Eyek, in the shade of which were wo-
men selling flowers, while rows of
potted geraniums and pansies were -
laid out on the pavement. Now and
then a black-robed nun or a bare-
footed Carmelite passed by, and be-
tween the trees and the group of art-
ists T could get a glimpse of the beau-
tiful Hotel de Ville. I tried to ima-
gine the scene in the days when the
Flemish court was the most magni-
ficent in Europe. and when the Count
of Flanders. attaining to office, would
show himself at the window opposite




Etching by Dorothy Stevens
A GLIMPSE OF THE CATHEDRAL OF NOTRE DAME AT ANTWERP
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me, and there swear to guard the
rights and privileges of the city. The
facade is ornamented with niches con-
taining statues of these Counts, which
were destroyed during the Revolution
by the French, sans culottes, but after-
wards replaced. In the Belgian town-
halls the art is expended on the ex-
terior, and within there is little
worthy of notice—very nice, too, for
a lazy tourist on a sunny day! But
I wandered in later, and there saw an
indifferently painted fresco of the re-
turn from the Battle of the Golden
Spurs, that famous fight in which the
hardy peasants overthrew the knights
of France which Philip, the Fair, had
sent to avenge the blood of the
Frenchmen who had died on Bruges
Matins.

The old square has seen much, but
never an afternoon more peaceful
than the one I spent in the shadow
of the Statue Van Eyck. Yet, looking
closer, I perceived that here, too, were
signs of strife. A bearded artist,
whom 1 recognized as a well-known
French landscape painter, was stand-
ing near me with an easel under one
arm and a half-finished canvas under
the other. Ile frowned severely on
the group of chattering students and
then at his canvas. Clearly the Ger-
man girls were in possession of his
position. He frowned a while longer,
then turned on his heel and departed.
Shortly afterwards the etcher came
in sight. T hailed her, and she sat
down behind me.

“I’'ve got a plate ready for the
Hotel de Ville,”” she said. ‘‘Charm-
ing, isn’t it?”’

“But there isn’t a foot of ground
vacant,”” T objected.

““Oh, I’1l sit down right in front of
those girls. I don’t take up much
room.”’

This was true. Hunched up on a
low stool with her plate in her lap, no
one could say she obstructed the view
—_at least, the German girls didn’t.
But soon a troop of children coming
from school spied her. Now, artists
who painted impressionistic pictures

on large canvases were quite com-
mon, but a lady who drew in gold
lines on black was a novelty. In vain
did the artists behind scold and en-
treat them—the children would not
go. One by one the students gathered
up their paints and left. Then did
the bearded artist appear from be-
hind the Statue Van Eyck, and with
a malicious smile on his face set up
his easel. Iad he perchance bribed
the children? [ wonder. Did the
old Place du Bourg on that day wit-
ness a battle in which a ecompany of
Germans were put to flight single-
handed by a Frenchman, and was my
little friend, the etcher, his uncon-
seious ally ?

In the evening we found some en-
tertainment in a café called Vieux
Bruges, the walls if which are decor-
ated with enormous paintings repre-
senting the old landmarks of the town.
You can see all Bruges without go-
ing outside its doors. There was also
an excellent orchestra, led by an Aus-
trian with long gray hair and still
longer side-whiskers, who bowed to
the ground and kissed his hands im-
pressively to the ladies after each se-
lection. He looked such a perfect old
secoundrel that we were not surprised
on hearing, at the beginning of the
war, that he had skipped, owing
money to nearly everyone in town.
To pay for this entertainment we had
to order coffee or a liqueur, which
cost about ten cents, and just as we
were getting change from the waiter,
out went the lights and a moving pie-
ture representing a drama of Ameri-
can cow-boy life flashed on the screen.

During our stay in Bruges we be-
came habitués of this place, as were
nearly all the foreign artists. We got
to know them by sight, and I even
recognized an acquaintance amongst
the members of an art class from New
York, brought there by William
Chase, and the eteher was hailed with
delight by a youth she had known in
her student days in London.

““What, are you painting Bruges,
too, Mr, Cohen ?’’ she asked.
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““Not exactly. I'm pointing out
places of interest to the Freekirkers.
Sort of Cook’s tour, you know, but
religious. And, by the way, my
name’s not Cohen now, I've changed
it to Vivian Guy. Pretty thing in
names, don’t you think so?’’ and he
hurried off to join his party, who
were eyeing us disapprovingly.

The atmosphere of Bruges, how-
ever, is one of busy industry, and even
the artists are up and at work in the
early morning. For real frivolity you
must go to Ostend, and as the etcher
refused to leave Bruges when the sun
was shining, even that had its sombre
side. The bathing and the parade of
fashion is not remarkable in rainy
weather. The long line of bathing
wagons that have since been so useful
in sheltering refugees, were drawn up
along the shore, and the pedestrians
were hurrying to cover. The enor-
mous Kursall was half deserted, but
around the tables sat chic Parisiennes,
handsome Russians, ~and charmipg
English ladies, sippmg. tea, while
waiters hurried about with trays of

ting French pastries.
ter’lll‘!};e t%wn of Ostend is devoid of
beautiful architecture, having been
thoroughly shelled by various besieg-
ers and swamped eight times by
waves, but the buildings along the
wide dyke are very pretentious, and
while you can get a room at Bruges
for four frames, you can pay four
pounds a day at Ostend.

It was late at night when we ar-
rived in Ghent, and we took a ram-
shackle bus to a hotel, yvbi_ch was
crowded, owing to the exhibition then
in progress, but the clerk directed us
to lodgings nearby, and we found our-
gelves in front of a lit.tle café. A fat
old woman with a bristly gray mus-
tache showed us in, eyeing us grimly
and speaking as few words as pos-
gible. She lighted a candle and led
us down a long, dark passage and up
a steep and narrow flight of stairs
into an enormous bedroom, where she
get the candle down and left us. In
the dim light we could see three large
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armoires that might contain—well,
anything and lots of it. In one corner
was the bed, a huge four-poster,
with pictures of the deathbeds of
celebrities, only in those pictures
there are always a, lot of people
gathered to see them die, while there
were only two of us. Clutching each
other’s hands, we took the eandle and
peered under the big black bed, be-
hind the curtains, and into first one
armoire and then another, and found
them to be full of emptiness. But the
third (you know in the fairy-tales
something always happens)—well, the
third armoire was locked! The key
was in the lock, so we turned it and
stepped back a pace. The door with
surprising alaerity swung wide open,
the huge armoire fell over with a ter.
rible crash, extinguishing the candle
and pinning the etcher firmly to the
floor.

“Are you hurt?’’ I ecried, and a
small voice answered :

““No, it didn’t fall on me. I’'m in-
side, but I ean’t lift it. You try.”

But the old woman had heard the
crash, and came running up with an-
other candle.

““Mon diew!”’ she eried. ‘It al-
ways does that! That is why I keep
it locked. Did you not see there were
other armoires, two of them, and had
you s0 many gowns?’’ She glanced
contemptuously at our hand-bags.

With a great deal of pulling and
pushing we raised it again and set it
in place. Then the old woman laugh-
ed so heartily that we saw she was not
an ogre after all, and when we told
her we were tired and ecold she made
us a delicious cup of chocolate, and
we slept peacefully in the bed, where
somebody’s ancestors must have died.
In the morning we ventured to ask
her the sum she demanded for so
much space, and when she told us it
was thirty cents a day each, we al-
most embraced her.

The morning light made our lodg-
ings look quite cheerful, and we set
out early to see the town. We were
prepared for the wonderful medisval
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buildings and were not disappointed.
But modern Ghent is a flourishing
place as well. It is a flower-garden
where industry flourishes between the
azalias and orchids, for the Belgium
flower trade amounts to millions and
millions of franes, and for flax and
lace it is equally renowned.

It is also a university town, and
like all Belgium cities, has a splendid
town-hall, but the etcher decided that
the early Gothic church of St. Nich-
olas, the oldest in Ghent, was most
worthy of her skill, and with part
of a bridge in the foreground and
gsome workmen drawing a barge along
the canal, it made a most successful
plate.

The Chateau des Contes, with its
great moats, is one of the most pic-
turesque places in Ghent, and it was
here that I again met Mr. Co—, I
mean Mr. Vivian Guy. He was per-
sonally conducting a party of Free-
kirkers around the mansion, calling
upon them to admire certain views
and talking volubly, especially when
he noticed a tendency in one of the
party to ask a question.

“Imagine the ladies of the Flemish
court, as they sat with their embroid-
R

““What date?’’ I interrupted, but
he frowned at me, and when he had a
chance he whispered :

“If you want to know anything try
Baedeker. I make this up as I go
along.”’

As soon as the etching was finished,
we left Ghent and our draped bed
and our bewhiskered hostess and the
cheerful conversation of Mr. Vivian
Guy, who amused us greatly when he
wasn’t busy with the Freekirkers.
TFrom there we went to Malines, where
the town by the railway station was
dull-coloured and frankly ugly, but
the Malines of history, not far away,
stood intact in all its dignified respee-
tability, quiet to the point of stagna-
tion. There is an old Flemish mar-
ket-place framed in old Flemish build-
ings; an old Flemish moat reflects the
old Flemish gable of a hospital, and
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the streets are pervaded with a tomb-
like silence.

The people were nearly all dressed
in black and had a religious air. They
eyed us askance and made us feel that
our gowns were too bright, too stylish,
and that we were altogether too cheer-
ful for the place. The town was spot-
less, the buildings very white, and the
roofs almost cerise, while the very
cobble-stones looked as if they were
polished daily. And visitors seemed
so searce, we were sure the hotels
would welcome us with open arms.
But this was not the case. Evidently
the ‘people of Malines thought we
looked wealthy, for they asked very
high prices. In despair we were about
to seek lodgings in a convent, and
asked a butcher — quite the most
cheerful person we had seen—where
we might find one. He called his
wife, a still more cheerful person, and
their little girl trotted after her, the
smilingest one of the lot. Madame
seemed to know at once that we were
neither rich or proud, and said they
would be delighted to have us stay
with them. We followed her through
the shop and up the stairs into a
charming room, beautifully clean, and
with a fine view of the square. So
there we stayed. The etcher adopted
the habit of shutting her eyes when
she passed through the shop; until
one day she bumped into a earcass of
beef, after which she dashed through
with slightly lowered lids, and prob-
ably, had we remained longer, she
would have quite become used to the
sight, possibly have painted it, as
Rembrandt did.

Malines is the seat of the Primate
of Belgium, and the palace of the
Archbishop stands near the Cathedral
of St. Rombaut. The tower is three.
hundred feet high and would have
been still higher had not the sale of
indulgences come to a slump while
the building was in progress.

The etcher chose the view of St.
Rombaut’s from across the square,
showing the tower with its dial of
wrought iron belonging to the larg-
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est clock in Belgium, some say in the
world. The church was damaged by
the Germans in September, but it is
to be hoped that a monument of such
beauty and historieal interest will not
be lost to the world, and that the cele-
brated pictures in Malines by Rubens
and Van Dyck have been preserved.
We were glad to leave the too
sacred precincts of the town of Ma-
lines and set out for the busy metro-
polis of Antwerp, where we arrived
in the rain, and, leaving our luggage
this time at a high-class pension,
started out to see the town on foot.
‘We had got thoroughly chilled in the
train, and the gowns that had attract-
ed so much attention at Malines, look-
ed quite bedraggled. The heat from
a baker’s shop attracted us, and we
" paused over the grating to warm our
feet. Oh, but it felt good! Suddenly
the etcher secreamed and bounded
away. I, too,felt a prick on my ankle;
we looked down and saw a fat cook
prodding at us with a long fox:k! Our
dignity was wounded; our pride was
hurt, so with one lordly gesture I
turned and called a cab. ‘When we
got out of the baker’s sight we were
careful to impress the driver with the
fact that we had engaged hin} for one
hour only, knowing their wily ways
of charging double fare if you kept
them a minute over time. There was
such a lot to see, but first—always
first in Belgium, we went to the town
hall. The etcher was disappointed,
for here was a building in the style
of the Italian Renaissanpe; but for
pure Flemish character it made up
within what it lacked without, and
its mural decorations by Leys_ are re-
markable productions of Belgian pic-
torial art. g
The etcher was not enthusmgtlc
about Rubens as an architect, judging
by his house and the Jesuit church he
designed, but the whole town of Ant-
werp is stamped with this great mas-
ter’s personality, There was a statue
in his honour, a street named after
him, or a painting by his hand whl.ch-
ever way we turned; lesser artists
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shone in his reflected glory, and peo-
ple gained distinection through hav-
ing been his friends,

The beautiful Gothie architecture
of the Cathedral of Notre Dame left
nothing to be desired, unless it were
that the other tower which now rises
to only one-third of its projected
height, be completed. In the tower
are very fine chimes, more careful of
their voices than their cousins at
Bruges, for they ring only once a
week, on Friday at noon.

Much has been written of the won-
derful pictures by Rubens in this
cathedral, which were graciously un-
veiled for us to see. These pictures
are now sheltered in England, absent
from their places for the second time,
for they were taken as loot by the
French sans culottes during the Revo-
lution, but restored to Antwerp by
Louis XVIII. at the request of the
Duke of Wellington,

The etcher picked out the view of
the cathedral she thought best for an
etching. It is unfortunate that so
many of these wonderful buildings
are so tightly pressed on all sides by
mean shops and dwellings. That of
Notre Dame is particularly erowded,
but the tower can always be seen, ex-
quisite, against the sky.

“Now to the Musée Plantin,”’ we
told the driver. It lacked ten minutes
of the hour, and the museum, our
guide-book told us, was not far away,
but he turned in a contrary direction
and, after following a  eireuitous
route, brought us to another church.
We assured him we had no wish to
visit it, but he begged, entreated, even
commanded us to enter. Meanwhile
I studied my map,

‘‘Musée Plantin, vite!”’ T eried.
‘““No, not, that way,”” for he again
tried to take a roundabout road. We
arrived at the museum three minutes
after our time was up, .paid for one
hour, with a generous tip, and ran
hastily into the museum. He yelled
and stormed with rage, called us
cheats, collected as mueh of the popu-
lace as he could, and followed wus to
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the steps, but as it was not a free day
the door was closed in his face.

Thus do I, after the manner of my
countrymen, tell tales of foreign tra-
vel. I once asked a young girl who
had just returned from a continental
tour, if she had visited Antwerp?

“I’m not sure, but I think so,’’ she
said, and then, after a pause, ‘°Oh,
yes; that was the place where mother
lost her bracelet.”’

It is hard to think that anyone who
has visited the Plantin Museum could
forget it, it represents so faithfully
the home and printing establishment
of a Flemish patrician; and when you
have entered into the pleasant quie-
tude of the place, you feel as if the
history of the world, which com-
menced about 1575, had come to a full
stop in 1650. The bread in the ovens
of the Pompeian bakers has not re-
mained more completely undisturbed
than this dead printing-office. ~The
forms are left in the presses, the type
in their cases, and the proofs on the
tables. But this is an illusion, the
work of loving care, for the press was
in use during the eighteenth century,
but what was cheap and modern has
been discarded and only the best re-
mains. You look from the leaded
windows of the proof-reader’s room,
framed in Virginia creeper, to the
Jovely courtyard with its wonderful
old vine, and cannot help contrast-
ing this peaceful place with the noise
and hurry and dirt of our modern
printing-offices.

It was hard to drag me away from
this wonderful place, but the etcher
clamoured for lunch, and so, first
peeping out to see that our enemy the

cabbie was not in sight, we stepped
back into the present century.

Not only in old masters is Ant-
werp rich; for, besides Rubens and
Van Dyeck, she lays claim to Quentin,
Metsys, Van Eyck, Jordaens, and the
two Teniers. She has given birth also
to several modern artists of note, in-
cluding Leys, Alma Tadema, and
Aery Schaeffer, while the galleries are
rich in the work of the greatest of all
modern Belgian artists, Alfred Stev-
ens. During the few days we spent
in Antwerp, many hours were devoted
to the art galleries, and so we missed
several of the sights that are starred
in Baedeker. ]

The etcher has never recovered
from her disappointment in not hav-
ing time to make at least one etching
of the picturesque Musée Steen, on
the banks of the Scheldt. This won-
derful old castle was the scene of the
Spanish Inquisition, and has all kinds
of blood-curdling dungeons in its
depths. It is now a museum of an-
tiquities, including a fine collection of
old weapons and instruments of tor-
ture.

All good things must end, even our
little trip through the Flemish part
of Belgium. There, amongst a fore
est of masts and funnels, our ship
was waiting to take us across the At-
lantie, and we sailed regretfully down
the Scheldt, past the green lowlands
of Holland and out to the open sea,
leaving behind us a train of mem-
ories and chords of sympathy that are
now throbbing for the people of whom
Caesar wrote:

““ Amongst the barbarians, the

Belge are the bravest.”’




BROOD OF THE WITCH-QUEEN
BY SAX ROHMER

VII.—THE CORD

OT the least of the trials which

Robert Cairn experienced dur-

ing the time that he and his
father were warring with their super-
naturally equipped opponent—:'&n-
tony Ferrara—was that of preserving
gilence upon this matter which loom-
ed so large in his mind, and which
already had changed the course of his
life.

Sometimes he met men who knew
Ferrara, but who knew him only as
a man about town of somewhat evil
reputation. Yet even to these he
dared not confide what he knew of
the true Ferrara; undoubtedly they
would have deemed him mad had he
spoken of the knowledge and of the
deeds of this uncanny, this ﬁendlsh
being. How would they have listened
to him had he sought to tell them of
the den of spiders in Port Said; of
the bats of Méydiim; of the seeret in-
eense and of how it was made; of the
numberless murders and atrocities,
wrought by means not human, which
stood to the account qf this adopted
son of the late Sir Michael Ferrara.

So, exeepting his fathe.r, he had no
confidant ; for above all it was neces-
sary to keep the truth from Myra Du-

esne—from Myra around whom his
world eireled, but who yet thought
of the dreadful being who wielded the
sorcery of forgotten ages, as a bro-
ther. Whilst Myra lay ill—not yet
recovered from the ghastly attack
made upon her life by th.e man w]gom
she trusted—whilst, having plentiful
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evidence of his presence in London,
Dr. Cairn and himself vainly sought
for Antony Ferrara; whilst any night
might bring some unholy visitant to
his rooms, obedient to the will of this
modern wizard; whilst these fears,
anxieties, doubts, and surmises danc-
ed, impish, through his brain, it was
all but impossible to pursue with sue-
cess his vocation of journalism. Yet
for many reasons it was necessary
that he should do 50, and so he was
employed upon a series of articles
which were the outecome of his recent
visit to BEgypt—his editor having
given him that work as being less ex-
citing than that which properly falls
to the lot of the Fleet Street copy-
hunter,

He left his rooms about three
o’clock in the afternoon, in order to
seek, in the British Museum Library,
a reference which he lacked. The day
was an exceedingly warm one, and
he derived some little satisfaction
from the faet that, at his present
work, he was not called upon to en-
dure the arméur of respectability.
Pipe in mouth, he made his way across
the Strand towards Bloomsbury.

As he walked up the steps, crossed
the hallway, and passed in beneath
the dome of the reading-room, he
wondered if, amid these mountains of
erudition surrounding him, there was
any wisdom so stronge as that of
Antony Ferrara.

He soon found the information for
which he was looking, and, having

e
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copied it into his note-book, he left
the reading-room. Then, as he was
recrossing the hall near the foot of
the principal staircase, he paused. He
found himself possessed by a sudden
desire to visit the Egyptian Rooms
upstairs, He had several times in-
spected the exhibits in those apart-
ments, but never sinee his return from
the land to whose ancient civilization
they bore witness.

Cairn was not pressed for time in
these days, therefore he turned and
passed slowly up the stairs.

There were but few visitors to the
grove of mummies that afternoon.
When he entered the first room he
found a small group of tourists pass-
ing idly from case to case; but on
entering the second, he saw that he
had the apartment to himself. He re-
membered that his father had men-
tioned on one occasion that there was
a ring in this room which had belong-
ed to the Witeh-Queen. Robert Cairn
wondered in which of the cases it was
exhibited, and by what means he
ghould be enabled to recognize it.

Bending over a case containing
gearabs and other amulets, many set
in rings, he began to read the inserip-
tions upon the little tickets placed be-
neath some of them; but none answer-
ed to the deseription, neither the tic-
keted nor the unticketed. A second
case he examined with like results.
But on passing to a third in an angle
near the door, his gaze immediately
lighted upon a gold ring set with a
strange green stone, engraved in a
peculiar way. It bore no ticket, yet
as Robert Cairn eagerly bent over it,
he knew, without the possibility of
doubt, that this was the ring of the
‘Witeh-Queen.

With his eyes fixed on the gleam-
ing stone, he sought to remember.
That he had seen this ring before, or
one exactly like it, he knew, but
strangely enough he was unable to de-
termine where and upon what ocea-
sion. So with his hands resting upon
the case, he leant, peering down at
the singular gem. And as he stood
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thus, frowning in the effort of recol-
leetion, a dull, white hand, having
long, tapered fingers, glided across the
glass until it rested directly beneath
his eyes. Upon one of the slim fingers
was an exact replica of the ring in
the case!

Robert Cairn leapt back with a
stifled exclamation.

Antony Ferrara stood before him!

““The Museum ring is a copy, dear
Cairn,”” came the huskily musieal,
hateful voice; ‘‘the one upon my fin-
ger is the real one.”’

Cairn realized in his own person
the literal meaning of the overwork-
ed phrase, ‘‘frozen with amazement.’’
Before him stood the most dangerous
man in Europe—a man who had done
murder and worse, a man only in
name, a demon in nature. With his
long, black eyes half closed, his per-
fectly chiselled ivory face expression-
less, and his blood-red lips parted in
a mirthless smile, Antony Ferrara
watched Cairn—Cairn whom he had
sought to murder by means of hellish
art. .
Despite the heat of the day he wore
a heavy overcoat, lined with white-
fox fur. In his right hand—for his
left still rested upon the case—he held
a soft hat. With an easy nonchalance
he stood regarding the man who had
sworn to kill him—and, the latter
made no move, uttered no word. Stark
amazement held him inert.

““T knew that you were in the Mus-
eum, Cairn,”’ Ferrara continued, stilt
having his basilisk eyes fixed upon the
other from beneath the drooping lids,
““and I called you to join me here.’’

Still Cairn did not move, did not
speak.

““You have acted very harshly to-
wards me in the past, dear Cairn; but
because my philosophy consists in an
admirable blending of that practised
in Sybaris with that advocated by the
excellent Zeno; because whilst T am
prepared to make my home in a Dio-
genes tub, I, nevertheless, can enjoy
the fragrance of a rose, the flavour of
a peach—"’
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The husky voice seemed to be
hypnotizing Cairn; it was a siren’s
song, thralling him,

‘‘Because,”” continued Ferrara
evenly, ‘‘in common with all human-
ity, I am compound of man and wo-
man, I can resent the enmity which
drives me from shore to shore, but
being myself a connoisseur of the red
lips and laughing eyes of maiden-
hood—I am thinking more particular-
ly of Myra—I can forgive you, dear
Cairn—"’

Then Cairn recovered himself.

““You white-faced cur!’’ he snarl-
ed through clenched teeth; his knue-
kles whitened as he stepped around
the case. ‘‘You dare to stand there
mocking me!’’

Ferrara again placed the case be-
tween himself and his enemy.

‘‘Pause, my dear Cairn,”’ he said,
without emotion. ‘“What would you
do? Be discreet, dear Cairn, reflect
that I have only to call an attendant
in order to have you piteched, igno-
miniously, into the street.’’

‘‘Before God I will throttle the life
from you!’’ said Cairn, in a voice
savagely hoarse.

He sprang again towards Ferrara.
Again the latter dodged around the
case with an agility which defied the
heavier man.

““Your temperament is so painfully
Celtie, Cairn,’’ he protested mocking-
ly. “I perceive quite clearly that
you will not discuss this matter ju-
diciously. Must I then call for the
attendant?’’ -

Cairn clenched his fists convulsive-
ly. Through all the tumult of his
rage the fact had penetrated—that he
was helpless. He could not attack
Ferrara in that place; he could not
detain him against his will. For Fer-
rara had only to claim official pro-
tection to bring about the complete
discomfiture of his assailant. Ac?oss
the case containing the duplicate ring,
he glanced at this incarnate fiend,
whom the law which he had secretly
outnged now served :co protect. Eer-
rara spoke again in his musical voice.
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‘I regret that you will not be rea-
sonable, Cairn. There is s0 much that
I should like to say to you; there are
S0 many things of interest which I
could tell you. Do you know in some
respects I am peculiarly gifted,
Cairn? At times I ecan recollect,
quite distinetly, particulars of form-
er incarnations. Do you see that
priestess lying there, just through the
doorway? I can quite distinetly re-
member having met her when she was
a girl; she was beautiful, Cairn. And
I can even recall how, one night be-
side the Nile—but I can see that you
are growing impatient! If you will
not avail yourself of this opportun-
ity, I must bid you good-day.”’

He turned and walked towards the
door, Cairn leapt after him; but Fer-
rara, suddenly beginning to run,
reached the end of the Egyptian
Room and darted out on to the land-
ing before his pursuer had time to
realize what he was about.

At the moment that Ferrara turn-
ed the corner ahead of him, Cairn
saw something drop. Coming to the
end of the room, he stooped and pick-
ed up this object, which was a plaited
silk cord about three feet in length.
He did not pause to examine it more
closely, but thrust it into his pocket
and raced down the steps after the
retreating figure of Ferrara. At the
foot, a constable held out his arm, de-
taining him, Cairn stopped in sur-
prise.

‘I must ask you for your name and
address,”’ said the constable

“For Heaven’s sake, what for?’’

‘“A gentleman has complained—’’

“My good man,”’ exclaimed Cairn,
and proffered his card, ‘‘it is—it is a
practical joke on his part, I know
him well !’

The constable looked at the card,
and from the eard, suspiciously, back
to Cairn. Apparently the appearance
of the latter reassured him—or he
may have formed a better opinion of
Cairn from the faet that half-a-erown
had quickly changed hands.

““All right, sir,’’ he said, ‘it is no
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affair of mine; he did not charge you
with anything—he only asked me to
prevent you from following him.”’

““Quite so,”’ snapped Cairn irrit-
ably, and dashed off along the gallery
in the hope of overtaking Ferrara.

But, as he had feared, Ferrara had
made good use of his ruse to escape.
He was nowhere to be seen, and Cairn
was left to wonder with what object
he had risked the encounter in the
Egyptian Room—for that it had been
deliberate, and not accidental, he
quite clearly perceived.

He walked down the steps of the
Museum, deep in reflection. The
thought that he and his father for
months had been seeking the fiend
Ferrara, that they had sworn to kill
him as they would kill a mad dog, and
that he, Robert Cairn, had stood face
to face with Ferrara, had spoken with
him, and had let him go free, un-
seathed, was maddening. Yet, in the
circumstances, how could he have act-
ed otherwise?

‘With no recollection of having tra-
versed the intervening streets, he
found himself walking under the
archway leading to the court in which
his chambers were situated ; in the far
corner, shadowed by the tall plane-
trees, where the worn iron railings
of the steps and the small panes of
glass in the solicitor’s window on the
ground floor called up memories of
Charles Dickens, he paused, filled
with a sort of wonderment. It seemed
strange to him that such an air of
peace conld prevail anywhere, whilst
Antony Ferrara lived and remained
at large.

He ran up the stairs to the second
landing, opened the door, and entered
his chambers. He was oppressed to-
day with a memory, the memory of
certain gruesome happenings where-
of these rooms had been the scene.
Knowing the powers of Antony Fer-
rara he often doubted the wisdom of
fiving there alone, but he was per-
snaded that to allow these fears to
make headway would be to yield a
point to the enemy. Yet there were
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nights when he found himself sleep-
less, listening for sounds which had
seemed to arouse him; imagining sin-
ister whispers in his room—and imag-
ining that he could detect the dread-
ful odour of the secret incense.

Seating himself by the open win-
dow, he took out from his pocket the
silken cord, which Ferrara had drop-
ped in the Museum, and examined it
curiously. His examination of the
thing did not serve to enlighten him
respecting its character. It was mere-
ly a piece of silken cord, very closely
and curiously plaited. He threw it
down on the table, determined to show
it to Dr. Cairn at the earliest oppor-
tunity. He was conscious of a sort
of repugnance; and prompted by this,
he carefully washed his hands as
though the cord had been some un-
clean thing.

Then he sat down to work, only to
realize immediately that work was im-
possible until he had confided in some-
body his encounter with Ferrara.

Lifting the telephone receiver, he
called up Dr. Cairn, but his father
was not at home. -

He replaced the receiver, and sat
staring vaguely at his open note-book,

1L

For close upon an hour Robert
Cairn sat at his writing-table, endeav-
ouring to puzzle out a solution to the
mystery of Ferrara’s motive. His re-
flections served only to confuse his
mind.

A tangible clue lay upon the table
before him—the silken cord. But it
was a clue of such a nature that,
whatever deductions an expert detee-
tive might have based upon it, Robert
Cairn could base none. Dusk was not
far off, and he knew that his nerves
were not what they had been before
those events which had led to his
Egyptian journey. He was back in
his own chamber—secene of one grue-
some outrage in Ferrara’s unholy
campaign. For darkness is the ally

of erime, and it had always been in
the darkness that Ferrara’s activities
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had most fearfully manifested them-
selves.

‘What was that?

Cairn ran to the window, and, lean-
ing out, looked down into the court
below. He could have sworn that a
voice—a voice possessing a strange
music, a husky musie, wholly hateful
—had called him by name. But at
the moment the court was deserted,
for it was already past the hour at
which members of the legal fraternity
desert their business premises to
hasten suburbanward. Shadows were
creeping under the quaint old arch-
ways; shadows were draping the an-
cient walls. And there was some-
thing in the aspeet of the place which
reminded him of a quadarangle at
Oxford, across which, upon a certain
fateful evening, he and another had
watched the red light rising and fall-
ing in Antony Ferrara’s rooms.

Clearly his imagination was play-
ing him tricks, and against this he
knew full well that he must guard
himself. The light in his rooms was
growing dim, but instinctively his
gaze sought out and found the
mysterious silken cord amid the lit-
ter on the table. He contemplated
the telephone, but since he had left
a message for his father, he knew
that the latter would call him up di-
rectly he returned.

Work, he thought, would be the
likeliest antidote to the poisonous
thoughts which oppressed his mind,
and again he seated himself at the
table and opened his notes befox:e
him. The silken rope lay close to his
left hand, but he did not touch it.
He was about to switch on the read-
ing-lamp, for it was now too dark to
write, when his mind wandered off
along another chanpel qf reflection.
He found himself picturing Myra as
she had looked the last time that he

seen her.
haghe was seated in Mr. Saunderson’s
garden, till pale from her dreadful
illness, but beautiful——mqre beautiful
in the eyes of Robert Cairn than any
other woman in the world. The
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breeze was blowing her rebellious
curls across her eyes— eyes bright
with a happiness which he loved to
see.

Her cheeks were paler than they
were wont to be, and the sweet lips
had lost something of their firmness.
She wore a short cloak, and a wide-
brimmed hat, unfashionable, but be-
coming. No one but Myra could sue-
cessfully have worn that hat, he
thought.

Wrapt in such love-like memories,
he forgot that he had sat down to
write—forgot that he held a pen in
his hand, and that this same hand
had been outstretched to ignite the
lamp.

‘When he ultimately awoke again
to the hard facts of his lonely en-
vironment, he also awoke to a singu-
lar circumstance; he made the ae-
quaintance of a strange phenomenon.,

He had been writing unconseiously !

And this was what he had written :

““Robert Cairn, renounce your pur-
suit of me, and renounce Myra; or
to-night—"’

The sentence was unfinished.

Momentarily he stared at the
words, endeavouring to persuade him-
self that he had written them con-
sciously, in ‘idle mood. But some
voice within gave him the lie. So that

with a suppressed groan he muttered
aloud :

‘“It has begun!”’

Almost as he spoke there came a
sound from the passage outside, that
led him to slide his hand across the
table and to seize his revolver.

The visible presence of the little
Wweapon reassured him, and, as a fur-
ther sedative, he resorted to tobacco
—filled and lighted, his pipe—and
leaned back in the chair, blowing
smoke-rings towards the closed door.

He listened intently, and heard the
sound again.

It was a soft hiss!

And now he thought he could de-
tect another noise—as of some crea-
ture dragging its body along the floor.

““A lizard,”’ he thought. And a
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memory of the basilisk eyes of An-
tony Kerrara came to him,

Both the sounds seemed to come
slowly nearer and nearer, the drag-
ging thing being evidently responsible
for the hissing, until Cairn decided
that the creature must be immediate-
ly outside the door.

Revolver in hand, he leapt across
the room, and threw the door open.

The red carpet to right and left
was innocent of reptiles.

Perhaps the ecreaking of the re-
volving-chair as he had prepared to
quit it, had frightened the thing.
With the idea before him, he sys-
tematically searched all the rooms in-
to which it might have gone.

His search was unavailing, the
mysterious reptile was mnot to be
found.

Returning again to the study he
seated himself behind the table, fac-
ing the door—which he left ajar.

Ten minutes passed in silence—
only broken by the dim murmur of
the distant traffie.

He had almost persuaded himself
that his imagination—quickened by
the atmosphere of mystery and hor-
ror wherein he had recently moved—
was responsible for the hiss, when a
new sound came to confute his rea-
soning.

The people occupying the chambers
below were moving about, so that
their footsteps were faintly audible;
but, above these dim footsteps, a
rustling—vague, indefinite — demon-
strated itself. As in the case of the
hiss, it proceeded from the passage.

A light burned inside the outer
door, and this as Cairn knew must
cast a shadow before any thing or
person approaching the door.

Qesf!  Sssf! came, like the rustle
of light draperies.

The nervous suspense was almost
unbearable. He waited.

What was creeping slowly, cau-
tiously, toward the open door? 3

Cairn toyed with the trigger of his

revolver.
“The arts of the West ghall try
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conclusions with those of the East,”’
he said.

A shadow ;

Inch upon ineh it grew, creeping
across the door until it covered all
the threshold visible.

He raised the revolver.

The shadow moved along.

Cairn saw the tail of it creep past
the door, until' no shadow was there!

The shadow had come—and gone;
but there was no substance!

“I am going mad!”’

The words forced themselves to his
lips. He rested his chin upon his
hands and elenched his teeth grimly.
Did the horrors of insanity stare him
in the face!

That recent illness in London—
when his mnervous system had eol-
lapsed, utterly—from which, despite
his stay in Egypt, he never had fully
recovered. ‘‘A month will see you
fit again,’’ his father had said; but
—perhaps he had been wrong—per-
chance the affection had been deeper
than he had suspected ; and now this
endless carnival of supernatural hap-
penings had strained the weakened
cells, so that he was become as a man
in a delirium!

‘Where did reality end and phan-
tasy begin? Was it all mere subjec-
tive ?

He had read of such aberrations.

And now he sat wondering if he
were the vietim of a like affliction—
and while he wondered he stared at
the rope of silk. That was real.

Logie came to his rescue. If he had
geen and heard strange things, so, too,
had Sime in Egypt—so had his father,
both in BEgypt and in London! In-
explicable things were happening
around him ; and all could not be mad!

“T’m getting morbid again,”’ he
told himself ; ‘‘the tricks of our damn-
able Ferrara are getting on my nerves
—just what he desires and intends.”’

This latter reflection spurred him
to new activity; and, pocketing the
revolver, he switched off the light in
the study and looked out of the win-

dow.
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Glancing across the court, he
thought that he saw a man standing
below, peering upward. With his
hands resting upon the window-ledge,
Cairn looked long and steadily.

There certainly was someone stand-
ing in the shadow of the tall plane-
tree, but whether man or woman he
could not determine,

The unknown remaining in the
same position, apparently watching,
Cairn ran downstairs, and, passing
out into the court, walked rapidly
across to the tree. There he paused
in some surprise; there was no one
visible by the tree, and the whole
eourt was quite deserted.

‘“‘Must have slipped off through the
archway,’’ he concluded; and, walk-
ing back, he remounted the stairs and
entered his chambers again.

Feeling a renewed curiosity regard-
ing the silken rope which had so
strangely come into his possession, he
sat down at the table, and, mastering
his distaste for the thing, took it in
his hands and examined it closely by
the light of the lamp.

He was seated with his back to the
windows, facing the door so that no
one could possibly have entered the
room unseen by him. It was as he
bent down to scrutinize the curious
plaiting that he felt a sensation steal-
ing over him, as though someone were
standing very close to his chglr.

Grimly determined to resist any
hypnotic tricks that might be prac-
tised against him, and well assured
that there could be no person actual-
ly present, in the chambers, he sat
back, resting his revolver on his knee.
Prompted by he knew not what, he
slipped the silk cord into the table
drawer and turned the key upon it. ;

As he did so a hand crept over his
shoulder—followed by a bare arm of
the hue of old ivory—a woman’s arm!

Transfixed, his eyes fastened upon
the ring of dull metal, bearing a
green stone inseribed with a complex
figure vaguely rese;nbhng a spider
which adorned the index ﬁnggr.

A faint perfume stole to his nos-
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trils—that of the secret incense; and
the ring was the ring of the Witch-
Queen !

In this incredible moment he relax-
ed that iron control of his mind which,
alone, had saved him before. Even
as he realized it, and strove to recover
himself, he knew that it was too late;
he knew that he was lost!

Gloom—blackness, unrelieved by
any speck of light, murmuring, sub-
dued, all around—the murmuring of
a concourse of people. The darkness
was odorous with a heavy perfume.

A voice came—followed by ecom-
plete silence.

Again the voice sounded, chanting
sweetly.

A response followed in deep male
voices.

The response was taken up all
around—what time a tiny speck grew,
in the gloom—and grew, until it took
form; and out of the darkness the
shape of a white-robed woman ap-
peared—high up—far away.

Wherever the ray that illumined
her figure emanated from, it did not
pereeptibly dispel the stygian gloom
all about her. She was bathed in
dazzling light, but framed in im-
penetrable darkness,

Her dull gold hair was encireled
by a band of white metal—like silver,
bearing in front a round, burnished
disk, that shone like a minor sun.
Above the disk projected an orna-
ment having the shape of a spider.

The intense light picked out every
detail vividly. Neck and shoulders
were bare, and the gleaming ivory
arms were uplifted, the long slender
fingers held aloft a golden ecasket cov-
ered with dim figures, almost undis-
cernible at that distance.

A glittering zone of the same white
metal confined the Snowy draperies.
Her bare feet peeped out from be.
neath the flowing robe.

Above, below, and around her was
—Memphian darkness!

The whole invisible eoncourse took
up the chant, and the light faded, un-
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til only a speck on the disk below the
spider was visible.

Then that, too, vanished.

