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Natural
Flesh Tints

HERE is no im-

proving on nature.
When art essays to de-
pict beauty, the nearer
to nature’s own color-
ing it gets with its flesh
tints, the more success-
ful is the realization.
This shows that only
natural beauty is really
effective. This was the
prompting idea in the

. : D'/ &
invention of W/ A

_.QQJ

Pears’ Soap

a hundred and twenty years ago. It is a soap comp.oscd
wholly of such pure emollient and detergent ingredients
as the skin naturally and freely responds to.

Pears never spoils the natural flesh tints. It improve.:s
them, by keeping the skin soft, fine and pure. Its influence 1s
so kind, beneficial and refining that its use means the preserva-
tion of the dainty pink and white of a perfect complexion from
infancy to old age. Pears is in accord with nature first and last.

The skin is kept soft and the complexion
beautiful by using Pears which maintains the
soft refined daintiness which is nature’s alone.

OSE IS THE BEST

ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF R
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term,
with a fixed tariff based on strict relation to the MODERN COST
OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the modest, but
comfortable, Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
Apartments—spacious and elegant—are unsurpassed in Europe.

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT
BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Ce.cil Booklet, This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
‘_ stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London, It can be had for the asking from

. THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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QUEEN VICTORIA NIAGARA FALLS PARK
By Frank Yeigh

A description of one of the finest Memorial Parks in the vyo_r]d'
The aims and achievements of the “ Falls’” Park Commussiofs
with reproductions of beautiful Photographs.

« THE RING” IN HYDE PARK

By J. Edgecombe Staley :
Complementary of the article on the Niagara Falls Park is this
delightful account of the Evolution of Hyde Park, in the heart ©
old London, from Henry VIIL down to our own time. Mr. Staley
has made a careful study of the subject, and he has collected 2°
lustrations a number of rare old Engravings.

THE ART OF MARY RITER HAMILTON

By Florence E. Deacon

Miss Deacon tells what this talented Canadian Avrtist has acco™ ,
plished during a comparatively briet professional career. The
lustrations are from some of the best examples of Ms. Hamilton
At as shown at Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal and Winnipeg- :
//

MONA LISA’S SMILE

By J. D. Logan, Ph.D.

This might be called a study of the psychology of a smile, of the
spiritual meaning of a woman's smile (based on the Mona L}sa)
and its relation to beauty and to the human or mundane expressio™

A good selection of Short Stories, including a third story, “On FOl":’iddetl
Trails”’ by C. Lintern Sibley.

____—_______—-/
THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA
GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE suBSCR!

TO ANY ADDRESS IN
s % : PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. :

F
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It is well to know of a dentifrice
which will please the children
g and satisfy the parents. ~Ask for

Calverl’s
soth Powder

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT. Tins, 15, 30 and
45 cents. Sprinkler-top glass jar, 35 cents. FOR
A TRIAL SAMPLE send 2c. stamps to ' E. ©.
Calvert & Co., 349 Dorchester St. W., Montreal.

Rr 3

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

v d Nyk% E———-—-
ME&@%N@ IN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED IN DELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
C Of all Sta NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
0 O tioners Chemists and Stores or Past Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

gfi DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo, 7%%5588 %™ ENGLAND

”

NO EQUAL
FOR « The Queen of Toilet Preparations.” * = Frovemtesi 5
KEEPING , . ROUGHNESS,
THE skiN Beetham’s REDNESS,
IRRITATION,
=" La-rola ~:
SMOOTH meALeR
2 SOOTHING AND REFRESHING "THE SKIN
ATANABL leTE after Cycling, Motoring, Tennis, Boating, ete. :::) :.0 :‘Eﬂﬁ
AL srasong M- BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England SUN, WINDS
and HARD WATER.
\ Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no subsHtute.




] CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

|

w
|
J
.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plat®

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Pape’

is the new sauce im-

ported from England. O a k c y ! S

It is made by blending “WELLINGTON" KNIFE POL]SH

together the most de- Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutle”

licious Oriental fruits ’ Oa key L] S

and spices with Pure

(1} i34 D
Malt Vinegar by WELLINGTON” BLACK LEA

Best for Stoves ote:

a secret process.
P OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.
Wellington Mills, Lendon, Eng., SE-__~

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

LONDON’S CELEBRATED GLOVE STORE

A FULL :
The ‘‘Esme” Real Kid Gloves, in The * Claretie o Ladlveﬂ' Real
White, Cream, and Black. 12‘B length, DETAILED AND “Kid” Gloves in Black, \Nhit‘e and
Mousquetaire, $1.09. Ditto in Bis- ILLUSTRATED all colours, 3 buttons, 61c. per
cuit, Pastel, Tans and Greys, $1.20 PRICE LIST pair.

16 B length Mousquetaire in Black, - 1
The *“Francine” Ladies’ Fine

ol dondos . OF GLOVES Real French Kid Gloves, in Tans,
The “‘Empress” Ladies' superior HOSIERY AND Beavers, Browns,Greys and Black,
quality French Suede Gloves, in Black, plain_points, 3 Press Buttons to

White, and all shades. OUTFITTINGS match color of glove, §9c. per pair

12 B. length, Mousq., $1.03 pair MAY BE .

16 B. length, Mousq., $1.28 pair

20 B. length, Mousq., $1.52 pair OBTAINED Ladies' Real Ki({il(}loves,l‘ncetl{bed 1

ith th of Russia Leather,

Ten button length Mousquetaire | FROM THE | RRSORGC oS Beavers,
Chamois Le»;ther Gloves, best British / CANADIAN and Greys, Pique sewn, 2 Pearl
make and finish, T1c. Ten Button Press Buttons, 79c. per pair,
length Mousquetaire best quality MAGAZINE
washable Doeskin Gloves in Pure OFFICE {tish mader
White, British made, $1.15 per pair. The “Connaught” Superior Quality Cape Glﬂvgsl',ﬁ,rss Button®

, Prix- wi,

The ““Canadian ” Ladies’ Buck finish TORONTO In T Shoieh, ees i, Exixacan: 5
Gloves, in Tan, Grey or White, an ex- OR WILL BE h madé i
cellent wearing, British made glove, ENT The * Blenheim” Best Quality Fine Cape, Britis! Pﬂxseﬂm
3 buttons, 95¢. per pair. S! White, Tan, Oak, Dark Grey, or Black, Spear Points

) { o

Stchnc';‘ °‘i' 19 t}‘,’ "gl'_m‘g“es’ POST FREEND Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, 91c. per pair P nite

rong amois Leather Gloves, Nat- o " . lack, ny
ural Shade, Prix-seam sewn, Reindeer FROM ENGLA The * Royal” Ladies' Fine Suede Gloves in 1131 ole, BIoY
Points, British made, 2 large Pearl Cream, Biscuit, Pastel, Greys, Beavers, Tans,  paily
Buttons, 69c. per pair. . LONDON’S Amethyst and Navy, plain points, 4 Buttons. 730 pe

BEST VALUE pANY
Remittances, including postage, by Int t | Money Order, payable o THE LONDON GLOVE co
General Post Office, London, England. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next stenmer.

d
aarsse  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, Eﬂ

>
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New Fabrics

for Fall and Winter

EXCELLENT IN QUALITY,
REFINED IN STYLE,
DISTINCTIVE IN APPEARANCE.

A choice assortment of Samples rCP{CSG'}ﬁﬂg a
variety of Seasonable, Serviceable, :m(! Fashlqnn}ﬂc
Fabrics for Ladies, Gentlemen's, and Children’s inside
and outside Fall and Winter Clothing, will be mailed
POST PAID to any part of the Dominion, on application

25 Royal and

INTRINSIC WORTH. \Ivlgll:.:]rr‘l't‘»é

E.B. Ltd's Royal Serges are dependable Clothing
Fabrics with nearly 40 years’ reputation for Quality and
Durability. They are made from the better kinds of
wool, without cotton or shoddy, and possess those es-
sential properties which guarantee warmth, protection
and comfort in wear.

Prices from 49c. to $3.15 per yard, double width.

Samples, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, and

Sui Ltd 4
in Ry @8 illugtragion made B RNE __..t v '
Yal Nay ) made to order e Costume (as illustration) made to
ter Weight i Ton-like strength and
Tweeds in a variety of fancy weaves

Price Lists of made-to-measure clothing for Ladies,
twmed AVy Suiti
fabric ing B2870, a smart i y
nf ) order in Pure Wool Royal Serges, from
b ges,
e $16.35 ich permanent colour, R. W . W AREHOUSE,

Gentlemen, and Children, mailed POST PAID, from :
of i
$14.50. Also in useful and effective
m————— | WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, England. fkriclurines from $10.45

If lyi:m want to learn to PLAY if

O, ' [ MAGIC LANTERNS

AND SLIDES
GREAT CLEARANCE SALE

Wickins'
-Piano Tutor

English and Foreign
Fingering

o d

pes

e L4RGEST MAKER® "

Qcomp]ere authoritative Tartan
ook rllustraling in colour rzo
S and giving concise his
]of all ‘important Clans
o lete with list of Scottish
y Names, Badges, Arms,
Slogans, ete.
; 175 Pages, tound in Cloth

Lists now ready of hundreds of Lecture Sets,

Educational, Life Model, Religious, Humorous,
etc., Plain and Coloured, at prices ranging fl:om
2c. per slide. All standard British size, 8% ins.
square. Also bargains in Lanterns and Aplpar;ll-
tus. An unprecedented opportunity for whl()veesas
or retail buyers. Clearance Lists may a

ti d post free from
g 17 Colonnade,

Riley Bros., Ltd., sradford, Eng. ‘
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The Ideal ¢
APERIENT.

Does not disturb the liver or

kidneys, and its effectiveness

does not wear off by regular use.
g | IN SMALL TABLETS OF PLEASANT FLAVOUR.

Of Druggists, 30 c. per box (or postage paid

for 35 c. direct) from
LYMAN’S, Ltd.,
474, ST. PAUL STREET,
MONTREAL.

MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Iy

D ominron Hgent:
Dardy

Hinnipeg.
Standard Brokerage

Vancouver.

Given Away

Select from This Book.
Buy Direct. First Cost.
Post _Card will bring it

1912 Ideal Home
Decorations Catalogue.
144 pages illustrated,

CURTAINS, all makes, ART FABRICS,
MUSLINS, Household LINEN, Ladies
and Gents Underwear, Boots & Shoes,
Costumes, Gents Clothing.
$6 60 CURTAIN PARCEL
b POSTAGE & DUTY PAID.
2 pairs charming old Lace Design Curtains,
3iyds long, 60ins wide, worth $2 per pair.
2 pairs neat conventional floral, fancy
ground, 3 yards long, 48 inches wide.
1 Duchesse Toilet Set of § Lace Covers, Our
Patent Contrenet Make Curtains, durability
guaranteed, White or Ecru. $500 worth of
Goods Free to Overseas Customers, third
year of Gifts, full particulars with Catalogue,
Buy from actual Makers, Estab. 55 years.
Great saving. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

SAML. PEACH & SONS, Box 664
The Looms, NOTTINGHAM, England.

e e el

Banking Course
BY MAIL.

New and complete. Highly endorsed by leading banks.
Every young man in a bank and every one who thinks of
entering a bank, should take this course. Write Shaw
Correspondence School, 393 Yonge Street, Toronto.

# s e .

SHORTHAND

BY MAIL.

. You can_learn it at home and get ready for ‘:)dgsal-
situation, Many have done so and now earn gSOHAw'
aries.  Write now for particulars. W, H.

President S.C.S. 391 Yonge Street, Toronto/

__/

Royal Naval College of Canad®
Halifax, N.S. ;

The next examination for the entry ot NZ of
Cadets will be held at the examination €€%5g49;
the Civil Service Commission in Novembegldates
parents or guardians of intending candly, s
should apply to the Secretary, Civil Sel'Vlcee 1st
mission, Ottawa for entry papers be or
October next. TBE
Candidates must be between the ag€®
and 16 on 1st October, 1913. : ¢ a8

Cadets are trained for appomtﬂ’len the
Officers in the Naval Service, the cours® & ent
College being two years, followed by onets are
in a Training Cruiser, after which Cade
rated Midshipmen.

Further details can be obtained of ap
tion to undersigned.

plic®”

e 1 DESBARATSFE pent
Deputy Minister, epd o
of the Naval Servi€

Ottawa, May 6th, 1912

Department of the Naval Service,/




e

f\‘Slee 7 EIGHT SALIENT T huis
: at KALAMAZOO how lb
W‘"lt]ng POINTS hugs the
surface 2 desk
Th ¢ F]m Opening.
Jooue le.fﬁLA AZOOisthe only | 2 Jniomri | The KALAMAZOO has all of
od Ointy of bogt that combines all the 4 Gt the adjustable features of all the other loose
Und books, th loose leaf and rigid 8 o ol i leaf binders.
23 the , B NG Exposed Makl) It has many new special features peculiarly
ﬁsff g feu:::e flexible rigidity and easy 7. Accessibility. its own.
of the v 27d the round leather | 8. Durabiiy. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
Permanently bound book. made in any size required.

.
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is soothing and comforting, when other foods cause pain.
the most easily digested of all foods, but is not pre-digested.
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The food that enjoys the
universal recommendation
of medical men.

@ For use during illness and
convalescence.

q For weakly infants and over-
growing children.

q As a supplementary food in

cases of malnutrition, and in all cases

of dyspepsia and impaired digestion.

G

7777

A full descriptive booklet may be obtained post free on application to
BENGER'S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.
Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, etc., everywhere.

T \\\\\\\‘
\
\\\\\\\\\\“ IR \

BrosC N

)

Kalamazoo Pomi‘ Number OnJ nm

Warwl

Loog e Leat‘

alamazas) r

& Ac00unt-
Makers

sar°Dinder J§

openlng

1s

N.B.—Send for Free Descriptive Booklet Al.

ck Bros. & Rutter. Limited

Toron.to

Spa 1na

\TRADE,
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Re-opened Tuesds)
September oI

Attendance (;”t

season
Students:

Faculty of 100
Speciahsts-

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC Womer's Residenc®”

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director - sio?
YEAR BOOK for 1912-13 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School :w

Queen’s {niversity and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

THE EDUCATIONAL  COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Dgcl-”'
ment are accepted as the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certl! ‘nd
(b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate; (c) Specialists’ Interim Certificaté
(a) Inlﬁoctors' Certificate. They also lead to the degrese B.Paed., D.Paed.

THE THEOLOGICAL COURSE leads to the degree of B.D., Ph.D.

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of M.B.,, M.D., and C.M., D.Sc.

THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Se., and M.Sc., D.Sc. a

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance, but students desiring to gra
must attend one session. rman

SUMMER SESSION, From July 1st to August 13th. Courses in Latin, French, G:‘km‘.
English, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry, Animal Biology, Reading and Public Sp

Send for circular. g
Calendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE Y. CHOWN, B.A.,, mz-to%

I =

usté

SCHOOL OF MINING  AArtotEohience

Affiliated to Queen's University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy f. Mechanical Engineering
c. Mineralogy and Geology g. Electrical Engineering
d. Chemical Engineering h. Sanitary Engineering

i. Power Development on# o
For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kiﬂ!“"“'/

el
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SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculumin both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education. Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs, Outdoo.
Games, Rink.
School re-opens Thursday, September rzth

New Prospectus from Miss STUART

Lower School for boys under four Upper School prepares boys for the
e e e el ol ta Cinadare 80 fseut

h Cl d 1910 2nd Classics and
I et o0 # Uiverity S P " MILLER. M.A.. D.C.L.. Principa

Branksome Hall

10 Elm Avenue, TORONTO

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS f

Hon. Principal: MISS SCOTT
Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Ri
D'"EY COLLEGE

Cathar;
= Cobrines G
\

m‘ﬁ“"g fa{ the University and for Examinations in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly efficient
00r games—Teunis, Basket-ball, Rink, Healthy locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS
AUTUMN TERM WILL BEGIN SEPTEMBER 12th

\ For Prospectus apply to THE S8ECRETARY.

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO :

Resldentlal School for Boys
OUNDED 1865
Beautiful Healthy sntuatlon overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New

Covered Rink. s &
Boys prepared for the Umversmes, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course. i
Special attention given to younger 1
NEXT TERM BEGINS SEPTEMBER 10TH.
"For Calender apply to
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
HEADMASTER
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

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

LOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application, Autumn Term Comme 2
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., HEADMASTER = September 11}3,/191'/

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARI®

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. I:;;:rk-
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Ball
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket

Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus
MRS, GBORGE DICKSON, MIS8 J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President.

Head Master:

c.s. Fos"ery, M.A. Term Commences °

Successes : Sept.11,at 9 a.m.
1st Place McGill Science

Matric. in 1910 and 1912 M O N T R E A L

n
A Residential School for ?‘OY’J %
Gitls. Students prepared for t l:ol'o“‘h
versity and Military College. nesh
courses in English, Music, Trainio:
Household Science and Manual Colleg?
Affiliated with the Toronto
of Music and McGill Univemty-he’l b
Situation, beautiful an sl
with large campus and go 8)"“9 A
School opens on Sept: 10th, 1
For Prospectus write to— | if
G. J. Trueman, M.A., PrinciP
Stanstead, Que.
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Bishop Strachan School

4
Wipkebam ball S50 @pp, Joronto
College st, o ?-w

Forty-Seventh Year.

: o e
i Lom e - NIISS W "
N A . .

e A o f e, LSH * A Church Residential and Day School, “ "‘m | ot MlLCss ™"
St i Fii 6, % % b1 1.0, g .

Qu'ﬂ"' o /,',‘,‘,,":m“‘h. N Vi Principal for Girls. Full Matriculation Course. w.,.'/"*; o 2 s e dlin e
s Ty 5 3 e 2 % . tew /m "0t - iy
AL L AP Elementary work—Domestic Arts—Music y 'Z} e B 4/“ A

Hin, Tt i Vg
i e

- N aduph

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.
RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 12th, 1912.

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

. nouncement and information address the Principal,
MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

mestminster

aollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

LA Y N e i AT o
s, o . MISS NATION and Painting. Re-opens September 1lth. [,

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

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.

The School, by an unfailing emphasis

upon the moral as well as the intellectual,
aims at the development of a true weman

hood.

School opens September 10th, 1912.

Calendar mailed on request.

Joun A. PATERSON, K.C., President.

. WE  A. R. GREGORY, Principal.
STMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO MRrs. A. R. G , Princip.
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Havergal ladies College

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
Principal . . . -. . - . MISS KNOX

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

Havergal-on-the-Hill -  College Heights, Toronto

JUNIOR SCHOOL

For the convenience of pupils resident in the Northern and
Western parts of the City. Large Playing Grounds of nearly
four acres—Cricket, Tennis, Basketball, Hockey. Under the-
direct supervision of Miss Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior
School Teaching and in Languages.

SCHOOL WILL RE-OPEN ON SEPT. 12th.
Por Mustraled calendass and R MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

/

/

Albert College

Belleville :

300 students enrolled annually—half
of whom are young ladies.

Building heated by steam and lighted
by electricity.

Will re-open Monday, September
9th, 1912. For Calendar, address

Princrrar, DvER, D.D,

: Ontario

St. Jerome’s College

BERLIN, ONT. S
Founded 1864. ncorporated by Act of Parliament: 1
Residential School for Boys and Young Mers
Courses : /
Business, High School, Science, Al'ts'vate
New Buildings equipped with latest hygienic requiremﬁ‘ﬂm,’l’rl 00l

ELARON ¢ arurd Rooms, Fine New Gymnasium, Shower Baths, Swigiufgt’;%ourses
Address: Running Track, Auditorium. Professors made post-gra
. in Europe.

Rev. A. L. ZINGER, C.R., Ph.D., Pres. v RATES VERY MODERATE
COLLEGE RE-OPENS WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 11th. /
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Bishop's College
%School

LENNOXVILLE, P.Q.

He = ;
ad Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, 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, sanitary and well ventilated.

Boys are pre&mred for R.M.C., Kingston, the
1 Milita, Universities, and business life bty an efficient staff
y the h ry College. Kingston, passed success- of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
€ad boy taking fourth place. sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Ete., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.

Men
Doslt‘ons°‘;cupylng some of the most prominent
Tessiong ann Canada, both in the army, the pro-
Blshopy in business, have been educated at
All B“’ College School.
If{u(ﬁ,n M-(/-S. candidates for Matriculation into the
Y,

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

°"h
Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

Engyy
®h Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,

Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Onlario

A Residential School for Girls.
%p.muon frasu Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
un, e Unj
Fine lg children also reg&r:é&y' and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

Th, on

w © Myg, - Outdoor games and physical training,

ho o, twelvl:l Department (Piano, T eor{ and Hnniz:ony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
t

For ‘Voiee Cultypeors taught in the School with marked success.

w n charge of a qualified mistress, ;
\ , apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.
« OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

ollege is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient

s : ; :
deally situated. Gives ample accommodation.
Write for calendar and particulars

\_ The Rev. W. D. Armstrong, M.A,. Ph.D., D.D., President.
\

£
e e AR U A A £ 1 AR Y S P
- >Shool that maade Typewriting Famous

KENNEDY SCHOOL.

3
S70BL00RSSPGCla11ts in Stenography”
T. WEST TORONTO Get Our Catalogue.

N

Send for Calendar

Staf,
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TORONTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LiMITED

12-14 PEMBROKE STREET

F. H: TORRINGTON, Mus. Doc. (Tor.)
Musical Director.

COLLEGE RE-OPENS
SEPTEMBER 2nd, 1912

Thorough Musical Education, Diploma, Certificates:
Local Examinations.

Send for new Calendar and sylibu‘s/

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

.. (Affiliated to McGill University.)
83 SIMPSON STREET, MONTREAL.

For the Higher Education of Young Women,
with Preparatory Department for Girls under 13 years of
age. Acting President—Professor Wm. Peterson, C.M.G.,
JA., LL.D., Principal, McGill University. Vice-Presi-
dent—Ven. J. G. Norton, D.D., Archdeacon of Montreal.
Principal—Miss/Grace Fairley, M.A., Edinburgh.

The Institute will re-open TUESDAY, 17th Septem-
ber at NOON. Entrance Examinations for new scholars
will be held at the school on Saturday, r4th September, at
10 o'clock a.m.

For Prospectus, ctc., apﬁly to the Principal, or to A. F.

RIDDELL, Secretary, North British Mercantile Building,
8o, St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

Ashbury College

ROCKCLIFFE PARK

Near OTTAWA, ONT.
Residential School for Boys.

Special Preparation for Royal Military

College and the Universities. A few

little boys received into Head Master’s
house.

For Calendar apply:
The Rev. G. P. WOOLLCOMBE,, M.A.
Head Master.

OUR NEW £

£;>—  MAIL:-GOURSESS
L0 7267 icosem i Eociatson o
i lished. Let us send ¥ e and
\_/ ticulars,. Use spar@il

acquire a good hant:

5 l,
Write E. WARNER, Instructor, S. C. Scho?
391 YONGE ST., TORONTO.

REMINGTON BUSINESS COLLEGE

269 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO
Thorough courses in

Book-keeping.Shorthand,TypeWTiﬁt’;i
and all kindred subjects. Graduaee.
successfully placed. Catalogue fr

A BIG SAL ARY

EAR Be An Auto Exper!

Big demand and big pay for chauffeurs,
repairmen, and salesmen. Our system O
individual instructions by mail enables you
to complete the course in 12 simple lessons
at home. Send To-day for Free Boo
articulars, and endorsements of 10 lead-

tomobile makers. We assist graduate
i F%!EE MODEL FURNISHED EAOHSP.’
Practical Auto School, 70U Beaver =

courses fit young ladies fjor
any vocation or walk in 1.1f‘-"
—conducted on sensible prin”
ciples—Collegiate, Prepara”
tory, Art, Elocution, Pbys™
cal Culture, Music, etc. The
institution is l“bltlnﬁ‘“’
endowed. Fees Moderate:

Send for Prospectus.

Fall Semester begins Sept-

Robt. I. Warner, M.A., D.D.
ST. THOMAS, ONT.

9th.
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UPPER ; CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO § FOUNDED 1829 A BOARDING SCHOOL
: FOR BOYS.

Examinations for Entrance Scholarships
Saturday, September 14th,

Courses for University, Royal Military Col-
lege, etc.

Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate
buildings. Every modern equipment,

Successes in 1911—Honour Matriculation 11,
Pass Matriculation 22, Royal Military
College all passed.

H. W. AUDEN, M.A., Principal.

MOULTON COLLEGE

34 BLOOR ST., EAST - TORONTO

Autu
™0 Term begins on Thursday, Sept. 12, at 10 a.m.
Boarders return on the 11th.

A high grade residental school for girls and
young women.

Matriculation, English, Music and Art
Courses.

Careful training under competent teachers.

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

Woodstock
College

WOODSTOCK -« ONT.

A fully equipped Resi-
llnlin‘i S'chﬂfl;:elcn and
Young Men.

OFFERS FACILITIES

FOR TRAINING UN-
EXCELLED ANYWHERE.

Iy 5
'enmarELLECTUAL f teachers, and large well-
teq «—Four Courses-Matriculation, Teacher, English Scientific Commercial. A University trained staff of te d

teag Q;UM‘E&mo,m afford excellent facilities for teaching the boy ** to do” by ** *
y “‘ knowing. B o /i i
Dh hf;‘}s?gy‘glfthgﬁfv:’TIIw ﬁ(;llt established and the mgst mllyyequippcd in the Dominion. The practical training received in this department
) A y “‘doing.”
ic:'l coﬂdilfigx}iLTURE"‘Lﬂl‘ge grounds and campus and fine gymnasium under the direction of a competent physical director ensure healthy

Th

Wiy, School §

- S noteq f ¢ 7 o &

for ..n“‘l";:f‘lghﬂ ::J.ml and Christian character, School re-opens lo]:tofnbe:g g'r!t:l! LL, B.A., Principal.

PICKERING
COLLEGE

NEWMARKET

A residental School, with Pre-
Paratory, Commercial and Colle-
8late Courses, Music and Art.

LArGE GROUNDS, new buildings, beautiful!y situated,
with perfect sanitary equipment, electric light, steam
\ heating, roomy, well-ventilated.

= ﬁ\ A COMPETENT instruction, firm discjpline. and hon’_lei
e Iy ey ~ like, Christian influences unite with these material

advantages to make Pickering College _wor(hy of
your confid For A t write

W. ..FIRTH, M.A., -.Sc., Principal.

-
ettt
X
v
!
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Ontario
Ladies’

c°llege 100 ACRES OF GROUND. CAMPUS, GYMNASIUM, SWIMMING POOL,
Seven Resident University Graduates give instruction in the Literary

Dep-

and Ontario artment,and other departments are equallyin advance of the ordinary Ladi:

Conservatory of Colleges in staff and equipment. Proximity to Toronto gives city advantag’ !

Mousic and Art without distractions incident to city residence. Offers the Highest Ed“‘;.ul
e ational Facilities and an exceptionally pleasant home life under health

Whitby, and inspiring surroundings.

Ont., Canada. Send for Calendar to Rev. J. J. HARE, Ph. D., PrinCiP‘l‘

A High-Class Residential and Day S chool for Girl®

$t. lban’s Cadies’ @olles¢

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK. Jas
President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of S-"‘"d';;e vt
Regular Course of Btud{—Thnt laid down b{,ﬂige,—ﬁe'
ment of Education, Pufp Is prepared for the n eTOfonw
for the Normal School, for the Examination of then  yin
Conservatory of Music, and for the Roysl ;'
Seciety. Fully Qualified Staff. Special attentiy, gtio%y
to Langnage and Music. High and heslthy
Good Efrounds and Tennis Court, Steam HeS g
ectric Light. Perfect Sanitary Arrange™® .

For Ilustrated Booklet (allinforniation) apply w

w Oldest and Largest Boys' Residential and Day School betMeilimry
es ern ana a 0 ege and Winnipeg, Preparation for Universities, Royal siur;
and Business Life. Jid & mn?” prif’

CALGARY - ALBERTA EFFICIENT STAFF—Spacious Grounds—slxe"

OM‘)I‘%.'

Mercy Hospital Training | | SHAW’S SCHOOLS
School for Nurses TORONTO, CANADA: /b1

e .
s by atte“da.:c w“”"'

Calendar and fu]l information on request. Dr.

will give you a training in Busines

Benton Harbor, Mich,, mail. Free Catalogue explains. Write fort l-rof”w'
offers ‘a’ thorough training under most fav- W. H. SHAW, President, 395 Yonge St
orable'.‘conditlilons forkyour.]\ag women desiring
to take up this work. enton Harbor is
known asl;.healthful and popular resort and 1 N V E N T o mfoﬂ"do’

in Summer attracts many people from PATENT your ideas. Our BOOK of complete

Chicago and elsewhere. .. on Patents MAILED FREE. o ’

For full particulars address : BLACKMORE COTE & C e TO

Miss Florence Fisher, Superintendent, Benton Harbor, Registered Attorneys and 5°lic't¥‘éRoN
ich., U.S.A. 409 Lumsden Building - ° p.C
Offices—Ottaawa, Toronto, Washingto™




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 19

Uby =

7l and ENGINEERING N .

N

CHICAGO NCEaE
- TECHNICAL COLLEGE ey

. \
Day and Evening Clasess o
Also Home Study Courses for Those Dacis

" W Who Cannot Come to Chicago \ i
[ ] ) Q \
-2 3

Your earning capacity can be increased
many fold by proper development. Our e
-~ courses are an open road to a limitless ooy
cu;‘ L ! future, Clean — fascinating -lproﬁ;.ﬂ.ible 1 —'_2_
(] . 22 s i e e e e s work. Don't worry along on alow p: ying =) ;
Ted‘"“l College, Chicago 1. job. Do what your best “self urges. Pre- I// “EN

d me

~

24

Please gep,

your catalogue

pare for a big future. .
Unusual opportunities now, and growing ( N
demand for practical and competent men. I i? .

The College is conducted by active well s

|
I
i
4 known Chicago engineers and architects.
: Students study and figure on blue prints,
!
|
I

ete. of buildings and machinery in actual
construction in Chicago. Our graduates
are much in demand. Chicago Technical
College, 082 Athenaeum Bldg., 59 E. Van s =
Buren 8t., Chicago, U.5.A. = <L

Address ...

An especiall
interested K, ................................. |

\

The Royal Military College

HERE
T Royaf'ﬁ’few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
précomplj itary College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it is
Ingt,: he Cojje shing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
In goiction lnge i8 a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
&Tet it cor all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
Deryg) e Compeoponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.
the :i my, jeondant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Im-
ancq 11 sup eem for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for
“l’ahn So pgﬁfngﬁch form such an important part of the College course. Medical attend-
St .
c ?,.c"“ege is organised on a strictly military basis the Cadets receive a practical
Phygiod COurge ?lmng in subjects essential to a sound modern education.
th Thy emisﬂ-cyl“%e’ & iaceong: glli'olllmdlng in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
L] Str. » french an nglish.
of gjpurse iﬁf, discipline ma.intahmdg at the College is one of the most valuable features of
Q king s in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
'meregmmisslons“res health and excellent physical condition.
n\mllys in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
ucting the examination for

the Taion of graduation, is considered by the authorities cond

L?', gﬁggw urveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulations of

Th° lengty o? f Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
®Xtrag o total cq tth° course is three years, in three terms of 9% months’ each. B
ea, h'l‘}'.:!a abouyt :so?,f the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and a

e nn .

F‘?EP &ua},ecol:”petltlve examination for admission to the College tal
Hon sho tull pa eadquarters of the several military districts.
Manda,quld be rticulars regarding this examination and for any other {nformation, applica-

Nt, Royg 2de to the Secretary of the Militla Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
Military College, Kingston, Ont.

kes place in May of

-
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Every Man

should carry enough life insur-
ance to compensate his family or
dependent ones for the monetary
loss his death would entail,
based upon present income.

The Continuous Instalment
Policy guarantees a stated year-
ly income for 20 years and con-
tinues that guaranteethroughout
the life of the beneficiary.

Consult one of our represen-
tatives or write to-day to the

NORTH
AMERICAN
LIFE

Assurance Company

Home Office, - Toronto

The Impulse

d

to Save

comes frequently to everyon¢:

After] you have started 8
Deposit Account you more
frequently obey that impulse-

You can open an acco‘“.lt
with this old-established ins?”
tution with a deposit of O
dollar. You can add a dollar
All your de
posits will bear compou?
interest at three and one-h?

per cent. Begin to-day-

d

_—

Paideup Capital, $6,000,0000

Canada Permane®®
Mortgage Corporatio?

Toronto

at any tme.

Toronto Sti'eet, -

ESTABLISHED 1865+
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\Che Postal Life Insurance Company

Safesuards at Lowest Cost

the fe,- the 1ren, the Home

S VAIY I 333333333333 22332323 1274

The Right Way
to Start the
Young Folks

What a life-sacrifice—this

T

Posta] Li

. -Life

chlld’&”-VVelfare
olicy

Ever o olare of the child is

Net Cost Lowest in the

POSTAL

because

mena € minds of . oo
nd S most Ist. Commission Dividends, rang-
fu, uns@;"(’f?en—the thought- ing up to 50‘7hal';fl ;h'el :]:nunl pre- lack of means to even sZar¢
S § mium i icies, 2
TR Ones. i Policyﬁgld:nolﬁe lf;'lltmyf:: - the YOUnS folks nght!

i Renewal-Commission Divi«
dends and Office-expense Savings,
covered by

9:%

guaranteed dividends go to Policy-

holders in subsequent years.

§ 3d. The usual contingent policy-
dxvxdenc_is. enhanced by Postal Life
economies, still further reduce the
cost each year after the first.

Parents may think that by
the time the child grows up
the money will come somzekow,
but it will hardly “come”
unless provided for in ad-
vance—the easy way.

What a fine situation if
when the young man or
woman reaches twenty there
isavailable, let us say, an en-
dowment of $1,000, payable
in four yearly payments, be-

is m
?:d. Cloﬂﬁans not alone food

i thesmg’ but education,
the o € Progressive days
With, B2 Man or woman
handiCapa £00d education is

N Ped, to say the least.
50 o UCation jsp’t always
anq high Grammar school
bOy or g IS(_:hool, yes; for a
the M lives ¢ home and
Coupy  doesn’t seem to

hxé}tléi Anothe
;}le eXt():tl days are over and
tep_ # P—the necessary
colle St € semi
26, minary or
Just

I matter when

N T T T T T T T 393535333 333353335330 2355353533

ing the proceeds of a matured

" Child’s-Welfare Policy !

The way is opened to fulfill
every parental obligation to
assist the child into a pro-
fessional or business career;

the 1. 3t this cpiss >

dol]a]ack. of acflgtlcil point, girl into the store, office or factory to

t“l‘elrs in cagh l:” undred struggle along for years at scanty wages
oy as prema- because they lacked the educational equip-

ma
\ 1Y a boy and ment to get on quickly.

@

Let us tell you about this special Child’s-Welfare
Policy—its options, advantages, benefits and mod-
erate cost. .

At the same time, let us give you particulars
about insurance for yourself : the POSTAL LIFE
issues all the standard forms of protection for men,
women and young people.

In any case simply write and say:

“Mail insurance particulars
as mentioned in
The CANADIAN MAGAZINE for September "’
.No agent will be sent to visit you: the Company
dispenses with agents. :
. If you want figures for a child ge sure fo give age .
if you simply wish personal particulars give
1. Your occupation. 2. The exact date of your birth.

Postal Life Insurance Company

The Only Non-Agency Company in America
WM R. MALONE, President

35 Nassau St.,, New York |

and the Policy also includes
certain specified nsurance
protection in the early years.

B BRIIEBIEIIEEEEEEEEEE -

/
o«

STRONG POSTAL POINTS

First: Old-line legal re-
serve insurance—not fra-
ternal or assessment.
Second: Standard policy-
reserves, now more than
$10,000,000, /nsurance 17
Jorce more than $50;000,000.
Third: Standard policy-
provisions, APProve! y
the State Insurance De-
partment.

Fourth ; Operates under
strict State  require
ntzenz.r and subject to the
United States postal au-
thorities. % 3
Bifth: High medical
standardsin the selection
of risks. .
Sixth: Po licyholders
Health Bureaw arranges
one free medica] examina-
tion each year, if desired.

AR CadEdidEei(dadaceus

D
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SAFE INVESTMENTS

Careful and profitable investments are a primé€

requisite in the successful conduct of a Life Insuranc®
Company.

THE MUTUAL LIFE OF CANADA has had
a unique career of over 42 years in this respect, in that
not a”dollar of its assets has been lost by mismanag®
ment. :

Its rapidly expanding business bears testimony i
the appreciation of this and other features by new

assurers.

Its Investments consist of:—

$9,718,099 53.5%0
4,967,664 27.4%0
2,276,483 12.6%0

Mortgages - -
Debentures and Bonds
Loans on Policies -

Other Assets- - - 1,199,601 6.5/
Total{Assets - - $18,161,847 100. /o
MUTUAL LIFE OF CANADA
Head Office - WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT,K.C., President CHAS. RUBY, Secretary § p

S.! clud

GEO. WEGENAST,{ Managing Director M. S. HALLMAN, A.1A,F.A.
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Esterbrook’s Falcon No. 048

©
Publlc enjoys the distinction of being the

most popular pen in the world. Itis

the standard pen for general corres-

Endorsement peainse, Sombae S8

capacity.
Write for illusirated booklet.
?f the Great-West Life Policies The Esterbrook Steel Pen
is so pronounced that the 1912 Mfg. Co.
Business is, so far, practically o R o Poag
dOUble that of 1911. Brown Bros., Limited

51 Wellington St. W.
Low rates —high profits—liberal b veri
Canadian

conditions account for this great il
demand.

Your
Stationer

Ask for personal rates.

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Bead Office - Winnipeg

WESTERN

X
Ncorporated In 1851

ASS

LIA:ES' $3,213,438.28 S rat

SECUR:?ES’ 469,254.36 E;E;I!&L“‘.Ei';‘,l“
Y TO POLICY- Y

HOLD | ual il

LOSSE Paid since organization of C

$54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS::

“onl;ceo. A. COX, President
* R. BROCK, Vice-President

Pald-up Capital - “ $6,000,000
Reserve Funds - - 5,458,818
184 Branches in Canada.

Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

ts received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-

*B. MEIKLE, Managing Director ‘
|
Heag ‘
. |
omce ¥ 2 Toronto ’ u?:ﬁg:lud at best current rates
!

General Banking Business.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ‘ADVERTISER

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

2

Capital PaidUp - $ 7,500,000
Reserve Funds - - 8,820,000
Total Assets over - 114,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon, David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond P.W. Thompso?
D. K. Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Pston T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and P. J. Sherman, Asst, Gen.-Managers

1I85—BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—-i85

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

LONDON, ENG., 2 Back Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar St

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT G&hinties

\

\\§
)
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A\
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a
W\
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\ y
\\\
\\\\\\\\

Ly

’/‘/

The Business Policy

of this Company -
% Gives first consideration to the in- /
% terests of its policyholders. %
% Appreciation is shown by the fact %
% that the present progress of the Company %
% is, proportionately, unexcelled. %
//Z Ask for copy of the Annual Report. %Z ‘ |

N\

§
:
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A Bank Account

Banks are rendering the public a most valuable

service by their encouragement of habits of

thrift, and by inducing all classes of the public
to employ a Bank’s facilities.

VERY individual who has the handling of
money for the purposes of buying or selling
should employ the services of a good Bank.

In buying, it is both convenient and prudent to pay by

cheque or draft ; in selling, collection of accounts by time or

sight drafts is the approved method. A Bank exists to serve
the public in the matter of its transactions in money.

Many people do not make half enough use of
a bank’s facilities, possiby because they do not
know how useful a Bank can be to them.
When you have any transaction involving the
employment of money, call at any Branch of
the Bank of Toronto, ask to see the Manager,
explain your requirements, and you will recieve
counsel, service or assistance.

In the matter of your Savings, open an account
with any Branch of the Bank of Toronto. Deposits
of $1.00 are received and invited. Interest is added
to balances half-yearly. Save something in these good times,
and save regularly. Postpone making investments until you
have acquired a substantial and permanent savings fund. It
1sn’t a matter of percentage returns, but of sound finance.
One ought to have an available surplus for peace of mind’s
sake, if for no other reason.
The Bank of Toronto has 110 branches in Ontario,

Quebec and the West. Its assets total $57,000,000.
Its history goes back 57 years.

The Bank of Toronto

Head Office:

TORONTO.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up ' - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - = = 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 138,046.68

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

" YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your
independence in old age— Endow-
ment Life Assurance offers the
solution. May we send you rates
and full information.

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

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY .

£
HEAD OFFICE . HAMILTON, CANADAM

y
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

p Head Office: Toronto
AID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., D.C.L., LL.D., President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

; The Canadian Bank of Commerce by reason of its large number of branches
D every Province of Canada with direct representation in London, England, New
fomk’ San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Oregon, Mexico and St. John's, New-
to“‘;dland and with Agents and Correspondents in every part of the world, is able

offer unsurpassed facilities to the travelling public, enabling them to obtain
Money in the simplest way at any point on their journey the world over. The
u:avd.lefs’ Cheques and Letters of Credit issued by this Bank overcome the
£ n?ymg difficulties of obtaining funds abroad, especially in places where tdenti-
Cation is ditficult.

Cheques and drafts on all countries of the world drawn in sterling, francs,

ma, s
tks, lire, kronen, etc., can be cashed or purchased at reasonable rates.

CAPITAL PAID UP... $2,870,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,500,000

$6,370,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $44.000,000

S
AVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL,
BRANCHES
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THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

KOGEES sioovn s s ominis $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

> are what intending insurers desire, both
securlty obtained under * Exulmor pohcles ‘which
alld Proht also contain the *‘Last Word"” in liberal

features.

The the Company has been able to pay satisfactory
})roﬁts is bec;‘xusefxt has fl.;)een cohntlﬁxuoualy
remost in those features from which profits
Re"on are derived.
In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.
Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

Agents Wanted: to give either entire or

spare time.
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN,
General Manager President”

1912
NORTHERN

Life Assurance
Co. of Canada

HEAD OFFICE JOHN MILNE
London, Ont. Managlng-nlroo“’
The Company has closed the past ﬁi:s

with an increase of over 257 in buSifZ
written, and an increase of 129 of busin®
in force. i
Corresponding gains in every dep?
mente

Conservative methods and steady I‘g
gress have arrived at the goal—SUC

/

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47 to 8

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

Domimion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO, MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG

Leather Goods

Now in Stock—Our Own M
A Complete Assortment

LADIES' BAGS

All Popular Leathers and Fitting*

PORTFOLIOS— WALLEEg
LETTER and CARD CA

’  TRADE MARK REG. IN CANADA
PATENTED IN CANADA, APRIL 8, 1910

A Complete Convenient Money

BrownBros:

Manufacturing and Commercul Staﬁﬂ“

51-53 WELLINGTON ST. W., /

Carrie”
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Bore or Pleasure-—-Which?

