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Resist Exhaustion

by: drinking Epps’s Cocoa for
Breakfast.

PPS’S

gives strength and staying
power forthe morning’s work,
and refr.shes you when the
day is over. “Epps’s” is richer

in the real sustaining consti-
Cocoa Butter—

tuent, i.e.
than any other Cocoa.

‘Delicious

Sustaining

A Natural
Remedy

Tite was when disease Was thought to be due to the
dlrect influence of evil spirits, and " exorcism and
magic were inv oked to cast them out.

gcience has taught us wisdom. The evil spirits
exist, 'tis true; we call them ‘‘Disease Germs,’ and
they too, mnst be cast out. Once lodged in the
stomach or intestines, fever with its hallucinations or
. piljousness with'its aches and pains are the results.

Eno’s
‘Fruit Salt’

is the approved remedy for driving out disease germs.
Its action is quick and thorough. It clears the intes-
tines, awakens the torpid liver to new life, stimulates
the mucus to & healthy flow, and cleanses and in-
yigorates the whole digestive tract. A single dose
will do wonders, & judicious use will make a new
man of you and prevent you from backsliding into

your old, half-sick self.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., London, S.E., Eng.

Wholesale of the NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO.,
Montreal and branches.

" BANK OF
HAMILT ON

Head Office: Hamilton

Hon. William Gibson - - . President

J. Turnbull - "Vice-Pres. and General Manager

$ 2,500,000
2,500,000
30,000,000

Paid up Capital -
Reserve = = = = -
Total Assets, over -

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts
of Firms, Corporations and: Individuals.

R LA O s

¢
CORRISPONDENCE SOLICITED

St Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh streot
NEW YORK

Suropean Plan — Convement Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON

The Convenient Location, Tasteful Ap ointment.
Rensonable_Charges, Courteous Attendance, an
Cuisine of Hxcep ional Excellence are Character:
istic of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retain
tor it a Patronage of the Highest Order.

——— ‘ Gl
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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. Accomodation can be had from the modest, but
Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
elegant—are unsurpassed in Europe.

comfortable,
Apartments—spacious and

TARIFF TARIFF
BEDROOMS BREAKFAST
Bingle 60c., 75c. and 85c¢.
From $1.25 per day. LUNCH
Double $1.00
From $2.25 per day. DINNER
Suite of Rooms """’,';‘5':5 gl
From $6.25 per day. SUP"PEI
No charge for Light $1.20
or Attendance. Or 4 la Carte.
ORCHESTRA All “ﬂ;ed price”
AT ALL MEALS meals served in
On Sundays, Vocal Bestsurant.
Concert after Inclusive Charges
Quoted.

Dinner.

—————————————

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT

BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of

either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
It can be had for the asking from

Cecil Booklet,

a stay,
tion of service to the visitor to town.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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The Canadian Magazine
FOR FEBRUARY

The Evolution of Aerial Craft.—By J. E. M. Fetherstonhaugh. Aerial
navigation, more than any other science just now, is directing the attention of
inventors and attracting the interest of the public all over the world. Mr.
Fetherstonhaugh has made a study of its progress, and he writes with a full
knowledge and in a non-technical manner. He shows in no uncertain way
what has been accomplished, and illustrates his text with drawings of var-
jous machines that have done service in the air.

Romances of Rossland.— By Harold Sands. The early mining en-
terprises in British Columbia were full of romance. The Rossland camp is
perhaps the outstanding instance. Mr. Sands tells in a most interesting style
the beginnings and fortunes of this wonderful mining centre. lllustrations
from photographs.

Meanderings in Mediaeval Brittany.—By Frank Yeigh. Beginning
at Saint Malo, whence Jacques Cartier sailed on his voyages of discovery so
many years ago. Mr. Yeigh describes in a most delightful vein the scenes that

confront the traveller in this quaint part of the old world. There are exceptionally
fine photographic reproductions.

“The Toon O’ Maxwell.” —By Will Dallas. This is a bit of eary
1 Ontario History that is well worth preserving. It is an account also of an
interesting experiment in Socialism.

The Great Silent Power in Canadian Development.—By Clayton M.
Jones. An appreciation of what water-power means in the commercial progress
of the Dominion. ‘

As well as a good assortment of short stories and articles.

The Canaspian MBGBZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE I8 TWO DOLLARS AND TFIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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“ALL-SKOTCH” BOOTS ForR HONEST WEAR
POSTED FREE and DUTY PAID from SCOTLAND to ANY PART OF CANADA

ving the inclusive cost of all our goods sent to Canada, free of post-
ance the exact price they have to pay for the

We have adopted a Price List gi
age and duty, thus enabling customers to see at a gl

goods,

This Boot is made in Scotland, from a Scotch last of a special Scotch tanned leather.
It is a stitched boot, with special double tongue. The sole has cut steel nails which are
inserted flush with the leather, and adds considerably to the wearing qualities. Water-
proofed throughout by our special waterproofing process.

A COMFORT TO WALK IN. LICHT IN WEICHT.
MODERATE IN PRICE. DURABLE IN WEAR.
wn factory on a Scotch last

Our “ALL-SKOTCH » CLOGS are made in our O

which is a specialty of our own, and which prevents the skinning of the toes—a fault
common to other makes. The leather used in the * All-Skotch ”” Clogs is of selected
cowhide. The solesare of Scotch wood, 1 inch thick. The whole Clog is lined through-
out with felt 3{-inch thickness, and is thoroughly waterproof.

Price - - $5.50
POST PAID and DUTY PAID

Men’s 2-Buckle Clog, sizes 7, 8, 9, 10 and 11; post free and duty FHED o DL gt v
Women’s 2-Buckle Clog, sizes 3, 4, 5and 6; post free and duty free..........cccooe
Children’s Lacing Clog (made of same material as above), sizes 11,12, 13, l1and 2;
pOBt frae and AUty Free. 11, ... .oficvoniase soasr et e T
Children’s Lacing Clog (made of same material as above), sizes 7,8, 9 and 10;
post free and QUL ITES. . .\ i .- e ibae s o vren s 1 G Ut (R

Send Money Order, stating size wanted, and we will send you, free
of trouble, the goods you are wanting. We know how to make
boots, having been in the progressive boot business since 1835.
s B R o w N & s o N COLONIAL FOOTWEAR SPECIALISTS
L] y AND CLOG FACTORS

313 Argyle Street, GLASGOW, N.B.
SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED PRICE LIST, MAILED FREE.

SANITARY TOWELS

Apply for full particulars and camples to the Agent
for the Dominion, M. SCHEAK, Carlaw Buildings,

Wellington Street Wc:\'t, Toronto.
Southalls’ Sanitary Towels (the original and best).

Southalls' Accouchement Sets (containing all
Requisites in Three Sizes).

Southalls’ Sheets for Accouchement and cther

Modern science and the spread of Hygiene
made the invention and manufacture o
Southalls’ Sanitary Towels pos.ible. Since
1880 they have become widely known and
appreciated as an indispensable article for
ladies’ use, possessing ad antages whic

Sanitary Specialities.

recommend them to every woman.
Manufactured by SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY, LTD., Birmingham, England.

e
IT HAS NO EQUAL

FOR KEEPING
THE SKIN
SOFT,

It Entirely Removes and
Prevents all

ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS,
IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Etc.

INVALUABLE
for Preserving
THE SKIN
AND COMPLEXION

“ The @Queen of Toilet Preparations o
“ - & ”

SMOOTH, - DA ~
SOOTHING AND REFRESHING
AND wanE after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, etc.

AT ALL SEASONS M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England

your Chemist for it,

from the effects of the
FROST, COLD WINDS
and HARD WATER.

and accept no substitute.

B A e ————————————
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THE FIRST cosrl

to you of nearly all Fountain Pens
is about the same. After a few
weeks the ordinary Pen is con-
stantly out of order, while
the ‘SWAN’ keeps on
writing. = Surely it is

worth while to be
careful and select
the

at the start—the first

y and latest PERFECT
¥ FOUNTPEN—prices
from §2.50. Of stationers
and Jewellers,

INSIST ON ‘“SWAN”

‘SWAN” is com

The * aratively new to
Canada—if any difficulty write for near-
est dealer to

MABIE, TODD & CO.
Headquarters, 79 and 80, High Holborn,
London, England, 31- lt% York Street, Toronto

and a
New York, Chicago. Manchester, Paris, Brussels, Sydnep.

|
|

gt

COFFEE

\ Is always ‘uniform’ in quality.
It ‘ranks’ high in popular favour.
You ‘fallin’ love with it at once.
It’s the ‘right turn’ and the ‘quick
march’ to health and happiness.

R. Paterson & Sons,
Coffee Specialists, Glasgow.

A,

.‘CAMP. 0 ‘

COFFEE

DOCTOR STEDMAN’S
TEETHING POWDERS

CHILDREN

Observe the
Trade Mark

Used by mothers thg world over, for nearly
half a Century, the safest and best for

TEETHING

free from morphia or opium or any harmful ingredient

on every Packet
and Powder

27c. and 67c. per package of all Chemists and Stores.

Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, England
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wiy NoT GOOD CLOTHING?

Pure Wool Fabrics—made from yarns of superior quality
dyed and fashioned in a first-class manner—are a little more
expensive in the first place, but are distinetly more satisfac-
tory in appearance, comfort and durability.

Let us mail you—free of charge—a selection of Patterns for
your personal inspection. We feel confident that the variety
will interest you, and are assured that the superior quality of
the Goods will meet with your approval. They are representa-
tive of materials worn by the rank and fashion of the world.

The Hall-Mark of |

SRR

3 N ew S au Ce té‘ Intrinsic Worth
EGERTON BURNETT, LTD., haye the honor to hold 24 Roya,1
Warrants ef Appointment, including Her Majesty Queen
> ,53 Alexandra, Her Royal Highness the Prince o Wales and
a e ln En land other Royal Personages; convincing evidence of the high-
g class character of their business.

% an d . d ]1 y Purg Wocg g’lankets, si.ngl%bed size at 53‘3.65;; ‘d(l))uble-bed

sizes $4.75 and $6.25 per pair. yarm, cosy, comioria le.
) en] Oye a Heavy Serge Gurtains, in art colors, made to order, from
$5.79 per pair. A real protection from draughts for windows

2,
2ann

Over th e V‘ / [0 rld on or doors. Useful, effective and decorative.
5 g Costumes and Suits of all kinds made to order.
A patron says:—1I have just received the Woollen Suit, which is in
%é every way satisfactory."—0.A.L., Esq., Oakfield, Ont., October 21st, '09.

LTS

Its delicious flavour

Is quite unique. é EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.
% R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND

o\ Vi A TR il

THE LONDON CLOVE COMPANY’S

GLOVES FOR PRESENT WEAR ‘

FOR DAY WEAR FOR EVENING WEAR =
THE “ESME.” :“AIIV(I)EVH‘ lir:,u, Kl:L

Samples, Style Books, Self-measuring Blanks
post free, on request.

AR

THE - clARETlE'” uality, in White Cream, Bis F 1
LADIES' REAL KID, in Black, White, quality, s, Browr
A AL Kovvor, Tune trowns, | The | Gree
%‘orx?gm' :;:;n:.l;:t?nmif il:li(:- Plum, 4 But- L. G. Co. Mousquetaire, $1.09 per pair.

LoNs. cents p Ppl" Wi REAL 16-Button Length Ditto, v$l,44 per palr.

BON AMI. Fl}‘{"l«'l:L“]l'{ 11211) “in hold the 20-Button Lvngt}l. in White or Black,

n el A only $1.83 per pair.

Tans, Browns, Beavers, Greys and largest 2}"1?“%0'“ lLength Ditto, $2.17 per pﬂil;.
UE

Black, 3 rows Self Braid Points, i wWo
Pearl Buttons. 69 cents per p Py variety of EsPERANcin IN ! £ S
White only, 3

1] 99 LADIES' 4- Gloves in ABLE FRENCH KID GLOVES, Whi
THE ROYAL‘ BUTTON Pearl Buttons, 63 cents per pair. 8- Bufton

gyl Lo i : e nited
FRENCH SUEDE, in Black, White, Bis- e Mousquetairs, 89 cents pex pair. 12-Button

UL VAL
s WA

cult, Pastel, Greys, Beavers, Tans, Kingdom Ditto, $1.13 per pair
Browns and Navy. 73 cents per pair CMDR 9 FRENCH SUEDE, in
PIQUE SEWN FRENCH and are "EMPRESS Black, White, Cream,

1, Mole, Bea-

HESTIA. siio

B GLOVES, super- ovs. Lavender, Biscuit, Past
ior qualmw', in Greys, Tans, Beavers, prepaud ?L’;:_“,i‘il;:, ‘ﬂ;‘:\’\.‘m'ﬂ;l“;‘ Nuv‘)‘ =
}}f"‘,’“;"s:; 'A:uwy “" r" "k'7;v“’h) f"ﬁi‘i to forward 192-Button length Mousquetaire, $1.03 pair
(8, eS8 At L G, pe . “ “ " “
oints, ress Buttons, © per § any of their 1.06

: 16-
! A 81 T GOOD o " “ >
. e 9A€E LLE. W{-}A:K’IQ(;{ Gli();;'lﬂ, %:; cSahratad] A% 1.52
, Beaver, Gre, des, ack, N
Real Gazelle Piqte s‘l.‘&-‘..‘,l o "v.»ys:'l‘fh‘:‘.ﬁ,i.;'.“‘ makes by MEN’S WHITE DRESS
Mex' 71 cents per pair. t
8 DIT10, in Dark Tan or Grey, 1 Press Button, 81 cents per pair. r:n::ln GI.OVES

DE Men's 1-Button White Washable Kid Gloves
sK' LADIES' REAL DEERSKIN GLOVES, in Dark Tan and \,(‘"81,1 i 2 30

AL DEE! N GLOVES, : . aris cents per pair; .3 r half d i

Buttong N' Dark Grey, British made, Prix-seam sewn, 2 Press# Paris Points, 58 cents per p $3.30 per half dozen.

- $1.19 per pair.

MeN'g D
ITT0, in Dark Tan or Dark Grey, 2 Buttons, $1,58 per pair.

Men's 1-Button White or Lavender Dress Kid Gloves, with
A Self or Black Braid Points, B8c.perpair ; $3.30 per half dozen.

ZINE 8 ﬂ&%m’il{ed and illustrated Price List sent post iree from England, or may be obtained free from The CANADIAN MAGA-
oronto. .
Remll(l}ance’s, including postage, to be made by International Money Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
eneral Post Office, London, England.

45 and 45a, Cheapside, London, E.C. ; and 82 and 83, New Bond St., W,
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The Fbotels o
ENGLAND'S
GREAT COMMERCIAL CENTlRES

R

D
MIDLAND HOTEL. LONDON N W
T PANCRAS
LONDONS LEHDING N
FAMILY AND oo i
BUSINESS T 3
HOTEL ey
0 ,Avi/ e Hote! Zom/on.
/,
i £ IDLAND HOTEL.. MANCHESTER.
‘f;‘ i Ee THE HOTEL
& 1 FOR. WHICH
il ; . MANCHESTER.
ngm ; sk
‘;/and Hofe/ ﬂm(/{e_:/ef FAMOu \S/\
; L
ADELPHI HOTEL. LIVERPOOL o' ne |
THE HOTEL WITH A, wifl /
" TRANSATLANTIC £ ‘ V
REPUTATION e %&%
UNDER. SAME MANAGEMENT tvelph: el Loverpool
QUEEN'S HOTEL . LEEDS. " (CENTRE OF IRON & STEEL INDUSTRIES)
MIDLAND HOTEL. BRADFORD.( - - WOOLLEN INDUSTRIES )j
THE MIDLEND HOTELS ARE THE MOST COMPLETE IN THEIR RESPECTIVE CITIES.

SPECIAL PRICES for EXTENDED VISITS.

Bookkt with complele mformalon set, w.f//ee o epphealion -

TOWN & COUNTRY OFFICES,
W TOWLE. Monsger FIETH AVENUE, NEW YORK.

MIDLAND RAILWAY HOTELS ETC.
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & GLEAVE

BELFAST, IRELAND L.

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
Telegraphic Address : (“ LINEN, BELFAST.”)
IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FUBNIEHEBS TO
His Gracious Majesty THE KING,
H. R. H. The Princess of Wales,

MEMBERS OF THE ROVAL FAMILY AND THE g& S
COURTS OF KUROPE. © P

L R Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, k ; s

By Railways, Steamships, Instivutions Regiments and ) ' S},

the General Public, direct with every description of X D

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

s ¢ From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

. ‘le, _bemg Woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last.

y obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no ‘more than that

usually charged for common-power loom goods.