Silence—the perfume was stifling.
A voice, seeming to come from a great
distance, cried: ‘‘On your knees to
the Book of Thoth! On your knees to
the Wisdom Queen, who is deathless,
being unborn, who 1s dead though liv-
ing, whose beauty is for all men—
that all men may die—’’

A bell was ringing furiously. Its
din grew louder and louder; it be-
came insupportable. Cairn threw out
his arms and staggered up like a man
intoxicated. He grasped at the table-
lamp only just in time to prevent it
overturning.

The ringing was that of his tele-
phone-bell. He had been unconseious,
then—under some spell !

He unhooked the receiver,
heard his father’s voice.

““That you, Rob?’’ asked the doc-
tor anxiously.

““Yes, sir,”” replied Cairn eagerly;
and he opened the drawer and slid
his hand in for the silken cord.

““There is something you have to
tell me?”’

Cairn, without preamble, plunged
excitedly into an acecount of his meet-
ing with Ferrara.

““The silk cord,’’ he concluded, ‘‘I
have in my hand at the present mo-
ment, and—’’

‘“Hold on a moment!’’ came Dr.
Cairn’s voice, rather grimly. Fol-
lowed by a short interval. Then:

‘“Hallo, Rob! Listen to this, from
to-night’s paper. ‘A curious discov-
ery was made by an attendant in one
of the rooms of the Indian section of
the British Museum late this evening.
A case had been opened in some way,
and, although it contained more valu-
able objects, the only item which the
thief had abstracted was a Thug’s
strangling cord from Kundélee (dis-
triet of Nursingpore).’’’

“But, I don’t understand—’’

«Terrara meant you to find that
cord, boy! Remember, he is unaec-

and
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quainted with your chambers, and he
requires a focus for his dammable
forces! He knows well that you will
have the thing somewhere near to you,
and probably he knows something of
its awful history! You are in dan-
ger! Keep a fast hold upon your-
self. I shall be with you in less than
half an hour!”’

IIL.

As Robert Cairn hung up the re-
ceiver and found himself cut off again
from the outer world, he realized,
with terror beyond his control, how
in this quiet backwater, so near to
the main stream, he yet was far from
human companionship.

He recalled a night when, amid
such a silence at this which now pre-
vailed about him, he had been made
the subject of an uncanny demonstra-
tion ; how his sanity, his life, had been
attacked; how he had fled from the
crowding horrors which had been
massed against him by his superna-
turally endowed enemy.

There was something very terrify-
ing in the quietude of the court—a
quietude which to others might have
spelled peace, but which, to Robert
Cairn, spelled menace. That Ferrara’s
device was aimed at his freedom, that
his design was intended to lead to the
detention of his enemy whilst he di-
rected his activities in other diree-
tions, seemed plausible, if inadequate.
The carefully planned incident at the
Museum whereby the constable had
become possessed of Cairn’s card; the
distinet possibility that a detective
might knock upon his door at any
moment—with the inevitable result of
his detention pending inquiries—
formed a chain which had seemed
complete, save that Antony Ferrara
wag the schemer. For another to
have compassed so much would have
been a notable victory; for Ferrara,
such a vietory would be trivial.

‘What, then, did it mean? His
father had told him, and the uncanny
events of the evening stood evidence
of Dr. Cairn’s wisdom. The mysteri-
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ous and evil force which Antony Fer-
rara controlled was being focused
upon him ! . :

Slight sounds from time to time
disturbed the silence ; and to these he
listened attentively. He longed for
the arrival of his father—for the
strong, calm counsel of the one man
in England fitted to cope with the
Hell Thing which had uprisen in their
midst. That he had already been sub-
jeeted to some kind of hypnotic in-
fluence, he was unable to doubt; and
having been once subjected to this in-
fluence, he might at any moment (it
was a terrible reflection) fall a vie-
tim to it again.

Cairn directed all the energies of
his mind to resistance; ill-defined re-
fleetions must at all costs be avoided,
for the brain vaguely employed he
knew to be more susceptible to attack
than that directed in a well-ordered
channel.

Clocks were chiming the hour—he
did not know what hour, nor did he
seek to learn. He felt that he was at
rapier play with a skilled antagonist,
and that to glance aside, however mo-
mentarily, was to lay himself open to
a fatal thrust.

He had not moved from the table,
so that only the reading-lamp upon
it was lighted, and much of the room
lay in half shadow. The silken cord,
coiled snake-like, was close to his left
hand; the revolver was close to his
right. The muffled roar of traffic—
diminished, since the hour grew late
—reached his ears as he sat. But
nothing disturbed the stillness of the
court, and nothing disturbed the still-
ness of the room, :

The notes which he had made in
the afternoon at the Museum were
still spread open before -him, and he
suddenly closed the book,_ fearful .of
anything calculated to dlstrqct him
from the mood of tense resistance.
His life, and more than his life, de-
pended upon his successfully oppos-
ing the insidious forces which beyond
doubt invisibly surrounded that
lighted table.
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There is a courage which is not
physical, nor is it entirely moral; a
courage often lacking in the most in-
trepid soldier. And this was the kind
of courage which Robert Cairn now
called up to his aid. The ocecult in-
quirer can face, unmoved, horrors
which would turn the brain of many
a man who wears the V.C.; on the
other hand, it is questionable if the
possessor of this peculiar type of
bravery could face a bayonet charge.
Pluck of the physical sort, Cairn had
in plenty; pluek of that more subtle
kind he was acquiring from growing
intimacy with the terrors of the Bor-
derland.

‘““Who’s there?’’

He spoke the words aloud—and the
eerie sound of his own voice added a
new dread to the enveloping shadows.

His revolver grasped in his hand,
he stood up, but slowly and eautious-
ly, in order that his own movements
might not prevent him from hearing
any repetition of that which had oe-
casioned his alarm. And what had
occasioned this alarm?

Either he was become again a vie-
tim of the strange trickery which al-
ready had borne him, though not
physieally, from Fleet Street to the
secret temple of Méydfim, or with his
material senses he had detected a soft
rapping upon the door of his room.
He knew that his outer door was clos-
ed; he knew that there was no one
else in his chambers; yet he had heard
a sound as of knuckles beating upon
the panels of the door—the closed
door of the room in which he sat!

Standing upright, he turned delib-
erately, and faced in that direction.

The light pouring out from be-
neath the shade of the table-lamp
scarcely touched upon the door at all.
Only the edges of the lower panels
were clearly perceptible; the upper
part of the door was masked in green-
ish shadow.

Intent, tensely strung, he stood:
then advanced in the direction of the
switch in order to light the lamp fixed
above the mantlepiece and to illumin-
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ate the whole of the room. One step
forward he took, then—the soft rap-
ping was repeated.

““Who’s there?’’

«This time he eried the words loud-
ly, and acquired some new assurance
from the imperative note in his own
voice. He ran to the switch and
pressed it down, The lamp did not
light !

““The filament has burnt out,”’ he
muttered.

Terror grew upon him—a terror
akin to that which children experi-
ence in the darkness. But he yet had
a fair mastery of his emotions; when
—mnot suddenly, as is the way of a
failing electric lamp—but slowly, un-
cannily, unnaturally, the table-lamp
became extinguished !

Darkness! Cairn turned towards
the window. This was a moonless
night, and little enough illumination
entered the room from the court.

Three resounding raps were struck
upon the door.

At that, terror had no darker mean-
ing for Cairn; and had plumbed its
ultimate deeps; and now, like a diver,
he arose again to the surface.

Heedless of the darkness, of the
seemingly supernatural means by
which it had been ocecasioned, he
threw open the door and thrust his
revolver out into the corridor.

For terrors he had been prepared—
for some gruesome shape such as we
read of in ‘‘The Magus.”” But there
was nothing. Instinetively he had
looked straight ahead of him, as one
looks who expeets to encounter a hu-
man enemy. But the hallway was
empty. A dim light, finding access
over the door from the stair, prevail-
ed there, yet it was sufficient to have
revealed the presence of anyone or
anything, had anyone or anything
been present.

Cairn stepped out from the room

-and was about to walk to the outer
door. The idea of flight was strong
upon him, for no man ean fight the
invisible—when, on a level with his
ayes, flat against the wall, as though
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someone crouched there—he saw two
white hands!

They were slim hands, like the
hands of a woman, and, upon one of
the tapered fingers, there dully gleam-
ed a green stone.

A peal of laughter came chokingly
from his lips; he knew that his reason
was tottering. For these two white
hands which now moved along the
wall, as though they were sliding to
the room which Cairn had just quit-
ted, were attached to no visible body ;
just two ivory hands were there—
and nothing more!

That he was in dealy peril, Cairn
realized fully. His ecomplete subjeec-
tion by the will-force of Ferrara had
been interrupted by the ringing of
the telephone-bell. But now, the at-
tack had been renewed !

The hands vanished.

Too well he remembered the ghast-
ly details attendant upon the death
of Sir Michael Ferrara to doubt that
these slim hands were directed upon
murderous business.

A soft swishing sound reached him.
Something upon the writing-table had
been moved.

The strangling cord!

‘Whilst speaking to his father he
had taken it out from the drawer—
and when he quitted the room it had
lain upon the blotting-pad.

He stepped back towards the outer
door.

Something fluttered past his face,
and he turned in a mad panic. The
dreadful, bodiless hands groped in the
darkness between himself and the
exit!

Vaguely it came home to him that
the menace might be avoidable. He
was bathed in icy perspiration.

He dropped the revolver into his
pocket, and placed his hands upon his
throat. Then he began to grope his

way towards the closed door of his
bedroom.

Lowering his left hand, he began
to feel for the door-knob. As he did
so, he saw—and knew the crowning
horror of the night—that he had made
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a false move. In retiring he had
thrown away his last, his only chance.

The phantom hands, a yard apart
and holding the silken cord stretched
tightly between them, were approach-
ing him swiftly!

He lowered his head, and charged
along the passage with a wild ery.

The cord, stretched taut, struck him
under the chin.

Back he reeled.

The cord was about his throat!

“@God!”’ he choked, and thrust up
his hands.

Madly he strove to pluck the dead-
ly silken thing from his neck. It was
useless. A grip of steel was drawing
it tightly—and ever more tightly—
about him. :

Despair touched him, and almost
he resigned himself. Then:

“Rob! Rob! open the door!”’

Dr Cairn was outside.

A new strength came—and he
knew that it was the last atom left
to him. To remove the rope was hu-
manly impossible. He dropped his
cramped hands, bent his body by a
mighty physical effort, and hurled
thimself forward upon the door.
\ The lateh, now, was just above his
'r{ead. He stretched up—and was

-

" plucked back. But the fingers of his
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right hand grasped the knob.

Even as that superhuman force
jerked him back, he turned the knob
—and fell.

All his weight hung upon the fin-
gers which were locked about that
brass disk in a grip which even the
powers of darkness could not relax.

The door swung open, and Cairn
swung back with it.

He collapsed, an inert heap, upon
the floor. Dr. Cairn leaped in over
him.

5

‘When he re-opened his eyes, he lay
in bed, and his father was bathing his
inflamed throat.

““All right, boy! There's no dam-
age done, thank God!”’

““The hands!’’

“I quite understand. But I saw
no hands but your own, Rob; and if
it had come to—an inquest—I could
not even have raised my voice against
a verdiet of suicide!’’

‘‘But I—opened the door!”’

“They would have said that you
repented your awful act, too late. Al-
though it is almost impossible for a
man to strangle himself under such
conditions, there is no jury in Eng-
land who would have believed that
Antony Ferrara had done the deed.’”’




THE KAISER'S LATEST ULTIMATUM

By VAN DE TODD

OTT, Gott, dear Gott, attention blease:
Your bardner Vilhelm’s here,
Und has a word or two to say
indo your brivate ear;
So durn away all udders now
Und listen vell to me,
For vat I say concerns me much,
Meinself und Shermany.

You know, dear Gott, I vas your
freindt,
Und from mein hour of birth
I quietly let you rule in Heffen,
Vile I ruled here on earth,
Und ven I toldt mein soldiers
Of bygone battle days,
I gladly split de glory,
Und half gave you of praise.

In every way I tried to prove
Mein heart to you vas true,

Und only claimed mein honest share
In great deeds dat ve do.

You could not haf a better freindt
In sky, or land, or sea,

Dan Kaiser Vilhelm number two,
De Lord of Shermany.

So vat I say, dear Gott, is dis,
Dat ve should still be freindts,
Und you should help to send my foes
To meet deir bitter ends.
If you, dear Gott, vill dis me do
1’1l nothing ask again,
¥nd you and I will bardners be
For evermore, Amen !
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But listep, Gott, it must be mighty
quick
Your help to me you send,
Or else I haf to stop attack
And only blay defend.
So four and twenty hours I gif
To make de Allies run
Und put me safe into mein blace—
De middle of de Sun.

If you do dis, I’ll do my bart:
I’1l tell de vorld dot fact,
But if you don’t, den I must tink |
It is an hostile act. '
Den var at once I vill declare,
Und in mein anger rise
Und send mein Zepp 'lin ships to wage
A fight up in de skies.

Dis ultimatum now, dear Gott,
Is von of many more,
Mine mind is settled up to clean
De whole vorld off de floor.
Because you vas mein bardner, Gott,
An extra shance is giffen;
So help at vonce, or else I’ll be
De Emperor of Heffen.
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THE KAISER'S BATTLE CRY

Drawing by J. E. H. Macdonald.
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2HE OLD LEOG HOUSE
BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

PENCIL DRAWINGS BY HARLOW WHITE*

autumn day forty years ago. An

old man, the oldest in the village,
a pioneer indeed, enters the little log
house that snuggles behind the pop-
lars half-way up the hill. Like the
man, the house is rich in years; like
him, also, it is battered and weather-
beaten. But these two, the dweller
and the dwelling, present many points
of pieturesqueness. They began here
together, when the great forest al-
most smothered them, before the place
jtself had even a name, and together
they have settled down in serene and
complacent age. Still they are not
alone, for the room into which the
man enters confines a low, peculiar,
whirring, crooning sound. It is a
sound not unfamiliar to the neigh-
bour boy who is suffered to enter at
will, lured thither by the sight of
mink and muskrat swinging from a
gun across the old man’s shoulder.
Yet in the gloom of the interior,
where no object is sharply defined,
the sound impresses the boy as some-
thing weird and uncanny. He knows,
however, that it is a homely sound,
and as his eyes become accustomed
to the dim light, he distinguishes the
bent form of an old woman spinning
varn. The woman, like the house
and man, has stood against time and
hard weather, but upon her face, even
now, yvou can see shining the spirit

IT is towards the evening of an

of benevolence. She calls the boy to
her side, and bids him wateh her
transfer the yarn from the spinner
to the winder. Then she turns the
smaller wheel slowly, and when it
clicks, as she explains, it warns her
that it has revolved forty times, which
is one skein. A wooden wheel that
speaks when it has done its work!
And still we wonder at our latest in-
ventions. But no marvel of this new
century, can take the place in that
boyish imagination of the little
wooden winding-wheel in the log
house behind the poplars.

The old man has been visiting his
traps. Ile throws the game into the
woodshed, lays a ecouple of traps in a
corner, and hangs the gun on pegs
close to the ceiling. It is a bit chilly,
he thinks, and the old woman, who is
setting her wheels aside, enjoins him
to start a fire. So he takes down
from a rude shelf above a ruder fire-
place two small articles. One looks
like a piece of stone, the other like a
piece of iron. And that, in fact, is
what they are: the flint and steel of
former days. He goes down upon his
knees before the fender, sets out a
few pieces of punk, above which he
poises his hands, the flint in one, the
steel in the other. There is a moment
of hesitation, and then he strikes. The
sound is sharp and brittle, as the
fiint and steel ecome together with a

* Harlow White came to Canada from England, and in the early seventies he

painted and sketched much of what he saw then.

The drawings here reproduced are

from the originals in the John Ross Robertson colleetion.
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A LOG SHANTY WITH LEAN-TO
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1872

quicek, sliding motion. Down through
the gloom shoots a point of flame, but
the punk does not ignite. He strikes
again, but misses fire. A third time
he tries, and then the boy sees a fine
spiral of smoke rise above the punk.
Bending closer, the old man blows his
breath upon the spot that has ignited,
and soon a flame appears. The flame
increases and bites into the dead
branches laid for its feasting. It roars
and snaps, and these sounds of burn-
ing take the place of the spinning-
wheel’s weird wail. It has a cheery
sound, and it sends forth a pleasant,
flickering glow. But that is not
enough, for the old woman takes down
a candle from the dresser-head and
lights it at the fire. She sets it in the
centre of the table, and begins to lay
out the things for supper. She in-
vites the boy to sup with them, but
he must run across the road and ask
permission.

Tt is quite dark outside now, and
few things sound above the quiet of
the village. But blackbirds chatter
in the poplars, and someone is making
a creaking noise with a pump. Very
likely it is the shoemaker; he usually
goes out at this hour to get water to

soak leather in over night. His is one
of the few pumps in the village ; most
of the people go to the common spring
near the mill.

The boy obtains permission to re-
main for supper with the old couple,
He comes rushing back from his own
home, and just as he is crossing the
road he notices in the dusk a smali
group standing a few yards away.
Curiosity causes him to stop and join
them. The old mail-carrier has ar-
rived, much later than usual, and as
it promises to be a pitch black night
he is borrowing a lantern from the
teamster who lives in the house that
used to be a tavern. The lantern is
large and square, and on one side
there is a door that opens. The hoy
sees the mail-carrier take off his dog-
skin mittens, hold the lantern up
level with his face, open the door and
set a candle within. Then the ecar-
penter and the doctor each strike &
mateh, and when the carpenter’s
fails, the doector thrusts his forward
and lights the candle.

The flame inside now casts a pleas-
ant glow upon the faces of the group:
and, to this day, after forty years
the boy still visualizes each member—
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A LOG CABIN
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1875

the mail-carrier, with his hooked nose
and large iron-rimmed spectacles ; the
teamster, with fiery red beard and lit-
tle peaked cap; the carpenter, in
checked flannel shirt-sleeves and hairy
neck; the weaver, with gray Scotch
beard, dour expression and high
cheek-bones; and, above all, with
mild, congenial mien, the ample form
of the doctor. The doctor is saying
that the lantern will be useful on so
dark a night, with the roads bad un-
der the fall rains. He advises the
carrier to keep to the new road over
the ‘“mountain,”’ and to look ahead
for the bridge erossing the Sable. The
bridge was all right when he crossed
it this morning on the way from at-
tending the school-master’s wife on
the Boundary, but the water had
been rising and the logs were not
overly seecure. The teamster thought
that the township ought to be hauled
up for not building a new bridge, and
he said with no uncertainty that if
he should break through with a load
of quarry he would sue for loss of
time as well as of material.

The boy turns towards the log
house. He can see the firelight flick-
ering within and smell already the

scones and potatoes frying over the
coals. It is an appetizing smell, and
he knows that they shall have tea
and molasses also. But it is not for
these things that he goes now into
that homely abode; it is to hear the
old man’s tales of earlier days and
see him skin the mink and muskrat.
He looks on his host as on a great
hunter, and likes the very sight of the
steel traps, some of them with toothed
jaws, and, above all, the huge bear-
trap. He fancies himself a hunter,
also a great hunter, with a gun of his
own and top boots and a case shield-
ing a blade pointed like a dagger.
As they draw up to the table, the
old man points to honey in the place
of molasses. Real wild honey! What
a treat! The boy can hardly wait un-
til they come properly to it. But the
old woman covers his plate with po-
tatoes hot from the pan and spreads
his scone so that the butter melts be-
fore his very eyes. Still, there is
honey ahead, real wild honey. And
the old man recounts how he obtained
it. He had been setting traps in the
beaver meadow, and in making for
the bush beyond had crossed the sum-
mer-fallow where the thistles were in
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A LOG HOUSE IN WINTER
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1873

bloom. There he observed a great
number of bees, and he remarked how
they all seemed to fly in one direc-
tion. In other words, they made a
bee-line towards a big hollow stump
at the edge of the bush. Necessity
had taught the old man that bees
sometimes swarm in hollow trees; so
that it was with the zest of the spoiler
that he eut across the fallow ground
and hastened to strike the stump with
the butt of his gun. Then he put his
ear against the bark, and heard, to
his intense satisfaction, a buzzing
chorus within.

To procure the honey intact de-
manded both courage and skill, quali-
ties in which the old man was not
lacking. And the result was a patent
pailful of honey, which, when one
comes to eating it, is as good as any
tame honey ever produced. The boy
realizes this faet, and he realizes also
that it is an adventure not to be re-
told round the village. He chuckles
to himself also over the big cupful of
tea set in front of him, with eream
from the brindle which he and the

other children drove with the village
herd home from the bush.

Supper over, the old man skins the
mink and muskrat and stretches each
hide on a shingle rounded at one end.
Then he tacks them to a beam above
the fireplace, where they will re-
main until quite dry. These overhead
beams support a remarkable variety
of provisions drying there against the
requirements of the oncoming winter,
Strings of quartered apples, brown
and shrivelled, stretch from beam to
beam, and pieces of meat hang by
cords tied to nails. Long strips of
pumpkin provide a note of yellow,
and a few ears of corn, like tubes of
orange against the whitewashed logs,
are retained there for spring plant-
ing. :
The old woman, having washed the
dishes and greased the good man’s
boots, gets out her knitting and joins
the other two, who now are sitting
before the fire. The old man is smok-
ing, and his socks, as he thrusts his
feet towards the fire, send up a visible
volume of steam. He remembers the



AN ONTARIO CLEARING
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1875

time when life was not as comfortable
as it is now, when they had no can-
dles, even, and no floor but the bare
earth. That was when the children
were little, before some of them were
born. But they grew up, all but one,
and went their several ways, and
oftentimes he wishes for. the earthep
floor and the windy chinks and his
little ones again. Ome of the hoys
went to Michigan, another to Dakot.a.
two to Manitoba, and one to the devil ;
while the two girls married young
and went to live hundreds of miles
awﬁﬁt they were good old days, those
early pioneer days, when forty. miles
to mill, on foot, with a bag Qf wheat,
was a nice little change of air. There
was no doetor then, my boy, in case of
gickness, no mail-carrier, no tavern,
no store, no church, no nothing. But
gettlers came, for the land was good
__Secoteh settlers to the south, Eng-
lish to the east and west, Irish to the
north. A saw-mill started, and they
wot planks for the floor and boards
for the partition, the very same floor
and partition that we mow behold.

Hunting was not hunting in those
days, for the game came right up to
your very door. Deer passed by
within gunshot every day, and bear
and partridge, the wild turkey and
wild pigeon, geese, ducks, and rabbits
flourished on every hand.

Then came civilization, my boy, and
school-teaching and church-going and
what not. They had log houses every-
where, and good houses, too. as we
see this one, the only one left. The
old man would never forget the rais-
ing of his own house, this very house.
There were no mneighbours within
miles in any direction, so that they
had to invite help from the Bound-
ary. And it was a fatal raising, for
poor Neil MeAlpin was struck dead
by a beam falling, and his voung
widow, an old woman when her
turn came, was laid to rest in the
graveyard just the other day. They
had chosen the site for the house
because there was an abundanee
of spring water at hand. A clear-
ing of a hundred and fifty feet
Square was made, so that if anv
tree should fall by wind or axe it
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A TYPICAL ONTARIO LOG HOUSE
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1875

could not harm the house. In the
middle of this clearing, with stumps
sticking up all round, the house was
built. It was twenty-two feet long by
eighteen wide, as anyone could still
see, Count the logs, my boy, and you
will see that they are eight below the
beams and four above. The roof is of
split timber supported on rafters of
unhewn saplings. Of course, it is cov-
ered with shingles now, and there is
an upstairs also, something that had
never been thought of until the chil-
dren began to grow and the saw-mill
to supply lumber. It was easy enough
work to hew and noteh the logs and
with oxen draw them into position.
Tt was easy enough work, also, to lay
the lower ones. But when it came to
placing them in position above the
reach of a man standing it was not so
easy. To do that they used forked
poles. One of the end poles broke, al-
lowing the log to slide quickly to the
ground. Poor Neil had not time to
move aside. His gravestone, which
was not put there until he had been in
the ground twenty vears, bears an in-
seription which says that he died per-

forming his duty. :
Tt was the duty of the pioneer set-

tler to help his neighbour. Had it
not been so there would have been no
neighbourhood, no common settle-
ment. And the exigencies of neighbour-
hood brought forth those fine soecial
qualities that were the distinguishing
features of early days in Upper Can-
ada. The old man, as he smokes
by the fire, has no idea that the
time will come when self-respecting
men will think of killing a hog and
not sending pieces of the fresh meat
to their neighbours. And likewise
as to beef and mutton. For fresh
meat still is a delicacy—there is mo
butecher to call every day. Interde-
pendence is the backbone of every
community, and what affects one
oftentimes affects all. The raising-
bee, the quilting-bee, the sewing-bee,
the paring-bee, the sawing-bee, the
threshing-bee—all these festive ocea-
sions are customs of the day. yvet the
old man never dreams that they will
not endure., For how can he foresee
the things that will change the aspeet
of rural life? How can he prediet
the telephone, the electric railway,
the motor-car, the gasoline engine?
He is just an old pioneer, with flint
and steel, ecandle and fireplace, muz-



THE OLD LOG HOUSE

zle-loader, and home-made bullets. He
looks to the past, not to the future,
little reckoning that the boy at his
side will become the man of to-mor-
row. He has seen the flail give way
to the threshing-machine driven by
horses walking in a circle and a man
standing in the middle wielding a
long whip and emitting a longer
whistle. He has seen the reaper super-
cede the scythe. He has seen oil
actually burning in a lamp and shed-
ding out an incredible light. He has
seen wood burning in an iron stove
set in the middle of the floor. He has
heard of machines that knit, and of
men riding on wheels propelled by
themselves. As well might one think
of flying. By many persons matches
are used even in his time, and not
long ago he heard a man say that
you could get a gun that ean be
charged in a second. Of course, he
doesn’t believe that, nor does he see
any sense in talking about being able
to hear a person speaking a hundred
miles away. And he would regard it
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as sheer nonsense were anyone to tell
him that some day the boy at his side
would be able to leave to posterity the
sound of his voice,

Thus we see the pioneer of the log
house forty years ago. He is the
father of his country, for out from his
house and thousands of other log
houses have gone forth young men
and young women who are making
the nation great. And the little boy
who now rises from the fireplace, hav-
ing listened to recollections of the
past, looks forward into the future.
He is of a later generation, and he
must withdraw. And in good time,
too, for the old woman is nodding
over her knitting, and the old man’s
pipe has gone out. ;

The boy walks quiétly across the
floor, opens the door and passes out.
The village is in darkness, except at
the store, where the keeper is at this
very moment putting up the shutters,
He is a little later than usual, but,
then, he is postmaster also, and the
mail was behind time to-night. The

A LOG SHANTY
From a pencil sketch made by Harlow White in 1872
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boy scarcely heeds these things. He
crosses the road and pauses on his
own doorstep. A dog howls some-
where down the concession. The night
is very dark. Yet the sky is lighter
than the earth, and against it, sil-
houetted in black, the boy sees
through the poplars the outlines of
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the log house. He sees the window,
ruddy with the glow from fire and
candle. He sees the old man rise,
place his pipe on the shelf, and take
down the big Book. There is only one
book in that house, a book thumb-
marked and dog-eared, and even a
boy may guess its name.

NOEL

By LUCY BETTY

McRAYE

HE old house knows bride and mother and wife.
It is the night before Christ’s birth, the blesséd time.
The old, old house remembers, all my wedded life:
(There are frost stars on the window, and the grass is white with rime;
Every bush and tree bears blossom, flowers of snow and sparkling leaves,
And the nests are empty under the eaves.)

Their father sits, with hands folded and crossed,
Bent over the eruteh of his stick, warm at the hearth,
(The boughs are erystal, where the moonlight fires the frost,
And no footprint mars the even snow upon the garden path).
He does not speak (The moon is made of a shining piece of gold,
The moon is at full), he is grown so old.

My elder son watches his acres bloom,
‘Watches the waxen garlands of his orange trees,
Where the magnolia-scented air drifts in his room,
And my younger boy swings in his hammock upon torrid seas,
‘Warm blue seas of southern langour, under tropic skies, star-sewn . . .
The nests are empty, and the birds are flown.

I have two girls, each in her home will be
Decking the house with berries white and red.
Hanging with tinsel stars the Christmas-tree,
And stealing to fill the stocking a-dangle by each child’s bed.
It is close on twelve, the holy stars assemble one by one
The nests are empty, and the children gone.

And at the solemn hour of Jesu’s birth
One only of my children will come home,
Leaving awhile his narrow bed in the warm earth,
Leaving awhile the playing fields of Heaven, he will come;
T shall hear a little footstep; I shall strain my ear to catch
His small, uncertain hand upon the lateh.

My sons and my girls, know the best and worst,
Knowing evil and good, sin and sorrow and rest;

He was the flower of my springtime ; he was my first,
In my first anguish I bore him, he only knew my breast.

T shall hear the chureh bells ringing,

golden-tongued, a moment more,

Listen—is that my baby at the door?
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THEIR VAGARY
BY ALAN SULLIVAN

mound of letters by her plate

and glanced across the table at
her husband. She liked this mqal
especially, not only for these daily
invitational heralds, but for a certain
inspiring freshness that seemed in-
variably to await her in the break-
fast-room. Its daintiness and ecrisp
individuality —always greeted her
with eharm and matitutinal vigour.

John Cantlie, however, subdivided
his attention between marmalade and
The Morwing Post. Tis dual absorp-
tion established at once an Anglo-
Saxon atmosphere. It suggestqd that
Sybil, complete and perfect in her
domestic interest, needed no further
attention, It was not that he under-
valued her. Cantlie, on the contrary,
was convinced that he of all men was
the most fortunate. But he had a
negative manner of expressing posi-
tive confidence—and had as well that
male assumption of indifference which
is merely the speechless offspring of
perfect faith.

Sybil sorted her letters. On one
side a mound of accounts and ecireu-
lars, on the other a heap of missives,
more promising and prophetic. =

““Any new social complication?
asked Cantlie. He asked it every
morning in exactly that way. Cant-
lie’s wit was diurnal.

She picked a letter from the top of
the pyramid. ‘‘Oh, Churton Forbes
wants us to spend a week-end with
him in Devonshire.”’

“When?”’

“The third to the fifth of next
month.”’

4129

SYBIL CANTLIE surveyed the

Cantlie finished his tea. ‘‘Too bad,"’
he said laconically.

“I would like 1it, John!
go to-morrow?”’

He regarded her with lifted brows.,
Sybil was not often so impulsive.
Cantlie’s yearly trip of inspection al-
ways began on the tenth of May,
and terminated exactly one month
later. He was sound and admirably
conservative. Sybil herself was con-
scious of an absolute security, The
universe might change, but there
could be no permutations in either
John’s business programme or his in-
flexible affection. But just now she
vielded to the recurrent sensation of
being an instrument impersonally
manipulated on the switeh-board of
John’s too ordered life.

This domestic perfection had ery-
stallized into a flawless routine of
their joint ereation. John had suc-
cessfully pursued the comfortable ma-
terial things of life and laid them
placidly at her feet. Sybil had offer-
ed to this dignified partnership as
much of herself as she understood
well enough to offer. But in later
vears she had been subtly conseious
that there was an underlying elusive
self, that, as yet, had had no tangible
expression, a sub-Sybil that moved,
hungry and exiled, through the
smoothness of existence in Harstone
Square.

That afternoon she wrote:

Must you

Dear Mr. Forbes:

It is a great disappointment to us both
not ot be able to accept your most kind
invitation for the third of next month.
My husband leaves on the tenth for a
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business trip and will not return till the
game date in June. We would both have
enjoyed being with you.
Believe me,
Yours sincerely.

A day later Cantlie’s cab bore
him off to Euston. She watched from
the doorstep, caught his connubial
signal from the corner of the Square;
then went to her desk and sat for
some time, motionless and diffident.
Weekly letters were due to Herbert
at Oxford and Mary at Girton. Just
now they seemed unimportant. Her
gaze wandered abstractedly to the
long mirror opposite. Nothing be-
trayed the woman of forty. Her fair
skin, smooth light hair and supple
figure had made no surrender to her
years. She retained in a certain full
luxuriance every promise of girlhood.
Piquant little curls clustered on her
brows and cast soft shadows on the
delicate curves of her neck. 'There
was also a physical transpareney that
revealed itself in subtle shades of
tone and colour.

She experienced a translation in
which that other Sybil came strongly
to life and protest. This woman in
the glass was potent and exquisite, a
creature made for charm and every
process of delight. But she was,
nevertheless, a ecircumseribed reflee-
tion, divoreed from spiritual and
emotional freedom, unstirred by the
poignant sweetness of any vagary.
For the rest of her life it would ever
be thus—the processional round of
tasteless orthodoxy. She questioned
whether this body, and suddenly way-
ward heart of hers, had, after all,
been designed merely to adjust them-
selves automatically to circumstances
gshe did not ereate. Was there ne
swift outlet, no royal, even prodigal,
feast with whieh to fill this constant
and complaining void.

Into this reflection drifted the
wraith of Churton Forbes—man of
the world, man of letters, interpreter
of the innermost recesses of her own
sex; and unwedded, save to a nook
in a Devonshire chine, to which, at
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rare intervals, the elect and only the
elect were bidden. She knew per-
fectly well that had Cantlie been a
bachelor he would not have been ask-
ed for a week-end, but she had, never-
theless, up to this moment, put away
with Spartan resolution the danger-
ously attractive alternative that
she herself had impressed Churton
Forbes.

Now the alternative joined hands
with her temperamental research and
dared her to come on.

Some strange, new, hungry, un-
schooled part of herself responded in-
stantly—a part that said: ‘‘Until you
have satisfied me, you have not lived.
You have nourished your virtues and
fed your intellect—but you are in-
complete till I have had my way.”’
There was no moral or ethical side to
it. Sybil suddenly recognized her-
self as a thing absorbed into the gen-
eral pattern. She had paid for peace
at the cost of individuality. Now she
craved that she might feel—greatly,
poignantly, unutterably—and, having
felt once, salve again her quivering
spirit with the familiar unection of
an ordered life.

Churton Forbes received Sybil’s
second letter two-days later. He re-
garded it first with amusement, then
with a certain susceptible interest.
His literary excursions had been—
though few guessed it—only the ex-
pression of his own intuitive pereep-
tions, unfortified by any personal ex-
perience or adventure. True, they
had been acclaimed by the reading
public as personal revelations, and
thus was created in the minds of
many, a romantic Churton Forbes
oscillating between sentimental diver..
sions and the retrospective solitudes
of his Devonshire valley. This inter-
pretation had suited Forbes admir-
ably. More and more secure, he be-
came, on paper, more daring, more
exploratory than ever.

He had known Sybil for years.
Cantlie himself was classified and
docketed on sight. But this union of
the emotionally unawaked woman
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with the man who, he thought, would
never be emotionally awake, had al-
ways piqued Churton Forbes’s cur-
iosity, Of this, his invitation had
been the ultimate outcome.

Now he found himself no longer a
human analyst, but one who stood
facing such a denouement as had,
heretofore, been purely relative and
imaginary. The facts and the ques-
tion jockeyed across her note-paper.
She was alone. She wanted to see
him and why did she want it! So
Forbes set out for town with a queer
illusion that, at last, he was about to
step from the dress circle onto the
stage. ;

Sybil awaited him, her exploratory
instinet strongly alive, but her ortho-
dox self thinking that it would, per-
haps, be just as well if he did not
eome. She wondered whether, if he
did come, her strange sub-Sybil would
get out of hand. :

She found him at first politely
negative and impersonally interesting.
Forbes was, in fact, casting about to
establish his meridian from literary
land-marks of his own creation, Some-
where in one of his books a man had
been exactly in this position. He had
had the same freedom, and advantage,
the same single irresponsibility. But
now, noting the prophqtlc response in
Sybil’s eyes and yielding to the
thought that there was perhaps some
phase of her existence that Cantlie
had never shared, and in which he
himself might participate, the pro-
gress of the imaginary heroes of Chur-
ton Forbes became nebulous and un-

al.
l'eHe was surprised to discover that
though this atmosphere was never en-
tirely dissipated, he absorbed it to the
extent of occupying his rooms in
Down Street longer than ever before.
It was an understood thing that they
spent every day together. Hg would
not admit that this excursion was
making any imprint on his own life.
He continually said to himself: ‘I
ean use this, and this, and this.”” He
bolstered up a spirit that was, un-

known to himself, rapidly attaining
a point where it needed no stimulus
whatever.

And to Sybil the first turns of the
new trail were alive with charm and
piquant interest. Interminable se-
quences of domesticity had sharpened
her palate for this diet of enfranchise-
ment. To the intuition of Churton
Forbes she opposed a sudden capacity
for enjoyment, that earried him along
without time to establish the perspec-
tive point toward which this broad
companionship was narrowing.

They talked a great deal, with a
mutual off-hand discarding of conver-
sational preliminaries—as men talk.
It was Sybil, who, on the fourth day,
voiced that which was now in both
their minds,

‘‘Must you go this afternoon?’’ she
said abruptly.

Forbes nodded. They were lunch-
ing at Prince’s. He had been saying
to himself that she was the most ef-
fective woman in the room. Then he
found himself saying it aloud. She
put it aside with this direct query.
Her eyes were troubled.

‘I fear T must. I'm behind with
my work now. But—'’

““Yes,”” There was a fibre in her
voice he had not heard before.

““I don’t believe I'll do much—for
a while.”’

They were both silent, both pulling
feebly against the stream.

“It’s been good to be here with
you,”’ he went on, meeting her eyes.

Such days had never come before.
They flashed past her in royal succes-
sion. She was conscious that at last
something in her was frantically
alive and beating its wings against
the cage of prudence. Then she look-
ed at Forbes, noting the broad fore-
head, the quiet gray eyes, the sym-
pathetic mouth, the atmosphere of
understanding and invitational re-
serve. She wondered, if with all his
intuition, he understood what she felt.

‘T wish you could have come down
to Devonshire,”” he added thoughtful-
ly. “I’ve rather a jolly little place,
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buried in heather, and miles from
anywhere.’’

Sybil caught his glance. She won-
dered where and when she had en-
countered just such a gaze, and sud-
denly remembered the Sphinx. His
eyes seemed to be shouting at her
with something there were no words
for,

“1°1 tell you,”’ she said daringly.
“I’ll pay you a purely imaginary
visit. Now tell me how to get there.”’

She leaned forward aecross the
table—very pretty—and, in a flash,
very animated. He took in her beauty
with gratitude of sense and imagina-
tion alike. He tried to viviseet his
own emotions—but got no farther
than picturing Sybil in his Devon-
shire garden—then the coming of
dusk. He reflected—rapidly—drink-
ing her in all the time with gray, half-
lidded eyes.

He laughed again. ‘‘Well, if you
came on Saturday, you would take a
purely hypothetical train from Vie-
toria at*ten-thirty, which would land
you at Newton Towers by three-
twenty, There you would change and
reach Burchiston in half an hour. At
Burchiston you would find an illusory
but much gratified author with a per-
feetly transparent dog-cart. In fif-
teen minutes you would be drinking
spiritualized tea and looking at phan-
tom hills covered with ghostly hea-
ther.”’