E';TER-WRITING used to be a ‘‘fine art.” Now it is
most a lost art. Some men even dictate home letters to

the hotel stenographer.

Lette i

- : ;

. wrlctlmg_l_s a bore-—until you find the stationery that turns
a double pleasure——once for you and again for the lucky

recipient,
Sl

Write theirosl!lc];::g OF TASTE MEN OF CHARACTER

zo“,, e o g:g;sr ::}l:dt tflllank write their own personal letters. They
. a :

R el ey s el e

is & fine fabrg‘}.s' lﬁlNE}N : CROWN VELLUM

Nt o e m; of just the right makes of duty a pleasure—substan-

Bttt ment —boxed to meet the tial, delightful to write on. Adds

nts of critical users. distinction to any letter. :

At your stationers—or from

YAl BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto
o - BRANTFORD - WINNIPEG

—_—

An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent.

Spe 1
cial Features Share in Profits

ety, lar,
8¢ earning capaci :
; pacity, long establish- (o) Thi ity i i
B pa is security is backed up byal -
Yestrmen; fMinection, privilege of withdrawing ed and substantial manu?ﬁ:tm’-'i:g i:fi:::blel:-
bracing a number of the most modern ;;lnnu

at
W 7% on 60‘:" ?f one year with not less ! (e e PO
T in existence, that has always paid dividends
and the investor shares in all profits, and

s.nd
ArO s : b
nce for Full Particulars. 3:;&81:; n:re ?‘ld twice a year, on lst June

Conpep NVATIONAL SE imi
~—_ DERATION LIFE BU]LS}JJGI,‘ITIES CORPORATION, L}%‘llztgr:l'ro. ONT,

P ——

€
Edin
b
rgh of To-day and
Edinburgh of the Past.”

ROMANTIC EDINBURGH

ter
B ;!'YJ and Descriptive History.
Wit g 1. OHN GEDDIE
3 an; 14pa.ges colored illustrations,
9,401 Pegn 1 in black and white.
S. Cloth 5s. 6d. ($1.35) post free.

No true artist ever risks &

poor color on a picture.
He buys only

Winsor & Newton’s

0il and Water Colors
because he knows thei are the
standard throughout the world.
They are not dear.
For sale at all Art Stores.

A. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL®
Wholesale agents for Canada.

e Str.
aat - - Edinburgh




Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops:-
The Land of Peace and Prosperity’
The Land of Opportunity.

Why not own a farm? 4
9
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ ground floor-

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
- increasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance-
ROOM for 50,000,000 more.

.

For further information apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigratio™
| OTTAWA - ‘- CANADA" " = . =8
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A Cool Refreshing Drink
for Hot Weather

Like all E. D. Smith’s products extreme care iS
taken in the preparation of their Raspberry
Vinegar, made from fresh pressed Raspberries
with the proper quantity of Vinegar added to give
it that sharp pungent, delicious taste so refresh-
ing in hot weather.

MANUFACTURED BY

E. D. SMITH, "“""“” WINONA, ONT-
YA N

"RCISTERED

———
AKING POWDER containing Alum has been repcatcdli};
condemned by the leading pure food experts. Its use at
not necessary and can easily be avoided by merely 1ooking 6
the label. If the ingredients are not stated on the label, re Izcd
it. The ingredients of Alum baking powder are never prif

on the label.
MAGIC BAKING POWDER

Contains No Alum.

The only baking powder made
in Canada that has all the in-
gredients on the label.

E W. GILLETT CO, L1l
TORONTO, ONT.
WINNIPEG MONTREAL







From the Painting by John Lavery in the Canadian National Gallery
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E MYSTERY OF EDWARD
BLAKE

BY W. S. WALLACE

l'I‘ is not yet a year since the news-
papers announced the death of Ed-

ward Blake, and in their usual oppor-
tune mlanner printed in many
columns the story of his life. What
here follows is not an attempt to
rival these obituaries, or to dispute
the judgments displayed in them.
1t is merely an attempt to point out
that, although a mnumber of years
have elapsed since Edward Blake
quitted the rostrum of public life,
and fully twenty years since he
mingled in Canadian polities, there
are many passages in his career which
still await 'an explanation; and the
secret of his comparative ill-success
in Canadian public life has yet to be
unearthed. % =
Mr. Blake entered political life in
Canada in 1867, just after Confeder-
\ation. Few men have ever begun.a
political career under a more bril-
liant and auspicious star. The son
of Vice-Chancellor Blake, ‘r,he- asso-
ciate of Baldwin and Lafon.tame in
the struggle for full responsible gov-
ernment, Mr. Blake bore a mame
which was already famous. Althou-gh
still a young man of thirty-four
ears of age, he had already acquir-
ed the reputation of being the fore-
1—39

most equity lawyer in Upper Cantada,
and the most effective cross-exam-
iner. His income from his pro-
fessional practice, he avowed in the
elections of 1867, was greater than
the combined salaries of the Prime
Minister of Ontario and all his col-
leagues. It wlas rumoured, and ap-
parently not without foundation, that
he had set himself to accumulate @
fortune of $100,000 before he ven-
tured to pay his addresses to the god-
dess of politics, and it was assumed
in 1867 that he had achieved his
ambition. Such, in fact, was his posi-
tion at the bar that he felt constrain-
ed in 1866 to decline the Chancellor-
ship of Ontario.

It is small wonder that the acces-
sion of such a man was welecomed by
the Reformers of 1867 with enthusi-
asm. The followers of George Brown
were not strong in the first elections
which took place under the British
North America Act, and Edward
Blake proved for them a tower of
strength. He ran not only for the
local Legislature of Ontario, but also
for the Dominion House of Commons
(for those were the days of dual
representation), and although in the
elections even the redoubtable George
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Brown went down to defeat, Edward
Blake carried both his constituencies.
The way in which he threw himself
into the contest was amusingly de-
picted by The Daily Leader. *“‘Mr.
Blake,”’ said The Leader, ‘*is a man
of business and infinite ambition. He
publishes an address to the electors
of South Bruce in the morning,
declaring himself a candidate for the
representation of that riding in the
local Legislature, and on the same day
Jumps into his yacht and sets out
for West Durham with the intention
of wooing the electors of that riding,
for the sake of their dowry in the
shape of a seat in the House of Com-
mons. . . We expect to hear that
West Durhlam was startled from its
propriety on the arrival of the
political wooer in his yacht. Aceus-
tomed to the severe simplicity of
farmer Munroe, we very much fear
that the yacht, the eye-glass, and a
high style of convention eloquence
will be too much for it.”” The fears
of The Leader were ill-founded, and
Mr. Blake’s double victory was almost
the only consolation in the elections
which the Reformers received.
When the first Parliament of On-
tario assembled there were those
among the Reformers in the House
who insisted that Mr. Blake should
lead the opposition to John Sandfield
Macdonald’s ““patent combinfation,"’
Mr. Blake, however, had had no ex-
perience of parliamentary affairs, and
he induced the party to appoint as
ldader of the Opposition Mr. Archi.
bald McKellar, one of the old guard
in the House. But so rapid was Mr.
Blake’s initiafion into the mysteries
of parliamentary life, and so adroit
became his command of parliamen-
tary tacties, that after three sessions
Mr. McKellar insisted on his assum.-
ing the leadership of the party; and
the feeling of the party was so strong-
ly in his favour thlat Mr. Blake was
impelled to accept the position. The
result amply justified the change.
This is not the place to tell the story
of how Edward Blake drove John
Sandfield Macdonald from power;
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but no one who studies that most
interesting passage in Canadian poli-
tics can fail to admire the skill and
vigour with which the Reform leader
pressed home the attack. Sandfield
Macdonald was one of the oldest fand
shrewdest of Canadian politicians,
and he was supported by the advice
and assistance of Sir John Maedon.
ald, yet he was outmancuvred and
outgeneralled at every turn by the
young chancery lawyer who had be-
gun his apprenticeship in polities
only three years before. The dawn
of 1872 saw Edward Blake Prime
Minister of Ontario,

Those four years from 1867 to 1871
represent the high-water mlark of Mr.
Blake’s achievement, They consti-
tute a record which he never again
equalled. No sooner had he driven
Sandfield Maedonald from power
than he gave the first evidence of the
disregard, even the distaste, for the
prizes of politidal life which marked
his whole career. 1t was with diffi.
culty that he was persuaded to head
the new administration; and even
when he did aceept the responsibility
of forming a cabinet, he refused to
accept a portfolio, and served merely
fas President of the Couneil, without
salary. Once the new ministers were
installed in their departments, how-
ever, he went off to England for his
health, and on his return in the
autumn of 1872 he resigned the Pre.
miership of Ontario in order to de-
vote himself exclusively to Dominion
polities. Doubtless it seemed to him
that in the federal arena his abilities
would have Y larger scope: and cep.
tainly he bestrode the narrow world
of provincial polities like a eolossns,
But even on these grounds it is diffi.
cult to understand the cavalier man-
ner in which he cast aside the honours
which the people of Ontario had
placed upon him.

Nor was his conrse in the Dominion
House more comprehensible. There
were those there whose claims to
leadership were greater than his.
When Sir John Macdonald’s star was
eclipsed in 1873 hy the Pacific Sean-
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TIHE HONOURABLE EDWARD BLAKE

From a Cartoon in “Grip,” Octiber 18, 1884
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dal, Mr. Blake, in spite of the sup-
port of a large wing of the Liberal
party, was compelled to give prece-
dence to the stone-mason who was
Prime Minister of Canada from 1873
to 1878. It is difficult to believe that
Mr. Blake was actuated in his course
by Jjealousy; although nothing is
more certain than thlat complete con-
fidence did not exist between him and
Mr. Mackenzie At any rate, his sup-
port of the Mackenzie administration
was intermittent and perfunctory. ‘In
1873 be entered the administration
as a minister without portfolio, but
in 1874 he withdrew tand fodk up a
position which savoured ¢f indepen-
dence, if not of hostility to the Gov-
ernment. This was the occasion of
his deliverance of the famous Aurora
speech, in which he virtually placed
himself at the head of the new ‘‘Can-
ada First’”’ movement. He founded,
together with the Camerons of Lon-
don, a new newsplaper named The
Liberal, which, during the five

months of its existence, kept up a.

rapid cross-fire with the official organ
of the Government, The Globe. The
nationalists of ‘“‘Canada First’’ hail-
ed the accession of Mr. Blake to their
ranks with delight, but their pleas-
ure was short-lived. For shortly
after The Liberal had suspended
publication, Mr. Blake, acting appar-
ently under the influence of pressure
which had been brought to bear upon
him, returned to the plarty fold, and
in the spring of 1875 became Minister
of Justice in the Mackenzie adminis-
tration. Great was the disappoint-
ment of the ‘‘Canada First’’ men.
There were those among them who
did not hesitate to murmur:

““Just for a handful of silver he left us,
Just for a ribbon to stick on his coat.’’

And undoubtedly Mr. Blake’s recan-
tlation did him no good. Tt disap-
pointed those who had hailed Him as
the apostle of a new political evangel ;
and it did not entirely comeciliate
those whom he had appeared to
oppose. Why he was betrayed into
sueh a vacillating and inconstant
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course is one of the mysteries which
have yet to be explained.

Canada has had no greater Minis-
ter of Justice than Mr. lake; his
period of office was packed with
significance for the constitutional
history of the Dominion ‘and the
Empire. But although he applied
himself unreservedly to the duties of
his office, he did not throw himself
unsparingly  into  polities; and
although when he resigned from the
administration of justice in 1877 he
became President of the Counecil, he
retained that position for a few
months only, and early in 1878 he
retired from the Cabinet altogether,
During the elections which took place
in 1878 and which ended so disas-
trously for the Mackenzie Govern-
ment, Mr. Blake was absent from the
country. The key to Mr. Blake’s
course from 1873 to 1878 is partly
to be found in his health, which was
not of the best, and partly in the
lack of harmony between himself and
Mr. Mlackenzie, but a full explana-
tion of his course will probably not
be forthcoming until the histoire
intime of Dominion polities under
the Mackenzie régime has been
written.

When, in the spring of 1880, Mr.
Mackenzie, owing to failing health
and insubordination among his fol-
lowers, resigned the leadership of the
Opposition, all eyes turned to Mr.
Blake. Men remembered how in 1871
he had unhorsed John Sandfield Miae.
donald, and he seemed the most like-
ly person to retrieve the shattered
fortunes of the Liberal party. Onece
again, however, Mr. Blake showed
himself reluctant to assume the re.
sponsibilities of leadership, and it was
only when he was lappealed to by
the party managers that he consented
to accept the position. He led the
Liberal party through the wilderness
of two general elections, that of 18892
and that of 1887. Tn the first of these
it was confidently expected by the
Liberals that Edward Blake would
defeat Sir John Macdonald as he had
defeated John Sandfield Macdonald
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From a photograph taken in 1802

ten years before; and it was with
something of a shock thlat they foupd
Sir John come back from the polls
with a scarcely impaired majority.
Nor did Mr. Blake produce any
greater impression on the Conser-
vative phalanx in 1887. Discouraged
by repeated flailure, he resigned from
the leadership of the party soon after
the elections; and in 1891 he did not
seek re-election to the House. At
these latter elections he found him-
self out of harmony with the Tiberal

liev of unrestricted reciprocity
with the United States, and he not
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cnly held himself aloof from the
election campaign, but wrote a letter
‘after the election condemning the
Liberal policy. In 1892, he entered
Imperdal politics by accepting a seat
in the House of Commons at Westmin-
ster as the member for South Long-
ford. In the House he allied himself
with the Irish Nationalists and con-
tinued to fight the battles of Home
Rule for Ireland until within a few
years of his death. But he never took
in the Imperial House the position to
which his abilities entitled him, and
he does not seem to have been rated
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fat his true value even by the Irish
party in whose ranks he fought. In
view of his gigantic abilities, Mr.
Blake’s ineffectiveness both as leader
of the Opposition in the Dominion
House of Commons and as member
for South Longford in the House of
Commons at Westminster is difficult
to understand.

There were not wanting those in
Canada during the later ydars of his
life who said that Mr. Blake had been
a failure. ““From that day to this,”’
wrote a Canadian journlalist to him
in an open letter before the elections
of 1887, ““you have played your old
game of doing nothing. You have
occasionally spoken a few of what
Fluellen was wont to ‘call ‘brave
‘orts,” but they lhave been wvox el
praeterea nihil. You have heen full
of promise, but there has been no
performance, Tike Thurio,
you have an exchequer of words, and,
I think, no other freasure, to give
your followers. You coin phrases
and cut philologieal capers with some
agility, but when the time comes for
action you ‘stand at gaze, like
Joshua’s moon in Ajalon.” > Dura-
tion of tenure of office is no criterion
of statesmanship, but it is remark-
able that with the possible exception
of Charles James TPox, no English
statesman of equal standing ‘and
reputation has spent fewer of his
days in publie office than Edward
Blake.

There are some obvious reasons
which may be offered for this com-
parative ill-suceess. For many years
Mr. Blake’s health was not of the
best. Moreover, he was lacking in
certain qualities which are essential
to the politician. Te had no humour,
only a rather mordant wit. He had
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none of the warm humanity that dis-
tinguished his great foeman, Sir John
Macdonald. His ‘‘repulsive nod’’
made enemies rather than friends; he
was not able to conciliate the good-
will of the backwoodsmen in the
House or the voters in the polling-
booths. Like most people who lack in
humour, he was lhypersensitive to
criticism.  ““For a successful min-
ister,”” says the younger Pitt, in one
of Landor’s Imaginary Conversa-
tions, ‘‘three things are requisite on
occasion : to speak like an honest man,
to act like a dishonest one, and to be
indifferent which you are called.”’
Edward Blake could speak like an
honest man, none better; but he could
not act like a dishonest man, and he
could not be indifferent which he was
called. The politician’s box of tricks
he deemed beneath him, and the very
consciousness of rectitude made him
impatient of Yabuse. A man of the
type of Sir John Maedonald was
much better fitted in those days to
rule the Canadian people.

But when all this has been said.
there yet remains much to he ex-
plained. Whence arose, for instance.
Mr. Blake’s unwillingness to cut land
hew with the party axemen? Why
did he stand for so long with one
foot in the party and the other out
of it? Why did he dissociate himself
from the official party in so marked
a manner in 1874 and again in 1891%
Why did he abandon provineital poli.
tics for federal and federal for
imperial?  Why was he always so
loath to accept the duties and respon-
sibilities of public office? These and
a dozen other questions might be ask-
ed, and beg for an answer. They
constitute the mystery of Edward
Blake.
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MISS BIRDIE LUTTRELL,

A successful Canadian Actress



MEMORY PICTURES
By L. M. MONTGOMERY

WIDE spring meadow in a rosy dawn
Bedropt with virgin buds; an orient sky
Fleeced with a dappled cloud but half withdrawn;
A mad wind blowing by,
O’er slopes of rippling grass and glens apart;
A brackened path to a wild woodland place;
A limpid pool with a fair, laughing face
Mirrored within its heart.

An ancient garden brimmed with summer sun
Upon a still and slumberous afternoon;
0ld walks and pleasaunces with shadows spun
‘Where honeyed odours swoon;
A velvet turf with blossoms garlanded;
A hedge of Mary-lilies white and tall;
And, shining out against a lichened wall,
A stately golden head.

An autumn hilltop in the sunset hue;
Pine houghs uptossed against the erystal west;
And girdled with the twilight dim and blue,
A valley peace-possessed ;
A high-sprung heaven stained with colours rare,
A sheen of moonrise on the sea afar,
And, bright and soft as any glimmering star,
Eyes holy as a prayer.




THE INVISIBLE NUN
BY W. SHAW SPARROW

‘“\X/E shall be comfortable here till

midnight,’’ said Kellaw, as we
settled ourselves in a large bay-win-
dow of the long gallery. He spoke
in awed tones.

‘““What comfort after midnight?’’
I asked.

‘““None.’’ His manner was sudden-
ly abrupt and impatient.

“Well, then, Kellaw, we have about
twenty minutes of enjoyment, and I
wish to make the most of it. At pres-
ent I don’t believe in ghosts.”’

“Lucky for you! My family has
lived with one here in this Jacobean
long gallery since the Commonwealth
times,”’

‘““What happened then?’” T de-
manded, and our eyes met across the
narrow table in our bay-window.

‘““Heaven knows! A tragedy of
some kind, but that is all I can tell
yvou. He spoke uneasily, and then
swifched on another nulb of electric
light.

““You might tell me what you know
about it,”’ T suggested rather ner-
vously, for at that moment the hoot
of an owl came to us from above the
chimney-stacks.

“There’s a family legend,”” said he,
“but you’d not make head nor tail
of it. However, here’s the story.
The Kellaws, under Cromwell, were
fanaties, red-hot Puritans, and the
owner of this old Hall, Patrick Kel-
law, was a ruthless savage. His cruel-
ties were notorious. He had a deter-
mined hatred for his eldest daughter
Kate, partly because she went over to
the papists, and partly because she
fell in love with a Royalist, Sir
Charles Carew. This man Carew
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died of fever in 1640, when the king
advanced from York to Berwick with
his ragged army ; and poor Kate took
her sorrow so much to heart that she
went mad. She dressed herself up as
a nun, and wandered about this house
at all hours of the day and night
chanting prayers. Patrick Kellaw
tried to lock her up in her own room;
but some servant or other always
opened the door, and this rebellion
in his own household enraged the
savage fool. Servant after servant
was sent away, till at last only four
persons remained in the Hall; an old
cook, Patrick himself, poor mad Kate,
and the son and heir, Rupert, a lad
of ten, who never left his f’atlier’s
side. One morning it was rumoured
that Kate had run away, and the
whole country-side went out for days
in aimless and useless pursuit, led
always by Patrick Kellaw, who swore
that his tenants and neighbours were
leagued against him and were deter-
mined to hide his daughter. After
the search was given up Patrick join-
ed the Cromwellian army, and was
shot through the head at Marston
Moor. Rupert was brought up by a
maiden aunt in London, and this old
place was in the hands of caretakers
for about twelve years. Poor Kate
was forgotten meantime.’’

‘“And the ghost?’’ T asked. ‘““When
was it first seen?’’

¢“It has never heen seen. Tt is heard.
Rupert heard it the evening of his
arrival here, for T have among the
family papers a letter that he wrote
to his fiancée, Mary Lilburne. But
Rupert and his wife don’t interest
me at all. Tt is Kate that sticks
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in my mind; she seems very near to
me, and I have a very real and curi-
ous affection for her. Can you un-
derstand that?”’

‘“Perfectly,”” I answered.

“It happened so long ago,” he con-
tinued, ‘‘and yet it seems but yester-
day.”’

=":What happened ?’’ I asked quick-
ly. ‘‘Have you any guess?’’

“I feel—yes, I feel that she was
killed, murdered somehow, any how,”’
he replied, booking towards the win-
dow. ‘‘And yet I've nothing to go
upon.”’

“Yeou think about her too much

rhaps,”’ I suggested in a low voice.

““I began to think of her when I
was a small boy, and now I wouldn’t
get rid of that habit if I could. Some-
times I awake suddenly in the night,
and believe I hear a voice outside my
door chanting the Libera me, Domine.
Then the voice goes downstairs, and
presently it comes to me in faint,
sweet tones from the great hall. That
voice, d’you understand, is my
Ophelia—"’

Was he mad? Yet something in his
tone as he said the last words turned
me cold.

“The big clock will strike in a
minute,”” he went on quickly; ‘‘the
boom of it from the great hall is
heard here quite distinetly.”’

We turned towards the long gallery
and listened.

““There it is!’” I whispered.

““That elock was made for Patrick
Kellaw.”” My friend spoke with .a
vehemenee that showed how much he
hated Patrick.

“What shall we do now?’’ I asked,
rising from my chair.

“W%e’ll go into the gallery. I’ll
stand at one side, and you at the
other, facing me. It’s well to have

an .’7
co’fv?e e{lose a position in the middle
of the gallery. Between us was a
polished floor about eighteen feet
wide; and to the right and left of
as the gallery stretched in a dim
perspective for more than forty yards.
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The walls, panelled in oak, were hung
her and there with old portraits in
black frames; and from the oceiling
of modelled plaster hung little pen-
dants of electric light just strong
enough to illumine everything
vaguely.

‘“A time and place for conspira-
tors!”’ I suggested.

Tom Kellaw frowned. ‘‘Patrick
Kellaw hangs behind you!”™ he ex-
claimed harshly, and 1 jumped
around to the panelled wall, startled
and dismayed. A portrait met my
eyes. It represented a clean-shaven
face, with a long, thin mouth, slant-
ing eyes set very wide apart, a broad
nose having very large, round nos-
trils, iron-gray hair closely cropped,
and a chin angular and ruthless,

‘““Hush! Here it is!”’

Kellaw’s words came in the silence
almost like a pistol-shot. In an in-
stant I turned about and looked at
my friend.

“You hear it?’’ he asked, pointing
down the gallery.

I listened, and at once distant foot-
falls were heard, very soft and even-
stepped, as if some one walked lightly
and thoughtfully They came nearer
and nearer, till at last I could detect
the rustling of a dress of some heavy
and soft material.

The footfalls passed between us
and went on and on; but all at once
they became hurried, and a wail of
song broke upon the ear, and the
words of a Latin prayer trembled in
the soprano of a girl’s voice. How
long it lasted I do not know, but the
voice grew fainter and fainter till at
a feeling that the prayer was still
chanted in some hidden retreat un-
known to us. :

For a moment I leaned against the
wall-panelling with my eyes shut
and a wish not to open them. f
dreaded to meet the eyes of Kellaw.-

“You lean against Patrick!’’ he
cried suddenly, and T sprang forward
to his side. ‘‘Come to our bay-win-
dow,’’ he continued, turning from
me and leading the way there.
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In the recess we sat for several
minutes without speaking. Then he
gaid, ‘“Did you see anything?’’

t(No.”

“But you heard her steps and
voice?’’

““Oh yes. Very wonderful!”’

“Terrible too,”’ said he; ‘‘for it
happens every night, yet T know
nothing.”’

“Do the footfalls always begin
at the same place in the gallery?”’ I
asked.

““ Always,”’ he replied.

“Do they return during the
night?”’ }

Kellaw looked at me in surprise.
““What do you mean?’’ he asked eag-
erly.

““Why this. Perhaps the footsteps
do return night after night, since
they start always from the north end
and go to the south.’’

“I’ve never tested that point,”’ he
answered excitedly. ‘‘Shall we do
g6 now, this very night?”’

““Of eourse, old man; and let me
suggest another thing. You are more
harassed than you like to own by
this old family trouble. Why mnot
try to solve the mystery? Something
terrible oecurred to that unhappy
girl, who went mad with sorrow and
Tancied herself a nun. What that
something was may be found out per-
haps.”’ .

Kellaw shook his head.
sible.”’ said he.

““We ean try,”” T persisted.

““Oh yes, we can try,”’ said Kellaw
wearily.

““My plan is quite simple,”” T con-
tinued. ‘‘“To-morrow night I'll stand
at the far north end of the gallery
quite close to the panelled wall, and
try to find out precisely where the
footsteps begin. If you take up your
position at the far south end, near
the wainseotting, yon’ll see at which
point or place the footfalls cease to
sound on the oak floorng.”’

“What then?’”’ he asked abruptly.

«“We’ll strip down the panelling
and see what lies behind.”

‘“Not pos-
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““T never thought of that,”” he said
reflectively. ‘‘Byt the work wil be
difficult, because at each end of the
gallery an old picture is let into the
oak panels. They were there in Pat-
rick Kellaw’s time.”’

“These pictures, Kellaw, were
then contemporary with the girl’s un-
happy life, and from the first they
hung in a very bad light.”’

“Mrue; and 1 ean’t say that I’'ve
looked much at the pictures, though
they are said to be portraits by Van
Dyck.”’

“Family portraits?’’ I asked.

““Yes; one of Patrick, the other of
his wife. Both look black and dim.
Perhaps they want cleaning and var-
nishing.”’

“It’s light they mneed, Kellaw—
direet light and air. It will be a
good action to take them down.”’

Kellaw nodded assent, and then
asked abruptly, ‘‘Why wait till to-
morrow night? Why not begin at
once? Unless you’ve had enough.’’

‘“As to that,”’ said I, ‘‘you ean
trust me to go on. What do yon
suggest ?”’

“Listen. If the footsteps return.
as you think they may, they’ll start
from the south end. There 1’1l take
my stand, leaving the north end to
you. And each of us will take a chair
so that we may wait sitting down.
Nerves are apt to be very freakish and
uncertain if one stands up to this
kind of experience.”” He laughed un-
easily and stretched himself. The
next moment he jerked his head up-
wards, and glanced at me with whim-
sical shrewdness. ‘‘If we sfart at
once,”” he added, ‘“we shan’t have
pluck enough to draw gack. &b
come along.”’

A few minutes later we had taken
up our positions. At any end T could
see very dimly the portrait framed
in the panelling—an equestrian por-
trait, with Patrick Kellaw seated on
a black charger. I sat sideways, my
chair touching the wainseot, and be-
hind me the door into the library.
Thence the ticking of a clock came
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to me, and from time to time the old
furniture in the gallery creaked as
if to remind me that good timber is
always alive and active. Outside,
a summer wind played in the ivy and
jostled the leaves against window-
panes. Then two owls began to hoot
questions at each other, and a great
longing for the dawn caused me to
move restlessly in my chair.

An instant later I started to my
feet. What was that? Down the
gallery I peered and listened. Yes,
{rom the far end came the sound of
a girl’s voice singing; it grew nearer
and sweeter. The Latin words rang
jout in full, rich notes; then the voice
broke in a wail and stopped suddenly.
At that moment it appeared to come
from the middle of the gallery, and
something—I know not what—set
me thinking of Patrick Kellaw’s por-
trait on the inner side-wall.

After the singing ceased I heard
the patter of footsteps, and presently
I saw that my friend was following
them at a distance, and bending for-
ward with one hand raised above his
forehead.

Step by step the unseen drew near
to me till T could hear the soft rust-
ling of the dress; and there I waited
spell-bound, leaning with my shoul-
der against the portrait. One footfall
was muffled, as if constantly in touch
with the floor; and, as I wondered
over this, the steps came up to the
wainseot and stopped dead within
a yard or two of my feet. I gave a

rp ery.
Sh?‘lgon’{ Jose the place,’’ said Kel-
law huskily. ‘‘Mark it carefully. I
seem nearer to the mystery,”” he
cried. ““Where ‘did the footfalls seem
to stop'l” :

“There;”’ and I pointed out the
place. . .

He fell on his knees and lit a
mateh, and by its flame began to ex-
amine the wainscot below tpe por-
trait. His hand trembled with agi-
tation, and his face looked ghastly.
/Nothng unusual here, ’? he muttered.

¢t Kellaw, ‘old man,”’ I said, ‘‘we’ve
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had enough of this for one night.”’

““Too much,’’ he admitted, pressing
his hands to his forehead. ‘‘Never
mnd, though,’”’ he went on. ‘‘Come,
1’11 t2ll you my experience as we go
down the gallery.”’

He got up from his knees and put
his arm in mine. We walked slowly,
and stopped here and there to switch
off the electric lights.

‘“When the singing began,’’ said
he, ‘“the voice seemed to penetrate a
great thickness of wall. But it came
closer and closer till it appeared very
near to me and immediately behind
the portrait. Then the footfalls be-
gan, as if a door had been opened
unknown to me and some one had
stepped out into the gallery. Any-
thing more uncanny than that can’t
be imagined, and I was too afraid to
move. The rest you know. The voice
stopped singing—"’

““Near Patrick Kellaw’s portrait?’’
I interrupted.

““Just so,”’ he said, and pressedymy
arm nervously.

“Let’s go to bed now,”’ said I.
‘‘Better discuss the next move by day-
light.”’

Kellaw accompanied me to my bed-
room door.

“If you can’t sleep,”’ said he,
‘‘just think over that mext move.
Eh—what?’”’

He was clearly suffering from ner-
vous exhaustion. At breakfast he
confessed that he had not slept a
wink. ‘‘Poor Kate was in my mind
all the time. So I came down at six
o’clock and went to the village and
engaged two good carpenters. They
started work at seven, and will be
hard at it all day long. That old
woodwork is not an easy thing to dis-
place.’’ :

‘““You’ve lost no time, Kellaw. Are
we to watch the men at the job?”’

He shook his head decisively.
““No; I couldn’t stand it. The slow
work would annoy me beyond endur-
ance. Let’s kill time pleasantly, old
man.’’

“How?’’ I asked.
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“On the golf-links, eh?’’ Some
erack players will be there this morn-
ing. Shall we go? That’s worth
seeing—a tiptop man.’’

So we spent the day on the links,
and walked up the drive to the hall,
returning home at seven o’clock, when
we met the carpenters.

“You've finished, then?’’ inquir-
ed Kellaw.,

The picters are down, sir,”’ re-
plied one man; ‘‘and as much panel-
ling as we can get in a day’s job.”’

Kellaw looked keenly disappointed.

‘““Enough may be down,”” 1 sug-
gested, ‘‘and the men can call in the
morning for instructions.”’

“True,”” said Kellaw. ‘‘Well,
good-evening.”’ X

The carpenters touched their caps
and moved on, after taking a quick
glance at Kellaw’s excited face.

‘““We’ll have dinner first,”’ said he
to me. “‘If we go n'ow we sha’n’t be
able to tear ourselves away, and we
need food. There’s work to be done,
old man.’’

During dinner many orders were
given that astonished the butler.
Lamps were to be put in the bay-
windows ‘of the long gallery, a chest
of carpenter’s tools was to be taken
there, and a good pick from the coal-
cellar, and no one was to enter the
gallery without Kellaw’s leave.

Then, turning to me, he said, “We
may need plenty of tools and plenty
of patience and plenty of light. Which
wall shall we attack first—the north
one?”’

“Ym.”

““Then come along!”’ he cried, ris-
ing quickly from his chair.

It was a quarter to nine when we
entered the long gallery, and the twi-
light of early June filtered through
the blinds in the bay-windows. Every-
thing had been prepared for us.

““ Get a lamp,”” said Kellaw, ‘‘ and
let us examine the north wall.”’

T did as he wished.

““ See,”” he cried, ‘‘ the only panel-
ling which is down is that in which
the portrait was recessed! Odd!”’

»”

“Why is it 0dd?’’ he asked.

‘‘ Because the other panels were
more firmly fixed. The carpentecrs
did the easier job first.”’

““ You think, then, that a part of
this wall has been down before?’’

Kellaw nodded. ‘¢ Cock-sure of it.
See here, for instance; just examine
this hard plaster.” He tapped the
wall with his hand, and his eyes
sparkled when he looked at me.

““ Yes, yes!”’ I cried, becoming ex-
cited. ‘“ A large hole has been made
at one time through this plaster, and
when the hole was closed up the work-
man did his job roughly and badly.
The cement is uneven, ragged; it
makes an ugly patch that bulges out
a little beyond the rest of the wall.’’

““ Of course it does,”’ said Kellaw.
““ Patrick had a hand in this, I
wager,’”” he continued, hitting the
plaster angrily.

‘“ Here’s the pick.”’

He took it from me and began to
strike vigorously. At the end 'of an
hour’s hard work we came to a very
thick oak door put lengthways into
the plaster, and heavily clamped with
iron hinge-straps. Behind this
wooden defence was a surface jpf
cement, and I tapped it here and
there.

““ Tt sourds hollow,’’ said Kellaw.

‘“ Hollow in places,"”” T replied,
putting my hand on his arm.

For a moment his eyes searched
mine; then he said, *“ Can’t we out-
line in pencil the space that rings
hollow? It will save time. See?’’

““Yes;”” and we soon fixed the li-
mits of an empty-sounding area of
cement that measured about six feet
long by four and a half wide.

““ It’s shaped like a tomb,’’ Kellaw
muttered from behind my shoulder,
and his voice and words unnerved me.

“Let’s go: we’ve had enough,’’
I exclaimed; and I wished to mova
away ; but Kellaw caught me roughly
by the shoulder and pulled me fo-
wards him, saying in a hot, fierce
whisper, ‘‘ We must go on. Tt's
duty.”’
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‘We went back to our work without
another word.

This time the cement was about
two inches thick, and we found under
it a coarse ground of thick carpet
nailed firmly across an opening. It
was hard to unfasten this textile
fabric; and when at last it fell to
the floor, wrenched nail by nail from
the firm cement, we turned our backs
to the mystery which had been sealed
up behind it for many generations.

We were afraid to look; but in-
action became worse than action,
more unnerving, less bearable, and
presently an irritable feeling of
shame flamed up in my mind. Then
I turned, went forward, and saw be-
fore me in the wall a long and shal-
low recess. On a couch a body lay
face downwards. It was dressed in
a nun’s robe, and I saw that a strong
rope was coiled over it and around
the couch. All this was indistinet,
for my eyes were fascinated by long
waves of auburn hair that gleamel
dimly in the light; and through this
bright covering of beautiful hair I
could see, clenched together, the skel-
eton fingers of one little hand.

A moment later Kellaw looked over
my shoulder. His breathing startled
me, for he gasped like a spent runner.
In his left hand he carried the lamp
unsteadily, and with his right hand
he gripped my right shioulder. Then
came a sudden cry, thick and hoarse,
and the next instant the lamp fell
erashing into the debris of cement.
I expected an explosion, but the lamp
went out, and Ihthifnk the incident

ood for both of us.

v (g)ome,” I said to Kellaw, taking
him by the arm; and wjth diffieulty
I led him to the bay-w1n<.iow w.here
we had talked on the previous night.
He fell into a chair, and then across
the marrow table, and for several
minutes I watched his hands as they
twitched convulsively.

Then, with a quick movement, he
pulled himself together q.nd looked
Bwp: I’m cold,”’ he said. ‘‘ But
__we—know now, old man; and that
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—that poor
Suddenly he
broke off.

““ Yes, Kellaw?”’

‘“ She shall be buried now.”” And
once more he hid his face from me.

I looked at my watch. In a few
seconds it would be midnight, and
I should hear again the distant boom
from the old clock in the great hall
downstairs.  Kellaw made no sign
that he heard the hour strike, but I
believe he listened.

‘“ You notice that?’’ he exclaimed
a moment later, raising his head from
the table. ‘‘ Hush!”’

Through the silence came the pat-
tering of feet, soft and even, and
soon, as on the previous might, the
Latin prayer trilled through the
gallery, clear, sweet, and infinitely
sorrowful.  Breathless, we listened
till the vioice trembled cut of hearing.

Then Kellaw got up from his chair
and cried with energy, ‘‘ Come, our
work’s not finished yet. Bring that
candle; it will do. A lamp’s too
dangerous.”’

On arriving at the south end of
the gallery we found that there was
very little to be done, for the carpen.
ters had uncovered a marrow door-
way which the portrait and wainscot
had masked. The door was one of
cak, and two steps led up to it.
Kellaw turned the handle with diffi-
culty, then pushed, and the door
opened an inch or two.

““It’s not even locked.”

‘‘ There was no need,”’ T replied.

Bit by bit the door opened, the old
hinges making a great noise; and at
last we were able to enter a narrow
passage about four feet wide. On
each side I could feel umplastered
wall, and by candle-light we could
see that it was about six feet long.
Then it turned at a sharp angle to
the right.

From the passage the singing voice
could be heard indistinetly. but when
we reached the bend it sounded much
louder and clearer. Before us was
another passage, and at the end of it

murdered girl "’
hesitated, faltered,




410

a small window blocked up with en-
tangled ivy stems and leaves. About
four feet from the end, on the left-
hand side, we found an open door-
way, and there we stopped dead.
The voice now rang out quite near
to us, and wondrously sweet. I held
the candle at arm’s length into an
open space of darkness filled with
the music of a chanted prayer. Little
by little the rays of light penetrated
the darkness, and I saw dimly a little
chapel with an altar, and upon the
altar stood a tall erucifix of wood.
Tt was there that the voice sang the
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Ave Maria, but I could not see the
singer.

We stood there spell-bound. But
all at once we shrank backwards inte
the passage till we touched the wall
under the little window, for the song
came towards us, and the Unseen
moved slowly down the passage and
vanished from our hearing.

‘“Will she ever rest?’’ I whispered
to Kellaw.

““ Will the daybreak come?’’ he
replied under his breath.

Kellaw shuddered, and a great
silence fell upon us both.

CHESS

By J. D. LOGAN

WHAT boots thy vaunted Science when the Game
Thou playest, skilled Physician, is with Death,
Whose eye is ware, nor ever wearieth,
While o’er the earth-form of the mortal frame
Ye two deploy, with subtlest strategy,
Your fateful forces in malign array—
Thou pledged to checkmate Death, and he to stay
Life’s pulses with insidious atrophy?

Unseen butshrewd, thy grim antagonist

Employeth all the Game’s unchartered laws;
Nor hasteth he the end, for long he wist

Thy finite vision had foredoomed thy cause.
Yet this thy Hope and Triumph: Day by day
Death yieldeth more to thee his ancient sway.

\



MARITIME PROVINCIALISMS AND

CONTRASTS
BY F. A. WIGHTMAN

CONCLUDING ARTICLE—FLORA, FAUNA, AND PHYSICAL FEATURES

lT is doubtful whether stronger
contrasts in flora, fauna, and gen-
eral physical features could be found
in any area of equal extent than is
to be found in the Maritime Provinces
of Canada. Here the forces which
have determined the character of the
so0il, the contour of the hills, and the
trend of the rivers and their valleys
in their courses toward the sea are as
divergent as time itself and widely
varied as to results. Here, too, be-
cause of the close and peculiar rela-
tions sustained to some of the world’s
great ocean and air currents, the con-
tnental isotherms are most irregular
and erratic. It is significant that
this comparatively small area is
divided into three meteorological dis-
tricts, and, as might be expected,
+he effects of these differences upon
the flora and the fauna is noticeable
in several rather peculiar instances.
But of this later on.

As to the physical contrasts, they
are considerable and, of course, are
not the consequence of climate, but,
to some extent, they modify it. Nova
‘Seotia, for instance, rises gradually
toward the interior, having its high-
est land along the central watershed,
throughout the whole length of the
Province. From this rather moderate
elevation short and rapid streams
soon reach the sea, only a few of
which assume the real significance of
rivers, and none are navigable, except
¢or the smallest of crafts, above the
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ebb and flow of the tide. On the other
hand, New Brunswick probably has
her lowest lands in the central part of
the Province, where exists an exten-
sive interior basin with much of the
country only slightly elevated above
ocean level. The rivers, of which there
are many, are as a rule, long and of
easy flow and in some cases navigable
for considerable distances into the
interior. In this we notice a strik-
ing contrast between these two Prov-
inces.

Still another contrast exists, in the
matter of lakes. Nova Scotia is
almost everywhere dotted with lakes
of all shapes and sizes up to twenty
miles long, apart from the famous
Bras d’Or lakes of Cape Breton,
which, of course, are of salt water.
New Brunswick, in contrast to this,
is singularly exempt from lakes ex-
cept in a small area in the south-
western corner. This is the more re-
markable because of the fact of its
having such a wealth of rivers both
great and small. Grand and Washa-
demoak lakes, the largest in the Prov-
ince are, of course, but expansions
of the river systems in the flat central
basin. In the north are those of the
Tobique only.

Prince Edward Island differs from
both of its sister Provinces, in that
it has neither lakes or rivers in the
true sense of these terms. Neither
has it any great elevations or valleys.
The surface is rather a continuation,
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for the most part, of gentle undula-
tions unbroken by rock and present-
ing few steep hills. The rivers are so
designated by courtesy only. In real-
ity they are but tidal estuaries. At
their mouths they have the appear-
ance of rivers that might extend hun-
dreds of miles inland, but after a
course of a few miles they abruptly
terminate where some rippling brook
begins. Some scientific men have ad-
vanced the idea that these large and
beautiful estuaries might have been,
in some instances, the remnants of the
valleys of real and extensive rivers in
some pre-historic age when the Island
may have formed a part of the main-
land. 'Who knows? There are a few
blind ponds of fresh water, and a
few lagoons of salt water spoken of
as lakes, but the term is a misnomer.
The contrast here is striking.

In geological formation the con-
trasts are equally striking. Here in
different provinces we have represent-
ed both extreme age and tender youth
as geological ages go. In Prince Ed-
ward Island the whole formation is
of the unaltered new-red sandstone
period and of the latest formation
known to science. This land which
is but of yesterday, as it were, and
which seems to have risen by gradual
emergence, like some great monster of
the deep to bask in the sunshine, has
never been scorched by fire, rent by
earthquake, or seathed by ancient
glacial ice. Tts Indian name suggests
its tranquillity : ‘‘ Abegiveit’’—boat-
ing on the wave.