IRISH LINENS : LinenSheetings, twoyards wide, 48c. per yard; 2J4 yards wide, 57¢.
%ﬁf yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24C. Per yard ;
O“Stefs from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23C. per yard.

ur Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 1oc. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94C. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94C. ; 24 yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven of embroidered. (Special attention to Club, Hotel or
Hless Orders.) -

MATCHLESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longclow, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze Oxford
and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new. with good
materials in Neckbands Cuffs and Fronts for $3.36 the half doz

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: © The Cambrics of Robinson

& Cleaver have a world-wide fame.’’—The Queen. “ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever

seen.”’—Sylvia’s Home Journal. ~ Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. ‘Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66¢. to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: CoLLARS—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from
$1.18 per doz. CurFs —For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz.. Surplice Makers to West-
minster Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. «Their Irish
Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.”’—Court Circular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHINC : A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery 56¢. | Nightdresses, 94¢. ; Combinations, $1.0%. India or Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 | Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 424 Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND,
o “We

NOTE.—Beware of parties usi gloursaame. loy neither Agents nor Travellers.
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Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY QLOTH
Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning arfd Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

3 : ‘ FORM .
In times of sickness and ill-health, PP cm“‘sgel:'N ANTI)NTRE 8

the natural digestive organs are nearly

always deranged, consequently the —
digestive functions become entirely
inadequate. '

Failure to digest any food taken into
the stomach means failure to supply
nourishment when it is most required.

On the other hand, if the digestive
system can do any work, it should be
given work to the extent of its power,
then as strength increases,the digestive
organs regain their activity.

The great advantage of Benger's
Food is that it can be prepared to give
either a carefully regulated exercise
of digestion, or almost complete rest,
according to the condition of the
patient.

Benger’s - prepared with milk is a
complete Food in the form of a dainty and
delicious cream, rich in all the elements
necessary to sustain life. It is well known

to medical men and is approved by them.
There is no real substitute for it.

Benger”’s Food is sold in Tins, and can
be obtained through most wholesale
druagists and leading drug stores.
Maaufacturers;—
BENGER’S FOOD, Limited,
Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

THE DOCTOR: * Ah! yes, restless
and feverish. Give him a Steed-
man’s Powder and he will soon
be all right.”

Steedman’s Soothing Powders

CONTAIN
NO
POISON
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HART STREET .- -
BLOOMSBURY SQUARE

HESE well-appointed and commodious

Temperanoce Hotels will, it is believed, meet

the requirements, at moderate charges, of

those who desire all the conveniences and

advantages of the larger modern Licensed X :
Hotels. These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, G
Kiectrio Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor,

Lounges and Spaoious Dining, Drawing, Writing, Reading, gllllard and
Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.  Fireproof Floors. Perfect
ganitation.  Telephones.  Night Porters.

Y N
| Kingsley Hotel—** Bookoraft, London.” Telegraphic Addresscs Thackeray Hotel—'* Thaokeray Londen.” =
— (A

sepmooms,. 3/66/- .4 a

INCLUSIVE CHARGES
for Bedroom, Attendance, Table
d'Hote, Breakfast and Dinner,
from 8/6 to 10/6 per day. ($2°10 to $2°60).
giving full pastieulass of Terif, otc.

0.K. SAUCE.

A delightful table pelish—the ARISTO-
CRAT AMONGST SAUCES—has made
its way ON MERIT to the high places in
the land—yet within reach of everybody.

GIANT BOTTLE, 25c¢.

of all grocers.

LTD., London, England
Montreal, Quebec

zole Mfrs: GEO. MASON CO.,
anadian Agents: S. NISHIMURA & CO.
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Trophy Won by O.A.C. Students
at Stock Judging Competition.

FARMERSY’

Free Winter Courses

IN AGRICULTURE

... ATTHE ...

Ontario Agricultural Gollege

GUELPH, - CANADA.

Stock and Seed Judging, January 11 to 22, 1910.
Poultry Raising, January 11 to February 10, 1910.
Fruit Growing, January 25 to February 5, 1910.
Dairying, January 3 to March 25, 1910.

We believe the work furnished during the coming winter will be more
practical and popular than at any previous session. We invite all men, young

-and old, who are interested in any branch of Agriculture to ask for further

information concerning these Courses.

An TIllustrated Calendar will be sent free upon application to

G. C. CREELMAN, President.
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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Highest Artistic Standards, Diplomas, Scholarships, Free Advantages. Send for lllustrated Year Book.

o o ! ‘,1 a— T TRINITY Residential School
SCHOOL (b v e

situation.
PORT HOPE, ONT, proof Buildings, Extensive
Playgrounds, large Gymnasium, Skating Rinks, etc. Boys
prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.
NEXT TERM BEGINS JANUARY 11TH, 1910.
For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L. D.

Queen’s University and Colleae

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted a
the professional courses for St? First Class Publie School Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
¢) Specialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed.

THE LAW COURSE leads to the degree of LL.B;

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 S8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Se., D.Se.

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance.

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

SCHOOL OF MINING Zerevsciever
Affiliated to Queen’s University _—KINGSTON. ONT.

THE FQLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc.  .II. Three Years’ Course for Diploma.

a. Mining Engineering. e. Clvil Engineering.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. f. Mechanical Engineering.
c. Mineralogy and Geology. &. Electrical Engineering.

d. Chemical Engineering. h. Blology and Public Health.

i. Power Development. '
For Calendar of the School and further information, apply Lo the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residgnﬁnl and Day School for Girls

Thorough in_ all its departments. Gives
vidual attenti bl
m%r(:;l tmln;:: g::, and the best physical, mental, and
ers great advanta i Languages.
Nal,fiave Frgx;h t.a.mi Gen%e:n &a‘!::;:' g
staff of experi:
‘”;3 “?.n'd ’reachee:. denced residential and visiting Pro-
pils are prepared for the Uni ersities and
:‘i‘;“'i"og: 'ﬁhhglgge Ex:mlnau‘on& l:).l" To;onw'l?:i:eorm&m
onservatol 0
o Musio. ry of c, and the Toron
For Prospectus and full information apply to
MISS VEALS, ‘
Lady Principal.

P i i SN S S L ou SR

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls
TORONTO, CANADA

340 Bloor Street West, -

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

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

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the Women students of McGillZUniversity.
sity buildings and laboratories.

Situated in close proximity to the Univer
Students of the College are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill

University on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes In

addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of the Univer-
sity, students are assisted.by resident tutors. Gymnasium, skating-rink, tennis-
courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhibitions awarded annually. Instruction in all

branches of music in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICT ORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
————
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Bishop Strachan School

Forty-third Year

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

A Church Residential and Day School for Girls.
Full Matriculation Course as well as elementary’ work, Domestic
Arts, Music and Painting. Centrally located yet with large
grounds. Lawn for Tennis and other games. Skating Rink
and good Gymnasium. For Calendar apply to

MISS ACRES, Principal.

ST. ANDREWS COLLEGE

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Calendar sent on application. 1701 REV. D. BRUCE MCDONALD, M.A., LL. D., Principa

Lower School foi; boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
RIDLEY COLLEGE Univensities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
St. Catharines, Ont. REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., Principal

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

144 BLOOR ST. E,, TQRONTO. ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE

SURROUNDINGS
““" ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the highest Academic CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.
qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence, and of these 4 are European LARGR LAW +8 for games and recreation. Full sized outdoor skating
trained teachers of Modern Lauguages. rink in winter.
RESIDENCE distinet in its management from the scheol. Specialists

26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu- in every department.

fon. 1, Detasexic fcienoe 1. RECORI)—1005-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination infMusi¢
DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classes aver- at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class honors and 5 2nd class, and 1
age 10 each. at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.
P &REPA%‘ATIO"N F({RNTHE UNlIVEﬁSlT\l{ a :Pechm.y extended course ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
for those not contemplating a university education, GEORGE DICKSON, M. A
MISS J. E. MACDONALD B.A., Late Principal Upper Canada College Tumnm} Directors.
Prineipal. MRS. GEORGE DICKSON
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At the beginning of

A NEW YEAR

is a good time to commence regular systematic saving of money. These
are prosperous times, and in times of prosperity it is only prudent to make
preparation for the time when, through illness, accident, or other unfore-
seen circumstances, your income may be reduced. Almost anyone can
save $1. a week, Even this small sum regularly put aside will amount to
a considerable sum in ten years. $5 deposited with us every month will
amount, when we add interest at 32 % per annum compounded four times
a year, to $718.85. - Is it not worth this small effort? Begin now. One
Dollar is sufficient to open an account.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

$4,184,856.65

Capital and Assets =
?d Policyholders, 1908 303,743.23

Assurance Written, 1908 3,377,733.33
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THE EXCELSIOR

Life Insurance Company
Head Office, Excelsior Life Building, TORONTO

Insurance in Force over - - $13,000,000.00
Assets for security of
Policyholders over - - 2,250,000.00

Those taking out a policy of Insurance
WANT THE BEST

No matter whether it is to protect business interests
dependents, provide for old age or any other purpose-

The new Excelsior policies with their liberal
guarantees of loan, cash surrender, paid-up insur-
ance, extended insurance values, etc. meet all
requirements.

INCREASES, during 1908—Insurance in force 10
per cent., Assets |6 per cent., Income 17 per cent.,
Reserves 15 per cent., Net Surplus 93 per cent.
DECREASES —Death rate 44 per cent. less
than expected, 9 per cent. less than preceding
year ; Expense ratio 6.5 per cent.

Good Agents can secure desirable contracts
Local Agents wanted everywhere.

E. MARSHALL, DAVID FASKEN,

General Manager President

Northern Life Assurance

Company.

<" ") Lo

Have you a Strong Personality

We are looking for men of
force who can influence others.

If you are the man we want
we have a proposition that will
interest you. It will be to your
advantage to get in touch with
our Head Office, London, Ont.

JOHN MILNE,

Managing Director.

W. M. GOVENLOCK,

Secretary.

% )
Why Kalamazoo

Loose Leaf Binders
are superior to all others

The KALAMAZOO is a book,
not a box, and will hold one sheet or
a thousand sheets between its covers
—just as many as are actually requir-
ed, and no more.

Its capacity is almost unlimited.
The book is flexible; the sheets lie
close to the desk, the alignment is
perfect and the writing surface is firm
and flat. There are no exposed
metal parts to get out of order or
injure the desk.’;

Judge other binders as you will,
but don't form your opinion on them
as a class until you have examined the
"Kalamazoo". Where other binders
fail, the "Kalamazoo" stands supreme.

Warw1ck Bros. & Rutter

————— Limited ———

Bookbinders, Printers and Manufacturers
of Loose Leaf Goods and Account Books

King and Spadina - TORONTO
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The Canadian Bank of Gommerce

Paid-up Capital, SIO 000,000 Reserve, $6,000, 000

DRAFTS ON FOREIGN COUNTRIES

Arrangements have recently been completed under which the branches of this Bank are
able to issue Drafts on the principal points in the following countries:

Austria-Hungary Germany Persia

Belgium Great Britain Philippine Islands
Brazil Greece Roumania
Bulgaria Holland Russia

Ceylon Iceland Servia

China India Siam

Crete Ireland South Africa
Denmark Italy Straits Settlements
Egypt Sweden Japan

Faroe Islands Java Switzerland
Finland Manchuria Turkey

Formosa Mexico West Indies
France Norway and elsewhere

French Cochin-China

NO DELAY IN ISSUING FULL PARTICULARS ON APPLICATION

8 S  ’
Lar L /
Cash aGf::antees///, \\\

You cannot pin a Company down and

MAKE them pay you cash equal to their
estimates. To avoid future disappointment
look for larger CASH GUARANTEES.

Youll find them in our Reserve Dividend
Policies. Ask our agent for particulars.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and }
Undivided Profits - - $1,277,404.49

DIRECTORS

S.J. MOORE, Esq. President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esg.
SIR’WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.
: HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager P

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

LETTERS OF CREDIT issued, available in all parts of the world.
EXCHANGE, foreign and domestic bought and sold.
COLLECTIONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

Dominion Express
Money Orders

SAFE  CONVENIENT ECONOMICAL

Payment is guaranteed and a prompt refund will be made, or a new order issued without
extra charge, if order is lost, stolen or delayed in transit.

Payable at par in over 30,000 places in Canada, United States, Newfoundland, West Indies,
Central and South America, Hawaii, Philippines and the Yukon.

FOREIGN CHEQUES
issued in Sterling, Marks, Francs, Lire, etc., payable in all commercial countries of 'the world
at current rates.
: ITRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

in denominations of $10, $20, $50, $100, $200, with equivalents in Foreign Money printed on each
cheque. They are self identifying and payable everywhere.

Superior to Letters of Credit.

Agents inall the principal cities and towans throughout Canada

A A : :
€=é'!!’§:‘ \ General Offices, Toronto
Y
)“\"J’I, " Rates and full information cheerfully furnished by our
\‘ X177 "
g Local Agent
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Seven Things Worth
Considering

(1‘) REMENBER if your family is dependent on your income for the
necessaries and the comforts of life, that you have duties to perform.

(2) THINK how it would affect them—how they would manage to get
along—should your income suddenly cease and they were left to shift for
themselves.

(3). AND DECIDE while yet in good health what you should do and
when you should do it, to keep them from suffering privations in the event of

your death.

h men as you. 7Take advantage of

was established forty years ago for just suc
fit of your family and de it now.

its privileges by insuring your life for the bene

(5) WE ARE TOLD that ‘‘he that provideth not for his own, especially
those of his own household, is worse than a infidel””. Hence the first duty of the
head of the house is to provide for his family.

__(6) A POLICY IN THIS COMPANY, payable to wife, mother or
Cl.“_ldren, is exempt from the claims of creditors and, therefore, no safer pro-
vision than such a policy can be made for their protection.

(1) THE MUTUAL LIFE OF CANADA issues all kinds of policies
at fair rates to meet the requirements of persons differently circumstanced.
Whatever is good in life or endowment insurance may be obtained from this
Company or from any of its agents in any Town or City in Canada.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.
E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., President. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director.
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager. CHAS. RUBY, Secretary.
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'Christmas Carol

Past, present and Christmas seasons
to come were all disclosed to Old
Scrooge in Dickens’ matchless

“Christmas Carol”

If it were possible to reveal to you
your future Christmases and also
those of your family, might not the
revelation lead you to take immediate
steps to protect those dependent upon

you, and at the same time to make ‘

some provision for your own maturer
years ?

You had better consider this now
and secure an Endowment policy at
once from the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

“golid as the Continent”’

TORONTO

HOME OFFICE

CAPITAL (susscrisen) $2:500-00
CAPITAL (parp upy $1:500-000
'RESERVE FUND $1-150000

Ideal Protection

The Automatic Endowment Policy issued by
The Great-West Life provides what may well be
termed, “Ideal Protection.”

Briefly—the Policy offers an Endowment at
Ordinary Life Rates.  The Policyholder obtains the
advantages of protection at the lowest possible cost,
yet he avoid‘: the payment of lifelong premiums.
He secures the advantages of an Endowment, yet
avoids the heavy cost of the Ordinary Endowment
Policy.

Ordinary Life Rates are charged and profits are
declared each five years. These profits are held by the
Company, and accumulated at the average net rate of
interest earned—at least four per cent, being guarante-
ed. As soon as these profits, added to the reserve,
equal the face of the policy, it s paid as an Endowment.

Ask for information.
will be mailed on request.

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - -

A descriptive pamphlet

Winnipeg
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live within nine miles of his homestead on a farm of at least 80 acres solely owned an

ARE YOU HOME HUNGRY OR LAND HUNGRY?

DO YOU FIND YOURSELF CROWDED AND THE OUT-
LOOK CIRCUMSCRIBED?

HAVE YOU DECIDED TO LOOK OUT FOR ANOTHER
SITUATION WITH BETTER PROSPECTS?

Then you are invited to consider Western Canada, where you
can obtain -

A Free Farm—A Fine Home

Unlimited Opportunities and a Chance on the Ground Floor

" The land is offered free by the Canadian Government, and settlement

conditions are easy.

SYNOPSIS OF HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS.
Any person head of a family, or any male 18 years old, may homestead a quarter-section of
avail.“b1epDomln%golgxéhiens?\}Iinizbu? Saskatehewan Y Alberta. ‘The applicant must appear in pemncggtztll:
ominion Lands Agency or Sub.Agency for the distriet. Entry by proxy may be made at any agency, on
conditions, by father, mother, son, daughter, brother or sister of intending homesteader.
gears. A homesteader ma;

DUTIES—Six months’ residence upon and cultivation of the land in each of three S8 pisd by him, or by his

;’"- mother, son, daughter, brother or sister. +ar sootion siongsia s figsisstent

n certain distri h sader in good standing ma re-empt a quarter-se 3

P}:‘ice, $3.00 per acrg. th)gtiegfﬁsggrggiée six months ln%ach}:)F six years from date of homexlstead entry (including

the time required to earn homestead patent) and cultivate 80 acres 0 homestead or pre-emption.

b “A homesteader who has exhausted his homestead right and cannot obtain & pre-emption may takea purchased

Omestead in certain districts, Price, $3.00 per acre. itk o

DUTIES—Must reside six months in each of three years, cultivate fifty acres and erect a house wo! $300.00.
Full particulars will be sent free of charge on application to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, - - ouawa, Canada

—
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HE DELICIOUS FRESHNESS, flavor and toothsomeness of E.D.

I Smith’s Fruit Jams, Jellies and Preserves are the qualities which
make them recognized as PUKEST and BEST in the world.

Only per‘ectly matured, selected fruit used—pickedifresh from the
fields and orchards, and cooked by improved methods to retain the

natural flavor.

Remember: E D. Smith's Jams are the Standard for Quality.