“And for the rest of it?”’ Her
voice was curiously thin and breath-
less.

““For the rest of it you would wan-
der about the phantom hills with that
illusory author, and smell the ghostly
heather and talk about that distress-
ingly practical, straight-laced, hum-
drum world in which you would find
yourself when you woke up.’’

““Yes, and then—what comes after
that?’’ The sub-Sybil had mounted

to her eyes and cheeks.

¢ After that you would go on,”_ he
said, staring at her intently, ‘‘just
as you did before you dreamed. The
world would be just the same; no one
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in it would have changed. But you
yourself would sometimes remember
your dream—and—’’ he hesitated,

‘“Yes, and what?”’

‘“And the author would always re-
member it, as something that came
very sweetly across the heather and
the hills.”’

‘“And the rest of the world?’’ She
was trembling. It crept into the
question.

‘“Would not have existed,’” he said
quietly.

She rose from the table. Forbes
waited while she went for her wraps.
She returned, pale and very beauti-
ful. He did not want to let her go.

She held out her hand. ‘‘Is this
good-bye?”’

Some long dormant element in him
rose protesting. ‘‘I’m afraid so, un-
less,”” he dared greatly, ‘‘1 have only
dreamed about a dream.’’

The colour rushed back to her face.
““Do dreams ever come true?’’

He looked at the hand that lay un-
resistingly in his own. For the mo-
ment it seemed absolutely his own.
‘‘Sometimes,”” he said, under his
breath, ‘‘sometimes—down in Devon-
shire.”’

Their eyes met like the eyes of thoge
poised on the edge of something
hitherto unguessed at. To Forbes she
seemed an exquisite enigma. She
smiled nervously, ‘‘They might—
perhaps—in Devonshire.’’

Late that night from the seclusion
of his valley, Forbes surveyed the
quality of these last few days. That
Sybil loved him he did not for ga
moment imagine. She seemed rather
one who had stretched a petitionary
hand out of the deadly sameness of
life, that he might draw her up, if
only for an instant, to his own tran-
sitory coign of vantage. If more than
this, she emerged with the offering
of some unmodulated, communicabla
part of herself, it was, it appeared
only part of an absorbing game, one
that hitherto he had but viewed from
the standpoint of psychological inter-
est. Now he was not averse to being
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drawn into it, but with a certain male
introspection he wondered whether
anticipation did not hold more of
satisfaction than realization itself.
Forbes in truth was a paper adven-
turer. He experienced the trials of
his heroes, the divine anguish of his
heroines, and the remorse of his vil-
lains—all on, paper. Much of his
work was wordily deft, and deftly
evasive. But he had had intuitive
gleams on which his reputation was
built—keen, searching thrusts that
fixed themselves in many minds and
strengthened his confidence in his
own productions. Naturally analy-
tical, master of phrase and period,
he was, nevertheless, inwardly timor-
ous, and as yet unresponsive to those
passionate interpretations of which he
often wrote. :

His analysis failed as he eclimbed
into the dog-cart on Saturday and
drove through the hollow lanes to-
ward Burchiston. He could not know
whether Sybil had reached that point
which would risk all for this im-
petuous vagary. He only !mew that
he faced a possibility which might
reduce every former creation of his
mind to the drabness of a puppet.

And Sybil, returning to the sta-
tutory surroundings qf Harstone
Square, was conscious mainly of grap-
pling weakly with the crescent
strength of that inward sqb—Sybxl,
who now demanded expression. It
ceased to be a question of morals. It
was rather the placating if possible
of something within her that had
been promised food and was offered
platitude. She was yielding gradual-
ly to the belief that this other Sybil,
the unappeased, hitherto unsatisfied
Sybil, must be fed and comforted.
Her hunger was mental and tempera-
mental as well. “‘This part of my-
gelf that I am starving will soon die.’’
she said to herself. She had reached
the poignant phase pf womanhood
when the shadows of mevxyable years
begin to cloud the proportions of the
present—she was still in f_ull enjoy-
ment of strength and physical beauty
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—and the strange ineffable prompt-
ings that live with them. But she
was oppressed nevertheless by the ap-
proach of that solitary season when
the tissues of mind and body alike
would have exhausted their quick
spontaneity and fire,

As to Cantlie and their children,
they seemed hardly to appear in her
reflections. They had had of her all
that they demanded—and more. This
dream was to be all her own. The
future for once might take care of
itself.

She caught the ten-thirty on Sat-
urday at Victoria. Her only luggage
was a hand-bag. She had had mo-
ments of intimate confusion when
packing it, visionary shreds of the
cireumstances under which she would
unpack it. There had also been pro-
tection to provide for her social
hiatus,

Now, gliding through the trim fields
of Surrey, all these things seemed to
have automatically smoothed them-
selves out. Her departure had excit-
ed no apparent curiosity, How easy
it all was, Of the immediate future
she hardly dared think, It held faint
suggestions of surrender. For this
fleeting liberty, this glorious vagary
—she had an infinite yearning. As
for her husband and Herbert and
Mary they continued behind the foot-
lights. She, weary of their parts, had
slipped away to dream.

She changed trains at Newton Tow-
ers. A long shrill whistle announced
Burchiston, and she palpitated with
quick alarms. There was a moment’s
wild desire to draw down her veil and
shrink motionless into the far corner
of the compartment. Then the train
stopped and she saw Forbes at the
door.

The loose, rough tweeds and healthy
out-door face of him suggested noth-
ing but the country gentleman. It
was all laughably ordinary and im-
personal. She said so when, mount-
ing the dog-cart, they commenced to
swing toward the sea.

Forbes smiled. There had been
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inquisitorial moments while he wait-
ed at the station. He had wondered
whether he was not about to destroy
many a treasured hypothesis for one
transient, wayward actuality. He had
thought a good deal, also, about Cant-
lie, and endeavoured to forecast him
metamorphosed into a furious hus-
band, charged with deadly revenge.
But the whole thing had such an elus-
ive unreality that he failed altogether.
Now, regarding Sybil’s exquisite face
and yielding luxuriously to the com-
forting nearness of her, it all seemed
more unreal than ever,

““Liook at them,”’ he said, pointing
with his whip to the heather-clad
hills. ‘‘Are those ordinary? Are
they not what you saw in your Devon-
shire dream?’’

She looked. These soft undulations
lifted on each side of the narrow road
in long yellow waves of tiny flowers
that clung close to the odorous earth.
The smell of them was intoxicating.
She leaned against him, unutterably
free, unutterably happy. ‘‘Oh, I'm
80 glad to be here.”

He stooped over and gazed into the
very depths of her eyes. ‘‘“Why did
you wait so long?’’ he said.

‘““Was it long?’’ she asked flush-
ing. ‘I didn’t know—Dbefore.”’

‘““And yet—you and I have been
waiting for this since the world be-
gan. Doesn’t the rest of everything
seem far away, now?’’

““Millions of miles.”” She smiled
contentedly—then glanced into his
face and went on hurriedly: ‘‘T want
you to tell me so many things.”’

“What kind of things? There is
go much to tell you,”” he added mean-
ingly.

“ About yourself, and this place of
yours, and your work.”” She evaded
him daintily.

“Oh, I got the place years ago.
You’ll see it soon—just a ecottage
hanging over the sea in a wrinkle of
the hills. It’s very pretty. There’s
a faithful old soul there who does
very well for me. T think you’ll be

fairly comfortable, at least T hope
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'so0.”” His voice dropped. ‘‘Though I

have not had much time to get ready
for you.”’

She was suddenly breathless ‘‘Do—
do you have many visitors?’’

He shook his head. ‘‘No, one doesn’t
want them here somehow-—but this
time’’—he paused.

The sub-Sybil stirred within her.
She had a quick prompting to tell
Forbes that she was just beginning
to live. Then, over the rim of the
land stretched a long flat line, won-
derfully bright and blue. ‘‘The sea,’’
she whispered, with parted lips.

The road dipped sharply south-
wards. She could trace its white rib-
bon twisting along the flanks of the
downs. At the bottom and out far
beyond the Channel. The ecurved
shores were white with lace-like foam.
Above all this soared the great trans-
parent dome of sky, and, in between,
scft airs breathed across the fragrant
hills. It was very beautiful and very
English. Gazing at Forbes she found
it doubly beautiful.

He raised his whip again, ‘‘The
Cottage.”’

It lay like a soft brown thing be-
hind hedges of myrtle and wild roses,
‘‘How perfect!”” She found it
strangely hard to speak.

They had tea in the garden—dream
tea. The housekeeper waited on them
—a gaunt old woman with weather.
beaten face and quiet unquestioning
eyes. Sybil searched them in vain for
anything untoward.

She studied Forbes while he talked
—a pointed face that narrowed from
a broad white forehead to a chin al-
most femininely delicate. He had an
habitual way of looking from beneath

‘half-closed lids, that piqued curiosity

as to the colour of his thoughts. The
eyes themselves were gray, with g
touch of mystery. His mouth betray-
ed sensitiveness. The restlessness that
pervaded him spoke of nerves and
imagination. Physically he was un.
doubtedly attractive, with the free
carriage and almost feline supplenesg
of a man of the open. He dressed
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perfectly and wore his clothes with
obvious ease.

She was vastly interested in what
he had to say. There were moments
when she trembled with the eestasy
of her own interpretations. They
seemed so near each other—the rest
of the world having dropped out of
existence. But, for the most part,
they steered between the Seylla of
Society and the Charybdis of Har-
stone Square. It was all intensely
personal, but just as ostensibly im-
personal. ;

“You don’t quite understand wo-
men yet,’”’ she laughed. ‘‘Myself, for
instance.’’

““T think I do. The real you. The
one who made the dream come true.’’

““Is that the real me. 1 begin to
doubt it.** Her eyes challenged his
own. ‘‘I didn’t know anything about
her before this week.”’

““ And after this week,”” he eaught
her gaze and held it strongly. ‘‘You’ll
never forget her.”’

““Shall I want to?”’

““T hope not, and I—"’ he knelt be-
gide her chair and gathered her hands
into his own. ‘‘I shall never forget.”’

Sybil unpacked her bag in a little
room, half filled with flowers. There
were roses everywhere, and the lat-
tice window looked out on the sea.
She had brought her prettiest dress.
She dwelt with a certain joyousness
on the image in her glass.

She was arranging her hair when
a step sounded outside. She waited—
breathless—heard Forbes stop for a
moment, then go on to the sitting-
room below. Presently she joined him,
very pale and with a petitionary
beauty that moved him beyond words.
She wore one of his roses in he}' dress.

As they sat down to dinner it grew
suddenly dark—and Forbes ordered
candles. He surveyed her through
their white rays. Her beauty took
on a new phase. Magic was at work.

Their talk wandered—drifting off
into silences that no speech could in-
terpret. She had been impressed with
the cottage. It seemed that there was
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little here, yet everything that one
could want. The soul of the place
was almost self-sufficient. Now across
the candles, Forbes, the vivifying
spirit of this small domain, began,
gradually, in the increasing darkness,
to take on new aspects. He rambled
on, but it seemed with less and less
of that direet appeal that had so
greatly moved her. She endeavoured
to yield to this new intimacy of dark-
ness and nearness. Outside the hills
were already wreathed in fog. Under
its cover she sensed the approach of
a thousand reflections that had had
no existence in the sunlight,

Forbes himself, though subject to
the spell, was conscious of something
that overshadowed even this fruition.
His tones were becoming strained and
unnatural.

Sybil talked—distrait and nervous.
This swift onward march of night ap-
palled her, too. The sub-Sybil ex-
postulated in faint diminuendos.
‘““Why did you bring me here—don’t
be a fool.”” She caught at that last.
““Don’t be a fool.”” No longer wedged
into the familiar fabric of life in
Harstone Square, this new liberty be-
gan to look like that of a castaway.
And now it was getting darker. Was
there—was there anything ogre-like
in the face of Churton Forbes? The
candles flickered. It was hard to say.

On the window pattered a few
drops of rain. The world was run-
ning to eover now—for the night—
that terrified her utterly. She turned
very white. ‘‘Mr. Forbes, I—I—"’
her voice trailed off,

He came quickly and put his arm
round her. She revolted at the touch.
““Don’t, please—please, don’t.”’

“Why, what is it?’’ He spoke
nervously, but with a strain of reas-
surance.

She got up quickly. Her eyes were
round with fright. ‘‘Mr. Forbes—I
must go—now—this minute!’’

‘““Why!”> Then he lied bravely.
““I don’t understand.”’

‘“Nor do I—but believe me—I must
go at once.”’ The sub-Sybil was dead
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—more—she was putrefying within
her.

“But you can’t,”” he said gently,
K‘now.”

“Why—"" She caught at his arm.
““] must go, can’t you understand ?’’

“‘There’s only one evening train to
town. It’s a through train—an ex-
press,”’ and, he added, ‘‘I'm afraid
you can’t catch that.’’

““What time is it, how long is
there? Please tell me.”’ She was shak-
ing.

‘I can have the cart ready at once,
if you insist,”” he said slowly, ‘‘but I
don’t think it’s much use. You would
not have time to change.’’

“I don’t want to change. I only
want to catch that train. I’m ready
now-—this instant.”’

Forbes stared at her. He, too,
heard an inward voice. ‘‘Don’t be
a fool,”” it shouted. He wondered

for an instant how to take it. Then
suddenly he thought of Cantlie, Cant-
lie of the iron-gray hair and stolid
determined visage. ‘‘I’ll do what I
can,”’ he said hurriedly, and disap-
peared.

In a few moments the mare’s hoofs
rang sharply on the drive. Forbes
jumped down and ran into the cot-
tage.

““Are you ready?”’

He met Sybil in the hall. She had
packed her bag in desperate haste.
There had been no time to change.
Beneath her light eloak her arms and
neck were white and bare. He threw
an ulster round her. ‘‘Now,’’ he
gaid firmly, ‘‘hold on.”’

The cottage dropped out of sight in
the rain. Forbes rounded the corner
on one wheel. The eart lurched and
recovered. The fog settled down,
heavier, more impenetrable than be-
fore—all they could see was a patch
of shining road ahead of the lamps.
All they could hear was the hammer
of the mare’s hoofs, as she breasted
the long rise from the cottage. At
the summit she was breathing hard
and ‘dropped into a walk.

“Can’t we go faster?’”’ Already
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Sybil visioned that last train speeding
to home and safety without her,

““We will, in a second,’’ said Forbes
grimly. ‘‘But I don’t want to kill
the mare.”’

She was shocked at what she
thought his indifference—he at what,
for a moment, looked like her cruelty.
She did not guess that Forbes was
thinking rapidly as to where and how
they could best make speed.

““Now,”” he jerked out, ‘‘hold on
tight,’” and laid the mare to her work,

Once she spoke to him. ‘“Will we
make it?’’

He nodded. ‘I think so—there are
Burchiston lights now.’’

She heard a long whistle. The
evening train entered a nearby ecut-
ting. It left her breathless.

Forbes heard it, too. His whip fell
sharply. ““We’ll just do it, and no
more.’’

The mare sprang forward, She
was breathing hard and flecks of foam
came back in their faces. Then Forbes
pulled up short at the station. The
train had entered, stopped, and wasg
just getting into motion again.

Sybil sprang out of the cart, ran
across the platform, and twisted des-
perately at a carriage door. She was
walking rapidly beside it. The guard
had his head out of the van and wag
shouting at her.

Forbes ran to the next compart.
ment and jerked at a handle. ‘‘ Here, **
he shouted, ‘‘take this one, quick.”’

She jumped in—fell—and recover-
ed herself. He threw the bag in aftep
her. Then, running fast, he slammegq
the door shut. In an instant he had
dropped out of sight.

Sybil sat back. She felt very faint
Her hands lying weakly in her lap'
touched something rough and wet ang
unfamiliar. It was Forbes’s ulster,
She rested till the train, gathering
full speed, had settled down into the
long run to London. Her lips work-
ed uncertainly. For a few moments
thus—then she began to laugh hyster.
ically. She had forgotten to say good-
bye.



OUR ALIEN

ENEMIES

BY THOMAS MULVEY, K.C.

(:IVIL rights of alien enemies as
modified by modern war raise
many questions which did not
require consideration in former times,
and therefore the position in Canada
of the subjects of enemy nations of
this world-war should be discussed.
The subjeet is of particular interest
to Canadians. Not only have we wel-
comed but we have deliberately taken
all measures which would induece for-
eigners to emigrate to Canada, hav-
ing in view not so much the benefit
to the foreigner but the good which
his advent probably would do in in-
creasing the prosperity of thxs.coun-
try. That the change of residence
from autocratic Europe to the free-
dom of Western Canada may have
been in the interest of the immigrant
there ean be no question, but our
motives in encouraging emigratgon to
Canada from all the countries of
Europe should receive due weight in
discussing our attitude toward the
alien enemy in Canada. We have
welcomed not only the Doukhobour
and the Galician, but the Polack from
Germany and Austria, as well as from
Russia. They have come to this coun-
try not alone for .thejr own advan(_ee-
ment, but on our invitation, to assist
in building up Canada. i
(lobe-trotting and immigration
such as is indicated are modern. When
it is pointed out that the first general
Naturalization Act of Canada was
passed in 1829, and the first of th'e
United Kingdom in the year 1844, it
is readily seen that many topics which
are now up for acute consideration
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were not discussed during former
European wars.

The Peace Conference of 1907 had
no doubt in mind the improvement of
the condition of the alien enemy in
inserting in Convention No. 4, Article
23 (h), the following: ‘‘In addition
to the prohibitions provided by spe-
cial conventions, it is particularly
forbidden: (h) to declare abolished,
suspended, or inadmissible, the right
of the subjects of the hostile party to
institute legal proceedings.”” What
this clause may mean it is very diffi-
cult to understand. It is stated that
so far as the United Kingdom was
concerned, it was agreed to under a
misapprehension. It seems to proteet
the rights of the alien enemy to in-
stitute proceedings, and no reference
is made to the conduct of such pro-
ceedings to completion. This may ap-
pear a very trivial objeetion, but a
Convention such as this, is in the high-
est degree technical and should be
construed, as any other legal doeu-
ment, to mean exactly what it says.
The institution of legal proceedings
is of very little avail to the alien
enemy if there is no right to carry
them to conclusion, Moreover, the
words ‘‘legal proceedings’’ are not
definite. If they really mean and are
confined to proceedings before the
courts, while the position of the alien
enemy may be improved, yet it is not
all that may have been intended. If.
however, it is intended that the law
shall be equally and uniformly ad-
ministered with respeet to the alien
enemy and the subjeet, alike, the see-
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tion seems to go further than should
be permitted. Under the Canadian
War Measures Act, 1914, authority
is given the Governor-General-in-
Couneil to take measures for the se-
curity, defence, peace, order, and wel-
fare of Canada, and particularly for
arrest, detention, exclusion, and de-
portation. The provisions of the pro-
clamations issued under this statute
are not applicable to subjects. As must
be, special laws regulate the ac-
tions of alien enemies. It follows that
if subjeets and alien enemies must be
treated alike, and the right of alien
enemies to proceed under the Habeas
Corpus Act is preserved by The
Hague Convention, that Aet should
be suspended to carry out the due ad-
ministration of the law. This would
practically place the country in a
state of siege and could mnot be
thought of. What the section may
mean will, no doubt, come up for con-
gideration before the courts. In some
of the minor courts of Toronto and
Montreal it has been held that the
alien enemy has no right before the
courts, The subject was considered
in the Prize Court in Ingland in the
first case, the Chile, and it was objeet-
ed that the German owner had no
right to appear before the court.
There was no express decision upon
the point, the president, Sir Samuel
Evans, holding that in that particu-
lar case the affidavit filed was insuf-
ficient, and it was unnecessary to de-
cide whether the German ship-owner
had the right to appear.

In the next case, the Marie Glaser,
which came before the Prize Court on
the 16th of September, 1914, the sub-
jeet was further considered, but the
meagre report is insufficient to deter-
mine the exaet decision of the court.
The president again held that the
enemy ship-owner had no right to ap-
pear, because the affidavit failed to
show that the hostile character of the
owners had been in the circumstances
in any way suspended, and the ap-
pearance of the German owners was
stricken out. The above ‘section of
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The Hague Convention was not dis-
cussed. But it appears to follow that
if the hostile character of the owners
had not changed, their defence would
not be entertained. The natural in-
ference is that the common law rule
that the alien enemy has no rights
before the courts is to be followed.
The attitude of the Dominion Gov-
ernment is indicated by the proclama-
tions issued under the War Measures
Act, 1914, respecting the alien enemy,
The first appeared on the 8th of Au-
gust and was applicable to German
subjects only. After reciting that
there are many immigrants of Ger-
man nationality quietly pursuing
their usual avocations, and that it is
desirable that such persons should
continue in such avocations without
interruption, it was provided that so
long as these persons quietly pursue
their ordinary avocations they shall
not be arrested, detained or inter-
fered with, unless there is reasonable
ground to believe that they are en-
gaged in espionage, or attempting to
engage in acts of a hostile nature, or
to give information to the enemy, or
unless they otherwise contravene any
law, order-in-council, or proclama-
tion. It was directed that German
officers and reservists attempting to
leave Canada should be arrested ang
detained. A similar proclamation was
issued respecting Austro-Hungariang
on the 13th of August. :
A slight change in attitude appears
to have come about, as shown by a
proclamation dated the 15th of Ay-
gust, 1914, which provides that al}
persons of German or Austro-Hun-
garian nationality, so leng as they
quietly pursue their ordinary avoea-
tions, shall be allowed to continue to
enjoy the protection of the law ang
to be accorded the respect due to
peaceful and law-abiding citizens, ang
that they shall not be arrested, de-
tained, or interfered with unless there
is reasonable ground to believe that
they are engaged in espionage or en-
gaging or attempting to engage in
acts of an hostile nature, or are giy.
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ing or attempting to give information
to the enemy, or unless they other-
wise contravene any law, order-in-
council, or proclamation. There was
a special provision made for the ar-
rest of reservists or alien enemies at-
tempting to leave Canada to assist
the enemy and those engaged in
espionage or acts of a hostile nature.
Provision was also made for the re-
lease upon parole upon the giving of
an undertaking to refrain from hos-
tile acts and abide by the laws of
Canada. :

A further change was again made,
as appears by an order-in-Counecil
passed on the 28th of October. In
the meantime, bomb outrages had
taken place at Montreal between Rus-
gians and Austro-Hungarians, and
numerous newspaper articles appear-
ed disceussing the probability of a raid
by Germans and Austro-Hungarians
residing in the United States. With-
out referring to the former proclama-
tions, this order-in-council, under the
provisions of the War Measures Act,
provides for the establishment of of-
fices of registration of alien enemies,
and that every alien enemy residing
within twenty miles of the place of
registration shall register; that no
alien enemy shall leave the country
without an exeat of the registrar,
which is issued at the diseretion of
this officer. It further provides that
where the registrar believes that an
alien enemy cannot consistently with
the public safety be permitted to re-
main at large, he shall be called up-
on to declare whether he desires and
has the means to remain in Canada
comformably to the laws and customs
of the country, subject to the obhga-
tion to report month}y to the chief
of police. If the alien expresses a
desire to so remain, he is given his
liberty, subject to th.e order-m-cgun-
cil. If otherwise, he is to be detained
as a prisoner of war. This order-in-
eouncil also provided that no alien
enemy should be naturalized without
the certificate of the registrar. Tt
will be noticed that this order-in-
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council is drawn in such terms as not
to be applicable to the alien enemy
at large, but only to those within
twenty miles of a place of registra-
tion. No doubt this was intended to
overcome the difficulties which arise
in populous centres, and leave the
law-abiding alien under similar con-
ditions in country places without mo-
lestation. It is also apparent that
those without means of subsistence
shall be kept at the public expense.

Two under-currents of publie opin-
ion have aided the progress of these
events. It is doubtful whether there
was a general adherence to the first
proclamation that the alien enemy
peacefully pursuing his usual avoeca-
tions should not be interfered with.
Many enployees of German and Aus-
tro-Hungarian nationality were dis-
missed. Added to this, the cessation
of public works has led to an inerease
in the number of unemployed. More-
over, there has been a growing feeling
of distrust of all foreign enemies. The
newspaper stories of the extensive
system of espionage of the German
Empire have no doubt upset and irri-
tated the usual quiet current of Cana-
dian opinion.

One allied subjeet, naturalization
of alien enemies, has received consid-
erable public notice, and has been
dealt with in various ways. The
Honourable Mr. Archambault, of the
Cireuit Court, Montreal, in a consid-
ered judgment (of which we have
only newspaper notes), decided that
the alien enemy was entitled to na-
turalization. He based his decision
upon the clause of The Hague Con-
vention already quoted, and the pro-
clamation of August 8th and 15th,
1914, above referred to. The Hon-
ourable Sir John Boyd, Chancellor of
Ontario, at Haileybury, absolutely
refused naturalization to German and
Austro-Hungarian applicants. The
Honourable Mr. Justice Latchford,
while not laying down any general
rule, decided that each applicant
should appear before him and present
his case. His Honour Judge Coats-
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worth postponed all applications, pre-
sumably for investigation, and no
doubt for the application of the or-
der-in-council of 28th October.

1t is doubtful whether Judge Arch-
ambault’s decision is rightly based,
and this arises from the construction
of the clause of The Hague Conven-
tion. Is the presentation to the court
of the certificate of the Naturaliza-
tion Commissioner the institution of
legal proceedings? To make The
Hague Convention applicable it
should be so. From a reading of the
Naturalization Aect, however, it is
quite apparent that while the certifi-
cate of the Commissioner must be pre-
sented in court, the judge sitting for
the purpose of considering natural-
ization applications is not sitting as
a judge of the court, but as a minis-
terial officer for the administration of
the Act. No judicial duty is imposed
upon the judge or the court, except
where objection to the application is
made, It is very likely that if a per-
son duly qualified presented his ap-
plication to the judge, having com-
plied with all the requisites of the
Act, no objection having been taken,
he could successfully take proceed-
ings and obtain from the court a
mandamus directing the judge to
grant naturalization. All questions of
this nature, however, are now set
aside by the order-in-council of the
28th of October, which requires a cer-
tificate of the Registrar of Alien
Enemies before naturalization be
granted.

The proclamation of the King,
which was published in The Gazette
of the 3rd of October, defines the word
“enemy’’ as follows: ‘‘The expres-
gion ‘enemy’ in this proclamation
means any person or body of persons
of whatever nationality resident or
carrying on business in the enemy
country, but does not include per-
sons of enemy nationality who are
neither resident nor carrying on busi-
ness in the enemy country. In the
case of incorporated bodies, enemy
character attaches only to those incor-
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porated in an enemy country.’’
Moreover, the general statement
that alien enemies may not have re-
course to the courts has limitations,
The law is laid down in Dicey as fol-
lows: ‘‘The court has no jurisdie-
tion during the continuance of war to
entertain an action brought by an
alien enemy, unless he is living here
under the license or protection of the
Crown.”” In support of this, Dicey
refers to a decision of the Engligh
courts in 1694. There it was held as
follows: ‘‘Alien amy, or enemy, liv-
ing here under protection, may bring
action, because suing is a consequence
of protection. If an alien enemy comes
hither sub selvo conductu he may
maintain an action; if an alien amy
comes hither in time of peace, per
licentiam domint Regis, as the French
Protestants did, and lives here sub
p?‘otectione, and a war afterwards be-
gins between the two nations, he may
maintain an action, for suing is but
a consequential right of proteetion
and therefore an alien enemy that ié
here in peace under protection may
sue a bond; aliter of one commorant
in his own country.’”” This authority
is very old, but it must be remember-
ed that the presence in Canada of
large numbers of the alien enemy ig
without precedent. The condition un.
der which the Huguenots immigrated
and the inducements therefor could
not likely have been more favourable
than those offered by the Canadian
Immigration Office to many Austriang
and Germans now endeavouring to
make homes for themselves and theijr
children in Canada, and the protee-
tion of the law, as declared in the
Proclamation of the 15th of August
last, cannot be less ample than that
accorded the Huguenot in England
The difficulties which may be created
by those of the alien enemy who may
seek to do us harm should not he
minimized. Neither should we over-
look the benefits which may come to
this country through many of the
alien enemy now with us and others
who may immigrate after the war,

.. A



CANADA AND ITS PROVINCES”

A REVIEW

BY W. S. WALLACE

NTIL now no good history of
UCanada on an adequate scale

has seen the light. Parkman’s
picturesque narratives are, of course,
excellent, so far as they go; but they
carry the reader down only to the
dawn of the English period. King-
ford’s ‘‘History of Canada,’”” in ten
volumes, has some merits; but its
merits are outweighed by its defects:
it stops short at the year 1841; it ean-
not be relied upon in matters of de-
tail; and to read it is like wading
through the night’s Serbonian bog.
Both Parkman and Kingsford, more-
over, wrote a generation ago; am.i in
the interval which has elapsed since
then, a vast amount of new material
has come to light, of the very exist-
ence of which they were ignorant. In
some respeets their work is now obso-
let'i"he publication, therefore, of a full
and authoritative account of Cana-
dian history, brought completely up
to date, should be a matter of self-
congratulation with ana@mns: The
value of such a publication is not
merely academic. It not only re-
moves the reproach that Canada} has
hitherto been lacking in a satisfac-
tory account of her history; but it
makes a very definite and positive
eontribution to Canadian national
life. Canadians as a whole are pro-
foundly ignorant of the history of

their own country. 1t is the unvarn-
ished truth that the product of the
Canadian school knows more, as a
rule, about ancient history than about
Canadian—more about Themistoeles
than about Sir John Maedonald, more
about the constitution of Sparta than
about the British North America Act.
And in a country like Canada, where
so many of thé population are of im-
migrant origin, it is especially desir-
able that a knowledge of the coun-
try’s history should be widely dis-
seminated. The study of history may
not have as its primary object the
cultivation of patriotism; but the best
kind of patriotism must always be
based on an intelligent knowledge of
history.

‘“Canada and Its Provinces’ is a
history of Canada in twenty-two vol-
umes, and an index, prepared under
the general editorship of Dr. Adam
Shortt and Dr. A. G. Doughty. The
names of these editors alone are a
sufficient guarantee of excellence.
Dr. Shortt, until recently the pro-
fessor of political economy in Queen’s
University, Kingston, is perhaps the
greatest living authority on Canadian
economic history. Dr. Doughty, an
Oxford scholar who has been since
1905 the head of the Archives at Ot-
tawa, has an unrivalled knowledge
of the manuseript sources of Cana-
dian history, and has made a reputa-

#¢¢Canada and Its Provinces: A History of the Canadian Peogle and Their Insti-

$utions, by One Hundred Associates.’” Edited by Adam Shortt an

Arthur G. Doughty.

Twenty-two volumes and index. Toronto: The Publishers’ Association of Canada, 1913,
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tion as a writer on the military and
geographiecal aspects of Canadian his-
tory. To these general editors is due
the admirable plan on which the work
has been organized. The whole has
been subdivided into eleven sections,
six of which have been devoted to the
national history of Canada, and five
to provincial and local history. One
section, for instance, deals with the
history of New F'rance; another with
the history of Canada from 1763 to
1841; another with the history of
Canada under the Union; another
with the industrial expansion of Can-
ada; and so forth.

Each section has been placed under
the supervision of an editor thorough-
ly conversant with the period with
which it deals. The volumes dealing,
for instance, with. ‘‘New France,
1534-1760,”” are edited by Dr. Thomas
Chapais, one of the most distinguish-
ed of French-Canadian historical
scholars; those dealing with the his-
tory of Canada during the first three-
quarters of a century of British
rule are edited by Professor Walton,
the late Dean of the Faculty of
Law in MeGill University; and the
volume dealing with ‘‘United Can-
ada’’ is edited by Professor W. L.
Grant, the occupant of the chair of
Colonial History in Queen’s Uni-
versity, Kingston, a scholar who de-
serves the gratitude of his country
as the author of the first good text-
book of Canadian history placed in
the hands of Canadian boys and girls.
The names of these editors are mere-
ly illustrative of the calibre of those
who are responsible for the other sec-
tions.

Under the supervision of these edi-
tors, the actual work of writing has
been done by a small army of special
writers, somewhat fanecifully deserib-
ed by the publishers as a new ‘‘Com-
pany of One Hundred Associates.”’
Each writer deals with a phase or
period of Canadian history regarding
which he is able to speak with author-
ity. This is the principle of co-opera-
tion adopted with such success by the
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late Lord Acton in planning ‘‘The
Cambridge Modern History.”” Lord
Acton recognized, and the editors of
‘‘Canada and Its Provinces’’ have
recognized, that the whole field of his-
tory, even of the history of one coun-
try, has become too much for one man
to attempt to cover; and that it has
become necessary to break history up
into strands or segments, each dealt
with by a specialist. This method of
course entails upon the editors spe-
cial difficulties. It tends toward oec-
casional overlapping and oceasional
gaps; it means sometimes a lack of
proportion; and it does not assure
uniformity of view. But careful edit-
ing can overcome most of these diffi-
culties; and the gain in authoritative-
ness and exhaustiveness more than
counterbalances any defects inherent
in the method.

In most cases the editors have secur-
ed the services of writers whose repu-
tations, as authorities with regard te
the subjects with which they deal, are
already established. The account of
‘“The Seigneurial System,’’ for in-
stance, is written by Professor W. B.
Munro, of Harvard University, who
knows more about French-Canadian
seigniorialism than anyone else now
living. The history of Canada’s wars
—the Seven Years’ War, the War of
the American Revolution, and the
War of 1812—is dealt with by Col-
onel William Wood, of Quebee, whoge
position as an authority on Canadian
military history is undisputed. The
treatise on the Canadian constitution
is by Professor Lefroy, of the Uni-
versity of Toronto, who is the fore-
most academic authority on Canadian
constitutional law; and the chapter
on ‘‘The Federal Government’’ is by
Sir Joseph Pope, the Under-Secret
of State at Ottawa, who, as the pri-
vate secretary of Sir John Macdonald
gained an unrivalled knowledge of
the intricacies of Canadian govern.
mental machinery.

On the other hand, the services of
some new writers have been enlisteq
The name of Mr. Duncan McArthm-;
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for instance, will not be fami}iar to
many students of Canadian history ;
yet to him has been entrusted the task
of preparing the chapters dealing
with the political history of Canada
from 1763 to 1840. It was perhaps
a daring thing to assign these import-
ant chapters to an unknown hand;
and yet it must be confessed that the
experiment has been justified by the
results. Mr. McArthur, who received
his historical training as ome of Dr.
Doughty’s assistants at the Archives
Branch, shows a thorough familiarity
with the manuseript sources of Cana-
dian history, and his work is sound,
well written, and well proportioned.
Another new name is that of Mr.
Kenneth Bell, who writes on t}le his-
tory of secondary education in On-
tario. Mr. Bell is an Englishman
with an Oxford training; when he
wrote the chapter on edueation in
Ontario he knew nothing at first hand
of Ontario schools, and he had been
barely a year in Canada, yet the chap-
ter is one of the most brilliant and
discerning in the entire series. The
contributions of these ‘‘dark ho?ses,”
and others who might be mentioned,
are pleasant surprises of the under-
taking, revealing as t}ley do a weg.lth
of historical talent hitherto inartiecu-
late in Canada.

Not all the chapters, of course, are
of equal merit. One may be permit-
ted, perhaps, to express regret that
Mr. John Lewis’s account of C_ana-
dian political history since 1867 is 50
sketchy in character; some of the his-
toire intime of the period might well
have been introduced into the narra-
tive, Nor can one agree with all that
Professor J. C. Morison has written
with regard to the history of Canada
under the Union. Many who are by
no means fervent admirers of Bishop
Strachan will object to this sweeping
estimate :

¢‘Few figures bulk so lal:gely'as does
Strachan’s in modern Canadian history in
comparison with their real ability. Born
of a rude stock, and. carrying with him
to the grave the aggressive and uncon-
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ciliatory temper of his Aberdonian ances-
tors, Strachan was the evil genius of
church life in Canada. Of his energy and
courage there can be no doubt; but he
possessed few of the qualities usually
recognized as Christian. He had
changed religion into ecclesiasticism, and
thought any trickery or intrigue sanctified
if only it sought an ecclesiastic end.’’

Professor Morison’s treatment of
George Brown is equally damning
and equally unfair:

‘“‘Great as an editor and publicist
(for Canadian journalism owes much to
Brown’s management of ‘‘The Globe'");
great also as an agitator, Brown was one
of the cons;iilcuoua failures in Canadian
public life. He never learned moderation:
and he never acted with that spirit of
opportunism which raises itself to the level

of a principle through its public uvseful-
ness.’

In other respeets, however, Profes-
sor Morison’s pages are deserving
of high praise. In insight, in vigour,
and in style, his account is one of the
most successful treatments of an ex-
ceptionally difficult and chaotie per-
iod.

On the whole, the level of the work
is very high indeed. Perhaps a few
extracts from some of ‘the special
studies which lend themselves more
especially to quotation may be repro-
duced by way of illustration. The
treatment of the relations between the
French and English races in Canada
is everywhere on a high plane; but
perhaps nowhere more so than in Mr.
A. D. DeCelles’s introduction to the
volumes on the Province of Quebee:

‘‘For over a hundred years the habit-
ants of Quebec have lived side by side
with their English-speaking fellow-eitizens.
In this long association t ey have shown
a great desire, and have put forth per-
sistent efforts, to make the best of a com-
plicated situation in which race-feeling
and religion, always active in every eoun-
try, have often raised obstacles to a per-
fect entente cordiale. TLet the reader but
consider the history of Austria, where
Magyars and Germans, in contact for ages,
have never ceased to he determined foes,
or of the everlasting conflict of Poles and
Slavs and Germans in Prussia and Russia,
and he will admit that in no country of
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the world have men so widely separated
in race and thought harmonized so well
as in Canada.’’

These are wise words, which needed
to be said.