All this is in sharp contrast to
her nearby sisters. In them titanic
forces have raged and fought awful
battles in voleanic eruption, rend-
ing earthquakes, and ploughing gla-
ciers. The imprint of the fern on the
coal shales hundreds of feet below
the surface, beach stones on the tops
of the mountains, the vertical strata
and altered water courses, split
through chasms of gaping rock, all
bear testimony to the awful cata-
clysms which have played a part in
the present contour of the land.
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It is not uncommon to notice the
earliest formations upturned to the
elements of to-day Here, if they do
not walk together, ‘‘crabbed age and
tender youth’’ lie side by side in
contrast and in peace. These physi-
cal contrasts, while more spectacular,
are scarcely more marked than those
which oceur in the flora and fauna.
As to the former it is interesting to
note the well-defined limits of a num-
ber of well-known forest trees and
a considerable list of other botanieal
specimens. - Only a few of these need
be mentioned since they are somewhat
notable and anomalous. The anomaly
exists in the faet that though the
centre of New Brunswick is over two
hundred miles north of southern Nova
Scotia, there are a number of import-
ant forest and wild fruit trees besides
various smaller plants of southern
growth, which are found only in New
Brunswick so far as these provinees
are concerned. At least if they ap-
pear in either Nova Scotia or Prince
Edward Tsland it is more as a ecuri-
osity than as being indigenous to the
soil. Among these are the butternut,
basswood, wild grape, wild plum, high
bush cranberry and red and white
cedar, though the latter flourishes
in the western part of Prince Edward
Island.

This may be accounted for by the
somewhat curious fact that though
one travels northward from Nova
Scotia one travels toward a land of
higher summer temperature. The low
central basin of New Brunswick seems
to draw in a great circle, the summer
isotherms around the larger part of
the Province, giving to its central
portion a summer climate similar to
that ‘of Massachusetts and central
New York, while Nova Scotia corres-
ponds more nearly with northern
New Brunswick and adjoining terri-
tory. There are of course varieties
of trees and fruits which are hardy in

«Nova Seotia which do not sueceed in

New Brunswick by reason of more
favourable winter conditions, but this
only adds to the striking character of
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the contrast. The flora of Prince
Edward Island resembles closely that
of eastern Nova Scotia though in
marine specimens, it excels both Nova
Scotia and New Brunswick. The
shallow waters of the sheltered bays,
and the very slight ebb and flow of
the gulf waters contribute greatly to
eomparatively high sea temperatures.
About these shores the famous Irish
moss grows to great perfection, mini-
ature sponges are uncommon, and the
best oysters in the world are found.

In the matter of fauna there are
also some contrasts quite as interest-
ing, though not arising from the
same causes. These we do not pro-
pose to fully deseribe, but rather to
point out some of the chief examples.
All three Provinces have a number
of their birds and animals in common,
especially of the smaller varieties, but
in other respects the differences are
striking. A notable example of this
is in the distribution of the deer
family. In New Brunswick all three
varieties common to eastern Canada,
namely, moose, caribou, and red deer,
are numerous and ‘apparently in-
ereasing. In Nova Scotia, however,
there is an entire absence of the red
deer, which seems the more strange
ginee both moose and caribou have
always been plentiful and widely dis-
tributed. Probably the red deer have
migrated later from some western
point, and have not as yet found
their way across the narrow isthmjus
of Chignecto, now fully occupied by
human habitations and consequently
not an inviting field for so shy an
animal to explore. Whatever the
canse, such is the fact, and the omis-
sion is rather striking.

In Prince Edward Island the con-
trast in the fauna is still greater.
No members of the deer family have
ever inhabited this Provinee. Neither
has it ever been the abode, so far as
known, of the wolf, racoon, hedge-hog,
skunk or porcupine, all of which are
numerous across the narrow strait,
both in New Brunswick and Nova
Qeotia, except the first, which is now
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everyhere extinet in the east. These
omissions from the fauna of Prince
Edward Island, since the fox and the
bear have both been numerous and
the former still plentiful, are also
striking. One would suppose that
even the haphazard means of trans-
portation available to the fox and
bear would have been discovered by
the others, but by some means they
seem to have failed to make conneec-
tions, even at the ‘‘Capes.”’ Tt is
claimed by some that the members of
the wild-cat family, mumerous on
the mainland, should be included in
this list of exceptions, but this is a
disputed point. If either members of
the wild-cat tribe ever existed on
the Island the occurrence must have
been rare and all traces of it have now
disappeared. On the other hand, evi-
dence seems to show that the rare and
beautiful black fox has been relatively
more numerous than on the mainland.
The habits which govern these ani-
mals and the laws which determine
their varieties are not easy to under-
stand, but are of interest to the stu-
dent of nature. The contrast here
presented affords an inviting field for
research.

It remains only to say a word con.
cerning the finny tribe; for similar
contrasts are to be found in this
important department of life, and
this is true to some extent both of
the salt and fresh water species. It
is of the latter only of which we will
speak. The fresh water lakes and
rivers of the mainland Provinces
abound in a large variety of fish, both
commercial and otherwise, each Prov-
ince having some species common to it-
self. The famous ounachi, or touladi,
the fresh water salmon, touches New
Brunswick in the extreme north-west
in the waters of Temiscouata, while
a species of whitefish or ‘‘land locked
salmon,’’ as they are called, are
found in a few lakes in the southern
part of the Province. The pickerel.
in recent years, have become numer-
ous in the St. John River and some
of its tributaries. These and a few
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other varieties seem to be peculiar to
New Brunswick so far as these east-
e¢rn Provinces are concerned.

Prince Edward Island in this re-
spect is in striking contrast to her
sister Provinces. Here the only fish
found in the ponds and streams of
the country, so far as I am aware, is
the trout. Should a Prince Edward
Islander catch any other variety ex-
cept about the wharves and harbours
it would be a matter of astonishment.
This, however, is a distinet advantage,
and the angler is not pestered with a
half a dozen inferior varieties com-
peting for his fly or bait. Here the
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trout is monarch of all he surveys.
And, be it said, that Prince Edward
Island trout are both plentiful and
of excellent quality. Their monopoly
of the streams and ponds is certainly
in contrast to mainland conditions,
and no attempt at explanation is
here made.

These somewhat striking contrasts
are in some cases deep and imeradi-
cable; in others they are the result of
peculiar circumstances. Their exist-
ence is a matter of common interest,
the further investigation and explana-
fion of which is now left for others
to pursue.

WHEN MAISIE MILKS THE COO

By CHARLES WOODWARD HUTSON

SAYS sonsie Meggie McAdoo:
‘O Brither Tam, ye’re sic a sumph
Ye dinna ken the where, the hoo,
Nor e’en the when a lass to woo,
But blurt your luve intil her lug,
When Maisie milks the coo.

‘“A lassie’s hands of bus’ness fou’
Ye canna tak, to send the bluid
To throbbin’ breast an’ blushin’ broo ;
She’ll say ‘Ye’re in the way the noo!’
Ye suldna coort your Maisie then,
When Maisie milks the coo.

‘“Aye kiss upon her rosy mou’
Whiles baith are comin’ frae the byre
Were far the fitter thing to do,
But no to stand an’ strut an’ coo
Like turtle dove beside the lass,
‘When Maisie milks the coo.”’

Says crafty Tammie MeAdoo:
““Ye’re clever, but wi’ a’ your wut
Ye haena hit the hidden clue:
I ken the when an’ where to woo,
For Maisie canna rin awa’
‘When Maisie milks the coo!’’



LOVE AND LABOUR
BY HILDA RIDLEY

MONG the many books published

of late years on the Woman Ques-
tion two stand out with the clearness
due to distinction. I refer to Ellen
Key’s ‘‘Love and Marriage,”’ and
«« Woman and Labour’ by Olive
Schreiner.

These books deal with problems
which arise from different aspects of
the same question. Until recently,
woman’s rights as a human being
have been emphasised, but now a
movement is developing which lays
stress upon her specific rights as a
mother. Ellen Key is in sympathy
with the last 'movement, while Olive
Schreiner continues to assert the gen-
eral human rights of woman.

1 wish in this paper to show how
different the points of view of these
two writers are, and how their sym-
pathies help to explain their attitudes.
Before doing this, however, it might
not be amiss to say a few words re-
garding them personally. Ellen Key,
at least, is not widely known, for it
is only recently that she has come
into prominence in her own country
and her chief sphere of influence is
Germany, where she has especially
appealed to the women.  In this
country, she is known best through the
translations of two of her books,*‘ The
Century of the Child,” published in
1909, and ‘‘ Love and Marriage”’
published in the early part of this
year. She was born in the southern
part of Sweden in 1849, Always of
rather a shy and retiring nature, the
area to which she confined her in-
fluence was for many years a small
one, but it was gradually extended
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and when she reached middle age
she came into full possession of her-
self and began to lecture and write
on the subjects with which her name
is associated. In her development,
she was helped by a lifelong friend-
ship with Bjornson, the great Nor-
wegian writer, and by her attraction
to such authors as Ibsen, Elizabeth B.
Browning, George Eliot, John Stuart
Mill, Herbert Spencer, and John
Ruskin. Her affinity to these authors
shows where her interests lie. From
her early youth the problems of soci-
ety have attracted her.

Olive Schreiner, the English Soush
African writer, is well known as the
author of ¢ The Story of an African
Farm,’”’ but her book ‘“ Woman and
Labour ’’ was written under such
interesting circumstances that the
temptation to refer to them is irre-
sistible. In the introduction to
‘“ Woman and Labour ’’ she tells us
that in her early vouth she began to
write a book on Woman and that the
writing of the book extended over
many years-and was not completed
until 1899. She was preparing to
revise the book and write a preface
for it when she was suddenly ordered
by her physician to leave Johannes-
burg, where she was at that time
living, and pass some time on a lower
level. Just two months later, the
Boer war broke onut. Soon after, she
attempted to return to the Transvaal,
but was prevented from doing so by
the military authorities, who even re-
fused to let her communicate with
anyone in her old home. Eight
months later, after the British troops
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had captured Johannesburg, she
heard from a friend that her home
had been looted and that everything
of value, including her desk and its
contents, had been destroyed—and in
the desk she had left the manuseript
of the book over which she had spent
80 many years. Shortly after, she
found herself in a small ‘‘ up-country
hamlet ’’ in the very heart of the
conflict. She was living at that time
in a single room ‘‘ with a stretcher
and two packing cases as furniture,’’
and with ‘‘ only a little dog as com.
pany.’”” She was allowed to go out
only during certain hours each day
and newspapers and magazines were
forbidden her. Under the circum-
stances, she felt the necessity of some
‘‘abstract work’’ to keep her mind
from dwelling on the horrors of war
around her. In this way she began
the book ‘‘ Woman and Labour,”’
which she calls only a ‘‘ fragment *’
and a ‘‘ remembrance ’’ of the book
which was destroyed.

The point I wish to bring out in
discussing the opinions of these in-
teresting women is that they regard
the position of woman at the present
time from entirely different points
of view. Thus Ellen Key sees danger
in a movement which she believes has
already gone too far, while it is Olive
Schreiner’s opinion that it has gone
not far enough. The one would ery
‘“ Halt ”’ to the women in the van-
guard, the other would urge that
they press forward with even more
ardour.

How ecan we account for the
different attitudes of these two
thoughtful women? Tf we remember
the causes to which they have given
their sympathy, some light will be
thrown upon the subject. To Ellen
Key, woman is primarily a mother or
a sexual being: to Olive Schreiner,
she is primarily a human being.
Through all the ages of the past,
Ellen Key sees in the woman with the
child at her breast the one refining
influence in hostile times. Through
all %the ages of the past, Olive
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Schreiner sees in her the toiler, she
who shared equally with man the
labour of the day. To Ellen Key, the
work she performed was but an in-
direct expression of her ‘‘ maternal
instinct.”” To Olive Schreiner, it was
a direct expression of her ability to
cope with man in the field of human
endeavour. ~ While Ellen Key ap-
parently cannot detach the work she
performed from the woman, Olive
Schreiner can and does detach it and
holds it up for what it is worth as a
contribution to human labour.

Now in the world around us at the
present time, Ellen Key does not find
a fitting place for motherhood. She
hears the loud claims of woman for
human rights. She sees her knocking
at the door of the professions and en-
tering; she listens to her glorying in
the fact that she has demonstrated
that as a butcher or carpenter or
undertaker she can hold her own with
man, but amid all the clamour, few
and faint are the voices she hears
raised in behalf of what is, to her,
the raison d’étre of a woman’s exist-
ence. Naturally, she glances wistfully
back to a time when in her estimation,
motherhood played a preéminent part
in the life of woman. And out of
the glamour of the past, one institu-
tion, which was indissolubly associa-
ted with her, arises—the home. When
all women were in the home, mother-
hood was the supreme fact of their
lives. It is Ellen Key’s conviction
that ‘‘woman must be won back to
the home.”” Thus she has come to
identify woman inextricably with the
home, and she finds a peculiar fitness
in the work which woman performed
in the home which she does not often
find in the work which she performs
in the world. In otlier words, there
was what she calls an ‘“‘organic con-
nection ’’ between woman and her
work in the home. That multitudes
of women at the present day are not
engaged in the work which devolves
upon wives and mothers is, to her, a
cause of alarm. What she fears for
woman is the loss of the ““maternal
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instinct.””  This is why she cries
““Halt”’ to the women in the van-
guard of the woman’s rights move-
ment, for it seems to her that they
are not intent upon asserting rights
pertainimg to their °‘ feminine na-
ture,”’ but are claiming the right to
share labour in which the lines of sex
are completely obliterated.  She
deeply deplores this tendency, and
she urges the leaders of the movement
to pause and consider their sex.

¢‘Woman must be more eager,’’ she
says, ‘‘“to discover or invent for them-
selves departments of work which will
give them an opportunity of expressing
something of their feminine nature.’’

The work upon which she lays most
emphasis, and the work which she be-
lieves was preéminently hers in the
home, is the care of children. Thus
she urges women to seek work per-
taining to the interests of children—
work which shall be a training for
prospective duties as a mother. Her
conception of motherhood is a high
one. She believes that woman should
prepare for motherhood with the
gsame care as for ia profession,
acquainting herself with eugenic laws
and studying child life.  This re-
newed concentration upon sex will
result, she believes, in the revival of
the ‘‘maternal instinet,” which will
inevitably guide woman back to the
home and bring about a broad
division of labour in the present
work of the world, which shall be
preliminary to the restoration of that
“sld division of labour . that
by which the majority of women not
only bear, but also bring up the new
generation within the home.”’

1t is remarkable to what different
conclusions a different point of view
may lead one. Olive Schreiner sees in
the work which woman performed in
the past chiefly the human element,
that which serves as an index to what
ghe is capable of performing in the
future. The bearing and rearing of
children even in the past, formed but
a part of the duties of women.
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‘“We wove the garments of our race—
the tapestries that covered them were
the work of our hands; we brewed the
ale and the simples which were used as
medicines we distilled and prescribed . . .
at the doors of our houses we sat with our
spinning wheels.’’

The rearing of children Olive
Schreiner views in its purely human
aspect, and for her present purpose

separates it from the ‘‘ passive
function’’ of child-bearing. She
does not in any sense underrate

that function, but she maintains that,
irrespective of that, woman’s labour
in the past was equivalent to man’s.
She urges that the leaders of the
woman’s movement press forward,
because she sees that the work which
was once equivalent to man’s has
been taken from her and that she is
not being given an absolutely fair
chance to find new work, with the
consequences that she is not employ-
ing her full energies. What she fears
is that unless woman is given a fair
opportunity to find new work, she will
become eventunally a parasite. She
does not urge, like Ellen Key, a re-
turn to the home, for to her it is im-
possible that the “‘wheels of time
should reverse themselves or the
stream of life flow backwards.”” The
causes which took away from woman
so large a proportion of her tradition.
al labor are still operative. The de-
mands of a society, which is becoming
more and more complex, necessitate
technical and manual training, and
this must result in taking the child-
ren at an early age from the home.

‘“The woman who should at the present
day,’’ she says, ‘‘insist on entirely edu-
cating her own offspring would, in nine

cases out of ten infliet an irreparable
injury on them.’’

Long ago, woman’s special work,
that of spinning, weaving, brewing
and baking, was relegated, under
changed forms, to the factories—and
the demand for machine work is still
in the ascendant. Even the ‘‘passive
act’’ of child-bearing has become re-
stricted, being closely bound up with
the conditions above mentioned.
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‘‘Every mechanical invention which
lessens the necessity for rough, muscular,
human labour, diminishes also the social
demand upon woman as the producers of
large masses of such labourers.’”” And—

‘“‘Bo difficult and expensive has be-
come in the modern world the rearing and
training of even one individual, in a mgn-
ner suited to fit it for coping with the
complexities and difficulties of civilised
life, that, to the family as well as to the
state, unlimited fecunc ity on the part of
the female has already in most cases be-
come an irremediable evil.’’

Whereas, also, in the past, war and
ignorance of hygiene made vast in-
roads upon human life and the ne-
cessity for constant child-bearing on
the part of womam was apparent,
improved methods have now greatly
diminished human mortality.

‘“‘Not now merely for men, but rather
for few men, and those few, well born

and well instructed, is the modern de-
mand.’’

What work, then, worthy of the
name remains for woman in the
home? The work of woman in the
past was productive. By clothing
and feeding her own, she clothed and
fed the community. The work which
women have followed into the fac-
tories bears but a faint resemblance
to their creative labour in the past.
‘What Olive Schriener demands for
woman is new work which shall fill
fully the gap left by the old labour.
And she believes that she can find
this work only through being per-
mitted to enter untrammelled into the
full field of human endeavour. With
Jochn Stuart Mill, she declares:

““The proper sphere for any human

being is the highest sphere that being is
capable of attaining; and this cannot be
ascoertained without complete liberty of
choice.”’

To Olive Sehriener, therefore, a
division of labour such as Ellen Kay
advocates is meaningless, because she
has never regarded the bulk of wom-
an’s work in the past as a manifesta-
ton of the ‘“maternal instinet.”” She
asks for woman a fair opportunity
to seek for work which shall fill the
gap ieft by the old. Unless woman
can find for herself, through liberty
of choice, work calculated to make her
life once more full and useful, she
fears that she will be thrown back
upon her mere sexwal attributes
and become a parasite, with all the
parasite’s capacity for working social
evil.

Which of these women is right?
IHTas woman already gone too far?
Or has she not gone far enough? If
there is danger in her present posi-
tion, is it the danger of her bhecom-
ing unsexed or the danger of her be-
coming a parasite? These are ques-
tions which the reader must deter-
mine. It is pertinent, however, to
ask whither do the tendencies of the
present day point? TIs there a de.
crease in the demand for techniecal
education or an increase?! Is science
helping to diminish human mortal-
ity? Is a larger or a smaller birth-
rate, on the whole, desirable? An
elaborate preparation for motherhood,
under conditions which must render
it. in many cases, nugatory, would
be hardly practical.

-y
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CASTLE,

Seat of the Earl of Howth, with Irelaud’s Eye (the Island) in the Distance

HIGHWAYS AND BYWAYS

B0

HE roval road to Ireland’s capital

is that which the Iberians and
Gaels took as their plunging keels,
eresting the white-maned waves,
nosed their way with angry insist-
ence into the calmer waters of l?nh-
lin Bay, revealing to the anxious
gaze of the sea-rovers a coast-line
:V}mco emerald green sward stretched
hack to where the purple heather fand
golden gorse and primeval forest
;m(-}md up in silent adoration to the
eternal hills that still keep watch
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DUBLIN

BY LINDSAY

CRAWFORD

and ward over the gateway of fair

Innisfail; back to Slieve Cullan—

‘“Where the Sugarloaf,
ruinous wedge,

Cleaves the gray air to view the dark’ning
sea.”’

with bare and

The traveller who would profit by
first impressions and who would
really know Dark Rosaleen must re-
member that the fair goddess is to the
poetic Celt an unerowned queen who
sits on the rocks looking out to the
sea ‘‘with the sorrow of a thousand



Vi¥alelslwlalwlae "

el 2 imy gy
“

/)

581
178y
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Showing the Berminghan Tower and Chapel Royal, to the right

years welling up in her dark and

befautiful and ever youthful eyes.”’

I is thus he imagines his Kathleen ni

Houlahan as he soliloquises :—

‘“And who can marvel o’er thy grief,

Or who can blame thy flowing tears,
That knows their source?’’

Dark Rosaleen must be wooed from
the sea. The machinations of the
turbulent waters fhat war between
the shores of Gael and Saxon—*‘'as
if the Divil had melted down Hell
and was stirrin’ it up wid a stick’’—
must be overcome and the terrors of
mal de mer strangled in the birth.
What more glorious memory than
that l{recalled of a bright summer
morning on deck as the throbbing
mhail packet, passing Tnis MacNessin,
or Ireland’s Eye, on the starboard,
runs under the lee of Ben Edar—now
known as Howth Hill—with its tow-
ering cliffs rising sheer out of the
limpid water like the envenomed
fangs of a sea monster that is robbed
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of its prey. Howth harbour, now a
sand-silted tidal refuge for a rapidly
diminishing fishing fleet, was in early
Victorian days the port of call for
the mail packet. Here Queen Vie-
teria landed on her first visit to the
country. The Hill of Howth is rich
with legends and stories of heroic
days. In'a sleepy hollow that nestles
close to the purple and gold that lend
colour to the Hill that stands sentry
over the waterway to the Capital, is
the castle of the St. Lawrences, Earls
of Howth—who came to Treland with
Strongbow over seven centuries ago—
the doors of which, with characteris-
tic Irish hospitality, are ceremoni-
ously thrown wide open at the dinner
hour, in fulfilment of a promise made
to the celebrated Grace O’Malley, or
Gaun Uaile, the Queen of Connacht.
on her return from the court of
Queen Elizabeth.

Here also is a famous tree, 4
branch of which is said to fall before



BRAY ESPLANADE AND HHEAD

A Holiday suburb of Dublin,

the death of a Lawrence. The com-
ing of the Norman invaders is still
perpetuated in the names of the
neighbouring villages. ;

Dublin Bay rivlals the Bay of
Naples in the richness and breadth
of its scenic grandeur. On the south-
ern coast-line Wicklow Head, Bray
Head, Dalkey, Kingstown and Black-
rock come into view. On Dalkey
I<land. off the mainlland, the famous
Monks of the Serew used to hold
annual revel in the wild uproarious
davs of Curran. Reaching out to
Dalkey on the one side and to the
Wicklow mountains on the oth("r.
Greater Dublin is pushing back its
boundaries to where the homes of
its wealthy citizens, dotting the land-
scape, evade municipal rates and
taxes. 3

From dome and spire the rays of
the sun are reflected from the metrop-
olis as the steamer enters the mouth
of Anna Liffey leading.
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‘“To the city that lies in a shroud as of
ashes under the steep;

To the south are the hills everlasting,
eastward the sea-capes and isles;
Inland, the levels of emerald streteh for

a hundred miles.”’

To approlach Dublin by rail from
north or south, to miss the opportu.
nity of seeing it in its natural set-
ting of sea and mountain, is to com-
mit the unpardonable erime of climb-
ing over the back fence instead of
entering by the fronf door. As the
vessel slows down in the river a
glimpse may be had of Clontarf,
where on a Good Friday, in 1014,
Brian Boru drove the Danes into the
sea. Slowly the vessel passes between
towering merchantmen from the
Baltic and American ports discharg-
ing lumber and grain, up past the
coasting freighters that supply the
British mlarket with beef and mutton
and which ecarry the agricultural
produects for which Treland is famous.



THE CUSTOM HOUSE, DUBLIN

From here, two thousand years ago,
Irish merchants, in trading vessels
with high poops and leathern sails,
carried on iﬂ brisk trade with Italy
and Spain. In their fragile vessels
tourists, scholars, and pilgrims brav-
ed the Atlantic gales bringing back
with them from foreign lands the
Latin alphabet, a knowledge of Greek
nd, later, the first inspired impulses
of the Christian religion. Here the
merchant princes of the Baltic, of
Iceland and Norway, landed with
their wares or their plunder.

As the vessel comes alongside,
the visitor catches a glimpse of the
handsome facade of the Custom
House and on the southern quays the
famous Coneciliation Hall of Dan
O’Connell’s day, now the Grain Ex.
change. The numerous bridges span-
ning the rivers remind one somewhat
of the quays of Paris.

There is something depressing
about the quays of most old cities.
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Dublin is no exception to the gen.
eral rule. But there is no time to
reflect on the tatterdemalion appear-
ance of the city’s skirts. A flourish
of whips and a Wagnerian chorus of
‘“Car, sir; this wlay, ma’am.’’ intro-
duces the visitor for the first time
to a national institution which is
retreating slowly and sullenly before
the horseless car. The greatest ‘“car.
drivingist’’ city in the world, in a
country that is famous for its horses,
no one has ‘““done’”” Dublin who has
shirked the seemingly perilous jour-
ney on a jaunting car—the eondola
of the Dublin streets. The side-car is
always well horsed with young hloods
from the racing stables of Kildare,
combining speed with stayine power,
and astonishing those who sit behind
these wiry hacks on a thirty-mile run.
The cab—the ‘‘four-wheeler’” op
‘““growler”’—is la sort of reserve foree
associated with wet days, rnilwav
journeys and funerals. :



ST. STEPHEN'S GREEN

In the Heart of Dubiin

The Irish jarvey never fails to im-
press the visitor las well by the
amount of the fare as by his never-
failing resourcefulness as a purveyor
of wit and humour and ready-made
repartee. It is part of his stock-in-
trade to crack jokes and provoke
Paughter by his hoary witticisms.
Even when he changes his occupation,
by driving the dead instead of the
living, the Hibernian son of Jehu
can’t forbear to have his little joke.
Two jarveys once met in a bar to
diseuss the trade outlook over a
“pint o’ Guinness’ porter’’—the
Dublin ‘‘beefsteak without bones.”’
¢ An’ how are things doin’ wid ye?”’
inquired Mike. ‘‘Sure,”’ responded
Plat. the hearse driver, ‘‘T haven’t
huried a livin’ sowl this week. Av
ecorse,”’ he confided to Mike, as he
blew back the obtrusive froth from
his creamy pint, ‘‘we can’t very well
push husiness in our perfeshin’, ye
know.’”’ The Dublin jarvey, ‘‘in wit
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a nien, simplicity a child,”” is a Celtie
product which, it is lamentable to
contemplate, seems destined to be-
couie a mere cog in this onrushing
mechaniclal age.

Sackville, or O’Connell, street—in
the first flicht of the streets of the
world—-lands the visitor in the heart
of the city. Stafues of Irish patriots
and Sax~n aliens jostle each cther in
this noble thoroughfiare.

Many great men have visited Dub-
lin and left on record their first
impressions. Thackeray was charm-
ed with the Trish metropolis and
d-elared that ‘‘a handsomer town it
is impossible to see on a summer’s
day.”” Carlyle on the other hland
referred  contemptuously to its
‘“vapid, inane streets, full of side-
cars and trashery.”” Dean Swift, to
whom the prospect was pleasing, and
man alone was vile, poured out the
vials of his wrath on the ‘‘fools, fops
‘apd rakes’> who paraded its streets



SACKVILLE STREET,

Looking north from 0'Connell Bridge, showing the O’'Connell Monument in the centre and the Nelson pillar in the distance

in his time. Sir Walter Scott was
most impressed in his day by ‘‘the
dark, saturnine face’’ that looked
down at him from a bust near Swift’s
tomb. Ruskin was struck by ‘‘the
ensemble and detail” of Dublin’s
classic architecture.

Even to-day Dublin wears a for-
eign aspect. In its smsthetic and
architectural beauty, so Venetian-
like in its magnificent temples and
imposing buildings, it is still in the
front rank of European cities. To
the materialist, whose soul is wrapped
in begrimed dollar bills, the Irish
Capital may appear a dull, if historic
wilderness. To the artistic eye of a
Ruskin it is otherwise. To the Trish.
man it is a beautiful body from
which the spirit has departed. The
traveller, fresh from the bustle of
Chieago or London, is struck by the
pathetic auietude of its streets and
squares. There is a sinenlar absence
of ommnerﬂiﬂ] bustle ':md ﬂQthlty.
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The buildings do not flaunt their
roofs against the sky-line. There is
an air of repose in the architect’s
designs. The elevator is sfill a lux.
ury. It is the church spire not the
chimney stack that catches the eye.
The atmosphere is that of the cath-
edral town and the court. Walking
through its spacious squares, con-
gested slums, and forbidding tene-
ments, every stone tells of bygone
days. From this doorway, now the
entrace to a convent, once emerged
the angular form of Henry Grattan
—who “‘stood by the eradle of Irish
liberty, and followed it to its grlave”’
—a striking figure as, with reflective
mien and irregular footsteps, he
passed down the street to the Irish
House. Here, where Curran’s eagle
eye caught the greeting of some per-
fumed dandy, all is now silence and
solitude. These old-fashioned doors.
once opened by powdered flunkeys as
My Lady ascended the steps from her



THE QUAYS

From 0'Connell Bridge. The Custom House 'n the background

sedlan chair, nowoc:{wen to the employ-
ees of a dry-goods warehouse. In
this palatial mansion at the north of
Rutland Square (where fashionable
Dublin once thronged in the salons
of a belted earl) clerks mow keep
(Civil Service hours and draw Gov-
ernment play. There, where the door-
way and portico still make a brave
show in spite of a century of grime,
the city’s vagrants find a night’s
shelter. Grass and moss are eating
the mortar of the stone facades of the
mransions of pre-Union days, where

¢‘Imperial Caesar, dead and turned to clay,
May stop a hole to keep the wind away.”’

The noblemen who built and dwelt
in these magnificent houses were epi-
eures with Oriental tastes. In the
neighbourhood of Rutland Square,
Mountjoy Square, St. Stephe_n’s
Green, Merrion Square, and Fitz-
william Square, one can still _ﬁnd
traces of the elaborate decorations
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that were executed a century ago,
decorations that recall the beauties of
the palaces of Venice and Milan,
Globe-trotting plutoerfats from the
stockyards of Chicago, or from Wall
street, have despoiled many of these
old homes of the Irish aristocracy
of the beautiful Carrara marble man-
tel-pieces, unique examples of Ifalian
lart. Angelica Kauffmann and Mar-
inari left wonderful specimens of
their work on ceilings and panels in
family mansions whose glory has long
since departed. The inlaid mantel-
pieces of Bossi may yet be seen, but
these relics of a lost art are few in
number. Wealthy ecollectors have
robbed the city of these a1 trelasures.
Into the marble Bossi introduced
the most delicate desiens in flowers.
exhibiting a marvellous fidelity to
nature in colour and texture. Bossi
died, and with him died the secret
regarding the cement and colouring
used. Repeated efforts have been
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Now the Bank of Ireland (on left). Trinity College (on right).

made to analyse Yand reproduce the
composition, but the imitations bear
but a feeble resemblance to Bossi’s
finished work. One of Bossi’s man-
tel-pieces was sold a few years ago
for five hundred dollars—a mere bag-
atelle when complared with sums paid
for other objets d’art. Lord Charle-
mont, whose town house in Rutland
Square is now the headquarters of
the Valuation Commissioners was the
first to bring over Italian workmen to
decorate the interior of his mansion.
His example was quickly followed by
other Irish peers. With the Union,
land the destruction of the Irish Par-
liament, all these noblemen transferr-
ed their town residences to London.
Dublin—whose Viece Regal court
outshone in hospitality and brilliancy
that of the British Sovereign, whose
streets were gay with the concourse
of helles and swells, witty fops, and
charming society dames, and where
the Beaux Walk of St. Stephen’s
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Green outrivlalled Rotten Row—pass-
ed in a single decade from the proud
position of the second eity in the
Empire to a dishevelled relic of faded
glories, sitting in melancholy solitude
brooding ‘‘o’er the deep damnation
of her taking off.”’

The homes of the Irish patricians
of pre-Union days have now to be
sought in byways that tell their own
tale of the rapid descent. Aldbor-
ough House, now a barracks, stands
in the midst of slumland, near
Amiens street. Belvidere House still
stands at the head of George’s street,
while close by is the former residence
of the famous Countess of Blessing.
ton. The obtrusive spirit of com-
mercialism has, with flauntine irrev.
erence, pushed back old Dublin into
the slums 'and side-streets.

A few relies of the past gtill
struggle to maintain appearances and
make a brave show in houses that
seem too big for the present ocen-
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pants. A semblance of the Court
society of former days still survives,
but there is little of the prodigality
land lavish display that distinguished
the impecunious bucks who once, in
these same Queen Anne mansions,
closed the shutters at noonday that
they might play faro, and rouge
¢t moir by candlelight. No be-
wigged or powdered footman mnow
opens the door. The wire of the
visitor’s bell is a broken, rusted, and
twisted memory of days that were.

At this corner, within sight of St.
Patrick’s (Clathedral, is a shop the
front of which is stuck on to the
portico of a nobleman’s former town
residence—the grocer plying his
trade where the blue-blooded spend-
thrift of the eighteenth century
would not have permitted him to
come between the air and his nobility.

Dublin is not to be wooed by the
purchaser of a day return excursion
ticket.

Who can feel unmoved in Old Glas-
nevin, by the banks of the Tolka,
when he remembers that here Prior,
Parnell and Addison were wont to
meet, and that in the cool shade of
the trees overhanging this gurgling
stream the famous Dean Swift en-
joyed the society of Bishop Delaney,
whose episcopal residence still tops
the neighbouring hill. Or, nearer the
city, what thoughts are conjured up
in (lasnevin cemetery where O’Con-
nell, the Liberator, Parnell, the
Nlationalist leader, Barry Sullivan,
the great tragedian, and many others
“after life’s fitful fever sleep well.”’
The statue over Barry Sullivan
represents him with the skull of
Yorick. Of him, whom Irishmen
regard as the greatest of all Shake-
spearean actors, the Toronto Globe
once wrote: ‘‘If Barry Sullivan’s
Hamlet is not what Shakespeare in-
" tended—which we by no means assert
—then we wish that Shakespeare’s
Hamlet was what Barry Sullivan
makes him.”’ ¢

And with what emotions we stand
by the tomb of Swift and Stella in
gt. Patrick’s Cathedral; Strongbow’s

o
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recumbent figure in Christ Church
Cathedral; or gaze at the skull of
Swift in Dublin University Museum
—'“a terrible memento,’’ exclaims
Carlyle, ‘‘of senile decay, with the
hideous smile on the cavernous
mouth.’’

In St. Patrick’s /Cathedral—the
‘Westminster Abbey of Ireland—is a
bust of that sweet singer, Balfe, and
the tattered, shot-torn flags of hardly-
earned vietory in many a bloody
fight, with many other episodes re-
corded in stone and brass.

But the greatest glory of Dublin is
the old House of Parliament, now
the Bank of Ireland, in College
Green. It is no borrowed or reflected
glory. It is the only original piece
of architecture in the world, it has
been said, save Guarini’s Santo
Saudario at Turin, and the Duecal
palace at Venice. Up those steps,
once trod by statesmen, wlarriors and
orators, now passes the stream of
commerce and exchange. Money
changers now sit where Grattan, Cur-
ran, Flood and Plunkett once held
oratorical sway. Bank governors
and directors oceupy the seats around
the table at which the Irish peers
once mustered. On the walls hang
two fine examples of tapestry repre-
senting the Siege of Derry and the
Battle of the Boyne, executed im
the Liberties in the days when Dub-
lin employed five thousand hands in
the silk industry. On the steps out-
side can be recalled the face of Lord
Castlereagh, flinging looks of scorn
at the irate mob that threw dead cats
and hurled red-hot imprecations at
the mlan who conspired with Pitt
against the liberties of the Trish
people. Oposite is Trinity College,
where Oliver Goldsmith and Edmund
Burke stand in statuesque repose in
front of the Elizabethan building
which has given so many great men
to the service of the Empire and so
few to the cause of Trish nation'ality.
Priceless relies—including the famous
Book of Kells and the last roll of
the Irish Parliament—are stored in
its library and museum.
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The statues of Henry Grattan ‘and
William III. are encountered on the
way up College Green, which leads
to Ireland’s Gethsemane, Dublin
Castle. The architecture of Dublin
Castle is plain ‘and unpretentious.
Over all is the odour of bureaucracy,
of the jail, of the scaffold. St. Pat-
rick’s Hall, where state functions are
held, is a brilliant spectacle when
lit up and thronged with Irish youth
and beauty at the picturesque cere-
monials attending the installation of
a Knight of St. Patrick. Around its
walls are the banners and coats-of-
arms of the Knights, and from
Waldre’s beautifully designed ceiling
looks down a magnificent painting
representing the coming of Stronghow.
Bermingham Tower is the only relic
old stained glass window of medieval
holed walls of massive thickness are
stored the ancient muniments. Up
till recently Irish Vieceroys enjoyed
the enviable prerogative of kissing
the debutantes appearing at Court.

In the Chapel Royal, close by, is
some exquisite oak carving 'and a rare
old stained glass window of mediweval
times. The building is one of the
most perfect types of Gothic architec-
ture in existence. Adjacent is St.
Werburg’s Church, with the organ
on which Handel once played. St.
Michan’s, in Church street, is famous
for the antiseptic properties of its
vaults, in which lie in a wonderful
state of preservation the bodies de-
posited there throughout several cen-
turies. In this church the funeral ser-
vice was held over all that was mortal
of Charles Stuart Parnell. In its
graveyard lie several '98 leaders. Mr.
Gladstone visited St. Michlan’s in
1877, and the late rector recalls how
the great statesman ‘‘trembled like
an aspen leaf’’ as he looked on the
mummified remains so wondrously
preserved.

Among the historic streets is Fish-
amble street, sacred to the memory of
Handel. Here was the music hfall
where the great master sat at his
chamber organ. He came to Dublin,
it was said, in a fit of pique and re-
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mained five months as the guest of the
Duke of Devonshire, who was Viceroy.
During the visit he produced for the
first time his ‘‘Messiah,”” in Christ
Church Cathredral.

In High street may be seen the
house where Sarsfield was born and
where Wolfe Tone was waked. In
Thomas street the house where Lord
Edward Fitzgerald was taken, and
St. Catharine’s Church, in front of
which Robert Emmett was executed.

One famous spot, now occupied by
the Church of Ireland Synod Hall,
connected by an archway with Christ
Church Cathedral, is almost forgot-
ten. It was known as ‘“Hell.’”” The
law courts were in close proximity,
and ‘‘Hell’”” was where the legal
fraternity had their chambers.
‘“Lodgings in Hell, suitable for 'a
lawyer,”” was a not uncommon form
of advertisement in olden times. A
\statue of the Devil in this abode of
‘the law drew from Bobby Burns
the lines:

‘‘But this I’m gaun to tell,
Which lately of a night befell,

Is just as true as the Deil’s in Hell,
In Dublin City.”’

Up on the Dublin mountains, vis-
ible for many miles around, are the
ruins of the notorious ‘‘Hell Fire
Club,” a famous resort of the wild,
card-playing young bucks over a cen-
tury ago. One of its leading members
was Buck Whaley who occupied the
house on St. Stephen’s Green now
the abode of the Catholic College.
Whaley once jumped his favourite
Arabian horse from a second storey
window in Nassau street, landing
dafely on straw and winning a large
wager. He also made a trip to Jeru-
salem as the result of a wager.

Young Whaley had a large ecirele
of friends, including Lord Marecus
Beresford. He played and lost 't
cards to Charles James Fox and won
a royal mistress which the gay
Prince of Wales staked against
Whaley’s gold in a famous gambling
resort at Brighton. It is typical of
the generosity of the Trish mind that
on Whaley’s death The Freemans
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Journal threw over his wasted, life the
ample folds of the cloak of charity
when it 'alluded to his wild career
as ‘‘the improvident feature of great-
ness.”” Buck Whaley, when foreed
to fly from the writ server and debt-
ors’ jail, after squandering several
fortunes, built a house at Douglas in
the Isle of Man. the foundations of
which were laid on ¢lay shipped from
Irel'and. For, although unable to re-
side in Ireland, he would live on Irish
soil.

The character of Ireland in the
days of Dublin’s glory was an anom-
aly in the moral world. Any ap-
proach to the habits of the industrious
classes by an application to trade or
business, or even a profession, was
considered a degradation to a gentle.
man, and the upper orders of society
afforded a most rigid exclusiveness.
The Dublin of to-day reflects much
of the false pride and gay reckless-
ness and devil-may-care spirit of for-
mer times. Society in Dublin, it is
true, is no longer composed of aristo-
erats. The mimic Court that is held
in Dublin Castle is regarded by the
blue bloods as a back entrance to So-
ciety. It is chiefly composed of pro-
fessional classes, with 'a sprinkling of
the aristocracy, officials, and military
exiles acting as aides de camp to
the Viceroy, or as members of the
staff of the Commander-in-Chief.

The upper crust in Ireland is not
gatisfied with reflected royalty. Tt
prefers to clank its toy court sword in
St. James Palace and to see the Sov-
ereign face to face. Tt is hard to
realise now that the Trish Court once
ontshone that of George III. 'I‘h.e
struggle to keep up appearances is
one of the most pathetic 'and tragie
gides to present-day Dublin. One
characteristic tradition survives. The
Dublin man works to live. Hg does
not, like his Ulster confrere, live to
work. Business is sluggish at the best
in Dublin and where possible it is
never allowed to interfere with pleas-
ure. Dublin jealously maintains the
café form of transacting business,
where the dull, prosaic routine is
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swallowed in sugar-coated capsules,
and the commercial deal is clinched to
the fraternal clink of glasses.

To see Dublin at its best one must
meet it at the famous Horse Show
or on the race-course, or at some of
the theatres. A Dublin jaudience is
the most critical in the world. Praise
from the ‘‘gods’’ of a Dublin theatre
is praise indeed, and actors and sing-
ers know that a successful first night
in the Gaiety or Theatre Royal is a
precursor to a remunerjative season.

One of the most important of the
old societies in the Irish metropolis
is the Royal Dublin Society, founded
by charter from George II., establish-
ed for the promotion of husbandry
and useful arts, and famous for its
great annual Horse Show. It is the
father of all existing societies with
similar ‘aims. The first Dublin Horse
Show was held in 1868. To-day it
attracts to its extensive permanent
quarters at Balls Bridge visitors from
every quarter of the world. Buyers
representing the great powers come
to it to purchase mounts and stud ani-
mals for their respective governments.
It is more of a fair than a show to
the farmers and breeders of Ireland.
The wonderful jumping vecords of
foreign officers at the Tnternational
Horse Show at London recently
were largely due to the Irish blood
that carried them to vietory. The
Irish hunter is par excellence the
finest ditecher and fencer in the world.
He is the king of beasts. Dublin dur-
ing Horse Show week—the latter end
of August—approaches nearest to the
gaiety of olden times than at any
other period of year. In the
jumping enclosure one meets the
handsomest and best dressed women
in the world. Horse-races and
theatres round off one of the gayest
seasons fo be found in any Paropean
city.