This Trade Mark is the Sure Proof | A for E. D. SMITH'S Fruit P
of HONEST GOODS and the | g Jams, Jellies, Preseeves and,,

Guarantee of Absolute PURITY. Marmalade. R
for the Trade Mark | K Don’t Risk Substitutes E

s







From a photograph

THE ‘‘OLD DUTCH CHURCH,"’

SCARBORO'
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THE INTERGLACIAL BEDS AT
TORONTO

BY PROFESSOR A. P. COLEMAN,
DEPARTMENT OF GEOLOGY, UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO

ORONTO is not often accused of
undervaluing its advantages, and
yet it never prides itself on its most
unique and interesting possession—its
interglacial formation. The ‘‘Toronto
Formation,’’ as it has been called, is
certainly the most important deposit
of its kind in America, and perhaps
in the world. Famous geologists have
made pilgrimages to it, and its bear-
ing on geological theories has been
discussed in foreign scientific journals.
It should be worth while, then, for
Canadians to know something of the
wonderful chapter of the world’s his-
tory recorded in the Don Valley and
at Scarboro’ Heights.

Everyone knows that Canada was
covered some thousands of years ago
with a great ice sheet a mile or more
thick, which left behind it boulder
clay and moraines as evidence of its
work. Not so many are aware that
there were at least two ice ages, with
an ‘‘interglacial’”” period between,
when the climate was warmer than it
is now. The best proof of this is
found along the Don Valley, particu-
larly at Davies’ brickyard, to the
north-east of Toronto.

Resting on the solid rock at the

a1 -

brickyard one finds a few feet of boul-
der clay with many kinds of stones,
some of them brought by the ice from
100 miles or more to the north-east.
Nothing but glacier ice could have
transported these blocks of granite
and greenstone, so we may be per-
fectly sure that ice covered the region
when this boulder clay was laid down.

Above it there is stratified clay,
sand and gravel, evidently deposited
in a lake sixty feet higher than now.
Finally a second sheet of boulder clay
covers the lake beds just mentioned,
proving that they are interglacial.

With a little trouble-a great many
kinds of shells ¢can be picked out of
the beds of sand and clay, some of
them large clam shells (unios) that
usually go to pieces in your fingers.
By very careful handling they may
be got home, where shellac dissolved
in aleohol judiciously used will make
them firm and solid. We have more
than forty kinds of shells from these
beds in the University collection, in-
cluding nearly a dozen that do not
live in Lake Ontario, and four that
are not found in Canada at all, but
live in the Mississippi.

Wood also is found in the inter-
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glacial beds in the form of branches
and even whole tree trunks, greatly
flattened by the load of thousands of
feet of ice which afterwards covered
the region. (Certain clay beds are
crowded with leaves, and by splitting
the clay patiently hundreds of more
or less perfect ones have been got out.
Professor Penhallow, the pal@obot-
anist, has determined about forty
plants from the Don, thirty-two or
thirty-three of them trees. At least
two of the trees are new, or rather
old, species of maple, which he has
named Acer pleistocenicum and Acer
torontonensis. These two maples are
unknown outside the Don Valley.
Only one or two land animals have
been recorded from the Don ex-
posures ; but bones, horns, and parts
of tusks have been found in inter-
glacial gravel beds of the same age
near Christie and Shaw Streets in the
north-western part of Toronto.

ACER PLEISTOCENICUM-—AN EXTINCT MAPLE FROM THE
INTERGLACIAL BEDS, DON VALLEY

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Supposing that by means of a *‘time
machine’’ we could transport our-
selves back 50,000 years or more, to
the shore of the-interglacial Lake On-
tario, what should we see ?

Where Toronto now is there was a
broad bay reaching miles to the north
with one shore not far from Weston
and the other out of sight to the east.
A great river flowed in from the north,
draining the upper lakes, for Niagara
did not yet exist.

Much of the shore was covered with
a splendid forest growth of oak and
elm and maple and basswood, with
dozens of other trees. Wild plums
ripened in the summer heat and hick-
ory nuts dropped from the trees in

the fall. There were pawpaws and
osage oranges with the other trees,

and the forest was like that of Ohio
or Central New York rather than that
of the present Don Valley; but a few
of the trees were different from any
now living in the same region.

In some open space a herd
of buffalo might be seen
grazing ; and a magnificent
deer, as large as a moose,
but with head erect, made
1ts way down to the bay to
drink. It was cervalces
americanus, an animal like
the Trish elk.

A crashing of branches
would give warning that a
herd of elephants, mam-
moths or mastadons, were
on their way to the shore:
huge and hairy creatures,
with tusks differently shaped
from those of modern ele-
phants. No doubt there
were plenty of other ani-
mals, but remains of the
three mentioned and a sin-
gle horn of a caribou are all
the records that have been
found up to the present.

Was man himself a dwel-
ler onthelake shore? Prob-
ably not, since no trace of
human work has been found,
unless bits of charcoal from
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the interglacial beds at the brickyard
mean a fire-place. Man is the only
animal that uses fire, but no doubt
forest fires were started by lightning
or perhaps in other ways long before
man the destroyer began his devasta-
tion.

How long the Don stage lasted no
one knows, but long enough for a
river to cut its bed fourteen feet into
the rock, and for slow growing trees
to spread north beyond the southern
edge of the ice, and for several gen-
erations of great trees to live and die
on the ‘lake shore, for we find trunks
at various levels through forty feet
of interglacial beds.

At the end of the Don stage the
Scarboro’ beds began to be deposited
in the deepening lake. The great
river from the north brought down
mud and silt and moss and leaves,
which were spread out on the lake
bottom for a breadth of twenty-five
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AN EXTINCT MAPLE FROM THE INTERGLACIAL BEDS, DON VALLEY

miles, and reached a thickness of
nearly a hundred feet along the pres-
ent Scarboro’ Cliffs,

Meantime the climate grew a little
cooler, for in certain peaty beds in the
clay leaves of spruce and cedar and
willow and huckleberry have been
found, and there is no more hint of
the splendid Don forest. Along with
the moss and leaves and bits of bark
in the peaty layers there are beetles’
wings, which can be picked out with
a lens after washing away the clay.

Doctor Scudder, of Harvard, has
named seventy-two species from

these fragments, only two of them
still living; and he thinks their rela-
tions to present beetles imply a

climate not quite so warm as the
present.

As the lake deepened the broad
delta was built higher and hicher,

sand being laid down for the last fifty
or sixty feet, as shown at Scarboro’.



INTERGLACIAL SANDPIT NEAR SHAW STREET, TORONTO, WHERE BONES AND TUSKS OF MAMMOTH
AND HORNS OF DEER HAVE BEEN FOUND
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THE INTERGLACIAL BEDS AT TORONTO

Finally the rise of water stopped at a
height of 150 feet above the present
Lake Ontario.

Then came a startling change. The
interglacial lake was drained till it
stood much below the present water

level ; and rivers began to cut valleys
in the wide delta, now dry land. The
best known of the river valleys was
afterwards filled in with boulder clay

when the second ice sheet invaded
the region, and since boulder clay
stands the weather better than the
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before the Canadian Institute was the
first recognition of the importance of
interglacial intervals in America.

During later years shells and wood
and leaves were found by Mr. Towns-
end and others in the Don Valley, and
about fifteen years ago I made a large
collection of the fossils, and worked
out the astonishing history briefly
outlined in this article.

The succession of events gives one
much to ponder over. Glacier ice
more than a mile thick blotted out the
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EXTINCT BEETLES FROM INTERGLACIAL BEDS, SCARBORO' HEIGHTS

softer delta materials, we find the
“"Dutch Church’ carved in it as a
monument to this strange bit of his-
tory (see frontispiece). The Dutch
church, with its tower and buttresses,
stands in the middle of the fossil river
valley, and marks the end of the
interglacial period.

The real meaning of the grand Scar-
boro’ section was discovered by Doc-
tor G. J. Hinde more than thirty
years ago, while he was a citizen of
Toronto, and his paper on the subject

whole Province for thousands of years,
and blizzards raged summer and win-
ter as they now do in the Antarctic
ice fields. Then after a long interval,
we find the green gloom of a forest,
including trees of a more southern
type than now live on the north shore
of Lake Ontario, trees that mean a
sultry summer with the thermometer
reaching 90° or 100° in the shade. The
slow melting of the vast ice sheet,
and the equally slow change from
Arctic to warm temperate conditions
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have left no record in the Toronto
formation.

Afterwards a gradual cooling of the
climate went on, till Labrador was
once more heaped with ice creeping
irresistibly outwards, overwhelming
forests, burying mountains and val-
leys, filling up lake basing, until once
more the white desert covered Can-
ada with its perpetual snow.

At present there is no permanent
ice in Labrador nor elsewhere in Can-
ada except on high mountains. Are
we now living in an interglacial
period ? 'Will the ice terror once more
crawl down upon us from Labrador,
this time wiping out farms and
orchards and cities? Who knows?
The ice has already covered Fastern
Canada twice; why may it not come
a third time ?

It is likely, however, that our
climate is still on the slow upgrade,
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the retreat of mountain glaciers all
over the world suggesting a general
rise of temperature. I have estimat-
ed that the Toronto interglacial period
lasted at least 50,000 years, and per-
haps more than 100,000, and we have
covered not more than a third of that
time since the last ice sheet disap-
peared. We may hope then that there
are some tens of thousands of years
before us in which to buy and sell
and build railways and Dreadnoughts
and airships, before the white death
passes over the land again. Iong be-
fore that we shall have exhausted our
stores of fuels and of metals, and civi-
lisation may have drifted back to the
crowded cultivation of a worn-out soil
under conditions like those of India or
of China. Another ice age may be
needed to renew and refresh the
earth for a better race than ours has
yet been.

GIFTS

By FLORENCE CALNON

I thank Thee, God, that thou hast given me
This gift supreme, the love of one most fair;

One fair of soul, who breathes the higher air.

And with Thy gift,—what blessed harmony

Of long, sweet hours in all the years to be;

And tender comradeship, so simple, rare;

The years shall bring no grief too great to bear,

So kind, so deep, love’s sacred sympathy.

I thank Thee for the peace in dear, gray eyes;

For every hour Love consecrates his own;
Each kiss, and each caress, these gifts of Thine.
I thank Thee for the thoughts that bade me rise
To seek the sun-sweet paths my ways have known.
My whole life thanks Thee for Thy gifts benign.




THE CONSERVATION OF
NATURAL RESOURCES

BY ELIHU STEWART

THE Government of a young coun-
try like Canada, which possesses
natural resources, has great responsi-
bilities thrust upon it beyond what
many economists have contended was
the sole function of government, viz.,
the protection of life and property.

Here we have a vast estate, the
property of the nation, and of which
the Government is the sole trustee,
and it should be the aim of the latter
to administer this estate so that it
will be made to yield the greatest
possible benefit to the people as a
whole, not merely of this generation
but of succeeding ones as well.

It is unnecessary to dwell at any
length on the great natural resources
of Canada. We have here half a con-
tinent almost in its virgin state, where
the wealth of its mines has as yet
scarcely been touched ; where its fish-
eries are still in their infancy; where
ite agricultural lands are greater than
we know ; where its forests need only
protection and proper management to
render its future position assured, ass
among the first countries of the
world, for the production of those
woods most sought after for general
use. Associated with the latter and
dependent on its preservation we have
water-powers unexcelled, which will
be more and more utilised as fuel de-
creases.

When we reflect on these free gifts
of nature bestowed with such a lavish
hand on the people, it must be evi-
dent that no Canadian boy need envy
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the inheritor of an old world estate,
for he possesses a greater, which only
requires careful management to bring
him untold wealth,

As with all other gifts, there comes
also responsibility ; the same responsi-
bility that rests on the individual who
has inherited an estate, to so admin-
ister it, that, while using it for his
own benefit during his term of exist-
ence, he shall hand it down to his
successors as unencumbered as he re-
ceived it.

With these considerations before us
I think every patriotic citizen will be
glad to know that within a short time
a permanent commission will be con-
vened to consider the conservation and
management of the various natural
resources of the country. Pity it is
that such action has been so long de-
layed.

The questions that will come within
the purview of this commission are so
comprehensive as to be almost be-
wildering, and in what manner and
to what extent it is to deal with them
will be its first duty.

It must be remembered that most
of the questions that will receive con-
sideration are at present dealt with
and administered by different depart-
ments of the Federal and Provincial
Governments.

The Federal and Provincial Depart-
ments of Agriculture have had
relegated to them the agricultural in-
terests so far as it is thought wise
that the Government should go in
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aiding that interest. The fisheries are
under departments that are working
diligently for the benefit of the public
in their respective spheres. The min-
ing departments give their attention
to the minerals of the country. The
Federal Department of the Interior
and the Department of Crown Lands
in several of the Provinces exercise
authority over the lands and forests
of the public domain, and so on for
others that need not be named. Such
being the case, it may be asked
whether there is need for such a com-
mission and, if so, what should be its
functions ?

It is to these questions that I
propose to direct attention.

In the first place, I think such a
commission can be of immense public
benefit, not as an administrative body
but as an advisory council. It would
be impracticable to centralise these
departments. They are at present
carrying on the work assigned to them,
generally in a satisfactory manner, but
there is an immense field for such a
commiesion in advising extensions and
improvements in the work of these
several branches of administrative gov-
ernment, and, perhaps in some cases,
in recommending further divisions on
the one hand or combinations on the
other, and even in the creation of new
branches where the public interest de-
mands it,

It may be said that the heads of
these departments, or branches there-
of, would be competent to advise on
these matters, but any one familiar
with the public service will perceive
the difficulties in the way. For in-
stance, if the official head of any of
these departments or branches pro-
poses to make his office more import-
ant he lays himself open to the
imputation that he is seeking personal
advancement, whereas an independent
body such as this commission, after
becoming familiar with the work done
and required to be done, will be in a
position to advise changes where
necessary without such motives being
attributed in any way at all to them.
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I do not propose to discuss amy
changes or improvements in any of
these branches except in the one with
which I am familiar, namely, that of
forestry, and in doing o I must ask
the indulgence of the reader for re-
ferring to the organisation and carry-
ing on of the work when I had charge
of the service and perhaps to certain
personal references that are necessany
to an understanding of the conditions
under which we laboured for several
years, with, I must say, a rather
indifferent public on whom we had te
depend for support. I rejoice, how-
ever, to say that it was gratifying te
find that the public throughout the
Dominion were only passive because
their attention had not been directed
to the absolute necessity for immedi-
ate action.

In starting the work two objects
were placed in the forefront. These
were the preservation and proper
utilisation of our existing forests se
far as we had jurisdiction, and the
encouragement of tree planting on our
Western prairies.

It was found that it would be rather
difficult for the Government, anxious
as they might be, to do much in either
direction unless they had behind them
the public sentiment of the country,
and the Canadian Forestry Associa-
tion was formed with the aim of
awaking the public to a realisation of
the necessity of vigorous action in this
regard. Very largely through its in-
fluence, a very healthy public opinion
bas been created, until now there
comes a demand from every section
of the Dominion that even greater ef-
forts than heretofore should be made
in this connection. In fact, recent
discussions in Parliament show that,
while expenditures in other directiong
are frequently criticised, the appre-
priations for forestry are welcomed by
all parties, and if criticism is made at
all it is generally on the ground that
we are not going far enough in this
direction.

But T want to come at once to the
point and to state what advances in
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my opinion should be made in the
Federal forestry service.

I recognise the limitations that exist
ewing to the older Provinces having
control of their public lands Most
of these Provinces are now wisely tak-
ing steps to a more rational manage-
ment of their woods and forests, but
In my opinion these Provinee:. would
welcome assistance being given them
in certain directions in the same way
as the agricultural department assists
the farming community in the indi-
vidual Provinces. Take, for example,
the education of the public on forestry
lines and the prevention where pos-
sible of the invasion of insect pests
from outside sources. It is well known
that by the invasion of the larch
saw-fly from the State of Maine sev-
eral years ago our tamarac treee
throughout a vast area have been
practically all killed and, from this
alone, this country has lost millions
of dollars. It may have been impos-
sible to prevent the spread of its
ravages, but so far as I am aware no
attempt was made. Again, the Federal
forestry office should be able to furnish
statistics in comprehensive form not
only regarding the timber production
from Dominion lands but from the
whole of Canada, with full informa-
tion regarding our trade in forest pro-
ducts with other countries. I am, of
course, aware that the latter can be
obtained from the trade and navigation
returns, but this information should
be all collected and summarised so
as to give whatever the trade
requires in very brief space. In
this connection bulleting should be is-
gued periodically containing this and
other information for which inquiries
are frequently made by foreign coun-
tries. I believe there is an oppor-
tunity now opening for the profitable
exchange of our soft woods for the
fine hardwoods of tropical countries
with which we are entering into trade
relations, and our advantages in this

respect over the countries of Northern .

Europe should be made known.
Another matter that in my opinion
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should be taken up is the question of
wood preservation by the infusion of
chemicals. At present the ‘‘tie prob-
lem’’ is becoming a serious one to our
railway companies, and it is well
within the proper scope of the For-
estry Branch to encourage scientific
and practical work looking to the pro-
longation of the life, so to speak, of
timbers used in exposed positions.

Recognising the present importance
of our timber and pulp trade with
other portions of the globe and the
possibility of ite increase, I would
favour a permanent exhibit of our for-
est products with full information
thereon at the seat of Empire, at
London, on a more comprehensive
scale than has heretofore been at-
tempted.