For charm of style and pictur-
esqueness of detail the chapters writ-
ten by Professor MacMechan, of Hali-
fax, ean hardly be surpassed. Take,
for instance, his pen-picture of Joseph
Howe:

‘‘No one of Nova Scotia’s sons was
ever so loved and so hated. No one was
ever so devoutly, so blindly, followed. To
have held his horse for him once, to have
carried letters from the post-office to him
as he sat in his carriage, are cherished
memories of his henchmen. No colonial
statesman ever approached him in breadth
of view, in eloquence, and in the power
of the pen. Beside his splendid gifts, his
brilliant achievements, his glaring faults,
Nova Seotia’s other politicians shrink to
an indistinet array of medioere, black-
coated respectabilities. The man who had
a natural son, who kissed every woman in
Nova Secotia, who fought a deadly duel,
stands out like a splash of scarlet against
the ,(}mb background of Canadian poli-
ties,

Many readers will turn with interest
to Professor Skelton’s account of the
economic history of Canada since
Confederation, His picture of some
of the tendencies of economic life in
(anada within the last few years
may be quoted to illustrate his depth
of insight and subtlety of analysis:

‘‘Most men viewed with growing un-
easiness the concentration of wealth in
hands that had done little toward its mak-
ing, and the domination of industrial and
politieal life by small groups of allied
finaneial and railway and industrial in-
terests in the three or four larger cities.
Finaneial buccaneers who made millions
out of merging mills they had never seen;
promoters of fraudulent mining companies;
members of rings and mergers who held
up the public for all the traffic would
bear; the owners of bounty-fed or pro-
tected industries whose profits did not,
contrary to programme,

the common people below; holders of un-

regulated publie service mqnopolies; specu-
lngum's growing rich overnight by the in-
erement of land values communally creat-
ed, did more to bring all wealth, honest

filter through to _
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and dishonest, into disrepute than the
muckraker and the socialist street orator
could do in a century without their aid.
There was in Canada comparatively little
growth of doctrinaire socialism, though
the mining regions east and west develop-
ed an aggressive movement and the soecial-
ist minority in trade union ranks grew
stronger. The note of industrial life was
still prevailingly, even aggressively, in-
dividualistie; the workingman who bought
prairie subdivision lots in ten-dollar in-
stalments differed more in success than
in ideals from the promoter who netted
his easy million in a merger. Increasing]y
the intervention of the state was invoked,
but only to act as umpire, not to play the
game. There was little disposition to
abandon the system of private property
and individual competition or to hamper
honest capital, provided special privilege
could be removed from its seat. . . . Less
demanded, but not less needed, was an
abatement of the speculative fever, less
engrossing preoccupation with corner lots
and wheat crops; but unless the preacher
and the teacher and the midnight stars
worked econversion, that did not seem like-
ly to come about until success in the task
of exploiting the country’s riches had
brought leisure, or hard times had brought
repentance and plain thinking and high
living.”’

Of the outward dress and appear-
ance of the volumes, only a few words
need be said. The first edition, known
as the Author’s Edition, is a triumph
of the craft of the printer and book-
binder; the second edition, known as
the Archives Edition, is less expen-
sive and less sumptuous, but it, too,
is superior to anything of the same
sort which has hitherto been publish-
ed in Canada. The volumes are eop-
iously and judiciously illustrated. The
only criticism one can make is per-
haps to express a regret that a eon-
noisseur like Dr. Doughty should
have allowed so unhistorical a pie-
ture as West’s ‘“‘The Death of Wolfe??
to be included in the second volume,
Apart from that, one can have noth-
ing but admiration for the manmner
in which the publishers and editors
have done their work. Not only in
the writing of Canadian history, but
also in the making of Canadian books,
¢‘Canada and Its Provinces’’ marks
a great step in advance.
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THE GHENT OF 100 YEARS AGO

GHENT AND THE TREATY

BY LYMAN B. JACKES

SLEEPY old ecity was Ghent

in the year 1814. Some of

the houses had forgotten their
early history, being so old. The occu-
pants of many of these houses had
not decided which facade was the
front, for the stone and stueco of one
gave upon the slimy greasy waters
of a canal, while the other faced on a
heavy cobble-stone pavement. And
so the condition of the houses was
much of a repetition: cobble-stox}es.
houses, and dirty canals all following
sne another as if there was nothing
elge in life to do.

At the time of our story thepe was
Jocated in the Rue des Camps in this
old city of Ghent, a house that was
perhaps a little more shabby and
quaint than its neighbours. ‘Its crack-
ed and weather-beateq ex.terl_or on t_he
canal side gave some indication O.filts
age, and the dilapidated wall rising
from the cobble-stones would lead an
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observing stranger to believe that a
competition was in progress amongst
the houses of this street to see which
could look the most downeast. and
that this very house was the winner.

On the evening of August Tth, it
being the first Sunday in that month
one hundred years ago, a young man
stopped before this old house to ex-
amine it carefully. A few seconds
later he awakened the echoes from the
corners of the surrounding old houses
by reason of a vigorous movement
with the door-knocker,

His efforts were rewarded by the
appearance of a comely dame. Her
plain apparel and the keys hanging
from her girdle at once announced her
as the house-keeper. In response to
the young man’s questions, she said
that the American gentlemen were all
out but one, Mr. Bayard, and would
the young gentleman come to the sit-
ting-room and talk with him?
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THE RELIGIOUS HOUSE GHENT

Where the Treaty of Ghent was signed.

Mr. Bayard rose from his seat at
the window to meet the newcomer,
who announced himself as the Seec-
retary of the British Commission
which had come to Ghent to talk
terms of peace with the gentlemen
from the United States, which coun-
try and Great Britain had been en-
gaged in a bitter war.

Mr. Bayard, in a rather stiff man-
ner, bade his guest be welcome, but a
pipe of Virginia tobacco soon reduced
the offish attitude and the men com-
menced talking.

““It has been a long time since a
start was made on these negotia-
tions.’’ said Mr. Bayard, ‘‘and I am

well pleased to hear of a meeting’

spoken of at last, for we were about
to return to our native country, fully
believing that peace was an impossi-
bility at the present time.’’

““There have been many wars of
late,”” responded the neweomer, ““and
T hope for world-wide peace, now that

1t has been much altered since 1814,

Emperor Napoleon is disposed of
But tell me of your journey.’’ :

““T have just completed a statement
for my Home Government and will
merely reeall the main incidents,’’ pa
plied Mr. Bayard.

“In the autumn of 1812, shortly
after the war was commenced, hig
Majesty the Czar of Russia made of-
fers to our Minister, Mr. J. Quiney
Adams, who was then in St. Peters.
burg, to intercede for peace between
Great Britain and the United States
of America, and in the month of
Marech, 1813, President Madison ae-
cepted the offer and appointed My
Albert Gallatin and myself to come:
abroad and look into the matter,

““We left the United States on May
9th and landed in Gothenburg early
in July. While we were still at sea
yvour Lord Castlereagh saw certain
objections to the Czar’s peace pro.
posals and wrote to St. Petersburg tq
this end. The information was com.

-
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THE ROOM IN WHICH THE TREATY OF GHENT WAS SIGNED

municated to Mr. A\(l.znn§ on Jl_mv
22nd, he being then still in that ecity.
Mr. Gallatin and I reached the Rus-
sian capital on July 21st, saw Lord
Castlereagh’s letter and, fully be-
lieving that peace was unlikely, we
returned to Gotheqburg, and here we
received a communication announcing
that Britain would treat with us
directly.

“For many months we were unable
to make headway and spent most of
the winter in wandering around Cen-
tral and Northern Europe. After the
capture of Napoleon and the occupa-
tion of Paris we went to London, ar-
riving there in April of this year
[1814]. In London we saw on every
gside manifestations of peace and re-
joicing over the downfall of the
French Emperor and the pending re-
storation of the Bourbons, and also
learned that a lrflrge army gnd fleet
were about to sail for‘ A_merlca. The
demands of Great Britain for terms
of peace were so heavy that we con-

sulted the Czar, who was then in Lon-
don, in order that we might endea-
vour, through his influence, to have
the terms moderated. His reply made
us less hopeful than ever over pros-
pects of peace, and we left London
for Paris.

‘‘However, in response to the first
efforts of peace from your Govern-
ment, Mr. Henry Clay and Mr. Jona-
than Russell, who has but recently
been appointed Minister from the
United States to Sweden, were dele-
gated to assist, and are here with us
now, and we will see what may be
done to bring the war to a head. Who
may I ask are the British Commis-
sioners and where shall we meet?’’

“You have indeed had an extensive
Journey,’’ responded the visitor, *‘ The
British Commissioners are Lord
James Gambier, Admiral of the Blue;
Mr. Henry Goulburn, and Mr. Wil-
liam Adams. They will be pleased
to see you to-morrow at one o’clock
at the Religious House, in the Place




JOHN QUINCY ADAMS

One of the United States Representatives on the
Ghent Peace Commission

de Charteaux, or at any place more
convenient to you that you may sug-
gest,”’

Mr. Bayard thought that this selee-
tion would be suitable for him, and

LORD JAMES GAMBIER

First of the British Representatives on the Ghent
Peace Commission

HENRY CLAY

One ot the United States Representatives on the
Ghent Peace Commission

the young man bade him good-night
and departed.

He had not been long gone when
J. Quincy Adams, IHenry Clay, Al-
bert Gallatin, and Jonathan Russell
returned to the old house in the Rye
des Camps. When they learned what
had taken place they demurred at
first, thinking it was a high-handegq
arrangement for the British Commis-
sioners to state the place of meeting
without consulting them, but My
Bayard reminded them that it wag
but an invitation, and the offer wag
accepted.

The Religious House of the Bro-
“thers of St. John was a peer amongst
the old houses in Ghent. To it diq
the British Commissioners come in
the month of August, 1814, to talk
terms of peace with the representa-
tives of the United States. On Mon-
day, the 8th, the old table in the din-
ing-room was in the centre of the
group, and the peace negotiations
were opened after the usual greetings
forms, and ceremonies were passed.

Henry Goulburn stated the ques-
tions they were to discuss. They
were : &
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1. Impressment and the right to
search foreign warships for British
sailors. : .

9. The determination of an Indian
boundary line. ;

3. The revision of the boundary line
between Canada and the United
States. .

4. The fisheries. ;

Having heard the questions, the
(Commissioners from t‘he United States
retired, after arranging to meet next
day.

On the morrow and for several
davs the matter was di.scussed. but
nothing definite was arrived at, each
side demanding more than the other

1d grant.

Wo(l)ln t%e 18th of August Lord Cas-
tlereagh arrived, being then en route
to Vienna to the Copgress of Sov-
ereigns, who were trymg_ to re-est_ab-
lish their former boundaries following
the alterations of the
wars.

There is no need to cite all the petty
details of the sittings, but in the main

151

Napoleonic
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Great Britain demanded all the Great
Lakes, both sides of the Niagara
River, and a strip of land, between
the two countries, right across the
continent, that was to be reserved for
the Indians.

The United States wished to get
control of the Newfoundland fishery
banks and the right to dry and cure
fish on the shores of many of our
eastern rivers. And so the negotia-
tions went on.

The people of both nations were
eager for peace, but there was little
give or take at the conference in
Ghent. The summer blended into
autumn, and winter came. Just as
the Christmas preparations were in
progress a proposal was made to re-
store everything as it had been before
the war, and on Christmas eve, just as
the boys and girls were being put to
bed, full of expectations for the
goodies of the morrow, this arrange-
ment was ratified, and the war be-
tween Great Britain and the United
States came to an end.




DAl FATHER

THE FIRST OF THREE LETTERS FROM A SON WHO WOULD MAKE
SOMETHING OF HIMSELF TO A SELF-MADE FATHER

EDITED BY ALBERT R. CARMAN

Hotel de
Dear Father:

When I came in this morning from
the Sorbonne—which is not a saloon
but a university—I found your let-
ter on my table. I always think that
I could diagnose your health and
character from your hand-writing—
it is cut like a relief. So you think
that I ought to come home—that I
am wasting my time over here. No;
you didn’t put it just that way. But
you wondered when I would be
through ‘‘holidaying.”” Holidaying?
I took three lectures at the Sorbonne
this morning, and tramped the
Louvre with an art student this after-
noon.

If you needed me in Chicago, I
would not hesitate an instant. But
your need for me is the need of a
vachtsman in a gale for a lady pas-
senger. You are sitting up nights
wondering where you can put me in
the business where I will do the least
harm. What you mean to say is that
it is I who need the business.

Now I would need the business—or
some business—badly enough, if it
were not for you. If T am able to do
anything else with my life, it will be
wholly because you have made it pos-
sible, The only reason why you want
me to come back and get to work is
that you are satisfied that it would
be bad for me to get your money
without my working for it.

But now—straight from the shoul-
der!—don’t you think that you have

, Paris.
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made enough pork to last both oup
lifetimes? If you eat all you can,
and I eat all I can, there will be ware.
houses full of it for generations Vet
to come. I am not afraid to talk te
you this way because I know you will
never suspect me of turning up my
nose at pork. It is not that. Yoy
have made your money honestly

which is more than some men can say:
and I am proud of every dollar of it
for each one of them is a round meda,i
of merit earned by your superior men.
tal acumen. And yet you gave the
people good value for what they gaya
you. There is not a stolen “‘ecapt.
wheel’” in the pile. When I puli one
of them out of my pocket, I like t,
feel the grease of an honest, up-to.
date, Napoleonic packing-house on its
surface.

But why should our family neyey
go beyond the ‘‘fried bacon”’ itera gy
the menu of life? Are we always to
be hewers of hogs and drawers of
sausages for other people? Can wea
never sit at the table through the leis.
ure of the desert? Or—to put it djg.
ferently—having bought and paid {op
our meal-ticket, can we never go into
the banquet; but must we stand for.
ever at the cashier’s desk buying anq
buying and buying meal-tickets whicl
we are never to use?

I wish that I had your skill jn
pointing a precept with a good story .
but T think that I will tell you about
a chap I have got to know over hepe
who made up his mind some Vears




DEAR FATHER

ago to immortalize himself with a
marble group from a scene in ‘‘As
You Like It.”” Well, he wanted to
be thorough; so he began by collect-
ing different editions of Shakespeare,
and comparing the readings. Then
he took to a detailed study of the cos-
tumes of the time, and spent not a
little money in getting together ar-
ticles of dress, the costumes worn on
the stage by different actors in the
parts, and so on. To these he added
rare books dealing with the subject
and the period; and he fogged away
at them week after week, but never
wet his elay. The men would ask him
how he was getting on; and, although
he was always hopeful, he never had
anything to show—not even a draw-
ing. A little over a year ago, he final-
ly thought that he was ready to begin,
when someone told him of some manu-
seripts touching the subject; and
nothing would do him but to seek
them out and buy them. The sequel
of it all came just the other day when
I attended an auction of his effects,
sold to pay his board bill. His rare
editions and his antique costumes
went for half their value; and he has
not so much as a pencil sketch to hang
his immortality upon. It is possible
to brush one’s hair in the dressing-
room until the party is over.

Now you know perfectly that I do
not want to be an idler. I do.not
want to leave the hog-killing for the
hog-trough. I want to work; and I
never knew until I came over here
how much work there is for a chap
like me to do. I thought that I was
getting an education at MeGill; but
T was merely learning my way about
a library. They let you read _book_s
about things at Western universi-
ties; here they show you the things.
The European gets an education all
through his youth, on .the streets and
in the parks, and in his churches and
galleries—all free for all—which the
B.A. from over there must begin at the
A.B.C. to learn when he comes here.
T used to wonder why all Europeans
were so musical; men in the working

153

classes being more familiar with fine
musi¢c than many of our so-called
‘‘best people.”’ But now I know why.
The European cannot possibly escape
an education in good musie unless he
is deaf. The bands play in the parks
three or four times a week; and they
do not play *‘Bright Eyes, Good-bye’’
and other shallow stuff, but Wagner
and Verdi and Beethoven. Then grand
opera runs all the year in most Euro-
pean cities at reasonable prices, In
our town we get just enough to bore
the few rich who can pay for it to
the verge of rebellion,

Now, dear Dad, what I want to do
is to go to school for a while in
Europe and learn something—not to
a college, but just to the open school
of the Old World. I want to know
a Raphael by sight, and not merely
by reputation, I want to get to un-
derstand these people over here.
When Paris lamentably fails to copy
Chicago, it is not wholly because of
‘“‘invincible ignorance’’ and a blame-
worthy lack of our enterprising spirit.
I would like to know more of the peo-
ple of Italy than one learns by throw-
ing nickels to an organ-grinder. Don’t
you see what I am driving at?

Would you really—honour bright!
—think more of a son who was eon-
tent to trot along in the path which
you have broken, and who lacked the
pluek, which you have shown, to take
hold of this big problem of life for
himself and decide what to do with
it? Why aren’t you out on the farm
raising hogs, instead of killing and
selling them? That’s what grand-
father did. But you went a step far-
ther. He turned corn into hogs; youn
tyrn hogs into dollars. Why shouldn’t
I turn dollars into culture? That is
what families do with their money
over here. What is the aristoeracy of
England but people who have turned
the money of their ancestors into the
finished product of high breeding? I
know what you are saying as youn read
this. You are expressing your true
home-bred contempt for the aristo-
cracy which you don’t want to copy,
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and adding that many of them re-
verse your process and ‘‘turn dollars
into hogs.”” And some of them do.
They are idlers. A man had better
cut his throat than strangle his ambi-
tion. But a housewife who went on
making bread, after there was more
in the house than the family could
possibly eat, just to keep her hands
busy, would be a lady without mental
resources. She might even better
read Browning. You remember how
Aunt Judy used to keep on tatting
and knitting things to hang on the
backs of chairs until mother had to
give them turns about, there not be-
ing enough chairs to go round? And
yet nothing would stop her. She
could not bear ‘“to set idle.”’ A man
who works needlessly is worse than
an idler in at least one thing—he’s
a bigger fool. You, perhaps, remem-
ber that they taught you in Sunday
school that work came to us as ‘‘a
curse.’’

But I want to work. That i,
want the results of work. I don’t
want to go through the motions and
not get anything. I don’t elimb over
a hill if there is a tunnel through it.
[ wouldn’t dig an artesian well to
put a fence-post in. I don’t want to
work merely for exercise. I don’t
want to kill hogs when the smoke-
house is full. That’s what they meant
by work being ‘‘a curse.”” It is a
hard way to get a good thing. It is
a case in which the end must always
justify the means. Unless you want
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the results, it is a foolish waste of life
to do the work. Now I want certain
results. I want culture; and I'm will-
ing to work for it. But I have no
life to waste in making pork unless
I need the pork,

If you write and tell me that I need
the pork, why, I shall have to come
right home and go to hog-killing. But
if you conclude that you can let me
have any pork that I may need for
a few years, I rather think that I can
bring you home one of these days
some fancy by-products of the ho.g-
killing business in the way of new
thoughts and new interests which will
make you think that the old ware-
house is worth more than even yvou
imagined.

Now I guess that I have talked
about as much for one time as you
feel like standing. I can see that you
are beginning to wonder why Jim
doesn’t come in and get rid of ‘“the
bore’” by telling you that you are
needed immediately out in the wape.
house. But I think you’ll chew it
over before writing back. You never
did turn a man with a new idea down
without giving him some considers-
tion. That is why novelties invented
by your men stay in the business, ang
don’t go to stock a new rival firm, |
am going to a café to-night where
for the price of a cup of chocolate 1
can hear better music than five dol-
lars will buy at home.

Your affectionate son,
Joux,

The January Number will contain the second letter of this series.
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THE EAR OF DIONYSIUS*
BY PETER McARTHUR

r I YHE age of tyranny has passed,
but the sovereign voter still en-
joys the advantages of the

ancient tyrant. A telephone on a
party line gives opportunities for
eaves-dropping undreamed of by the
subtle Syracusan. With this explan-
ation we may proceed with our up-
to-the-minute Canadian story.

The Reverend Peregrine Low was
gitting in his sunlit study preparing
his sermon for the following Sabbath.
But that is hardly exact. He was
trying to prepare his sermon. He had
selected a text as comprehensive as
Browning’s ‘‘great text in Galatians’’
—which I have never been able to
locate—and was trying to work out its
manifold lessons. In spite of his rosy
youthfulness, or perhaps because of
it, he was a very earnest shepherd
and it grieved him that on this par-
tieular May morning he could not
keep his mind on his high task. For
through the open window came a flood
of alluring sunshine, the soft earthy
smells of spring gardening, and the
madly happy song of birds. All these
things he might have resisted and
driven from his mind by a supreme
effort of concentration, but there was
something more—very much more,
Just as he was grasping some great
and vital truth the gray eyes of
Phoebe Featherstone would come be-
tween him and the paper on which
he was writing; and because they

were flooded with the soft light of
of the oldest and greatest truth in the
world, the Reverend Peregrine’s mind
would relax and drift away into a
realm of rosy dreams.

After this had happened about a
dozen times during the preparation of
the first couple of inter-lined and
spatch-cocked pages the young rector
pushed back his chair with an ex-
clamation of impatience. Being an
Englishman, his natural impulse was
to clear his mind by taking a brisk
walk. Placing his low-crowned felt
hat on his curly auburn locks and
stopping for just a moment before the
hall mirror to stroke his silky mus-
tache he took his stick from the hat-
rack and opened the front door.

‘‘Going out, Perry ?’’ called a voice
of softly English modulation, from
one of the upper rooms of the ree-
tory.

“Yes, Aunty.
walk.”’

‘““Put on your rubbers; the roads
are still wet,”” commanded the affec-
tionate voice.

‘‘Fiddlesticks!’’ said the Reverend
Perry, with sudden anneyance, and
closed the door behind him.

Aunt Sophia was shocked. Never
before had he spoken to her so dis-
respectfully. He must have something
on his mind. But what could it be?
Never since his boyhood had he had
a seeret from her, and now that she

I am going for a

*The name given to a secret, subterranean, ear-shaped passage comnectin

the

of Dionysius the Elder, first tyrant of Syracuse, with his stone-quarry g sons,

through which he was able to hear the conversations

Dictionary.
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of his prisoners. ntury
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had followed him from England to
be his housekeeper their confidential
relationship had, if anything, grown
closer. “‘Iiddlesticks!’”’ How could
he say anything so shocking and dis-
respectful! She must make him a
Yorkshire pudding to go with the
roast beef at dinner and then, when
he had lit his pipe, he would tell her
all that was troubling him.

‘With the long, sure strides of a
football player whose favourite form
of exercise was walking, the young
rector passed along the street to the
outskirts of the town. Though he
nodded to women who were busy in
their gardens it was with a preoccu-
pied air. The day was exuberant with
life—with mating life—and his heart
ached with the urge of spring. The
new leaves were lisping to the wan-
dering south wind, the sun was ‘‘shin-
ing on both sides of the fence,”
and everywhere song-sparrows were
snatching moments from the labours
of nest-building to pour forth the full-
ness of their hearts in ‘‘Divine, high-
piping Pehlevi.”” It was a wonder-
ful day—a Canadian spring day at
its best.

At the outskirts of the town the
brisk walker came to a bridge, and
when his steps boomed hollow on the
planks a slate-coloured bird flew out
and perched on the top of a fence-

post.
““Phoebe! Phoebe!’’ it called im-
pudently. The Reverend Peregrine

blushed a brighter red than was justi-
fied by the exertions of walking and
shook his stick at the feathered tease.

““Phoebe! Phoebe!’’ it sauced back,
unafraid. And then a pair of gray
eyes flashed at him from his own inn-
er consciousness. Taking a firmer
grip of his stick, he increased his
pace. At a gait that would have done
credit to Weston, he passed between
the square fields towards the south.
He would walk around a couple of
country blocks—a breather of nine or
ten miles—and be home in time for
dinner, with a clear head. It was a
perfect day for walking — green
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springy sod underfoot and harmonies
of infinite shades of green wherever
he turned his eyes. There were farm-
ers planting corn in the fields—but
fortunately none of them were near
enough to the road to make conversa-
tion imperative. He had the fresh
green world and the wide, warm sun-
shine all to himself—and his dreams.

Now it chanced that the walker
passed the home of Mrs. Melville Hall
just as she was feeding the chickens
with seraps from the breakfast table.
She watehed him pass and then medi-
tated smilingly.

“‘Perhaps he is going down to the
river to help Phemy Black with her
flower-beds, They say she has set her
cap for him. Of course, he may be
only out for a walk, for they say he
is a great walker, but sometimes the
heart guides the feet.’”’

If Mrs. Hall had been poetical, she
would have clinched this thought with
a quotation from Shelley:

‘I arise from dreams of thee,
And a spirit in my feet
Has led me, who knows how,
To thy chamber window, sweet.??

But she was not poetical, and she
wasted no time looking for confirma-
tion of her suspicions in the lyries of
Shelley. She was just a plump coun-
try-woman, with a taste for gossip,
who had learned how handy the tele-
phone is for this kind of out-pouring
of spirit. After chuckling to herself
for a while, as she went about the
work of putting the house to rights,
she finally took down the telephone
receiver and called up her particular
crony, Mrs. John Baxter. For a cou-
ple of minutes she asked advice about
a new dress she was making, and then
bégan on the real subjeet that had
taken her to the telephone. And just
at that moment Miss Polly Brown,
who had a telephone on that party
line, got her fingers clear of the dough
in which she was working and took
down the receiver with a practised
gkill that eaused hardly a click. Ow-
ing to the bread-making, she misseq
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the first part of the conversation, but
this is what she heard Mrs. Hall say
to Mrs. Baxter and Mrs. Baxter say
to Mrs. Hall:

““The Reverend Low passed here a
few minutes ago, headed towards the
river. Going to see Phemy Black, I
bet.”’

““You don’t tell me?”’

‘“Yes, and they say the way she has
been throwing herself at his head is
simply scandalous.”’ 3 ‘

““Well, if she’s anything like her
mother she’ll elope with him when
she gets him down there.”’

“Wouldn’t it be a joke if she did ?’’

““T just bet she will. This would
be a splendid day for an elopement.’’

And so on and so on.

When the conversation ended Polly
Brown hung up the receiver and
thrilled with eestasy. The deligious
awfulness of the possibility uplifted
her beyond herself. As she thought
it over she became absolutely con-
vinced that it was true and for a few
minutes she wriggled with excitement
while her ‘‘shaping spirit of imagina-
tion”’ bodied forth the details that
Pooh Bah would consider necessary
to ‘‘give an air of verisimilitude to
an otherwise bald and unconvineing
narrative.”’

And all the while the Reverend
Peregrine Low was striding manfully
along the quiet eountry road.

When Polly had perfected hgr
story, she called up her chum, Minnie
Addison. Just as the eonnection had
been made, Deacon Pullen took down
his receiver to ecall up thc_e farrier
about a horse that was suffering from
eolic. This was the story that poured
into his large, hairy, funnel-hape.d
and avid ear. While he listened his
nostrils distended like those of a horse
sniffling at an oat-bin he cannot reach.

0, Minnie, have you heard?”’

““No. What?”’

““You ean never guess. Reverend
Low has eloped with Phemy Black.
He went down the town-line this
morn almost at a run and carrying
his suit-case. They say they are go-
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ing across the river to cateh the Michi-
gan Central train at Dufferin. Ain’t
it awful? What is the world coming
to, anyway?’’

And so on and so on.

When this delectable conversation
had ended, Deacon Pullen hung up
his receiver and ‘‘haw-hawed!”’ He
belonged to a denomination that did
not feel it was straining the bonds of
brotherly love or rending the veil of
Charity if it enjoyed a joke on the
Anglicans. After he had told his wife
what he had heard, and they had both
laughed over it, he ealled up his An-
glican friend, Ezra Drake, who was
now a retired farmer in the village,
and laughed at him about the elope-
ment of the rector. And while he
was doing this, little Amelia Blossom
took down her telephone receiver and
listened. Poor little Amelia—she
never had any luck, anyway. If there
was a pienic she always had the tooth-
ache, or if there was a tea-meeting her
epiglottis would be sure to be inflam-
ed so that she couldn’t swallow any-
thing. She never got a story right,
even when she heard the whole of it,
and she was always in forlorn misery
about something. So it was only na-
tural that she should miss the first
part of this story, the part that had
the names in it. This was the frag-
ment that Amelia heard Deacon Pul-
len bellowing joyously to Ezra Drake:

“Yes, they have eloped all right.
Cut across the country to Dufferin,
with her father chasing them on horse-
back. Haw! Haw!’’

Poor Amelia had to guess the rest
of the story, and, of course, she guess-
ed wrong. After she had thought
over all the lovers she knew of she
decided that the butcher’s boy had
eloped with the grocer’s hired girl,
and in her turn she started a story
that was overheard and repeated un-
til it had caused the breaking of two
engagements and numberless heart-
aches. But the blunders of Amelia
have nothing to do with this story.

While all this was happening, the
Reverend Peregine had travelled
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south as far as he wished to go, had
achieved his perithelion, and was
striding back to town along the back
road. I wish we could journey with
him for a while, for a wonderful thing
had happened. The spirit of spring
had mastered him, and he was tread-
ing on the sunlit air as he walked.
He had arrived at the Great Decision.
But we must be back in town ahead
of him.

Being a retired farmer, Ezra Drake
had nothing to do but to talk, and
even though the scandal was on his
own church, he had to give it cur-
rency or burst. His news sense was
as highly developed as that of the
New York reporter who telephoned to
his city editor that he had a two-
column scoop for him. His mother
had run away with an actor, and he
was the only person who knew about
it. So Ezra toddled about town, tell-
ing the story of the elopement to
everyone, until the whole place was
buzzing with it. Half an hour after
he got the news, Miss Mary Gall,
sour and sixty, put on her mourning
clothes and went to the rectory to
sympathize with Aunt Sophia. She
did not like the superior English-
woman, and another chance like this
might not happen in a life-time.

Here we leave the activities of Mary
(all and Sophia Low to your imagin-
ation, merely reminding you that be-
cause of the disrespectful ‘‘Fiddle-
sticks!”’ Aunt Sophia was ready to
believe anything. Now let us return
to the Reverend Peregrine. He was
returning home, thrilled with the
Great Purpose. And just as he reach-
ed the maple knoll about a mile east
of the town, someone climbed grace-
fully over the rail fence, with a bou-
quet of wild-flowers in her hand. To
his ravished eyes she seemed a blessed
angel, ‘“‘new-lighted on a heaven-kiss-
ing hill.”’ On that morning Phoebe
Featherstone had found her heart so
troubled that she longed for the soli-
tude of the forest, and she had gone
to gather wild flowers. The little god
that looks after all mating creatures
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in spring weather so contrived mat-
ters that she should return to the road
just as the Reverend Peregrine and
his Great Purpose were approaching
under a full head of steam. When
he hailed her she trembled and blush-
ed, and her gray eyes were even more
expressive in reality than to the eye
of fancy. A lock of jet hair had tum-
bled loose from under her wide hat
and was caressing her clear white
cheek. As the Reverend Peregrine
looked at her he grew almost giddy
with the overwhelming sense of her
beauty. But he had a Great Purpose,
and he was not the man to flineh.
Under the shade of the maples he told
her the oldest story in the world, and
she thought it the newest. And the
birds put all their energy into a rap-
turous chorus of song. And the little
south wind whispered and laughed,
and the big, happy sun poured down
a benediction on them.

When everything was settled they
walked slowly back to town and
agreed to keep their engagement gee-
ret—except that he should tell it to
his aunt and she should tell it to her
mother. This meant that it would be
privately published instead of pub-
licly, but they were young and trust-
ing, so what did it matter.

When the Reverend Peregrine
reached the rectory he searched the
lower rooms and then raced up the
stairs three steps at a time and caught

_his Aunt Sophia in his arms and kiss-

ed her, before he realized that any-
thing was wrong. She pushed him
away sternly and faced him with teap.
ful eyes.

‘“Wha-what’s he
gasped.

‘0, Perry, I never thought you
would deceive me like this.”’

Seeing that he was dumb with
amazement, she turned and went on
with her packing.

‘“‘But what has happened? Yoqu
are surely not packing to go away.??

¢¢I am.”

The Reverend Peregrine dropped
into a chair,

the matter?”’
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‘““And on this day, when I am so
happy, too!’”’ he mourned.

““I am leaving you to your happi-
ness.”” Then she added viciously:
““To think that you should take up
with that brazen huzzy! I wouldn’t
have dreamed it!”’

The Reverend Peregrine rose with
dignity.

““ Aunt Sophia, I cannot allow even
you to speak of my affianced wife in
that way.’’

““ Affianced ?”’ she clutched at the
straw. ‘‘Then you are not married
yet?”’

‘“Why, we haven’t been engaged
half an hour, and how you know about
it already is past my knowledge, un-
less a bird of the air has reported the
matter. And I always thought you
approved of Phoebe,”’ he added dole-
fully.

““Phoebe ?’’ exclaimed the enrap-
tured Aunt Sophia. ‘‘Do you mean
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that you are engaged to Phoebe Fea-
therstone 2"’

‘“‘She has done me the honour to
consent to be my wife.”’

‘0, Perry!”” And she flung her-
self on his neck, weeping and laugh-
ing. ‘‘And that meddlesome Mary
Gall told me you had eloped with
Phemy Black.”’

‘““Eloped? Phemy Black? Fiddle-
sticks!”’

So everything was straightened out,
and Aunt Sophia unpacked and took
charge of the preparations for the
wedding, and everybody was happy,
except Amelia Blossom, who did not
get the story right—though she got
a piece of the wedding-cake to dream
on and wish on.

And this is only one of the many
strange and tangled stories that are
being whispered and overheard every
day in the telephone—our modern
Ear of Dionysius.




SALVATION BILL
BY CARROLL AIKINS

NE stuffy afternoon in mid-

July four men had intrenched

themselves in the small card-
room adjoining the bar of the West-
land Hotel.

Jim Prelatt was playing a game of
patience; Billy Hallgay, called Lord
Lovus, tapped a monotonous rat-a-tat
on the window-pane and gazed list-
lessly across the dusty street; Doe
Harvey, who had the virtues of a
famous liniment, good both for man
and beast, divided his attention be-
tween a patent-medicine almanac and
a glass of beer; Poker Parsons, the
genial ex-gambler, sat at the card-
table and watched without enthusiasm
the hazards of Idiot’s Delight. Draw-
ing long whiffs of smoke from his
cigar, he consigned them to the ceil-
ing, where they hung in clouds on the
heavy air.

A moth, noisy and meddlesome,
whirred through the doorway and be-
gan to circulate in the room, hurtling
against the doctor’s nose so that he
cuffed the air vainly. It came to rest
on the table, where Parsons imprison-
ed it deftly under an inverted tum-
bler, and, flipping the ash from his
cigar, held the lighted end to the
glass, while the moth strove frantical-
ly to reach it. Then, he moved it in
slow cireles about the prison; and the
moth, always following, struck the
smooth walls with helpless wings.

The other men desisted from their
occupations to watch the unfair strug-
le.

. ““What’s it remind you of?”’ Par-
sons asked.
162

““The desire of the moth for the
star,”” ventured Lord Lovus, but the
quotation meant nothing to the others.

‘‘Reminds me of Hardluck Henry
making love to the widow,’’ said Pre-
latt. That unfertile courtship was
remembered, and they laughed.

““‘Now, Doc?’’

‘““Reminds me I'm getting old—I
used to beat that moth for foolish-
ness.”” The friends smiled, for the
unmarried doetor had been notorious-
ly flighty in his youth.

‘‘Now, then, Poker?”’

asked.
: Mr. Parsons smiled at some remin-
iscent thought. ‘It reminds me,’’ he
said slowly, ‘‘of Salvation Bill, strug-
gling against a sinful world.”’

He removed the glass; and the
moth, with a lucky inspiration, whir-
red through the open door.

Parsons laughed.

‘‘And that’s about the way Salva-
tion Bill left the district,”” he ex-
plained.

“Don’t remember him. What dis.
trict do you mean?’’ asked Prelatt
seenting a story. >

“Down the Columbis River. Guess
you never met him. Must be fifteen
years since he was there. Salters was
his name, the Reverend William Sal-
ters, with some letters after it, and
he’d come clean from Toronto to open
up what he called a ‘mission field.?
But after we’d built him a gospel-
shack, we reckoned we was about
square with the Lord, and when Sun-
day come round most of us went fish-
ing. But I guess the married men

they all
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got some second-hand salvation from
their wives, who turned out regular
to hear Bill preach.

““I got mine on week-days, for I
was tending bar at the time, and Bill
was dead set on saving me from my
evil surroundings. Often, when things
were quiet in the morning, he’d but-
ton up his long black coat for fear of
contamination, and come in to talk
to me.

‘“He was one of them lean preach-
ers that eats a lot, but don’t seem to
thrive on it; the sort that warms
themselves at other people’s hell-fire
and begins to tune their own harps
before they get’em. This particular
pilot wore a half-and-half plug hat
and sandy whiskers; and by the look
of his face you’d have thought he had
indigestion, but I guess it was only
a kind of religious dyspepsia.

““Well, as I was saying, he wanted
to convert me, and as it pleased him
and wasn’t likely to hurt me, I let
him try. We’d sit and talk religion
by the hour; and, honest, it ain’t spch
a bad subject as some folks think.
And, say, it’s a great one to argue on.
He tried to bluff me on the yarn
about Jonah and the whale, but fish-
stories is a hobby of mine, and I call-
ed him straight on that one. But he
backed it up strong, and even when
1 told him a few of my best ones, he
just looked at me solemn-like and
said: ‘Well, Mr, Parsons, since such
strange things have come within your
own experience, I wonder that you
can doubt the miracle of Jonah.”

T got to like these arguments with
Qalvation Bill, and he admitted once
that I was likely a good man after my
own lights, but that those lights were
almighty dim, which they probably
was, as I hadn’t been tending them

h.
ml‘lfl didn’t mind him meddling with
my lamps, but old Walleye Smith did.
Walleye was an old-timer who’d been
drinking his bottle a day for ten
years, and one morning Salvation Bill
went up to his shack_ with a temper-
ance pledge and a piece of blue rib-
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bon. When Walleye found out what
he was after, he called him a damned
interfering doormat (because of his
whiskers) and chased him down the
hill with a shot-gun. Then the preach-
er came to me and called Walleye a
poor, wandering sheep or some such
thing and asked me to serve him gin-
ger-ale whenever he ordered whisky ;
but I told him plain that I could play
that trick once, and wasn’t going to
risk it, Walleye being aware of the
difference in taste and carrying a gun
besides.

““Well, a little while after this, Sal-
vation Bill got wind of a story that
Pete Buck had run off with Mat
Wooley’s wife, and he set himself to
investigate the trouble.

“It was just a half-breed shuffle,
and I guess made him all the hotter
to see that no one paid much atten-
tion to it. He’d come clear from To-
ronto to regulate our morals, and this
must have struck him as a good
chanece to cut into the game. So, after
he’d pestered me for a couple of days,
I hitched up and drove him over to
the half-breed settlement.

“We found Mat Wooley chopping
wood in his yard and acting in gen-
eral as if nothing had happened.

‘“ “Where’s the missus?’ I asks,

‘“ “Wherever Pete Buck is,” he an-
swers, and goes on with his chopping.

““‘This gentleman’s the new
preacher,’ I continues, ‘and he’s come
to talk with you.’

‘“ “Well, I'm here,” says Wooley.

‘‘He wasn’t what you might call
friendly about it, but that didn’t
bother Salvation Bill, who gets out
of the rig, and after coughing a cou-
ple of times says solemn-like: ‘My
poor friend, yours has been a heavy
sorrow, almost an overwhelming sor-
row, but if you are a man of great
faith you can rise above it—’

“‘Did you ever cook your own
meals?’ asks Wooley.

‘“ ‘No,” says the preacher.

““ “Well,” says Wooley, ‘that’s the
only thing I ean’t rise above; and un-
less you can show me how to make
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bread, you’d better keep travelling.’

““Salvation Bill elimbed into the
rig again, but I didn’t dare look at
him, I was that near busting with
laughing.

“‘Do you want to visit Mrs.
Buck?’ I says, when we got started.