Entering the spacious grounds of
the Royal Dublin Society fat Balls
Bridge the magnitude of the Horse
Show and the clock-like regularity
with which everything is earried out
compel admiration and astonish many
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who come with peculiar prejudices
regarding everything Irish. “‘The
Irish,”’ as a fair Yankee once petu-
lantly = exclaimed, ‘‘are the most
charming and the most aggravating
people in the world.”” But the Horse
Show—the biggest thing of the kind
in the world—is a striking example
of the administrative capacity of
Irishmen. With a trotting track, five
rings, and a racing enclosure, Balls
Bridge during this glorious week—
when the poorest Irishman endeav-
ours to live at the rate of ten thousand
a year—is a veritable Cosmopolis.
Sibilant hostlers putting the finishing
touches on the shining coats of blood
exhibits recall Dickensonian scenes.
Selated at the rings the well-dressed
erowds—mostly family parties—take
a real and lively interest in the horse-
flesh. In the rings, showing their
paces to prospective buyers, high-class
matrons, with foals that may one day
challenge the field at Punchestown or
the Grand Niational-—animals with
plenty of bone, weight carriers with
ragged hips and plenty of power be-
hind the saddle—move - across the
green turf with the grace of well-bred
aristocrats. And there is the gamb-
ler’s chance of picking up an Ard
Patrick or a Galtee More among these
hundreds of thoroughbreds. But
there lare other attractions as well as
the horses and jumping. Nowhere in
the world can there be found in the
same space so many handsome women.
The cailin deas—she of the mystic
race, ‘“with tragedy lurking out of
her gray eyes,”’ shares the honours
with man’s noblest friend during the
Skow.

‘““‘Look at her there—
Night in her hair,
The blue ray of day from her eye laughin’
out on us;
Faix an’ a foot,
Perfect of ecut,
Peepin’ to put an end to all doubt in us.’’

The grace and the charm of the
Dublin girl are enhanced by an un-
definable air of distinction, 'and a
seductive musical voice that interprets
the English language with a purity

of intonation and a refinement of ex.
pression not to be heard in any other
part of the United Kingdom.

One may also hear in Dublin all
the brogues from Cork to Fair Head.
The clash of wits between the female
prisoner at the bar and the Dublin
bobby at the morning sessions at the
back of the Four Courts is an experi-
ence not to be missed. The female
resident of Church street or the Lib-
erties—especially when her education
has been rounded off by the wide ex-
perience gained as lan auctioneer of
old clothes in Patrick’s Close, or as
a street purveyor of apples and
oranges—is a dangerous opponent to
encounter in a battle of wits. Dan
O’Connell once wagered he would get
the better of an old apple womlan who
frequented the precinets of the Law
Courts, and only succeeded in silene-
ing the voluble dame by ecalling her
‘““an ould isosceles triangle.’’

‘‘Mrs. McGovern,”’ said the magis-
trate to the prisoner, ‘‘don’t imagine
for one moment that you can continue
to drink, as you have done, with
impunity.”’

‘‘Beggin’ yer pardin, yer worship, T
always drink wid Mrs. O’Brien,’’ re-
plied the unperturbed Mrs. MeGovern.

Sitting in a street car one day, one
of these itinerant apple merchants
was next to some rather loud and dis-
paraging Yankee visitors, who were
decrying the Capital as a “‘dirty
city.”” As the old dame rose to leave
the car she turned and said: ‘‘T beg
pardin, ladies, I was much inther-
ested in the account of yer travels
all over the world. I have heard all
ye hiave to say about the dhirty
Oirish. When ye nixt take yer
thravels abroad I'd advise ye to go
to Hell; ye’ll find mo dhirty Oirish
there.”’

Dublin has improved in cleanliness
in ecommon with most large cities since
the times when a landlady depreeat-
ingly reminded her prospective lodeer
that “‘la little clane, Irish dirt niver
did any one any harm.”’

The Phoenix Park, where Fitzger.
nld’s ghost appears every morning
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challenging for a duel, and where the
Viceroy, Chief Secretary, and Under
Seeretary for Ireland reside, is one
of the largest and most picturesque
parks in the world. The Zoological
(Gardens, and the headquarters of the
Royal Irish Constabulary are also
situated within the park. It is la
glorious scene at any time of year,
but more particularly when the thou-
sands of hawthorne trees are in bloom.
Opposite the Vice Regal Lodge itiner-
ant merchants and importunate apple-
women keep 'alive the dark memories
of the Invinecibles of 1882 by marking
with deep crosses the spots where
Lord Frederick Cavendish and Mr.
Burke were foully murdered. Taking
advantage of the morbidly curious,
these open-air merchants traffick
in bog oak and other curios. Look-
ing from his window Earl Spencer
saw the tragedy in May, 1882, but
thought it was only a drunken row.
A seat is pointed out as the spot
where the informer Carey sat and
gave the signal to the murderers of
the approach of the Chief Secretary
and Under Secretary. A few paces
off ““Skin the Golat,”” on his pear
tightened his reins and flicked his
little brown mare, getting her blood
warmed up for the desperate ride of
the assassins from the scene of a
erime that put back the home rule
cause a quarter of a century. On
this famous drive the assassins must
hlave caught a glimpse of Kilmainham
jail where some of them later paid
the extreme penalty. e
There is a new Dublin springing
phoenix-like from the ashes of the
dead past. Life may never again be
restored to the dry bones that moulder
in the slums and side streets. The
glories of the dead past may never
be recalled in the deserted homes of
a once resident nobility. Duibh-Linn,
the city of the Black Pool, seems des-
tined to reflect in the future the more
rosaic virtues of a Demoeracy. In
the Dublin of to-day one feels the
throbbing of a mew and a better
life. A noble band of 1qte11ectuaLs
is hammering out the destiny of the

country. Poets, dramatists, actors,
politicians, social reformers—they
can be met in cosy tea-rooms and
other haunts, living the simple life
and given seriously to think over
national problems. With a Parlia-
ment in College Green the spirit will
return to the still beautiful and in-
animate clay. Nlational poetry—*‘the
poetry of the sword, of the famine
and of the pestilence’’—native music,
and the Irish drama, long marred by
the too deep intensity of the insistent
note of sadness reflected in the de.
cadent glories of the metropolis, will
take on a more joyous expression and
preach a more optimistic and lively
faith.

The architectural beauties of Dub-
lin, its extended vistas and eclassic
atmosphere, break like a revelation
on the visitor who is attuned in rev-
erence and sympathy. He indeed
must be destitute of imagin'ation and
sympathy who cannot once more
people these stately homes and noble
streets with a new, a richer, and a
more abundant life,

Leaving Kingstown Harbour as the
ruddy sun sinks slowly behind the
mountains, bringing the giant Sugar
Loaf once more into bold relief, a
fleeting vision of loneliness opens out
as the green shore recedes from view.
Kingstown is fast supplanting the
North Wall on the Liffey as the port
of call and departure for Dublin.
Southwards from the metropolis for
twelve miles are now to be found the
homes of wealthy merchants, retired
landed gentry, Government officials
and pensioners, and the families
possessed of independent means that
recruit the population of Dublin from
the Irish provinces from year to year.
For Dublin is not an industrial but
a residential city. Much of the wealth
of Ireland is to be found concentrated
within its boundaries including its
suburbs.

As the steamer, threading its way
through the fleet of yachts cruising
in the Bay, heads once more for the
British coast the memory of ‘‘dear
old dirty Dublin’’—no longer dirty
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and unkempt but leading in the van
in the provision of better housing and
healthier surroundings for the masses
of its people—brings many sweet re-
flections.  Its magnificent picture
gallery, museums and art treasures,
its quiet retreats far from the mad-
ding crowd, its atmosphere of
refinement, culture and repose, and
its many-sided appeals to the craving
desires of a wearied hum'anity in this
bustling age—all erowd fast upon the
memory as the golden dise behind a
bank of clouds throws ghost-like
shadows over hill and valley.. As the
evening mist casts a gray mantle
over the waters shutting out the
thousands of twinkling, dancing
lights ashore we think of Dublin as
triste.

It is the memory of other days that
haunts its stately homes and clings
to its handsome architecture. He who
would hold converse with its familiar
spirits must approach with the rever-
ent awe of the antiquarian., Its
streets are the hallowed aisles of a
national sarcophagus. It is the past
not the present that everywhere ob-
trudes. Dublin — whose  history
stretches back through the mists of
two thousand years, whose architee-
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ture and customs owe so much to the
stranger within 1ts gates—is af epito-
me in sculptured stone of the tragie
history of Erin. The daily press, the
speeches of the politicians, the table
conversation in the hotel or restaurant
—all conjure up the past. This ten-
dency of the Irish people to brood
over the past, to the neglect of the
present, is one of the most notable
characteristics of the race. And the
reason is not far to seek. The Irish
people is divorced from the present.
The continuity of national life has
been snapped. The destruction of
the Irish Parliament and the ruthless
policy of Anglicisation and denation-
alisation have diverted the broad
streams of national life into new and
unnatural ch'annels and dried up the
well-springs of incentive and indi-
viduality.

As the myriad lights of the great
city vanish behind the horizon
the imagination conjures up onece
more the pathetic figure of Erin sit.
ting on the storm-swept rocks looking
out over the sea, waiting for the day
when the angel shall roll away the
stone, and when the spirit of the
Past shall once more be incarnated in
the Present.



THE CLIMBER OF THE HEIGHTS
BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

DIMLY to be seen, and dreamlike
in their intangibility, were the
vast heights upflung above the timber
line of Lost Men Mountain. A wan
light presaged the dawn, but the stars
still glimmered faintly. Silence,
tingling land austere, brooded upon
this upper world. :

Already in the little alpine meadow
on the shoulder of the mountain, be-
tween scraggy clumps of jackpine
and the lofty precipices that sup-
ported the last peaks, a small flock
of sheep was feeding on the bunch

There were six of them—two ewes,
with short, bowie-knife horns, three
Jambs, and the leader of the flock, a
magnificent ram. He was one of the
most kingly beasts of the kingly tribe
of Big Horns. He stood a foot higher
than either of the ewes. His body
whs massive, close-knit and muscular.
His head, crowned with huge horn
serolls, was on a truly 'her<_)1c scale.
His movements were qmqk and
gpringy, and whenever he raised his
head his pose was strikingly statu-

'l'lfe faint violet tints in the sky
turned to crimson as the stars faded
out. Then the red lid of the sun
peeped over the edge of the world.

Instantly fire glelamed on the taller

ks, and the mountains loomed
elear and tremendous. From the
meadow where the sheep were brows-
ing the vast billowy sea of the Rockies
unrolled itself to the view. Ranges
of tall peaks capped with the et.ernal
snows faded laway into the infinity of
the azure sky. Beneath were black
forest depths, imisty chasms, bleak
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and solemn rock walls still in shadow.

Coming from out the mists of the
valleys, passing through the deep
sclemn notes of the forests, and rising
in harmonies of grays and greens and
purples to the piercing, exquisite fire
of gleaming, ice-crowned spires, a tri.
umphal peon of colour welcomed the
new day.

Into view of this pomp and paee-
antry sof Nature came three men.
They silently stole out from the edge
of the timber belt and into the shelter
of a clump of jackpine. They were
a white hunter and two Indian
guides. A rock boulder hid the sheep
from them. The Indians seemed to
suspect the presence of game, for they
crouched low under the trees, and one
of them waved a deprecating hand to
the white man, who so far followed
their example as to drop to one knee,

But the scene obliterated thoughts
of hunting from the white man’s
mind. The overpowering bulk of the
mountains, the stateliness of the
cathedral spires, the vastness of the
panorama, and the exquisite loveli-
ness of colouring in which all was
bathed gripped his imagination.

To this city-bred man it Seemed a
miracle that such beauty could he
wrought without the aid of man. To
come into these remote heights, where
perhaps from the beginning of the
world man had never heen before,
and to discover himself in the pres-
ence of such a triumphal welecome to
another day, was suddenly to find his
perspective altered—to realise that
man, and civilisation, and kingdoms,
and empires were but incidents in
some vast, incomprehensible scheme
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of nature altogether beyond his un-
derstanding.

It seemed to him that the utter
silence in which this scene was un-
rolled must be filled with music to
which his ear wlas not attuned; that
the mountains, instead of being lone-
ly, must be peopled with hosts of
beings whom he could not see.

It gave him no start, caused not
a single musele of his to quiver, when
from behind the huge boulder in the
alpine meadow in the foreground, the
little flock of Big Horn sheep came
picking their way and browsing.
They came quietly into the picture—
that was nll. 3

Mechanically he noted the magnifi-
cent proportions of the ram, mechani-
cally he counted the ewes and lambs,
but his mind was enthralled with the
whole vast scene, and not with its
details. 1

One of the Indians touched his
foot, and when he looked round
pointed at the sheep. y

He nodded quickly, and took the
rifle the Indian offered him. But now,
as he gazed with a hunter’s eye on
the sheep, they too fascinated him,
and instead of raising his rifle he
whaited and watched.

Unsuspecting as the sheep were,
and therefore natural and easy in
their movements, the little flock some-
how had about it an air of domes-
tieity.

Only the ewes were feeding. They
moved energetically from bunch to
bunch of grass, nibbling quiekly. One
lamb was following its mother, and
with hwkward baby movements was
trying to get its mother to allow it
to nurse. But the moment the lamb
dropped on its knees under its moth-
er’s udder and began to shake its
tail in an eestasy of anticipation,
the mother would move on, leaving
the lamb a pathetic little figure of
disappointment behind her.

The other two lambs were trying
their strength in mimie battle, rear-
ing and butting at each other with
great vicour. ¥

The Big Horn ram stood watching
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the battling two with fatherly indul-
gence. Then he walked up to them,
lowered his massive seroll-crowned
head, land playfully joined in the
fight. Immediately the lambs turned
on him. One butted at his flanks,
running back and launching his puny
blows with all his might. The other
began a bold frontal attack, rearing
land butting downwards at the lower-
ed head of the ram and in the ap-
proved fighting style.

Down among the jackpines a bird
began to sing. Now and then some
of the shale, loosened by the sheep,
went clattering down the mountain
side.

Nothing else broke the stillness.

Suddenly the Big Horn ram flung
up his head ; the man-tainted tair had
reached him. Almost with the same
movement he sprang sideways to the
top of a boulder and swung round on
his forelegs as on a pivot. With his
head flung back, his big golden eves
searching the edge of the timber lin...
and his sensitive nostrils sniffing at
the air, he presented a noble sight.

The ewes looked at him nonchal.
antly, still chewing. The lamhs took
no notice at all.

Big Horn stamped his forefeet,
shook his head, and snorted, as
though the tainted air were an abom.
ination in his nostrils.

Instantly every one of the flock
sprang to attention and ran towards
him with frightened movements and
quivering nostrils. TInstantly, foo,
the white man raised his rifle. But
he never sighted it.

At that moment the silent foreces
of Nature intervened. With the speed
of light itself fog dropped down upon
the alpine meadow, and in an instant
the vision was blotted out from the
hunter’s eyes.

It was a phenomenon well known to
the Indians, but it amazed the white
man. He had seen clouds wreathi
the mountain sides, but he never
imagined they dropped with sneh im.
perceptible swiftness.

One of the Indians pulled out his
pipe and lit it. The other smiled in.
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serutably. The smile might have
meant pleasure at the thought that
the white man had lost his opportu-
nity because he had ignored the first
signal of the Indian. It might have
meant contempt.

““What a magnificent head!”’ whis-
pered the white man, looking back
again instantly to see if the fog were
thinning. _

‘‘Biggest horns in all the Rockies,”’
gaid the Indian. ‘‘Biggest I ever
saw.”’

“‘Never dreamt the fog was going
to drop like that,”’ said the white
man apologetically. ‘‘What a fool I
was not to shoot on sight! How long
will the fog last?’’

The Indian shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘Perhaps five minutes. Perhaps
all day,”’ he said.

““Well, we’ll wait,’’ said the hunter,
\also lighting his pipe.

But it was an hour before the fog
lifted, and then the sheep were gone.

The Indians took up the trail
They soon told the white man the
pursuit of this great ram was hope-
less. The trail, they said, showed
that the flock had got their scent—
perhaps had seen them—and that the
sheep had retreated at great speed.
They were extremely wild and yvould
probably travel on and on in this vast
gea of mountains for days before

e ain felt secure.
th‘lgh:g hunter did not believe the
Tndians. Now that he had lost his
chance, he hungered and thirsted
for just one more. He saw no more
the beanty of the mountains. He was
a hunter pure and simple. And

ily did he eovet the magnificent

trophy that the Big Horn carried.

To take back this trophy to his

friends. to keep it forever as a proud

jon and to be able to say ‘I

¢hot that animal in the Rockies’’—
this was his one ambition.

For three days did he hunt. But
he saw no more of the sheep. Then
the city called the white man away.
Only one of the Indians went back
over the mountains with him. The
other stayed behind and hunted. For
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the white man wanted the Big Horn’s
head, and $250 was the price he was
ready to pay for it.

P

When the fog shut down upon the
little flock, Big Horn ‘already knew
the enemy that menaced him. The
tainted air told him that it was man;
his keen eyes caught the figure of the
white man as the latter raised his rifle
at the very instant that the fog came.

Bounding swiftly from the boulder,
the ram snorted alarm at his family
and led the flock rapidly up the
slopes.

He came of a much-hunted race
and he knew that of all the enemies
he had to fear man was the worst,
He knew the terrible power of man to
hurl death from tremendous dis-
tances. He had heard the ecrackling
roar by which men strike down the
creatures of the wild. He had seen
members of the flock slain instantly
by the death men hurl from afar.
His horror of man was such that the
sight or smell of a human being drove
him into a frenzy of fear.

The movements of the flock first
partook of the mature of stampede.
Then they slowed down into a rapid
trot, the ram leading the way with
steady purpose. Behind him followed
the three lambs, and in the rear were
the ewes, who butted the lambs when-
ever they showed a disposition to
slacken their speed. Far away across
the ravine, high up in the heart of a
mountain range twenty miles to the
north, were the breeding grounds
where the ram was born, and it was
to this place that he now led the flock.

At first the flock elimbed up and up
the face of the mountain to the spires.
Then they wound around to the north
and by precipitous passes found their
way down to the timber. Once in the
forest they travelled at a steady jog
trot wherever the trail was smooth,
while over the boulders they skipped
and leaped with an ease that was
almost birdlike in its lightness and
abandon. The lambs in particular
showed amazing agility.
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Late that same afternoon they were
breasting the wooded slopes on the
far side of a tremendous valley. Not
without adventure had the journey
been, but then their lives were one
long adventure. They had to jump
or ford several mountain torrents,
and in the bed of the valley had had
to cross, by leaps from rock to rock,
a great, roaring, swirling, glacier-fed
river.

In the valley a couple of coyotes
hung upon their trail for some time,
despite repeated flank attacks by the
ewes. When the coyotes became bold-
er and tried to cut in by a cross trail
upon the lambs, Big Horn whee}ed
round in a perfect blaze of passion
and charged upon the tormentors.
He did not cateh either of them.
But they gave up hope and went off
in search of easier quarry.

Occasionally a rabbit would sit upon
his hind quarters and stare question.
ingly at the hurrying sheep. Canada
jays sometimes inferred the worst
from the rapid movements of the
flock and sereamed Wlarms that
brought squirrels shrilling on over-
hanging branches and sent blue
grouse whirring through the pinion
pines.

Stopping mneither to rest nor to
feed, the ram brought his charges be-
fore mightfall to one of the lesser
peaks. There, in a retreat among the
rocks that commanded far-stretching
views, they rested for the nighit.
Late the next day they reached the
object of their journey—an alpine
meadow overhanging a vast gorge.
There they settled down once more
to a period of placid order and con-
tentment, of eating and resting and
gambolling.

But the Indian, too, knew of that
meadow, for his tribe had hunted in
these mountains from time immem-
orial. He hardly expected to find
the big ram there, but he knew that
somewhere in that neighbourhood he
was likely to find sheep—and prob-
ably, he argued to himself, one head
would earn the $250 as well as an-

other.

The Indian reached this high re-
treat three days after the arrival of
the sheep, on a day when wind roared
through the mountain passes, and the
drifting snow swirled into fantastie
shapes.

He camped in a cave for two davs
until the storm had passed. Then he
made for the heights above the mea-
dow, where he crept cautiously from
rock to rock, taking advantage of each
new view of the meadow to look for
sheep. He knew that when alarmed
the sheep would look to the timber on
the far side of the meadow for the
danger, and would seek safety in re-
ftreat to the rocks above.

Thus, by approaching the meadow
from above, if he missed the ram on
the first shot he would probobly get
him on the second.

An hour after he had reached the
heights commanding the meadow he
sighted the sheep. But the ridge
from which he gazed was too high
for effective shooting. Far below,
tiny specks on the boulder-strewn and
snow-swept field, the sheep were feed-
ing, all unsuspicious of danger,

Carefully he made his way down
the steep side of the mountain. He
was almost within rifle shot when a
loose rock, dislodged under his
weight, went crashing down the
mountain side.

He saw the sheep start to atten-
tion; saw the very Big Horn ram he
was after leading them off at great
speed towards the upper heights.

He crouched and waited.

For five minutes the sheep were
lost to view behind boulders. When
they reappeared they were far away
to the left. The Indian hastened by
an easy path up and across the moun-
tain to intercept them. In the next
half hour he never got a glimpse of
the sheep.

Then, without noise of footfall op
premonitory suspicion, the paths of
hunter and hunted met. Their paths
converged at right angles around g
huge pyramid of rick—the sheep on
the outward side, on the edge of a
precipice.
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The great ram fell back on his
haunches for a second. Then, realis-
ing the impossibility of turning back,
like an arrow he bounded forward,
making for the safety of a narrow
defile that wound sharply through the
rocks a dozen yards ahead.

In the same instant the Indian
made a movement to raise his rifle.

On the edge of the rise between the
sheep and the defile the snow of the
day before had drifted until it hung
like the comb of a great wave high
out over the valley. That comb was
in the direct path of the sheep.

In the excitement of the moment,
the big ram sprang on to the snow
wave. He crouched as he realised
his position, but before he could re-
ireat the others had joined him.

With a rush and amid a huge cloud
of flying snow, the bank gave way,
and the whole flock disappeared in a
miniature avalanche that went sweep-
ing with a muffled roar down the face
of the precipice.

The Indian peered over. Except
for flying snow, mothing could be
seen., The Big Horn, he felt sure,
and all his flock lay dead at the
bottom without a shot having been

He made his way to the bottom of
the precipice after a toilsome journey
and began searching amid the snow
and rocks for the sheep. He found
one ewe with a broken neck—then
one of the lambs.

The legs of another of the lambs
stuck out from a snow drift. He be-
gan pulling at them.

And then something struck him
behind, something that hit him like a
blow from an oak plank. He fell
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forward awkwardly into the snow.

By some miracle the ram alone had
survived the fall uninjured. The
animal, keeping lonely guard by the
dead body of one of his ewes, had
seen the Indian approach and had
connected the man with the tragedy
that had occurred.

No longer a timid wilding, but a
rage-possessed demon, the infuriated
animal rushed upon the man, struck
him over and brought his huge horns
crashing down upon the man’s head.,
Beneath there was a rock, and
the impact of the tremendous
blow delivered by the ram smashed
the man’s sku'l. The ram rain-]
crasning blows upon the man, smash.
ing ribs and cutting into the flesh of
head and neck with his sharp fore-
feet. Again and again he charged;
again and again the great horns
crashed upon the limp body of the
Indian, who was dead long before the
infuriated animal left him.

At length Big Horn’s fury
died out. Then the horror of his
sudden loneliness in the midst of
death oppressed him. He turned
away from this valley of horror and
roamed high into the mountain
ridges. At dusk he stood on a huge
pyramid of rock, his silhouette show-
ing up sharply against the sky.

In an agony of loneliness he bleat-
ed for his flock. His voice, in which
was a pathetic note of anguish, float-
ed out over an ocean of peaks lifting
white fingers to the stars. It floated
out and died away.

There was not a single sound in
answer. Not a single answering voice
to break the aching silence of all the
wild chaos of cloud and rock.
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REMINISCENCES OF A COLONIAL
JUDGE

BY By,

WHEN I tell my readers about my
adventures and the diversified
and multifarious offices that I have
filled in the course of a long life (now
verging on to eighty years) I am
sure that they will at least give me
eredit for variety. As a young fel-
low I was a lawyer, estate agent,
representative of a great Knglish fire
insurance office, and member of the
Legislature.

My functions, titles and ocecupa-
tions were so varied, so incongruous,
that they will appear to the reader
more like Gilbertian comic opera than
ordinary prosaic official life. I was
the midshipmite and the boatswain
bight and the erew of the captain’s
gig—all kinds of functions rolled into
one. Besides being District Judge,
Police Magistrate, Chairman of Quar-
ter Sessions, Chiairman of the Board
of Health, T was inspector, with full
control, of the police. One morning
I woke up to find myself suddenly
transformed from a peaceful distriet
judge into a fighting admiral with
four ships. I had been appointed
Commander of the Batt Squadron to
prevent the sale of bait by our fish-
ermen to our rivals and opponents,
the French. It recalled Sidney
Smith’s immortal joke about TLord
John Russel’s daring and self reli-
ance, ‘‘that with twenty-four hours
notice he would take command of the
Channel Fleet.”” Incongruous and
labsurd as the appointment would ap-
pear, it was not so in reality; like all

PROWSE

Islanders I was more or less of a
sailor and came of old Devon seaman
stock. A Prowse commanded the fire-
ships in Calais roads and destroyed
the invincible armada. Another
Prowse, with Blackwood, received
Nelson’s last orders at Trafalgar.
As Commander of the Bait Squadron
1 destroyed the French fishery and
saved the country from ruin. Both
Government and the public deemed
the exploit impossible, but T won.

I hope my readers will thoroughly
understand that the stories I am
about to relate happened long ago.
They are the reminiscences of a gar-
rulous old man relating incidents of
the past. Dear, delightful days of
Arcadian simplicity, when port wine
was a shilling a bottle, and we had no
debt.

In 1861 I was unopposed, and my
course was easy. In 1865 I had two
opponents. How to get rid of them
quickly and bring myself and the
steéamer back to Burin to aid in my
leader’s election was a puzzle. I
found both my antagonists staying
with my special friend and stauneh
supporter the Jersey agent. These
were convivial times, and my rivals
were put to bed in a very moist con-
dition, both hiaving declared solemn-
ly before the agent that they had neo
intention of opposing my election.

Just before dawn our steamer came
in. Both my opponents were carried
aboard, dead drunk, and when they
woke they were over one hundred
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miles to leeward of the district, with
my nomination the only one in the
returning officer’s hands.  They
stormed and swore at me, but I pro-
dueced in presence of the captain their
written resignation in my favour.
‘When I got to Burin I found my
leader in bed sick and nervous. There
was a report of boats with fire-arms
and all sorts of threats from our
opponents. I saw at once what to
do; we must keep the people quiet
and amused until momination was

over. I had both a fiddler and a
bugler. The unfinished court-house
had a fine floor. Our outharbour

people ‘are very fond of music and
dancing, so I passed the word round
amongst all my friends to copy my
example—get hold of a girl, jump
}hrough the window and begin dane-
ing.

Tt acted like a charm. Instead of
the expected row, we had a most en-
joyable time, Conservatives and Lib-
erals alike dancing Tike mad. Four
o’clock came, our members alone were
nominated. Our leader arose from
his bed and won nearly all our money
at eards that evening.

When T was first appointed to my
judicial office forty-one years ago the
Capital was in a very bad eondition,
There were 500 robberies in the win-
ter of 1869, and any number of un-
licensed houses, thieves ‘and 1sose
women. One of my predecessors was
with Sir John Moore at Corunna; an-
other was a magistrate in 1813. A
Norwegian sailor told us about vari-
ous places where he had bought drink.
For a fortnight we kept him sup-
plied with cash and followed by a
policeman in plain clothes. Tn a week
we gathered in all the sheebeeners
and convicted them in batehes and
brought over £5,000 into our treasury.

A deputation headed by Sir Am-
brose Shea petitioned the Governor to
have me dismissed for punishing a lot
of respectable tradesmen in a most
disgraceful way. The old Governor,
Qir Stephen Hill, told Sir Ambrase
that when he was magistrate at Maur-
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itius he had adopted the very same
plan in dealing with & great public
evil, the unlicensed grogshop, and
that he would thoroughly support me
in my endeavours to keep order in St.
John’s.

My most amusing adventures hap-
pened in very out of the way places,
when I was after wreckers, and I
also enjoyed the very best grouse
shooting. I killed u whole covey of
thirteen one morning with the police,
prisoners and witnesses acting as spec-
tators and retrievers.

Sea-faring people look upon wrecks
as special dispensations of Providence
for their personal benefit. Deep down
in their hearts they re-echo the old

Cornish parson’s prayer:

«¢Oh Lord, protect and defend those
who go down to the sea in ships and do
their business in the great waters, and if
it be so, Lord, that in Thy unspeakable
Providence Thou shouldest cause any of
the stately ships to be cast away, grant,
Lord, of Thy abundant mercy that a good-
ly portion of the wrecks may be bestowed
upon the poor, sinful inhabitants of this

small haven.’’

Crossing the Atlantic one summer
in a Dundee steam-wharer; as we
were passing the Orkney Islands, I
remarked to the blue-eyed giant, our
pilot, ‘‘This must be a great place for
wrecks.”” ““Wracks, mon,.”’ he re-
plied, ‘‘there’s many a braw hoose
in Orkney and many a braw farm ~°t
out o’ wracks, but the dom Breetish
Government has put a leet-hoose here
and a leet-hoose there, and yon, mon,
is twa, There is no chance for a puir
fisher body noo.”’

In some wild parts of our New-
foundland coast everything specially
good about the fishermen’s houses has
been got out of wrecks. One of our
clergy was once stopping in an out-
harbour home. The master sat by
him and began tonching the sleeve of
his cotat.

‘““That’s a mighty fine piece of
cloth, sir,”” he said. ‘‘Never seed
better in my life. Get ’ee out of a
wrack, sir?’’

The great preventative of crime is
the certainty of punishment. When
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an offence is committed no stone
should be left unturned to detect and
punish the eriminal. Judges of the
superior courts are often hard on
the police. One of our judges, a bril.
liant Irishman, had a special habit of
cross-hackling our officers. I remem-
ber one extraordinary case of arson.
Coming home from a party late one
evening, I met our inspector. Passing
along a back street, we noticed gleams
of light through the windows of a
little house. Entering we found six-
teen different fires in the various
rooms, and the windows all darkened
with bread bags. At the trial the
Judge cross-examined the inspector
very severely.

““You arrested the prisoner?’’

“Yes, my lord.”’

““Was he very much frightened?’’

‘“Terribly scared, my lord.”’

‘““You searched the prisoner; what
did you find, sir?”’

“I found, my lord, the ‘Key of
Heaven’ (a Catholic prayer-book) in
one pocket and his insurance policy
in the other. He was prepared for
both worlds, my lord.”’

Even the judge had to laugh.

In the course of a long experience
T never failed in the dectection of
crime, though sometimes the juries
let off the prisoner. The most re-
markable case I ever handled was a
bank note forgery. In the whole
annals of erime there is only one case
like it—the robbery of £60,000 worth
of Indian stamps lost through the
wrecking of a mail steamer in the
Red Sea. The boxes were stolen and
the stamps circulated in Tndia, but
the criminals were never caucht.

In my case the steamer Gaspé, on
a voyage from Halifax, Nova Scotia,
to St. John’s, Newfoundland, went
ashore on the French island of
Miquelon. She was smashed to
matchwood. Her crew was saved, but
the whole cargo was lost.

The cargo contained a strongly-
bound box of stationery and 2,000
five-pound notes consigned to one of
our local banks. The insurance was
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paid on the box. Several years after
this loss a man named Miller came
into the bank and presented an un.
signed five-pound note. The bank
officials laughed at him. He was on
his way home. Returning from g
shooting expedition, I was met by
the telegraph boy with a message
from the bank to bring back Miller,
After a great deal of trouble, I per-
suaded him to return with me. The
bank officials had a great fright. They
found quite a number of the notes
supposed to be lost in the Gaspé and,
worst of all, very cleverly forged.
They had been paid at the bank
without the slightest suspicion that
there was anything wrong. They
put the ease in my hands. In a
couple of days I wrote out for them
a very full statement of the case. 1
described how the box had come
ashore intact; how it had been
found by one fisherman, who had
shown it to another, and how they
had ecarried up the box and concealed
it in the woods; how they then had
taken some of the notes to an old
junk deller in St. Pierre, and he
employed a better educated man to
forge the names of the manager and
accountant, copied of wcourse from
genuine notes.

I gave a dethiled deseription of
the four persons concerned in the
erime. The directors did not believe
one word of my statement. How did
I know the forgery was done in St.
Pierre? Very simply. T said that the
ink was French and all the forged
notes had come from places trading
with St. Pierre. The eriminals, T told
them, were very cautious, for only
about fifty notes had so far been
forged. Every word I had said prov-
ed to be literally true. However,
nothing would have been done only
for J. W. Smith, manager of the
Union Bank. He pointed out to the
Governor the dlangers of the situation.
“If,”” he said, ‘it comes to be known
or is suspected that there ape
£40,000 of forged notes afloat, no fish-
erman will look at a bank note. Oup
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circulation will be ruined. He pre-
vailed, and at an hour’s notice I was
sent off to St. Pierre in a little belast
of a steamer. For several days I was
the laughing-stock of the island. All
declared that the Pierros were too
stupid to carry out such a clever
trick. It was all done in the States.
My only allies were the Governor’s
wife, whom I had met at our Govern-
ment House, and my host of Le Leon
d’Or, Hackela, Capitaine des Sapeurs
Pompiers. Jacquard and Roblot, the
two Miquelon fishermen, had been
seen several times in the shop of
old Roblot, the junk dealer. They
were brought over. The authorities
were all unbelievers until the girl
who received the note from Jac-
quard gave her evidence. He de-
nied most positively that he had
ever given her the unsigned note.
This put the Procureur on his mettle.
The denial of such an obvious fact
made him at once suspicious, and
Jacquard was kept in jail. The rest
went back. The prisoner, Jacquard,
got frightened 'and told the judge
the whole story.

Now arose a new danger. Would
Roblot in Miquelon destroy the rest
of the notes? 1 felt sure that from
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his Norman avarice he would not do
so. Fortunately, just at that time, a
little English steamer put into the
harbour, and I persuaded the Gover.
nor to let the head of the police go
over in her and clapture Roblot and
the notes. Cantaloupe, head of the
police, nick-named ‘“Tete de melon,”
was very stupid but very determined.
Hackela told me how to drive it into
his head. So over a bottle of brandy
he and I rehearsed the scene. I told
him to go to Roblot, pistol in hand,
and say, ‘‘Show me the notes, Roblot,
or you are a dead man.”” Roblot was
found nidden in the woods, but he
showed the notes.

Bunot, the junk dealer, was sen-
tenced to twenty-one years; Roblot,
fifteen, and Jacquard, ten. The St.
Pierre authorities got all the eredit,
and I was most shabbily treated by
the bank. On behalf of the bank I
mlade handsome presents to all the
St. Pierre authorities and brought
back with me a good stock of claret
and burgundy. I have often been
asked how I eame to know all about
this erime and actually to see and
describe the eriminals. T hlave no ex-

planation to give, except possibly
clairvoyance.
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DUTCH TYPES

prawings by George Chavignaud
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LANDSCAPE SKETCHES AT MEADOWVALE, ONTARIO
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CAPTAIN WILLIAM KENNEDY

SKETCH OF A CANADIAN WHO COMMANDED
TWO EXPEDITIONS SENT IN SEARCH OF SIR JOHN FRANKLIN

BY A. ]. CLARK

OWEVER diverse may be the
opinions held as to the value of or
necessity for much of the Arctic ex-
ploration of the past several cen-
turies, there can be no question as to
the splendid heroism displayed in the
long search for the members of
Sir John Franklin’s ill-fated force.
It seems strange, therefore, that
but little is known about the man
who headed two of the relief expedi-
tions and was asked to undertake a
third—Captain William Kennedy.

In happy contrast to the eclaims,
counter-claims, charges, denials and
retractions put forward by some re-
cent explorers, that long-continued
quest resolved itself into a crusade
of generous impulses, in which na-
tions put aside national considera-
tions and individual men gave of
their chivalry for a common cause.

The records of those oft-repeated
attempts at suecour glow with all
that is best and noblest in human
nature, and not until humanity has
ceased to admire the deeds of men
cast in heroic mold will the memories
of those searchers be forgotten.

It is a matter for pride consequent-
ly to Canadians to know that to a fel-
low-countryman belongs the honour
of having played ‘an important réle in
that intensely human drama, for in
the person of Captain Kennedy Can-
ada had a representative in the long
catalogue of intrepid commanders in
charge of the various relief expedi-
tions. For Lady Franklin he under-
a0k the direction of her second at-
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tempt to find some trace of her
lamented husband, and on this voy-
age, unsuccessful in its main object,
he won the lasting distinetion of be.
coming the discoverer of the most
northerly point of the North Ameri-
can mainland. For three centuries
this had been an objective of previous
explorers. They had each in turn
failed, and it remained—and but fit.
tingly—for a son of Canada’s great
northern hinterland to first stand at
its most northerly limit.

Honour and to spare, one might
unthinkingly say, but when we look
deeper we discover that counterbal.
ancing disappointments in later years
and the forgetfulness of those who
might have, and should have, remem-
bered drew their seamy lines across
a life strangely free from the infliet-
ing of such marks on the lives of
others.

Not from this must it be inferred
that William Kennedy was a disap-
pointed self-seeker. In the most posi-
tive sense he was the reverse. Per-
haps he even carried this phase of
character beyond what was necessary,
Who shall judge? Men of his vision,
of his iron will and unimpeachahle
integrity are none too numerous and
that, in some things, they keep coun-
sel with themselves alone is to their

glory and not to their shame. When -

men look into nature with that clear-
ness of sight of which Carlyle so
pithily writes it is not necessary that
material gain should be an aceom-
paniment in order to fix their gaze.

o
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CAPTAIN WILLIAM KENNEDY

A Canadian who twice attempted to discover the fate of Sir John Franklin
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It was so with this ‘“ Man of the
North.”” He had journeyed far
through the great fur regions; had
penetrated the vast sub-Arctic terri-
tory and knew it intimately and
with the affection of the voydgeur at
a time when many of his countrymen
regarded it only as a frozen and
valueless waste. He knew that at
many points great potential wealth
lay stored for future generations. He
told of these. Some heeded; many
smiled with the complaceney of ignor-
ance.

The man who had depended on
the canoe, the dog-sleigh and the
snow-shoeing pack carrier knew both
the need for and the value of
dependable transportation facilities.
Schooled in all the pioneer methods,
he saw the necessity for more modern
means of communication over an area
of imperial proportions, and again
his voice was raised. When it came
he welcomed the Canadian Pacific
Railway as the Western passage and
looked forward to the shorter and
more northerly route by Hudson’s
Bay as the true ‘‘ Northwest Pass-
age.”’

In this connection he was the first
man to urge the feasibility of a rail-
road from the interior to Hudson’s
Bay, a project which to-day has
passed into the realm of a national
undertaking. In fact, it was owing
to his insistent advocacy of the
scheme that the late Honourable John
Norquay appointed a commission to
inquire into the possibilities of the
route, as a result of which investiga-
tion a beginning was even made on
the work of construction. It was his
expressed hope that Franklin would
be the name bestowed on the future
seaport and he, like the Government
surveyors and hydrographers who
visited the bay in 1910, strongly fav-
oured Churchill as the best location
for such a terminal. Prophetically
voicing the aspirations of modern
Manitoba, he once said:

‘“ We are the children of a mara-
time nation, and can ill brook being

excluded from the element whence we
derive our grandest traditions.’’

Captain Kennedy had, in short,
when few saw eye to eye with him, a
vision of our now partly realised and
fast developing West, and yet, withal,
he saw only with the eyes of the poet
and patriot and not with those of the
capifalist and manipulator. Hence
to many he was and to many he re-
mains almost mnknown. The last
forty years of his life were spent
on the banks of the Red River and
there, at his home at St. Andrew's.
Manitoba, he passed away and was
laid to rest in 1890,

For twenty years no monument
bore testimony to his memory. Then
the Women’s Canadian Club of Win-
nipeg took note of the oversight, and
by the successful conclusion of their
labour of love placed a debt of grati-
tude on all Canadians and especially
those of the West. A brass memorial
tablet was erected in the pioneer
Anglican Church, ‘‘St. Andrew’s-at-
the-Rapids,”” at St. Andrew’s, Mani-
toba. By a happy coincidence of
dates it was made possible for Lieu-
tenant Sir Ernest Shakelton, of Ant-
aretic fame, to perform the unveiling
ceremony during his visit to the Man-
itoba metropolis, and this he did on
May 21st, 1910.

The man to whom this memorial
was raised by daughters of the North-
west was himself truly a son of that
great region. His father was a chief
factor in the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s service, and at Cumberland
House, on the Saskatchewan, the
future explorer was born in the year
1813. On the paternal side he was
a direct descendant of a noble Secot-
tish Jacobite family, whose estates
were expropriated after the downfall
of Prince Charlie. His earliest years
were spent amidst the ecrude sur-
roundings and still eruder society
which the far-away wilderness post
alone afforded. It was not an exeit-
ing existence, and it is not diffieult to
suppose that the boyish imagination
often reached out beyond the every-



“MAPLE GROVE.”

CAPTAIN KENNEDY'S HOME

The house stood on a bank of the Red River, at 8t. Andrew’s, Manitoba

dav. humdrum routine of the isolated
settlement in a eraving to know more
about the great world from which
came the stores over which his father
presided and to which the trappers’
furs were finally consigned.

While vet quite young the first
real glimpse of that great unknown
world came to satisfy the longing
which had so often thrilled the youth-
ful faney. Sir John Franklin, then
on his first overland journey in
search of the ‘‘Northwest Passage,’’
left his fleet in Hudson’s Bay and

spent the winter at Cumberland
House. The kindly navigator took a
great interest in the factor’s little

son. and during the slow-passing win-
ter taught him the rudiments of
reading, the Catechism and some
hymns. Little did the teacher dream
that his eager pupil would be one
of those who, at a later day, were to
battle with privation and suffering to
reach him in his distress. It was the
inception of a romance of the North,
with the final chapters still unwritten.
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In an address delivered in later life
Captain Kennedy credited Sir John
with having conducted the first pub-
lic worship at Cumberland House.
““ Tt was,’’ said he, ‘* from that good
man 1 received my first impression
of what a Christian Sabbath and wor-
ship should be.”” Throughout a long
life, marked by strictest piety and
integrity, this was but one of the
many ocecasions on which he adverted
to the lessons of that winter.

Educated later in the Orkney
Islands, young Kennedy, at the age
of eighteen, followed his father into
the service of the great company. He
was stationed on the Labrador coast
and rose to a trusted position at
Ungava, where he was associated with
Donald A. Smith, now Lord Strath-
cona. The fur trade was not de-
stined, however, to retain its hold
upon him, for, in 1848, he left the
Company’s service and came to
Ontario. Four years later arose the
opportunity which was to take the
erstwhile trader back to his beloved
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Northland, but on a mission in
which the whole world was inter.
ested.