I would also suggest the holding of
an Imperial Forestry Congress at
London. There is no question that
such an assembly would be welcomed
and well attended, and the benefits
to our trade resulting therefrom would
be world-wide in effect. I may be
permitted to say that I had such a
gathering in mind before I left the
service and had broached the subject
to some of the leading foresters in
Great Britain and to others in the
India Forest Department.

I do not wish to be understood as
criticising the work now being done
by the Federal Forestry Branch in
any sense. The officials connected
with it are doing all that could be
expected with the means at their dis-
posal, but, viewing the question from
an independent standpoint and realis-
ing the ever-increasing importance of
the various matters to be dealt with,
I think the time has arrived when
this branch should be elevated to the
position of a bureau, with expansions
of the work in various directions.

When we consider the increasing de-
mand for wood products and the
depletion of it in 80 many countries
of the globe which in former years
were large exporters, and then recog-
nise that the eves of the world are
turned to Canada as the chief source
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of supply for the future, not only for
lumber but also for pulp-wood, of
which we have an almost inexhaust-
ible supply in our spruce forests, it
certainly is time that we should take
a foremost place among the nations
in the equipment of our forest service.

We devote worthy attention to
agriculture, to the fisheries and to the
mines, and have well-equipped depart-
ments to manage them, but to forestry
we have heretofore betsowed far less
attention than is given by some of the
petty German States whose whole
production would bear but a very
trifling comparison, indeed, with that
of Canada.

But I have only referred to the
commercial importance of our forests.
There is another function they per-
form in the economy of nature on
which the whole population is depend-
ent. Denude Canada of her forests
and the result would simply be disas-
trous to the husbandman and in time

bring about conditions such as are
observable in many parts of the old
world, where, from the destruction of
the forests, the regular water sup-
ply has been so prejudicially affected
as to transform vast areas, once as
fertile as our prairie lands, into barren
wastes.

This country, no more than any
other, can claim immunity from the
law of cause and effect, and it is not
too much to say that if the destrue-
tion of timber from forest fires that
has gone on for the past forty years
in Canada is continued for even a
shorter time in the future gimilar re-
sults will assuredly follow here in
various sections of the country.

Considering this subject in all ite
bearings, I have little doubt that the
Conservation Commission at an early
date will submit to the Government
a scheme by which increased atten-
tion will be given to the forestry divi-
sion of the public service.

YOUNG LOVE AND THE ROSE

By MARGARET O’'GRADY

The lark’s sweet note is wild and glad,
The lilting breeze a love song sings,
A gay red rose with saucy pose,
On a dancing sunbeam lightly swings.
Madly, madly swings the rose,

Young Love has come.

She knows, she knows.

The nightingale is hushed and still,

The wind-whipped leaves a requiem croon,
And a rose, pure white in the pale starlight,
Hides her face from the tender moon.

Sadly, sadly droops the rose,
Young Love is dead. She knows, she knows.




“THOU SHALT HAVE

NO OTHER

GODS”

BY WALTER I.. SAINSBURY

ARGARET DUNCAN sat outside
her log hut mending garments,
an occupation which aids rather than
hinders meditation. Now and again
her eyes would lift, and, as her fin-
gers insensibly drew the cotton
through the garments on her knees,
80 her eyes insensibly drew into the
texture of her thoughts two men who
worked and meditated in the distance.
The young woman’s mind was go-
ing over her association with these
men. She had brought them into
the valley in consequence of a dream
which promised them gold. Gold had
been found, but not in payable quan-
tities, and she wondered what their
feelings towards her actually were.
John Drinkwater, she knew, liked the
place, apart from what it might con-
tain in the shape of nuggets. He had
planted an orchard-garden and in-
tended to pioneer and settle the
valley. But his partner, Hector
Forsyth, found no such consolation.
He was after gold, and would be sat-
isfied with nothing but a golden for-
tune; and she sometimes feared that
he might harbour resentment against
her. Neither had yet said anything
to injure her feelings, and she was
sure that John never would. He was
too content. His schemes for devel-
oping the horticultural resources of
the valley thoroughly absorbed his
mind. There was no room for any-
thing else.
She mused thus for some time,
until at length the descent of the sun
221

to the mountains reminded her that
she ought to be making preparations
for the evening meal.

“Well, John,” she said, as he en-
tered the hut a half-hour later, ‘‘how
are the peaches doing?"’

“‘Fine, Margaret,’’ he replied, ‘‘and
we'll beat the universe some day.’

Forsyth came in behind his part-
ner, and she turned to him with a
smile: “And how is the gold mine,
Hector ?"’

‘“Pinched out,” he said, bitterly.
““Only a stringer after two years’ sla-
very, and now that is gone.”’

“Bah!” exclaimed John. ‘‘Throw
up the gold idea and take to the
land.”’

“Too slow, no market,”’ was the

reply.
“I mean as a speculation,” con-
tinued John, apologetically. “‘The

market’'ll be here in another five years
and we can then make such a clean-
up as has been made in several of the
Oregon valleys. The land will be
worth $100 an acre, if it will be worth
a cent. You will only have to ‘show’
people what we can do with irriga-
tion, and they will be rushing to buy.”’

““We can still do some prospecting,””
he added, in a diplomatic concession.
‘““But, in the meanwhile, let us pre-
empt all the suitable land that can
be irrigated from the creeks; and
when the favourable moment arrives
we can demonstrate to the world—
what I have already demonstrated to
my own satisfaction—that this is a
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fruit district second to none west of
the Rockies. Why, did you ever see
such fine—'" he was going on exult-
ingly—

When Forsyth broke in contemptu-
ously :

‘“John, I took you to be a miner,
not & turnip-raiser. If I had thought
you would go ‘batty’ over growing
turnips and peaches and desert the old
game, ag you are doing, I would never
have gone into partnership with you.”

““Oh, if that is how you take it,”
his partner retorted, ‘‘you can live on
canned sawdust and I'll work hour
and hour with you, prospecting.’”’

Margaret, fearing that this was the
commencement of a gerious quarrel,
left the table; which gave John an
opportunity to add: ‘‘You know as
well as I that it is different with a
woman in the camp. Something more
than rough miner's fare has to be
provided.”’

‘“Yes, apple-trees which will not
bear for another three years,’’ sneered
Forsyth. ‘‘No, my friend, it is not
gold you are after. Be a man and
confess that you are a farmer, like
your father was before you.”

John knew that he was being told
the truth, which is always unpalat-
able in such circumstances; because
it gilences the honest man, and he,
being scrupulously honest, could not
reply.

He was fully aware that he had
never felt their misfortune as keenly
as his partner. The success of the
orchard and garden, which he had
started as a serviceable pastime,
soothed the sense of his disappoint-
ment; and, as their hopes of discov-
ering rich gold deposits dwindled
daily, the pioneering instinct — de-
rived, no doubt, from his father, who
had settled on the great plains long
before the advent of a railway—came
uppermost in his mind, and he de-
-cided to embrace the sure future,
which the valley offered to the man
who would develop it.

Weeks and months went by and the

breach between them widened. For-
syth noticed, with bitterness, the
feelings of satisfaction which animat-
ed John, and a perceptible leaning of
the woman to his partner’s side in-
creased his vexation.

“Why do you take the trouble to
cultivate the land that you will have
to leave ?’’ he asked her one day, as
she was working in the garden.

““Because I like it,”’ she said.

“Or is it because John likes it ?"’
he queried.

Margaret blushed ; then became in-
dignant: ‘It is none of your business
as to whom and what I like.”

“But I like you, too,”’ he said, in
a bantering tone.

“Do you?”’ she said fiercely.
““Then, if I were you, I wouldn’t do
it any longer.”’

Forsyth was hurt.

“Why,”” he expostulated, ‘‘is my
good-will not as welcome as John's ?”’

Margaret was silent.

“I had sufficient faith in you to

follow you here,”’ he went on, “‘and
you have never heard me reproach
you, because it has led to failure. T

love you too much to—"' he was now
speaking earnestly.

‘“Stop, Mr. Forsyth,”” she gaid,
turning to leave him. ‘“‘You must
not say such things to me. I will
not hear them.”’

Thenceforth ghe
alone with him.

She had already shown some pre-
ference for John’s society and this
threw her into it more than ever.

John somehow seemed her natural
protector; she felt a reposeful confi-
dence in him; he was too strong to
be unkind; too presccupied to be
dangerous. Besides, she was not sure
that she would mind if he did become
a little fond of her.

John discerned that there was some-
thing wrong between her and his part-
ner and assumed that Forsvth had
let fall some indisereet remark, hlam-
ing her for bringing them into the
valley, which he had not serupled to
do in John’s own presence. John, for
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avoided - being
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hig part, was sorry for Margaret. She
had believed in her dream, and there
was excuse for it. The country, about
that time, was excited by a story of
the Mormons having made a great
discovery through a similar agency;
and it was not unnatural for her to
think that her dream might be a pro-
fitable one, too. It was they — two
sane, educated men — who were to
blame, if anyone was, for being as
superstitious as fifteenth century pea-
sants. Still, after all, they had found
gold, if not in wealth-producing quan-
tities; and who was to say that it was
not there in wealth-producing quanti.
tiee ? Only it was like hunting for a
needle in a haystack to discover it.
This sympathy for the woman’s
position influenced him to be very
kindly to her, and the sense of pro-
tection, which Margaret had in his
company, was, no doubt, the outcome
of this.
But Margaret did not long rest con-
tent in the sense of protection only
John was of an enthusiastic tem-
perament; he had great schemes in
his brain; and she grew to admire
him. As he opened his heart to her,
his eyes would often kindle, and she
loved to see them kindle, and, in
certain moods, she encouraged him to
tall, solely that she might indulge
her fancy for what she described as
“‘picturesque masculinity’” and see the
soul of the man flash before the win-
dows of sense. But when the mis-
chievous spirit within her tempted her
to try to excite the same expression
en her own personal account, she
reaped humiliation. John simply did
not understand, and the only response
she received was a puzzled smile.
This failure did not make a deep
impression on her at first: she was
inelined to laugh at his density; bat
later a sense of humiliation, out of all
proportion to the occasion, settled
down upon her, and the half-incredu-
lous thought ‘‘he simply does not
understand”’ echoed through her brain
Yike a refrain, to give place to a more
praetical consideration as to how he
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could be made to fully understand.

Margaret now experienced the
delicious feelings which came from
anticipation,

‘It would be splendid,”” she thought,
“to see those eyes kindle to a new
passion and to gaze down into them,
as his soul rose to a more human
stimulus.”’

But a second and more veiled at-
tempt was equally unsuccessful. John
seemed to be possessed with a fan-
aticism for practical achievement, so
strong that it brought within its al-
legiance the whole sentiment of his
nature. He could be gentle and con-
siderate as a mother; yet he could not
play up to the shuttlecock of repartee,
which has for its central theme the
eternal sex problem. Her instincts
were shocked; she encountered a
barrier, which it seemed impossible
to break down; her enthusiasm for
the valley evaporated; and she grew
as dissatisfied as Forsyth — jealous,
like him, of the attention which John
lavished on his orchard and garden.

Forsyth noticed the change in her
attitude and tried to take advantage
of it.

“I am going to pull out shortly,”
he told her.

“Are you ?"’ ghe said.

“I don’t see much use in remaining
any longer. There is no fortune for
me here. John thinks he has found
one for himself, and I am going to
leave him to his delusion.”

““But it is no delusion,’” she broke
in, emphatically. ‘‘John knows what
he is about. I will admit, however,"’
she added, in an altered tone, “‘that
he makes a kind of fetish of it. In
fact, it has degenerated into a mono-
mania beside which nothing and no
one are of any consequence.

The words were scarcely out of her
mouth before she repented of them.

“‘John’s grit,”’ she was about to
say, when Forsyth caught her up on
the point of her admission.

*‘So you practically agree with me,””
he said. “‘It is sheer madness.’

““No,”” was her emphatic reply.
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““Now, Margaret, you know you
do.”

‘“‘John has the grit to make a great
success here,”’ she persisted. ‘‘I was
merely accusing him of too much devo-
tion—not questioning his judgment.”’

“But, in your heart of hearts, you
do question it,”” he pursued. ‘‘And
you want to get out of here almost, I
venture to say, as much as I do, and
I am willing to take you away as soon
as you say ‘when’.”’

John little guessed the altered feel-
ings he aroused, as he continued to
talk of his cherished schemes. Her
sympathy with them had been the
main cohesive element, in their friend-
ship, and whatever confidences he had
given to her had been given on the
understanding that she was loyal to
his aspirations. Those aspirations
came first in his life. ‘‘The work is
the thing,”’ he would say to himself,
““and then the wife.”” The latter was
a mere detail — a nebulous contingen-
cy in the scheme of existence, de-
pendent on successful achievement.

Perhaps, if he could have discerned
Margaret’s point of view—‘‘The wife’s
the main thing and then the work’’
—he might have been suspicious of
the friendship that had grown up be-
tween them, and, probably, he would
not have lingered, as he did one even-
ing, seated on a promontory over-
looking the valley.

It was one of those rare occasions
of the year when the atmosphere hae
a certain seductiveness about it, which
softens the rudest natures and brings
upon the man of toil a delicious lassi-
tude, foreign to his general habits.

John experienced something of this.
He thought of the tranquillity, which
the landscape instilled; and there
came upon him a feeling of intimate
friendship with his surroundings—an
indefinable harmony between his inner
emotions and the life which stirred
about him — soft and caressing as
the note which nature gives as a
lullaby when she puts her children
to bed.

Neither seemed inclined to talk

freely; there was a gap in the chain
of communication or, perhaps, both
preferred to enjoy the sensation of
easy quietude.

““Maggie, I've found a name for
our settlement,’”” he said slowly, as
if casting about for something to say
to break the silence.

‘“What is it 2"’ she asked.

‘“Naramatta.’’

““Where did you get it from ?”’

“It’s Indian. It means the smile
of God.”

‘“‘How pretty!”’

‘“Yes, but I wish I could invent
another to mean the smile of Mar-
garet.”’

The young woman laughed:
“‘John’s first compliment! You know,
I believe that if you put that ingeni-
ous brain of yours to the business you
might break a woman’s heart. You
have the fancy; you only need the
will.”’

““Margaret, don’t make fun,’’ he re-
plied. “I am a serious man and
take life seriously, and you must make
allowances.”’

““Yes, John, you do take life seri-
ously,”’ she said, sighing and laughing.
“I wish you could be a little flippant
sometimes. Tt would make you—shall
I say —much more human—I mean
mortal—weak like the rest of us,”” she
laughed. ‘“You don’t mind my telling
you what I think, do you ?”’

‘“No,”” he said, lapsing into a self-
questioning mood.

“There you are again,’”’ she caught
him up. ‘‘The old serious expression.
Doesn’t your heart ever sing with the
birds ? Listen to them.’’ She raised
her finger to her ear in a mock ges-
ture of attentiveness.

John smiled; her playfulness
charmed him and the lightness of
heart, which she displayed became in-
fectious; he felt happier than he had
ever been before. -

They continued to talk aimlessly,
thought tarrying where it listed, dal-
lying now in the pleasant pastures of
reminiscence and again in the more
intimate and personal gardens of sym-

’
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pathetic feeling and wholesome repose.

Margaret was in high spirits; some-
thing told her that to-night was to be
her night of triumph; and she exulted
in every sensation that thought and
emotion could bestow. Everything
was beautiful.

‘“How gay the mountaing look!™
she said, turning to the sunset. ‘‘They
have put on gala dress in our honour.
What a pageant of colour!”

The sun was sinking in a golden
blaze. The light, summer clouds along
the horizon shone crimson ; the higher
reaches of sky paled from a warm
glow into a pearly brilliancy, while
over the mountaing the glory of the
sunset was reflected in a rich mantle
of crimson and purple, deepening,
with increasing shadow, into a sombre
majesty.

““Ten’t it wonderful!I”’ he exclaimed,
his mind carried away by her enthusi-
asm. She was more wonderful,
though, to his eyes at this moment.
“I have read of the sunset hues of
Ttalian skies, but this can scarcely be
excelled, 1 should say, even by
Italy.”’

‘“‘Alas, John,”’ she said, her voice
dropping sadly, while her eyes moist-
ened, ‘‘this will not happen for me
again.”’

‘“No,”” he said, surprised,
not ?”’

*‘T must be leaving you soon.’

John was taken aback; she had not
mentioned this before. Then, as he
suddenly realised what it would mean
to him, he burst out in passionate
protest.

“You will be lonely, T know,”’ she
said, ‘‘but you will have your work
and with those great schemes of yours
you can never be really lonely.”

Looking down towards the hut, they
could see the man who sought gold,
walking spent and crestfallen.

“Forsyth ie also going, I under-
stand,”” John remarked.

‘“Yes, he and I will probably travel
together,”” she replied. Then, cast-
ing a sympathetic glance in Forsyth’s
direction, she added, ‘‘Poor fellow, he

why
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looks as if he has had his usual luck
to-day again.”

Although not of a jealous disposi-
tion, John experienced a slight pang;
but it was immediately swept away
by a fuller appreciation of what this
woman had been and still could be
to him.

‘I ghall be terribly lonely,”’ he said,
sorrowfully. ““You will stay — say
you will stay,”” he pleaded.