‘¢ “She’s a poor stricken woman, and
it’s my duty,’ he answers, but I could
see that he felt more comfortable at
the thought of her being a woman.

“Well, we jogged to Pete Buck’s
place, and the first thing we saw
there was a batch of muddy-looking
kids, that scatters into the house to
tell their mother visitors was coming,
and Mrs. Buck comes right out, carry-
ing her last baby and a frying-pan.

‘“ ‘Howdy, missus,” I says, polite;
‘where’s your man this morning ?’

‘“‘He’s somewhere with that wo-
man of Mat Wooley’s.’

‘‘ ‘Basy on the blasting powder,’
I says, ‘and shake hands with Mr.
Salvation Salters, the new preacher.’

‘¢ “Can’t shake hands on account of
the frying-pan, but I’'m glad to know
vou, Mr. Salters,” she says, getting
suddenly sociable the way a woman
will. ‘You folk’ll stop to dinner,’
she goes on, warming right up. ‘Mr.
Parsons, hitech your horses, and Mr.
Preacher, come right in and make
yourself to home.’

““Well, Salvation Bill was as happy
as a duck in a puddle, and he makes
a nice speech accepting the kind in-
vitation, it being near dinner-time
and him being a great eater, as I said
before. And I guess he’d learnt the
cussedness of hurry-up conversions
from Mat Wooley, for when I got back
to the house, after fixing my horses,
he was holding the baby and talking
about the beautiful weather, while
Mrs. Buck smiled like a slice of melon,
and he was saying how much he’d
like to welcome her to ehurch, and
she promised to go, provided she could
get someone to mind the kids. Then
he asks her to bring them, said they
were lovely children, and looked a l_ot
like their mother. They probably did,
her being one of the homeliest women
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I’ve ever saw, but I wouldn’t had the
nerve to speak of it. But that didn’t
bother Salvation Bill, who was deal-
ing from his own pack, as you might
say, and knew where the aces was.

‘“When Mrs. Buck goes out to draw
some water, he says to me, ‘A very
worthy woman, Mr. Parsons, a most
worthy and wunfortunate woman!’
and he seems all tickled up the back
about it.

““ “You’re handing her some great
cards,” I says, ‘but you sure raised
the limit in the matter of them kids.?

““I guess my way of putting it kind
of riled him, for he goes on to tell me
how a preacher must use soft-soap—
tact, he called it—to get a lady’s con-
fidence, and he said it had been voueh-
safed him to bring a message of com-
fort to many stricken hearts, and talk-
ed in general as if he wouldn’t take
no back-water from any other blasted
pilot in the matter of saving female
souls.

‘‘Bye-and-bye Mrs. Wooley comes
back, and as soon as Salvation had
blessed the beans and the bacon and
the Lord and the Royal Family, we
sets down to dinner, and we hadn’t
more than started when a muddy lit-
tle three-year-old brat stuck its fist
in Bill’s tea-cup; but he didn’t dare
say nothing, him having talked so
strong about the lovely children. Be.
ing a great man for tea, he drunk it
down, however, and spilled a few
more cups into him, just to make the
first feel cozy. And the more he ate
and the more he drunk, the better it
pleased Mrs. Buck; consequently, in
about forty minutes, she was so happy
that she clean forgot her everlasting
SOTTOW.

““But, being well primed with din-
ner, Salvation Bill begins to tune up
his harp, and soon he says, in the
same voice as he’d used to bless the
beans: ‘Ah! Mrs. Buck, you are a
very brave woman; few, alas, would
have your fortitude under such pain-
ful ecircumstances.’ {

‘““Yes,” says Mrs. Buck, and slaps
one of the kids for leaning against
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the stove and howling because his
hide wasn’t asbestos.

““ ‘It’s the true Christian spirit,’
he goes no, speaking fast, ‘and 1 know
that you’ll be merciful. It is true
that a grievous sin has been commit-
ted, but should Mr. Wooley be willing
to take back his erring wife, I hope
that you—’ g

¢ < Just let me get my hands in that
Wooley woman’s hair!’ says Mrs.
Buck, ‘and then Mat can take back
what’s left of her! Just lemme get
hold of that homely polecat—’

‘“ ‘Kagy, missus!’ I says. ‘The
preacher ain’t used to high explos-
ives.’

““ ‘T don’t mean no offence,” she
says, ‘and if I don’t talk like a hymn-
book, it’s because I ain’t a hymn-
book.’

‘“ ¢Yes, you are; yes, you are, Mrs.
Buck!’ says Salvation Bill, beginning
to get rattled and talking wide. But
he soon cheeks himself up and says,
soothing-like: ‘Now, Mrs. Buck, I
know that you are a reasonable wo-
man, and when your husband repents
of his folly, T want you to forgive
him and let him come back—are you
strong enough to do this?’

¢« ¢No, I ain’t,” she says, and be-
gins to het herself up. ‘I might have
been if things was different, but as
things is, T ain’t. That low-down rat-
tlesnake of a Pete laid round here all
summer, doing nothing but eat, and
as soon as the wood-pile ran out—out
he lights with that Wooley woman,
leaving me with nary a stick _of wood
and the winter coming. It ain’t rea-
sonable that T should take up again
with a skunk like that—it ain’t rea-
sonable, and what’s more, T ain’t go-
ing to do it!’ :

¢« “This is most unfortunate,’ says
Salvation Bill, and I guess by the look
of him it was ﬂge ﬁlist tlmle he’d been

ed by a female soul
sm‘i‘gszes, it is,” she says, ‘and the In-
dians claim it’11 be a cold wmter:.’_
¢ ¢T,ot us rather look on the spirit-
ual side,” the preacher begins, but
.she cnts him short again.
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‘‘ ‘Spiritual?’ she says, ‘I guess
Pete’s the most spiritual man in this
valley; always smells of it, but never
brings a drop home—he’s that all-
fired mean!’

‘“Well, about this time, Salvation
Bill thinks we’d better mosey along,
him having to visit a pious old lady
that liked her meals in bed and call-
ed it rheumatism. So I hooks up the
horses, and after he’d promised to
come back and bring some tracts and
told her to search her heart in the
meantime, we hit the road again.

‘“ ‘Now, Mr. Salters,” 1 says, after
we’d driven on a piece, ‘what do you
think of it? Wooley ain’t exaectly
sociable, but he seems to bear up well,
considering, and so does widow Buek,
Don’t you think so?’

““ ‘T think it’s a matter for earnest
prayer,’ he answers, very solemn.

““ “Yes,” 1 says, ‘ask the Lord to
send you a yeast-cake and a buck-
saw.’

‘‘Perhaps I shouldn’t have said it,
but an ordinary earnest prayer didn’t
strike me as exactly praectical, and
missionary traets ain’t good fuel un-
less there’s lots of them. Anyway,
Salvation Bill got sore and didn’t
open his trap again until we got clear
up to old lady Martin’s place, when
he gets out of the rig and says: ‘I'm
much obliged for the use of your con-
veyance,” and me, not liking the way
he says it, tells him to keep the change
and buy blue ribbon with it.

‘““Well, after that T didn’t see him
for maybe three days, when all of a
sudden he comes up to the hotel, begs
my pardon for having been hasty in
his judgment, and says that the Lord
sometimes chooses strange vessels to
make known his wishes, and that my
remark about the buck-saw and the
veast-cake was probably a heavenly
vision, heavily disguised. This didn’t
strike me as likely, but T let it stand,
and he goes on to tell me how he’d
been and bought a buek-saw and was
learning to use it, and how Tom Smal-
ley’s wife was teaching him to hake
bread.
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“Of course, that just goes to show
what an wunhumorous cuss he was,
taking me so literal ; but he was over-
reaching himself in the right direc-
tion, and I couldn’t help liking him
for it; and when he comes back a
week later and asks me to drive him
over to the half-breed settlement
again, I was quite willing to oblige.

“So we sets out, with a bag of
flour and a buck-saw in the hind part
of ‘the rig and a yeast-cake wrapped
up in Mrs. Smalley’s recipe, in the
preacher’s pocket. We decided to
stop at Wooley’s place first, it being
nearest, and the preacher thinking
Mat might be getting hungry, but we
found him looking fatter than a bear,
a-setting on the wood-pile, smoking
his pipe.

“ ‘Morning, Mat,” I says.

‘¢ “Morning, gentlemen,’ he answers
real cheerful.

¢ “Mr. Salters has come to show you
how to bake bread,” I says, and Sal-
vation Bill climbs out of the rig and
gets his flour.

“‘Damn white of him,” says
Wooley, and he meant it friendly,
‘but I ain’t got no need of it any
more.’

““Just then I caught sight of a wo-
man peering out of the kitchen win-
dow, and I says to myself, ‘Mat’s in
someone else’s clover,” but the preach-
er didn’t get it that way, and he says,
‘Ah! Mr. Wooley, I am overjoyed;
that means, of course, that your wife
has come back?’

‘“‘In a manner of speaking,’ says
Wooley, ‘it does,” and He goes on smil-
ing to himself.

¢ ‘T ghould be very happy to meet
her,’ says the preacher.

¢ ‘Guess you have met her,’ says
Wooley.

¢ ¢T think not,” says the preacher.

¢« ¢All right,” says Wooley, ‘it’s
easy found out—hi, there, missus,
come out and show yourself!” And
who should bob out of the shack but
Mrs. Buck, smiling and friendly as
vou please.

¢t ¢That’s her,” says Wooley.
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‘“ ‘No,” says the preacher, ‘that’s
my good friend Mrs. Buck, and I’m
very happy to see that she has for-
given your wife—it shows a rare
Christian spirit,” and he goes right
up and shakes hands with her. Then
he turns again to Wooley and says
it’s a good joke, to pretend that he’s
living with Mrs. Bueck.

‘“‘You don’t quite get me,” says
Wooley, ‘and I guess 1’d better ex-
plain. About a week ago Pete Buck
slips in here and covers me with a
gun, which he didn’t mean unfriend.
ly, but not knowing exactly how I’d
take seeing him and playing safe, as
you might say. He said he wanted
to talk business. I tells him to re-
tire the artillery and state his pro-
position, which he goes on to do, of-
fering to swap wives, fair and above-
board, and wanting to be neighbourly
again. It sounded square enough, but
being a good man in a dicker, I held
off until he offered me a set of harness
to boot. Then I took him up, and we
shook hands on it.’

‘¢ “This is incredible!” says Salva-
tion Bill, tumbling to it all at once.

‘“ “Yes,” says Wooley, ‘and the joke
of it is that I’d have been glad to
swap even!’

“Well, I thought the preacher
would have busted, he was that shook
with indignation.

‘ ‘It’s monstrous!’ he kind of rasps
out. ‘It’s the most ungodly thing
I’ve ever heard of, and only the pres-
ence of this abandoned woman makes
me believe it ean be true! Do yon
realize,” he goes on, getting warmer
all the time, ‘that beside sinning in
the eyes of Heaven, you have sinned
in the eyes of the law, and if there’s
a penalty for wife-desertion, I’ll gee
that you get it, and I’ll see that Peter
Buck gets it!’

¢ “Well,” says Wooley, ‘none of us
never having been married, you’ll
have a sweet time doing it. Now
you’d better run right along—you’re’,
making the missus ery, and 1 ean’t
stand for that.’

‘¢ ‘Better take him home, Poker, be.



THE WORLD’S HONOUR ROLL

fore I lose my temper,” he says to me,
and I must say he’d acted real patient
with Salvation Bill, him having used
gome strong expressions.’’

Here, the narrator paused to flip
the ash from his cigar.

“Finish your story,’”’ said Prelatt.

“That’s all—except that a couple
of weeks later he got a ‘call’ to a
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church somewhere near Hamilton,”’

‘““And I suppose it moved him?’’
asked Doc Harvey.

““You noticed the way that moth
hit for the door, when I raised the
glass?’’

““Yes,”” said the auditors.

‘““Well—that’s what reminded me
most of Salvation Bill.”

THE WORLD'S HONOUR ROILL

By F. A. ACLAND

BATTLE thunder shook the whole sad world,
Red havoe stalked in ruin near and far,
And all that we had learned of honour, truth,

‘Was held the sport of chance, the prize of war.

Men stood aghast; some shrieked ‘‘The world is mad!”’
And others, hesitant, eried, ““War is vain’’;

But many more found quickly some brave task
And lessened thus the universal pain.

High flung above the continents there hangs
An honour roll inscribed on Heaven’s own blue,
Where all who will may write—and sword in hand
Stand then with those who build the world anew.

The Spirit of the Ages, watching all,
Breathes balm and pity for men’s woes. ‘‘Hope on!’’
She whispers gently, ‘‘Truth shall live! This night,
Though dark, shall bring mankind a glorious dawn.”’




THE MOTHER OF INVENTION

BY WILLIAM

his dinner the previous day;

supper-time had come, but no
supper had been forthecoming. As he
leaned weakly against the corner of
a building at the intersection of two
busy streets, the dinner that he need-
ed in the near future seemed as apo-
cryphal as the breakfast.

Across the street, the noon sunlight
flashed on a myriad of gilt signs dec-
orating the windows of a great office
structure, They held a certain fas-
cination for the slight young chap,
who gazed at them wistfully. Each
sign represented a possible employer
~—possible, but highly improbable, in
view of his recent experiences since
he was laid off at the insurance office
where he had clerked.

During the last two weeks, he had
tramped mile on weary mile in search
of work. The nearest he had come
to it had been a vague promise of a
job some time in the fall; it was then
July. In the meantime he was hun-
gry. :
His enforced idleness held one ad-
vantage, however; it gave him an op-
portunity to study. At the moment
he carried under his arm a large,
serious-looking volume that he was
returning to the public library. His
clamouring appetite warily suggested
that it would be an exceedingly bright
and felicitous act to sell or at least
pawn the book and with the proceeds
to buy food. But the suggestion stuck
in his conscience ; that function weak-
ly, dizzily, hesitatingly, refused—it

GEORGE BARKER had missed
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wouldn’t be square—and George
meant to be square always.

But food was becoming an absolute
neecessity in the immediate future,
and the book was becoming decidedly
heavy; the library was still many
blocks away. George frowned at his
burden, as if reproaching it for fail-
ing him in his hour of direst need ;
then his glance returned once more
to the gilt signs across the way. A
sudden thought made him gasp at its
very audacity. He chuckled, paled,
then grew grim as he decided to aet
on it. His necessity had become the
maternal parent of invention.

He separated himself from the wall
that had upheld his weariness, dodg-
ed the traffic with uncertain steps,
and plunged into the gloom of the
wide doorway opposite. He took the
first flight of steps on the run and
halted, breathless, on the first floor
above.

A door at the front of the building
opened, and a young girl, neat and
businesslike, emerged, walking down
the corridor toward him, Before she
had gained the street level, anothep
girl came out of the same door, fol.
lowed by a man in a bustling hurry,

As they passed him, George felt a
sudden pang of envy. They had
jobs! That faet stuck out all ovep
them. FEach quick step, each brisk
independent movement, proclaimed itj
They belonged somewhere,

George gritted his teeth and walk.
ed slowly down the hallway towarq
the door that had been left slightly
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ajar. On it, in neat black letters, was
a sign:

PERCY LAPHAM,

Stocks and Bonds.

He pushed the door open and step-
ped inside. The room, untenanted at
the moment, looked like business, suc-
cessful business. A rich rug covered
the floor; an ornate lattice-work par-
tition enclosed a small space near the
front windows, in which were two
typewriters and a roll-top desk. Evi-
dently, it was here that the two girls
and the bustling man whom George
had passed in the hall had their be-
ing during working hours. At t.he
left was a ground-glass door, on which
was inseribed the name of Mr. Lap-
ham. : i

George braced himself for the crisis
in his affairs and knocked. A pleas-
antly deep voice bade him enter. A
elean-built, broad-shouldered young
man, with a boyishly good-looku}g
face was sitting bent over a des:k in
the centre of the room, hurriedly
sorting a pile of mail. He looked up
with a quick glance at his caller.

“Mr. Lapham?’’ asked George, his
voice shaking just the least little bit
from mnervousness—and hunger.

1 am Mr. Lapham,”” boomed the

er,

Otlhe leaned back, his hands on the
arms of his chair, his elbows out. T}le
attitude made him appear all the big-
ger, more impressive. He drew a
deep breath as if in relief at straight-
ening his strong back for a moment.

““It affords me the greatest pleas-
ure to have a moment with you
alone,”’ said George suavely, a slight
colour coming into his pale cheeks.
“I am absolutely certain that you
will feel amply repaid for giving me
a few minutes of your time.’’

“Did Brennan send you in to me?’’

“Brennan?’’ queried George.

“My bookkeeper.”’

““T believe I just met Mlll'.’}?»rennan
in the hall going to lunch.
mLtIr, Laphaiox started. He looked at
his wateh and exclaimed:
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“Lunch time!
was so late!
me, Mr. —’

‘‘Barker,”” interpolated George.

““You’ll have to excuse me, Mr.
Parker; I have an—"’

““Don’t lose this opportunity!’’

The tone held such a vibrant qual-
ity, such a promise of something well
worth while, that Mr, Lapham sank
back in his chair with a sigh of re-
signation, prepared to listen.

‘“What have you to sell?’’ he ask-
ed. ““‘Stocks?’’

George caught at the word. He
rushed into speech :

‘A certain stock—a stock of know-
ledge so complete, so absolutely neces-
sary for every enmlightened man to
possess that I feel myself a mission-
ary in offering it. This one volume
contains an authoritative aceount of
every historical event of note begin-
ning with the earliest dawn of eivil-
ization and ending with—"’

‘“A book agent!’’ gasped Mr. Lap-
ham, a black frown darkening his
usnally good-natured face. ‘‘Here,
I've no time to waste! Good morn-
ing!”’

George advanced with finger point-
ed impressively at the other’s breast.

‘“Are you a sane man?’’ he asked
tensely.

The bond man was taken aback by
the suddenness of the question.

*“Of course, I am,”” he snapped.

‘“Then, you won’t begrudge five
minutes to become aequainted with
the work of the great doctor—er,
Doctor Bojum!’’

““Doctor what?’’ rasped Lapham.

“Doctor  Bojum,”’ reiterated
George, with increased assurance,
“He stands supreme as the most
eminent historian of the age.’’

‘““Never heard of him,”’ declared
Lapham, putting away his papers pre-
paratory to leaving.

““Then, sir,”” and a sad note erept
into George’s voice, ‘‘I fear I must
dub you an ignoramus.’’

The big man rose slowly, quiver-
ing with anger. He dropped his

I didn’t know it
You’ll have to excuse
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clenched fists on the blotting-pad be-
fore him, and leaned far across his
desk toward the little chap, who stood
his ground pluckily. Slowly, dis-
tinetly, in spite of the quiver in his
deep voice, he ordered:

“Get out!”’

Instead of obeying the command,
George approached, his eyes alight
with excitement.

““I repeat my assertion,’”’ he said,
his voice shrilling. ‘‘You are an
ignoramus. Moreover, you are an in-
curable one, because—"’

He never finished the sentence.
Lapham swung around the massive
desk in two strides and struck. The
little fellow erumpled up and lay, a
pathetically small heap, on the ornate
rug, His precious volume flew across
the room, bringing up against the
wall with a bump that would have
caused a book-lover’s heart to grieve
for it.

Lapham stood over the intruder,
staring down at him blankly. The
anger had died out of his eyes with
the blow. They held a look of grave
wonder, wonder that in its turn gave
place to pity as he gazed at the pale
face that showed doubly white
against the background of the lurid
floor-covering.

“Brute!”’ he exclaimed, smashing
one huge fist into his open palm.
““The poor little chap!’’ There were
actually tears in his eyes as he rush-
ed to the water-cooler and saturated
his handkerchief.

Kneeling beside the boy, he bath-
ed his face with the ice-cold water,
With a motion as gentle as any wo-
man’s, he slipped his big arm beneath
the thin shoulders and raised them
slightly. George opened his eyes
wonderingly. He stared at the round,
kindly face close to his own and smil-
ed wryly.

“If I'd had—anything to eat—to-
day,”’ he said faintly, ‘‘or yesterday
—1I’d take a crack at you.”’ He sank
back exhausted.

‘‘ Anything to eat!’’
was on his feet in an instant.

The big man
3 {Do
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you mean it?’’ he asked, surprised.

George nodded.

Without a word, Lapham dashed
through the door, across the outer of-
fice, and disappeared. In an inered-
ibly short time he came back, bear-
ing a sealed bottle of milk and a huge
paper bag of sandwiches.

George had risen and was sitting
at the desk, his head propped on his
hands. At sight of the food he gasp-
ed; he realized then how greatly he
needed it. Half the contents of the
bottle and three large sandwiches
vanished while the bond man looked
on with a satisfied smile.

I don’t know how to thank you,’’
said the boy finally. ‘‘You have come
pretty near saving my life—I mean
that!”’

“By smashing you in the jaw?’
said Lapham, with a wry smile,

‘‘Perhaps,”” declared the other
enigmatically.

Lapham paced up and down un-
easily. He was trying to say some-
thing—and it was hard. At last, he
burst out:

‘‘See here, old chap; I don’t know
how to apologize. My temper got the
better of me. I am ashamed—I—*’

“That’s all right,”” disclaimed
George casually. “‘Say no more about
e

“But,’” persisted Lapham, “I feel
that I should like to make amends,
somehow. What can I do?’’ he ask-
ed impulsively.

““Well, you did interrupt our busi-
ness talk rather abruptly. If you
care to hear me out, I shall be very
glad.”’

““Of course!’”’ exclaimed Lapham,
“I am ready to buy what you have
to offer.”’

““Do you mean that?”’ said George
with a quick intake of breath,

““I do—most emphatically!’’

‘I have something to sell,’’ said the
young fellow slowly, ‘‘but it is noth-
ing tangible.”’

Lapham stooped and picked up the
volume that had fallen from the boy’s
grasp. Ome cover dangled dejected-
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ly, hanging by a thin shred of bind-
ing. He opened the book, glanced at
the title-page, and then shot a quick
look at the boy.

“I don’t quite understand,’”’ he
said, a hint of suspicion in his tone.

1 didn’t offer that book for sale,”’
said George, flushing quickly. ‘‘That
was merely to engage your atten-
tion.”’ g .

“You said it was nothing tangible.
‘What have you to offer?’’

““My services.”” The boy looked the
other straight in the eye without
flinching. |

The bond-man drew up a chair and
sat down. :

““Suppose you tell me about it,’’ he
suggested kindly, voice and manner
evincing his interest. '

George gave a sigh of relief; it was
the first time in months that anyone
had invited him to tell his story. He
straightened himself in his chair and
began slowly : 5

““1 came to town six months ago.
Back home, there didn’t seem to be
much of any chance, and I simply
had to make good. There are reasons
—well, I won’t go into that.

“I got a job in an insurance of-
fice. It wasn’t what I wanted; but
it was far better than nothing at all.
A couple of months ago I was laid off
—no fault of my own—just a sudden
policy of retrenchment. ;

““It’s been pretty tough since then.
Things went from bad to worse until
the conviction grew on me that T
never would find another job. I
haven’t really had enough to eat for
weeks. To-day I was starving—des-
perate! .

¢ All the time I was out of work I
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studied to fit myself for the job I
want, the job that I know I'm cut
out for. I was just taking that book,
which I had been studying, back to
the library when the thought struck
me that right then was the time to
try out my abilities. That’s why I
called on you.”’

‘“You are not a book gent, then?’’

George shook his head.

Mr. Lapham opened the book again.
Looking over the top of it at the earn-
est face of the boy opposite him, he
remarked :

‘““This seems to be a work on
psychology. May I ask what you
were trying to fit yourself for?”’

‘‘Salesmanship,”’” said  George
promptly. ‘“‘I know I can make
gOOd.”

“Your call on me was an experi-
ment in your new profession?’’ ask-
ed the bond man quizzically.

The boy nodded.

Mr. Lapham rose and walked to-
ward the window. He stood there a
moment deep in thought. When he
turned, there was a humorous little
quirk at the corners of his mouth.

““It was by way of being a sue-
cess,”” he murmured, ‘‘a signal sue-
cess for a first attempt. You certain-
ly have the faeulty of holding your
inan’s attention,”’ he said whimsieal-
Y-

He approached the desk and rested
his big hand on the boy’s shoulder.
Looking straight into his clear eyes,
he asked:

‘“‘Can you sell bonds?”’

““I can!” shouted George, spring-
ing up, his face radiant with happi-
ness.

Moreover, he did.




A WANDER-SONG

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

WHO is the monarch of the Road?
I, the happy rover!
Lord of the way which lies before,
Up to the hill and over—
Owner of all beneath the blue
On till the end and after, too!

I am the monarch of the Road!
Mine are the keys of morning.
I know where evening keeps her store
Of stars for night’s adorning,
I know the wind’s wild will, and why
The lone thrush hurries down the sky.

I am the monarch of the Road!
My court I hold with singing,
Each bird a gay ambassador,
Each flower a censer, swinging,
And every little roadside thing
A wonder to confound a king.

I am the monarch of the Road !
I ask no leave for living;

I take no less; I ask no more,
Than nature’s fullest giving—
And ever, westward with the day,

I travel to the far-away.




STUDY OF A GIRL

From the Etching by Walter R. Duft




The Canadian Magazine




THE RAINBOW-CHASERS

BY ROBERT HERRICK

ILLUSTRATIONS BY DAN SAYRE GROESBECK

orning from my little box in the
:;fety-geposit vaults of the Eu-
reka bank. It lay, still erisp and
gorgeous, in a thick package of simi-
Jar documents — stock certificates,
once as glittering with hopes as they
were profusely gilded. What allur-
ing, fantastic names they had—these
def;mct enterprises in Golconda
Land! The Sinbad_-Trachyte Copper
Mining and Smelting Company, the
Snowstorm Hydraulic Mining Com-
pany (that was gold, qnd the cprtlﬁ-
eates had a delicate vignette pictur-
ing a valley among the serried peaks
of the upper Rockies) . Whatever gold
there may be in that lofty valley still
sleeps undisturbed beneath the Col-
orado snows. There was an oil com-
any in West Virginia, and out in
Tdaho there was Flagg’s Water-Hoist-
or Development and Irrigation Com-
Note, if }}ou will, tthe geo-
ical sweep of our enterprises;
thgg')hclagvered hI:ilf the States of the
['nion, besides Mexico, and their
variety alone1 gave them an air of
jental opulence. :
Orﬁ; thefe were the inventions, too:
«Gas and Slag,”’ a popular name for
a process of manufacturing acetylene
out of waste, and the Grass Mat
Company, which had a machine that
eould make something better than.a
turkish rug out of reeds or plain
But the grandest of

IUNEARTHED the thing this

ass. S
;n]_’i,rstllllegzne I always handle with a
special thrill, the one that led us

775

astray—was Ensenada Asphalt Lim-
ited! (Why limited? I ask myself
now.) It had a beautiful picture
of an extinet crater, from which
there flowed a black stream, repre-
senting presumably that article of
commerce, pure asphaltum. There
was nothing limited in our expecta-
tions of what that stream would do
for us. Well, I believe we got our
money’s worth out of them all, in a
way ; and as I carefully replaced these
outlawed drafts on the bank of Hope
at the bottom of my tin box and lock-
ed them up for another long sleep, I
sighed a middle-age sigh and thought
of those vivid months when we were
chasing rainbows,

I

What had we to do with ‘‘highly
speculative enterprises’’—or more
plainly ‘‘wildcat schemes’’? Poor
college professors, hired at eclerks’
wages to teach the Beauty of Truth
and the Truth of Beauty to a couple
of thousand American youths? Per-
haps that was the reason—we had no
business whatever to go rainbow chas-
ing. And yet we drew some fat div-
idends, of a kind. . . .

John Jefferson Solomon was our
first promoter in Rainbow Land. He
was then professor of Metallurgy in
the Scientific School of Eureka Uni-
versity, where I still hold the chair
of Romance. Solomon was a hairy,
brawny, chubby, six-foot professor,
which is a rarity in the speecies.
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He had, moreover, that alert air of
the man of many affairs, who is grasp-
ing hard the tail of Opportunity.
Our professor of Metallurgy was fre-
quently engaged by mining compan-
ies as an expert on ores, and thus
came in contact with Magnates with
Millions. I think that we of the gen-
tler arts and sciences rather looked
down on the prosperous Solomon as
something of a Philistine; but our
wives often wished that we had the
cleverness to command the attention
of the world of dollars!

Soloman, I know, had a thinly
veiled contempt for merely polite
learning, which he vented often in
sarcastic remarks before the faculty.
So it was with a feeling of agreeable
surprise that I accepted an invitation
to his rooms, where as he said he had
‘‘something to put before me.”” We
had met at the Campus Club, where
I usually dropped in of an afternoon
to read the evening paper. Little
MacWilliams, a clever youngster who
was assisting me in the department,
was playing billiards at the time and
joined us. I do not remember that
Solomon invited Mac, but the lad was
not bashful and often followed me
about.

Solomon’s study was erammed with
a dusty litter of geographical reports,
specimens of ores, maps, and outing
togs. Tiptoeing about the room,
while our host dug out some chairs,
I found a basin reposing on the win-
dow ledge that contained what look-
ed to be a mess of tar.

‘‘Melton,”” Solomon said gravely,
taking the basin tenderly between his
hairy fingers, ‘“do you know what
Asphaltum is?”’

I admitted a layman’s general ac-
quaintance with that useful substance.
Solomon, tapping the basin, exclaim-
ed:

“This is erude Asphaltum!’’ Then
ke gave us a little professional talk
on the ecommercial importance of the
substance. ‘‘Melton,”’ Solomon fin-
ished impressively, fondling t}‘l‘at
sticky mess in the wash basin, “‘I
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have been hunting for an asphalt lake
for twenty years. You just dip out
the stuff and more comes in from be-
low. You ean’t exhaust it.’’

““A real widow’s cruise!”’
commented frivolously.

‘“At last,”” Solomon continued in
condescending tones, ‘‘I think I have
found one—that is, one of my old
students has found it among the
mountains of Lower California, ‘‘I’ye
been making tests of this sample Jen-
nings sent up. It is prime quality,
almost pure asphaltum. I have wir.
ed Jennings to go to the City of Mex-
ico and get a concession from the
government.”’

Mac whistled and hung over the
speeimen as if he would like to eat it.

‘“Then we shall form a small com-
pany, incorporate for a million, I
suppose,’” Solomon suggested lightly
as if that was something he did every
week.

“Why, you’ll make your fortune,?
I murmured enviously.

“It does look like a good thing,’?
he admitted calmly, and after g
slight pause he said: ‘‘Might let you
have a block of the stock, Melton, if
you have a few thousands you woulq
like to invest just now.”’

“That’s mighty good of you, Sol,*?
I stammered, gratified that this man
of large affairs should think T kept
a few thousands of idle cash by me,

‘“We shan’t put out much stock,’?
he explained, “‘but I could let yonu
have a few hundred shares.’’

‘I don’t believe that I could man-
age as much as that,”” T said timidly,
thinking of the twelve hundred dol-
lars Ada and I had painfully seraped
together since our marriage for that
year in Europe.

‘“The first subseribers, of course,
won’t be expected to pay par,”’ Sol-
omon suggested. ‘‘Say a couple of
hundred shares at twenty-five? You
can give me your check for what'’s
convenient and make your note fop
the rest. I expect that we shall be
paying dividends before the note
would fall due.’’

Mac
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** Melton, do you know what asphaltum is? "

I hurriedly subtracted twelve hun-
dred dollars from five thousand; 3t
left a large balance and Ada didn’t
believe in debts. Then I thought_ of
Aunt Silva’s beque_st_to my wife.
We called it the building fund, and
it reposed in the savings bank. Some
time we meant to build a little cottage
on the hills across the river.

“Couldn’t you let me have some
stoek, Mr. Solomon?”’ MacWﬂh?,ms
dema’nded eagerly, his cheek flaming.

“Oh, well, how much?’’ Solomon
asked indiﬁerently.”

“Ten shares, say. ;

1 stared at little Mae, for it was
well known that he was posted at th_e
elub almost every month for his
board and billiards, and l}sual}y man-
aged to clear his name just in time
to escape severe action. And he was
engaged to that nice Miss Sgunders,
a Fellow in English, and neither of
them had a penny.
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‘I shall get some money from a
book I'm doing,’”’ Mac explained,
“a’x,ld I want a good chanece to invest
it.

““All right,’’ the great man agreed
good-naturedly. “‘I guess you ecan
have your ten shares.’’

Then we talked asphalt until long
after the dinner hour, and Mae and
I talked it all the way back to my
house. I held my head high as Cap.
italist and Partner in Prosperity
when I entered my front door. That
trip to Spain and Italy might have
to be deferred for another year; but
when we went we should make the
journey in a forty-horse-power tour-
ing car instead of third class on the
railroad. My fervour was somewhat
dampened by Ada, who had kept
dinner waiting for me. It took some
time to get her interested in Asphal-
tum—women are generally deficient
in constructive imagination—and




“Let me look at you”

when I mentioned Aunt Silva’s money
she protested :

“The building fund! And it’s do-
ing so nicely in the bank!”’

““‘But this is a rare opportunity for
a much superior investment! Why,
the dividends in a year or two will
enable us to build out of our in-
come.”’

Although Ada was not wholly fired
with my enthusiasm, I went to bed
that night to dream of a river of
viscous gold that slowly filled the
room and threatened to engulf us in
its sticky folds.

El

Little Mac and I were not to be
the only sharers in Solomon’s luck.
For a few days I went about my work
bursting privately with a conscious-
ness of coming wealth. Then one
morning Silverton—he was in Church
History—stopped me on the steps of
the library, a new furrow in his puck-
ered forehead, and plucking me anxi-
ously by the arm whispered into my
ear:

178

‘“What about this new discovery by
Professor Solomon? Asphalt, I un-
derstand, and extraordinarily luera-
tive. The royalties on my
new book are about due, and I am
looking for a good thing. Could you
get me a few shares?”’ !

I promised to use my influence
with Solomon, and shaking my hand
warmly he hurried away briskly to
his class. Silverton had a growing
family, growing in every way.

And there were others, I soon learn-
ed—Tompkins in Neurology, and
Lane in Physics, and Stowaway in
Math. Stow had paid cash—a thou-
sand dollars for thirty shares; so the
price had already risem! . . . It
was not long before Ensenada As-
phalt was as familiarly referred to
on the campus as B. R. T. or U, P. in
Wall Street. Even before those splen-
did certificates appeared to gladden
our eyes, options on Asphalt were
changing hands at the Campus Club
and there was much academie “pa:
per’’ in circulation.

L EE— A



Asphalt !

Soon after the arrival of the cer-
tificates it was rumoured that no
more stock was being issued. The
great Dennison Flagg, the swell of
our little community, had gone to
Solomon personally to secure some
stock, offering par and cash, and had
been refused! There might possibly
have been something personal behind
this refusal; but the news sent As-
phalt flying upward on the “‘campus
curb,”’ which was Sandy Cork’s rib-
ald designation for our transactions.
Flagg, so Sandy told me, piqued b’;:
Sol’s curt refusal to.“let him in,
had started a rival investment, the
famous ‘‘Buckets,”’ from whlch there
flows another tale. It was a time of
financial ferment, during wl}lch I
made that remarkable collection of
stock certificates that I have enum-
erated. Most of these were due to
Solomon. Sandy Cork sal_d that he
bred schemes like kittens in h1§ lat.)-
oratory—he always had a few in his
pockets to peddle out. And we all
took some shares to show. our good
will; but there was nothing in the
lot to equal Ensenada. . . .

When the news reached us that
President Diaz had graciously grant-
ed a concession of that extinet vol-
eano to the Ensenada company, As-
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My wife sniffed

phalt began to soar; the club seethed
with rumours. One morning while
Ada and I were beginning our break-
fast, little Mac burst in, his eyes
glittering with fever, his hair mussed
as if he had not seen his bed in many
nights.

‘““Have you heard the news?'’ he
shouted from the door, barely nodd-
ing to Ada. ‘‘Jennings has arrived,
and a great financial swell with him,
a Mr. Delano. Things are doing over
at Sol’s.”

‘“Well, drink a cup of coffee,”” 1
said, assuming an outward calm.

“They’re thinking of forming a
new company, development company,
you know. Bonds and all that. As.
phalters get in on the first base-
ment ! I’'m going over to
Sol’s now.”’

He paused long enough at the door
to call back: ‘“May and I won’t wait
until the fall maybe—look out for
cards!”’

As the door clicked behind the little
man, Ada remarked severely to me:
‘“Asphalt’s gone to his brain, Joe.
This high finance is too much for
him.”” (Latterly my wife had con-
tracted an ironical habit of expres-
sion that was annoying to me.) ‘‘You
know, Joe, you are responsible for
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that boy’s getting into this specula-
tion business.’’

‘“He does seem a bit off his head
this morning,’’ I replied, without dis-
cussing the remark. ‘‘I’ll drop in at
Solomon’s and see what is on.”’

“Joe!’”” my wife began.

““Oh, I have no idea of going any
deeper in Asphalt.”’

““I should think not!”’ And Ada
magnanimously refrained from fur-
ther reference to the large hole we
had made in the building fund. Most
of it, in fact, had been sunk in As-
phalt., ‘‘Sunk’’—ill-omened word!

111

I met Silverton in front of my
house, on his way to an early class.
Now in the old days, before rainbow
hues had begun to stain the placid
horizon of Eureka, my good collea-
gue would have propounded to me
some juicy point in the Cistercian
rule. But to-day he exelaimed :

‘‘Have you heard about this Mr.
Delano?’’ And when we had ex-
hausted asphalt rumours, he remark-
ed, ‘I saw they had made a great
strike in the Bull Frog mine, same
distriet as Trachyte, I believe.”” We
were all modernizing fast! I know
that Silverton wanted to cut his class-
es and accompany me to see the fin-
ancial power at Solomon’s. But hab-
it put his feet into the path of duty.

Solomon’s room was full of cigar
smoke, and over a map on the desk
there were bent four heads, while
little Mac danced about in the rear.
One of the four was Dennison Flagg,
to my surprise—I did not then real-
ize the rapid change in financial al-
liances! A bronzed young man I
guessed was Jennings, who had
located the lake. And the fat, bald-
headed gentleman, smoking a cigar,
with his pudgy forefinger on the map,
must be the great Delano, our finan-
cial Aneas! Solomon introduced me:
“Mr, Delano, I want to make you ac-
quainted with Professor Melton, one
of our original stockholders.”’ .

““Happy to meet you, professor,’
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the fat magnate said, squeezing my
hand with his unoccupied fist.

““Mr. Delano is advising as to the
best method of developing our con-
cession,”” Solomon explained.

‘“Yes, professor,”” Mr. Delano
drawled, squinting at the map.
““What you’ve got to do is to form a
new company, lease your rights to it,
and issue some bonds to pay for the
road and plant and all that. And
there you are!’”” He puffed at his
cigar, and it seemed very simple,
“Just run your line to this point on
the S.P. and a spur to Saint what
you call um, on the gulf. Then if the
S. P. folks won’t talk business youn’ve
got your water freight. It’s as smooth
as a fiddle.”” He put a thick thumb
on a corner of the map. ‘‘That’s all
it is, a couple of hundred miles or so,
And easy grades, I bet!”’” On the
map it looked certainly no more than
that, the thickness of Mr. Delano’s
thumb—a thick thumb, to be sure.