Lady Franklin was seeking a com-
mander for a renewed expedition in
search of her husband. Kennedy
offered his services and was chosen.
His knowledge of life and the exigen-
cies of travel in the barren North
were factors in his favour, and that
the confidence reposed in him was
not misplaced is amply proved by
the fact that Aretic historians have
pronounced the expedition which he
headed one of the best conducted and
most successful of its time.

When it became known that a fel-
low-countryman had volunteered and
had been accepted to lead the latest
Franklin expedition kindly assist-
ance was not wanting. Mr. Fish.er.
then Mayor of Hamilton, supplied
free transportation from Buffalo to
New York, where Kennedy met the
American  Aretic enthusiast Grin-
nell, who, in turn, provided a free
passage to England on a Cunard
steamship. Still, as if pursued by a
good fortune, not to be denied, he
found that Sir Edward Belcher, a
warm friend of Aretic research, hap-
pened to be a fellow-passenger. Sir
Edward’s was a name to conjure with
in his day, and a letter which he
gladly signed opened railway coach
doors and lowered steamship gang-
ways from one end of Britain to the
other.  Hotel proprietors waived
aside the suggestion of payment for
entertainment, and the Admiralty
and others came forward with advice,
assistance and gifts of winter cloth-
ing. The thoughtful Prince Consort
gave an organ to while away the
tedium of winter quarters. In a
word, the public pulse beat in splen-
did unison with the impulse back of
the enterprise.

The history of the expedition, en-
titled ‘“A Short Narrative of the Seec-
ond Voyage of the Prince Albert in
Search of Sir John Franklin,”’ was
written by Captain Kennedy and
published in London in 1853. Typi-

cal of the man who penned it, a more
unassuming story it would be difficult
to find. Couched in a clear and
agreeable style, it nevertheless gives
a succinet and interesting account of
both the outfitting and conduct of a
daring Arctic dash; for daring it in-
deed was, when it is remembered that
the little Prince Albert was of
but ninety tons burden and boasted
the meagre complement of eighteen
officers and men.

Under the direction of her new
commander, the little ship was made
ready at Aberdeen, defects revealed
by a previous voyage having been
remedied as far as possible. While
these preparations were in progress
Captain Kennedy received a chi-
valrous letter from Lieutenant .J.
Bellot, of the French Navy, and a
knight of the Legion of Honour, ten-
dering his services. The noble offer
was gracefully accepted.

When work on the vessel was com-
pleted, supplies sufficient for two
years, including a ton and a half of
pemmican given by the Admiralty,
were put aboard, and on May 22,
1851, the tiny brig passed out of
Aberdeen harbour with the Union
Jack at the peak—the French flag at
the fore in honour of the gallant Bel-
lot.

The commander, with Lady Frank-
lin and her niece, went overland by
rail, and joined the vessel again at
Stromness, from which point the ex-
pedition finally set sail on June 3rd.
The pen-picture of this departure
given by Kennedy in his little history
is worthy of repetition :

‘‘There, in our little cabin with her
estimable niece, sat the truly femi.
nine yet heroic spirit who presided
over our gallant little enterprise; one
whose name—if her husband’s is
already associated with the highest
honours of geographical discovery—
will not be less so hereafter in the
hearts of Englishmen, with honours
of another kind—the most noble and
devoted efforts to rescue or solve the
fate of our missing countrymen.

.

.
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CAPTAIN ROSS'S MESSAGE

As found in a cylinder on the Shores of North Somerset Island

““One by one each of our little
party was introduced, and cheered by
her words of wise, affectionate coun-
gel. If ever three English cheers were
given with the heart’s best feeling of
a British sailor, they were given
when, stepping over the vessel’s side,
our noble patroness waved us her last
adien and God’s blessing on our

»”
Y ‘With such a benison the brave little
company set sail on their trying en-
terprise; the region assigned to them
being ‘‘Prince Regent Inlet and pass-
ages connecting it with the Western
Sea south-west of Cape Walker.”’
The record of the events of the
months spent in the North makgs
thrilling reading, for it abounds in
real adventure. A landing party of
four, led by Kennedy himself, hav-
ing climbed a promontory on the
eoast of North Somerset, was, at the
very outset, cut off from the ship by
a sudden shifting of the great ice
floes, and night came upon them with
nothing but their upturned boat for
shelter. Fortunately they were able
to fall back on the depot of supplies
deposited two years before by Sir
James Ross at Whaler Point. These,
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except for some minor attentions
from bears and foxes, were found in
fairly good condition, and on them
the lost party subsisted until a relief
force headed by Lieutenant Bellot
effected their rescue five weeks later.

The ship had meantime been safely
moored at Batty Bay, farther up the
coast, and the plucky Frenchman had
made two gallant attempts at rescue
before a third was successful. Once
back aboard the Prince Albert pre-
parations for winter journeys inland
were promptly commenced, and in
most methodic fashion. Eight hours
each day were so occupied and, as
the commander records with perhaps
an unintentional touch of Scottish
humour, there was no time ‘‘for balls
or theatrical representations ’’ such
as had been indulged in by other ex-
peditions. As a substitute one mem-
ber would read aloud while the others
continued their tasks, and each day
closed with a short religious service.

The first of the inland trips, under-
taken at the beginning of 1852, was
one to Fury Beach, which revealed
that it had not been visited by any
of Franklin’s party since Lieutenant
Robinson of the Enterprise left there
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in 1849, Tattered Somerset House
stood amidst utter desolation, and a
fire was lighted in the stove which
had heated the portion oceupied by
Sir John Ross’s crew during their
dreary winter of 1832-33. The pro-
visions left by Ross, including pre-
served vegetable soup, were found in
good condition; an early example of
cold storage efficiency, but perhaps
an equal testimony to the excellence
of the tins used. g

Almost two months of enforced in-
activity followed before the grand in-
land journey, the main object of the
expedition, could be undertaken.
Escorted part of the way by fatigue
parties and after free use had been
made of the twenty-year-old Fury
Beach provisions, Kennedy, Bellot
and four others, with five dogs and
bare necessaries, started on the final
advance on the 29th of March. Con-
tinuing westward, Bellot Strait and
the top of the continent were first
discovered. Next a wide sweep was
made, still to the west, over the deso-
late, flat expanse of Prince of Wales
Land and then north to Cape Walker,
the point of departure of Franklin
for either the south-west or north.
An exhaustive search around Cape
Walker revealed nothing. Seurvy
had broken out, and supplies were
at so low an ebb as to necessitate an
immediate return to the ship. This
was made around the north coast of
North Somerset Island. Rounding
Cape McClintock the foot-sore search-
ers found and made use of a small
cache of supplies placed there, also
by Sir James Ross, in 1849. Captain
Kennedy made a copy of the note
left in a tin eylinder with these stores
and inserted it in place of the orig-
inal, which he took away with him.
This interesting bit of Aretic docu-
mentary history is still in the posses-
sion of the Captain’s aged widow,
now residing with her daughter at
Virden, Manitoba.

The forlorn party reached the
Prince Albert on May 30th, having
been absent ninety-seven days and
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having covered 1,100 miles under
most trying conditions. Before reach-
ing the ship Captain Kennedy wrote
that the examination of the bottom of
the inlet west of North Somerset
would be his next undertaking.
TLater ecircumstances prevented his
carrying out this plan, but it was
subsequently followed with what sue-
cess, in the finding of the Franklin
relics, the world well knows, by Lieun-
tenant Hobson and Sir Leopold
MeClintock. The voyage in all oceu-
pied sixteen months.

Undaunted by her previous re-
verses, Lady Franklin soon deter-
mined upon a renewed effort to pene-
trate the mystery which had shrouded
her life. In 1853, she equipped
another expedition, and again Cap-
tain Kennedy received the command.
The vessel provided was the Isabel,
but an entirely new set of plans were
outlined. Instead of entering the
frozen seas from the North Atlantic,
the searchers were to round Cape
Horn, proceed along the western coast
of the Americas to Behring Straits,
and, having passed these, to press
eastward as far as possible. In this
way it was hoped that some traces
might be found, if Franklin had sue-
ceeded in reaching a point westward
of his last known advance.

The facts connected with the failure
of this enterprise are now, probably,
for the first time made public. The
Isabel, after rounding the ‘‘ Horn,"
put into Valparaiso to procure fresh
water and provisions. The Chilian
seaport was alive with reports of gold
discoveries, and the entire crew de-
serted to go in search of the precious
metal. To save Lady Franklin the
inevitable expense of dock dues, the
resourceful captain got a few men to
work the ship, which he temporarily
converted into a coastwise trader.
After considerable delay, Admiral
Scoresby, then in command of the
Pacific station, furnished a ‘‘serateh’*
crew, with which the Zsabel return
to England. =

In 1857 Lady Franklin once more
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undertook to send out an expedition-
force, and Captain Kennedy was
for the third time chosen to take
command. When he found, however,
that the old Isabel, which he deemed
unseaworthy, was to be the ship pro-
vided he reluctantly declined the post.
Sir Leopold (then Captain McClin-
tock) was next asked, and he, too,
raised the same objection, with the re-
sult that the Isabel was sold and the
screw-steamer Foz substituted. In
the latter, McClintock availing him-
gself of Kennedy’s unexecuted plan,
gailed direct through Bellot Strait and
gouthward on his successful voyage.
Having thus bidden farewell to
Aretie endeavour, Captain Kennedy
took as his life partner an English
lady, and with her came, shortly after,
to the Red River settlement. Once
located among the hardy pioneers of
that frontier community, he was not
glow in grasping their problems. He
was the first to advocate union be-
tween Rupert’s Land and older Can-
ada, and in the early sixties he held
meetings in all the settlements in
advocacy of that project. He also
took an active part in the establish-
ment of an all-Canadian route from
Toronto to Fort Garry; so much so
that he was really the forerunner of
the famous ‘‘ Dawson Route.”” When
the first Riel Rebellion for a time cast
its sinister shadow it was he who
reasoned against the belligerent plans
proposed by some of the opponents
of the ‘‘ Dictator,”’” and by his timely
intervention on the side of peace was
Jargely instrumental in the avoidance
of general bloodshed. When feeling
was at the highest pitch he unfortun-
ately was confined to his home, crip-
pled by rheumatism. He, however,
determined upon ‘an endeavour to get
word to Riel, proposing more pacifie
terms, and, as time was precious, Mrs.
Kennedy bravely undertook the haz-
ardous task of carrying the message
in mid-winter from St. Andrew’s to
Upper Fort Garry. Oply part of the
trip had been accomplished when she
Jearned that Riel, at the risk of his

life, was on his way to confer with
her husband. The result of this meet-
ing was the issuance of a letter signed
by Riel and addressed to his ‘‘ Fel-
low-countrymen,’’ in which he an-
nounced the release of his prisoners—
among them Commissioners Donald A.
Smith and Colonel de Salaberry—and
in which he stated that he fully under-
stood that, ‘“ war, horrible eivil war,
is the destruction of this country.’’
It is a little-known episode of the
rebellion and but further serves to
display the confidence reposed by all
classes in a man who, in some ways,
was more in touch with the needs and
temper of the Northwest in 1870 than
any of his contemporaries.

As late as 1884, before the Mani-
toba Historical Society, Captain Ken-
nedy gave an address, marked by all
his earlier enthusiasm, in which he
renewed his plea for the Hudson’s
Bay Railway, foresaw the American
‘“ invasion ”’ and eloquently pleaded
the cause of Manitoba in her boun-
dary claims. To him the West was
ever the ““Great West,”” an empire
of untold possibilities, always to re-
main under the British flag, and to
this end he laboured on without seek-
ing personal reward. :

For many years prior to his death
the once vigorous frame was a prey
to rheumatic affections, brought on
by the Arctic exposure of former
days, and during his declining years
he lived a very retired life,

_When the final call had summoned
him hence it was Archbishop (then
Canon) Matheson who said of him:

““ He never got his due. While
others received honour and emolu.
ment, he was passed over.,

‘‘ His country never accorded him
the acknowledgment which was his
Just due, but all his life he was in the
service of another Master.””

As a mark of recognition on the
part of the homeland Captain Ken-
nedy’s portrait hangs in the National
Portrait Gallery in London, but this
and the tablet at St. Andrew’s are his
only public memorials.



THE-OWNER OF IT ALL
BY WILLIAM J. PITTS

DO we ever stop to consider how

little really belongs to the indi-
vidual these days? In spite of wars
and rumours of wars, which are ever-
present disturbing sounds of strife,
the world is getting to be more of a
big corporation every day. Science
and modern industry have caused
such a condition to exist, a condition
which would be subtly tantalising,
vet at the same time wholly unre-
mediable to the thoroughly selfish
man, if he realised it. the tired
clerk who works for ten dollars a
week, with a rich stock-broker’s air
of importance, buys a paper while on
his way home from the store, think-
ing that here at least is an article
whose price will never grow prohibi-
tive, whose ownership can mever be
disputed. Yet he does not own that
paper any more than he owns the
baleony seat in which he has sat and
witnessed ‘‘Macbeth,”” Himself a
‘wage-earner, he is really paying a
daily wage to so many reporters,
pressmen, compositors, news-agents,
when he places a cent in the news-
boy’s hand. A theatre ticket is
merely a purchased permission to see
a performance, the purchaser’s sole
concrete possession being a slip of
of pasteboard valued at what prob-
ably amounts to the thousandth part
of a cent.

Buying a newspaper in reality con-
sists of an indirect payment of a fee
to the Associated Press for the privi-
lege of reading their despatches, be-
gides a few important incidentals
guch as the editor’s salary. In olden
times you could have learned at least

the local news from a sort of medis-
val megaphone; even to-day it is pos-
sible to hear the football score gratis
at a theatre, where it is shouted out
from the stage by a super between
the acts.

In spite of his twentieth century
extravagances, man is the meanest
thing on the globe. Everything be-
longs to us only for a time, even the
expensive suit worn by De Willough.
by Tompkyns at the opening is at
best only a loan from the commercial
mart, for everything has its use, and
some day that admirable broadeloth,
the guise of ‘‘Irish linen,”” may
bear an errand boy's misshapen
serawl. So we only have a share in
the ownership of the clothes on our
backs; the other shares being owned
by the biggest co-operative firm in
the world—mankind, or, rather, men
and_women. Egypt, the Egypt of
the Pharaohs, seems to be a very long
way back when seen in the historical
perspective; yet our civilisation is
really quite young compared to the
Martians, if there are such beings;
and, like children, we are wasteful
But if man is wasteful, science is
economical, and it is possible that
some enterprising chemist may yet
find a use for discarded cigars and
cigarettes. They may be utilised,
as indeed may factory smoke, which
is already paying large dividends to
the beauty specialists.

The day of pessimistic philoso-
phers, like Schopenhauer, is past.
Ours is an optimistic age, when even
prevarication, to be in good t:
must be done in a cheerful spirit,

o Ad———
od
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We are waiting patiently for some
merry old savant to deny poverty.
However, apart from philosophy, it
is surely evident that in these days a

ar, one of the prosperous,
healthy kind of beggars, becomes only
a beggar for purposes of comparison.
His clothes may be threadbare and he
may not own any real estate, yet he
may walk into an art gallery unmo-
lested and view a masterpiece of
Rembrandt.

Triumphant Demoecracy ? A_las!
No. Democracy never was trium-
phant save among semi-barbarous
ancestors. The medieval baron sel-
dom boasted of his pedigree, fpr the
simple reason that the oldest inhabi-
tant probably knew more abpqt it
than his lordship, and could ridicule
it if he wished. Five or six cen-
turies, however, have evolved the
family tree, the possession of which
joined to a reasonable income is a
certificate of respectability. Lord
Reginald Percy Dacre may have be_en
a murderer and thief, but he ate with
his help and consequently was not a

snob. Thomas Higgins-Jones, Es-
quire, his accredited descendant,
Director of that Museam of

Art into which our worthy mendi-
cant has strayed, lives in a mansion
of twenty-five rooms in ‘‘an arigto-
eratic neighbourhood,’”’ maintaining
a school of etiquette for his servants.
Yet Higgins-Jones is himself a ser-
vant of the public in almost a literal
sense. Were the poorest and hum-
blest citizen, one of course not neces.
garily and actually in want, to visit
the great gallery under Higgins-
Jones’s superintendence, that great
man himself, if asked, v_vquld be
obliged to answer all inquiries con-
cerning a Corot or Whistler. His
ancestor, Lord Reginald, was a demo-
erat, if in intimate association is
meant demoeracy, yet the lord of the
castle would likely have _deemed a
menial’s questions concerning a suit
of armour ‘‘misplaced”’’ and would
probably have responded with a lusty
blow. Deep down under the skin our
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natures are practically the same as
were those of our thirteenth or four-
teenth century ancestors. We sue
our enemy at the present day instead
of eracking his skull. Were the police
force to disband, it is possible that
we might revert to the club. Condi-
tions have changed, not us; a cycle
must elapse ere a millenium of kind-
ness exists.

‘““The Brotherhood of Man’’ is a
phrase that frequently enters as an
embellishment into public speeches.
The brotherhood of man is here, not
far off, in a selfish sense; the kind
of brotherhood that is witnessed when
we see a shackled criminal seated
between the law’s officers in a flimsy,
eggshell craft. With a quick, nervous
movement he could and would send
all to the bottom, if the act did not
mean his own destruction.

Somehow or other we intermingle
our labours so that it is diffieult to
determine what belongs to us or what
is the property of some one else, The
man who wages war against property
as property would certainly lose his
own in the great downfall. It is not
well to be too brutally eynical, for
though love influences but little the
action of man to man in this world
to-day, we are thousands of years
nearer a real brotherhood of man
than were our ancestors. In the past,
the distant past, men laboured for
themselves alone, weaving the clothes
that they wore, making the shoes for
their feet, preparing their letter
parchment, and building the houses in
which they lived. Deep down in his
heart man felt that irrespective of
friends or kin he was alone, an atom
of a erude, loosely-scattered society
which awaited the coming of a greater
civilisation to hring its members to-
gether. He had no claim on any of
the great houses of learning, nor they
on him. Tt was an age of economie
selfishness, ““a time where there was
enough and more than enough for
all of what is generally called ‘‘raw
materials.”” Electricity exhausted its
forces all around him, spent itself im-
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potently; generations and centuries
were to come and go ere man should
be bound to man by that subtle but
ever truly marvellous chain.

Oh, the transformation! To-day
a millionaire’s art treasures, even
though he may have paid thousands
for them, are only a loan from the
rest of us. Our joint labours aided
by science have preserved these
things; not only preserved but per-
petuated the arts and letters of the
ages that are dead. The photograver
has made the name of Rembrandt a
reality to us, and so progressive is
photography that the illusion may
one day be so complete that we will
not envy Mr. Goldberg in his mere
possession of the few yards of canvas
over which Rembrandt swept his
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brush. As it is, the art galleries and
museums stand open to us; not owing
to democracy, nor to what some people
might loosely term Socialism, but
to that spirit of cooperativeness which
is breathed in with the air. Thanks
to. a beneficent system of education,
man’s intellect is capable of opinions,
and no doubt many a person who does
not pay any taxes uses a publie
library, not as a paternal gift of the
civie authorities, but as the price of
his silent but intelligent approval.
‘We laugh at the poet who sings ‘“the
world is mine,”’ and whose real estate
is confined to a garden patch. Fre-
quently, however, when lost in dreams
of soothing micotine our thoughts take
shape in a similar vague philosophy.
And then we think of the grocery bill.




THE ‘EIKENESS
BY ALBERT ALEXANDRE METCALFE

DO you know what it is to have a
¢hild play around you every day
and call you father? Do you know,
I say, the happiness to be had caress-
ing something of your own flesh and
blood, a little one who laughs when
you laugh and weeps when you weep,
whose greatest glee is when you, its
father, notices it? Have you ever
had this joy?

Well, I had a child, a little boy,
and, though I am now wretched,
once I lived and was happy in the
blindness of love.

‘We used to talk, my wife and I,
about those who were burdened with
sorrow and agree that we were indeed
blessed. She used to say that our
child looked like me, then, laughing,
we went about our tasks; she to her
house and chores and I to the quay
to take out my sloop.

When my nets were cast far out
at sea I would light my pipe and
stretching myself out on a coil of
tarred rope think what a grand thing
it was to own a boat such as mine,
with its great nets and spreading
canvas that took it over the water like
a bird. At night, when I returned,
my supper of fresh herring, white
bread and mulled ale would be spread
on the little table, and I ate with
much pleasure, for the sea makes men
hungry. : :

During the long winter evenings we
used to sit in front of a great fire,
and I would watch my wife and boy
as they played with the cat by
dragging a piece of cord across the
floor or waving it to and fro in the
light of the glowing logs. Sometimes
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friends dropped in to discuss the
latest news of our province. Perhaps
the fishing had been bad or a schooner
had gone to pieces on the reefs. The
rector of the parish, who was a very
learned man would often call as he

When our neighbours left and
everything was quiet, T used to lie
awake, thinking how I had been
graced with such a good family and
so many kind friends. Perhaps I
would even wish the evening had just
commenced, instead of ended, so
pleasantly was it spent. Long after
my wife and child had dropped off
to sleep I would turn the different
trades over in my mind to decide
which was best for our boy. At last
I would go to sleep with his future
on my mind and listening to his
gentle breathing.

One morning, while breakfasting, T
said :

“Wife, we will make a minister
of Jean.”

So it was settled, and we felt better
for having made up our minds. When
my sloop was moored at night and
my day’s catch weighed and sold, T
would say to myself:

““Now my savings are so much.”’

On meeting days we put«on our
best clothes and mingled with our
neighbours, shaking hands and talk-
ing about the service. Jean would
laugh as same one played with him
or as he was being passed from one
to another. There was goodwill
everywhere, as those of the parish got
together to talk over some charity or
the lesson for the next Sunday. Very
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often we would walk through the
churchyard and speak of those who
rested there. What a good thing it
is to be at ease about your soul!

One day the weather had been ugly,
a northeaster with rain. I remarked
that we were going to have a blow
and hauled in my nets. That night
it turned very cold, and my wife be-
came sick. I had the doctor, who
looked at her and shook his head.

When she died, I remember that
the people came to see her. Among
them was the Reector, who seemed in
a tremble and wept too. What a
terrible thing it is to lose those you
love! How it shatters your life!
While my neighbours were standing
around my wife’s coffin, I was kissing
her eold lips. Someone took my hand
and led me away. When she was
lowered in her grave and the funeral
services were over, my friends re-
turned to their homes.

I remember that after my child

had fallen asleep that night I went
out doors and sat down on the rocks
facing the sea. I thought how I
would like to see myself coming into
port again to find my wife waiting
for me as she had many times before,
waving a weleome and holding Jean
tlghtly. by the hand. It would never
be again. As T looked across the sea,
I heard my boat pulling at its moor-
ings.
i After a while I saw a figure making
its way along the beach, and as it
came mnearer me it seemed to be
covered with a white mantle. I soon
saw that it was an old man with a
long white beard. He made no sound
as he started to pass me.

‘“ Where are you bound for,
friend?’’ I asked, fearing he was a
lonely wayfarer who had lost his way.

““T am Restitution,”” he replied.
bound for the house of Master Caba-
ret, to restore his savings which were
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stolen by a trusted friend. This is
the day of judgment,”” and he con-
tinued on his silent way.

Master Cabaret was a kind,
Christian man and a helper of the
unfortunate, whose house was always
open to the poor of our parish, I
thought what a grand soul he was
to have said nothing of his loss. That
the good man should be robbed, what
a wrong! There was indeed a great
deal of wickedness and ingratitude
in this world.

‘While I was thinking of this an-
other figure came out of the shadow
of a hill and like the first was an old
man.

‘““Where are you going?’’ I asked
as he came nearer me.

““T am going to the prison to re-
lease young Calderwit, who has been
falsely charged with crime. T am
Justice and this is the day of judg-
ment.

Calderwit was a young man of our
parish who was ‘thought to have
known something about the theft of
a jug of rum. Though I was very
sad, it was a relief to hear of his
innocence, for I liked him well and
had been saying that he was unjustly
punished. He was the only support
of a widowed mother, and I blessed
the day for bringing joy to her sad
heart.

Once more my thoughts were
turned by the approach of a third
ficure. I soon saw that it was another
old man in whose arms rested a large
bundle. As I called to him he
stopped.

‘“ Who are you?’’ I eried.

¢“T am honour,”’ came the answer.
“‘ This is the day of judgment, and
I am taking to the Rector of your
parish his motherless child.”’

Tt seems that, the next morning, T
was found unconscious in my hut,
lying beside an empty cradle.



THE RIVER
BY LOUISE HAYTER BIRCHALL

HE river? What river? What
of the river?

There is only one river in all the
world to him who knows his Thames.
(‘Sweet Themmes runne softly till I end

my song.’’

And to know the Thames is to have
lived upon it for days, weeks, months
at a time; in a small boat for prefer-
ence; on its banks at least; to have
laved oneself in its history, which is
the history of England under each
successive conqueror, Celt, Roman,
Dane, S'axon, and Norman, as one does
in its none too clean waters; to have
explored every reach (a reach being
defined as the space between the
locks) in its hundred and forty odd
miles of navigable length; to have
lingered in each backwater, so hap-
pily characterised as charming ““in-
terludes to travelling’’; to have wor-
shipped in its ancient churches; to
have explored its ruined abbeys; to
have visited in its houses; to have
attended any one or more of its num-
erous regattas and Venetian fétes; to
have investigated the precise depth of
every lock and learned the exact geo-
graphical position of every weir; and
lastly, to have felt the potency of its
multiplex, unwritten laws and been
initiated into its complex etiquette.
¢+ Pwenty bridges from Tower to Kew

wWanted to know what the River knew,
For they were young and the Thames was

old, i
And this is the tale that the River told.”’

1t is a curious thing how the atmos-
phere of certain centuries or periods
of people clings to certain reaphes .of
the river. Wallingford, with its
ancient ford, takes one back to the
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Roman Conquest. Abingdon, with its
great Benedictine Abbey of early sev-
enth century foundation, is impreg-
nated with the atmosphere of Stephen
and Matilda. It bears testimony to
this day of the long strife between
these two aspirants for the throne of
England. The Windsor reach, cen-
tered by Runnymede and Magna
Charta Island, is forever wedded to
the memory of King John; while the
Castle itself, in its very conforma-
tion is reminiscent of the Norman
Conqueror.

The Tudor origin of Hampton
Court is stamped upon its chimneys,
its great Hall, and courtyards. The
whole place reflects the personality of
Henry VIII. and his immediate sue-
cessors. Even the influence of each
of his six wives is felt; while round
about the adjacent riverside villages
Elizabeth has left her mark in vari-
ous ways. The Palace itself, as it
stands to-day with ifs splendid
facade, broad walk, and maze, is a
perpetual memorial to William IIT,,
though the ghosts of James 1.,
Charles I1., and his light o’ loves, and
even of George II., flit here and there.
But for all this the Hampton Court
reach is as jnalienably Tudor as
‘Windsor is Norman.

Twickenham reflects the glories
and the license of Regency days:
whilst Richmond, although the home
of English kings for five centuries
after Edward I., will no doubt always
be associated with foreign throneless
kings -and royal fugitives. Tt is not
York House, the residence of James
I1. and the birthplace of Anne, which
first claims the interest of the visitor,
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though long after his occupancy of
it James did lose his throne. Rather
does the imagination play around
Orleans House, where Louis Philippe,
as Due d’Orleans, found a refuge,
and Don Carlos likewise. And now
King Manuel of Portugal has brought
his youthful disappointments and
ambitions, and his romantic person-
ality, to the neighbourhood, to tease
the modern with haunting memories
of our own Merry Monarch.

Lying in a punt of a Saturday
afternoon, with the kettle singing
merrily beside me and the tea things
arranged upon the table, T am re-
minded of the pessimist’s definition
of life, that it is just one d—d thing
after another, for the lock .above
empties itself, and a procession of ex-
cursion steamers and private launches
float down stream, followed by their
disturbing wash and the silent curses
of all the tea-makers on the banks. No
sooner do we all get settled, than the
same thing happens over again, caus-
ing us every time to make wild grabs
at the spirit lamp and cups.
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In speaking of the River it is \as
well to mention this one and onmly
qualifying element in its life. In
the joy of recalling happy memories
from the bountiful store which it has
supplied me, I might forget those
moments of annoyance. I might even
be guilty of misrepresenting facts.

From the standpoint of the passen-
gers in the aforesaid excursion craft,
there is no jarring note given Mack
by the boats moored on either side,
or being propelled by man power,
since they appear to be there for the
scenic effect, and the sole benefit of
the excursionist.

I have travelled up and down the
Thames throughout its ninety-six
miles of length bhetween Oxford and
Richmond Bridge, and can affirm 1
have seen little thlat did not seem
to have belonged to it from the begin-
ning, certainly nothing ancient or
modern that did not enhance the
value of the landscape. To say that
it is picturesque, inadequately ex-
presses its perfectly satisfying scen-
ery. It is essentially English, l\as
typically so as the pretty girls who
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lines and expressions before you
as the beflannelled and hatless men
who push them along with the easy
swing of the body associated with
punting or lie reading by their side;
as English indeed as Spenser’s poetry
itself.

From source to sda, I understand,
the course of the Thantes 1s two hun-
dred and fifty miles, and for the
greater part the banks are within
speaking distance of each other. To
this curious disproportion or length
and brdadth no doubt is due that
sense of sympathy and intimacy with
its life and scenery of which one be-
comes sharply aware at the very out.
set of a down-stream excursion. The
entire Nuneham reach breathes of it.
The magnificent park and woods be-
longing to the Right Honorable Lewis
Harcourt caress one with their silence
and their stillness. The Hedsor woods
of Lord Boston, at Cookham, and the
Cliveden woods of Mr. Astor, farther
down, do the same. The pretty girls
and well-tubbed looking men at the
locks and in the punts along the
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route, begin to assume famildar out-
reach Pangbourne. If you could
cateh their eye you might even bow,
but you never can. Soon you begin
to feel almost chagrined at this, until
you learn that the etiquette of the
River, as observed in the upper reaches
at least, forbids them to see amything
or anyone who is not an acquaint-
ance—except out of the corner of
the eye. What one may see out of
the corner of the eye on the river is
wonderful and sometimes startling.

Above Goring and Streatley you are
teased by a sense of familiarity with
the scenery likewise, which is a con-
tinuous performance of what Eng-
land can do with a few low hills,
some woods and pleasing meadow-
land, threaded by a narrow, winding
stream. Churches tand bridges, resi-
dences and inns, locks and ferrys,
mills and weirs, all man-made inei-
dents to the scenery, pass before your
eyes with a haunting, elusive sense
of recognition. You drift past ham-
lets whose names hlave been household
words with you: Sutton Courtenay,
sit sewing in the punts; as English
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Culham, Burcot, Long Wittenham,
Moulsford, and you repeat them un-
der your breath in an ecstasy of
delight.

Approaching Pangbourne the river
takes on a more human interest, with
the increase of smhall craft and their
plethora of pretty women with stal-
wart escorts. Here and there one
sees them moored under a shady line
of willows at the tea hour, or punting
lazily up-stream in search of these
inviting spots.

In the morning you may see par-
ties of men faking down the awning
of their randan and tidying up after
the night’s sleep. Coming out of
Hambledon TLock just below Heniey,
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one morning, a little after ten o’clock,
I very well remember two men I saw
in a skiff. They had spent the night
on the river, and one of them was
shaving He was sitting with his
looking-glass propped up by his
knees, land his face was lathered with
soap. But he did not glance up or
hesitate in the manipulation of the
razor. As the excursion hoat steam-
ed past, the passengers stared frankly
at him, smiling at his indifference,
‘‘I walk my beat before London town.
Five hours up and seven down,

Up I go, and end my run

At the tide-end town which is Tedding-

ton.”’

‘Who that has read Jerome’s amus.

-
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ing story ‘‘Three Men in a Boat”’
can fail to remember the different
locks he mentions. Iach one puts a
full stop as it were to a whole para-
giaph of experience. ;

The locks of the Thames, like the
hackwaters, are also pleasant ‘‘inter-
ludes.”’ They are probably the most
pieturesque, as they certainly are the
most entertaining, of all the mtan-
made properties of the River. They
extend from above Oxford, to Rich-
mond, one hundred and t\\‘npt}'-fmn'
miles. and total forty-three in num-
ber. In a trip down the river by
steamer one passes through a l.ook.
on the .average about every thirty-
five minutes, the longest time bhetween
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any two being an hour and twenty
minutes, and the shortest, ten min-
utes. These are dull facts, but they
assume an importance disproportion.
ate to their value on the aforemen
tioned trip, and give no idea whiat-
ever of the throb of joy with which
the artistic eye greets each successive
lock as it looms in sight, with its
rose-embowered lock-house, its pretty
garden, and its polite keeper.

Cleeve and Day’s linger longest in
the memory, perhaps, for their flow-
ers; Goring and Cookham for the
bdautiful reaches they reveal on
emerging from them on the down-
stream journey: Boulter’s and Mole-
sey for their life and gaiety. But
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all, all are memorable, and each has
a character of its own.

Why the Thlames and other rivers
in England are locked puzzles strang-
ers at first. This is not the time or
place for encyclopedic explanations.
Suffice it to say that it has been lock-
ed as far back as history goes; that
originally it wlas done by private
enterprise, of which the names of
Day’s and Boulter’s are a survival;
and that without its present system
of locks (for which Teaven be prais-
ed) it would not be navigable except
in places.

What a heriflage it is with that
system and under its present man-

agement, to wit, the Thames Con-
servancy. Every river man learns
to respeet that body in whom,
under the chairmanship of TLord

Deshorough, is vested by Act of Par-
liament the absolute power to govern
the river and everything relating to
it above Richmond, or is it ‘‘Tide-
end-Town’’?

I have mentioned Boulter’s lock
for its gaiety. Always interesting
and amusing, it is, on Ascot Sunday.
as typical of modern English social
life us Henley on a regatta day, or
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Lord’s during the annual Eton-Har-
row mateh.

The main road runs along the river
bank for some distance at Maiden-
head. This on any Sunday in early
summer is often lined from end to
end with motor ecars, while \at the
lock itself congregate hundreds of
pretty women faultlessly dressed for
the river and beflannelled, hatless
men, minstrels with collecting pouches
on long poles, Punch and Judy shows,
character artists, vendors, and what
not, while ‘below them, inside the
lock, the heavily laden boats are so
crowded together that only the lock-
keeper’s clever generalship and use
of the megaphone and pole could ever
get them safely in on one side and
out again on the other side. It all
forms the most wonderful kaleido-
scopic scene the imagination could
eonjure up.

From mid-April to mid-October.
that is, for six months, the River is a
gala sight anywhere on Saturdays or
Sundays if the weather is fine. The
upver reaches are crowded by resi-
dents with their guests, and other
habitués, while the great army of the
employed flock to the lower reaches.
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particularly in the neighbourhood of
Hampton Court. One misses there
the “striet adherence to the rules of
the River, and the mlany little polite
expressions of reminder and protest,
of deprecation and regret—the gen-
eral good-breeding that is character-
istic of the average educated Brit-
isher.

In the management of one small
hoat amongst so Marge a number,
especially coming into or out of a
Jock. one needs to have reserves of
good temper. Tt is only, in fact, by
the careful adherence to the unwrit-
ten laws and due regard for the other
man’s equal rights and equal diffi-
culties, that you can escape without
the maledictions, albeit unspoken or
only politely hinted, of the majority.

“T,00k out, ahead!”’ “Qoanlls ™’
in a warning tone, and ‘‘Sorry’’ are
familiar words around Cookham, but
are scarcely hdard below Molesey,
with a result that is apt to be chaotie
in regard to navigation and explos-
ive as regards temper.

Privacy, too, is almost out of the
question. On such days one must
start out darly indeed to secure a
hoat’s length of mooring along the
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banks above Richmond. Once settled
there, however, you are bound to be
entertained, for the sights in a lower
reach on a crowded day are never-
ending, and everybody enjoys them
quite frankly. For, apart from the
other bdtats similarly moored, to say
nothing of the people in them pre-
paring or enjoying luncheon, tea, or
supper, according to the time of day,
there are the real travellers in ran-
dan or shallop, being towed up-
streain by man-power from the bank,
at so much an hour; there are the
motor boats \and pleasure launches
to an infinite number and variety,
an endless procession of them in mid-
stream: and, nearer you, the late-
comers, looking anxiously for a moor-
ing space; and others just lazily
paddling about enjoying the fun in
their own way. And the dogs, always
the dogs! They sit up in the point
of the bows in a dinghy, or a skiff,
or on the forward shelf, if in a punt,
alert, solent, observant.

The ease with which tea, or any
meal, is prepared and eaten in a bolat
on the River is a never-ending joy
to the uninitiated. All boats for hire
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have a hingeboard which fits cross-
wise on the gunwale and forms a
table. Private skiffs often hlave a
fixture at the sides which raises the
board higher than the gunwale, and
permits of movement of the legs
while sitting.

Everyone who goes much on the
River has a tea or lunch basket.
Most of these are fitted with the
daintiest of china and cutlery, spirit
lamp and receptacles for all necessary
commodities. It is quite easy to have
these filled at any riverside village.
There are dozens of places in each
where it may be done—tea, sugar,
cream, bread and butter, cake, spir-
its (for the lamp), jam. Likewise
with a lunch basket—cold meats,
salad, condiments, cheese, fruit, wine
—anything may be obtained without
the slightest difficulty anywhere;
and then, heigh-ho for a day in the
punt!

If for any reason it is undesirable
to dat in the boat, there is always the
convenient ferry-house or lock-house
or inn a little farther along. At
either of the former, tea is served
often in charming al-fresco surround-
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ings, and at the latter a first-rate
hot dinner may always be had inside
halfdan-hour,

I have in mind a ferryman in one
of the upper reaches, whose pretty
wife I christened Phoebe for her
rustic charm and simplicity. They
oceupy a wee hut on the bank not
near any place in particular. The
tow path ends at this hut, on the
edge of la large private property,
and, crossing the river by the ferry.
man’s scow, continues up the east
bank. For a distance of a few
dozen yards down the west bank from
their hut Phoebe and her man have
constructed four or more arbours.
of which the backs are formed by
the high bank behind, ‘and the sides
by creeper foliage. The fronts are
open, and look directly out on the
water, a few feet off.

A more idyllic spot could not bhe
found or imagined in the whole
world, and it was here T used to go
daily, once upon a time, when staying
it the neighbourhood, for tea.

I can see it now, the brown tea-pot
surrounded by its family of thin
chinta and knives, the thin bread and
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butter, radishes, lettuce, and several
varieties of homemade jams. Oh,
Phoebe was generous in her supplies
and, astonishing to record, modest in
her charges. Those teas, served by
Phoebe’s deft hands and accompanied
by Phoebe’s all-welcoming, glad
smile, and taken in conjunction with
Phoebe’s ruddy cheeks and bright
eyes, constitute a memory mno one
who has experienced them would
sacrifice for a year of life.

Another spot, scarcely less restful,
if less secluded, is the old lock-house
at Sunbury. Built in 1812, it was
superseded about thirty years ago by
the present actnal lock-house, two or
three hundred yards below. The
lock-keeper of the day, seeing its pos-
gibilities as an attractive riverside
tea-house, sought and obtained ver-
mission to rent it for his own use,
and, gray-bearded to-day, he still
gupervises the tea arrangements, with
the able assistance of his kindly-
natured and wholesome wife. The
house is embowered in creepers and
stands a little high on the bank,
access being gained by a flight of
stone steps, which go up direct from
the tiny landing.. At its base is a
garden that certainly makes up in
variety of colour what it might be
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considered to lack in size Tall holly-
hocks reach almost to the first floor
windows. Phlox, and geranium, and
larkspur and gladioli, and petunias,
and begonias, and what-not, are mass-
ed in varying heights with dazzling
effect. Any artist who attempted to
paint it would be accused of grossest
exaggeration, if exhibiting in Can-
ada. Such wealth of bloom is scarce
conceivable to the Western mind. The
house itself gives the effect of being
literally buried wunder its creepers
and its flowers.

The tea arbours are much larger
than Phoebe’s. They are constructed
to ‘accommodate large parties from
Hampton Court, below, and Walton,
Shepperton, Weybridge, Chertsey,
and Staines above, for the old Lock-
house at Sunbury is famous there-
abouts. But the china, and the rab-
bitty sort of tea, and the welcome are
just the same, and even Proebe can-
not provide a setting more exquisite.

““But the Roman came with a heavy
hand,

And bridged and roaded and ruled the
land,

And the Romans left and the Danes blew
in,

—And that’s where your history books
begin.’’

4



ONLY AN ENGLISHMAN
BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN

“OH, you’re English! Then you

needn’t come here for a job, for
father won’t take you. He’s got no
use for Finglishmen.”’

The girl spoke almost vindictively,
from the veranda while I stood below.

‘With her bitter words in my ears I
turned wearily away, to begin once
more my tramp for a job in Northern
Ontario, where Scotch, Irish, French,
even Dagos, were all weleome; but
where there was no good word for
the Englishman. I walked back to
the railway track, almost dropping
from fatigue, hunger and the heat
of the early summer sun. For I was
really in a bad way, partly through
my own folly, of course; but fate was
running hard against me. Six
months before for a stupid prank
Oxford had rusticated me, and I had
returned home like the prodigal; but
they had killed no fatted calf for me.
My father, a North Country parson
with a large family, could not afford
it. Indeed he had chosen rather to
take a very serious view of the whole
matter, for which I do not blame him,
because he was justified.

“My boy,”” he said not unkindly,
‘“you are making a mess of things.
It is time you proved yourself a man.
Go to Canada.”’

So to Canada I came. As far as
his small stipend would allow him,
he helped me. Like so many young
Englishmen who are similarly fooled,
an arrangement was entered into with
a Northern Ontario farmer to teach
me farming for a considerable sum.
T came; I saw; I was made into a
slave. Raw, friendless and still very
insular, they set about to crucify me,
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if not bodily, at least, mentally. I
slept in a barn; I fed with the farm
men; I cleaned out the cowsheds,
where through all the long winter the
poor brutes were penned. I was re-
quired to do dirty housework, to do
the chores, and, it goes without say-
ing, I learnt no farming, but had
some rough handling and much
abuse because I was a gall darned
Englishman.’’

‘When the Spring came I had elear-
ed out along the railway track to look
for work. In many places they
wanted men, but I had no knowledge
of farmwork. Nowhere did they want
an Englishman, the majority of the
settlers being Scotch and particularly
clannish, or else Canadian born.

The same answer the girl gave me
had been hurled at me often. Now I
was without one single cent of the
five hundred dollars with which I had
landed at Halifax. Tt seemed a very
dark world, I remember, as I trudged
along the track, and I could not help
thinking of the girl who last of them
all had driven me away.

She had been a fair girl to look
upon and that made it the harder.
‘With pale gold hair, in which there
was a silver light, opaque blue eyes,
and an unspoilt grace of youth, she
was the typical farmer’s buxom
daughter. As I recalled her, it was
then I became conscious of Fow faint
I felt. T had eaten nothing for hours.
My clothes were still soaked from
rain that had fallen at dawn.