The man’s soul was in his voice.
She had to use all her self-control to
withstand his entreaty. But she knew
that her happiness was at stake. Love
must assert her rightful claim above
everything.

‘“No, John, I can’t etay,”’ she said
quietly, though firmly.

‘“But you like the valley as much
as I do,”” he pursued. ‘‘You love the
life here—at least you have always
given me to understand that you did."”’

She was silent, not knowing what
to answer; and she gazed out over
the landscape, as if seeking inspira-
tion,

Her eyes fell upon the scene, where
her strange rival was nestling beneath
a pall of gathering mist, and she
seemed to hear it say, warningly:
“Thou shalt have no other gods be-
fore me.”

This fancy quickened her will and
she answered again, determinedly: “‘T
will not live here.”

““Then, Maggie, I shall go too,”” he
cried.

‘“No, you must stay,’”’ she said.
“You have gone too far to go back.
Forsyth and T will be giving up noth-
ing in going; you would be surrender-
ing everything.”’

She bad brought the matter down
to the vital issue. The allusion to
his schemes made an instant impres-
<ion, like a shock; he hesitated ; then,
throwing off the impression, he add-
ed doggedly: ‘T will not stay, if you
go. My life here would be unbear-
able.”’

She had triumphed.

Passionate and endearing words be-
gan to flow from his lips.



226 THE OANADIAN MAGAZINE

To assure herself—to hear it from
bis own lips—she said, disengaging
herself from his embrace, ‘‘You love
me above everything, John ?”’

“Yes, above everything."
was no hesitancy now.

““So be it then,” ghe said, content-
edly; and, as she spoke, Forsyth left
the hut and came towards them.

There

There was nothing for Johm to do
now but prepare to leave the valley.
They could not go immediately ; be-
cause Forsyth had some equipment to
bring in from the hills, where he had
been prospecting. There was, there-
fore, an interval of waiting.

Margaret now began to repent of
her triumph. A change had come
over her lover which was both exas-
perating to her vanity and boded no
good to their future welfare. She had
no fault to find with his devotion.
He was, if anything, too devoted. It
was a change of spirit, rather than of
manner. He was not the man she
had coveted and won. There was
something lacking. At first gshe was
puzzled as to what it was. Events
soon revealed it to her.

One day, unnoticed by him, she
érept up to his chair; and, looking
over his shoulder, saw that he was
studying a set of plans. They were
crude, but she grasped the purport of
them. She had noticed his prepar-
ing something of the kind.

““All this must go,”” he said to him-
self. ““Not one in a thousand would
have been able to set it on foot. Yet
I could have done it—it seemed my
work."”’ -

He was about to set a match to it,
when Margaret caught his arm and
said: ‘“No, let me have them.”

He did so, remarking moodily: ““It
is like carrying about the dead to keep
such things.””

Margaret immediately realised what
she missed in her lover. It was the
old spirit of high endeavour.

A misgiving now entered her mind.
She feared that if she still kept him
to his promise to take her away, she

would be commibting & crime againgt
him and not only him but a vague,
pervading essence, which called and
called and called. She had heard it
herself, when much alone—the call of
these great uplands and lowlands for
the caress of civilisation and the
yearning of their gilences for the com-
fort of human speech.

Margaret began to feel that she had
no right to stand between him and
what might be his duty. Who knew ?
Perhaps he had been sent there for
the purpose — to answer that call.
Something more than mere money
had induced him to teke up the work,
and ought she not be proud that he
bad the courage to attempt it ?

Then she thought of him as he
might develop, with his ideas materi-
alising around him; and che saw a
glorified John, the founder and leader
of a prosperous community, stamped
with somewhat of his own inspiring
individuality.

“We will stay,” she said, giving
the plans back to him; “‘your heart
is in these schemes.”’

Her lover was slow to grasp the
new situation. Bhe had insisted se
strongly on their abandonment that
he could hardly believe his ears.

“You really mean i$,”’ he asked,
doubtingly.

““Yes, John,” ghe replied, ‘T really
mean it. You will be happier and less
restless, if you have this work to do.
I believe you have come to regard it
8s a sort of mission, and it is always
dangerous for anyone to stand be-
tween a man and what he believes te
be his mission. Men with missions
are like geriously-minded women. A
seriously-minded wife spares not her-
self in the fulfilment of what she
regards as her mission. A mission.
haunted man spares not himeelf or
anyone else,’’ she continued, as ghe
smiled meaningly, “‘in the fulfilmeng
of what he regards as his destiny.
Perhaps he is right in doing 80, but
what possibilities for conflict thers
are, supposing the seriously-minded
woman and the mission-haunted man

.
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should come together and their indi-
vidual aims should not have equal
opportunities for fulfilment!’”

John did not follow her last re-
wark; he was thinking of something
eme. He did not even notice that hig
partner had returned and was already
beokoning Margaret out into the
shadows of the pines.

£

The new situation interested For-
syth. He divined disaster. ‘‘John
will overdo his crank,’”’ he told him-
self, “‘and Margaret will be glad of
an opportunity to escape under any
conditions. 1 will wait.”’

From the hour that Margaret gave
him back his plans, the old familiar
spirit re-asserted itself. At first she
did not notice it; she was so pleased
to see him hopeful and happy. But
as the days wore on she felt that he
drew away from her, that hie work got
an increasing hold upon him. There
was something within him that seemed
positively jealous of the time he spent
in her company.

Yet she did not complain; she pre-
ferred to endure, hoping for a re-
ackion, which would concede to her
the place she claimed in his life.

She was not without her old feel-
ing of jealousy, but this she fought
down with the whole effort of her will.
She resolved to keep in sympathy
with him, if she could, even by loving
her own rival, and she tried to out-
bid him in enthusiasm. But it was
all to no purpose.

Bhe grew lonely, terribly lonely.
There was no one to relieve her of the
burden of her own thoughts; her emo-
tions exhausted her; and she carried
her love about with her, feeling the
dead weight of its load, without any-
one to share it with her.

Until, at last, tortured and desper-
ate, she resolved to re-try the old
issue : her love against his passion for
personal achievement,

John had brief spells of his old
tenderness, especially when his en-
thusiasm wore out his strength. Tt
was as though he came to her for
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recuperation. She chose one of these
occasions. The scene was the scene
of her original triumph. This asso-
ciation appealed to her, and she
thought it must appeal to him
likewise.

"‘John, dear,”’ ghe said, patheti-
cally, ‘“do you know this place
torments me ? I feel that I shall go
mad here. I must go away.”

Her lover said nothing; he was
puzzled and alarmed.

“I know that I am fickle and
weak,”’ she continued, “‘but I felt
that night, when I made you promise
to take me away, that I could never
be happy here, and I feel it all the
more strongly now.”’

John decided to treat it as a passing
weakness which a little buoyancy on
his part would help to dissipate.

““Cheer up, Maggie,"" he said, plac-
ing his arm around her; “it is not
as bad as that. I know you must be
lonely without any woman compan-
ionship. But in a year or two all
that will be changed. Why, that little
stretch of land over there,”” he said,
pointing to a long bench of land, ““will
support fifty families, when we have
got the water on it; and I mean to
get it under irrigation this fall, ready
for any settlers who may come
along."”

‘“‘No, John,' ghe replied, ‘““all the
society in the world will not make me
happy here. You eaid, you remems-
ber, that you loved me above every-
thing, and,” she added, falteringly,
“you will think me the vietim of
strange fancies, T know, but somehow
I do not believe you can love me
above everything as long as we are
here.”’

“You know I love you, Maggie,"’
he protested.

“Yes, John,”” she said; “‘but T want
to be supreme in your affections. and
T feel that T never can be. T am
humiliated.’’

Her lover was worried and beoan to
fear that he could never be at rest
with this new responsibility he had
undertaken. She was so exacting.
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“Must I always be declaring my
love ?”’ he asked.

“You would rather that I left you 2
she parried.

“No,”” replied John, alarmed; ‘I
would not have you leave me for the
world.”’

““Substitute ‘for the valley,” John,”’
she said; ‘“‘that is nearer to your
heart.”’

“For the valley, then,”
tered, unconvincingly.

“Still, I feel that I must go,”’ she
went on. “‘I do not ask you to come.
I have no right to expect you to sac-
rifice the future that awaits you here;
and, besides, I think you ought to
stay; you would never be satisfied
anywhere else.’’

“You need a change, Maggie,” he
suggested. “‘William is going to the
Klondike. Go with him to the coast.
I’ll join you there in a month or two;
we will be married; and when you
feel more at rest, we will return to-
gether and make our home here.”

“No,”” she said, wearily, “I am
afraid that it is a question of whether
you will have me or this valley. I
shall never come here again when I
once leave it.”

John sat silent, pondering awhile.
He was on the horns of a dilemma.
He did not want to give up the
woman and he was at loath to give
" up his cherished schemes.

“You do not realise what you ask
me to give up,”” he said, at last. ““You
ask me to surrender your future wel-
fare and our mutual happiness. Tt is
& husband’s duty to provide for his
wife, and wives do not usually place
any limitations on the means whereby
their husbands shall provide for them
—save only that the means shall be
honest and honourable and, in many
cases, even such limitations are not
imposed. You find fault with the
place T choose for our home and you
have some rights in that regard, but
I am afraid that the grounds of your
objections are none too rational, Mag-
gie. T want to make you happy and
I am confident that we can be happy

he mut-
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here, if you will only bring your will
to it.”’

“Must we will to be happy 2’ she
interjected.

““Happiness is as much a matter of
the will as anything,”” he replied.
“You can let your fancies wander
butterfly fashion, and you will never
be content or at peace. You will have
acquired a vagrancy that will demand
continued unvolitional movement to
keep you satisfied; and, when there
comes an end of such vagrancy, as
come there must some day, you will
pass the remainder of your life in
chafing discontent. Try to put up
with the homely happiness which this
valley will afford. It does not need
a prophet to foresee what should
await us here,”” he proceeded, with
rising eloquence. ‘‘There is room in
this valley for a thousand cultivators

and more. They will be our child-
ren, Maggie. We shall have brought
them here. They will look to me as

their leader in practical affairs, and to
you, if you rise to your responsibili-
ties, as their leader in social matters.
These barren ridges around us will
take on an unaccustomed softness.
For wild grass, there will be clover:
for pine and poplar, orchards and vine-
yards; cattle will graze where coyotes
now prowl; there will be lawns and
flower-gardens and beauty for barren-
ness; for silence, there will be laugh-
ter and song; for darkness, the
twinkling of homely lights. Children
will play in our pastures, and their
baby eyes will be filled with the won-
der of our great mountains. And, who
knows ? perhaps even these shall find
a corner in the literature and art of
the world. You led into this valley
two humble fortune-seekers. There is
still another realm into which you
may lead the way — the realm of
social and domestic discovery, where
the fruits are perennial and the de-
velopments are everlasting; for that
which is once won from the enemiea
of established social life is rarely lost.
Let us go hand-in-hand to our glori-
ous destiny,”” he said, with a gesture,
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as though he would lead her back
into the valley.

But she did not surrender her hand.
She was fascinated ; yet she could not
concede her desire for supremacy and
accept union under the banner of his
aspirations.

Suddenly her mind was made up.
She would not stay ; but John should,
She feared to take him with her.

“No more argument, John,” ghe
said, firmly. ““The path before me is
plain. We must part.”

John felt staggered. ‘“‘No,”’ he
cried, recklessly, ““T go with you.”

She placed her arm on his shoul-
der, in a wave of overwhelming
tenderness.

She had at last fathomed the
peculiar case of her lover and knew
that, whatever her sacrifice would be.
he would have to suffer too.

‘“No, dear, T will not permit it,”’
she said. ‘‘Your destiny is here. You
are a man whom to divide is to de-
stroy. There are some workers in the
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human hive who are workers and
workers only. That is their vocation,
The world has no other fitting place
for them. As husbands they would
be failures. At least, they must not
turn back even for the sake of a
woman. Perhaps, gome day, when
you have done your great work, we
may meet again. Who knows ? But
I expect that it will not be until we
have each fulfilled our individual mis-
sions and crossed the Great Divide."

John sat with bowed head, uncon-
scious of the flight of time, and, when
at length he looked up, he saw, sil-
houetted against the skyline of the
nearest hill, the figure of the woman
he had tried to love above everything
else, and beside her walked his
partner,

“Who knows? Perhaps we may
meet, again,” whispered the satyr of
delusive hope.

And out of the void came, in re-
sponsive laughter: ““Across the Great
Divide."”

TO E. M. YEOMAN

By JOHN MORTIMER

The dreamlight and the daylight
Break not thy slumbers now,

Where the pure white ‘‘Rose of Canada’’
Blooms o’er thy gentle brow.

No more thou'lt wield a glowing pen
Here in our clayey guise;

Thou art gone to prove thy timid hope
Of ““mansions in the skies.”’

But who shall fill thy vacant place ?
Oh, whom shall Genius find
To bear thy marvellous toreh aloft
And bid us be resigned ?



WESTERN POLITICAL DOMINANCE

BY ARTHUR R. FORD

[ILL; the political control of Can-

ada in the future be west of

the Great Lakes? This is a subject

of more than speculative interest. It

is a practical political problem which

is already beginning to disturb the

minds of public men, particularly
from the Maritime Provinces.

If the development of the West
continues on the same scale and if
the remarkable increase in population
keeps up for the next two decades as
it has for the past ten years, there
will be found as large if not a larger
population west of the head of the
Great Lakes than east of it. It has
been predicted that by the time the
census of 1981 is taken, if not be-
fore, there will be more people in
Western Canada than in Eastern.

At the present time the West has
thirty-five members in the Dominion
House, divided by Provinces as fol-
lows : Manitoba, 10; Saskatchewan,
10; Alberta, 7; Britich Columbia, 7,
and the Yukon, 1. The re-distribu-
tion bill which will follow the census
of 1911 and will probably come before
the next election, will add from fif-
teen to twenty-five members to the
West’s representation.

The following table shows the popu-
lation of the Dominion by Provinces in
1891 and 1901:

1801 1901
Prince Edward Island.......... 109.078 103.289
Nova Seotia. ... ., ... 430398  459.574
New Brunswick, 321.263 831120

2114391 2182 047
. 1458535 1648.898

Manitoba: .. i e 152,206 255 211
Baskatchewan.,,. . ............. —— 91.279
ATberbe 50 S —_— 73.022

new Provinces of Alberta and Sas-
katchewan, & special census of the
three Prairie Provinces was taken.
The population was set down as fol-
lows :

Mantfoba .0 365,688
Saskatchewan ..... 257,768
Alborte ot L 185,412

By 1911 at a conservative estimate
Manitoba’s population will likely be
475,000 ; Saskatchewan’s 400,000, and
Alberta’s 825,000. In all probability
the figures will be above rather than
below this estimate. By the British
North American Act, Quebec with -
sixty-five members was made the
basis of representation, so that the
West should have at least from fifteen
to twenty-five more memberg in the
next Parliament.

It is a pertinent and practical
question to ask then, What will the
change in the centre of our political
equilibrium mean to the future of
Canada ? If the West is to be dom-

inant, what will its influence be? .

What will be the effect upon Canadian
politics ?  Will it force a re-alignment
of the parties? Will the influence of
the West in solving the great mora,
social, economic and administrative
questions which the Dominion must
face be for better or worse ?

What are the present political ten-
dencies of the West? The mogt
noticeable movement is probably the
strong sentiment in favour of muni-
cipal and Government ownership of
public utilities. Manitoba, Saskat.
chewan and Alberta, for instance, now
own their telephone eystems. Mani.
toba bought out the Bell plant early

it
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in 1008, and already she $wo sister
Prairie Provinces have followed suit.
It is the biggest experiment in gov-
ernment ownership on the continent.

Winnipeg at the present time has
m hand one of the most ambitious
municipal ownership schemes in
America—the construction of an enor.
mous power plans. The same trend
is to be seen in nearly every muni-
cipality in the West. The farmers of
the West are persistent advocates of
government ownership. They are
agitating at present for a government-
owned system of elevators. A for-
midable petition signed by 82,000
farmers was presented $o the Federal
Government during the past session.
Public ownership is a popular ery
throughout the Weet; it is & senti-
ment that cannot be ignored by the
party leaders of the future.

There is undoubtedly also a strong
feeling in the West in favour of low
tariff. Nearly all the Western Con-
scrvative members in the Dominicn
House are advocates at least of lower
duties on agricultural iraplements and
the necessities of life and living for
the Wes$, while there is an influential
fection of the Liberal party which
would like to see free trade. Both
Western Liberals and Conservatives
will go further than their party in the
East in regard to lowering the tariff.
The Western people are great con-
sumers of manufactured products.
High prices and expeneive living is a
problem every houscholder there has
to wrestle with. Why, he asks, shou!d
he be taxed to benefit, perforce, East-
ern manufacturers ? This feeling for
lower tariff is bound to have an effect
on the parties in formulating their
policies for the future.

Is there likely to be more political
independence in the Weet than in the
East? Tt has not possibly shown it-
self in a striking manner in the past,
but the elements at least are present
which should make for independence
in thought and action. The settlers
of the West might be divided into six
elusses: There are the old timers, the

Eastern Canadian settlers ; the old
country immigrants, the Americans,
the immigrants from Germany, Scan-
dinavia and Iceland, and the new-
comers from Eastern Europe.