“Well, I must be going—a little
matter with some gentlemen at the
Grand Union. I’ll see you to-mor-
row, Mr. Solomon. Good morning,
gentlemen,”” and the financial power,
with a sweeping bow to include wus
all, disappeared in a cloud of smoke
Solomon after him. 2

‘When Solomon returned, he ex-
plained to me: “‘Mr. Delano has very
extensive connections with moneyed
people. I have asked him to be the
president of the development eom-
pany. He will be of great use to us
in floating our bonds.’’

‘‘But where do asphalters come in
in the new deal?’’ little Mac asked
with youthful bluntness.

From the animated discussion
which followed, I gathered that Sol-
omon, who controlled our old com-
pany, would turn it over body and
soul to the new company. Jennings
and Delano between them were to
hold over half of the stock in the new
company—it was to be a small issue,
oh, very select! Solomon and his
friends in the old company would
divide the rest. But there was some



*“ The President swung round in his chair swivel’

sort of an wunderstanding between
Flagg and Solomon, the nature of
which I was never to know perfectly.
And I fancy there was another un-
derstanding between Jennings and
the financial power and Solomon.
Then there were the bonds. My
mind has never been trained in such
ways, but it soon became evident,
even to me, that the rights of the old
“‘asphalters’’ were shadowy. The new
company, the tail to the dog, would
surely wag the dog. And 1t_behoov-
ed me to have some of that tail I I am
sorry to confess that at the time I
did not consider where this would
leave poor Silverton and the other
minor satellites of the curb. I was
too intent on getting a piece of that
il.
tzuAt last Solomon drew Mac and
me to one side, and said in a brother-
ly tone of confidence: ‘‘Of course I
don’t mean to see you two fellows
get left. I’ll let you have some of
my stock—five shares for you, Mel-
ton, and one for you. The price?
We’ll settle that later.”’ :
““What a splendid fellow Sol is!”’
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Mac exclaimed fervently when we
were out in the street. ‘‘He might
have kept it all to himself, but he
won’t go back on his friends.”” Then
grasping my arm convulsively, he
added: ‘I must tell you, Joe, Molly

and I were married last week at St.
Paul.”’

““What i

“You see we wanted to save all
the fuss. The vacation begins soon,
and she would have had to go back to
her people, 'way off in Wyoming,
and wait there. It will be all right!
I’'m going to grind all summer, and
we shall board at the Hall, v
Of course it won’t be easy for her!
But Sol says we must have dividends
before next winter, and we ecan
scratch on somehow until then.’’

It was no use to talk prudence,
and I suspected that I hadn’t the
right. When I met my patient wife,
I told her the news about the Maes,
to break the other news, perhaps.

‘“What!”” she exclaimed aghast.
““Those two babies, without a cent!
It’s eriminal—Joe, how could you
let them?¢’’
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I protested that I wasn’t to blame
for their folly, and that very likely
all would go well; a little struggle
was a good thing; and then there
was Ensenada.

‘“Asphalt!”’ my wife sniffed.

‘“Mac had better spend his time
earning some money to pay the bills.
It’s bad enough for a man with a
settled position like you to waste
your time in such wildeat specula-
tion, but a little assistant like that
boy!”’

It was not a favourable time to ad-
mit that I had bought a piece of the
new tail to the dog. 'When Solomon’s
note came, saying that the price of
the new stock was to be two hundred
dollars per share and would I oblige
him by sending around my check for
the five shares, I prefer to pass over
what Ada said. My wife has a quick
temper and a facility in denunciation.
But she is loyal to all sections of the
marriage vow; I believe she would
let me burn up my clothes piece by
plece, without more than a reason-
ably vivacious characterization of
‘“professors’ folly.”’

So we made a pilgrimage to the
savings bank and reduced the build-
ing fund to sixteen dollars and thir-
ty-five cents, while Ada kept a stern
silence.

v

The ‘‘eurb’’ was naturally agitat-
ed by the new developments in As-
phalt. Soon there was gnashing
when it became known that the new
company’s stock was not to be had
by the common herd. Mac could have
disposed of his promise of one share,
for which he had given his note, at a
handsome profit—enough to have
started the couple in housekeeping on
a modest footing. I advised him to
take his profits. But I believe that

if Mr. Morgan’s banking house had
offered him a couple of hundred
thousand for his interest in Asphalt
he would have scorned them. . . .

That was ‘the crest 'of the bull
movement in Asphalt, the afternoon
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when Solomon appeared on the eam-
pus in a big motor side by side with
T. Allerton Delano, who, it was
quickly rumoured, was connected
with the Standard Oil crowd. (We
all excoriated the great trust at Eu-
reka, but we felt gratified.) The
long vacation opened, and the eurb
market went into a period of stagna-
tion during the hot weather. Ada
and I took our holiday on a fruit
farm in Michigan instead of sailing
for the shores of the Mediterranean
as we had planned. While we swelt-
ered beneath the scorching breath of
the prairie sirroco, we thought of the
extended and leisurely trip we should
make when Ensenada began to pour
fourth asphalt. ‘‘Or buy a farm in
Towa,”” Ada suggested, delighting to
worry me with skeptical doubts.

We had let the little Macs camp
in our house while we were away.
It would be a bit more bridelike than
the Hall, my wife said, and we left
them there as happy as kittens. Sol-
omon had gone to examine the ‘“‘pro-
perties’’ with Jennings and De-
lano. . . . When we all gather-
ed for the fall term, there was a brisk
opening of the curb. Buckets, to be
sure, had slumped. The inventor had
spent his time inventing a flying
machine that wouldn’t fly instead of
improving his water motor. But
Flagg had a working model of the
motor rigged in his room; it worked
so well that the overflow had leaked
down into the club reading-room—
Sandy pointed out the yellow stain
on the ceiling with great glee.

When Soloman turned up for his
classes, several weeks late, very mueh
bronzed, he had acquired an air of
important mystery, which disconcert-
ed the curb. ‘‘Yes,”’ he announced,
‘“the asphalt was there all right, and
lots of it. Things were moving very
satisfactorily. The survey for the
road was being made; it would be
a little longer than they had expected,
say a hundred or a hundred and fifty
miles, depending on the route. There
was a desert or two on the way, but
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they should use electric traction, ete.,
ete. In a word it was all most pro-
mising, but we must exercise pati-
ence—great affairs moved slowly. Mr,
Delano was now in New York ar-
ranging for the disposal of the
bonds.”’ :

So we settled down to wait, and
incidentally Ada began to scrape a
few dollars from my salary for that
rainy day, which she seemed to take
comfort in expecting. The little
Maes had moved to a couple of tiny
rooms off somewhere in a section of
the city usually ignored by Eurekans.
And Mac was fast maturing under
the steadying influence of marriage
on six hundred dollars a year. For
the trustees had not seen fit to recog-
nize the presence of Mrs. Mac by in-
ereasing Mac’s salary. They took it
all gayly, however, for were they not
to be millionaires? And very soon.
To be sure there were those notes
that Mae had given Solomon, not only
the original ones, but the one for
two hundred dollars, and I gathered
that Soloman, being short. of cash,
as all financiers are at times, was
pressing for payment. So little Mac
did odd jobs and pretty little Mrs.
Mae did what light housekeeping
there was to be done.

It was an afternoon in March, I
think, that Ada came back from the
Maes with a serious look in her pleas-
ant eyes. 3

““Joe,”” she said to me as we sat
down to our frugal supper (it was
supper when no one else shared it
with us; otherwise, dinner), ‘‘Joe,
when is that claz’pit of Solomon’s

ing to pay u
gO‘IPXg(ou nIl)egn Esphalt, dear? I don’t
exactly know. Solo-mon‘ has been
away a good deal this winter and I
haven’t seen him lately. I suspect
there have been delays in the con-
struction, You know that large en-
terprises can’t be ordered like a shirt
waist—there are contingencies al-

ways 19
“Um, it musn’t take forever,

though. The Maes are dreadfully
-8
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poor! And there are those horrid
notes to pay 1 should think that
Professor Solomon could see that they
haven’t a cent. He’s screwing blood
out of them.”’

‘“Solomon isn’t to blame; if Mae
has promised more than he can——’

Oh, I know. But, Joe, some-
thing’s going to happen to those poor
children!”” She looked significantly
at me,

‘“So soon?”’ I gasped.

My wife nodded her head with a
woman’s assurance,

‘“And they haven’t any money to
pay the doctor, let alone the nurse
and servant, and all the rest!’’

I whistled !

““You must do something, Joe!’’

A4

Meantime asphalt did not come on,
not at all; but the Something That
Was Going to Happen to the little
Maes did come on, with the precision
of nature. And that final note for
two hundred dollars, the one that
represented Mae’s minute interest in
the dog’s tail, had fallen due. Mae
had begged an extension from Sol-
oman, but the promoter had declared
that the note was in the company’s
treasury, beyond his reach. Then the
boy came to us. The cheeky, cher-
ubic smile that had been his chief
capital had faded months ago, but
now he was really haggard. It isn’t
so much that I lose that share,’’ he
explained, ‘‘but Sol hinted that the
old Ensenada stock wouldn’t be
worth mueh—not for a long time. So
it will all go!”’

Ada turned on me with her execu-
tive manner: ‘‘Joe,”’ she said, ‘“you
must find Mr. Solomon and make him
take back all Mae’s stock at the price
he paid for it.”

‘““‘But my dear—’’ It was impos-
sible to make Ada understand the
nature of financial transactions., In
the end I put on my hat and went in
search of Sol. He was not in his
office, nor at his rooms, nor at the
club. T was relieved. But just as
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I was about to return to report to
my wife, Dennison Flagg hailed me.
His face was very red, and he was
excitedly wiping his glasses or pull-
ing his mustache.

““Do you know where that cursed
bounder, Solomon, is?’’ he demanded
curtly.

‘When I replied that I had searched
for the gentleman unsuccessfully, he
burst forth:

““Oh, he’s sneaked off somewhere!
He knows too much to let me catch
him, Sold me a hundred shares in
his gold brick at par, and let that
tin-horn gambler Delano in at fifty.
Gave him some bonds, too. I ex-
pect he’s paid nothing down for his
own stock.”’

““You are mistaken,’’ T said frigid-
ly. “Mr. Solomon let me have five
shares of his allotment at two hun-
dred per share, the price he paid
for them.”’

I thought Flagg would have a fit.

““Let me look at you,”” he said
after a while. ‘‘I want to see a green-
er sucker than myself. Two hun-
dred!”’

“Cash,”” I added.

‘“And you gave him twice the par
value, and he never paid a cent!’’

I was not in a happy frame of
mind when I went back to Ada. I
did not want to see Solomon—my
heart was too sore.

‘““Well ?”’ she asked, as I hung up
my hat and coat.

““Ada,”’ I said solemnly, ‘‘I have
been an awful fool.”’

To her eredit let it be said that she
never made one of all the remarks
she might have made. After a mom-
ent of thought she said:

““We must bring the Macs here;
it can’t happen in those two rooms.”’

I looked about our tiny premises
and thought of that castle across the
river, which I felt sure would never
be built out of asphalt. :

““You will have to sleep in your
study, of course, Joe. I shall give
them our room. And Joe, I think
we ought to pay back to Mac what
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he spent for the stock.’”” Please
note the we!) ‘‘I've saved nearly
three hundred dollars for the trip,
I guess we’ll have to cultivate our
garden nearer home in Michigan, in-
stead.”’

I kissed her silently.

““For we are responsible for Mac—
the example, you know.”’

And I hung my head.

VI

Events moved rapidly in the next
few hours; they always do within
sight of the catastrophe! First Mae
came to my office, swelling with ex-
citement. There had been a fearful
row over at the club between Solomon
and Flagg, so Sandy Cork had re-
ported. Flage had lost his temper,
and called Sol all manner of names—
swindler, blackleg, tin-horn gambler,
And Sol had retorted with remarks
about ‘‘Buckets.”” Then old Silver-
ton had come around, panting to get
his money back for the Ensenada
stock; said some one told him that
it would cost more than it was worth
to get our asphalt to market; and Sol
had said something about the Panama
canal, and Flagg had talked about
the canals in Mars. Then Sol had
got mad and told Silverton that the
Ensenada company was leased with
all its rights for ninety-nine years,
and Silverton had gone off to see the
President, wringing his hands and
vowing he was ruined. e

It took me some time to get Mae’s
stock out of him at the price he had
paid. I don’t know whether he be-
lieved I was trying to take advan-
tage of his helpless state or not. But
I made him take the three hundred
dollars. I went to my seminarist in
old French—my heart heavy after
the rainbow debauch, seeing life and
human nature very gray. Was it
believable that Soloman could have
been so base? Could have sold me
something for a thousand dollars that
had cost him nothing, or at the out-
side five hundred dollars? In the
great world I had heard they dig
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such things. But my ecolleague, a
university professor! In the
midst of an explanation of a corrupt
passage in the Song of Roland, into
which I was trying to put some of
my old-time fire, dismissing for the
moment the cares of finance, the Pres-
ident of Eureka University would
like to see me in his office at the close
of the hour!

1 brushed against Sandy Cork in
the hall on my way to the President’s
office. His face wore a wicked grin
as he asked: ‘‘Are you holding a
stoekholders’ meeting in the Prex’s
T RN

And they were all assembled when
the President’s stenographer let me
into the private office—poor old Sil-
verton, woe-begone and fluttered;
Dennison Flagg, somewhat wilted,
but glowering; J. Jefferson Solomon,
his hands in his pockets, sullen and
defiant; and little Mac with several
others who had been active on the
curb. 3

The President swung around in
his swivel chair, his handsome face
serious and somewhat sad. He serap-
ed his throat in that impressive man-
ner he had when he addressed the
united faculties: ‘

““(Gentlemen, there have been
brought to my notice certain finan-
eial transactions among members of
the faculty, of what might be called
a speculative nature. Mr. Melton,
will you kindly give me your ver-
gion of the dealings in—er——"’

‘“ Asphalt,”” Flagg supplied.

¢ And Buckets,”” Solomon snapped.

I told the story briefly, blushing
at certain passages, especially when
it came to my ready acquiescence in
the scheme to ignore the original
stockholders by the possessors of th.e
tail. Then Silverton confessed to his
little dream of riches, and 'Mac—
that boy had good stuff in him; he
refused to say more than that he
had invested some money tln'ou_gh
Mr. Solomon! Then the two finaneial
powers told their story, with many
contradietions. In the end the Presi-

dent sat with lowered head for a
moment :

‘“Sacra fames auri!” he quoted
with his funny old-fashioned pro-
nounciation. I wineed, but 1 don’t
think Solomon understood. ‘‘Gentle-
men,”’ he continued, not unkindly,
““I think that most of you have been
nothing more than childish. Suppose
you return all the chips to one an-
other, so far as you can, and try to
forget it. I need not point out the
folly of such enterprises to men in
your position, nor the indecorum of
the example you offer to the youth
under your charge—an example of
greed and preoceupation with the sor-
did side of life.”’

He stopped there. Perhaps he felt
the unconsecious irony of his remarks
ds applied to the poorly paid men of
his faculty.

““I hope,’” he resumed with a sweet
smile, ‘“‘that you will not invest again
in Spanish castles—or Asphalt! Six
per cent. mortgages are safer.’’

““Mr. Solomon,’” the President said
in a different tone of voice, ‘‘you
will be kind enough to wait after the
others go. Good morning, gentle-
men!”’

I was glad that Solomon had been
detained; I should not like to meet
him, not just yet. I took my way
homeward at a reflective pace.
““Sacra fames auri!’’ Ah, how it
tainted all that it touched. 1 could
never again take Solomon’s hand
without thinking that he had done to
me that mean and dirty trick—under
temptation. I am older now than
when like a silly, greedy boy I invest-
ed Aunt Silva’s legacy in Ensenada
Asphalt; but over and over again
have I seen the same thing, in big
or little, the thirst for riches. il

Ada met me at the door, atwinkle
with excitement. ‘‘Joe! She’s up
there—all installed. I took a carri-
age and brought her over. It won’t
be more than a few days now before
it happens. . And, Joe, I've
got something for you!”’

She led me into my cubbyhole of a
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den and pointed to a fat volume on
the desk. I knew the Chronique at
a glance—the copy+I had eyed in
Chappel’s window for months.

‘“But, my dear,”’ I protested.

“There was sixteen dollars and
thirty-five cents left of Aunt Silva’s
money. And I don’t see why 1
shouldn’t have my spree as well as
you, your old asphalt!”’

After that ‘‘Black Monday’’ on the
campus curb, as Sandy dubbed the
day we had our interview with the
President, there was a complete si-
lence with reference to Ensenada As-
phalt, Buckets, and the rest. No one
ever showed a certificate, if he had
one. A few optimistic souls, to be
sure, talked for a time about what
would happen with ‘‘those prop-
erties,”” when the canal was opened.
But the canal hadn’t opened yet, and
besides I heard from Flagg the other
day that the Ensenada concession ex-
pired according to its terms some
years ago. Probably whatever equity
there may be in the concern resides
in the pockets of Mr. Delano, whose
last address was the Waldorf-Astoria
Hotel in New York.

Solomon very shortly after the ex-
plosion accepted a eall to a school of
mines somewhere in Idaho, much to
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my relief. I don’t know whether
Sandy Cork’s merciless roasting in
the elub play that year had anything
to do with his departure, or the Presi.
dent’s final remarks. But he went.
And the rest of us had humour en-
ough to laugh freely at Sandy’s quips
at our expense. The little
Maes are happy and obviously poor,
though the President put him up that
spring.

We haven’t built our house across
the river yet, though we had that
deferred trip to Spain this last win.
ter, and Ada is such a shrewd man.
ager we may get the house yet, with-
out the aid of Asphalt or Aunt Sil
va’s bequest. T have had a good deal
of satisfaction out of that stock cer-
tificate first and last. T ought to be
able to forgive old Sol! Whenever [
am tempted by some splendid ‘‘invest.
ment propositions’’ poured in on me
by mail from financial houses that
seemingly have but one purpose in
existence and that is to make me rich,
I go down to my box in the safety-
deposit vault and get out the hand-
some certificate of the Ensenada As.
phalt Development Company, five
shares, ‘“full paid and non-assess.
able.”” And I murmur over, ‘‘Sacra
fames auri.”’




CURRENT EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

T the end of a hundred days
A the gigantic armies in France

and Belgium are still strug-
gling for the mastery. As yet there
are no definite signs of approaching
catastrophe on either side of the long
line of battle that stretches from
Woevre to the North Sea. With the
huge masses on both sides, which are
still capable of opposing a vigorous re-
sistance, with the modern engines of
warfare that military science has call-
ed to its aid, and with all the ad-
vantages that accrue to the enemy
from long and careful preparation
for such a colossal struggle, the cam-
paign may be protracted and, for
some time, indecisive. In the words
of a distinguished soldier, ‘‘a day is
like an hour’’ in the economy of a
battle that stretches along an irregu-
lar front of three hundred ‘miles. The
time occupied in mancuvring troops,
for instance, is an important factor
in prolonging the war. A large body
of troops, when rushed from point to
point, cannot cover more than twenty
miles a day, and the larger the force
the slower the progress. If to these
military considerations is added the
faet that supplies and reinforcements
arrive with persistent regularity in
the German ranks, and. that_ .the
Allies are engaged, not in driving
back the enemy merely, but in carry-
ing strongly fortified entrenchments
that are protected by heavy guns and
quick-firers, a better perspective may
be gained of a war which is taxing
the patience of some people who look
for speedy and decisive results at
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every critical stage in the game, All
the prophecies as to the length of the
war may be discounted. War, like
polities, is an uncertain quantity. No
one can say with certainty what may
take place twenty-four hours hence
behind the scenes of international
politiecs. No one could have forseen
the assassination of the Archduke
Ferdinand at Serrajevo. Anything
may happen at a moment’s notice to
change the current of European
events and stop the war. Or, it may
drag on for months until Germany
is forced to pile her arms through
sheer exhaustion.

No one, perhaps, is in a better posi-
tion to calculate the stress and strain
of all the factors in this war than the
British Prime Minister, Speaking in
the House of Commons at the opening
of Parliament, Mr. Asquith ‘‘doubt.
ed that the war would last as long
as people had originally predicted.’’
He further affirmed that ‘‘the prim-
ary aims of the Germans had been
frustrated.”” While Mr. Asquith was
careful, for obvious reasons, to avoid
lending countenance to the theorists
who predicted a short campaign, facts
hid from the public as to the staying
powers of the Germans must be known
to the British Government to war-
rant his optimistic statement as to
the duration of the campaign. Whe-
ther the failure of Germany is due to
military causes alone, apart from
economic conditions, the Prime Min-
ister did not state. The failure of
Germany—by most people judged en-
tirely from the military standpoint—
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has its roots in remoter and more ob-
scure causes. Germany sowed the
seeds of national defeat through the
diplomatic blunders that arrayed
against her greater forces than her
military advisers contemplated. Nor
must German psychology be overlook-
ed. Cool and ecaleulating as have
been her preparations for war on a
colossal scale, these preparations were
carried out, apparently, on the as-
sumption that the German army was
invineible and that the plans of the
General Staff could not miscarry. The
military preparations, as they now
stand revealed, bear the hall-mark of
the helmeted Prussian, with his blus-
tering air of arrogant superiority. If,
as one is led to conjecture, Germany’s
war preparations were concerned
mainly with offensive operations, it is
not unlikely that her plans on both
fronts may find her decidedly weak
when forced to assume the defensive.
Her chain of forts may prove as
fickle in the hour of trial as those of
Liege, Namur, and Antwerp, and the
weakened morale of her soldiers may
complete the rout.

What of economic conditions as a
factor in hastening the termination of
the awful carnage? In a lecture de-
livered at the University of Toronto,
Professor G. I. H. Lloyd was em-
phatic in his assertion that ‘‘economic
conditions will not decide this war;
the final decision must be by force
of arms.”” 1Tt is true that bankrupt
nations like Turkey and Mexico
have been able to earry on war when
by all the rules of the game they
were unable to maintain an army in
the field. But these are the excep-
tions that prove the rule. Neither of
these countries possesses the delicate
industrial organism by which Ger-
many in days of peace lives and moves
and has her being. Peoples not fully
emerged from the barbaric stage may
take risks which more civilized and
highly organized nations take at their
peril. As an evidence of the irrecon-
cilable views entertained in regard
to the outcome of this war we may
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set against Professor Lloyd’s conclu-
sions the weighty and matured opin-
ion of Mr. Bonar Law, the leader of
the Opposition in the British House
of Commons. Emphasizing the im-
portance of the financial factor, Mr,
Bonar Law said: ‘‘Already the eco-
nomic effects are being felt in Ger-
many. This is shown by the rate of
exchange, and this will become more
evident as time progresses. As soon
as Germany realizes she must be
beaten, economic forces will work with
a pressure of which there is no con-
ception.”” Tt is difficult to obtain ex-
act data on which to base conclusions
but all the information availablé
points to the fact that the condition
of affairs in Germany is much worse
than Berlin despatches would have
the outside world believe. The stop-
page of all external trade must lead
to abnormal conditions in her com-
mercial life. The President of the
Bonn Chamber of Commerce, for ex-
ample, has described the distress re-
sulting from unemployment as ‘“‘on a
plane with the horrors of the battle-
field and more difficult to combat.®®
The Germans boast that no morator. -
ium has been proclaimed in their
country, but various edicts have been
issued that are equivalent to mora-
tory legislation. Internal evidences
indicate that the finaneial condition
of Germany is far from normal. At-
tempts have been made to pay debts
abroad in War Loan Stock, and in
many distriets war credit banks haye
been established. The rate of ex-
change for the German mark has
fallen in Switzerland six and a half
per cent., while that for the French
frane remains as it was before the
war.

To what extent economic pres-
sure will determine the duration of
the war is a speculative question and
remains to be seen. As time drags on
the economic strain must tell, as it
did in the American Civil War, Tn
the absence of data on which to base
a conclusion, no one can sav how lon
a nation can continue fighting aftey

3
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it has broken down financially and
industrially. The only fact that
emerges is that the Allies have more
money than Germany, and untapped
resources that should tip the scales
and ensure ultimate victory.

The resisting power of an army on
the defensive is much greater in these
days of powerful armaments and im-
mense armies than in past days. Ger-
many is still strong enough to return
with safety to fortified lines within
her own border, when retreat is un-
avoidable. Neither Germany nor the
Allies appear to possess such a super-
jority in numbers and guns as to en-
able them to strike a decisive blow
and to effect the destruetion of the
opposing army. What advantage there
is favours the Allies, but movements
-at the front mature slowly. All the
Allies need accomplish in order to
ensure the ultimate breakdown of
Germany’s military power is to hold
the enemy by a vigorous oﬁe_mswe and
so prevent the Kaiser drawing off re-
inforcements to the eastern field of
operations. Unceasing attack and de-
feat of all the enemy’s plans must in
the end tell heavily upon an army
fighting so far from its national re-
sources. So far the battle of mtel}ects
has disclosed no fatal flaw on either
gide. A serious blunder in such a
war would be swift and catastrophic
in its results. The Germans have been
driven slowly back on their right and
every effort so far to secure a per-
manent base on the coast has been
foiled. But it is a mistake to assume
that Germany is beaten. The han(_l-
writing is on the wall, but the end is

t yet.
no'tng; failure of the German plans in
the east has focused attention once
more on the operations in that quar-
ter. The Russians once more haye
driven the invader from their soil.
The invasion of Russian Poland was
in some respects very similar to the
invasion of France. In both cases tl.xe
Germans had the prize almost within
their grasp when they were compelled
to fall back. In both cases they un-
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derestimated the strength of the
enemy. About three miles east of
Meaux, and only sixteen miles from
Paris—near a village too small to
find a place on the ordinary maps—
Von Kluck’s dash for the French
capital was checked and deflected
eastward. All day the fate of Paris
hung in the balance, but as the shades
of night gave place to the broiling
sun-tide the blue and red of the
French troops could be seen advane-
ing. Paris was saved. Similarly War-
saw caught a glimpse of the German
gray-clad troops as they deployed for
battle within seven miles of the capi-
tal of Russian Poland. Warsaw was
to be surprised and carried by storm,
But the Russians had made prepara-
tions for the enemy, and when Hin-
denburg thought he held Warsaw in
the hollow of his hand, Siberian rein-
forecements arrived in the nick of time
to enable the Grand Duke Nicholas
to hurl a superior foree on the flank
of the enemy, causing a rapid and
disorganized retreat which the steady
pressure of the Russian offensive has
converted into a veritable rout of the
Austro-Germanic armies. Russia, not
Poland, is now the centre of interest
in the eastern field.

The entrance of Turkey into the
fight shows the necessity of Germany,
for it was through German intrigue
that the Porte was forced into a sui-
cidal war. Britain and Russia did
their utmost to save Turkey from the
war-party led by Enver Pasha, but
now that their advice has been flount-
ed, both nations will welecome the op-
portunity to regularize affairs in the
Balkans and elsewhere. For Britain
the danger of a religious war has
practigally passed away, and the fear
of a rising in Egvpt has likewise been
proved to be exaggerated. Italy and
Greece may yet take sides, but so far
the advent of Turkey has not widened
the war horizon. The place of Bri-
tain in Egypt will be more clearly
defined now that Turkey has shot her
bolt in Europe. The task which Bri-
tain has undertaken in that country
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has been not to rule the Egyptians,
“‘but as far as possible to teach the
Egyptians to rule themselves.”” By
a fiction of international law the Bri-
tish Government advises but does not
rule. The nominal ruler of Egypt is
the Sultan. But it is only a fiction.
In praetice British advice is Egyptian
law.

In South Africa Botha has defeated
a force of rebels organized by de Wet,
the famous guerilla general during
the Boer War. Maritz, the tool of
the Germans, has also been met in
action and defeated. But the fight
in South Africa against the Germans
is one of considerable magnitude, and
the military operations will be at-
tended with diffieulties that will tax
the resources of the youngest nation
within the Empire. Portugal could
render effective aid in Africa. The
feeling in Portugal in favour of Great
Britain has been greatly strengthened
of late by the news from South Africa.
Portugal realizes that her colonies
have long been coveted by Germany,
and her efforts to bring about trouble
in South Africa by the subornation
of Colonel Maritz to undermine Bri-
tish authority are regarded as a plain
indication of what the Portuguese Re.
public may be prepared for in her
African possessions. There is at the
present moment an agreement extend-
ing over a period of ten years from
1909 between the Governments of
Portugal and the Union of South Af-
rica regulating the working of the
railways and seaports of Mozambique
and Delagoa Bay. The Portuguese
are fully aware that they can place
reliance on this serap of paper as
guaranteeing their interests. After
recent events in Belgium, Portugal
feels that she cannot have the same
confidence in Germany’s sense of
honour, especially since it is well
known that for years past Berlin has
desired Angola, San Thome, and
Principe. In these circumstances, it

is not surprising that Portugal sent
strong reinforcements to her African
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possessions directly after the war com-
menced.

The ILaterary Digest publishes the
results of an inquiry it instituted
among American editors as to their
attitude regarding the war. ““Of the
367 replies received,”’ says The Lit-
erary Digest, ‘“105 editors report that
they favour the Allies, twenty favour
the Germans, and 242 are neutral. Of
the pro-Ally editors thirty-four are
in the Eastern States, thirteen in the
Central, forty-seven in the Southern,
and eleven in the Western. Only one
pro-German editor hails from the
Eastern States, while ten are from
the Central, five from the Southern,
and four from the Western group.
The neutral editors number forty-
three in the Eastern States, one hun-
dred and twelve in the Central, fifty-
one in the Southern, and thirty-six
in the Western.”’

The large number of ““neutrals,”’
added to the number openly on the
side of the Allies, is significant. Pro-
Germans are clutching at straws when
they affect to regard these figures as
hopeful.

Canadian troops are now at the
front. Princess Patricia’s regiment
has been the first to reach the firing
line. From now on Canada will have
a more personal interest in the great
drama that is being enacted on
French and Belgian soil. Meantime
the second expeditionary force is in
training and the home defence forces
are also preparing for possible con-
tingencies nearer home, although
rumours of a German dash aecross the
Canadian border from Buffalo are dis-
credited in official circles, both in the
United States and in Canada. This
is a war, however, in which every
possible precaution must be taken
against the designs of an enemy who
does not lack the will or the means to
violate neutrality laws when the op-
portunity offers.
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THE WIFE OF SIR ISAAC HAR-
MAN

By H. G. WeLLs. Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada.

ELLS is always Wells. Ar'xd
in this his latest novel he is,
if anything, more Wellsian

ver. One has to read l?ut a
:1}:)‘;2110 pages to know that it 1s
the work of a master, one who
has the knack of visualizing and ex-
posing a character by the use of only
a line where many another writer
would use a page. His charactgnza-
tion is almost perfect. When he intro-
duces a character you }}ave no doubt
of his looks, his bearmg,. his tone
of voice, his general attitude. So
that by the time Mr. Wells has in-
troduced Lady Harman, which he
does in the first chapter, you feel.as
if you are intimately acquainted with
a voung, slender, Well.-groomed, well-
nourished, well-exercised, well._bred
Englishwoman—a woman who is to
take the leading place in a story of
525 pages. This is a long story, but
it is worthy of its length. T_he clever-
ness of the first aet is an indication
of what is to follow. Lady Harman
arrives unannounced to look over a
suburban property that has been ad-
vertised for sale. The owner, a lit-
erary man, with affectations of artis-
tie tastes, is so attracted by her pres-
ence that he volunteeys to show her
over the premises }umself. In the
course of the inspection they come to
a hilltop whence can be obtained a
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charming panoramic view of the coun-
tryside. But the view is injured by
a flaming signboard announcing that
Staminal Bread, the True Staff of
Life, is sold only by the International
Bread Shops.

‘It really is very good bread,’’ she
said. ‘‘They make it—Oh! most eare-
fully. With the germ in. And one has

to tell people.’’

Her point of view surprised him. He
had expected nothing but a docile sym-
pathy. “‘But to tell people here,’’ he
said.

““Yes, T suppose one oughtn’t to tell
them here.’’

‘‘Man does not live by bread alone.’’

She gave the faintest assent.

‘“This is the work of one pushful, shov-
ing creature, a man named Harman. Ima-
gine him! Imagine what he must be!
Don’t you feel his soul defiling us?—this
summit of a stupendous pile of—dough,
thinking of nothing but his miserable
monstrous profits, seeing nothing in the
delight of life, the beauty of t%e world
but something that attracts attention,
draws .eyes It’s the quintessence
of all that is wrong with the world—
squalid, shameless huckstering!’’ He flow
off at a tangent. ‘‘Four or five years ago
they made this landseape disease—a
knight!?’?

He looked at her for a sympathetic in-
dignation, and then suddenly something
snapped in his brain and he understood.
There wasn’t an instant between absolute
innocence and absolute knowledge,

‘““You see,’”’ she said as responsive as
though he had ecried out sharply at the
horror in his mind,’’ Sir Isaae in my hus-
band. Naturally I ought to have
given you my name to begin with. It was
silly: 5a 5w

- There is a situation for a begin.
ning!




MR, GEORGE F,

MILLNER

A new Canadian writer, author of
*The Sergeant of Fort Toronto ”

THE SERGEANT OF FORT TO-
RONTO.

By Georee F. MiLLNER. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

O say that a novel is historical

is all that many require as a
recommendation, and therefore this
novel from the pen of a new Cana-
dian writer is likely to have a fair-
ly satisfactory sale. The author
had at hand the material for a big,
stirring romance. Imagine, for in-
stance, the lone French fort at To-
ronto, where there was but a handful
of soldiers and one woman, the beau-
tiful daughter of the storekeeper, who
was a countess in disguise as well.
Upon the shore of the lake there wash-
ed up one morning the form of what
the captain took to be an English spy.
The man was almost dead, but he re-
covered and was held as a prisoner.
Madeline (the storekeeper’s daugh-
ter) fell in love with him at first sight,
and as the captain of the fort greatly
desired the girl for himself, his atti-
tude toward the prisoner was by ndé
means lenient. There was another,
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Sergeant Pere, who was in love with
the girl, and he indeed was the ‘‘Ser-
geant of Fort Toronto.”” The novel
is built upon the conniving of the cap-
tain to gain possession of the girl, the
unselfish devotion of the sergeant, by
which in the end he loses his life, the
mystery surrounding the prisoner,
with incidental skirmishes against
obstreperous Indians. It is a very
good background for a story, and as
a story it goes fairly well. But one
would be at fault to say that it is
well written. The author has been
too careful of small things, and the
volume would have been benefited by
judicious editing. Tt is, however, g
thoroughly Canadian output. The
subject is Canadian, the writer Cana-
dian, the printing, binding, and illus.
trating Canadian. And as a sample
of the author’s style we quote the fol.
lowing deseription of Madeline :

‘‘The gate of the stockade was thrown
wide and a girl emerged from its safety.
Quickly she moved over the short stubble
of newly-garnered wheat lying between
the lake and the only home she knew,
Straight as a young pine she walked. A
girl with oval face, olive complexion, but
clear-skinned as the ‘Fameuse’ apples of
her own more famous country. Two gray
eyes were hers, within whose clear depths
shone health, and a happy nature. Her
nose, fine chiseled, the nostrils expanded
to greet the perfume of dawn, was set
above two red lips, a rosebud made for
caresses, given by one who should some
day appear and claim her consent to take
them. And those lips moved religiously
in prayer as she hurried toward the blue-
black stretch of water in search of her
daily bath for a dainty and well-cared-for
person.’’

A
"

THE PRINCE OF GRAUSTARK.

By GEOrRGE BARR McCUTCHEON. To-
ronto: William Briggs.

IT is a fine thing for a novelist to

be able to go into a vast storehouse
and seleet therefrom whatever he
might require for the furnishing of
his books. And such, one should say,
is the situation in which the author
of this novel finds himself. Nothing
is too good, anything will go, and the
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reader can count on much that a vivid
imagination and a mmzmtit.z setting
render possible. This story is not es-
gentially different from other Grau-
stark stories. This ‘‘Prince of Grau-
stark’’ is none other than the son of
the Princess Yetive, the heroine of
““Graustark’’. There is a beautiful
girl in the offing. Moreover, as the
publishers announce, there is a “‘very
shrewd, foreceful, powerful American
multi-millionaire with a brilliant and
lovely daughter. Now, given these in-
gredients, so to speak, and the reader
may trust McCutecheon to mix them
up to give just the right flavour, to
cook them to just the right turn, and
to serve a novel piping hot, which will
give as many million hours of’thor-
ough enjoyment as ‘Graustark’ and
‘Beverley of Graustark’ did in their
time.”’ Could anything be more Me-
(Cuteheonesque ?

S
5

THE WAY OF THE STRONG

By RmeweLL CuLLuM. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

FOR all who enjoy mystery, in-
trigue, primitive passions, and an
abundance of action, this novel of the
Yukon, California, and the wheatfields
of Western Canada can be recom-
mended. Monica Hanson gets a start
in life by winning a'x:aluable prize
in a newspaper competition. Her first
impulse following the announcement
of her success is to help her erring
gister. This she does by undertaking
to care for the sister’s infant boy, the
gister having died at the chlld’s.blrth.
In time Monica marries Hendrie, the
wheat king, and as she does not wish
to expose the illegitim'acy of the sis-
ter’s boy, who in time becomes a
young man, she says nothing about
him to her husband. This leads to a
misunderstanding, and the jealousy
of the husband is intensely aroused.
Just how this difficulty arises, the
sacrifices involved, and the outcome
form the background of this stirring
romance.
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BAMBI

By MARJORIE BENTON
ronto: S. B. Gundy.

BAMBI is one of those wilful, lov-

able, impulsive ereatures that do
foolish things that in the end turn
out to be wise., Her father, Professor
James Parkhurst, had the old-fashion-
ed idea that a girl should marry a
man who could support her. But the
girl could not see that it should be
absolutely necessary for him to sup-

Cooxke, To-

port her. Why should she not sup-
port him? The father notices her
trend.

‘‘Bambina, that is the second time a
husband has been mentioned in this dis
cussion. Have you some individual under
consideration?’’

‘I have. I have practically decided on
him,”’

““You don’t tell me!
young manf’’

‘‘Oh, yes—Jarvis Joecelyn,'’

‘‘He has proposed to yout’’

‘“Oh, no. He doesn’t know anything
about it. T have just decided on him.’’

‘“But, my dear, he is penniless,’’

Do I know the

MR. RIDGWELL CULLUM

Author of ** The Way ot the Strong ™
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MRS. ALICE MEYNELL

Whose volume of ** Essays " has been recently published.
Toronto : J. M. Dent & Sons.

‘“That’s why I reproach you that you
haven’t brought me up to support Jarvis
in a luxury he will have to get used to.’’