Well, if the farmers would not take
me, T would go back to the village I
had passed through, about four miles
down the track, and see what I could

-
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get there. 1 plodded on, a ragged
youngster sick and tired of life. At
Jast I came to a spot where the road
erossed the track and the usual cattle-
guard or wooden rack was laid. I sat
down on the wooden bars, and I must
confess that I thought of home. The
ecountry around, still running with
snow water and yellow from its long
severance under the snow from sun
and wind, looked alien and wild. It
was a good two miles yet to the vil-
lage. I sat and wondered dully how
I should ever reach it. ;

After a while a man came driving
down the road in a buggy with a
ghabby, broken-down horse. As he
reached the crossing, he pulled up
and regarded me. Country people in
Canada always know one another. I
supposed he wanted to take stock of
the stranger.

‘“Say, you want a job, eh?’’ the
man ventured, after a few minutes.
By the sound of his voice I recog-
nised him as French-Canadian.

“Yep,”” I replied, for like every
Englishman who has been out for
six months, T had acquired Canadian

lloqualisms.
co“(’I(’]lentee jobs—bonne jobs, too,
going around. There’s Monsier Mac-

’s__11
xmRBeen there and kickKed out,”” I
answered shortly.

‘“ Anglais?’’

xep

He whistled. I began to pay more
attention to him now. He was a
dark, red-face% little man with a
Kaiser moustache.

““She don’t geev’ no job to Eng-
lish. He have one once. That’s
enough for Monsieur Macnab. Eng-
lish drink de w’iskey all day and

e hell.”’
pl:‘z‘y G?]ess I must get work. No money
and nothing to eat since yesterday,
vez?’’
yoﬁYﬂ?m, ba gosh I savez. I know
too moche mese’f. Say, now, I keep
hotel in the village.”

‘i

“Fﬁlr)l.ny feller’s w'at day call me—
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dat’s me, Pierre Labelle. Wall, les-
sen; ma boy, I want mebbe a bar-
tender, becos dat maudit rheumateez
ketch me. All de sam I don’t say
nothin’. Ev’rybody got hees fault, I
t’ink. You drink, then bagosh, you
pass on de street right away. Jus’
tak’ your chance, an’ try your luck.’’

So I was engaged at ten dollars a
month and keep as bartender to old
Labelle’s Windsor Hotel, 1t was a
dirty looking shanty, but in the bar-
room we did a thriving trade. The
place was infested with flies and bugs,
but Labelle and Madame with their
fourteen children did not mind that.
As Labelle said :

“De ole place, I don’t t’ink we’ll
never leave her.”’ y

They were a kindly lot, and T slept
on the bar-room table on straw which
was a_good deal pleasanter than one
of their few wood beds.

I got up about seven every morn-
ing, cleaned up the bar, polished the
bottles and glasses, washed out the
cuspidors and swept the floor clear
of its litter of cigar ends. About ten
the customers would begin to drop in,
and I donned a white linen apron,
which T had to wash myself.

Our customers were mostly farm-
ers from the surrounding distriet,
who came in for supplies and their
mail. There was one remittance man,
who every month went on a glorious
drunk for a week, quoted seripture
in Greek and confessed he was a
Dean’s son. I was the only gentle-
man, he once said, he had ever met
in Canada; but, after a day, I fought
shy of these advances of old Vernon.
Indeed, he was none too popular with
the other customers who used to make
game of him, while the school chil-
dren, when he was tipsy, mocked and
poked fun at him in a heart-breaking
way. From nine o’clock in the morn-
ing till often one the next mornine.
for we were too far away from estab-
lished civilisation to care for the On.
tario licensing laws. I mixed and
served drinks, got my meals, and fed
Lorses. Then when the last man Had
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reeled home in his buggy I closed up,
got out my straw, laid down and be-
fore going to sleep read a tattered
paper copy of Moliére that old La-
belle had obtained by way of a bad
debt.

It was at the end of my first month
that I got a holiday and attended
my first Canadian bee or country pic-
nie. It was a gatliermg ot the whole
countryside and combined a Sunday-
school treat of the united churches, a
dance and the annual celebration of
Dominion Day, the national festival.

For the second time I encountered
my lady of the inhospitable words, to
wit, Miss May Macnab. It goes with-
out saying that she had no look to
bestow on me, being the cynosure of a
bevy of strapping young farmers,
looking very handsome and gay. I
doubt even if she recognised me, until
a young farmer of the name of Muir,
who had often made a butt of me as
an Englishman, caught sight of me.

‘“‘Hallo, here is 'don’t-yer-know-
bally-rot turned up as large as life.”

The remark raised an uproarious
laugh, turned all eyes in my direc-
tion and sent me scarlet with annoy-
ance at the absurdity of this young
bumpkin.

‘““He’s as red as a beet,”” he went
on in an objectionable tone.

“Did I ever tell you,”” began an-
other, ‘‘of that Cockney they had
out at Johnson’s, way back last fall,
for a time. He knew the ‘whole bally
thing.” Land! he kept the whole
bunch laughing all day! When they
told him to hitech the horse in the
plough strings, he went and hitched
the horse in between the handle
bars.”’

This joke seemed to tickle the group
immensely. They were unable to un-
derstand, being country bred, that
the poor little Cockney had probably
never seen a plough before he came
to Canada.

Miss May, now acting the part of
dear Lady Disdain, cried out eruelly:

‘“My sakes, just look at that gawk’s

clothes.”’

My poor old Norfolk jacket and a
good stout pair of English shooting
boots, the last remnant of my pris-
tine glory, had aroused this final sar.
casm. The men I could stand, but
the women! I turned away crest-
fallen. The disdain of a woman,
especially when she is a pretty girl—
how it debases a man!

I had enough of the country’s junk-
etings after that, and. to the relief of
old Labelle, stuck resolutely to my
bar. Day followed day through the
hot baking summer weather with the
same round—opening up the bar,
cleaning it, mixing the drinks, re-
reading Moliére. My life seemed to
be measured by this monotonous
round. In the evenings the farmers,
particularly the younger set, would
ride or drive in from miles around,
through the moonlight summer
nights, to play a game of pool on
the district’s solitary table. Others
would lean over the bar, spit and
yarn.

It was thus one evening in the pool-
room that I first saw my Lady Dis-
dain’s father, old John Macnab, one
of the wealthiest and best farmers
round the neighbourhood. He was
a big, tall, dark man, with shaggy
eyebrows, sunken eyes, weather-heat-
en face and a square brush of a
beard. Strangely enough, although
he was said to hate Englishmen, the
man took a fancy to me from the first.

‘“‘Ralph,’” he would ery, ‘‘you mix
'un—a good one, mind you.”’

He was the most prominent man in
the district, where his word was law.
His daughter was the local heiress,
and every one agreed that old John
Macnab was a bad one to cross.

Then a very sad thing happened
in August. Besides his daughter, old
Macnab had one son, who would have
nothing to do with farming, and had
become a Government engineer, mueh
against the old man’s will. In faet,
for a long time all communication be.
tween them had ceased. The bhoy
Macnab, as the village called him, was
out surveying in the far North. He

y So——
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ne out one day alone, and as
::d ofgt‘.;n happens in the Northern
world, where a man blazes away at
anything and everything, a couple
of Norwegian trappers, mistaking his
rustling in the bush for that of an
animal, had shot him dead.

The body was brought home, and
there was a most pathetic burial. The
old man seemed inconsolable. All his
strong, sturdy frame crumpled up;
his iron will bent. He took to drink-
ing, and as his wife had been dead
for years, all the management of the
farm, just as the wheat harvest was
falling due, weighed on the young
shoulders of May, his sole remaining
child. But she proved herself, from
what I heard in the bar, quite eapable,
and, indeed, something of a local won-
der in the way she dealt with the har-
vesting and the tough imported East-
ern harvest hands.

The old man himself seemed reck-
less and lost to everything except his
great grief. He hung round our bar
all day, drinking heavily and seldom
sober. His touchy temper in no wise
improved, and by night, if he was
not too drunk, he generally. had a
quarrel with somebody, which, the
next day, was forgotten. However,
for a long time, he ma.nage'd always
to take himself home in his buggy,
driving furiously, cursing and lashing
his horse. He never spoke of his
daughter, and from all accounts when
not sober he avoided her as much as

ible. One afternoon, however,
about four o’clock, he had fallen
asleep over the bar in a helpless con-
dition. Outside his buggy was wait-
ing as usual. There was no one else
in the bar except Vemoq. So calh‘ng
aut to Labelle, T determined to drive
him home. With the remittance
man’s help, I lifted him up into the
buggy and drove off. As we ap-
proached the farm the jolting of the
buggy, I suppose, woke him up and he
began to mumble drunkenly. T
hitched up in front of the veranda
and began to help him out, when, as
bad luck would have it, my dear Lady

Disdain rode up astride from her
superintendence of the work on the
farm. Perceiving at once her fath-
er’s condition all her fury blazed out
on me.

She rode straight up to me as I
stood, cow-munch hat in hand, and,
cutting me across the face with fer
whip in a paroxysm of anger, flamed
at me:

‘“Get out of here, you Englishman
you! Get out of here or I'll horse-
whip the hide off you, if you dare to
bring my father here. Get out!’’

I remember dimly, as she lashed
at me, that the old man drunkenly
cried out:

‘“Thats’ right, May, lash his face
off.”

With a weal across my face which
if it had been a quarter of an inch
higher would have had my left eye
out I fled before her rage. Smarting
with pain and indignation, T never
even turned to see what treatment
her father received.

Whatever happened, it stopped old
Macnab all that fall and winter from
showing his face inside the bar.room
door. Men said he was going straight
and under the thumb of his daughter,
Some shook their heads and wondered
how long it would last.

As the spring came round again
and with repeated thaws began to un-
shackle the world from the frozen
grip of winter, life out of doors be-
gan to grow pleasant again. The
Massawippi, the local river flowing
south to the lakes and here about half
a mile wide, became a scene of renew-
ed activity as the swollen stream
swept down the blocks of the north.
ern ice. The river men began to pre-
pare for floating the lumber down
the torrent in rafts. It was exciting
work canoeing at such a time and T,
who from my Oxford days have
always had a passion for the river,
used to revel in it. To handle the
fragile canoe in choppy water, to
avoid blocks of ice and to dig away
up stream against the great current
was amusing me one Sunday after-
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noon, when opposite Cripple Creek, a
tributary water of the Massawippi, I
perceived May Macnab alone in a
canoe coming down the ‘‘blind
stream’’ and making for the main
river.

Here at the junction of the waters
it was very treacherous, as the two
currents met in the teeth of an oppos-
ing wind which in blustering gusts
ruffled back the waters in miniature
white horses. In faet, quite a small
sea was running. A few ice blocks
too, caught in the eddy, were objects
of danger. Occupied in contesting
these elements, I paid little heed to
the girl and her birch bark, as they
approached the troubled waters, until
I perceived her all of a sudden about
a hundred yards away, at the verge
of the main current, riding on the
crest of the waves of the Creek. She
was clearly in difficulties as the waves
of the main stream were bound to
strike her canoe at an oblique angle
as they ran back before the wind.
Her canoe was lurched up to where
the contending waves met, gave a
heavy piteh forward, and in so doing
shipped a great green wave’s white
cap, and was lurched broadside into
the runnel of the waves. All I re-
member is digging away to urge on
my own canoe as I saw her plight,
heedless that I ran the same risk.
I had a fearful grip at my heart,
an unaccountable anxiety for her.
Fortunately her canoe had hbegun
to be caught in the stream and was
hurried towards me as she vainly
tried to right it. But the inevitable
was only delayed alittle by her efforts.
Her wrists, lacking the strength, were
not given the time to nose the craft
round. The waves broke in and slow-
ly it sank, swamped by the caps,
the girl struggling bravely. Leaning
over within ten yards of her, I saw
her go down into the ice-cold water.
At the same moment my own canoe
capsized, hurling me into the water.
T sank. It seemed an hour before I
re-emerged to find her struggling

beside me. Crying out to her to
desist, I swung one arm round her
waist, struck out with my legs, and
hurried on by the current, was just
in time to cling with my left arm to
my upturned canoe, which had been
checked for the moment by an ice
junk.

How we clung on drifting down
that ice-cold stream, while I edged
the canoe nearer and nearer to the
shore, I shall never know. Had it
not been for the upturned canoe, we
should have both been drowned. At
last, where the bank ran out to a
point, I managed to work our ecraft
shoreward until I could touch bot-
tom. As I trod forward to the bank,
the girl played out beyond her en-
durance, released hold and flopped
back into the water, while the canoe,
lightened, went spinning away down
stream. I did not care for this, as
it was all I could do to drag her out
of the water on to the bank, where
the wind, after the bitter numbness
of those waters, felt warm.

On the other side of the point out
of the way of the ice floes a crocodile
steamer employed on the river was
anchored into the bank.

Afterwards the engineer, who was
aboard, as I sat in the galley ecaboose
drinking hot whiskey blane, told me
to thank my stars that they had hap-
pened to come aboard early in the
afternoon to make all ready for the
first trip on the morrow down stream.
Opposite me, wrapt in a blanket be-
side the stove, with horrified eyes,
pinched cheeks and lank hair, my
Lady Disdain was gradually having
life restored to her. When she was
strong enough for them to drive her
home, she was carried out. She
neither looked nor spoke to me, and
the horror of those ice-cold waters
had not yet gone from her blue
eyes.

The next day I was back in the bar,
none the worse for my wetting. In
the evening I heard that May Macnah
was dangerously ill. The cold and
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the exposure had given her a ser-
jous chill, resulting in pneumonia.
Some women friends in the village
went out to mnurse her, and
old Macnab, released from his
gupervision, came in again ‘o
drink. The long surcease from
liquor seemed to ‘have increased
his thirst, and he began a frightful
bout. It lasted for more than a
month, when one day he fell off a
stool and hit his head on a cuspidor.
The doctor was summoned, and after
doing what he could told me to drive
the old man home and put him to bed.

““T am too busy myself, Ralph, got
an emergency and two cases that
look like smallpox. Must go now.
You’ll see to him.”’

With that he left, and for the
gecond time I drove the old man
back to his farm.

She was waiting. I knew she would
be. This time she stood on the ver-
anda, pale-faced and with dark rings
round her sad eyes, which looked
like faded forget-me-nots. The
pathos of her moved me strangely.
She said nothing, nor did her rage
flame out and strike me this time.
When I turned to walk away she
called to me and told me to take
the buggy, as it was too far to walk.
She would send for the horse.

Thanking her, I said I preferred to
walk. She did not reply, but went
in and I suppose upstairs to her
drunken father.

Perhaps she lost the courage and
firmness to deal with him. I do not
know. At any rate, within a few
days old Macnab was back again,
with a bandaged head and blood-
shot eyes, drinking in the bar.

Drink had made the man a shadow
of his former self. His great power-
ful hands shook like aspen leaves.
He was all nerves. When any one
banged his pannikin down, he turned
and swore at him. For hours he
wonld sit morosely drinking in a
corner, heedless of others. His gray
hair had blanched and he was care-
less of outward appearance, his
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clothes being stained with deink and
dirty with his repeated falls on the
road and the floor. Even Labelle
despaired of him and against his
own interest tried to drive him away
from the bar. But it was all to no
purpose; he would always come back,
and sometimes, when very drunk,
he would talk about his son.

As Labelle said: ‘“If he don’t keep
out of de booze, dat finish heem.”’

But he came again and again.
Nothing held him back, mot even
the thought of his girl on the farm.
His son was dead. That was all
that mattered. He would sit there
wrapped in his sorrow.

As he was sitting thus one hot
afternoon, Vernon, the nemittance
man, came in on a spree. The month
had come round again, and he began
to quote St. Luke in Greek. It was
a broken-down, drunken, soured rem-
nant of what was once an English
scholar and gentleman. And, as
usual, he was not long before he
started to abuse the new land that
harboured him.

After a time Vernon was raving :

““Curse the country. ‘Oh, to be
in England again,” as the poet says.
I am sick and tired to death of these
Canadians and their slipshod ways.
There isn’t a gentleman among them
—mnot among the whole darned erowd.
My boy, Ralph, they don’t even know
a word of Greek.”’

He looked at me owlishly drunk.

‘“They have nothing in common
with you and me. What little they
have here is all imitation, second-rate
at that. You know,’’” he waxed maud-
lin, ‘““poor as I am; degraded as I am,
for I am both I know; drunk as I am,
for I am that too, I have seen the
days, my boy. I know what I am
talking about. Don’t you know who
Iam? I am a dean’s son, and know
what I am saying. Don’t you judge
me just because I am a prodigal in a
country of swine, feeding with the
swine. Look at these Canadian
papers, their cursed manners, the
lingo the always talk. They seem to
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have no ideas above a dollar bill.”’

‘‘Then, what keeps you here, you
old drunkard,’’ eried a Scotsman who
had just come in with his mail.

‘““What keeps me here,”’ roared
Vernon standing up shakily. ‘“You
want to knew what keeps me here?
1’11 tell you what keeps me here in this
hell of a country—if you must know,
what keeps me here—it’s my misfor-
tune.”’

Old Macnab sprang up with a roar
and made for him. No one had
thought the old man had paid any
heed to the wretched Vernon’s futile
curses. The Scotsman sprang in be-
tween them, but a little too late, for
Vernon had flung at the other’s head,
with a terrified throw, an empty
bottle. It struck old Macnab full be-
tween the temples and sent him reel-
ing to the floor.

For the third time I drove the old
man home. Once again on the ver-
anda she awaited us. She was erying.
She never even protested as I carried
him into the house up to his room.
Alone T put the old man to bed. The
house was perfectly still, and the
farm seemed deserted, going to ruin.
in the golden sunshne of the sum-
mer afternoon. When J came down
into the sitting-room the girl was
seated like a forlorn flower in a
rocking chair, still silently ery-
ing. On seeing me, she stood up
and tried to staunch her tears. DBut
her girlish body never ceased the
heavy, tired sobbing of a child. I
pretended not to see her grief and
silently took my hat to go. As T went
out on the veranda, she followed me.
I turned and waited her will—the will
of the girl who had mocked and
struck me.

““Once,’’ she blurted out, ‘‘you sav-

ed my life. Can’t—can™t you help
me now ?’’

“If you would only let me.”’

‘“Oh, keep him away from the
bar,’’ she wailed.

P try.
I’I‘I‘O?” you can, you can and then

She paused and looked at me with a
sad, wistful little smile.

““I’ll forgive you because you’re an
IEnglishman.”’

As she spoke, she lowered her eyes.

But she murmured : ‘‘ But you—
will you ever forgive me?’’

My heart gave a wild throb. Turn-
ing towards her I said: ‘“How can I
forgive, when there is nothing to for-
give?”’

At that she burst out into a violent
sobbing. Her words eame brokenly.,

‘“Oh, I know I’'ve been shameful—
shameful,’’ she cried.

The violence of her tears alarmed
me. I put my arms around her to
soothe her. Moved at my daring, for
had I not always loved her. Stamp-
ing her little foot with violence, she
said :

““Don’t touch me, don’t touch me
—do you hear! Until you have prom-
ised to forgive me.”’

““I promise, and now may I touch
you?”’

Very softly she murmured: ‘‘Per-
haps you might if you liked.””

And as T took her in my arms and
kissed the hands that covered a tear-
stained face, she gave a little sigh of
content.

After a while, when T had to go,
she said with a ghost of a moue and
her old mocking laugh:

““Of course, I guess—you ean’t
help being one of those funny Eng-
lishmen, can you?’’

1



“"WANGA NZAMBI, WANGA?”
By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

(It is the custom of the Bakongo natives to end a speech by saying ““Wanga," a
word signifying : ‘“ Do you understand ?”

A little African boy, brought up in a Mission, prayed that he might alwaysjhave
plenty to eat, that he might never have any work to do, that he might have fine
clothes to wear, and when he grew up that he might attain the social standing of the
white man. Then said he at the end of his heart-spoken prayer : “ Wanga Nzambi,
Wanga ?"” meaning : Do you understand, God—Do you understand ? " ¥ cuwo

—HERBERT WARD: A voice from the Congo.)

O WARM Upleaping, swift Flame-flowing,
That blesseth and banneth the eager hand,
Driving the dark, yet into darkness going—
Lord Fire, dost understand ?

O radiant Lighter of the Life of Day,
Regally coursing it along the sky—

Sun-God, to Thee we lift our hearts and pray:
O hear us, or we die!

Great Father Zeus, mighty among the mighty,
Stern of Thy thought, severe of Thy command—
Tyrant of Cronos, Hera, Aphrodite—
Hearken and understand !

Hakeem! that vanished in the sunset glory,
When to Thy faithful shalt Thou reappear?

Long have we brooded Thy celestial story,
Waited Thee many a year.

Mary, immaculate, humanity’s one Mother—
Thou in the Presence that dost intercede—
Minister Thou (nor have we any other)
To our so bitter need !

Centre of Cosmos, what Thou art who knoweth ?
Whether the worlds and we are nobly planned,

Or whether ebbing tide and tide that floweth

Eterne shall change, and Being newver groweth—
O who may understand ?




MADELINE BOUVART

TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF FAUCHER DE ST. MAURICE

BY JAMES ROY

SHE was called Madeline.

Perhaps the name had brought
her misfortune, for in the town all
the available gossip centred in her
pretty person. Was 'this calumny
or was it scandal? I do not know;
and it would be difficult to arrive at
the truth, since that would need the
clearing of the road, the elbowing
away of the ninety-six years that now
separate nie from the rumpled beauty
of Madeline Bouvart,

What is certain is this. In 1775 she
was twenty-seven years of age. She
was of slender form, with a well-
shaped foot, beautiful teeth, an en-
ticing smile, a delicate hand, a voluble
tongue, and the piquant humour of
old France.

Doubtless this was what two citi-
zens must have been quietly saying to
each other, as they moved slowly,
whether they would or not, along the
St. Louis road. . The snow was soft
and thick, and as they went on they
withdrew their feet painfully from
the white mass to plunge them into it
again. Bad humour, fear and apo-
plexy weighed heavily on their honest
faces, but all these gave place to dis-
dain and irony when, right under
their blooming noses, passed, drawn
by an English thoroughbred, the
pretty sleigh of the smiling Madeline
Bouvart.

About that time the Cap Rouge
road was the fashionable resort of the
belles and swells of the day. Made-
line was not the last who assembled
at that steeplechase where he who
wished it, or rather could do it, ex-
hibited the elegance of his furs and
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the brillianey of his equipage, under
the eyes of the everlasting loungers
of my native city.

Every day, at a fixed hour, the
graceful sleigh of Madeline was thus
seen gliding noiselessly over the soft
snow, leaving behind it only two
delicate lines traced by its light run-
ners and preceded by the silver tones
of the tiny bells which her magnifi-
cent courser proudly shook. Then the
envious said: ‘‘Is this pretty Bouvart
happy?’’ The compassionate mur-
mured: ‘‘What a misfortune she had
to lose her father! And he such an
honest man!”’

Madeline did not hvld her reigns
the less proudly, however. Her con-
veyance threaded its way, then dis-
appeared in the distance along the
whitened road, and the sound of its
tinkling bells died on the wind that
covered its traces in the snow.

.That day she went faster than
usual. Her head bent forward, her
body gracefully resting on the warm,
black bearskin which kept the Decem-
ber wind from her little feet, Made-
line gave the reign and spirit to her
horse.

Satan must have been at her heels.
for, otherwise, Miss Bouvart certainly
would not have forgotten to give a
sharp rebuke to John, her coachman,
who, with eye on the watch and ear
pricked, irreverently forgot for g
quarter of a league to cross his arms,
as is the custom with liveried servants
in all well-ordered houses.

You see, the enemy had been sig-
nalled near Gomin’s woods, and Gen.
eral Montgomery was coming, carry.
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ing all before him, and preceded by
the terrible news that he had made
but one mouthful of St. John’s, Mon-
treal, Sorel and Three Rivers.

They had braved Arnold, but be-
fore the terrible General everybody
was thrown into a panic.

Far off in the country, as far as

the eye could reach, nothing was seen
but townspeople, grave as became
persons of such importance, buried
up in their little carioles and grumb-
ling about the prospect of being de-
prived for a time of their favourite
drive; peasants painfully drawing
behind them their small sleighs loaded
with their possessions, linen and poor
furniture, almost all heir-looms of the
family; fops forgetful, for that day,
of their attitudes and the cut of their
clothes; officers and soldiers falling
back on the outposts.
- All these people were crying out,
swearing, overturning one another
and spreading before them fright and
alarm.

Alone, Madeline’s horse, cleverly

managed, passed through this chaos,
““formless and void,’’ without strik-
ing anything and advanced in grand
style toward the St. Louis gate.
Already he had been caught in the
fortified labyrinth which, until quite
lately, defended the approaches to it,
and now suddenly he was compelled
to stop.
The ecrowd had become so dense
that there was no longer any possibil-
ity of progress, and Madeline’s
courser, with fuming nostril and
finely curved limb, set itself to await
its turn in that human sea that kept
on rising around it.

Under the gray and massive arch
of the St. Louis gate two companies
of English grenadiers were forming
in line, their arms at the support.
Between their silent lines passed, one
by one, all who under the eyes of the
commanding officer proved that they
had provisions for eight months and
promised to perform the duties of
the place. DY MIRAL & Wiy

Tt was not a long examination, but
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it was cold ; and, while stamping their
feet to become warm, each group fired
off questions and remarks to another.

‘““Ha! Master Chabot, you are
there. Tell us now, is it true that
Governor Carleton has narrowly es-
caped being caught at Pointe-aux-
Trembles by the Bostonnais?’’

‘““Well, what if it is true, Father
Lépine? But he went out at one end
of the village while Montgomery went
in at the other. The governor escap-
ed quickly, it appears, be it said
without ‘my responsibility, for it was
little Blanchet who brought us that
news.’’

““Ah! All the same he must have
swift legs, this Englishman of ours,’’
said big Dionne, ‘‘for they tell us
that you have to run briskly to escape
the long paws of these Congress
chaps.”’

‘“We shall see whether success will
always follow our governor. In eight
months all will be over, if we can
trust the order that commands us to
make provision for that holiday time.
In eight months we shall know who
has gained the day.’’

““Yes, I hope so, Mr. Laudry. As
for me, I am all right in that matter.
I shall quietly eat my provisions; for
I think it is better not to be mixed
up with that affair, but Tet these
fellows settle it among themselves.
If the English like to eat each other
up, it is their own business. Since
T Yeft my leg at Dumont’s Mill T don’t
let anyone tread on my feet on the
one hand; on the other, T don’t step
on the toes of anybody else.”’

‘While these conversations ran on
amidst the unrestricted langhter of
the crowd, it passed slowly along
under the scrutinising eyes of the
English eaptain.

Already Madeline Bouvart’s turn
had come, and she had even inclined
her head out of the sleigh, the hetter
mincingly to utter a pretty speech
in the ear of the officer, when he
abruptly said: i t
© “I am ordered not to let you
enter the city, madam.”’
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‘*Me, Captain?’’ said she with an
astonished air. ‘‘Does the Governor
fear my eyes more than Arnold’s
builets?’’

I cannot tell you, madam, which
the Gevernor fears the more, but
what I can do is to express the great
regret with which I must execute a
striect order. Here it is.”’

He drew from the lining of his
tunic a paper sealed with the arms
of Sir Guy Carlton and slowly read
it, resting upon each word: ‘‘The
Governor, desiring to shelter himself
from treason, and to free himself
from unnecessary consumers of food,
forbids until further orders the fol-
lowing persons to enter the city.”’

The officer, placing his fingers on
one line of the list, bowed slightly
and said: ‘“Well, madam ?’’ Madeline
did not reply. A tear glistened and
slowly descended her flushed cheek,
au event that had not happened for
a long time; and, trying to restrain
her mortification, she simply said:
““John, turn the horse around.”

The coachman did as Madeline
commanded ; then, putting the reins
in her hands, he bowed, assumed a
most gracious smile, and said:

‘‘Madam, one is better within than
without the walls in a time like this,
and, as T am not embraced in his
Excellency’s list, T shall profit by it
to enter the city.”’

Madeline remained unmoved under
the blow of this new insult. With a
firm hand she vigorously whipped her
horse, and soon woman and ecourser
were lost in the night that spread
itself. dark and full of alarm, over
the Canadian landsecape.

Behind, proud and magnificent,
arose old Quebee, once more face to
face with the enemy of the country.
Before ran the girdle of the watch-
fires of Montgomery and Arnold.

All was gloomy and sad between
these two lines of fire where, side by
side, after fifteen years, slept peace-
fully under the snow the grenadiers
of Béarn and the Highlanders of

Scotland.

Soon the ringing ery of a sentinel
resounded amidst the ill-omened
quiet, then all resumed its terrible
silence.

It was the humiliated woman who
arrived at the American camp, and
Madeline Bouvart had passed over
to the enemy.

For nearly a month the state of
siege continued without leading to
any definite result. Here and there
a marauder was caught. From time
to time a volley was fired on the walls
of the ecity. Scouts hidden in “‘wolf.-
holes’’ threw on the ramparts arrows
on the ends of which they had fasten-
ed letters to the inhabitants of the
city. And that was all; the besieger
limited himself to these demonstra-
tions, more noisy than hostile.

To make up for it, Montgomery
found the delights of Capua at Hol-
land House, where reigned a long,
sweet rest. Every evening they
drank deep and ate well at the
American headquarters, and, although
the greater part of the ‘‘Bostonnais’®
would have had some difficulty in
proving their title to sixteen quarter-
ings of nobility, they put on the aip
of a Hercules and made a pitiless
massacre of the King’s English.

Madeline had greatly ingratiated
herself with these gentlemen. She
assumed the position of a vietim, co-
quetted with this one, coaxed that,
and smiled on everybody, all of which
made her the favourite of the staff,
the General included.

It was she who sat at Montgomery’s
right at mess; and he who, that even.
ing, could have entered the great din-
ing-room of Holland House would
have seen the flash of her glass, full
of Nereo wine, in the clear light of a
chandelier, borrowed ‘‘ withont naica®*
from Colonel Caldwell’s villa ““Sans
Bruit.”’ Madeline, in a distracted
way, heard the General say to her.

‘“Yes, madam, it is just as T have
the honour to confide it to you. At
Christmas, which will be the day after
to-morrow, I invite you to dine with
me at Carleton’s headquarters.’®

pro-
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¢ Pxeuse the interruption, General,
but I believe the invitation is just a
little premature. Arnold will not be
ready. Smallpox has appeared in his
eamp, and the Canadians refuse to
take Congress money, which makes
rovisions for the troops scarce.
Would it not be better to delay a
little 7"’ 4 :
“You are a pessimist, Colonel Liv-
ingston, and everything looks black
to you. I know that you hate Arnok},
and you are not alone in that. Th}s
hinders you from seeing that his
troops are in the best heart. Besides,
all this must come to an end. T have
formed a resolution, and, since you
were absent from the council of war
held this morning, I am happy to put
you in a position to understand the
sitnation. At the next fall of snow,
Arnold, with his contingent, 1s to
glide from St. Roch’s side and to
earry the barricades and the batteries
of Sault-au-Matelot. You, polonel,
are to direct an attack against St.
John’s gate, as a feint; Magor Brown
is to do the same on the side of the
Citadel; and T make my way under
the Cape by Champlain street, and
carry the Prés-de-ville battery. Que-
bee is open on the lower-town side.
Arnold and T join forces and arrive
strong-handed in the middle of the
square, while the garrison, drawn to
the ramparts by your I:acket at_:d
Brown’s, will be quite misled by it.
s that clear and definite?”
«Hold there, General,’’ said an
old surgeon-major, who passed for
the most learned man in the army,
¢Quebec is neither St. John’s, nor
Montreal, nor Sorel, nor Three Riv-
ers. You must masticate it slowly,
for it is difficult to digest and Murray
near had dyspepsia after i By :
“Bah, Major! Attend to 1tlhe n(nlak-
i £ your pills, as you well under-
mgg Z‘hat, I:md leave cannog-balls
and bullets to me. If that is not
enough, 1’1l make old Carleton taste
the Plains of Abraham. They know
me, these Plains of Abraham. T have

been there already.
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““Why, do you know, General, you
are not so young as I thought you
were?’’ interrupted the tormenting
Madeline.

‘“How could it be otherwise,
madam? The harness soon whitens
him who wears it. At that time I
was only a captain. Since then, to
climb the ladder, I have had some-
thing else to do.”’

““But, God forgive me, you are be-
coming a boaster and as vain as a
little cock, General. What regiment
was so happy as to contain such a
captain, Don Juan?’’

““The 43rd, madam. Ah! that was
a proud regiment. It had but one
fault to me, that of not having taken
its place under the flag of Congress.”’

““But, General,”” replied the bold
scholar, ‘‘it seems to me that that
would have been difficult in 1759,
Congress was sleeping peacefully in
non-existence, while Washington, its
father, was still benumbed from the
consequences of the ecapitulation of
Fort Necessity."’

““You use to me the language of a
Loyalist, Major; and, if you continue,
that may end in a dose of close arrest.
There is nothing like that for chang-
ing the course of one’s ideas. For
the rest of you, gentlemen, since the
ball opens so soon, do not forget the
instruetions which Congress has given
us. Respect the religious beliefs of
the country, pay liberally for all
vietuals and indispensable objects,
punish rigorously the soldiers who
commit disorders, follow and harass
the English troops; but avoid vexing
the people or doing anything to make
them hostile to the American cause.’

“You are very kind, General,’’
said Madeline, ‘‘and T wish that every
French-Canadian heard you pro-
nounce these words of conciliation.”’

“T accept your compliments,
madam, though I do not deserve them,
for I know but one thing, my orders.
For a proof, in 1759, a time that
begins to seem far off, I little thought
of writing protestations of devotion
to the French-Canadians. T was then
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quartered in a little village on the
north shore, at St. Joachim, and
there—’"

“How was it that you went to St.
Joachim? But tell me about that,
General. -~ It must be curious,”’ said
Madeline, in a somewhat trembling
voice.

““Indeed, the story will not be a
long one, and the little pleasure trip
I then made can be reported as brief
as Cesar’s tour in Gaul. On my way
I burned, I pillaged, I stole. By
thunder ! it was my orders that would
have it so, and they make me furious
or sentimental as they will. For a
proof, it was this that came near
getting me into a row with a lieuten-
ant of the 78th Highlanders. This
young puppy had assumed to him-
self the right of pardon, and already
two peasants, father and son, had put
themselves under his high and
mighty protection. I seem gven now
to see them, their hands in the pock-
ets of their torn coats, the father with
his long white hair fluttering in the
wind; the son, with lowered head,
wearing a red toque, and both gliding
through a field of wheat that my men
had forgotten to pillage. ;

“I was determined to make an
example and to show- Lieutenant
Wolfe could not be broken with im-
punity. I caused the young man,
theréfore, to be taken by a sergeant
whom I could trust, and killed with
a tomahawk, under his father’s eyes.
Then it was the old fellow’s turn.
Ah! T pitied him. I contentéd my-
self with having him shot. My sub-
‘altern officer took the notion to sealp
them both, notwithstanding. Whata
timé it'was!  St. Joachim, Ste. Anne,
Chatedfi-Richer, Ange-Gardien, Mont-
‘miorenéy; all these villages burned as
if"they ‘hiad been timber. They knew
“Héw 'to ‘make war then! The cannon,
the miusket-shot, the torch, ¢arried the
day; while, now, oné must go pru-
dently about it by the grand effort of
‘proclamations.” fgm 3

Madeline had rot heard the Gen-
“eral’s last words. “She”had, on’ pre-
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tence of fatigue, painfully glided
from the table, and had reached the
shelter of her own apartments. Yet,
he who could have seen her drag her-
self along the corridor, her brow
elevated, her eyes moist, yet flushed
with strange light, would scarcely
have perceived any want of nerve on
that pale face.

In her thoughts Montgomery was
but a vile murderer, and a shudder
passed over fhat slender frame of
a woman. Two mute corpses arose
before her eyes. The two peasants
who without tombs and without pray.
ers lay buried beneath the ploughed
fields of Joachim were the father
and the brother of Madeline Bouvart !
Sternly they showed her that, before
all things, one owes oneself to one’s
country.

The snow was falling in large and
crowded flakes. A wind from the
north-east, mournfully = moaning,
twisted the tops of the oaks and pines
that arose long ago along the St.
Louis road. Above all was dark and
gloomy, and on the ground, as far
as eye could reach, was seen only one
immense white shroud. One would
have said that the falling heavens
were seeking a resting-place upon
the earth. The bivouac fires were
buried . under the drapery of the
storm. ‘The farm-dogs howled at the
desolation that seemed to surround
them. - All was sad and heart-piere-
ing on ‘that terrible northern night,
yet, throughout the chaos, one woman
was making her way. Alone, face

to face with the tempest; she went.

The wind froze her veil, her hair be-
came rigid in the frost, her hands
were' blue and numb, her tiny foot
drew ‘itself painfully from one depth
only to fall into another; and, care-
less of the hurricane, alone in
nature’s loneliness, poor thing, she
pushed ever on. - . .

She must have had a will of steel
to go out in such weather, and, now

‘tottering, now recovering herself, she

went straight forward; till suddenl
she was stopped by a whirling squall.
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An imperceptible challenge had
striven to rise above the storm. Then,
shadowy : forms approached, a whis-
pering was heard and groups were
half-revealed, half-hidden amidst the
immense spirals of snow chased by
the frightful nor’easter.

It was a weary and monotonous
life in besieged old Quebec; though,
indeed, five sieges ought to have made
the inhabitants familiar with it.

That evening, with his head bent
over a mass of maps and papers, Gen-
eral Carleton scanned the reports of
main guards and outposts. His brow
showed care, his cheeks were fur-
rowed, and, as he read, he appeared
to be plunged into the most profound
perplexity. The enemy made no
movement. It was known in town
that he lacked money, provisions and
ammunition, that sickness and deser-
tion were thinning his ranks, that the
people generally remained neutral
and undecided. Yet, in spite of this
definite information, General Carle-
ton, prudent man that he was, decid-
ed not to move.

In this moment of interest he
asked himself whether his rival, Mont-
gomery, could be of the same mind
as himself.

Burdened with the weight of this
dilemma, the English General had
risen and had walked several times
around the room, stirring his fire and
doing all that an honest man could
do when his mind is ill at ease, when
a light knock sounded at the door.

An aid-de-camp entered.

‘“@eneral,’”’ said he, ‘‘a woman
wishes to speak to you.”

¢(onfound it! It is late, Captain,
to listen to more demands. The day
was spent at that business, and now
they want to use up my right. Do
you know what this woman wants?”’

““She says she has important reve-
lations to make and begs you to admit
her at once, General.”’

¢“That’s another affair, then. Let
her come up, Captain.” S :

Madeline Bouvart, shivering with
cold and desire for vengeance, ap-
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peared at once on the threshold.

‘““What, madam,’’ said Carleton,
‘‘you here? To what happy chance
may I attribute this henour?’’

‘““Not to your proclamation, Gen-
eral, you may be assured, but, as I
am not going to trouble you with my
own griefs, you will permit me to
come at once to the object of my visit.
To-night the enemy attempts the
assault of the city. Even now his
columns are on the mareh, and as
time passes, I shall be brief, though
that may surprise you in a woman.”’

Madeline then set herself to give
him the detail of the plan that Mont.
gomery had communicated to Colonel
Livingston. While she spoke the
General’s brow became radiant.

1f Carleton had the prudence, I
will not say of Fabius, for that sounds
somewhat ancient, but I will say of
more than one minister of state I
know, on the other hand when his
time came he did not detest the fumes
of powder. For three days already
he had scented this attack, but his
want of decision could find no cer-
tainty on which to act.

Madeline Bouvart had just brought
it within his reach, and, putting on
his fur-trimmed coat and fastening
his sword, he prepared to set out.

‘“As for you, madam,’’ said he, as
he gallantly offered her his arm, ‘‘I
am going to put you under the care
of Mrs. Campbell, a kind woman who
will put herself to any amount of
trouble for you.”’ 3%

He felt Madeline’s heart beat under
the dolman and added with feeling:

‘““You have been so brave, do not
allow yourself to be the least fright-
ened by this night’s noise. We shall
keep good and loyal watch. Then.
to-morrow, if it be fine weather, we
shall take a walk and I will show yon
how we have been able to repel the
traitors and deserters from the old
flag of England.””

““‘General,”” replied Madeline, ‘‘do
not%rouble on that account. A friend
awaits me in that white house you

. see close to the castle of St. Louis.”
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“‘Good-night, madam ; dream of our
victory and peace.”’

Then the old General went his way.

Madeline drew from under her
mantle a holster-pistol, and said to
herself as she examined it:

‘“Go on, General. You have to do
only with General Montgomery. I
must seek justice for the invader of
my country and the assassin of my
family.”’

Then she descended the deelivity
toward Champlain street.

At four in the morning all the
columns of the enemy had reached
the appointed place. Nothing within
the city showed that their presence
had been noticed. Nothing without
indicated that the alarm had been
given and that everywhere the guards
had been doubled.

Suddenly two rockets shot wup
against the dark sky. This was the
signal. Then the city was encircled
with steel and with flame. Cross-
firing was heard everywhere.

The St. Louis gate trembled on
its hinges. The Sault-au-Matelot
poured hail on St. Roch. The St.
John’s gate was lit up with baleful
fires. A rain of balls and bullets
poured through Champlain street,
and, striking the rocks and rough
heights of Cape Diamond, made pro-
Jjectiles of the fragments.

Quebec, renewed in youth, felt its
blood flow proudly through its large
and generous veins, and rejoiced with
its old, unconquerable military
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ardour. The cannonade mingled its
bass notes with the cracklmug of the
muskets, and death seemed to hover
on the wing of the raging tempest,
bearing in the folds of its robe the
passing year and mingled with its
vanities the groans of the dying and
the blood of the dead.

So it continued until morning, then
all became peaceful and silent. Que-
bec had been saved from the horrors
of pillage and sack.

During the day they swept away
the snow from around the dead.
Near the foot of the Prés-de-Ville
barricade Montgomery was found,
bloody and stiff with cold. At his
feet lay eleven corpses, and amongst
them a woman whose shoulder had
been carried away by a bullet. It
was Madeline Bouvart.

She died for a great cause, praying
to Him who pardoned her sainted
namesake the fair Madeline of the
Thebais.

God has, doubtless, rendered her a
nobler judgment than men; they have
given her the forgetfulness of the
living.