The old-timers, those who were in
the West in the boom days of the
eighties, are not strong numerically,
though an influential section. How-
ever, they can scarcely be regarded
as & dominating or powerful political
factor. The settlers from the Rast
oonsist principally of young men, who
are not tied down by Eastern customs
or babits of thought. Party shibbo-
lethe do not bind them. As for the
old countryman, he is traditionally
mndependent in politics, as English
history has time and again demon-
strated. He is always ready to shift
his vote and is proving a strong fac-
tor towards Western political inde-
pendenoe. The American settler hag
no political affiliation ; he has not been
born s “Tory” or a ‘‘Grit.”” There
is no past to which he clings. He
takes to politics, nevertheless, natur-
ally, and during the elections of the
past year in settlements where Ameri-
cans were numerous they attended
meetings in large numbers and were
always keen for information.

The Germans, Scandinavians and
Tcelanders are keen politicians. The
history of the United States bears
evidence to this fact. In Minnesota,
for instance, the Swedes contro]l the
State. In the last gubernatorial cam-
paign there were two Swedes as can-
didates. In the Manitoba Legislature
there are two Icelandic members. As
for the last class (the immigrants from
Eastern Europe), of which the Ga-
licians are the most numerous, they
form a dangerous element at present
in  Western politics. Uneducated,
knowing nothing of free institutions,
with the franchice thrust suddenly
upon them, politicians have found
them readily corruptible. TIn a third
to a half of the constituencies of the
three Prairie Provinces they are nu-
merous enough to be able to swing
any election. They are an ever-
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present temptation to politicians,
honest or dishonest, and are the ma-
terial out of which political machines
are made. It is apparent, then, that
there are the elements in the West
which should make for more political
independence, though there are dan-
gers also in the alien population if it
is not Canadianised.

Political carelessness seems (o be
one of the West’s besetting sins at
the present time. It is too much
absorbed in material development to
take as seriously as it should political
problems and questions of administra-
tion. The passing of time and the
soberness of age sghould alfer this.
With the class of settlers to be found
in the West, there is every reason to
hope that Western dominance will
mean a higher tone in public life and
a keener political conscience in pri-
vate life as well.

Fears are often expressed that the
influx of American settlers may ulti-
mately result in annexation to the
States. Every once and a while
alarmist tales of this character appear.
It would be political suicide for any
Western public man to breathe such
a sentiment. Annexation is as much

a question of the dead and buried past
in the West as in the East. The
spirit of nationality is strong in the
West. There is a feeling that we have
reached manhood’s estate and that it
is high time we assumed the duties
of manhood. A forward policy along
broad lines of nationhood is the policy
which the successful party of the fu-
ture, as far ag the West is concerned,
must adopt. Despite the heterogen.-
eous population of the Western
Provinces, there is an astonishingly
imperialistic sentiment, and any ideas
of nationhood are for nationhood
within the Empire.

The Western contingent in the
present House of Commons impressed
Parliament at their last session by
their energy, enthusiasm and optim-
ism. These are Western characteris-
tics and characteristice which are
bound to be felt in the moulding of
Canadian policies in the future. If
the West is to dominate, there is no
reason to doubt that it will mean a
continuation of British connection and
a perpetuation of British ideals of
government, while our statesmen
should be men of big ideas and of
broad vision.

WINTER IN VICTORIA

By DONALD A. FRASER

Here is no sharp extreme of biting cold ;
No deluge drear from lowering cloud outpours;
No boisterous, rasping wind his fury roars;
Nor is the land gripped in the Frost King’s hold.
The sky is blue; dull green the grassy wold;
The sable crow calls loudly as he soars
From the dark festooned fir, to where in scores
His mates the gnarled oak’s writhing arms enfold.

The rose still shows late hips of yesteryear;

The glistening holly flaunts her berries red ;
Afar, through purple mists the hills appear;

While smiles the warm, benignant sun o’erhead.
Nature’s not dead; she does but gently sleep;
List, Spring’s sweet call; the buds begin to peep.
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EDMONTON TO PRINCE RUPERT
BY HAROLD HAVENS

S the redman chased the buffalo
to the Northwest, so has the
railway followed the latter to the last
fastnesses of this continent. From
the extreme south, skirting the warm
water-edge of the gulf, the Southern
Pacific Railway turns north through
drifted dunes to find a port as far
north and as near the Orient as may
be.

Between the Southern Pacific and
the Grand Trunk Pacific many lines
find the western ocean, and all head
for the Northwest, as the longitudinal
lines converge towards the Pole.

This northerly trend of the trans-
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continental railways brings the ter-
minus of each just so much nearer
to Yokohama, which may be regarded
as the intake of the Orient,
Naturally there has been vast im-
provement in the method of railway
construction and vast improvement
in the quality of the completed work.
It does not follow necessarily that
the men of this generation are su-
perior to those of the past, but this
improvement in the quality of our
railways marks and measures the ad-
vancement we are making in all arts
and industries. Tt is already, and it
will become more and more, a matter
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of national pride that Canada is to
have the best transcontinental rail-
way linking the Atlantic and the
Pacific. Already Canada has one of
the most interesting railways in the
world, and the history of each is one
of the most interesting chapters in
the story of the conquest of this con-
tinent.

The undertaking of this second
transcontinental line, involving the
expenditure of some hundreds of mil-
lions of dollars, counting branch lines
and steamboat connections, in a
country holding only a handful of peo-
ple is attracting the attention and
commanding the admiration of all men
interested in the advancement of the
human race. Here in the far north
the hushed and what was regarded as
a  worthless  wilderness is being
opened up and turned to account.
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Vast fields in the fertile plains of the
Middle West will be made accessible
by the completion of the new road,
and mineral wealth undreamed of will
be developed by this great civiliser.

As you have asked me to write only
of the last 1,000 miles of the line,
Edmonton to the coast, T ghall not
give even a hint of the possibilities
of the line through Quebec and
through the great pulp-wood forests
and mineral lands of Northern On-
tario. Nor will T touch the scores of
new towns already located along the
line, about which a book might be
written,

We have known vaguely for many
years of the fertile pastural lands of
Grand Prairie and the wheat fields of
the far Peace River. We have heard
of the asphalt beds along the Atha-
basca and of the salt deposits in the
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far Northwest. We know about the
gold and silver, iron and coal of
Central British Columbia, but we
have heard very little of the real

wealth of this section—the fertile val-
leys, sun-kissed and silent, sleeping
between the chinook-fanned hills.
Probably the richest and most in-
teresting of the many valleys that
will be settled soon, as a result of
the construction of the transcontin-
ental line, is the Nechacho Valley.
In this country it is not necessary to
experiment. One glance at the heavy
growth of wild grass and pea-vine,
of wild berries of almost every kind,
convinces even the city bred man
that this .is an agricultural country.
The Nechacho River which flows
through the valley from west to east
is a beautiful stream averaging about
300 yards in width, which widens
here and there into considerable lakes.
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Back from the river there are many
lakes, some of them ten miles long.
The water, both in the lakes and in
the river, is pure and sweet. The
surface of the wvalley slopes gently
towards the many streams and lakes,
providing ideal drainage, and yet
nowhere can the surface be regarded
as rough.

There are many deep ravines, but
the surface of the land is generally
level and fit for cultivation. Years
ago the timber was all burned off,
and now the valley is covered with
a dense growth of small poplar in-
terspersed with spruce. There are
many open glades or meadows ready
for the plough. The Hudson's Bay
agents agree that the climate in the
Nechacho is ideal. With the excep-
tion of a few days, the thermometer
in winter ranges above zero. The
average snowfall is eighteen inches.
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coming about the first of December
and leaving the land about the first
of March. Small grain planted in
April ripens in August.

The rainfall is not only sufficient,
but it comes in the growing season
just when it is needed. Summer tem-
perature ranges from eighty-five to
one hundred degrees, but the heat is
not oppressive. The nights, as in all
this Northwest country, are cool.
After the first frost there is usually
long and delightful Indian summer
weather. The Hudson’s Bay agent
at Fort Fraser threshed last year
seventy-five bushels of oats to the
acre — threshed it or tramped it out
on the floor with the feet of horses.
Wherever a seed of red top or
timothy drops by the trail it springs
into life and shows such strength and
vigour that there could be no doubt
as to the fertility of the land. The
mineral resources of the region are

immeasurable, and the timber wealth
is great. Not far from the Nechacho
Valley a ranchman bearing the novel
name of Smith took two hundred
pounds of apples from a five-year-
old tree. Among the wild fruits that
grow here in abundance are straw-
berries, raspberries, saskatoons, high-
bosh, cranberries, wild berries and
many other varieties.

The same Mr. Smith took 225
pounds of plums from one plum tree
He grows cherries and Hubbard
squash. Potatoes do well, and corn
ripens long before the time of frost.
Rhubarb leaves are three feet wide,
and the stock thirty-two inches long
and five and one-half inches in ecir-
cumference. This valley is one of the
most wonderful sections in the won-
derful West.

The Bulkley Valley, over against
the coast range, some 200 miles in-
land from Prince Rupert, is another

PRINCE RUPERT HARBOUR
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very fertile section. The railway
travels along this valley ~for eighty
miles.

There are a number of ranchmen
already located on the Bulkley and
tributaries, and they are all happy
and prosperous. All kinds of berries
grow wild here as in the Nechacho.
Ranchman Thompson, on the Thomp-
son River, comes from Colorado, and
counts this the most delightful land
in which he has ever lived. At the
junction of the Morice River the
country is called Pleasant Valley. The
little lakes that lie up among the
hills are full of fish, and salmon run
up the Bulkley for 800 miles from
the sea. Ranchman Barrett, at Bar-
rett Lake, has 150 mules on his
ranch. The ranchmen in the Bulkley
Valley have experimented with wheat,
oats and barley as well as with many
varieties of fruit and vegetables, and
are able to produce almost anything
that grows in the splendid valleys of
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Southern  British Columbia; wild
grass and pea-vine grow high enough
to hide cattle. All along the line
from Hazelton east to the Yellowhead

mineral prospects are exceedingly
good. In fact, there is here in this

last 1,000 miles, Edmonton to Prince
Rupert, almost everything a white
man needs to make life worth living.
It will be a most interesting journey,
a few years hence, to travel over this
new territory and see again, no doubt
in a more striking manner than here-
tofore, what transformation the hand
of man can make in a territory so
lately unknown to civilisation. ~The
many thousands of people who will
go into the newest West will have
the successes and failures of Alberta
and Saskatchewan to guide them,
and it is no wild guess to predict
that in a quarter of a century from
to-day the most attractive section, the
Eden of Canada, will be British
Columbia.



THE KITTEN

THAT DID

BY LLOYD OSBOURNE

TO be young, to have plenty of

money, and to be in Paris in
June—we have always been assured
that here is the limit of human fe-
licity! Willard Esterbrooke, in pos-
session of all these advantages, tried
hard to think so, too, and fight down
a penetrating sense of exile that at-
tended his first visit to the Continent.
He had set out from the United
States with the energetic intention of
seeing all he could in eight weeks,
and had outlined an itinerary which
included all the capitals, Mont Blane,
the Rhine, Nijni-Novgorod, Beireut.
Monte Carlo, and the Austrian Tyrol.
It was a schelude so closely calculat-
ed that the loss of fifteen minutes
anywhere was likely to dislocate the
whole programme, and some of the
minor kingdoms of the earth hung, so
to speak, by a hair. A slight delay
over lunch, or a bad train connection
might entail a whole nation being cut
off in its prime, and a second cigar
could easily cost a city of five hundred
thousand souls.

But in Paris, in the full tide of all
this American vigour and determina-
tion, Esterbrooke was suddenly at-
tacked by a mysterious lethargy. The
transition from Milwaukee to the
French capital, from hard work to
idleness, from hosts of friends to utter
loneliness, left him stunned and help-
less. He wandered through the streets,
looking at the shop windows, looking
at the people—sat for hours outside of
cafés, aimlessly drinking syrup and
water, as befuddled as though every
glass held whisky. :

The Continent was disagreeing with

o :

him. He couldn’t digest Europe; it
was all so strange and wonderful and
overpowering; and next day there
would be more Europe to get away
with, with yesterday's Europe still
lying heavily upon him, and the day-
before-yesterday's below that, and—!
His plans melted into thin air. Ber-
lin, Vienna, Constantinople grew in-
conceivably remote. ‘‘The Castled
Rhine”’—this phrase from Smeaton’s
Geography had thrilled him all his life
—was further off than ever, and he
knew in his heart that he should never
see it. In fact, he wasn't seeing any-
thing—not even the Louvre or the
Luxembourg, Versailles, or the Jardin
des Plantes, or the Comédie Fran-
¢aise,

He was benumbed. When he arew
tired of walking he would sit down
and drink red syrup. When he grew
tired of drinking red syrup he would
rise and walk again. Occasionally he
took a taxicab, but his inability to
tell the driver where to go, and the
labour of caleulating French money
were wearying to the spirit. It
seemed easier to walk—to walk till
his feet ached—and then collapse at
a little table, and order syrup. Some-
times, with a great effort, he man-
aged to fire off a few post-cards to
Milwaukee with ‘‘Paris for me!” or
some other imbecility that implied
what a good time he was having. But
was he having such a good time?
He hardly knew. Yet his eyes were
never satisfied, never had enough,
were insatiably eager to see more,
more, more,

It was Fate, of course, that led
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him to take up his quarters at the
Hotel de Geneve. At the time it
seemed to be the Fosbys, whom he
had got acquainted with on the steam-
er coming over. But in the retro-
spect there was no doubt in the world
that it was Fate.

Another of the priceless advantages
of the Hotel de Geneéve was young
Adolph. He was the son of the house
—a pale, thin, angemic boy of seven-
teen, who for a supplément of ten
francs would escort young ladies to
the theatre or opera. Young Adolph
could also supply you with French
conversation at so much an hour; but
most of his time he spent in escort-
ing somebody somewhere, and pro-
tecting the little lambs of the New
World from the ravening wolves of the
Old. Some of the young ladies seemed
almost sufficiently protected by na-
ture, or at least Esterbrooke thought
so when he first gained entry into thig
American citadel, and before his pro-
motion to a corner table gave him a
sight of Her,

Her life seemed as solitary as his
own. Every morning as he ate an
immense breakfast, and thanked his
stars afresh for the Fosbys, who had
put him in the way of real coffee,
buckwheat cakes, Virginia smoked
ham, pop-overs, maple syrup, and
porterhouse, in a region where a bowl
of liquorice water and a roll was sup-
posed to be amply sufficient for any-
body from the President down. Every
morning he would watch Her, beau-
tiful and alone, toying with an egg
at the table where no friends or ac-
quaintance ever seemed to come.
Alas! how short a time it was before
she had risen and was sliding away,
while a gentleman tried to look, but
not stare, as she disappeared, not to
be seen again till the very hour of
dinner.

At dinner — precious dinner — he
could enjoy a much longer view of
Her. Tt surprised him that she took
so much pains to dress for this soli-
tary function, but she wore the pret-
tiest clothes, and an endless variety

of them, though all so quiet and in
such delicate taste that many would
not have noticed the nightly change.
Esterbrooke, who had a free-and-easy
idea of Kurope, was moved at last
to follow her example. In spite of
himself he could not but feel ashamed
and gawky when he first appeared in
evening dress, with a faultless white
waistcoat, and the parti-coloured but-
ton of the Spanish War. He knew
it Dbecame him; in Milwaukee he
dressed every night of his life; but
somehow in the wilds of Europe he
felt it made him conspicuous. The
truth was he was on edge with self-
consciousness, and so crazily in love
and so hopelessly that he was as fid-
gety as a school-girl.

But the junior partner of the Red
D Steamship Company was not one
to let grass grow under his feet. The
evident way to move forward was via
the Lutzers. Then it was astonish-
ing the fancy that he suddenly took
to Herr Lutzer. He ate dozens of
homeopathic pellets out of Frau
Lutzer’s hand (such a large, moist,
friendly hand!). He cultivated the
anemic Adolph as though he were a
long-lost, pimply brother. On the
same thorough-going principle he
bought Monsieur Paul, the head-
waiter, body and soul — whiskers,
smile, silver, watch-chain, and shuffle,
all included. Monsieur Paul, usually
so sedate, would bound at the sight
of him, and dart across the salle-a-
manger as though he were leaving a
burning building — if Esterbrooke
merely brushed away a fly or let his
gaze wander dismally away from
Her. Jules and Alphonse, too, were
galvanised with gold, and raced like
swallows—Ilarge, black, shabby, Swisg
swallows—at the merest nod of the
American ‘‘millionaire.”’

Tt iz sad to chronicle that it all
went for nothing, Herr Lutzer, while
willing to volunteer all the informa-
tion in his possession regarding Her,
was singularly obtuse as to hints of
engineering a possible acquaintance.
The American citadel had certain
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rules which had made it what it was.
If a young lady, residing alone in
the Hotel de Genéve, showed a desire
for exclusiveness, it was respected as
absolutely as though she were a
princess. She was encircled by a band
of devoted Swiss, who had made a
science of combining a steely firmness
with a silken urbanity. You might
have the friendliest talk with Herr
Lutzer about Cripple Creek; you
might swallow Frau Lutzer's pellets
all day long, and gratefully bring her
a forty-franc box of bonbons in re-
turn; you might assist Adolph in de-
veloping photographic films in a
stifling closet, and impulsively pre-
sent him with a new five by four as
a set-off to a cloudy little picture of
a certain young lady descending from
a Panbhard — but the incorruptible
Swiss remained incorruptible still, and
the sum total of all your efforts was
distinetly nil.