Just how this impetuous girl
achieves her purpose is the sum of
this entertaining novel.

F*

—“The Red Wall’’ is the title of
a thrilling two-shilling novel by Frank
Saville. (London: Thomas Nelson
and Sons).

o
«»

—“‘Bird Studies,”’ by &. A. Corn-
ish, B.A., lecturer in science, Uni-
versity of Toronto, is one of the vol-
umes of the series entitled ‘‘Nature
Study Lessons for Teachers and S.tu-
dents.”” (Toronto: The Dominion
Book Company). It is handsomely
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illustrated, and some of the plates are
in colours, full-page size. There is
in this one volume a wealth of inter.
esting information.

e
s

—AIll who have read Eleanor Hal-
lowell Abbott’s stories—*‘Molly Make.
Believe,”” ““‘The White Linen Nurse,”’
and ‘““The Sick-a-Bed Lady’’—will
wish to read ‘‘Little Eve Edgarton.”’
This, her latest novel, is a love-story
that charms by its freshness and
vivaeity.

a*

—‘His Official Fiancée,”’ by Berta
Ruck (Mrs. Oliver Onions) | is a story
of slight but amusing texture, A
young Englishman, for reasons of his
own, finds it advisable to appear as
if engaged to be married, and acecord-
ingly he induces an attractive steno.
grapher in his office to pose as his
fiancée. The girl undertakes to g0
about with him, to be introduced to
his family and friends as his ““intend-
ed,”” and in every public way to play
the part of sweetheart. The arrange-
ment is to last a year, but before the
time expires they find themselves in
love with each other, and therefore
they begin thenceforth to carry out
in fact what they had begun in fiction,
(Toronto: William Briggs).

o
S

—The most complete volume of
maps, plans, diagrams, and pictures
that we have seen illustrating the war
is issued at a shilling by Thomas Nel-
son and Sons, London and Toronto,

S
w

—‘The Canadian Annual Review,’’
edited by Mr. J. Castell Hopkins, is,
as heretofore, an exhaustive presen-
tation of affairs in the Dominion dur.
ing 1913. (Toronto: The Annual Re-
view Publishing Company).

§
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‘WHERE IGNORANCE Is BLiss

An English tourist was recently
spending a holiday in Scotland when
he met an old native. The tourist
asked the man how old he was.

““T am one hundred,’’ said the man.

““T prather doubt that you will see
another hundred,’’ said the tourist.

¢ Aa dinna ken, mon,’’ said the old
man., ‘‘Aa’m stronger the noo than
when T started the first hundred!”’—
London Evening Standard.

.
"

Mary’s father being a member of
Congress, the child naturally inhaled
polities with the air she breathed,
and grew firm in the faith that noth-
ing good could be foupd outsx_de the
Democratic fold. Miss Smith, a
friend of little Mary’s sister, and a
political heretic in her eyes, was visit-
ing in the family. Late one evening,
the child, searching for her sister,
wandered into the guest’s room,
where she found Miss Smith in the
midst of her devotions.

Mary stared at her in open-eyed
astonishment, and as the young lady
arose from her knees, exclaimed,
“Why, Miss Smith! Do you say your
prayers? I thought you were a Re-
publican ?”’—National Monthly.
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““Your husband has been in?’’ said
the caller,

““Yes,”” replied the little, worried-
looking woman, ‘‘he has been feeling
very badly. 1 do my best to please
him, but nothing seems to satisfy
him.””

““Is his condition eritieal ¢’

“It’s worse than eritical,’’ she an-
swered, with a sigh; ‘““it’s abusive,’’—
The Occident.

Sue Fixep Ir

A British general on his return
from one of the innumerable “‘little
wars’’ of his time, brought with him
a flag all tattered and torn and rid-
dled with bullets, which he showed
with pride to his family and house-
hold. Next morning this trophy was
to be presented to the commander-in-
chief. When he came to look for the
flag it was missing.

‘““Where is my flag?’’ he eried in
consternation.

His housekeeper brought it to him
with a smile of proud satisfaction.
““I sat up all night and mended it,
and now it is as good as new,’’ she
said.—The Tatler.
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SUFFRAGETTE : And the time will come when a woman will get a

man's wages.

PATIENT SUFFERER (in the background): Yuss; next Saturday night.

The Magistrate (to offending mo-
torist)—You are fined forty shillings.

The Motorist—All right, old man!
You must take it out of a fiver.

The Magistrate—You are now fined
five pounds. Anything more to say?

The Motorist—By Jove, sir, no!
You’re too quick at repartee.—Ez-
change.

an
aw

A FINANCIAL PROBLEM

It was at a theatre in Manchester,
England. The king, aged and infirm,
was blessed with two sons. He was
pacing up and down the stage, with
a wearied, troubled look, exclaiming
aloud; ‘“On which of these my sons
shall T bestow my crown?”’

Immediately came a voice from the
gallery: ‘“Why not ’arf a crown
apiece, guv’nor?’”’

—The Tatler

Young bride (to waiter)—“Wait.
er, my husband has been here a lot
lately; T hope he’s all right, eh?’’

Waiter—‘Oh, yes; he never has
more than three glasses of beer, If
he were not happy he’d surely drink
six.”’—Fliegende Blactter,

S
-«"w

Mr. Justice Darling was once try-
ing a case in which the question arose
whether the defendant, a vocalist, was
competent to fulfil his contract. One
of the witnesses said, in reply to My,
Duke, K.C., ““Well, he could not sing
like the Archangel Gabriel.”’

“I have never heard the Archangel
Gabriel,”’ was the comment..

Mr. Justice Darling replied bland-
ly, with a gentle sarcasm, ‘‘That, My,
Duke, is a pleasure to come.’’— 4.
swers.




TWICE-TOLD TALES

His CHOICE

Pat had just arrived from the Em-
erald Isle, and he was feeling very
hungry, as he had not eaten anything
since four o’clock last evening, and
it was now eight o’clock in the morn-
ing. So he went into a restaurant
elose by, and asked the waiter how
muech would he charge him for break-

k.
fas‘;‘One shilling,”” replied the waiter.

““Well, how much will ye charge
me for my dinner?’’ said Pat.

““One shilling and sixpence,’” re-
plied the waiter.

““Well, what will ye charge me for
my supper, then?”’

““Sixpence,”’ was the reply. :

“Then, if ye please, will ye give
me my supper?’’ said Pat.—Pear-
son’s Weekly.

3

Corp Feer

During a marriage ceremony in
Scotland recently the bridegroom
looked extremely wretched, and he
got so fidgety, standing first on one
foot and then on the other, that the
“‘hest man’’ decided he would find
out what the trouble was.

““What’s up, Jock?’’ he whispered.
““Hae ye lost the ring?”’

¢“No,’”’ answered the unhappy one
with a woeful look, ‘‘the ring’s safe
enough; but, man, I’ve lost ma en-
thusiasm.’’

3

“Tt may interest you, children,”’
gaid a returned missionary, address-
ing a Sunday school, i I- tell you
an adventure I once had in India.
‘While going through the jungle I
came face to face with a lion. There
was no chance of retreat and.I had
nothing to defend myself with. 1
stood perfectly still and looked the
fierce beast in the eye.”’

““Which eye?’’ asked a breathless
little boy.
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TaE LasT STRAW

The revival was being held down in
Zack Hunsicker’s barn. But the con-
versions and the ‘‘gittin’ religions’’
were slow, and few of the ‘“mo’ners’’
threw themselves in the straw before
the platform to be ‘‘saved.”” The
preacher was surprised and pained
that his exhorting was not having
more effect. But, truth to tell, the
straw was thin and the floor of Zack'’s
barn was hard for the knees. One of
the elders whispered this to the
preacher as he was calling to repent-
ance.

“Some of yo’ sinners make has’e
into dat lof’,”’ he shouted. ‘‘Hyeh’s
souls bein’ lost fo’ want er a passel
er wheat straw.”’

He Wouron’r Do

‘““We were going along at an aw-
ful speed,”” he said. “‘I didn’t see
the dog, but I heard his ki-yi, so 1
ordered the chauffeur to stop. Going
back, we found an irate woman stand-
ing over her dead dog—one of the
ugliest dogs you ever saw. She met
us with a tirade of remarks, telling
us in no uncertain terms what she
thought of us and motorists in gen-
eral, finishing up by ecalling us the
murderers of her dog. It was then
that I thought I would pacify her.
‘Madam,’ T said, ‘T will replace your
dog.” ‘Sir,” she said, in a freezing
tone of voice, ‘you flatter yourself!’”’
—Young’s Magazine.

5k

Mabel had gone to the art exhibi-
tion. Not that she cared for pictures,
but everyone went. A friend saw her
and told another friend. Friend No.
2 met her a few days later. ‘“Why,
hello, Mabel! I'm awfully glad to
see you. I hear you are interested in
art."

_ “Me? Art who?’—Current Opin-
ion.




198

I’p HAvE A DAIRY

I'd have a dairy—
Stool, churn, and dish,
And if a fairy
Gave me a wish;
Fragrant and airy,
Long, clean, and cool,
I'd have a dairy—
Dish, echurn and stool !

Three maids are plenty—
May, Mol, and Meg;
If T paid twenty
I’d have to beg;
Thrifty and tenty,
Up with the day,
Three maids are plenty—
Meg, Moll, and May !

Cows of my raising,
White, red, and roan,
I'd have a-grazing
In fields of my own;
Milkers amazing,
Morning and night,
Cows of my raising,
Roan, red, and white!

I’d give the fairy
Cream, curd, and whey,
Best of my dairy
Fresh every day;
These shouldn’t vary
‘Neath my door beam;
I'd give the fairy
Whey, curd and cream!
—Punch.

S
“w

Hampton—Dinwiddow told me his
family is a very old one. They were
one of the first to come across.

Rhodes—The grocer told me yester-
day that now they are the last to
come across.—Judge.

S
o“w

0Old Lady—Does your horse ever

shy at motors? :
Cabby—Lor’ bless yer, no, lady; ’e

didn’t even shy when railway trains
fust came in.-—Pearson’s Weekly.
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NorHING DoiNg

As the summer sun filtered through
the lace eurtains, the boarding-house
sitting-room looked almost cosy and
attractive. The brightness and com-
fort thawed the heart of the oldest
lodger.

In an expansive moment he turned
towards the landlady, who was his
only companion in the room, and,
clasping her hands fondly, murmur.
ed:

“Will you be my wife?”’

The woman did not start nor blush,
No maidenly coyness shone from her
clear, cold eyes.

‘‘No, sir,”” she replied, with calm
deliberation. “‘I'm sorry, but I can-
not marry you. You've been here
four yours and are much too good a
boarder to be put on the free list.”’—
London Opinion.

PErsoNAL EXPERIMENT BARRED

A good Kipling story relates to the
author’s visit to a bookseller’s. He
picked up several books, one after the
other, and glanced through them. At
last, finding one he thought might
suit him, he turned to the bookseller,

““Is this good ?’’ he asked.

“I don’t know,’’ was the reply. ‘1
haven’t read it.”’

Mr. Kipling feigned great surprise,
““A bookseller,”’ he exclaimed, ‘‘and
you don’t read your books?’’

The bookseller was in no mood to
trifle with frivolous customers,

‘“Well, why should I?’’ he snapped.
“If T were a chemist would you ex-
pect me to try all my drugs?”

S
s

It was evening. He and she were
seated in her father’s room burning
her father’s gas. ‘‘ Answer me, Ange-
lina!”’ he eried in a voice full of pas-
sionate earnestness. ‘‘ Answer me ! 1
can bear this suspense no longer.*?
‘““Answer him, Angelina!”’ came g
voice through the keyhole. ““ Answep
him! I can bear this expense ngq
longer.”’—London Tit-Bits.




WHY MAN OF TODAY IS ONLY 50 PER
CENT. EFFICIENT

BY WALTER WALGROVE

If one were to form an opinion from the
number of helpful, inspiring and .mform-
ing articles one sees in the public press
and magazines, the purpose of wh_lch is to
inerease our efficiency, he must believe that
the entire Canadian nation is striving for

such an end.

And this is so. :
The Canadian Man, because the race is

swifter every day; competition is keener,
and the stronger the man the stronger his
will and brain, and the greater his ability
to mateh wits and win. The greater his
eonfidence in himself, the greater the con-
fidence of other people in him; the keener
his wit and the clearer his brain.

The Canadian woman, because she must
be eompetent to rear and manage the fam-
ily and home, and take all the thought and
regponsibility from the shm_llders of the
man, whose present-day business burdens

t he can carry.
";Igg,ﬂ:v%at are you doing to secure that
efficiency ! Much mentally; some of us
much physically; but what is the trouble?

We are not really eﬁjclent more than
half the time. Half the time blue and wor-
ried—all the time nervous—some of the
time really incapacitated by illness.

There is a reason for this—a practical
reason, and one that has _been known to
phy'icians for quite a period, and will be
known to the entire world ere long.

is that the human system

reason is
dogh ;'(;)t, and will not, rid itself of all the
waste which it accumulates under our pres-
ent mode of living. No matter how regu-
lar we are, the food we eat and the sedent-

ary lives we live (even though we do get
3s

some exercise) make it impossible, just as
impossible as it is for the grate of a stove
to rid itself of clinkers.

And the waste does to us exactly what
the clinkers do to the stove—make the fire
burn low and inefficiently until enough
clinkers have accumulated, and then pre-
vent its burning at all.

It has been our habit, after this waste
has reduced our efficiency about 75 per
cent., to drug ourselves; or after we have
become 100 per cent. inefficient through
illness, to still further attempt to rid our-
selves of it in the same way—by drug-
ging.

If a clock is not cleaned once in a while
it clogs up and stops; the same way with
an engine, because of the residue which it,
itself, accumulates. To elean the clock you
would not put acid on the parts, though
you could probably find one that would do
the work; nor to clean an engine would
you force a cleaner through it that would
injure its parts; yet that is the process
you employ when you drug the system to
rid it of waste.

You would clean your clock and engine
with a harmless cleanser that Nature has
provided, and you can do exactly the same
for yourself, as I will demonstrate before
I conclude.

The reason that a physician’s first step
in illness is to purge the system is that no
medicine can take effect nor can the system
work properly while the colon (large intes-
tine) is clogged up. If the colon were not
clogged up, the.chances are 10 to 1 that
you would not have been ill at all.

It may take some time for the clogging
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process to reach the stage where it pro-
duces real illness, but no matter how long
it takes, while it is going on the functions
are not working so as to keep us up to
“‘econcert piteh.”” Our livers are sluggish,
we are dull and heavy—slight or severe
headaches come on—our sleep does not rest
us—in short, we are about 50 per cent.
efficient.

And if this condition progresses to where
real illness develops, it is impossible to tell
what form that illness will take, because—

The blood is econstantly -circulating
through the colon and, taking up by ab-
sorption the poison in the waste which it
contains, it distributes them throughout the
system and weakens it so that we are sub-
]iect to whatever disease is most preva-
ent

The nature of the illness depends on our
own little weaknesses and what we are the
least able to resist.

These facts are all scientifically correet
in every particular, and it has often sur-
prised me that they are not more generally
known and appreciated. All we have to do
is to consider the treatment that we have
received in illness to realize fully how it
developed, and the methods used to re-
move it.

So you see that not only is accumulated
waste directly and constantly pulling down
our efficiency by making our blood poor
and our intellect dull, our spirits low and
our ambitions weak, but it is responsible,
through its weakening and infecting pro-
cesses, for a list of illnesses that if cata-
logued here would seem almost unbeliev-
able.

It is the direct and immediate cause of
that very expensive and dangerous com-
plaint—appendieitis.

If we can successfully eliminate the
waste, all our functions work properly and
in acecord—there are no poisons being taken
up by the blood, so it is pure and imparts
strength to every part of the body, instead
of weakness—there is nothing to clog up
the system and make us bilious, dull and
nervously fearful. :

With everything working in perfect ac-
cord and without obstruction, our brains
are clear, our entire physical being is com-
petent to respond quickly to every require-
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ment, and we are 100 per cent. efficient.

Now, this waste that I speak of cannot
be thoroughly removed by drugs, but even
if it could, the effect of these drugs on the
functions is very unnatural, and if cop.
tinued, becomes a periodical necessity,

Note the opinions on drugging of tyg
most noted eminent physicians :

Prof. Alonzo Clark, M.D., of the New
York College of Physicians and Surgeo
says: ‘‘All our curative agents are poi-
sons, and as a consequence, eve dose
diminishes the patient’s vitality.’’

Prof. Joseph M. Smith, M.D., of the
school, says: ‘‘All medicines which en
the eirculation poison the blood in the
manner as do the poisons that pro i
ease.”’ : produse Sl

Now, the internal organism can be kept
as sweet and pure and clean as the externa),
and by the same natural, sane method—_
bathing. By the proper system warm wg.
ter can be introduced, so that the colon ig
perfectly cleansed and kept pure,

There is no violence in this P i
seems to be just as normal and nat
washing one’s hands. e

Physicians are taking it up more ‘wid
and generally every day, and it seems ag
though everyone should be informed
oughly on a practice which, though so
rational and simple, is revolutionary in its
accomplishments.

This is rather a delicate subject to wrs
of exhaustively in the
Chas. A. Tyrrell, M.D., h an
interesting treatise on “Why Man of To-
day is Only 50 per cent. Efficient,”’ w
treats the subject very exhaustively and
which he will send without eost to anyone
addressing him at Room 211, 280 llege
Street, Toronto, and mentioning that they
have -read this article in The Canadian
Magazine. ;

Personally T am enthusiastic on T tern.“
Bathing because I have seen whatnit :
done in illness as well as in health and
believe that every person who wis es ta
keep in as near a perfeect condition ag
humanly possible should at least be ;
formed on this subject; he will also e
ably learn something about himsel f whiQ\
he has never known, through reading »
little book to which I refer, :
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Follow
ShacKleton

Follow Shackleton's example. He is taking
Bovril to the Antarctic because his men must
get every ounce of nourishment out of their food.

You, too, can be sure of being nourished
if you take Bovril.
In a single bottle of Bovril is packed away the nour-
ishing value of many pounds of beef, and in addition

Bovril has the peculiar property of making other
foods more nourishing-

Even a plain meal yields much more strength and
nourishment if you are taking Bovril.

Shackleton’s lead is a good lead — remember his
words:—

IT-MUST -BE

Yy ., at 1-0z. 25c., 2-0z. 40c.;
40-4'):1]7&‘.‘:)::):21.1:); 16?:71. $2 25—.oxBovril
Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-oz. 40c. 16-0z
Johnston's Eluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.20.
S.H B.
- - e sttt
THE "
mafl lllllllllllQ)QeDO LT
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Delicious and ! I ' Rl O (":i,:l’v: -
Appetizing 7 =
o5 m
| Ingersoll Ingersoll Ingersoll Green
— Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese
w “he
L] Cheese ~——is superior to any ordinary Ingersoll Cream
= Consists of Inger- Ch""_,'" ""_’"'—_"“ (vch Cheese blended
= u," C“_am Ch"“ crflmln.enl—;n nutrdllllle with (:n||‘<|rv\|u
- ish properties. It spreads like =
Ll ;’?xie:‘l:‘:.‘ SPanls butter, never loses its fresh- Chile. p"l“‘“""d
Very appetizing. ness and is highly economical. delicious.
In 'pachgcs 10e. In packages 15¢. and 25e. In packages 15,
and 15c.

Ask ¥ “Spreads like Butter” 4
sk Your

Grocer

The Ingersoll
l'u(‘king Co, Lad.

ngersoll, Ont,

. EEEEENENINNNEEERNREDRNE

J
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No g¢ift 1s finer than a fine watch
to express a high regard

Waltham
“Colonial”
Thin Watches

The spirit of giving is symbolized in these
watches. Their message of good-will is direct
and sure.

The man who is fortunate enough to
receive one of these ‘‘ Colonials ” for Christmas
will be impressed immediately by its thinness
and its grace. And his ‘‘first impressions”
will be justified by the splendid service which
the watch will give him.

Refinement and strength are united in
these watches. They are both safe and thin—
qualities not too often found in combination in

a watch. In their thinness combined with accurate
time-keeping, they respond exactly to the latest demand
in gentlemen’s watches.

Waltham ¢ Colonials” are high in their quality but never high in
the price which you pay for that quality. An excellent * Colonial
may be had for $29 and the prices range up to $155 according to
the kind of movement and case which you select. Your Jeweler
will be glad to show you the different styles.

Write us for booklet and general information

W altham Watch Company

Canada Life Bldg., St. James Street, Montreal.

e e e

©

e e

o
©0o

=& s

e e >

—

&



——

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 39

The Man
Who Gambles

with money is playing far safer than
the man who gambles with health.

Money when lost can sometimes
be regained, but health lost—is an-
other matter.

Every person gambles with health
Who drinks coffee ; it contains caffeine,
a subtle cumulative drug. It may not
Seriously affect one at once, because
its work is slow—but sure.

The safe way is to quit coffee
and use

POSTUM

It is made of wheat and a small proportion of wholesome molassgs,
skilfully roasted and blended to produce a delicious Java-like flavour.

You get the rich food value of the grain, in Postum, and it is abso-
lutely free from caffeine, or any other drug. .

Postum comes in two forms:

Regular Postum—must be well-boiled. 15c
and 25c¢ packages.

Instant Postum—soluble—no boiling—made in
the cup with hot water, instantly. 30c and 50c tins.

Both kinds are delicious—cost per cup about the same-—sold by
8rocers everywhere :

“There’s a Reason” for POSTUM
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incomparable instrument of music in
your home, “all the music of all the world”
is yours to command. No other gift can assure
so much in genuine delightful pleasure and
entertainment, for so long a time, at so little
cost, as a Columbia Grafonola.

ol

Any one of 8500 Columbia dealers will gladly demonstrate any
Grafonola, from the one at $20—and it’s a real Columbia—to
the magnificent model at $650. A small initial payment places
any Columbia in your home—and on Christmas morning if you
wish.  Balance can be paid, at your convenience, after the
holidays.

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY

Toronto: 365-367 Sorauren Avenue

THE gift for all the family. With this

Dealers wanted where we are not actively represented. ‘Write for particulars.

We illustrate the new “ Leader” Columbia Grafonola, typical of every other Columbia
in its wonderful tone qualivty 'The *‘Leader’ ’cguippnd with the new Individual Record
Ejector, an exclusive Columbia feature.  Price $110; with regular record rack, $100

Others $20 to $650.

-~
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Says Johnny Knife,
I'm keen for life
No rust for me again, sir,
My heart is right
My face is bright
| bathe in
0ld Dutch Cleanser”

(0] ; ih : :
" Written request we will mail—free of charge—a booklet, *“ The Spickanspan Folks," conlaining six beautiful

colored prints especially designed for young folks. *‘Old Dutch,” 20 Macauley Ave., Toronto, Canada.
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ATTAIN SKIN
LOVELINESS

It is easy enough if
you will act on the
advice of experienced
dermatologists.
Wrinkles give the ap-
pearance of age often
in young people.

Princess Skin Food

has proved satisfactory for over 21 years, for removing
lines and wrinkles, restoring withered skins and building
the tissues. Get a Samptfe Box.

Send 5 cents to pay postage, etc., and we will mail you
a generous sample of Skin Food or Princess Face Pow-
der along with our Beauty Book, which describes our
method of beauty culture in all branches, including the
permanent removal of superfluous hair, moles, warts,
etc., by electrolysis.,

HISCOTT INSTITUTE
60 COLLEGE STREET - -  TORONTO

Please send booklet *‘S” and sample of..................
................. as per youradvertisement in Canadian
Magazine.

This Flavor Will Achieve
New Delights For You.

In making dainty
cakes, icings, des-
serts, candies, ice
cream. The taste
is delicious.

Mapleine

is as easy to use as
any flavoring but has
‘ many more uses.
Makes splendid syrup—ijust add
to hot water and cane sugar—no
boiling.
Gives zest and savor to baked beans,

soups and sauces.

GROCERS SELL MAPLEINE.

Send 2c stamp for Recipe Book.

Crescent Manufacturing Co.,
Dept. H., Seattle, Wash.

WHAT B. VICKERMAN & SONS, Lmiran, SAY
Concerning the Serges they Ship to Canada

““ We supply perfect goods, using only the very best dyes which
means a greater actual cost to us, but a much greater resulting

satisfaction to the wearer.”

VICKERMAN’S

SERGES — CHEVIOTS

BLACK - BLUE - GREYS.

Are superior to any other make on the market

@.£ BVICKERMAN &SONS > &4

NISBET & AULD, Limited

TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.
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The Cost of
High Living
is not in dollars and cents —

alone, but in the breaking down of those
functions of the human body that bring
health and happiness and in the depletion
of those vital forces that contribute to long

life. Health and high efficiency come from
eating a simple, natural food like

Shredded Wheat

combined with regular habits and proper
outdoor exercise. In this food you have
all the body-building elements of the whole
wheat grain made digestible by steam-cook-.
ing, shredding and baking. ‘“War prices”’
need not affect the cost of living in the
home where Shredded Wheat is known.
Always the same in price and quality.

Two Shredded Wheat Biscuits with hot milk
and a little cream furnish natural warmth
for a cold day and supply all the nutriment
needed for work or play. ' Delicious for any
meal in combination with baked apples, sliced
bananas, canned peaches, pears or any fruit.

“I’s All in the Shreds”

Made only by

Niagara Falls, Ont.
Toronto Office : 49 Wellington Street E.

3 llllll|IIHIIIl|l|||iIIIIIIllIIIIIIllIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII||I||I|lllIIIIIIIIllII!I|IIII||IlI|IllIlIIIl|IlI|IIlllIIIIlllllllllllllllllllllll|IlIlIIIIlIIlII“IH“lIIlllllllllll||||lllIllllllllllllllIIIIIIllllIIlllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllIIIIIIIIIIIIllIllllllllllIIll

~ The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co , Limited

5
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Known the world over as the mark
which i1dentifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CutrLeErs TO His MAJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - 3 ENGLAND

\\\lIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII"IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII///é
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There are a great many imported Note Papers, sold in Canada.

It is your duty to patronize Home Industry.

French Organdie - Linen Finish
Crown Vellum - Vellum Finish

Note Paper and Envelopes
MADE IN CANADA

Ask your stationer for these papers, they are dainty and exclusive.

It your Stationer does not carry these, write to us and send his name.

BARBER - ELLIS, Limited

BRANTFORD - - ONTARIO

Ny

A
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gratifying

it is to every

Canadian housewife to know that the best of all kitchen cleansers
— Panshine — is made in Canada by a world - renowned Canadian
firm. Every cent you spend on Panshine is so much money kept in
Canada — just so much more money to keep Canadian workman
employed and their families fed and happy. Think this over.

PANSHINE "%aneer "

Itis a clean, white, pure powder that has no disagreeable smell, won't scratch and will
Dot injure the hands. Splendid for cleaning cutlery, sinks, pots and pans, wood-work,
and for every possible kitchen use. No matter what cleanser you are now using, you
Will be delighted when you try Panshine.

F REE Your Grocer has Panshine, 1f you haven't tried it we will gladly send a trial sample tin
SAMPLE ftree. Mention *Canadian Magazine” Address Lever Bros, Limited (Panshine), Toronto.
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Enhance the natural beauty
of your figure

' by wearing one of the new models of D & A

Corsets. Without undue compression, nor loss
of natural beauty they give the correct lines
insisted upon by fashionable dress makers,
‘We recommend No. 808 as illustrated, for evening wear,
its lines being specially graceful and texture very light
and cool —It sells at $4.50 and compares favorably
with imported models costing 50% more.

Popularstores everywhere sell D & A Corsets.
Dominion Corset Co., Quebec. Manufacturers,

Makers also of the LA DIVA Corsets.
14

INON
RUSTABLE

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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Diamonds for
Grand Opera Stars

ASE metal is no fit setting for
the golden voice of a great
singer. So—in the new

Edison Phonograph, the Repro-
ducing Point is a Diamond.

This gem is a permanent part
of the instrument— doing away
with metal needles which must
be changed with every record.
With

UL

\j T

) |
12N\
Thomas A. Edison, Inc. - -

e EDI!

PHONOGRAPH

the liquid, melting, thrilling
tones of the glorious grand
opera voices come to you in
all their ravishing richness
and clarity. To hear Mar-
tinelli and Bonci—Lucrezia
Boriand Anna Case— Polese
and Caronna--is a treat in-
deed; and they are heard
at their best with the new
Edison Phonograph.

The new Edison Phonograph
has the diamond reproducing point,
unbreakable and long playing re-
cords, superior motors and construc-
tion, concealed horns, and the
Cabinets are made in true Period

styles, in perfect harmony with the
finest furniture.

Remember, you have a standing
invitation to call on any Edison
dealer and have him play for you
any Record, or any number of Re-
cords, that you care to hear.

Whether you have an EDISON
—or intend to get one—go and see
the new instrument and hear the new
records, or write us for complete in-
formation today. 151

Orange, N. J.

T
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Your Best Defence

Against Climate, Weather and
Il Health

Why do Governments always supply
their soldiers with
woolen underclothes?

Why do experienced travelers always
wear
woolen underclothes?

Why do sportsmen — hunters — sailors,
etc., always wear .
woolen underclothes?

Because :(—Clean, pure Wool is recog-

nized as the only safe and healthful
material to wear next the skin.

‘““CEETEE” is manufactured from only the very
finest Australian Merino Wool, scoured and combed
over and over again until every particle of foreign
matter is taken out and every strand is as clean as it
is possible to be made.

1t is then carefully manufactured on expensive and
exclusive machinery, very different from the ordinary
style of underwear machinery—fashioning each gar-
ment to fit the human form. Itis all selvage edges,
therefore cannot come unravelled ; every join is knit=
ted together, not sewn, as with ordinary underwear.

CANADIAN-MADE FROM START TO
FINISH, AND ALL BRITISH MATERIAL

People wear “CEETEE " Underclothing
because they know it to be the best.

WORN by the BEST PEOPLE.
SOLD by the BEST DEALERS.
Look for the SHEEP on Every Garment.

In All Sizes For Men, Women and Children.
The C. Turnbull Co., of Galt, Limited,

GALT, ONTARIO

Also manufacturers of Turnbull’s Ribbed Underwear
for Ladies and Children—""M"” Bands for Infants
and “‘Ceetee’’ Shaker Knit Sweater Coats.

The Best
Reason Why
You Should

Is,
Because

CHASE &
SANBORN

MONTREAL
148
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RED
MAN

The Collar That Made the Red Man Brand Famous
EsE% 20cC. or 3 for 50cC.|

The acme of perfection in a high close fitting"double
fold collar. The most popular collar in America to-day.

|
Bavywoop slightly higher. TeAxwoob slighly lower, :
For sale by Canada’s best men’s stores [
EARL & WILSON - New York }
MAKERS OF TROY'S BEST PRODUCT i
|

- -

- ]

“JOHN BULL” RETURNS T0 BEER.

“What is the cause of the revival in popularity
of Beer .nd Ale as table beverages?” asks the London
Pall Mall Gazette.”

That there is a return of their ancient vogue in the
restaurants of London is noted by Charles Pond, restau-
fant-owner. “Beer has been coming into fashion again for
Some time,” he says, and the tendency is becoming more mark-

was dining.in a VWest End restaurant last night and was *

Surprised to notice how many men were drinking beer. People
ave found out, | suppose, that beer is one of the best and
Purest of foods, and realize its value as they have not before.

O’KEEFE’'S PILSENER LAGER

is Canada’s favorite light beer. Rich in food values, delicious in

flavor, mildly stimulating.

If your dealer will not supply you, ‘phone us, Main 4202, and
we will see that you are supplied at cace.

O'KEEFE BREWERY CO “™MT° TORON

The General
SaySi~
Eggs are eggs—when your hens

don’tlay. A warm chicken house §

encourages the hens.
Make the roof—and sides toa—of

Certain-teed

ROOFING

—The label guarantees it for 15
years—the three biggest mills in
the roofing industry are behind
that label.

No roofing ‘‘tests” can give you that
assurance.

Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
Roofing in rolls and shingles—made

| the General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s

largest rooﬁng manufacturers, East, St
Louis, Ill., Marseilles, Ill.,, York, Pa.

n
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For Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

“ Used while you sleep "

A simple, safe and effectivetreatment, avoiding drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whooping
Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

Itis a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of Scar-
let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat.
ment of Diptheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use, ~ Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by all Druggists.

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-
ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.

The VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

j . .

An Ideal Holiday Gift
Are better than marking ink for wearing apparel, house- t
hold linen, etc., Any name in fast color thread can be | en n Ou
markings more than save their cost by preventing laundry
losses. They make a dainty, individual gift, have your
of woven names, trimmings, frillings, etc., direct to in

J. & J. CASH, Lud.

woven into fine white cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 doz.,

Always ask for UPTON'S
friends’ names woven. Orders filled in a week through
301C St. James Street, - MONTREAL, Canada

$1.25 for 6 doz., 85¢c for 3 doz., duty paid. These
your dealer, or write for samples, order blanks, catalogue WhICh represents the beSt
or 302 Chesnut Street, So. Norwalk, Conn., U. S. A. 4 JAMS and JELLIES

P : . made from the purest o!
TYIJBWHIBT Ullﬂﬂﬂllmly [thal)fﬂllla[y : fruits under the most hy-

' | gienic conditions—the nat-
ural flavor of fresh fruits.

A combination of circum- £
stances makes possible the i\ ‘\
greatest typewriter offer “

ever made in Canada., A
limited number of $125
American Built Standard
Visible Typewriters at

a sensational price—long time

on your next grocery list.
payments—Free trial. Unlimited
guarantee—DUTY PAID. Send

quick for Free Catalog and del No. § The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

information. LIFE GUARANTEE Z Hamilton, Ontario

GENERAL MANAGER, |
TYPEWRITERS DISTRIBUTING SYNDICATE,

166 Y31 N. Michigan Blvd., Chicago, Ill., US.A,

Try an order of Upton's
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You want to present useful as well as
ornamental Gifts to your friends, or near

relatives at Christmas, don’t you?

You would also like to buy “Made-in-Canada”
presents for them, as that means money keptin Canada
for Canadian workman to have the use of in making

the “Xmas season” a happy one for them. That's
a patriotic spirit, if you are a Canadian, isn't it?

Electric Radiator
or Air Warmer

ELECTRIC
HEATING
APPLIANCES

Our Catalogue grves information on all our

appliances, write for.it.

Renfrew Electric Manufacturing Co., Limited
Renfrew, Ont,, Canada :

Now why not select a ““Canadian Beauty”" Electric
Iron, Toaster Grill, Heater, Percolator, Disc Stove,
Etc., any one of which is a very useful and apprecia-
tive gift.

We illustrate three articles on this page and a post
card addressed to our firm will bring a catalogue
illustrating our many other lines of Electrically Heated
Appliances.

Electric Iron
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“What we have we'll hold
‘What we havent we’ll

(Ouzr New J'/oéaﬂ Jfor Canada ) H‘.ak e 99

We have Just made
/\) the New

Gillette

-7 BULLDOG
Safety Razot-

HE stocky ‘¢ Bulldog ” handle gives a good, firm
grip that most men like. Its extra weight seems
to ‘“carry through” the keen-edged blade in a
stroke that’s particularly smooth and easy.

)

With its natty case of gray antique leather the Gillette ‘‘ Bulldog ™
makes a particularly attractive Christmas gift and one that will be
appreciated every day in the year.

Or perhaps he'd prefer the Gillette *¢Aristocrat’ in its white
French Ivory, or a Pocket Edition or Combination set. Look them
all over at your dealer's—there is a splendid selection.

Prices from $5.00 up.

Gillette Safety Razor Co.
of Canada, Limited
Montreal

*******

~’//

% ""’gfg
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MADE IN CANADA
TELEPHONES

AIIINVIVND ALI'TVNO
LHDId 3J¥V SIONAd

WE MAKE HIGH CLASS TELEPHONES

For the CITY

For the TOWN

For the RURAL LINE

For the FACTORY

For the. APARTMENT HOUSE
For the SCHOOL ;
For any SERVICE : :

No need to buy a Telephone that is not made in Canada no matter
for what service you need it.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Limited
TORONTO :

i—-——
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There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as CUTI CURA
9

Fearman’s Star Brand

Bacon.
and at the present prices

there is nothing more

Cuticura Soap baths,

€conomical. assisted by Cuticura Oint-
‘ ment, mean skin health in
Ask your Grocer for infancy and childhood and
: freedom, in the majority of
Fearmans Star Brand cases, from torturing, disfig-
' uring skin and scalp affec-

Made by tions in after life.

F y . . Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are sold

. w. Feal'man CO.' lelted, throughout the world. Send post-card to neares?

gepolt) for f?]e sg}r,nple ohf eachsmthl:’iZ ;:{lge %ook.

. ewbery, arterhouse Sq., London, Eng.;

Hamlltono R. Towns & Co., Sydney, N. S, W.; Lennon,

G Ltd., Cape Town Muller, Maclean & Co.,

o Calcutta and Bombay; Potter Drug & Chem.

Corp., Boston, U. S, A.

ﬂ"Men who shave and shampoo with

Cuticura Soap will find it best for skin and scal .




56

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Believe Me 1
Eat Everything

For I Know a Stuart’s Dyspepsia

Tablet Will Digest Any Meal
At Any time.

How often do we see men who can not eat and how often do we
hear other men boasting of their abilities to eat.

The secret of all health is digestion. The secret of digestion is the
juices which are supplied by the body to separate the ingredients needed
from those that are of no use to the system.

When a heavy meal has been eaten the entire body is called upon
to furnish the digestive organs with forees to take care of it. The more
the strain the weaker become the forces to take care of the next meal
as well.

A Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet aids Nature in Nature’s own way.
These little tablets are filled with the very ingredients and essences so
needful to every normal and perfect stomach.

One quality or ingredient of a Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet will digest
3,000 times its weight in food. Think if you can what a big help this
means to a depleted digestion. Other ingredients aid in building up
the digestive juices and blood. The stomach and intestines have their
duties lightened and thus irritation, soreness and raw linings are per-
mitted to be cured by the system naturally, quickly, harmlessly.

Thousands of dyspeptics and stomach sufferers would be glad to
tell you what Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets have done for them. This is
what makes these tablets sold in every drug store in this country,
price 50 cents.

To anyone wishing a free trial of these tablets please address
F. A. Stuart Co., 150 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich., and a small sample
package will be mailed free. :
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DONT WEAR
A TRUSS!

After Thirty Years’' Experience I
Have Produced An Appliance
for Men, Women or Chil-
dren That Cures
Rupture,

I Send It On Trial.