Carleton neglected the humble
name in the despatches. Quebee was
ungrateful, and history is dumb con.
cerning the poor woman who, without
guide, protection or advice, found
before her only flattery, wickedness
and falsehood here, and could truly
give to the world only what she had
in her heart, a last prayer and devo.
tion to her country.
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THE wholesome and naive qual-
ities that distinguish all wof
Miss L. M. Montgomery’s essays
in fiction are present to a marked
degree in her volume of short stories
entitled ‘‘Chronicles of Avonlea.”
The word *‘ Avonlea’ will re-
sound in many responsive ears,
because it is a word which,
with Anne Shirley, has achieved
international fame. These chroni-
cles are of the best work that
Miss Montgomery has dome. The
characters are real, living people, full
of human weaknesses and homely
virtues. Perhaps it is fortunate for
Miss Montgomery that she has not
found it necessary to go farther afield
for her material, because by this time
there has been established in Carmody
and its people a bond of sympathy
that will endure. Besides that,
Miss Montgomery writes of these peo-
ple with a sure pen, and one feels that
she is drawing from life. Old Lady
Lloyd, Ludoric Speed, the Reverend
Mr. Leonard, Naomi Clark, Prissy
Strong and most of the others are
so much of the flesh that one hesitates
before writing their names in italies.
Anne Shirley herself has got beyond
483

that stage, and so we must respect
her now as something more than a
mere creation of imagination. She
reappears in these pages, and indeed
the first two words of the first story
in the book compose her name. The
sentence containing them is a good
example of what one might expeet to
find in the book:

‘“Anne Shirley was curled up on the
window-seat of Theodora Dix’s sitting-
room one Saturday evening, looking
dreamily afar at some fair starland be-
yond the hills of sunset.’’

Then after a few other sentences,
the story continues:

‘‘She leaned her shapely head, with
its braided coronet of dark red hair,
against the window-casing, and her gray

eyes were like the moonlight’s gleam
on shadowy pools.”” -

This first story, which is ealled
‘“The Hurrying of Ludovie,’”’ has to
do with the courtship of Theodora
Diz and Ludovic Speed. These two
have been sweethearts of a kind for
fifteen years but Ludovie, who has
belied his name in showing less speed
than inclination, has failed lament-
ably to see that he and Theodora are
away past the grown-up stages; in
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short that Theodora is almost passé.
Anne soon discovers that Ludovic
needs a little baiting and she openly
charges Theodora with failure to
arouse the lover to a sense of his re-
sponsibility. Theodora admits that she
““did try once,”” and she recounts
that:

‘“When I realised that I was getting

sere and mellow, and all the girls of my
generation were going off on either hand,
I tried to give Ludovie a hint. But
it stuck in my throat. And now I don’t
mind, If I don’t change Dix to Speed
until I take the initiative, it will be
Dix to the end of life.’’
With that Anne determines to
take the initiative. She induces a
city-bred cousin of her own to make
pretence at courting Theodora, with
the result that Ludovic, spurred by
jealousy, proposes before he knows it,
and the thing is settled. But the subt-
lest passage is the suggestion that the
cousin in the end was not very sure
that his own courtship of Theodora
was only a sham. There is about
the others of the set a wholesomeness
and charm that attracts attention
and merits admiration. (Boston:
L. C. Page and Company).

3

HE vital interest of the mission-
ary’s life is, after all, poorly
dealt with in an annual report! If
one pauses to think of it, the facts and
figures so obtained can represent but
the merest shell of the enterprise—
the things that matter, the real hu-
man appeal must lie behind and be-
yond the ken of any Board, however
elect. That is why ‘The Goodly
Fellowship’’ by Rachel C. Schauffler
comes to us as something of a
surprise, It is that almost unheard
of thing —a missionary romance,
and what makes it all the more strik-
ing is that both the missionaries and
the romance ring true. We have
known missionaries in the flesh, we
have heard them address meetings
upon their ‘‘experiences in the field”’
and we do mnot hesitate to say that
their ' fictional brethren in ‘‘The

Goodly Fellowship’’ are quite nat-
ural. The author has the saving
grace of humour and it is wonderful
what light is shed upon the mission-
ary problem by the application of
that valuable quality. For the rest,
the tale concerns itself with the
love affair (yes, really) of a charming
girl stranded in Persia and compelled
to spend the winter in a missionary
settlement there. The other party
to the idyll is a young missionary
whom fate has cast for the part some-
what against his will. The sub-
ject matter is cleverly handled, for
the treatment is neither too frivolous
nor too heavy, for while even a
Board might read it without being
wounded, the lay mind may enjoy
itself without fear of preachments.
Incidentally we get rather a telling
picture of a country and a people
little known and the knowledge is
quite worth the while. (Toronto :
The Macmillan Company of Canada).

o

g OMAN and Social Progress,’’ a

recent work by Proflessor
Scott Nearing and Nellie Near-
ing, sets out to establish the
thesis that America is the home
of a mnew type of woman, that
this woman is not a mere adjunct
of man, but a free individual with a
distinet position and that she has
capacity for achievement when face to
face with opportunity. Part I. dis-
cusses this capacity from the biologi-
cal and personal standpoints. Part
II. shows the extensive environ.
mental changes and influence upon
American women. The industrial
revolution has brought a new leisure ;
far-reaching social changes have les-
sened the ‘‘masculine dominance,®’
while free educational schools and
colleges and better home training
have combined to produce astonishing
independence and a wide range of
opportunities. ~Part III. discusses,
in _an orderly way, the social choices
of American women as compared, for
example, with those of the Roman

R 4
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Author of ** The House of Windows * enjoying an outing in a British Columbia wood, .

women, and the opportunities, eu-
genic, domestie, educational, indust-
rial, and civie which are before them.
The argument on the science of hu-
man breeding is conclusive; the great
authorities like Weismann and Galton
are quoted and tables of statistics set
down; the responsibility is thrust
home, woman is again the selector.
Part IV. discloses the possibilities
of the future and answers the ques-
tion: of the dedication, ‘“What shall
I do?” in mno uncertain terms.
‘“Neither organisation, franchise, in-
dustrial = position or construetive
social life will be thrust upon women.
If they want these things they must
.get ‘them.”” The work is readable,
profoundly suggestive, original in
parts and prophetic. (Toronto: The
Maemillan Compa:y of Canada).

THE story of Carola Woerishoffer,
as told in a book by that name,
pictures another effort of the sympa-
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thetic rich to break loose from the
traditions and demands of high soeial
position, and alleviate the sufferings
of the defenceless poor. Miss Woeri.
shoffer was a Bryn Mawr graduate,
very rich, exceedingly independent,
with an insatiable appetite for
facts, who aided the shirt-waist
strikers in New York in 1909, worked
four months in laundries, inspeected
labour camps, and came to an untimey
end, at the age of 26, in an automobile
accident. In this little book, Miss
Tarbell gives a brief account of Miss
Woerishoffer’s life and the remaining
pages present a series of addresses
by her teachers, associates and
friends, together with newspaper
editorials, minutes of directors’ meet-
ings of Bryn Mawr and memorial
resolutions adopted by the various
organisations with which this heroine
of social service, this ‘‘dreamer with-
out illusion,”” was connected. (Bryn
Mawr College, Class 1907).



MR. S. A. WHITE

Whose new novel, ** The Wildcatters " is being published this month.

¢ T"HE Health of the Nations’’ is

the second hbook that has ap-
peared at the instance of the Inter-
national Council of Women. By
request of the President, Lady Aber-
deen, the affiliated National Councils
in the various countries of the world
have prepared respective reports on
publie health, special reference being
made to the case of infants and
children, the conditions under which
women carry out industrial work,
housing of the people, and measures
in force against the disease of tuber-
culosis. Lady Aberdeen has by her
brilliant example in Ireland provided
the strongest stimulus of all, in influ-
encing women in every country to
give abundantly of their knowledge,
their act, their experience and their
womanly instinets to this great cause.
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The work is under the direction of
Lady Aberdeen and edited by Maria
M. Ogilvie Gordon, M.D., D Se., Ph D..
F.L.S, of Aberdeen, Scotland. (Tor-
onto, The National Couneil of
‘Women),
3k

SOMETHING was said last month in

these columns that was not praise
about a book of rhymes entitled ‘‘Can-
adian Heart Songs.”” The criticism
may appear to be severe, but even
if it is severe that part of it which
deals with the material as noetry
applies to two other recent volumes
of verse from the presses of the same
publisher: ‘‘Our Destiny and Other
Poems,”” by Earnest J. Bowden, and
““Poems,”” by F. H. B. The audacity
of these titles is enormous. (Tor-
onto: William Briggs).
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Nelle—‘‘Is that fellow of yours
ever going to get up the courage to
propose?’’

Belle— ‘I guess not.
hour-glass.”’

Nelle—‘An hour-glass?”’

Belle—‘‘ Yes—the more time he
gets, the less sand he has.”’—Phila-

delphia Times.

He’s like an

CONGRATULATED

Prize-fighter (entering school with
his son)— “You give this boy o’ mine
a thrashin’ yesterday, didn’t yer?”’

Schoolmaster (very mnervous)—
s Well—I—er—perha{)s— 2

Prize-fighter—‘‘ Well, give us your
‘and; you’re a champion. T can’t
do mnothin’ with ’im myself.”’—
Punch.

3
Harp

Maund—‘Beatrix has lost twenty
pounds lately, her new gowns are
perfect successes, her sweetheart pro-
posed to her last night, her rich uncle
died yesterday and left her a million,
and now she has to go to his funeral
to-day and try to look sad.”’—Harp-
er’s Bazaar.
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IN PrACTIOR

Husband—*‘Your extravagance is
awful. When I die you'll probably
have to beg.””

Wife—“Well, I should be better off
than some poor woman who never
had and practice.”’—ZLondon Opinion.

)
St Wira Us

A member of the firm that publish-
ed the original edition of ‘‘Unecle
Tom’s Cabin’’ has just died. But the
girl who played Little Eva when the
story was first staged is still playing

the part.
Sk

MENTAL TREATMENT

““The cyelist who’s just come in
wants new-laid eggs with his tea.
(‘ackle a bit while I run over to the
store.”’—P. I. P.

BH]

CoMPLETE REFORM

“My wife married me to reform
me.”’

““Did she succeed?’’

‘““Yes, thoroughly. I wouldn’t
marry again if I lived to be as old
as Methuselah ! —Puck.



When some inventive genius produces a flying craft that will lay eggs, aviating may come to be regarded as a

safe and pleasurable recreation.

MobEgsT

The Magistrate (about to commit
for trial)—‘‘You certainly effected
the robbery in a remarkably ingenious
way; in fact, with quite exceptional
cunning—’ :

The Prisoner—‘‘Now, yer Honour,
no flattery, please; no flattery, I
begs yer.”’—Sketch.

5

PRE-NUPTIAL SACRIFICES

““And you are going to give up
smoking ?’’

‘“Certainly.”’

““And drinking?’’

‘‘Gladly.”’

‘“ And will you resign from all your
clubs?”’

“Willingly.”’

““Think, dearest, if there is any-
thing else you can give up.”’

““Well, for one thing, I give up all
idea of marrying you.”TSoleu‘
(Paris.) b
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—Montreal Star,

THE GREATER TRAGEDY

The man whose daughter had just
been united to the husband of her
choice looked a little sad.

‘I tell you, squire,’’ he said to one
of the wedding guests, a man of his
own age, and himself the father of
a number of unmarried girls, ‘I tell
you, it is a solemn thing for us when
our daughters marry and go away.”’

The squire assented, not altogether
heartily.

“I suppose it is,”” he conceded;
‘““‘but, I tell you, it is more solemn
when they don’t.”’—Youth’s Com-
panion. £

3%
For ArnL TiME

Mrs. Highupp—‘‘The judge de-
creed that they should be separated.
never to see each other again.”’

Mrs. Blasé—‘“Are they?’’

Mrs. Highupp—‘‘Yes. They are
living next door to each other in a
New York apartment house now.’’'—

Puck.
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Hostrss (after presenting fan to prize-winner at whist drive): * Really, I'm afraid it's hardly worth
accepting ! :
WinneR (appraising its worth): “ Oh, thank you so much; it's just the kind of fan I wanted—one that

I shouldn’t mind losing.”

Tae GrREAT DIVIDES

Reno.
The harem skirt.
The tariff wall,
The fool and his money.
Buda-Pest.
The pearly gates.
Mason and Dixon’s line.
Jim Crow’s laws

and

The Rio Grande River.

—Fort Worth Record.
3
Wise Tommy

Teacher — ‘“What change
place when water freezes?”

Tommy (innocenty)—‘‘A change
in price, I guess.”’—Harper’s Weekly.

£
A Loving CHLD

Pupil (to schoolmaster)—*‘Sir,
would you mind taking great care
how you draw up my report? My
parents  suffer dreadfully from
nerves.”’—Fliegende Blaetter.
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takes

—Punch.

Economy

The services in the chapel of a
certain Western university are from
time to time conducted by eminent
clergymen of many denominations
and from many cities.

On one occasion, when one of these
visiting divines asked the president
of the university how long he should
speak, that witty officer replied :

““There is no limit, doctor, upon the
time you may preach; but I may tell
you that there is a tradition here
that the most souls are saved during
the first twenty-five minutes.’’—
Lippincott’s, .

A Sap THouGHT

““I think,”” said the astronomer,
‘“‘that T have discovered a new canal
on Mars.”

“Is that so?’’ replied the New
Orleans man, absent-mindedly, “‘I
wonder what town’s going to get the
celebration ?”’—Washington Star.
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A Trrumpu

“Do you think it is becoming?”’
she asks, appearing in her newest
gown.

““Don’t bother about that!’’ gushes
the friend. ‘It is perfect! It is
simpy delicious! My dear, it makes
you look absolutely helpless.’”’—

Judge.
g 2%

TrRiuMPH OF REASON

Damocles saw the sword suspended
by the hair.

‘“Since it can’t eut the hair, I
judge your wife has been sharpening
her penecil,”” he remarked to the king.
—New York Sun.

3%
TaE Brack HanND

““Our whole neighbourhood has
been stirred up,’’ said the regular
reader.

The editor of the country weekly
seized his pen. ‘‘Tell me about it,”’
he said. ‘“What we want is news.
What stirred it up?’’

‘“Plowing,”” said the farmer.—
Driftwood.

““ Nice Doggie |"—The Jersey Journal.

ExpPrLAINED

Phrenologist—‘‘Dear me, your
bump of destructiveness is very large.
Are you a soldier?”’

Customer—‘No, I'm a chauffeur!’’
—Sydney Bulletin.

£

Reason ENoven

Barber—‘‘Did your mother say I
was to give you a close cropt’

Boy—*'‘No; but I got a teacher who
pulls hair.”’—London Opinion.

3%
Tae WorsT or It

Merchant—‘It seems to me that
you ask high wages considering that
you have had no experience in this
business.’’ :

Clerk—*‘‘ Ah, but you forget that
that’s just what makes it all the
harder for me.”” — Meggendorfer
Blactter.

an

Too MANY SPECTATORS

He (soulfully)—‘‘There are thou-
sands of stars to-night looking down
upon you.”’

She—‘‘Is my hat on straight?’’—
Harper’s Weelkly.

o

A Cure

‘““War with Japan seems imminent.
These dreadful rumors alarm me,

““Too bad.”

‘““What would you do?”’

“Well, I think I would switeh
magazines.”’—Kansas City Journal,

A Sure RETURN

“Out to luncheon—back in five
minutes,’” read the sign on the door.,

‘““Are you sure he will get hack
that soon?’’ asked the anxious caller,

““Yes'm,”” said the wise office boy.
““He ain’t got the price of a ten.
minutes’ lunch in his clothes.’’—
Toledo Blade.

T —
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WATCH YOUR
CHILDREN’S HEALTH

If any of your children seem to be pale and anaemic, growing too fast
or too slowly, don't start doctoring them. Food is the keynote of a child's
growth and health. Some children owing to constitutional weakness, or as a
result of children’s diseases, will not thrive on food from which stronger ones
benefit. In such cases the addition of Bovril to the diet will produce marked
results.

Bovril is concentrated beef in its best and most palatable form.
Stringent scientific tests have shown that it is a great body-builder. It is in
itself a highly condensed food but it possesses the remarkable power of
enabling the system to draw the full store of nutriment from ordinary food.
Give your child between meals once a day, a cup of warm milk, in which you
have stirred a spoonful of Bovril, and try a dash of Bovril in your gravies,
sauces and soups. It will be not only the delicate ones who will appreciate
the added zest, all will benefit from the increased nutrition.

LABATT’S

ALE, STOUT

LAGER
14
Gold, Silver, Bronze Medals

JOHN LABATT
LONDCN

When you were engaged
Why not now ?

e AR

et )
7 R RO

Our Candies made on the premises.

130.132* $ TO
YONGE ST. @]éﬁf b
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Coleman’s

Norfolk Suit

The Very Correct Vogue

F you would be right-up-
to-the-minute you will
wear a Norfolk Suit this
fall—the easy-fitting coat
with a belt. In our new
importations are many diff-
erent materials that make
up becomingly in Norfolk

lends itself better to the
Norfolk style than our

Carlyle
Blue Serge

SUIT COMPLETE—-NORFOLK
CUT—MADE TO YOUR MEASURE

- $25.00

Certainly no value like it.

M
A
S
T
E
R
T cut. But perhaps nothing
A
[
L
O
R
S

Write for samples, measur-
ing chart, booklet of store
views, booklet ‘‘As Others
See Us”’ and new style book—
all free. Mention Canadian Magazine,

Coleman’s Ltd.
101 King St. W. Toronto, Can.

Slide

In a cravat is
an absolute
requisite with
present collar
styles.

Reid’s

Reale:
Bengalene

are lined with

a special duck,

cross- stitched

and reinforced
so that they slide eas-
ily in the tightest
collar without drag
or pull.

Twenty-four rich shades at
from 50c. to $1.50, according
to shape.

Ask for “REID'S”

by name and look for the
trade mark in gold.

A. T. REID €O, Ltd.

263 King St. West, Toronto
Sole Makers
REID’S "REAL" BENGALENE
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A Business Girl

Needs a clear brain, steady nerves
and endurance.

Each day thinkers use up brain
cells.

Each day active workers destroy
cells in the nervejcentres.

This waste must be replaced daily
by proper food. Otherwise nervous pros-
tration and brain-fag result.

Nature cannot rebuild gray matter
in nerve centres and brain  without
Phosphate of Potash—not from7 the
drug shop, but as grown in the field

grains. ’
|

Phosphate of Potash is more than half the mineral salts in

Grape-Nuts

—a food made from choice wheat and barley.

It is perfectly caoked—easily digested—has fine flavour and
specially adapted for brain workers.

You can replace each day the wom-out parts of yesterday.
The world pays well for efficiency.

“There’s a Reason” for Grape-Nuts

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada,
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

All cutlery goodness is crystallized in ““Rodgers.”

Centuries of cutlery knowledge go to make Rod-

gers the recognized leader in cutlery manufacture.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

What has given Jaeger Garments
World Wide Reputation ?

Worth—Nothing Else.

Worth means Purity, Quality, Fit and Finish.

Wherever health is the first consideration in dress—]Jaeger
Underwear is naturally chosen.

The natural wool qualities are preserved.

The mechanical work and all details are perfectly done.

The only secret is excellence.

Medium weights for Spring and Fall and light weights for
Summer.

——AT THE—

32 King St. W., Toronto, Ont.
316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal.
364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.

United Garments

DrJAEGER €,

And from JAEGER Agenls throughout the Dominion.
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ARTISTIC HOMES
NEED

Qﬁg 9

These asbestos shingles offer to the builder or the owner of an artistic home the
height of roofing durability and appearance.

Wooden shingles require paint or stain every three or four years, and eventually rot.
Metal shingles also need paint—and eventually rust. Slate, owing to swift climatic
changes, chips and cracks.

“Bestoslate’” Shingles cannot rot, rust or become cracked through changes of tem-
perature. They never need paint, and time brings about a mellow softness of colouring
which no other roofing can attain.

Booklet *C.M." gladly sent to you upon request.

THE ASBESTOS MFG. CO. LIMITED, E. T. BANK’BUILDING, MONTREAL

FACTORY AT LACHINE, QUE.

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

—
—

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

RED-MAN BRAND
BIRDWOOD
EARL & WILSON

The most popular evening dress wing collar made in
America. This collar has all the distinctive style that
has made Red-Man Collars famous. If you want to add
the last finishing touch to your evening apparel, get this
collar.

SOLD IN THE BEST STORES IN CANADA.
EARL & WILSON, New York
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“Feel just like sumbuddy was ticklin’ the bottom of my
feet when you say

Post Toasties

This food certainly keeps children entirely out of mischief for a time, at
least—and can be served direct from the pkg. without cooking.

¢« The Memory Lingers’”

Made at the Pure Food Factories of
Canadian Postum Cereal Company, Ltd., Windsor, Ontario, Canada

o
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THE particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed
into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Baby's Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft, white, healthy
skin and its use delights both young and old. Baby’s
Own is for sale almost eyerywhere.

ALBERT SOAPS LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL.
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Grains That Taste Like Nuts

Prof. Anderson’s process for Puffed Wheat
and Puffed Rice requires a terrific heat.

'I:he guns with the grains in them go into a
f‘"’ﬂace, where the heat is 550 degrees.

That fearful heat—continued an hour—gives
a flavor much like toasted nuts.

So the grains are usedin candy making--used
o garnish ice cream—used in frosting cake.

And when served with cream or served in
milk, they have that enticing almond taste.

Crisp, Airy Wafers
Puffed by Steam Explosion

These curious grains, with a myriad cells,
are due to a steam explosion.

The inner moisture is turned to steam.
When that steam is exploded, all the millions
of granules are literally blasted to pieces.

Thus the grains are puffed to eight times
formal size. - And thus they are made fully

Puffed Wheat, 10c.

twice as digestible as grains were ever
made before.

Thus the grains are made airy and porous,
thin and melting, brown and crisp.

No Other Cereals
So Enjoyed as These

Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are being
served for a million meals a day.

For breakfast with cream and sugar, or
mixed with fruit. For luncheons and suppers
in bowls of milk. As crisps in soup for din-
ner, and as garnish for ice cream.

No other ready-cooked cereal was ever
created which people liked so well.

And never was whole grain made wholly
digestible, asit is inthese foods shot from guns.

These are the premier grain foods, ap-
proved by every expert, enjoyed by every
taste. There is nothing else like them—
nothing to take their place. Don’t let the
children miss them.

Puffed Rice, 15c.

Except in Extreme West

The Quaker Qats Ompany

Sole Makers—Peterborough.

——
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For Students and Faocuity

A ready pen is a necessity in the present day institutions
of learning. It helps to better work and more of it, and
minimizes expense and inconvenience.

Wa ans
eal
Fou Pen

RITING is an art; Waterman's Ideal is a part
\ x / of the art. This pen hasdoubled man’s writing
capacity and saved vastly on previous methods.
Every part of Waterman’s Ideal is a thorough
development of our close study of infinite individual
requirements.  The patented features and ‘‘ Waterman”
ideas are recognized throughout the world for their
efficiency. Rigid inspections. of quality and finish,
under which every Waterman’s Ideal has to pass, are
the foundation of success, for millions of our pens, in
every country of the world, in satisfying rand helping
each particular owner. Illustrated booklet on request.

From the best stores in every community in the world

L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, 107 Notre Dame St. W., Montreal.

London. Paris,
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Latest models for Fall, now ready
to select from.

Chesterfield and Raglan
Overcoats |

Made from the smart tweed effects

\ now so popular.
" Cut and Tailored in an exclusive and
high-class way.

Prices $15, $18, $20
and $25

\ Obtainable at Toronto Shops

22 King St. W. 102 Yonge St.

426 Yonge St.
Also at King & Hughson Sts., H mlt
2. BELL!NGER Pro

Adtlp of Fashio C1f
R throughow ttheDm

.
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Wear Guaranteed Hose

@ Send for Price List

Write for the price list on HOL EPROOF
HOSIERY—six pairs guaranteed to wear without
holes, rips or darns for six months.

A MILLION PEOPLE are wearing Holeproof Hose
because of the wonderful service and comfort they give.
These hose are so made that they wear longer than any other
hose and yet they are soft and flexible. They are made in the
lightest weights if you want light weights. No hose were ever
more comfortable—yet they wear SIX MONTHS. That is

guaranteed. Think what it means!

6 Pairs Wear 6 Months
Or NEW HOSE FREE!

That’s what we do. If they/wear out (one pair or all pairs) we give you

new hose free. 6,650,000 pairs owtlasted the guarantee last year. But we

replace every pair that does wear out without any question or quibble.
i Here’s how we get the ‘‘ wear’’ and the softness that have made
‘‘Holeproof’’ famous—
We use a yarn that costs an average of 70c a pound, while common
yarn sells for 30c a pound. It is Egyptian and Sea Island cotton,
3-ply strands, the softest and strongest yarn that’s produced.
We spend $55,000 a year for inspection—just to see that
each pair is perfection, capable of the guarantee.
Then we have had 39 years of hose making experience.
We know %ow to make hose wear, and how to make
them stylish, too. These are the original guaran-
teed hose—the whirlwind success—the most pop-
ular hose in existence. You ought to try them.

j -70U ought to wear hosiery that really WEARS.

Look

g FAMPUS
Traideinark ) ‘lig!gp&ggﬁ‘fosmr v

AND CHILDREN

St Send for Trial Box!
Righe Darning! End Discomfort! TRIAL BOX ORDER COUPON
%11132 e‘:lesgal;ott any longer wear sox \{vith.holes in them, Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd.
OMEN M ow always wear neat-looking stockings. 3 Bond Street, London, Can.
ﬂi{the darni‘gyygfgoEnﬁv%kgee }(;:rgeeR%lrIig!d {i?a’l}; Gentlemen—I enclose $.oceveeeneen for which send me one box of Hole-
oleproof’ list of sizes éoiors d grades o Proof Hose fOr......oeeeveeranaens (state whether for men, women or chil-
¥ ’ and g v dren). Weight..coconn.n (medium or light). Size....c...: Color (check the

on’

Wee 't DGaY out good money for hose that wear outina
o i’losiet this Trial Box of “‘Holeproof” and learn

S ery should wear—even the lightest weights.

coloron listbelow). Any six colors inabox, but only one weight and one size.

en {
Wandfetgf goupon with $1.50, $2 or $3 (according to grade Rie i e S T v i s e tONTSOLS Caghb s
Children’ for six pairs of “Holeproof”’ (women’s and
H l s $2 and §3 only). Remitin any convenient way. BRIORE. . o i oo odasins wivmikanhe s vis hagll SEREEGH Al g s ns RS SERRENED " 1~
oleproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd. @ cv-ovonov EClemae .............
List
3 Bond Street, London, Can. For Men and Women—Biack, Light Sus, Dark Tan, Pearl, Lavender,

Navy Blue, Light Blue.

mz 64 [ z ! l !? For Children—Black and tan only—medium weight only.
S,
(361)
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7’ " Every Artistic Home

Should Gontain a
Gerhard

Heintzman

PIANO

because this instrument presents the
most up-to-date features and im-

provements; is in fact the

Ideal Piano

for the home. This reputation has
been gained entirely through merit
during the past half century of
honest endeavor. A demonstration
at our salesroom will convince you.
Descriptive literature sent free on
application.

Gerhard Heintzman, Ltd.

NEW SALESROOMS:
41-43 Queen St. W., (Opp. City Hall) Toronto

HAMILTON SALESROOMS:
King Street East (Next Post Office)
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Ball

e

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with alittle assistance from
the operator.  Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied through our agents
or direct to any address.

Write for booklet.

J.H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,
OTTAWA, e CANADA.

————
——

P ————
LIVE in a mild warm climate. The Fraser Valley of
G British Columbia, near the big city of Vancouver.
i SS keegs green all winter; fine class of farmers. Rgsxdent's
Oue funning water, bathrooms, and telephones in thegr
oy ses. Splendid high schools and churches. Fast electric
of :’ service into Vanc.ouve.r._ Railroad station only'a quarter
makmlee away; splendid driving roads. Farmers with 5 acres
and € from $1 500 to $3000 a f’ear clear profit on berries, poultry
5 $Small fruits. 1 can sell you a 5 acre farm for from $s0
to k2°0 down, the balance $10 to $20 a month. If you want
now just how they make big money there, write me.

1 W. J. KERR, LTD.
723 Columbia Street, New Westminster, B.C.
\

AT
bet?eN:rED +—Sign letter agents; painters;
~ T 5 Attracto Gold or Silver letters; apyone can a

something new and
ply them ;
ass signs ;

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

i A ) /s
wﬁt’e“:mey lettering store windows ; making plate g
o-day for free sample and catalogue.

_ATTRACTO SIGN CO.. 3645 North Clark St., Chicago:
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR.T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM :i.irne:
BEAUTIFIER
Purifies = REMOVES Tan, Pim-
aswell as ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash,
the Skin and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-
will do it. tection. It has stood

the test of 62 years; no
other has, and is so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun=
terfeit of similar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayrs said to a
lady of the haut-ton (a

atient)—‘‘A4s you
adies will use them, I

recommend ‘Gouraud's Cream’ as the least harmful of all the

Skin arations.”
oerpsale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers.

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves Skin
troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent complexion.

PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.
COURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes Superflous Hair. Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Pro) 'r 87 Great Jones St., New York City.

$ where you live, Send us your address and we will explain
the business fuily; remember we guarantes & clear profit of $3 for every

y . abgolutel. , write at
o o ANUFACTURING OO Box 1749s WINDSOR, ONT.

Send us your address
and we will show you
how to make $3 a day

anay s“ro abgolutely sure; we

furnish the work and teach you free; you work in thelocality

MARK YOUR LINEN WITH

and more durable than
“Dining Room,

marking ink, on such House-

Neater
? «Guest Room,” **Ser=

hold Articles as
vants' Linen,” etc.
Your name can
be interwoven
on a fine Cam-
bric Tape for
$2.00 for 12 doz.
$1.25 for 6 doz. &
85c. for 3 doz.

9

J. & J. CASH, LTD.

Samples Sent
on Request
301 St. James St., Montreal, Canada.

Orders can be placed through your dealer.

Sickheadaches—neuralgic headaches—splitting,
blinding headaches—all vanish when you take

Na-Dru-Co Headache Wafers
They do not contain phenacetin, acetanilid,
or any other dangerous drug.

morphine, opium

25¢. a box at your Druggist’s.

NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO- OF CANADA, LIMITED. -

123

W@e “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing _guite

like either, for both are “THE BEST"

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - -

MONTREAL
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MOST FAMOUS BEER |

The Club Man’s Choice

A sparkling, delicious
brew from selected malt
and the finest hops.

Brewed and bottled in the
most up-to-date and sani-
tary plant in Canada.

We use only perfectly
sterilized water.

Reinhardts’ of Toronto

Inspection Invited.

-

GANONG'S
™E flIESY @) IN THE LAND
CHOCOLATES

g Wil
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| Cheerful Reflections

il
m Every time 'you™use Ligump VEnger” for cheering up the m
B hardwood floors, furniture, woodwork and metalwork, everything
smiles back at you with renewed beauty and lustre e
_Try Liguip VENEER on your hardwood floors. A bit of cheese cloth moistened with it and
] simply rubbed over the floors works wonders in removing dust, marks and scratches and

Iﬂ in bringing out the beautiful grain and finish.

Dust Everything With

AT AN

—from kitchen chairs to the piano—trom a brass candlestick to
a hardwood floor—from a wainscoting to a dusty picture frame
__all are beautified by simply going over them with a cheese
cloth duster moistened with Liguip VENEER. No more
trouble than the usual dusting.

T ey

L
L]
Trial Bottle Free ,
- « CHEER UP"
i Send the coupon to-day for a free trial bottle 75 e P COUPON
i
learn what a wonder-worker LIQUID VENEERiS. " BypFALO SPECIALTY
COMPANY
BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY " agget Liquid Veneer Build\i]ng,
a1 BurraLo, N. Y.
249-1 l.iqnid Veneer Building, Buffalo, N.Y. Please send me free and without

further obligation on my part, sample
bottle of L1Quip VENEER.

Accept no substitute; | gomr 0JL, our new product, o e, e e O S
Insist on the yellow |  jqfey tera run caa’i)[y and
package with the e il S e
ack tilted letters— 4 ity &
Liguip VENEER. o City & State, ... e b AP Wai'ss o xls & 18 %

i ===
T B

s = 1 e e s e I
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Speedy
Plates

give you results like this—fine, brilliant,
negatives full of detail.

Write for a set of Wellington booklets all about plates, papers and films ,
and how to handle them. (Sent free if you mention this magazine.)

WELLINGTON @ WARD - MONTREAL
Western Agents: Shaw Bros., Limited, Vancouver.
1.

A Vacuum Cleaner is like a
Watch—the Works are most
important.

SO in choosing a Vacuum Cleaner it isn’t the
appearance that counts—it is what is inside. °
The fundamental point about a Vacuum Cleaner
is suction, and the power of the suction is wholly
dependent upon the *‘ works ''—the mechanical parts that create the suction-
“THE INVINCIBLE'" stationary and portable machine is more than 2
powerful cleanser, it is a quiet, silent-running electric renovator. Its superior-
ity rests chiefly upon its basic or working principle—the centrifugal fan. The
suction power created by the centrifugal fan never fluctuates, never *‘jumps e
it is always strong enough to get all the dust and dirt. A striking advantage
born of using the right principle—the centrifugal fan—is that there are no wearing
parts, no gears, bumps or valves about the ‘‘ Invincible.”
If you are really interested in a cleaning machine let us give you all th"; ‘
facts and information about the “INVINCIBLE ELECTRIC RENOVATOR.'

A Post Card will bring you our booklet ‘K’ * How to buy a portable or stationary Air Cleaner.” Write us to-day: |

The Invincible Renovator Mfg. Co., Limited

81 Peter St.,, TORONTO —
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A
Winter Warmth
in the home like the breath
of a day in June, compared
to the July like dryness and
intensity of the furnace heat
with which you are familiar,
It's all in the big CIRCLE
WATERPAN with its adequate
provision for humidifying the
heated air, and a furnace con-
struction absolutely gas
and dust tight.
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—
Office Specialty Saving Systems
in Sectional Cabinets meet every
Business Need

Buy as you need them, build as you want them.
Every section separate but fits perfectly with any num-
ber of others when stacked together.

means of
Sy,teﬂﬁ
nesss n'ﬂ
Our iné
inds ©
.for”

YOU can’t run an up-to-date business without proper
letter filing and record keeping. Office Specialty Saving
include specific ways of handling every detail of your busi
leaves you time to give proper attention to larger problems.
comprises 117 different sectional Filing Cabinets to suit all k
business papers, and are the cleverest, handsomest and most value
the-money of any Office Equipment you can buy.

Ask for Catalogue 916.

QFFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(0.

Limimen

Head Office, 97 Wellington Street West, Toronto, Canada
Factories, Newmarket, Ont.
BRANCHES:
Halifax, 42 Granville St. Montreal, 259 St. James St.
Ottawa, 145 Sparks St. Vancouver, 611 Pender St.
Winnipeg, 223 McDermot Ave.

Resident Representatives:
Quebec; Hamilton, Phone 778; Regina, Phone 778; and Calgary, 325 8th Avenue Ww.

/
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REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and crying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup” for Children Teething. The
value is inealculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhcea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colic, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. *‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’” for chil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world.” Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.”

—
A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

A leader amongstleaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE:!
IT is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;
il it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfumej
it is delightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing atter
4 Shaving: because it 18, 1n
d fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
Perfume made, 3t it i

. Ask your Druggist for it
8 Accept no Substitute!

GROCERS are firm friends of Windsor ‘I'able Salt. They like to sell it.
because it is pure and clean and good.
Ask any grocer for his best salt and he will give you Windsor Salt every time.

Not because it costs more—it does not—but because the grocers know that
Windsor Table Salt pleases their customers. 62

WINDSOR =*SALT
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Shingles
Slate and Tile
become loose
and blow off—

Certain-teed
Roofing

’ Quality Certified— Durability Guaranteed
Is tighter than tight—sold under a 15-year guarantee
—Costs LESS money—put up in rolls or shingles

YOU know and we know that wood shingles warp in the sun‘and rain, become
loose and blow off—that the quality of wood shingles is not what it used to
be. While tile makes a handsome roof, it is heavy and expensive—it will not
and sudden changesin temperatures, and as aconsequence the repair expense, on
account of the cracking and breaking of the clay tiles, is somet ing enormous.
Tin roofing is expensive to apply, requires constant repairs of broken joints
and rusts out completely in a short time. Corrugated metal roofing, because o
the poor galvanizing used to-day, requires constant repainting, and in spite of
this will soon rust out and go to pieces.

Certain-teed Roofing is put up in both rolls
and shingles, and guaranteed for 15 years

Save money and get a better
quality of roofing. Ready roofing—
Rubber, Mica or Gravel finishes—on
account of small expense of applica-

Try Certain-teed Roofing at our
risk. The fitteen-year guarantee pro-

tion, low cost, really wonderful dura-
bility (having been tested on the roof
for twenty years) will save you money
. and insure you getting a befter quality
of roofing.

Millions of rolls of Certain-teed
Roofing now giving satisfaction on
the roof. Remember we are not
coming to you with an untried, ex-
perimental roof covering—Certain-

teed Roofing is wntcrpronf~md ons

of rolls are in actual use on the roofs
all over the world to-day. There was
a time when ready roofing wi
experiment—but that day was passe
years ago with us.

When you buy ready roofing from
your local dealer see that the Certain-
teed label shown on the roll to the
o ”

left is pasted on each roll and you will
be protected from paying double what
the roofing is worth and be assured o

getting roofing of maximum durability.

M

W\

General Roofing,
U.S.A's

Largest Manufacturer
of Roofing and

Building Papers. Manufacturer in the World

WINNIPEC -

CENERAL ROOFING MFC. COMPANY

Largest Roofing and Building Paper i.

tects you in every detail. Certain-tg:t_!
Roofing means quality certified and
durability guaranteed. So you really
are trying it at our risk. See your
local dealer to-day—insist on this
guarantee on every roll.

At Least Investigate

Certain-teed Roofing is sold through-

out the Provinces of Canada by local
dealers and is distributed by wholesale
jobbers in St. Johns, Halifax, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Vancouver,
Victoria. Send coupon for our free
book B.J. 4. ‘“How to Build for
Less Money.”
o

Free Book Coupon

‘Without obligation on
my part please send me
your book, B.J. 4, *“ How t

o gﬂuﬂﬁ
for LESS Money,” and I will ¢ 4

This book is to be sent to me PosY
paid and absolutely free.

Name..... s A OO .

MANITOBA iy oo

Province......coassssnsssnssssnsnneect?
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With Shawl Collar Up.

he Finest Sweater Coat in Canada

This is a sweater coat
demanded by those who
want something really
good.

Most people know the quality
of *“ CEETEE ' Underwear.
The “CEETEE"” Sweater Coat
is made with the same care—
same process—same quality of
wool and workmanship.

Every join, seam, pocket,
collar, etc. is KNIT, not sewn
together. The new shawl col-
lar is shaped and fits comfort-
ably around the neck.

If your dealer does not carry
these Sweater Coats, write us

. direct.

Manufactured by

With Shawl Collar Down. 498

THE C¢. TURNBULL CO. of Galt, Limited, GALT, ONT.

1
wmturers of Turnbull's High-Class Ribbed Underwear for Ladies

and Children and Turnbull's ** M ! Bands for Infants.

Make your Home different

by utilizing the beauty and harmony of the

“fire flashes” to be had in
Milton Brick. The smooth
texture and rich colors lend
themselves to countless
Pleasing combinations.

\

A genuine Milton Brick has

E)

the name “ Milton” on it.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., LIMITED, Milton, Ont.—Toronto Office, Janes Building.

Miltonr Brick in red, flash-red, flash-buff

and brown, will make your
home beautiful outside, as
well as inside. Milton Brick
Fireplaces from $18 . up.
Werite for our book.

—Agents for Fiske Tapestry Bricks
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WHY WAR
“DEAD AIR IS BAD AIR”

There are comparatively few houses built with any provision for
regular ventilation beyond that aftorded by doors and windows,
and these cannot be left open ALL the time during the winter. Yet
the impure air in the different rooms must be constantly carried
away. PEASE WaRM AIR FURNACE properly installed, changes
the air constantly. The warm, fresh air is forced up through every
open register and the stale, coolair be-
ing drawn out by suction and natural
gravitation through the cold air pipes.

Our books ** The Question of Heating,”’
PAYS FOR or *‘ Boiler Information’’ sent free on
ITSELF BY o A —

e coar PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY, MAN WHO
IT SAVES. TORONTO, ONT. A

e

i

Don’t take chances with your fine
things—Silks, Satins, Laces, Suits.

Send them to Fountain, to be clean-
ed or dyed.

If soiled, our Dry Cleaning will
restore them to pristine freshness.
stained or faded we can dye them as
good as new. Fountain’s work is irre-
proachable.

We pay express one way on

goods from out of town:

Write for free copy of our book, which tells all about our work and our prices.

ountain “My Valet”

30 Adelaide Street W., Toronto.
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~{L USINE A BECON es BRUYERE

e s g
Eau de Cologne Hégémonienne.

Eau de Cologne Impériale.
Créme Secret de Bonne Femme.

Sapoceti, savon pour la toilette.
Poudre l.adies in all Climates.
Rose du Moulin (rouge pour le visage).

Eau de Toilette Gardénia.
Créme de fraises.

Eau du Coq.

: . S
With his most respectful complimenis Guerlain
calls the attention of his fashionable customers
to the following list of his productions :

-
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A Host of D1fferent Centers

some of the
centers, while
others are of
unique creamy
confections. All
are hidden in
that wonderful-
ly thick coating
of smooth, rich
chocolate that’s
being talked
about so much
today.

You like the
Spice of variety,
therefore you'll
enjoy Moir’s
Chocolates,
with their hun-
dred or thore
different ‘cen-
ters,
Toothsome
nuts, dainty jel-
lies , luscious
fruits, form

Cllocolates

Enjoy a new Treat. Try Moir’'s Chocolates.

Moirs, Limited, Halifax, Canada

i’lIlII/IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII_lé'-'

ST



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

More Facts Aboﬁt McClary’s
“Sunshine” Furnace

—The Understudy of the Sun—

There’s no dust nuisance about the “Sunshine” —when you rock down the
ashes the dust is drawn up dust-flue then directly across to smoke-pipe
where it belongs. Look at the illustration and remember to open both
“Dust” and “Direct Draft” dampers—these simple devices make the
“‘Sunshine” the cleanest furnace for the home.

See the famous ‘“‘cup joints”” here—the frame of
the ash-pit—the two sections of the fire-pot and
the dome all jointed together by our ‘‘cup-joint.”

There's a layer of asbestos
cement in each joint—this
unites all sections in a per-
manent way, yet leavesroom
for the expansion and con- cuUr
raction of the metal. JOINT |~

No wonder that this ‘“Under-
study of the Sun” is called the
“Sunshine” furnace—since it
diffuses pure warm June air

B

AN

o

AT

throughout the house. cup %//
You don’t have to wear over- ot 2 01 )’ é
alls when attending to the g ?
‘‘Sunshine” furnace—it has a g 7
big roomy ash-pan. All the g g
ashes are guided directlyinto the pan by ash-chutes. A minute or two g ?/

performs the job. Yes, the ‘“‘Sunshine” is the clean furnace.