But it was something to know her
name. It was Hallerton—Milly Hal-
lerton—and her father was John H.
Hallerton, of Newport News. Tt
seemed that he had been unexpected-
1y called to St. Petersburg, and unex-
pectedly detained, on business which
he had regarded as settled. The Rus-
sian Government had accepted a
cruiser of his, but was showing ex-
treme unwillingness to pay for it.

John H. Hallerton! If only the
name had meant anything to him
except the Vulean Tron Works. If
only he had had the shadow of an
acquaintance with the man! But he
had barely heard of Hallerton, nor
was there a soul he knew in Newport
News. If only he could invent an
imaginary resident there; boldly place
the Fosbys, say, in that favoured
town; walk up to her with his best
manner, and persuasively remark: ‘I
beg your pardon, Miss Hallerton, but
haven’t we mutual acquaintances at
home ? The Fosbys, of Newport News,
are old friends of mine, and T trust
you will not think me taking an ex-
traordinary liberty if T venture to hope
they are also friends of yours.”
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But, no, that would be too great
an impertinence. Besides, he had

always been such a poor liar. He
would be sure to flush and stammer,
and the guardian Swiss would hustle
him off, disgraced for ever. He or-
dered a cocktail, but there was no
comfort in it. What an abhorrent so-
cial system it was where you had to
be mumbled over by a third person
before you could address the young
lady you adored. He ate his cherry
dismally, and wished he were dead.

One evening at dinner, as he ar-
ranged his New York Herald so that
he could peep over the top of it at
Her, without making a etaring cad
of himself, he was surprised by an
expression on her face that she had
never worn before. Ordinarily so de-
mure, 8o calm, so self-possessed, with
her gmall, queenly young head thrown
back in an exquisite unconsciousness
of the sixty other guests of the hotel,
she was now drooping like a lily, and
to a close observer from a corner table
there was something about her glis-
tening eyes, something in her
dispirited and poignant attitude, that
told of a strange distress. She tried
to control herself, pretended with
elaborate unconcern to eat a lamb cut-
let; but again there was a glisten in
those fine eyes, again the corners of
the pretty mouth fell in heart-breaking
anguish. Esterbrooke saw the slim,
transparent hand steal upwards, and
with a handkerchief about the size of
a—well it would have taken about
forty of them to make one of his—
yes, steal upwards, and covertly wipe
away a tear!

If ever a man was tempted to defy
the social lightning it was Esterbrooke
at that moment. It was all he could
do to stay glued to his chair, and not
bridge the gulf at three bounds, throw
himself on his knees, and eay ““‘Com-
mand me!” TIf only he had been
mumbled over he might have done it
—except for going down on his knees,
of course—but unmumbled he was
doomed to stay glued where he was,
devour partridge on toast, and com-
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port himself like a very disturbed
American gentleman behind a news-
paper. But suppose she were in some
money trouble or had been insulted
by one of those jackanape French-
men ? ‘I'he most unintroduced of
young American ladies might then
welcome a courteous fellow country-
man, nobly hastening to her rescue;
but what if it were the death of a fa-
vourite aunt or the divorce of her only
sister ?  Intrusion then would be an
outrage, and he could imagine those
lustrous brown eyes emitting sparks,
and that kissable mouth calling im-
periously for Swiss protection.

Esterbrooke rehearsed these alter-
native scenes in a fever of indecision.
It wae all very well to say to himself
that faint heart never won fair lady
—but insulting the fair lady was not
likely to win her either, and how
readily she might deem it an insult!
He kept looking at her in the hope of
being able to resolve those doubts,
and once their glances met. But
there was no pleading in hers, no ap-
peal; rather a startled expression as
though she had caught herself being
spied on by a stranger. Her head
went, up proudly, disdainfully, while
Esterbrooke cowered behind his paper,
and in humiliation thanked his stars
he had not blundered into making a
confounded ass of himself. By the
time he had got back the courage to
rise above the breastwork she was
moving past the tables and towards
the door—a slender, retreating figure
in blue, with her copper-brown hair
burnishing like dark gold beneath the
lights.

The next morning as usual she ap-
peared at breakfast, though so pale,
so altered, and her whole young face
so haggard with suffering that Ester-
brooke was struck to the heart. Again
their glances crossed, but there was
no resentment in hers this time—none
of the swift, sudden mantling of of-
fended girlhood; her eyes lingered be-
fore they fell, and it was rather shame
he read there—shame, and a curious,
indefinable shrinking.

Naturally, Esterbrooke was once
more attacked by the pangs of inde-
cision. He writhed in his chair, and
tried to nerve himself to—to— He
deliberately sought her glance again,
and again it sank before his in the
same shy shame. Was it telepathy ?
Was he being called to her side ? He
wag on the point of pushing back his
chair and daring everything, when he
was arrested by the sight of Monsieur
Paul, the head waiter, answering an
unseen signal she must have given
him. At any rate, there was Monsieur
Paul shuffling towards her, and al-
ready gazing at her egg as though he
had defined the reason of her call.
Alphonse, also with his eyes on the
egg, was skating forward over the
waxed floor. One could almost see
the words forming themselves on his
lips: ““Pardon, mademoiselle, T veel
get you anozer. So sorry, made-
moiselle. If mademoiselle will wait
I will instantly get her anozer.”

But it wasn’t the egg. It seemed
instead to be a letter—or at least a
flash of something emall and white
and square that was being confided
to Monsieur Paul.

Oh, you hypocritical head waiter!
Where did you learn that sleight-of-
hand that caused it to disappear like
a conjurer’s orange ? How glibly that
sly tongue of yours bade Alphonse
bring mademoiselle some fruit.

What if Herr Lutzer could have
seen you, you Swiss serpent in the
Hotel de Genéve Eden, lending your-
self to a clandestine correspondence ?
Monsieur Paul effaced himself defer-
entially, made a feint of raising a
window at the farther end of the
room, stopped and examined a pass-
ing tray, blew authoritatively down a
tube, abased himself before the two
Misses Sweeney and escorted them
grandly to their seats, and then,
marching through the lane of tables,
imposing and unconcerned, suddenly
flipped that little letter right down
in front of Esterbrooke’s nose !

Had it been a bombshell with a
smoking fuse the American could not

i

==
= »"!‘
i




THE KITTEN THAT DID

have been more thunderstruck. He
turned guiltily, but there was no Mon-
sieur Paul at his hand, nothing but a
broad Swiss back meandering away.
It was all he could do to open the
letter his hands were in such a
tremble. It was from Her. Good
heavens, it was from Her!

Even as he drew out the sheet he
caught a peep at her, and an agonising
shiver shot through him. She ap-
peared so composed, so completely,
so disconcertingly at ease. Had he
been deceived in her? Was she—"?
No, no, she was good; he knew she
was good; she was everything she
looked to be, even in the wickedest
city in the world, with all its traps
for the unwary. He would stake his
life that she— The small fine writing
swam a little as he read it:

“I am an American girl alone in Paris
and in terrible trouble. If you are a
gentleman and can receive this without
misjudging me or my &l\xrpose in a%peal-
ing to you, may I not beseech your help?
Please come over to my table. Remind
me of our having met on the Kaiser
Wilhelm, and if you have a spark of
humanity in you, help me, help me, help

me! “Milly Hallerton.”

Esterbrooke sprang up and strode
over to her table, hardly able to be-
lieve it was not a dream. She looked
up at him with well-feigned astonish-
ment as he blurted out: ““I beg your
pardon, but should I be presumptu-
ous in reminding you of our acquaint-
ance on the Kaiser Wilhelm coming
over? If it is not taking too great a
liberty, would you permit me to re-
sume it here in Paris? I—!"

She had risen, and was holding out
her hand.

“My dear Mr. Esterbrooke,” she
exclaimed. ““Why, of course, I should
be delighted. I have been wondering
all along how it was you had for-
gotten me.”’

Her cordiality, her warmth, her
low, modulated, caressing voice put
him in a seventh heaven. Her beauty
had only been half revealed to him
before; now, close at hand, he rea-
lised its dainty perfection—the per-
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fect oval of the face, the depths of
the swimming eyes, the classic brow,
and most captivating of all, that smile
so near to tears and yet alight with
laughter. ~ Esterbrooke laughed, too,
and somehow as he took his seat be-
side her they were already friends.

“"Now I want to talk first,”’ he
said. ‘I want to reassure you about
me. I am Willard Esterbrooke, of
Milwaukee, one of the Regents of the
State University, and Vice-President
of the Red D Steam——"’

“Oh, I could tell that in a mo-
ment,”’ she interrupted gaily. ‘‘You
needn’t give any social references. I
am willing to take you on trust.”

“Well, now that that's settled,
what are you going to do with me ?”’

Her only answer was an expression
so strained and frightened and full of
embarrassment that it seemed kinder
on his part to hurry on, and let her
learn the extent of his devotion.

‘‘Now, please,”’ he added, seriously,
I really want to help you, would be
flattered to help you. Tell me, is it
—money?"’

~NO. "

She said the words so falteringly
that he was unconvinced.

“I have a letter of credit for two
thousand pounds,” he continued,
“and except for what I've spent on
red syrup and picture post-cards of
Notre Dame and the Eiffel Tower,
and my bills here, it is practically
untouched. Every cent of it is ab
your service, and if more's needed I
will cable.””

““Aren’t you rather a reckless —
gentleman "’ The intonation she put
on the last word was so whimsical,
and accompanying it was a glance so
dazzling and full of dawning good-
will, that Esterbrooke turned dizzy
with delight. Tt was all he could do
not to volunteer his heart’s blood,
too.

‘T am here to help you,” he said.
“Be frank with me. It is money?
You've got stranded over here or
something, or overdrawn your account
at Munro's ?”’
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““No, nol”

“Has anybody dared to insult you,
or, or—?"’

She leaned her elbows on the table,
and bent over confidentially.

““And what would dear Mr. Quixote
do to him ?’’ she asked, sparklingly.

“Kick him if he’s a bounder, or
fight him if he’s a marquis.”

“Bravo!” she cried. ‘‘What a nice
headlong person you are! I'm sure
they must like you an awful lot in
Milwaukee !”’

“Some do,”” admitted Quixote,
“‘though the really important thing is
to get liked in Paris.”’

This seemed so downright that she
hastened to make a diversion by
pointing out a tall, dark man, who
was peeling a pear. ‘‘Suppose I said
he was the cause ?’’ she remarked.

This was taking him at his word
with a vengeance, but Esterbrooke
rose to the occasion. His face flushed
with a mounting anger. ‘‘Tell me all
about it,”” he exclaimed, ‘‘and then
I think you had better go before I
pull his nose and break that plate
over his head!”

“Would you really do it?”’ she
cried.

“Do it?”” roared Esterbrooke.
““He’ll never finish that pear!”

It was discountenancing to be
laughed at. Miss Hallerton went off
into peals of unextinguishable laugh-
ter.

"I was only putting you to the
test,”” she said at last, recovering her-
self with little bubbles of merriment.
‘“He’s never done me any harm. Oh,
Mr. Esterbrooke, it’s far, far, worse
than that!’

“Then, for heaven’s sake, tell me
what it is!”’ he cried, somewhat net-
tled, yet very much relieved. Getting
one’s collar torn off by a strange gen-
tleman and being separated by wait-
ers—however necessary at Beauty’s
call—was an undertaking that one
was very glad to be saved from.
“What on earth is it all about ?”’

“A kitten!”

“A kitten! A cat kitten?”’
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“Yes, a kitten.”

“Your kitten ?”’

“Nol”

““Whose kitten ?”’

“I don't know.”

“But where do I come in over this
kitten ?’’

“You’re to help me save it.”’

“Why, I can beat that, I'll buy
it!”

“It isn’t for sale.”

““Oh, there isn’t anything in Paris
that isn’t for sale.’”’

“Except that kitten.”

“Is it such a wonderful blue-blood-
ed kitten, with a silk coat, and its
own pocket handkerchief like the dogs
you see in the Bois ?”’

“No; it’s just a common ordinary,
dirty little kitten.’’

‘““And you've lost it ?”’

“No; I found it!”

““Where is it ?”’

“In a jeweller’s window in the Rue
de Quatre Bras.”

Esterbrooke looked at her, suspect-
ing some fresh imposure — possibly
another test, with another wounding
outburst at his simplicity. But the
sweet candour of her eyes belied his
thought. He could not doubt but
what it was a real kitten in a real
predicament, exciting a most real con-
cern in that girlish bosom. It struck
him as unutterably touching — the
womanliness of it, the compassion,
the divine tenderness that could even
include the woes of a common little
kitten in its ken ; that her blithe young
heart could torment itself with that
tiny, unconsidered life. At least, he
supposed that it was its life. But
whatever the maftter, it was evidently
a kitten in a peck of trouble.

““Count on me in this,”” he said.
“I'm going to stand by that kitten
if it takes all summer. Surely with
two thousand pounds on its side, and
a big American with nothing else to
do, and a lovely young lady, it can
only be considered as a kitten in tem-
porary difficulties.”’

""Oh, don’t laugh about it, Mr.
Esterbrooke.”’
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‘‘Heaven forbid, I i

“You see, it’s starving to death!”

‘“What, really starving? But what's
the jeweller about that he doesn’t—"’

“There isn't any jeweller. The poor
little thing is shut up in an empty
shop, and I've seen it there in the
window for two days, and—and—"’

She choked back her tears. ‘‘Oh,
how good you are,”” she quavered.
“I'm so glad you are nice, and—and
-—that you understand, and sympa-
thise, you know. It’s been killing
me to be so helpless. Nobody cared,
nobody—and 1 haven’t slept a wink
the whole night—and if you could see
it—oh, it's hardly better than a furry
skeleton, and its eyes have such a
glazed, delirious look, just like papa’s
when he had typhoid, and its poor
little tumtum is all shrivelled up
against its backbone—and its poor
ratty Jittle tail has that awful X-ray
look "’

““Poor old Bonesy!” said Ester-
brooke, unconsciously christening it,
and speaking in a tone so profoundly
moved that the prettiest eyes in the
world enveloped in a glance of real
friendship, and shone on his honest,
ruddy, ugly face with unmistakable
liking and trust.

“You're splendid!’’ she cried im-
pulsively. ‘““You're what I call a
real man. Nobody’s that who doesn’t
love animals; and you will help poor
little Bonesy, won’t you, and help
him quick ?”’

‘““Indeed, T will,”’ exclaimed Ester-
brooke ; ‘‘but tell me first of all, isn’t
there any society here for the pre-
vention of cruelty to animals? Surely

that’s the first thing to find out?”’

" “It’s only for cab horses,’’ returned
Miss Hallerton. ‘I wheeled round
there the first thing, and, of course,
they pointed out that Bonesy wasn’t
a cab-horse. Not that they weren’t
awfully polite, and insisted on show-
ing me their new motor ambulance.
But how was that going to help
Bonesy ? They seemed to think if
they’d only talk long enough he’d
turn into a horse.” ;
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“But couldn’t they give you any
advice ?”’

“Yes; they said to show Bonesy to
the nearest gendarme.”

“And what did the nearest gen-
darme say?"’

‘“Oh, he was so nice — said it was
dégoutant, infame, and had a fit. He
tried to get in, but the door was lock-
ed. Then he tried to find a conciérge,
but there wasn’t any conciérge. Then
I motored him off to the Prefecture
of Police, where I waited four hours
for them to make inquiries."

“Didn’t they amount to any
thing ?”

“Oh, it was wonderful! The Paris
police know everything. They traced
that jeweller to Corsica, and promised
to inform him officially by post-card.’

“But what was to prevent Bonesy
from dying in the meantime ?"’

““Nothing."”

“It may be a splendid system, but
it hardly seems to help Bonesy, does
it 2"’

‘‘Except 1o heaven.”

‘I propose we rush off to Bonesy,
and see what can be donel’’

Again he was rewarded by that
adorable look.

¥

Half an hour later their taxi turned
into the Rue de Quatre Brag, and
stopped before that fateful, empty
window. It was in a disorder of
trashy purple cotton-velvet that in
many places had peeled off the wood-
work beneath, and hung or lay in
torn, dismal, discoloured shreds. In
one corner, half hidden in a litter of
cheap discarded jewel-boxes, bits of
paper, tarnished satin ribbon, blobs
of cotton wool in all shades of dingy
pink, was the most pitiable-looking
black kitten that could be conceived.
It was nothing but skin and bone,
and as it lay on its side, altogether
limp and apparently lifeless, with its
hind legs horribly pulled out as though
it had crawled to that corner in one
last despairing effort to attract atten-
tion, anyone might be pardoned for
thinking it dead, absolutely dead. But
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by bending down and looking closely
a glimmer could be detected in those
perishing eyes; and against the plate
glass of the window was a faint, faint
blur that told of breath still moving
in that shrunken handful.