If you have tried most everything else,
Come to me. Where others fail is where
have my greatest success. Send
attached coupon today and I will send

Theaboveis C. E. Brooks, inventor of the Appliance,
who cured himself and who is now iving others
the l?e'neﬁt of his experience, I§ ruptured,
write him today, at Marshall, Mich,

You free my illustrated book on Rupture
and its cure, showing my Appliance and
8lving you prices and names of many
People who have tried it and were cured.
t gives instant relief when all others fail.

emember, I use no salves, no harness,
no ljes,
truI send on trial to prove what I say is
Seee' You are the judge and once having
wmﬂ my illustrated book and read it you
L be as enthusiastic as my hundreds of
Patients whose letters you can also read.
Itl'lsl out free coupon below and mail today.
] Well. worth your time whether you try
Y Appliance or not.
s

FREE INFORMATION COUPON
r. C. E. Brooks,
! 1810 State St., Marshall, Mich.
€ase send me by mail, in plain wrapper,
;’g“:: Xlusfzrated book and full information .'fbp:ut
Ppliance for the cure of rupture.
Name

The Kindel Kind

An
INDISPENSABLE
CONVENIENCE

Kindel THE hospitality that ex-

De Luxe .
Daven- tends sleeping accom-

port modations to guests
over one night and possibly
Design § more, will be taxed to
Colonia § capacity in many homes
during the Holidays.

Such circumstances prove how
absolutely indispensable a Kindel
convertible Davenport or Divan-
ette may become as an essential
part of the furnishings.

In a moment the good-looking
Davenport or Divanette that has
been serving, except in emer-
gencies—perhaps for a long-time
—as one of the most favored
pieces of furniture in the h®use,
is converted into a bed that, in
point of comfort could leave
nothing to be desired. In the
morning it will be as instantly
returned to the other service as
it was converted into the bed.
All the bedding will be left upon
it ready for another consecutive
night of use as a bed.

In either of these services, the
three styles of the Nimdel Kind
find unusual favor. These three
styles are the Somersaultic, the
De Luxe and the Divanette. All
accomplish the same purpose
equally well—it is simply
a question of your own
preference.

The Kindel Bed Co. Ltd.

10 Clifford Street
DAY & NIGHT SERVICE NewYork ToronTo Grand R‘pid.

Ask for a copy of the Xamdel booklet,
**The House That Grew.'
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Locker

Perfection

pEteRiEL

Here’s our new style, unit construction,
D 45 Locker, with smooth front and Louvre
ventilation. It combines appearance, secur-
ity and economy, and is the last word in
locker construction and design.

Made of the best materials only, completely
equipped and finished with superior enamel,
baked on at high temperature, it is a
thoroughly high-class, honest article.

Made in Canada’s largest locker factory by
Canadian workman, it is decidedly worth
your while to investigate.

Facts and figures regarding this or any other
type of such equipment will be gladly sent
you on request.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
WORKS CO. LIMITED
LONDON

CANADA

MADE IN CANADA

LEATHER GOODS

WE MAKE AND KEEP A FULL RANGE

LADIES’ HAND BAGS—PURSES—BILL WAL~
LETS—LETTER and CARD CASES. WRITING
PORTFOLIOS — POCKET BOOKS — BANKERS
CASES. Newest Styles—Cenuine Values.

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

BROWN BROS.:

Manufacturers of Leather Goods, etc.
SIMCOE and PEARL STREETS, TORONTO

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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IF THE BABY IS CUTTING TEETH
USE

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

A SPLENDID REGULATOR
PURELY VEGETABLE—NOT NARCOTIC

:
L

QUPS7 eaness

ROAD TOHEALTH

Are you run down? Has disease sapped your
vitality ? Throw off this worn-out teeling and
regain robust health by use of Oxydonor.

SEVEN YEARS’ EXPERIENCE

“ Oxydonor has never failed me. Have had a
double and a single Oxzydonor for about seven

years.” Mrs. Lucy Mepham, 177 Caroline St. N.,
Jan, 16th, 1912 Hamilton, Ont.

NO NEED OF A DOCTOR
“ When any one of our family does not feel well,
Ozydonor is applied for a few days and as a
result we have no need of a doctor.”
John Teece, Abernethy, Sask.

Thousands of such letters have been received by
Dr. Sanche.

Beware of fraudulent imitati The genuine is
plainly stamped with the name of the originator and
inventor, Dr. H. Sanche.

WRITE TO-DAY for FREE BOOK on HEALTH
Dr. H. Sanche & Co.

Dept. 11 of
364 St. Catherine St. W. bo

Montreal, Canada 0 ﬁ

EDDY’'S MATCHES

HERE
SINCE
1851

Constantly
Inventing

and Improving

Always, Everywhere in Canada,

Ask for “‘Eddy’s’’
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TWO POPUL

For Big Game

The Sporting * Ross Rifles " either .280
High Velocity or in .303 calibre, are
sold all over Canada to the best judges
of firearms. Safe, accurate, powerful and
with very speedy action, they are the
choice of the most experienced big game
hunters in America, England, Africa,
India and Australia.

Prices from $25.00 to $55.00.

AR RIFLES

For “Junior” Use

There are many uses for the “Ross”
Cadet Rifle, besides its official one as
the arm of Canadian Cadets.

The “Ross” Cadet Rifle is a high grade
22 calibre Rifle, fitted with excellent

adjustable sights, strong, accurate, and

‘easy to handle. For general use on farm

or in camp, it's hard to beat.

Price $12.00

P ————————

For sale by best dealers in Canada, the United States and Great Britain, Efc., Elc.

Ross Rifle Co.

Quebec

Tllustrated Cata-
logue on request.

K SEINEESIENISEAREREREANNE

« MADE-IN-CANADA ”

IMPROVE THE
MEAL

By serving Cosgraves, the
most delicious of all Ales.
It is easily assimilated there-
fore aiding digestion.

W

For Your Stomach’s Sake Drink

COSGRAVES

( Chill-Proof)

PALE ALE

RICH IN FOOD ELEMENTS AND ABSOLUTELY PURE.
ORDER AT YOUR DEALERS.

As light as
lager, but
better for you.

i

p—
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Useful

New Invention

Enables Anyone to Play Piano
or Organ Without Lessons

A Detroit musician has invented a won-

erful new system which enables any per-
Son or little child to learn to play the piano
OF organ in one evening. Even though you
Now absolutely nothing about music or

ave never touched a piano or organ, you
%an now learn to play in an hour or two.
ot‘}’?l)le who do not know one note from an-
o er are able to play their favorite music

1th this method without any assistance
Whatever from anyone.

NThls new system which is ecalled the
NUIneral Method, is sold in Canada by the
% Umeral Method Musie Co. of Canada, and
S they.are desirous of at once making it
th OWn in every locality, they are making

€ following special free trial and half-
Price offer to our readers. ;
tilYou are not .asked to send any money un-
L You have tried and are satisfied with the
Wiﬁ" method. The Numeral Company is
- 11ng to send 1t to you on one week’s free
cer?t" and you will not have to pay them one
i unless you desire to keep it. There are
wil‘fxg)ress charges to be paid, as everything
P sent by mail. Simply write a letter

0Post card to the Numeral Method Music

IftOf' Canada, 251R Curry Hall, Windsor,
eralarm’ saying, ‘‘Please send me the Num-
o ethod on seven days’ free trial.”’ If
and age satisfied after trying it, the Method
will fty different pieces of sheet music
ricecos‘c you oply $5, although the regular
iy WO_f.these is $10. You should not de-
A cl‘ltlpg, as the Numeral Company will
& eﬁOI_ltlnue this special half-price offer
fty nitely. Later_ on, the Method and
% Pleces of musiec will be sold at the

ar price.
lars of TRENCH’S REMEDY, the world

S famous cure for Epilepsy and Fits—
CURED Simpie home treatment. 25 years
success, Testimonials from all
T parts of the world; over 1000 in one year.

S isENcn's REMEDIES, LIMITED
+ James Chambers - TORONTO

Send for Free Book giving full particu-

Make _your
CANDIES

at home this |
CHRISTMAS with
KNOX GELATINE

You will find them delicious Y
and inexpensive to make.

This receipe shows you how
easily and quickly you can make
these new confections.

KNOX FRENCH DAINTIES

2 envelopes Knox Acidulated Gelatine
4 cups granulated sugar
1% cups boiling water
1 cup cold water

Soak the gelatine in the cold water five
minutes. Add the boiling water. When
dissolved add the sugar and boil slowly
for fifteen minutes, Divide into two equal
parts. When somewhat cooled add to one
art one-half teaspoonful of the Lemon

lavor, found in separate envelope, dis-
solved in one tablespoonful water and one .
tablespoonful lemon extract. To the other
part add one tablespoonful brandy, if
desired, one-half teaspoonful extract of
cloves, and color with the pink color. Pour
into shallow tins that have been dipped in
cold water. Letstand over night;cut into
squares. Roll in fine granulated or pow-
dered sugar and let stand to crystalize.

Vary this receipe by using different
flavors and colors, and if desired, add
chopped nuts, figs, dates, raisins or pea-
nuts to the lemon mixture.

Send for this FREE Receipe Book

An illustrated book of recipes for
Candies, Deserts, Jellies, Puddings,
Ice Creams, Sherbets, Salads, etc.,
sent FREE for your grocer’s name.

Pint sample for 2¢ stamp and grocer’s name.
CHARLES B. KNOX COMPANY

499 Knox Ave. Johnstown, N.Y.
Branch Factory," Montreal, Can.
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For Christmas Morning

A KODAK

And throughout the day, the taking of
pictures of all that goes to make that day
a merry one.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED,

Catalogue free at your dealer's
or by mail. TORONTO.
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“0SCO”

OFFICE FURNITURE

Office Specialty carries the largest stock of
furniture and filing equipment in Canada—
every item a CANADIAN product, made to
meet the requirements of Canadian business

men.

Desks in every style and finish—Roll Top,
Flat Top, System and Typewriter—and
Chairs of numerous designs, all modelled
for comfort, are stocked in such quantities
as to make selection a simple matter for the

undecided business man.

““OSCO"” Office Equipment is
Made in Canada in our own
factories—

NEWMARKET, ONT.

FILING CABINETS
IN
STEEL and WOOD

The filing of every record pertaining to
your business, in a filing cabinet, equlp-
ped with an accurate filing system, gives
you guarantee that your records are im-
mune from the possibilities of loss or
being misplaced.

Office Specialty has a Filing Cab-
inet for every purpose—a Filing
System for every service.

If you are interested in desk and chair equipment for your
office, ask for our catalog No. 1721; if you require filing equip-
ment, let us send you our filing equipment catalog No. 916.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

{@0DFFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(0.

LIMITED
AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AKO WOOD
ANADA

Head Office ; 97 WELLINGTON ST. W., TORONTO
Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Regina,
Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver.
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26” x 42” DOUBLE BACK GEARED GAP LATHE

ey BERTRAM i

MACHINE TOOLS

The JOHN BERTRAM @& SONS Co., Limited

DUNDAS - Ontario, Canada

MONTREAL VANCOUVER WINNIPEG
723 Drummond Bldg. Bank of Hamilton Bldg.

“P. & W. Co.” on your SMALL TOOLS

Is a sure GUARANTEE of MADE
ACCURACY IN
QUALITY | 5
SERVICE G

Pratt & Whitney Co.,

of Canada, Limited
723 Drummond Bldg., DUNDAS, ONTARIO Bank of Hamilton Bldg.,
MONTREAL VANCOUVER WINNIPEG
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“I know Santa Claus has been here. il %{
See what he left in my stocking.” By )
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Florida Water

is just as welcome and seasonable a
gift this Christmas as it was
a hundred years ago.

Delightful for Handkerchief, Bath
or Dressing-table

MURRAY & LANMAN’S

The Original,

NN\ Century-old

IJ/ =/

7

e PR B Rt S
s X LANMAN & KEMP, New York and Montreal
. \——_ 3

SRR R 7

A Condensed
Billing
Underwood
Ty pewriter

Wil often save
Its cost in a
few months.

United
Ypewriter
Ompany, ..

L | Canadian” Cities
T Headq Office:
Oronto.
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% Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Sauce

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal

Bck's Pork and-Beans!

s
e

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“ A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON ” on it.”’

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
fash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather. -

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
Toronto Office - - - - 50 Adelaide Street W.
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THE NEW APPETISER

SAVORA

“SAVORA” serimse
APPETISER
THE fact that this preparation is manu-
factured by J. & J. Colman, Ltd., of
London, England, is the best guarantee
that its ingredients are the purest and
finest obtainable.

Savora is a new form of mustard for
flavoring fish and all kinds of grilled
meats, making them much more palatable
and appetizing.

Used with salad dressing, mayonaise
sauce, etc. Savora adds a delicate taste
and flavor which can be obtained from no

DELICIOUS FLAVOUR
DELICATE AROMA

Manufactured by

J.&J.COLMAN L=
LonpongNORWICH

other condiment.

that the signature J. &J. Colman is printed
in red ink across the label.

MAGOR SON & CO., Limited.

30 Church Street,
TORONTO.

To ensure having the genuine see

AGENTS FOR CANADA.

403 St. Paul Street,
MONTREAL.

FOR SALE AT ALL LEADING GROCERS

iy~

i

The James Smart Mig.
Co. Limited

B
ROCKVILLE, Ont. WINNIPEG, Man.

Don’t Worry and Stay
Awake Nights

thinking how you can warm your'home.

THE

Kelsey Warm
Air Generator

is the heater you want—you want the best,
IT IS THE BEST. Its corrugated sec-
tions with large warming surface—its long
indirect fire travel—its positive cap
attachment, conveying warmed, mild air
to most distant rooms—its small consump-
tion of fuel—its durability, are some of
its chief features. Every pound of coal
it uses does its work. There is no waste.

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells you
all about it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions.
Read them,

S S R MR - e BTN
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Faces As Fair
As An Orchid

Are Possible When Stuart’s Calcium
Wafers Are Used After Meals to
Clean Up Skin Eruptions
And Discolorations.

When a face is covered with blotches, liver spots, pimples, black-
heads, etc., Stuart’s Caleinum Wafers will act like some magical charm.
However, there is nothing magical about them. They are nature’s own
way of cleansing the human blood and preventing it from filling the
surface of the body—the skin—with pimples and little skin eruptions.

The abolishing of all skin disorders must begin with the blood.
Lotions, salves, cosmeties, ete., will do no material good. The trouble
comes from within and there the remedy must be applied.

If you really desire quick action and at the same time a common
sense, natural, harmless blood purifier, then Stuart’s Calcium Wafers
is this remedy.

The correct and best blood purifier known to science is—Calecinm
Sulphide. This great cleanser is contained in proper quantities in
Stuart’s Caleium Wafers, and that is why all blood troubles and skin
blemishes rapidly disappear after their use.

An unsightly and pimply face due to impure blood is one of the
most disgusting sights one can see, and yet all about us, upon the
streets, in the theatre, when travelling, ete., we see these horrible results.

There is no need for this eondition if you will take Stuart’s Cal-
cium Wafers daily and keep all salves, lotions, cosmetics and other
harmful preparations from clogging the pores.

Every first-class druggist in this ecountry carries Stuart’s Calcium
Wafers, which are pleasant to take, harmless, and may be obtained for
50 cents a box. A small sample package will be mailed free by ad-
dressing F. A. Stuart Co., 175 Stuart Bldg, Marshall, Mich.
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Eﬂ vpurc}lasing ’ralalc,silvér there is a
A distinct buying advantage in the
- knowledge that 1847 ROGERS, BROS.
silver plate is the brand which is
~sold with an unqualified guarantee

made possible by the actual test of

over 65 years. Sold bg 1eading dealers.

Send for z'llustmfed caiaZogue;

INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO.
Siiciiit B Meridon BoilindiiiC
MERIDEN, CONN. . . 1
NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO CHICAGO HAMILTON, CANADA \
Ghe Woz-ld’s Lafgest Makers cf Sterlthg Silver and Plate
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Sugar

Children Need
Sugar

Pure sugar is necessary to the health of
young or old. Good home-made candy,
sugar on porridge, fruit or bread—not
only pleases but stimulates.

Buy St. Lawrence Extra Granulated in bags and be sure of the finest pure cane

sugar, untouched by hand from factory to your kitchen.
Bags 100 Ibs., 25 lbs., 20 1bs., Cartons 5 lbs., 2 lbs.

FULL WEIGHT GUARANTEED
Sold by best dealers

GRANULATES
SurS,

Mape FROM
\PURE cane SUGAR .

St. Lawrence Sugar Refineries, Limited, Montreal. 11

The Good Cheer Lasts with
a Christmas Present
as useful as a

Connor Electric
Washer and Wringer

It makes possible the Washing being done in
your own home and under your own careful super-
vision—not in a public Laundry, where your clothes
come in contact with other clothes, leaving the way
open for contamination of almost every con’ eivable
kind. Consider this point carefully.

No chemicals are used to wash the clothes with
the resultant ruining of same.

Further it washes the clothes to snowy white-
ness and with the least possible amount of labor.
The machine being designed primarily to provide
for the washing being done in the most efficient and
convenient manner.

The cost of Electric Current is from 2 to 5 cents
per washing.

This machine is not a luxury, but a necessity,
and will solve the washing problem for you.

Write for full descriptive jfolder.
J. H. Connor & Sons, Limited, Ottawa, Ont.
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TERMS 20 9, DOWN

$1-2-3 Weekly

LET US SEND YOU A DIAMOND ON
APPROVAL AT OUR EXPENSE

The Jacobs Credit System enables you to
make beautiful Chistmas Presents without
the outlay of much money.

Diamnnds increase in value 10 to 20 per cent each year.
CGIVE HER A BEAUTIFUL DIAMUND FOR CHRISTMAS?
A Diamond is the best investment you can make.
Send for Catalogue today, Now. Don’t Delay.
WE TRUST ANY HONEST PERSON
Special Holiday Discount of 10 per cent on all cash pur-
Chases. All transactions strictly confidential. Payments

;ﬂay be made weekly or monthly, We send Diamonds
© any part of Canada, for your inspection at our expense.

JACOBS BROS.

Diamond Importers
15 Toronto Arcade - Toronto, Can.

———

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknnw]edﬂedto
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars

ever made. As
to see, and buy
no other. All
stores or direct
or s

THE ARLINGTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.
68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

s T E The “SANITARY’’ ERASER includes
| S A INRR V=Rl | an adjustable metal Holder, 3 inch s long
B R WYt 8 | by 2 inch wide, and a strip of Rubber '%

. 8| inch thick, of a width and length nearly that
of the Holder.

Two Rubbers of best quality are made, one
for Typewniter and Ink, one for Pencil.

{ These Rubbers last six months to a year,
| the Holder a lifetime.

By slight pressure, at the loop end, clean
REF | rubber is fed down untilused. Its narrow
NPT | edge allowsaletter orline to be erased with-

; =% out injuring another.
Well Made — Easy To Operate — They Always Work
Py EVERYBODY should have this NEW ERASER
ice I.W each, Refills 5¢ each. All Stationers.
y E’“l 2¢ extra — State whether Typewriter or Pencil.
Oklets of our ““Q,K.” Paper Fasteners, Letter Openers & Erasers

u 0. K. Manufacturing Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U.S.A.

| Catalog; Plans and Details~ FREE J

W, 1ts from 8.Investivatenow.
Capital Mdse Co. 440 S.Dez*o"n €4, Dnt,403 Chicago

An enjoyable education for the
traveler, an unlimited field for busi-
nese men, Frequent sailings by 12,500
ton steamers to Barbados, Bahia, Riode
Janeiro, Santos, Montevideo and Buenos Ayres.
,  TOURS AROUND SOUTH AMERICA
Over the Andes by rail and through the Panama Canal
BUSK & DANIELS, GENERAL AGENTS
213 Produce Exchange, N. Y., or Local Agents

1 We Bought
; it for Cards

—but we have found it: so
useful for other things! # Hard-
ly a day goes by now that we
do not use our light

PEERLESS ( folding) TABLE

The Children’'s meals in the nursery; after-
noon tea in the sun room or den; a sewing
table or writing desk wherever you want it.
Most families can use two or three of these
strong little tables. They are quite inexpensive.

Our Booklet, No. 2 shows many
styles, sizes and handsome fin-
ishes that can be supplied.
Write TODAY tor a free copy.

HOURD & CO., Limited
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers
LONDON, Ontario

- = = Pp— .~ — s - @

- — ) -

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
not a “Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Druggists at %¢
and 50c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein As‘epuc
Jubes, 2¢ and b0c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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“The Santale de-)uxe (exxrafmwéekly in winter

Open on fime

War will not affect the
1015 Panama Exposifions

Plan now o o and visit Grand Canyon
Aﬂjﬂc_‘m_e_\ on the way —

Tour frains a day, including California Limited

On request will send Jou our Panama Exposifions
and Cahforma trains folders.

W. J. BLACK, Pgssenger Traffic Manager
Atchison. Topeka & SantaFe Raway, 1081 Railway Exchange Chicago

ERbig

5
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CANADIAN PACIFIC
WINTER TOURS

TO THE LAND OF

Sunshine and Summer Days

CALIFORNIA, FLORIDA,
LOUISIANA, Etc.

Limited trains leave Toronto daily, making direct connection at
Detroit and Buffalo for the Southern States, and at Chicago for
California, Etc.

Those contemplating a trip of any nature should consult Canadian
Pacific Ticket Agent, who will be pleased to quote rates, arrange
Teservations and attend to all details in connection with your
trip; or write

M. G. MURPHY -  District Passenger Agent - TORONTO

S —
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested in
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the value of
a substantial balance in the Savings Department of
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.
Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed con-

ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the same
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

Catering to Canadians

The names of Canadians visiting this hotel are immediately communicated
to the general manager, who personally arranges for their comfort and
accommodation. The ‘“Old Country” atmosphere of hospitality is combin-
ed with the most modern American hotel conveniences. At the

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, ‘A’ * WALTER S. GILSON, -
Presi NE YORK Vice-President.
WALTER CHANDLER, Jr.,

resident
Manager.

you can secure a pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. Our $1.50 table d’hote
dinner, served in the Louis XV room, is regarded as the best in the country, and is accom-
panied by the music of a full orchestra with vocal quartettes by singers from the Metro-
politan Opera House.

For literature and reservations address our Canadian advertising agents

Sells Limited,

Shaughnessy Building, - - - Montreal

e
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CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RYS.

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
RAILWAY

Two Trains from
MONTREAL

OCEAN LIMITED

7.30 p.m. Daily

MARITIME EXPRESS

8.40 a.m. Daily except Saturday

Via the

ONLY ALL CANADIAN ROUTE
To

Canada’s Winter Ports

I Halifax, N.S. I ISt. John, N.B.

[=5"Where Canada’s next contingent will embark=<&]

e —
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“Julian Sale”

The Name Behind the Goods is Your
Guarantee of Quality.

“RITE - HITE”
WARDROBE TRUNKS

The Wardrobe Trunk is becoming so universally known and its ad-
vantages, its convenience as compared with the ordinary trunk so
vastly superior that it leaves no room for argument.

In the “‘Rite-Hite” Wardrobe Trunks there are many new exclusive
and practical features—with simplicity and utility as the first demands
in its construction—it is the last word in completeness in travelling
requisites.

We have just issued a very comprehensive little booklet, in which the

¢« Rite - Hite” Wardrobe Trunks in the difterent lines are described
and priced—you may have one for the asking.

¢ Rite-Hite ” Wardrobe Trunks cost

$50. to $145.

THE JULIAN SALE LEATHER GOODS CO., LIMITED

105 King Street West, Toronto
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The “Sovereign” is the Best
Hot Water Boiler Made-

in-Canada, or elsewhere.

| “SOVEREIGN” HOT WATER BOILER

Specify the “Sovereign ™ Hot
Water Boiler.  No Architect or
Heating Engineer, will dissuade from
your choice. In the *Sovereign™
you will secure a boiler having an
increased heating capacity and built
to promote fuel economy.

The 1914 model of the *“Sov-
ereign” has wide, flared flues which
give an increased heating surface for
a hard coal fire, and also, when the
draft is open, afford a free passage
for the dense smoke arising from a
fire of free burning fuel. Thus the
“Sovereign.” with the wide flared
flues, will take soft coal or wood in
the milder seasons of the year when
a heavy coal fire is not necessary.

3 Write for * The Sovereign Bulletin” No. 1, it will show you almost at a glance, how the
Sovereign ” must necessarily, and actually does, save fuel and give increased heating
capacity. Mention “ Canadian Magazine.”

—

“WESTERN JR.”

BOILERS

'II‘;IOronto—1088 King Street West.

ontreal—246 Craig St. West.
ancouver—1070 Homer Street.
Innipeg-~Vulcan Iron Works.

Head Office and Founderies:

TAYLOR - FORBES

COMPANY, LIMITED

“SOVEREIGN”
RADIATORS

A3

Calgary—P. D. McLaren, Ltd., 622 Ninth Ave.
St. John, N.B.—W. H. Campbell, 16 Water St.
Quebec, Que.—Mechanic's Supply Co.

Hamilton, Ont.—W.W. Taylor, 17 Stanley Ave.

Guelph, Canada
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF

SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS |

A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of

whose farms thousands are growing rich.

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

- —

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

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

E
Fine Pure Wool

[llustrations show a few “ Jaeger”
Xmas specialties. Write for full
illustrated catalogue.

Incorporated in Eng-
land in 1883 with
British Capital, for
the British Empire.

%

Cardigans, from $3.75 o —
Golfers, “ $6.00 Fleece Slippers, from $1.50 Caps, from $1.00

For Sale at Jaeger Stores and Agencies throughout the Dominion.

' SANITARY R
I‘JAEGER woouz (& i gk

TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG Lounge Jackets,

Read what
this Mother

says:
.

I am the mother of eleven children
and have brought them all up on
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
wasting away, and she tried several
kinds of food, and when I saw her I
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley,
and it is almost wonderful how the child
has improved since taking it. Ihave

b recommended it to several people, as
N S I think it is a splendid food for babies,
and I advise every mother that has to

bring up her baby by hand to use

PA I EN I BARI E Y Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley, as it is
unequalled.”

gets the credit for the health, M B e i

of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S. E,,
SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL ST IL R

MAGOR
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Russell Cars Guarantee Quality---Service---and Value

For every dollar you znvest in a RUSSELL, you get a dollar of Zangible value. ($1000
duty cannot add one cent of worth.) You get more. You pay less. You help develop 2
Canadian industry. You increase Canada’s prosperity. The production of Russell cars
gives employment to 1,500 men. Requires $2,000,000 worth of material yearly. Distri® "
butes over a $1,000,000 in wages to Canadian mechanics.

More Beautiful More Comfortable More Efficient
Latest European stream-line bodies. Perfectly-balanced chassis. Long three- Latest-type, long-stroke, smooth-rur
New domed fenders. Concealed door- quarter-elliptic rear springs. Ample ning, high-efficiency engines. Mor¢
hinges. Clean running-boards. Double wheel-base. Big wheels. New proven power—less weight.” Saving of fuel, 0
head-lights.  Lasting lustrous finish. two-unit electric starting and lighting and tires. Newesttype ignition, Chrom®
%’.‘"e tires at rear. Full Equipment— system. New instrument board (com- nickle-steel gears and shafts, Cleverly
ighest quality top. Built-in, rain-vis- plete control at finger tips.) Left side designed chassis, _ Light, strong, heat*
ion, ventilating windshield. Demount- drive. Center control. Quick acting treated steels. Full-goating rear ﬁxle?
able rims. Spare rim. Warner speedo- Collins side-curtains, opening with doors, Worm bevel gears. Double dust-pro©
meter. Clock. Electric horn, etc. and adjustable from seats. brakes. Very low operative cost per miler
. . “ . 9’
Five reasons why YOU should drive a Russell ‘“Madein Canada’ Car:
1st: The highest-quality car—at the lowest price. oand: Most comfortable—easiest-riding—smoothest-running car built:

3rd: Built of finest materials—by expert workmanship. Fully guaranteedand backed by service stations from coast to coast:
4th; Made in Canada—by Canadian workmen—in a Canadian-owned-and-operated plant.
Sth; A vital unit in Canadian industry—whose success helps to build up Canadian prosperity—which in turn helps yoU:

Ride in a RUSSELL today. Performance proves its worth.

Agency applications in- s ‘6-'30 ”--$l750 “4.32 ”--$2650 Catalogue and full descrip’,
vited in open lerritory “6.48’ - $4500 tive matter on reque-‘t

Works and Executive Branches :

Difices: Russell Motor Car Co., oronro —mamiroX

Juis EG
WEST TORONTO Limited CALGARY - VANCOUVER

—_
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Speed

in a

:Mcl..aughlin . Buick:

MAYBE you don’t care for speed, but sometimes
you need it, and offen you need the Power

that makes speed possible.

- McLaughlin-Buick cars are capable of high speed if you want to use i,
and have great reserve Power to call upon for hills, sand or bad roads.

' We guarantee the McLaughlin-Buick Valve-in-Head motor to develop and deliver

more power cylinder for cylinder than any other type of motor.

Call and sce the six new 1915 models priced at $1250 to

$2250, F. O. B. Factory, and let us give you a demonstration
that is a real test of McLaughlin-Buick Power and Strength.

OSHAWA,

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, onTaric

BRANCHES :—ST. JOHN, MONTREAL, BELLEVILLE, TORONTO, HAMILTON,
LONDON, WINNIPEG, REGINA, SASKATOON, CALGARY,
EDMONTON, VANCOUVER.

$1250 f. 0. b. Oshawa
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MADE-IN-CANADA
Couldn’t be Made
Better Anywhere

Else.

IT is risky to pay
less for your tires
than the DUNLOP
TRACTION
TREAD price.

Q That price is al-
ways a standard for
you to follow—any-
thing more is unneces-
sary—anything less is
risky.

q If tires were bought
on a price basis only
—there never would
have been any DUN-
LOP TRACTION
TREAD.

(] But because the
big majority of motor
owners regard the
safety-insuring quali-
ties of a tire as price-

lesss DUNLOP
TRACTION
TREAD was made
the best-known and
best liked tire in less
than three years.
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The Climax of Six Cylinder
Efficiency

THIS announces the widely discussed and

keenly anticipated Overland Six——the
Six that we predicted would upset all pre-
vious and present six cylinder value standards.

Specifications of Model 82

=

=

§ Sevsrn passenger touring car Pockets in all doors Center control

= 125-inch wheel base Rain vision, ventilating type 4S:horsepower motor

E Electrically started windshield, built in g'gh tentsng;: magneto

Z Electrically lighted Extra long underslung rear oﬁ:’::é:.:ri;nms

= Color—Royal blue, ivory white springs High grade magnetic speedo-

= striping Full floating rear axle meter

= Hand buffed leather, long grain 35 inch x 414 inch tires; smooth Electric horn

= bright French finish tread in front; non- -skid in rear Electric control buttons on steer-

= One man top Left hand drive ing column

=

§ Catalogue on request. Please address Dept. 4.

= . .

= Overcland Model 80 Six cylinder S e
K $2150 Overland Mode
Overland '\/Iodel 80 T $1425 MOde] 82 Overland Model 81 R $1065
Overland Model 80 R $1390 $1 975

All prices f.o.b. Hamilton, Ont.

The Willys-Overland of Canada, Limited

HAMILTON - ONTARIO

A 2

E
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The greatest enemy
of your skin

In the care of your skin have you reckoned with the most
powerful, the most persistent enemy it has—the outside enemy?

Skin specialists are tracing fewer and fewer troubles to the
blood—more to bacteria and parasites that are carried into the pores of the skin
with dust, soot and grime.

Examine your skin closely. If it is rough, sallow, coarse-textured or excess-
ively oily, you are providing the very best soil for the thriving of these bacteria.

How to Begin this treatment tonight: With warm water work up a heavy
make your lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap in your
skin resist hands. Then with the tips of your fingers
this enemy rub this cleansing, antiseptic lather into

your skin using an upward and outward

motion. Rinse well with warm water, then with cold.
If possible rub your face for a few minutes with a piece of ice.

Rub its
lather
in

Use this treatment for ten nights and you will see a marked im-
provement. If your skin should become too sensitive, discontinue
until this sensitive feeling disappears, .=
Woodbury's Facial Soap is the work 7
of an authority on the skin and its ~
needs. Use it regularly in your/
daily toilet and keep your skin
clear and fresh, free and healthy,
and its insidious enemies /
will invariably meet defeat. |

Woodbury’s Facial Soap
costs 25¢ a cake. No one
hesitates at the price after
their first cake.

" You can make your
skin what you would
love to have it.

Write today to the Woodbury
Canadian Factory for samples

For 4c we «will send you a sample cake.
For 10c, samples of Woodbury's Facial
Soap, Facial Cream and Powder. For
50c, copyof the Woodbury book and Samp-
For sale by Canadian druggists from coast les of the Woodbury dpreparatiam. W rite

10 cunstyy ng Neuf today to The Andrew Jergens Co.,
Ltd., Dept. 109 WPerth, Ontario.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap
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“I calculate that P. A.
has pipe-joy
hog-tied and branded”

There never can be another tobacco

so plumb full o’ happiness, and so

everlasting shy of the sting and

e smart that makes you wish you’d
S

never learned to smoke, as P. A.
It serves you with just one soul-
Sy ) satisfying smoke after another, and
R. J. Reynolds
o \> all because of that wonderful patented
Q process that sent the old-line tobacco-
bite and tongue-burn to the
discard. If you want a
lickin’ good cigarette just
roll one from

PRINGE
ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

and before you know it you’ll be rollin’ another.
Once you're hep to the joyousness of this
tobacco you’ll be buying it for good.

Prince Albert, the largest selling brand of pipe
Smoking tobacco in the United States, is man-
ufactured by the R. ]J. Reynolds Tobacco
Company at their factories in Winston-Salem,
N.C,U.S. A. It is.imported from the United
States by Canadian dealers.

Prince Albert is sold every-
where in full Y8th tidy red tins
that just fit the hip pocket.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY
Winston-Salem, N. C., U. S. A.
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Home Dyeing is a
Pleasant Profitable Pastime

Recoloring clothes at home is to thousands
of women a simple process. They find it an
interesting money saving way to employ their
spare time. These women use DIAMOND
DYES. You too should enjoy the pleasure of
saving money by giving old clothes new colors
with The Fashion Helpers—DIAMOND DYES.

Mrs. C. D. Savage of Philadelphia, writes:—

““ My last seasons suit was grey. It was very pretty but not very
practical for it spotted dreadfully. I stood it last year but decided that I
could not be bothered having it cleaned constantly this Fall. I decided to
try dyeing it myself with DIAMOND DYES and it is now a deep blue and
with the new girdle I put on it, has been greatly admired.

‘I send a photograph which shows it as it is now.”

Miss R. B. Blakeney of Hartford, Conn. writes :

“I had a green dress which had become soiled and stained and I dis-
liked to wear it tor that reason.”

“T took it to be cleaned and they told me they could not remove the
stains without taking out the color, but said they could dye it for me. The
price they asked me for dyeing it was more than I wanted to pay. So I went
to the druggist and bought some DIAMOND DYES and dyed my dress
black. The result was wonderful. I was more than pleased and it cost me
very little and now I have a pretty dress and don't have to worry about the

, stains being seen.”
Grey Suit dyed Green Dress dyed
lue ac

Diamond Dyes

“ A child can use them ”’
Simply dissolve the dye in water and boil the material in the colored water.

Truth About Dyes for Home Use

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics. “Union’
or “ Mixed” goods are usually 60 to 809 Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics.

It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect color results on all classes of fabrics with any dye
that claims to color animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one bath.

We manufacture two classes of Diamond Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for Wool or Silk to
color Animal Fibre Fabrics, and Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods to color Vege-
ble Fibre Fabrics, so that you may obtain the Very Best Results on EVERY fabric.

DIAMOND DYES SELL AT ro CENTS PER PACKAGE.

Valuable Book and Samples Free.—Send us your dealer’s name and address—tell
us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes. We will then send you that famous book of helps, the
Diamond Dye Annual and Direction Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED ,

200 MOUNTAIN STREET, MONTREAL, CANADA:



A crackerjak .

Made in LaSalle and
Peru,I11.. by Westclox

.
*

of a Christmas present

k.}l{pemember when you were a

Sl;'. The presents that were all
Iny and brightand that ‘ ‘worked!”’
€ren’t they the ones that you
°re proudest of?

0§10methmg for your room—something
o could use _all year—something like

sil 1D60ple had in their rooms. The sen-

e lf Presents appealed to you bestwhen

i were a kid. Think back a bit and
= Then think of Big Ben for those
¥s and girls.

Dla’vl;osés’ of course, should never be dis-
out eh. It wouldn’t be Christmas with-
e them. But mix in useful things—
lite] egs that develop pride and that make
& people feel responsible. Give
™ presents to live up to and to live up

.anywhere in the States, $3

gm'th. Don’t make the mistake of think-
ing they dpn’t feel the compliment.

Let one thing that meets the eye of
your little boy and girl on Christmas
Mormng be that triple nickel-plated,
jolly, handsome, pleasant looking, ser-
viceable, and inspiring clock—Big Ben.
See if you don’t hear them say: ‘“Why!
Isn’t that a crackerjack! Is that for me
to use myself?”’

Big Ben és a crackerjack-of-a-Christmas-present to give to
any friend. He’s two presents in one, a dandy alarm to wake
up with, a dandy clock to tell time all day by. He stands seven
inches tall. He’s got an inner vest of steel that insures him for
life,—big, boid, black hands you can see at a glance in the dim
morning light without ever having to get out of bed—large, comfy
keys that almost wind themselves and a deep, jolly ring that
calls just when you want, and either way you want, five straieht
minutes or every other half minute for ten minutes unless you flag
him off.

Big Ben is sold by 20,000 watchmakers. His price is $2.50
.00 anywhere in Canada. 1f you can’t
find him at your jewelers, a money order mailed to Westclox, La
Salle, Illinois, will send him wherever you say, attractively
boxed, and express charges paid.




The Weak
Build up
Quickly

On

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

It has delicious flavour and
concentrated food-strength for

Brain, Nerve, Bone and Muscle.

“There’s a Reason”

A “DRUGGY"” taste
is not necessary tO
make a dentifrice effi-
cient.

The delicious flavor of Rib-
bon Dental Cream makes
the regular care of the teeth
a treat. Its thorough, anti-
septic cleansing checks$
decay-germs and leaves
the mouth wholesome and
B non-acid.

Send 4c. in stamps for a generous trial tube
and our Booklet *“ The Jungle Pow-Wow'"

COLGATE & CO.
Dept. “P,” Drummond Bldg., Montreal

W. G. M SHEPHERD, MONTREAL
Sole Agent for Canada

COLCATE’S

RIBBON DENTAL CREOM
"

(edar

Polish

(MADE IN CANADA)

The O-Cedar PolishWay

This great varnish food cleans and
polishes .at the one operation,

Renews dull, dingy, %% "
lifeless furniture— & O
brings out all the
beauty of the
original grain.

Ask your ‘dealer
for a bottle at our
risk—sizes 25c. to ( “
$3.00.

&

Channell Chemical Co., Limited

369 Sorauren Ave. - Toronto, Can.

VALLEY

VIOLET
PERFUME (

MEDALS 38 AWARDS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD.
TORONTO

ot AT IR Y i"’}‘ g,ajznw

T H. BEST PRINTING CO, LIMITED, TORONTO