The ‘‘Sunshine” Furnace burns either wood or coal. Coke, too, if you JOINT /3
prefer it. The ‘‘Sunshine” distributes a greater percentage of heat
units—the Baffle plates (a new McClary device) decidedly increase
the heating efficiency of the furnace.

But—see the McClary agent of your locality. Ask him to show you all the features
and exclusive devices which make the ‘‘Sunshine” Furnace worthy of the name—
The Understudy of the Sun.

If you do not know the McClary Agent, write us at our nearest address and we'll
forward you a letter of introduction by return.

LONDON 25 ¢ @ MONTREAL

TORONTO C‘ : WINNIPEG

VANCOUVER M la I s HAMILTON

ST. JOHN, N.B. — CALGARY
304
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Say Farewell
to Every Corn

Don’t pare off the top layer and let the ter. Itis done in a jiffy. The pain ends
real corn go. That’s sim- instantly—the corn is forgotten.

ly folly.
B 1t is gangerous, o A Then the B & B wax gently loosens the
slip of the blade often COIf. In 48 hours the whole corn comes

means an infection. Some- out, root and all.

timesitmeansblood poison. ;

BHat forin GF bonie sure No soreness, no discomfort.
gery doesn’t belong to Fifty million corns have been ended in this
these intelligent times. way since this famous wax was invented.

The treatment used by :
millions is this: Let it remove one for you. That will

Apply a Blue-jay plas- show you the end of corn troubles forever,

A In the picture is the soft B & B wax. Itloosens the corn.

B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.
C wraps around the toe. Itis narrowed to be comfortable

D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15c and 25¢c per package
B : Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters (155)
auer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of B & B Handy Package Absorbent Cotton, etc.

——

Easy to Operate

HHmOC O
ndmgZ—~W

ARE ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR

Current Ledgers, Transfer Ledgers, Price Books, Catalogues, Blue Prints,
Register Books, Minute Books, Insurance Records, and for all purposes of
binding loose leaf sheets, either hand or typewritten.

Write for sample on business stationery.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 SPADINA AVENUE - . TORONTO, CANADA

S
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NE W WORLD’s M
RECORDS AT
BISLEY

%, £ “ROSS’ RIFLES AND “ROSS”
BEr ~- AMMUNITION CLEAN UP
EVERYTHING IN SIGHT IN THE MATCH
RIFLE COMPETITIONS AT BISLEY, ENGLAND.

In the Hopton Grand Aggregate, which represents the total
scores of the six big Bisley Match Shoots, at ranges of goo, 1000,
and 1,100 yards, the ‘“ Ross’’ Rifle and ‘‘ Ross '’ Ammunition took
the first six places. T'op score, 792 out of 825. The previoug
record, made last year, also with a * Ross ’’ Rifle, was 785 points

In the King’s-Norton Match at 1,200 yards, a World’s Record
was made with ‘‘ Ross”’ Rifle and ‘“ Ross’’ Ammunition. Score
73 out of 75.

- These records are extraordinary, especially when one considers
that out of many hundreds of competitors conprising the keenest
shots from all the British Empire, less than 50 used the ‘‘ Ross’
Rifle.

This year’s triumphs at Bisley, confirming previous year’s
results, classes the ‘‘Ross” Match Rifle as the champion of all
long-range rifles in the British Empire—and probably in the world.

SPORTSMEN CAN BUY THESE BARRELS

Sportsmen who seek an accurate and high power arm will be
glad to know that the ‘‘Ross” 280 High Velocity Rifle has the
same barrel and breech as the military match rifle which only differs
from it in the sights and style of stock. The ‘‘ Ross” High Velocity
in style and finish is equalled only by the most expensive English
Arms, while its low trajectory and reliability have made it a favorite
in India and elsewhere with big game hunters. ‘

These rifles at $75 each. Other models from $25 and upwards.

Catalogues and full {nformation sent on request.

ROSS RIFLE COMPANY - QUEBEC, CANADA.
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VARNISH

For all varnishing on
ships, small boats,
yachts, canoes or
other marine Wwork
best results are ob-
tained by uging Berry
Brothers’ “Luxeberry
Spar Varnish.* Has
never turned white.

R . o conioe il
5
TINISH

For the varnishing
of general interior
woodwork you will get
the handsomest re-
sults by using Berry
Brothers* ‘‘Luxeberry
Wood Finigh*'—can be
rubbed or polished.

I.l()l.ll.::;A :EAN"[

z‘lf you have floors
. finish  the right
)ﬁrms‘h to use is
,;If_l'y  Brothers’
melqmd Granite "—
il bast-k;mwu and
ov . Wearing  floor
Varnish evcrimde.

A e

Finish your outside
doors, porch ceilings,
sereen doors and other
surfaces exposed to
the weather with
Berry Brothers® ‘Elas-
tie Outside Finish.”

For varnishing
woodwork of bath-
rooms, window-sills

. and kitchens Berry
Brothers' ‘‘Elastic In-
terior Finish‘ resists
the action of hot
water, soap and ex-
posure.

WHEN you know the trade-mark on these
cans you have practically completed

Your varnish education.

. Ask for Berry Brothers’ Varnish and tell your dealer what
shls to be used for and where. One of the five varnishes

OwWn above is sure to be best suited to your needs.

Tell the painter you want Berry Brothers'.

Tell the architect you want Berry Brothers’. ‘
yOThe.n*if you watch out for the familiar trade-mark label—
i U will make certain of getting a varnish-result that cannotbe
Urpassed. YOUR interests are always protected by that label.

Tear out this page and keep it for future reterence. Itisa
complete guide to_every varnish need of every home owner. , t
is greatly to your interest to see that the right ma
is used on your work, . with |
brands that will be often thrust upon you if you don'’t insist upon
Berry Brothers'.

Varnishes are not all alike. : 0
Send for free booklet: «Choosing Your Varnish Maker.

BERRY BROTHERS', Limited, ~WALKERVILLE, ONT.

The World’s Largest and Best Varnish Makers
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellownes*

in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.

Manbattan, Martini and other

standard blends, bottled, ready

to serbe through cracked ice.
Refuse Substitutes

AT ‘ALL DEALERS ) i

G.F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

When Buying a Heater
Ask Yourself This Question:

What is Nature’s method of heating? Nature
takes pure air and heats it by the sun’s rays, The
natural method of heating in winter-time, therefore
would be to take pure, fresh air, from out of doors
warm it to the proper degree and distribute it properly
in your home. That is exactly what the

Kelsey Warm Air Generatof

—does. We cannot improve on nature. The Kelsey
warms enough air to supply good ventilation as wel
as heat and that is what we all want in our homes:
Let us show you how the Kelsey works, why it gives
the most economical and satisfactory results.

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Ltd.

Winnipeg, Man. Brockville, Ont.
J—
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FLOOR FINISH
Makes Floors Like This

E want to know—and we want you

to know—all about your floors. We

S want to show you, as we daily show

easr}l”a_r‘:y_ oihers, how inexpensive and how

it is

Fotbles. o end permanently all your floor

gl‘z,‘sﬁca is the only floor varnish which will

s te you positive, satisfactory results. It
S trade-marked like this—

ASTICA

FLOOR FINISH

Took for this Trade-mark Yell 1
All others are Satiots. T e

The One Perfect Floor Varnish

m;the\' your floors be old or new, of soft wood or
stain VSOOd. pgmtegl or unpainted, stained or un-
bﬁzhet , Elastica will preserve them with an elastic,
i durable, waterproof finish. Elastica can
sed just as well over linoleum or oilcloth.

Send for descriptive booklet. Ask your dealer

- Prremumonar VARNSH @~

TORONTO - WINNIPEG
ian Factory of Standard Varnish Works

New York, Chicago, London, Berlin,
Brussels, Melbourne

Yes, you may have this wonderful new outfit
or your choice of many others shipped absolutely
and positively free as per offer below.

Mr. Edison Says:

«] Want to See a Phonographin Every American Home”

For the phonograph is Mr. Edison's pet and hobby, and
he knows of what immense value it is to have this won-
derful entertainer in the home, with its variety of enter-
tainments for young and old who gather in the evening

. - o i
The Edlson offer We'll send you the
New Model Edison
phonograph and your choice of all the Amberol
records on an absolutely free loan—no obligations, no
deposit, no guarantee nor C. 0. D. to us whatever.We
want you to have all the waltzes, two-steps, vaude-
villes, minstrels, grand operas, also the sacred music, etc.,
by the world’s greatest artists, Entertain your family and your friends.
Then—when you are through with the outfit—send it back to us.
We are tremendously proud
ur eason of this new instrument.
When wou get it_in your
town we know everybody will say that nothinF like it has
ever been heard—so wond ul, so grand, so beautiful, such a king
of entertainers—so we aresure that at least some one—if not ml,
then somebody else, ‘will want to buy one of these new style Edi-
sons (especially as they are being offered now at the most astounding
rock-bottom price—and on €asy. terms as low as $2.00 a month.
Perhaps you yourself will be glad to keep the outfit, But even if
nobody buys we’ll be glad anyway that we sent you
on the free loan — for that
wonderful superiority.
&
s

Get the New Edison Catalog
We will send handsome new Edi &
bogl:nanie?ully?,u Sl S o:oour we o ‘ISan ’. FREE COUPON
free loan offer absolutely free and prepaid. ¢
Write today—donot delay. Get the free ’ Edison thﬂ
ibolo}: and lean;' all aézt)u(; this wondeer- .. Distributers

it % our nNam
and '§§J§é’2‘l i poes‘;alycarc} or & F.K. Babson, Vice Pres. & Mgr.

letter, or just the coupon will Dcpt- 7546
do _twithout any letter — but 355 Portage Avenue,
write now.

) Wibnipeg, Can.

Gentlemen : Without any obli-

i on me, please send me
your great Edison , and
also full particulars of your wonder=
fal Free Offer on my choice of a new

Edison Phonograph

Distributers

Address F. K. BABSO)
Vice Pres, & Mgr.
Edison Blk, Depr 15
CHICACO, ILL..
ada.

-Largest in the world and first to establish definite
standards of quality. L14
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Automobiles at Bargain

Prices.

We offer at marvellously low prices, the following Cars
taken in exchange on ‘“McLaughlin Buicks.

One “Packard” Seven Passenger Touring Car, repainted, having
fore doors.

One “Packard”’ Five Passenger, repainted.
Two “E.M.F.”” Touring Cars.

One “ Russell ”’ Five Passenger Car.

Two *“ McLaughlin Buick ”” 40 hp. large Touring Cars, newly
painted and overhauled, suitable for Livery purposes.

Two ‘“ McLaughlin Buick ” Roadsters.

One “ McLaughlin Buick *’ 50 h.p. Seven Passenger Touring Car,
which has been run less than five hundred miles.

All the above Automobiles can be seen at our Toronto

Branch.

McLaughlin Carriage Company
v LIMITED.
128 Church Street, Toronto, Ont.




I

Long-Stroke “32” Roadster, $1000

-

" 0. B, Windsor, including equipmi i i T

. /indsor, juipment of windshield, gas E
generator oil lamps, tools and horn., Three speeds for\\':tlﬁt?),v}g";g:egtq
Four cylinder motor 3f-inch bore and
106-inch wheelbase : 32x3j-inch tires.

center control: sliding gears.
6§~ln<‘h‘ stroke. Bosch magneto.
olor, Standard Hupmobile Blue, Touring Car, $1000"

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

7

Standard 20 H. P. Runabout $850

F. 0. B. Windsor, with same power plant that took the
world-touring car around the world—4 cylinders, 20
H. P-, sliding gears. Posch magneto. BEquipped with
top, windshield, gas Jamps_and generator, oil lamps,
tools and horn._Roadster. 110-inch wheelbase, $950.

The man, the machine and the material---

this new plant gets

The same machinery that is used in the fine
new Hupmobile plant is also used in those

__plants producing cars of the highest prices.

The skilled mechanics engaged in the con-
struction of the Hupmobile are paid the
same high rate prevailing in plants pro-
ducing the costliest cars.

The splendid shop organization has been de-
veloped to the same high state of efficiency
and held practically intact from the in-
ception of the company—under the engi-
neering leadership of E. A. Nelson, the
same man who has been responsible for
the success of every previous model.

the best out of each.

The materials which enter into every essen-
tial Hupmobile operation are precisely as
fine—precisely the same in fact—as those
used in cars of the largest and most ‘ex-
pensive build.

Differences in size and differences in excess
luxury, of course—differences in engineer-
ing ideals, in scrupulous workmanship, in
trustworthy materials—emphatically no.

We believe the Hupmobile to be, in its class,
the best car in the world.

HUPP MOTOR CAR COMPANY
Desk C. Windsor, Ont.

Hupmobile crankshafts must prove themselves perfect
and true—not once, but twice—before they are passed
to the motor assembly.

The photographic reproduction shows the first—and
most important—of the two tests.

The operator is testing the ali§nment of the main crank-
shaft bearings with an infal *ble little piece of mechan-
ism®

This 1s a Brown & Sharpe dial indicater. It registers
variations so minute and invisible to the naked eye as
one half of one thousandth of one inch. y

1f the indicator shows even the slightest defection from
the correct size, the shaft is not acceptable.

After this the crankshaft is tested on “V" blocks,
which hold it in exactly the same position as in actual
running in the motor. Here the shaft must run abso-
lutely true to center on all bearings to pass final in~
spection. :

These tests—part of the every-day work in the produc-
tion of the $1000 Hupmobile—are precisely as accurate,
precisely as rigid, the same all through as those ap-
glicd to cars of three, four and five times the Hupmo-

ile price.

NN,

6!

Y
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B MA20 G
1913 Completely Equipped 1913

Some of the Big Features

Self Starter Remy Magneto

30 Horsepower

5 Passenger Touring Car Zagn?rgpeedo;;:r

110 inch Wheel Base SN 95 OB of
Timken Bearings Clear Vision Wind Shield

Centre Control Prestolite Tank

N any other make this car, stripped of its
complete equipment would cost you
$1500. A production of 40,000 automo-

biles a year makes this car at this price
possible. It is the industry’s record value.
Study the specifications. Absorb the big
facts and you’ll realize the big value. See
the Overland dealer in your city.

Let us send you one of our 1913 catalogues.
Ask for book J 29.

The Willys-Overland Company, Toledo, Ohio

Model 69-T




THE 1913

“RUSSELL” sz

At the Canadian National

of the famous Russell Motor Cars. In
the 1913 models we have incorporated
all features which have provenworthy
of a place on the magnificent Russell

The famous Knight Motor, the lead-
ing feature of the World’s best cars
has reached its greatest development
on the 1913 Russell.

Many new and exclusive features
will make the 1913 Russell a general
favorite with the Motoring public.

Years of experience and the highest class of work-
manship have enabled us to produce cars which
are superior in design, materials and construction.

DO not fail to see the newest designs

The thorough equipment leaves nothing to be
desired in the way of convenience for the motorist.
The 1913 Russell represents what we consfter the
highest efficiency in City or Touring Cars. It was
not made to fit a price, but to satisfy a standard.

See the 1913 Russell in the Transportation
Building.

savcres, e, RUSSENl Motor Car Co.

C.].", Vneouvor. Mel. Limited

bourne, Australis WEST TORONTO, CANADA
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How Much Time Do You Pay For ?!

DON’T let your profits leak out by neglecting to get the proper system
of time recording. Your employees coming late or keeping

irregular hours wastes your profits.

The W. A. Wood Time Recorder shows to a minute just what time
you pay for. All lates and overtimes are marked automatically in red
figures, regular time in a different color.

Whatever; your business or how large, we canjshow you the best
system of timekeeping for it.

Write for our illustrated Catalog. It is free
and will prove very interesting to any up-to-date
business man. Write now.

W.A. WOOD

HEAD OFFICE AND SALESROOMS :

19 BLEURY ST. - - MONTREAL
BRANCH OFFICE :
53 SPARKHALL AVE., TORONTO
FACTORY:
40 ST. GEORGE ST., MONTREAL
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If your baby’s digestion
is not good you will find
“ Robinson’s Patent Bar-

ley " indispensable.

It is Pure, Wholesome

and Convenient.

FOR ALLKINDS OF SERVICE REQUIRING THE
BEST AUTOMATIC, HICH SPEED ENCINES

SEND FOR

NEW . §
VERTICAL ENGINE 2 g
CATALOG ‘ 33

VERTICAL
ENCLOSED

ENGINES

ROBB ENGINEERINA@BO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

Can

Traders Bank Building, Toronto, Wm. cKay, Manager
Union Bank Building, Winnipeg, W. F. Porter, Manager
Grain Exchainge Building, Calgary, J.F Porter, Man.

C. A. PARSON
kol S & CO., Newcastle-en-Tyne.
U-bines, Turhs-Electric Generaters, Turbo-Pumps 8}%&;‘?
and Cempressors.

Sole Canadian Agents for So. Framingham, Mass.
{ adian Express Building, Montreal, R. W_Robb, Manager

39-6
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Now is the Time to Instal
Winter Comfort
in Your Home

Have the experien-
ces of last winter
suggested the neces-
sity fo an improve-
ment in the heating
of your home ?

Now is the time to
make arrangements
to secure satisfaction
and economy where
° 99 you now have exper-

Sovereign” ‘i
ant coal bills.
Hot Water °

. The ‘¢ Sovereign
BOller will heat alltherooms
of your house com-
fortably and uniform-
MADE BY THE ly. It will give you
indoor health and

comfort all winter,
TAYLOR—F O.R.BES and next spring, if
Company, Limited you want tosell your
house, the ‘‘Sover-
eign” will assist you
to a quicker sale and

Toronto Office and Showrooms: g€t you a better
1088 King St. West price for it.

i3]

Our Booklet ‘“The Dictionary of Heating” free to any address.
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3 Days on the Atlantic o
The St. Lawrence IRoute.

Y,

WY
No more magnificent river trip can be found 1}, / /,//z//f/////
anywhere else in the world. A two-day sail / W
down the mighty, placid river onthe splendid

Royal Mail Steamships

—two days of unequalled scenic and historic interest— %) Vi ~//,,/

then a little more than three days on the Atlantic ///////////; D,

to Bristol (Avonmouth). Special express rains whisk € / 7//
e

press t E
the traveller to LONDON IN TWO HOURS. y //;"/////
These steamers are in a class by themselves in ////f//;

v
o
Appointment, Seaworthiness and Beauty of Interior. " ///
The Private Suites of Apartments; luxurious Public ,/////
Cabins treated after historic periods in decorative art, / A
are unexcelled by anything on the Atlantic.
For all information apply to sfeamship agents, or
to the following general agents of the Company—
Northern Bldg., Toronto, Ont. J. B.
26-30 St. Jam treal, P.Q. P. Mooney

es Montreal, P.Q.
avis, 272 Main St., Winnipeg, Mau.

/ //,/////////’ V. . 7 7" 7 .4 ///// /
oy /,///// /////; y )

ROYAL EDWARD -
ROYAL GEORGE /Q///%// 1
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I THE NEW $2000,000.00 HOTEL
'E\Lwﬁ SITUATED IN THE HEART OF THE
SysTer DOMINION CAPITAL.
Accommodation 350 rooms. ;
Furnished with exquisite taste and comfort.
The latest in hotel construction.
Rates $22°upwards. European plan.

Write for handsome illustrated descriptive literature.

FW.BERGMAN,
MANAGER-IN-CHIEF HOTELS,
GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM
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=
WILL YOU SPEND
YOUR VACATION?

MUSKOKA LAKES————POINT AU BARIL
KAWARTHA LAKES and FRENCH RIVER

. = . RESORTS—————
ARE DELIGHTFUL LOCATIONS

AND ———————

CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY C. P. v

Ask nearest Agent for Illustrated Literature or write
M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, Toronto, Ont.

73
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CANADA'S SUMMER PLAY-GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING - YACHTING FISHING

P

THE ANCIENT

//ar;(/z / @ G CAPITAN

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS y
INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAlLWA
¢ Write :

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, N.B-
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AROUND =WORLD

IEOOKS 41st Annual Series of Tours de Luxe
273\/16 as follows: Westbound September 14,
] » 1912, Eastbound November 2, 26, 1912.
i:f}uary 4, 1913. Six months travel de Luxe
it bin'all. private parties with comprehensive
Stirlll( raries. The St.andard for 40 years and
oy the best. _Our illustrated booklet tells

Y. In addition to the usual itineraries

we have this season a

SOUTH-BOUND TOUR OF THE
ANTIPODES

for South Africa, New Zealand, Tasmania,
Australia, etc., leaving November 1.

EGYPT AND THE NILE

E\?:k s luxurious Nil_e steamers leave Cairo

I;‘irsrty few days during the season for the

al and Secom‘i Cataracts, the Sudan, etc.

SO elegant private steamers and Daha-
beahs for private parties.

THOS. COOK & SON

nggREAL-SSO St. Catherine Street, West
NEw YNTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

CHICAORK (4 offices)) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
GO, LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO.

Cook’
wavelleu’ Cheques Are Good All Over the World
R

B Your Si 1

RIGHTEN UP Y5 eterm o e, 21k
using WASHBURNE’S PATENT

PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should
convince  YOU

SUPERIORITY.

of their

Ky @
Easily put on or taken off

with the thumb and finger, Can [l |
in3 |

be 3
..l;‘dl;:l:emdly and “they alna(%a work.” Made of brass
HA"DSOM'EP in brass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
Al sation CODSI.P?JCII;)S}'RONG zo bilip:‘iﬂl' NEVER

ers. Send 10¢ for sam 50, rted.
n“‘:’lted booklet free.  Liberal lacau:l to the :::ode.

0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. S. A, "No18

C\lre that Bunion

No
n :
€ed to suffer bunion torture another day

remyy SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT
enla'rg_;i the cause of your bunion or
Strajgh, toe joint by permanently
elrll!mg the crooked toe. Gives g
STANT RELIEF and a FINAL £}
CURE of all bunion pain.
Shields, plasters or shoe

, Stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's
Bumon_ Right is comfortable, sanitary,
Convenient. Guaranteed or money back. 50 cents
S?Ch or $1.00 per pair at drug and shoe stores, or
rectfrom The B. Scholl Manufacturing, Co., 472
ing St. W, Toronto. JIlustrated Booklet Free.

RHORLD

)

g?@ GOD FOR TWo YEARS

P

ITALY-EGYPT-INDIA

Modern Twin-Screw
Steamers; Luxurious *
Surroundings; Unex-

celled Cuisine; Light,
Airy Cabins. Unusually

Low Rates to Australia,

NewZealand and Tas-

mania, via Europe and
Suez Canal.

TRAVELERS’ CHECKS 600D ALL OVER
THE WORLD

OELRICHS & CO,,Gen Agents,
5 BROADWAY, N.Y.

H. CLAUSSENIUS & CO. CHICAGO

R. CAPELLE SAN FRANCISCO

ALLOWAY & CHAMPION WINNIPEG

CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK srt.1outs

Quebec Central Railway

The only line running through Pullman
cars with Dining car service between

Quebec and Boston

Through Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman chair and Dining
cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

For timetables add further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh E. O. Grundy

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

B2
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ALLAN LINE

TURBINE STEAMERS TO LIVERPOOL
LARGEST STEAMERS, MONTREAL TO
GLASGOW, HAVRE AND LONDON

MONTREAL TO LIVERPOOL

“VIRGINIAN,’ - - - August 2nd, August 30th
\ ‘CORSICAN,' - - - - - £ 9th, September 6th
“VICTORIAN,” - - - - - 44 16th, b¢ 13th
““TUNISIAN,” - - - - - SIP 0 e o 20th

MONTREAL TO GLASGOW

“HESPERIAN,”" '- - - - August 3rd, August 3ist
‘““SCANDINAVIAN,’ - - - - ¢ 10th, September 7th
“GRAMPIAN,” - - < : - - 17th, £ 14th
“PRETORIAN,” - - - - - Uk s ot 21st

MONTREAL-HAVRE-LONDON

“SCOTIANj” .- - - - August 4th, September 8th
“IONIAN,” - = g = - - s 11ith, i 15th
OEARE BRIE" Nadni L) . | B ¢« 18th, ¢  22nd
ECORINTHIAN " - < = 3 - £y 25th, & 29th

Steamers Scandinavian and Pretorian to Glasgow and all
Steamers to Havre and London carry

ONE CLASS (II) CABIN PASSENGERS.

For Full Particulars of Rates, Etc., Apply Local Agents, or
H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents

THE ALLAN LINE STEAMSHIP CO., Limited

MONTREAL

R R T s e
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A dessert spoon full in a
glass of water is the pop-

ular dose of
Abbey’s
Efer,Salt
It improves the appetite,
steadies the nerves and

brings about a good
healthy condition.

s 25¢ & 60c

ALL DRUGGISTS 1

From New York
Oct. 19, 1912

WRITE FOR BOOKLET

HAMBURG AMERICAN LINE

45 BR:J;‘&“

FHILADELPMIA  BITT
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ST AN SALES

= FOR FINE LEATHER GOODS :-

WARDROBE TRUNKS

THE Wardrobe Trunk is the ideal travelling requisite for a prolonged trip and

one only needs realize this to know what travelling in the greatest comfort
means. “‘Julian Sale” make a feature of the wardroe trunk and are showing it
to-day in a number of different coverings, all made over complete 3-ply veneer wood
box, with hand rivetted brass trimmings. These trunks are fitted for Ladies or
Gentlemen, and will carry an entire wardrobe with as much care as though the
clothing were hanging in the closet at home. Special mention here for wardrobe
trunks covered in hard fibre, very strong and serviceable, completely fitted and
furnished, new standard 45-inch size.

.00
In the Steamersize.. ........... $55
6 .00
In the Gentlemen’s size........
.00
In the Ladies’ size............. 65

Other lines in Black Enamelled Duck and Canvas. All pantisote lined. Prices $40 to $70-
WRITE FOR COMPLETE NEW CATALOGUE NO. 28.

—

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
- 105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.

—
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“CORRECT STYLES
FOR MEN.”

The man who wears one of the new
von Gal made Hats for Fallgwhether
it be soft hat or derby, can positively rest
assured that he cannot be better hatted.

In style, quality, workmanship, finish and fit, these hats are
the highest embodiment of hat design and skill in manufac-
ture. Ask your dealer to show you a von Gal made Hat.
You are sure to find a style that suits your
face and figure. He will guarantee you
satisfaction in fit, material and style, and
we stand behind his guarantee.
The new Fall styles include the smartest and latest
rough, scratch and bright finish effects.

$3, $4 and $5, at leading dealers.

Write for Fall and Winter Style Book B.

éy W Go 4.

BRANCH OF
Hawes.vor (jal
INCORPORATED
New York, U. S. A.

Canadian Factory, Niagara Falls, Ontario
American Factory, Danbury, Connecticut

Straw Hat Factory, Baltimore, Maryland

A SMOOTH EASY SHAVE

-2 You can always depend on a clea comfortable shave if you have a Barrel Brand
or. Extra fine double concaved blade temperedby special process.

5 Ask your dealer for Barrel Brand and insist on getting it. You will benefit
Y the resuit, '

GREEFF-BREDT & CO.,
TORONTO, -

[CANADIAN AGENTS.
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DIM FURNITU& IS A DISGRACE

Moist fingers, hot dishes, damp or hard substances,
all take toll of the bright surfaces of your furniture.
Dirt and grime gather from unknown surfaces. Get

ROYAL GEM
VENEER

and Presto Everything is clean and bright again,
as by magic. Very little rubbing required.

SEND FOR S8AMPLE BOTTLE
The CAPITAL MFG. COMPANY

Ottawa - Oantario
Branch Office—67 Bleury St., Montreal.

The ““Sunday”’ Vacuum:Cleaner

IF you knew hoW
often a perfectly
“SUNDAY"” clean-
ed house through
lack of dust and
dirt and microbes
helped to fool the
Doctor, you would
not be without 0n€
for five times itS
value.

Microbes, moths and other things shiver when they
hear that a SUNDAY VACUUM ,,CLEANER
with its 10 to 11 inches of vacuum is going t©
start looking them up.

The SUNDAY DOES what is claimed for ifs
sells on its merits not on its price. We cannot
make it cheaper and maintain our FIXE
STANDARD.

To agents. Our proposition is attractive, First_Class
machines and fair treatment.

The Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner
Manfg. Co., Limited
345 to 349 Dalhousie St. - Ottawa, Ont.

JULES & CO.
Wig Makers to the Elite of Canada. For Ladies and Getlemen.

BEST QUALITY IS OUR GUARANTEE.

We can suit you by mail as well as if you come to our store.

Bald Men

Our Toupees
and Wigs

3@ Are a comfort to the
wearer.

They have no equal for Fit and Durability. PRICES MODERATE.
TORONTO, CAN.

431 YONGE STREET -

PARISIAN TRANSFORMATION
A SPECIALITY.

A dlem 0050
Tooth Brush PyroPhV’
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Made by the

People

oil Hom

SATIANY

lsetsl’tl:e safest and best all-round lubricant for indoor and outdoor use.
e e'gery way. Most oil for your money.
ry drop. Cannot gum, stick or turn rancid.

Write today for a free trial bottle and learn what a really good

Says > ° "
#.0 The Best Caster Oil

When casters grow tired and stub-
born, a drop or two of HOME O1L will
quickly make them right. Or, if it’s
a clock, lock, hinge or sewing machine,
Home OiL will oil it just as quickly
and effectively. No fussy directions—
just go ahead and oil.

=

N

Y

\‘.
A

3

Greatest efficiency in

Trial Bottle Free

E OIL i1s.

..:;3 ks

BUFF. g
ALO SPECIALTY COMPANY, 337-1 Liquid Veneer Building, Buffalo. N. Y.

LOOK AT IT
FROM ANY SIDE

0 you as a new dress.
1t of our French Dry
Cleaning—the satisfactory method of

It will appeal t
This is the resu

e

cleaning fine costumes. You're sure of

the garment being well cleaned. What’s more, the original shape
and hang of the garment is preserved. Write us to-day for
booklet that tells about the French Dry Cleaning Process.

R. PARKER @ CO.

Canada’s Greatest Cleaners & Dyers
TORONTO, - - CANADA

Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada. :
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BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS’
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES, POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE

J.- M DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.
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FEARMAN'S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

.Quality Counts. A Ham
May cost you one cent or
Berhaps two cents a pound
More than some other.
Ham put “Star Brand’

Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Madc under Government
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED -
HAMILTON

hiclets

REALLY_DELIGHTFUL
s . .
Gye Buinty Mint Covered
- Candy Conted
Chowing Gum
Just ask your doctor what
he thinks of Chiclets. Doc-
tors, dentists and trained
nurses use and recommend
Chiclets for their patients’
use and use them themselves
in the sick-room, the office |
or home. That exquisite pepper-
mint, the true mint, makes Chic-
lets the refinement of chewing
gum for people of refinement.
Look for the Bird Cards in the
packages. You can secure a beau-
tiful Bird Album free.

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores

5c. the Ounce and in 5c.,
10c. and 25c, Packets

SEN-SEN CHICLET
COMPANY

Metropolitan Tower
New York
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EVERY LOKER

of beautiful Silver Plate will appreciate the new styles
and designs of our creations for 1912,

The Purity, the Style, the Goodness

of the Silver Plate which bears the brand of this
factory entitles it to the name of

“Standard” Silver Plate ‘

as distinctive and leading among all makers of
High-class Goods. 3
PURITY marks the character of the de-

signs, as it does of the material which enters
into the manufacture of our goods.
DURABILITY is combined with purity al-
ways giving the shopper the assurance of a
Silver Plate which will wear and wear and wear.

7
o

Wisdom says : ‘“ Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your guaran-
tee. Ask for ‘Standard * Silver Plate.”’

SOLD BY RELIABLE DEALERS EVERYWHERE.

Manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited

Toronto
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@ LA DIVA 820
has medium
high bust, very
long hip, med-
ium back, and

\\ NON - RUSTABLE adapted to full
or medium

\ figures.

prpa b

Just a Wee Help to Nature

Such is the latest ‘‘Paris’’ idea of a proper corset,
to suit the prevailing corsetless figure effect_.

And the latest La Diva and D & A creations have
just hit this off. :

No distortion, no cramping, just the enhancing of
the form divine according to the latest style of dress.

Le Diva 820, shown in cut, is an entirely new Directoire Model
combining all the newest ideas and avoiding all extreme
features. It is finished in white English coutil, boned with
“Wabone’ and trimmed with valenciennes lace. Sixsuspenders,
draw strings, hooks, etc. An imported corset of sim_xlar quality
would cost $7.00. Our price in all good stores is §5.00. Other
La Diva models, $3.00 to $5.00; every pair guaranteed to satisfy
or money refunded.

THE DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
QUEBEC
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corsets

7 is especially

Eddy’s Silent Matches

are made of thoroughly dried pine blocks.

The tips, when struck on any surface what-
ever, will light silently and burn steadily

and smoothly without throwing off sparks.

Eddy’s Matches are always full MM count
—ask for them at all good dealers.

The E. B. EDDY COMPANY Limited
HULL, CANADA. Makers of Toilet Papers.




PACKED
IN ONE

ATTER WHAT COFFEE YOU

now drink, it can’t cost over

a cent a day extra to drink the
finest coffee in the land. This is

grown from selected seed
under the best agricul-

tural conditions. SANBORN
MONTREAL

e
SO

for positive food value
for aid to digestion
for everyone at home

Doctors could not prescribe a better tonic than this
THE LIGHT BEER mid, neaith-giving food stimulant. Brewed from pure

l“ T“E barley-malt, choicest hops and filtered water. Pure,
sparkling, delicious—it perfectly meets the needs of a
LlGHT BOTTLE nourishing, stimulating food tonioc. 283M

“THE BEER THAT IS ALWAYS O.K.”
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The Children

alw, .
moays enjoy JAM and there is nothing
re healthful than

UPTON’S

Py
fm;:- Jam made from freshly picked ripe
and granulated sugar.

.

UPTON?
ON’S Orange Marmalade made from

Sev'

lne or

: anges under expert su ision i
delicious, pert supervision is

We
g ;‘rf one of the largest and oldest Jam
elly manufacturers in Canada.

A
t all first-class Stores in Canada.

The T, UPTON CO. LTD.
HAMILTON - CANADA

——

Dear to the heart of every wo-

man 1s the silver she receives on |

her wedding day. It is apprect-
ated long after other gifts have
lost their charm and usefulness.

The beauty and quality of

847 ROGERS BROS.

«Silper Plate
that Wears”

| make it _the ideal silverware for
| gifts. Thisis the only silver plate

| with an unqualified guarantee that

L s backed by the actual test of
| sixty-five years’ wear.

Our beautiful new pattern, Old
Colony, illustrated here, 1s sug-

|| gestive of simplicity, grace an
| quality. Note i
f handle and the beautiful

the pleyced

decorative work.
For sale by all leading deal-

ers. Send for illustrated cat-
alog “T-21."

MERIDENCBRITANNIA
0.

Hamilton, Canada.
Meriden, Conn.
New York, Chicago-

oLp
COLONY
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MADE IN CANADA

AN AIR OF ELEGANCE

is imparted to the home by a handsome piece of furniture, but the ‘‘Macey”
Sectional Bookcases do more than that ; they provide the most perfect and prac-
tical method ever devised for the care of your books. They also instill in the
minds of your family that love of good books and the proper care of them so
desirable in the home of culture, and will prove to be the most satisfactory
piece of furniture you ever bought.

THIS PICTURE SHOWS

a stack consisting of twelve book sections, three top sections and three base
sections, and clearly shows how beautifully they fit together, having the
appearance of one solid piece of furniture. You can start, however, with one
book section, one top section and one base section, and add to them as your
needs require, and still at all times your bookcase will present a finished
appearance.

Write us to-day for our Catalogue C., it shows you the
many beautiful styles in which these bookcases are made.

LIMITED

[:ANADA FJRNITURE MANUFACTURERS

GENERAL OFFICES : WOODSTOCK, ONT.




Prints by Gaslight

To get the most
satisfactory prints
from your Kodak
negatives—clear,
snappy, Vigorous
prints—insist on the
only paper that is
made with sole ref-
erence to the re-
quirements of the
amateur negative—-

Velox.

The best finishers of
Kodak work use Velox
exclusively.

Canadian Kodak Co Ltd.

OFFICE AND FACTORIES 582-532 KING STW.
TORONTO,CANADA.

LR

The Berkshire Hills
Sanatorium

FOR
THE SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT OF

CANCER

Wi
With o, THOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE.

i
& earl s .
four"i_ecesgiblz zadlagn(,s,s and prompt treatment practically
Addlnformal:i(,n"gle"("u_s growths are curable. When writing
ress escribe case in which you are interested.

WALLACE E. BRO
(Formerly Drs. W. E. B‘ga?v;xhgz' DS‘on.)
: North Adams, Mass.
e Established thirty-five years.

\\

I l SHADE u
5 ROLLERS
: riginal and un led.
Wood or tin rollers. & lllnapic()ved"
!cqul}'es no tacks, Inventor’s
signature on genuine:

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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Habit or Efﬁciency?w

One of the time-honored customs

of many households is the sweep-
ing of carpets and rugs with a primitive
corn broom. That this is an absolute
waste of energy, a ruthless destroyer
of floor coverings and a preventable
source of damaging clouds of dust, is
vouched for by over twelve million
satisfied women who are now using
the BISSELL Sweeper.

BISSELLS

“Cyco” BALL-BEARING

Carpet Sweeper

is the most efficient and [}

highly improved carpet

sweeperon the market. It
brightens and preserves carpets
and rugs, and willlast tor ten
ears or more, outwearing at
east forty corn brooms that
would cost from twelve to
twenty dollars. Sold by the
best dealers everywhere at

$3.00 to $4.75.

Don’t continue tosweep inthe
old, laborious way whenat such
a small cost you can make
sweeping day & pleasant an-
ticipation instead of a day
to be dreaded.

Write for booklet, “E_asy;
Economical, Sanitary Sweeping.”
Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co.
Dept. 23 Grand Rapids, Mich.

Canadian Factory :
Niagara Falls, Ont.
(

g e e T G T P et
PARIS—Grand Hotel Bergere

and Maison Blanche

BERGERE. Latest Comfort. Terms
moderate.  Centre of Business Section. Near
Grands Boulevards and Bourse.

\
\ 32-34 RUE
\

WHEN YOUR EYES
LA 8 g“ljvﬁ:!gf-( B ot
E ’ 3

Tllustrated Book in each Package.
by our Oculists—not &

snccessful Physicians’ Practice for many t
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25c-b0c per bottle. Murine
Hye Salve in aseptic tubes, 2bc-b0c.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledge dto
be the finest crea-
tion of ater-
vroof Co”nrs
ever made. sk
to seer nnd buy
no other. 'Al

stores or direct
for 20c.

THE ARLINGTON ©0.

of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTQ

'ES NEED CARE
0 Smarting — Feels

Watery Eyes and
Granulated Eyelids.
Murineis compounded
“Patent Medicine”=—but used in
years. Now dedicated

Muarine Eye Remedy Co. s Chicas~
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“Two Fall Dresses For
- My Daughters”

“ Last spring I wrote to you about the trouble I had because I tried to
dye a blue woollen skirt and some linen waists in the same dye bath.
Thanks to your letter of advice, I have had splendid success since then.
Now I want to show you the pictures of the two fall dresses for my daught-
ers. I made these for Edna and Grace. I cut these from the ————
Magazine, bought the Patterns for each, and made Grace’s ( my youngest
daughter ) from an old white serge and Edna’s from a pink voile party
dress of my own. Grace's I dyed navy blue and trimmed it with dark
red. Edna’s I dyed a tan and used white ruching for the cellar and cuffs.
We are all delighted with them. They look even prettier than the pictures

and now we understand Diamond Dyes."”
MRS. R. B. KENDRICK

Learn the economy—the fascination—the magic of
changing colors with

DiamondDyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes—one for Wool or
Silk, the other for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods._jDiamond
Dyes for Wool or Silk now come in Blue envelopes. And, as
heretofore, those for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods are in\
White envelopes.

Here’s the Truth About Dyes for Home Use

Our experience of over thirty years has proven that no one
dye will sucessfully color every fabric. :

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and
vegetable fibre fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen
are vegetable fibre fabrics. “Union” or Mixed goods are
607, to 807 Cotton—somust be treated asvegetablefibrefabrics.

Vegetable fibres require one class of dye, and animal fib-
res another and radically different class of dye. As proof—
we call attention to the fact that manufacturers of woollen X
goods use one class of dye, while manufacturers of cotton ya‘flﬁi‘t’e"e‘sg":

Made over from
a pink voile, " 2
dyexf tan goods use an entirely different class of dye. dyed navy blue

Do Not Be Deceived

For these reasons we manufactnre one class of Diamond Dyes for coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, and
%\‘?%hlgg{ ?Jlbll. of Diamond Dies for coloring Wool or Silk, so that you may obtain the very best results on
abric.

REMEMBE‘R: To get the best possible results in coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, use the Diamond
Dyes tured ially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods.

AND REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring Wool or Silk, use the Diamond Dyes manu-

factured especially for Wool or Silk. .

Diamond Dyes are sold at the uniform price of 10c per package.

VALUABLE BOOKS AND SAMVPLES 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, a copy of the
Direction Book and 36 samples ot Dyed Cloth—Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN ST., MONTREAL, QUE.
a——"

ream




Look! here’é the best

treat of all-

Sweet
Gherkins

E& M¢Neill & Libby. Chicago-The worlds greatest caterers
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It's a Fine Thing
To Be Well

Coffee interferes with the
comfort and vigor of many
persons.

Thousands have won back
health by quitting it and using

POSTUM

Read ‘‘The Road to Well-
ville' in packages.

‘“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd,
Windsor, Ontario, Canada.

It’s Baker’s
nd

ar :

9 ® ®
It’s Delicious
Made by 2
perfect me~
chanical
process
from high
grade cocoz
beans, sci-
entifically
| | « ] blended, it

e is o ft h e
finest quality,full strength and

absolutely pure and healthful.

Sold in 1/5 1b., 1/4 1b., 1/2 1b. and 1 Ib.
cans, net weight.

Booklet of Choice Recipes Sent Free
WALTER BAKER & CO. LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1780

MONTREAL, CAN.  DORCHESTER, MASS. _J

INFANTS'

FOR MOTHER, DELIGHT

o e

You had to help soften the beard by rubbing
in the lather. Neturally, your rubbing broug y
the blood to the surface, opened the pores al’le
made the skin very sensitive. That helped ;'n
free caustic to get in its work and made_the s ’y
doubly sensitive. Under these conditions 3’]’1_

. razor will feel as though it were P*
ing the hair out instead of cutting 3

Mennen'’s Shaving Crea®

: 7
dispenses with the “rubbingin,” as it tho.’
oughly softens the beard while the lather ;o
worked up on the face. Reduces s “'ii"’t},e
two operations— lathering and shaving- %
time saved.
Asit t no free
there is no smarling, and you get
a delightful, coolshave. 1
For sale everywhere 25¢.
Sample Tube FREE

GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J.

.:

T. H. Best PrinTING Co., Limrtep, ToroNTO, CAN,

o
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