Up to this moment Esterbrooke’s
sympathy had not been untinged by
a certain humour. Indeed, his devo-
tion to Bonesy had much of it been
inspired by a greater devotion to
Bonesy’s beautiful protectress; but
with the sight of the kitten a genuine
commiseration, a most real resent-
ment, and indignation rose savagely
within him,

“This is awful!” he exclaimed
“Horrible! Why the wretched thing
must have been starving here for days
and days, with thousands of people
passing, and not one of them man
enough to raise a little finger!’’ Then,
turning to his companion, he added :
“‘Say, I'm glad you brought me here.
I'm going to get that kitten out if I
tear down all Paris. T didn’t realige
how wicked it was — how utterly
wicked and shameful; and if it dies
before we can get it out, I'm goin
to start for Corsica and beat that
jeweller black and blue.”’

Women always like men who want
to fight somebody — when his cause
is their own, that is. Tt appeals to a
primitive feeling, a feeling three mil-
lion years old, and still to-day close
to the surface—that feeling in which
the favoured gentleman is one handy
with a club, and a clean shot with a
flint-topped arrow. Miss Hallerton’s
face was vivid with approval.

“And T'll go too, and see you do
it!"”” she cried, in passionate oblivion
of all the proprieties

Esterbrooke wrote down the address
of the house agents, whose notice a
louer was posted on the door like a
proclamation. He hurried Miss Hal-
lerton back into the cab, and point-
ing out the notice to the cabman,
said “La, la!” in a commanding
voice. The cabman, after a moment’s
hesitation, seemed at last to grasp
the order; and, taking up his reins,
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obediently started for *‘La.”

At 8, Rue de Magellan they drew
up at ""La,” which was a bustling lit-
tle office presided over by the most
amiable man in France. Better still,
the most amiable man in France spoke
English, or what he thought was
English; but, at any rate, a medium
80 incomparably superior to their
French that they were not disposed to
be critical. The situation was breath-
lessly laid before him; the locked
shop, Bonesy, the need for instant
action,

“‘Monseer,”’ cried Esterbrooke in
conclusion, ‘I will give you a hun-
dred francs for that key if you will
return with me this very minute and
liberate the unfortunate chat !’

Monsieur Danat threw up his hands
with exclamations of pity and protest.
‘‘Nevaire, nevaire, would I take
him!” he exelaimed, leaping back
from Esterbrooke’s pocket-book. “‘Ah,
monsieur, the cry of an animal in dis-
tress reaches ’ere the most sympa-
thetic of ’earts. It eez abominable,
dis story — and it will be privilege
to assist, to succour, to save the poor
deaf beast!”” He probably meant
dumb, but still his heart was in the
right place. “Yaas, I have him on
my books,”’ he went on, ‘42 Rue de
Quatre Bras, eez it not? Jeweller,
yaas? I vill get ze key, and send
with you my clerk, with no charge
whatever, monsieur — not one sou,
monsieur, for a deed so honourable
to your humanity.”

He scurried to a desk, and rum-
maged frantically among his papers.
At last he found what he was seeking,
and his face fell. Fell? Why, it
was a yard long! He rose, and came
towards them despairingly.

“‘Oh, monsieur,” he exclaimed, ‘i
is too sad for anything. My partner
—yaas, two days ago my partner he
rent this boutique, this shop to Faus-
semagne et Cie, the great perfume
house! ’Ere I ’old the memorandum
of the transaction! To Faussemagne
et Cie., of 2, Rue de Castiglione! To
them is the key, and T would suggest

L E]




THE KITTEN THAT DID

to monsieur and madame an applica-
tion to them. They are French; they
‘ave hearts; rest assured of the salva-
tion of pussy. Hasten, monsieur, and
with monsieur’s permission I will give
the address to the cabman and contri-
bute fifty centimes of my own that he
may make expedition!’’

So they were off again, with the
cabman going fifty centimes faster,
and swearing a whole five francs’
worth at anyone in his way. Per-
haps he, too, had been told of
Bonesy, and felt the animation of an
energetic philanthropy. Certainly he
wswore, and cracked his whip, and
nearly drove over old ladies, and
scraped off yards of expensive varnish
from passing motors in a manner that
suggested an ardent cobperation.
Once, at the all but annihilation of an
infant, Miss Hallerton screamed, and
somehow Esterbrooke found himself
holding her hand; and somehow he
kept on holding it long after the in-
fant had disappeared behind them;
and, somehow, though it tried to get
away, it didn’t try very hard; and
then he carried it to his lips and
kissed it — kissed it again and again
before all Paris, his head whirling,
and heaven only knows what inco-
herent avowals on his lips.

T'hen that soft, transparent hand
did enatch itself away, and its owner
widened her distance, flushing the
loveliest pink and all of a tremble;
and it seemed that she was insulted,
and oh, worse even than that, dis-
appointed in a man she had really
liked; and the man she had once
really liked begged, and pleaded, and
explained, apparently all in vain, and
was still begging and peading and ex-
plaining when the cab stopped before
the magnificent establishment of
Faussemagne et Cie., and an edible-
looking attendant in a chocolate-cake
uniform was deferentially holding
open the door.

*

“‘And what may we show monsieur
and madame ?”

““Oh, if you please, I should like to
see the proprietor.”

““The proprietor ?"’

*“Yes.”

“You mean Monsieur Faussemagne
personally ?"’

“Yes; Monseer Faussemagne on
very urgent business.’’

““May I have monsieur’s card, and
the favour of his reason for wishing to
see Monsieur Faussemagne person-
ally 2’

Esterbrooke produced his card, and
was wondering how he could condense
the Bonesy affair within such cable-
gram limits when he was approached
by a tall, portly, distinguished-looking
man with eye-glasses, wearing the red
ribbon of the Legion of Honour in his
buttonhole.

‘I am Monsieur Faussemagne,’’ he
said, taking Esterbrooke’s card and
gazing at him keenly, and from him
to Miss Hallerton. *‘I am desolated,
monsieur, but the name, I regret to
say, is not familiar to me."’

““Well, you see, it is about a cat in
the Rue de Quatre Bras,”’ began Es-
terbrooke.

“A starving cat,”
Hallerton, helpfully.

“Cat?”’ cried Monsieur Fausse-
magne.

“Yes—cat—chat !’ exclaimed Es-
terbrooke. ‘‘Chat, chat!—chat qui va
mourir de faim!”

““But I have nothing to do with the
cat,”” objected Monsieur Fausse-
magne. ‘‘I don’t want the cat. Why
do you come here about the cat? We
are wholesale and retail perfumers,
also manufacturers of fine soap. Ah,
mon Dieu, is that it? Soap for the
cat? Or why, why is it you come to
me ?"’

Then Miss Hallerton, with all the
confidence of a young and pretty wo-
man in asking a favour of a man,
interrupted Esterbrooke’s disjoined
explanations, and briefly outlined the
Bonesy tragedy in the clearest, sweet-
est, most appealing little speech that
ever fell from a girl’s lips. Monsieur
Faussemagne’s reserve vanished. He

added Miss
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became sympathy, consideration it-
self; he took off his eyeglasses and
wiped them,

“Mademoiselle is like all her sex,”’
he said, “‘a veritable angel of good-
ness and mercy, and at her feet I lay
every assistance in my power. It is
true we have leased the shop in the
Rue de Quatre Bras, and will shortly
open a small branch there — though
I beg to be absolved from any share
in this — this crime! Rather would
I lose a thousand francs than cause
such misery to the least thing that
lives. I will get the key from the
office, and my only stipulation is that
monsieur returns it at his con-
venience.’’

“I shall not keep it an hour,” as-
severated Esterbrooke.

“Your pardon,”” said monsieur
Faussemagne, courteously. ‘‘Do me
the honour to remain here till I se-
cure the key.”’

““Thank goodness, we've got it at
last,” exclaimed Miss Hallerton.

“Bonesy will be out in ten min-
utes,” added Esterbrooke, delight-
edly. “Vive Faussemagne! Vive
Bonegy I’

In a few moments Monsieur
Faussemagne was seen returning —
but where was the key? He was
excessively solemn and depressed, and
ab the sight of the pair he was visibly
overcome.

“It is terrible,”” he cried. ‘‘Oh, it
is terrible. It is unexampled! But
the key has been given to our con-
tractors, the Got Fréres, who are to
alter the shop to our purposes. Mon-
sieur and madame had better drive
to their place of business at 81 bis,
Boulevard du Montparnasse, while I
telephone that the key be surrendered
to you. Have no fear of any contre-
temps. I will emphasise my wishes,
and can guarantee that you will be
received with the same respect as I
myself should enjoy. Oh, please, or,
no, it is not worthy of any thanks.
Let the poor cat be grateful, not you!
—381 bis, Boulevard du Montparnasse :
here, I write it down on my card—

Got Fréres—wvoila /—Madame, I am
enchanted to have served you. Mon-

sieur, your generous references to-

Lafayette redouble my esteem for

your great country. Ah, Washington
and Lafayette, revered names, revered

names! — Permit me to escort you to-

your carriage. In spirit I go with you
—DBonjour, madame. Bonjour, mon-
sieur!”’

““That’s what I call a brick,”’ said
Esterbrooke, as they rolled off.

‘“Me, too,” exclaimed Miss Haller-
ton, enthusiastically.

““We're seeing the nicest side of the
French character,”” he added.

“Yes; seeing everything but the
key,”” rippled Miss Hallerton; “‘and
if it wasn’t for Bonesy, I'd say we
were having a lovely time! Oh, it’s.
a good world, isn’t it >—and when you
have thrashed that jeweller, it will be
altogether perfect!”

“I am almost relenting towards
him,”’ cried Esterbrooke ecstatically.
How adorable she was! How intoxi-

cating the sense of comradeship, of

intimacy that increased with every
turn of the wheels! He grew incon-
ceivably reckless. He loved her, and
told her so. He called her Milly.
Thrash the jeweller? No; he’d go to.
Corsica to buy that engagement ring
of him, or would they stop right here
and choose it in that swell-looking
shop ? He spoke fast; he didn’t dare
to stop; that classic brow was cloud-
ing with anger; those golden-brown:
eyes were dilating with astonishment
and scorn.

‘“You’re horrid!” she cried. “‘I
couldn’t have believed it of you.
Stop! I'm going to get out!”

‘““No, no!l”

“I'm going to get out!”

““Oh, please!”

““You’'ve mistaken the kind of per-
son I am, Mr. Esterbrooke. Cocher—'"

“It’s true, every word of it! Merci-
ful heavens, it's true. It’s a month
since I—"’

*“Cocher—"’

“‘Think of Bonesy then! Haven’s
you any consideration for Bonesy ?

ol i e e Vi
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It's Bonesy that will suffer! Are you
going to desert Bonesy ?”’

She wavered.

“Very well, then,”” she said at last
with freezing composure. “‘If you will
sit over there, and let go my hand,
and never call me Milly again, and
try to act like a civilised being, and
not dare—do you hear, not dare to
say that you lo—that you are so silly
and idiotic and impertinent—I’ll agree
to tolerate you till we can get that
miserable kitten out!”

Iisterbrooke felt the fine reproach
of Bonesy having suddenly become
“that miserable kitten.”” The sub-
stitution of the phrase gave him a
feeling of all being lost.

“I'll do anything as long as you'll
stay,”” he said humbly. “I've acted
like a forward fool, of course, and I
can only blame myself if you are of-
fended. Yet for more than a whole
month I've longed and hoped and
dreamed—oh, very well, I won’t say
it—though it’s awful only to be tol-
erated,when—oh, Miss Hallerton, in
all sincerity and honour it is true,
every word I've said, and poor little
Bonesy isn’t more wretched than I
am this moment.”’

Miss Hallerton laughed cruelly as
she replied: ““You had two cups of
coffee, kidneys on toast, a second
plate of bread, ham and eggs, buck-
wheat cakes and syrup, and my note
only stopped you from starting on
bananas. Wretched as Bonesy, are
you? You are not only an excessive-
ly silly person, but you don’t seem to
have any imagination or sense, either.
What do you suppose Bonesy has had
for the last week?”’

“Bonesy’s had sympathy,”’ he re-
torted. ‘‘Oceans of sympathy, and
that’s more than I've had.”

‘““You can be nice if you try,”” she
said, relaxing her severity. ‘‘The
trouble is you don’t try. If you’'d be-
have for five minutes I could get quite
fond of you — and go on behaving,”
she stipulated hastily.

It was a very brightening remark.
Esterbrooke beamed. The angel of
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peace descended on that taxicab, but
so impalpably and delicately that the
cocher did not ring up the supplément
for a ‘‘troiséme personne.”’

“Thank heaven, we are friends
{;lgain," ejaculated Esterbrooke heart-
ny.

“It's so stupid to quarrel,” ob-
served Miss Hallerton.

“For people who really like each
other!”

“Yes,”” she assented slowly, ‘‘for
people who really like each other;”
and the corners of her mouth dimpled.

£l

The Got establishment was work-
ing full blast. Lathes were turning,
steam was hissing, hammers were fly-
ing; the snore of a circular saw exas-
perated the ear and cut harshly across
their eager questions. One had to yell
in the Got establishment—and, what
was worse, yell in French, The Gots
lay outside the English-speaking zone.
Great heavens, the Gots weren’t even
in their own zone!

An explanatory female in wooden
shoes said, or seemed to say, or im-
plied that the Gots were at Rouen to
bury a sainted mother; and said, or
seemed to say, or implied, that the
Gots weren’t to be home until the
next day; and shot off a whole lot
more in which the name of Monsieur
Faussemagne recurred with vocifera-
tions. Esterbrooke talked, Miss Hal-
lerton talked, the explanatory female
vociferated, the cocher mixed in loud-
ly with a brandified breath, the circu-
lar saw shattered the air, and yet—
where was the key ?

Finally the explanatory female took
Esterbrooke by the arm, and leading
him into a small office—Miss Haller-
ton and the cocher following—showed
him a small iron safe in the corner.
Amid a torrent of unintelligibility, but
assisted by a pantomime as plain as
English, she declared that: (a) the
key of the jeweller’s shop was in the
safe, (b) that the key of the safe was
in the pocket of the Got brothers, (¢c)
that the Got brothers were burying a
sainted mother at Rouen, (d) that
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the Got brothers were expected to re-
turn the next day. But, alas! she
cast no light on (¢) what was to be-
come of Bonesy.

It was for Esterbrooke and Miss
Hallerton to settle (e), and they dis-
mally discussed it in the cab as they
made it stop on the street outside.

"“Oh, what are we to do?’’ ecried
Miss Hallerton,

“Let me think,” said Esterbrooke.

I propose we go back and ask Mon-
sieur Faussemagne to let us get a
locksmith and open the door. He's so
kind ; he’ll do it.”

“By George! that's a good idea,”’
cried Esterbrooke. ‘‘Say, you've hit
it] Though, yes, stop—I can go one
better!”

Without waiting to explain he or-
dered the cocher to drive to 42, Rue
de Quatre Bras. “‘Vite, vite!” he
added, ‘“‘avec pourboire sur scale
Americaine, scale énorme!”’

“But that's the jeweller’s,”” Miss
Hallerton protested. “‘It’s Fausse-
magne’s that we want!”’

“No, it isn’t,”” returned Ester-
brooke masterfully,. ““We’'ve done
enough shilly-shallying. I'm going to
cut the Gordian knot. I'm going to
smash the window!”’

S ORl 2

“And stop over there at that milk
place for a quart of milk. Arretez la,
cocher!. La, la!”

“But you'll be arrested.’”’

“What of it ?”

“The French laws are awful! A
friend of mine was fined a thousand
franes for smuggling in one little baby
tin of petrol.”

“My stick’s going through the win-
dow just the same!”

“‘And you may be put in prison!”

“Hope I will—it shows what I’d
do for you—and Bonesy.”

“But won’t they arrest me, too?"

“Oh, we’ll see that they don’t.
Listen, I've thought it all out. You
sit in the carriage with the milk. T
smash the window, pass you Bonesy,
and off you gallop! You understand ?
T'll stay and face the music. Tt’s all

as easy as anything. Do you know
any specially idiomatic way of buying
milk ?”’

The milk was obtained. A whole
litre of it in a bottle with a patent
top. Even in the feverish hurry of
the transaction the price of bottles
with patent tops seemed excessive,
but no matter, no matter! The saucer,
too — a common, everyday, yellow
saucer — was specially priced for the
occasion on a Pierpont Morgan basis.
But no matter, no matter. Into the
cab again, hugging both! ‘“Vite,
cocher, quarante-deux Rue de Quatre
Bras!.  Pourboire sur scale Ameri-
caine—scale énorme. Vite, vite!”

Miss Hallerton was pale and silent.
To break an American window would.
n’t have seemed so terrible. But a
French window — g foreign window
— with outraged gendarmes, and
dreadful, unforeseeable consequences
—! Her heart misgave her for the
hero beside her. The hero, too, evi-
dently felt the shadow across his life.
The hero, too, was unmistakably ner-
vous, very nervous. But determined |
Oh, yes, determined! He had a
clean-cut, fighting chin, and unshrink-
ing eyes. Really very nice eyes: hon-

est eyes — dark, frank, affectionate

eyes, with a glint in them. She sur-
rendered her hand without a protest—
let it lie unresistingly in his big clasp.
How thoughtful he had been about
the milk; how devotedly he was sac-
rificing himself for her—and Bonesy!
She was impelled to give him a tin
ghost of a squeeze. Willard Ester-
brooke — the name was like himself
—a manly, broad-shouldered name.
She rather envied the Milwaukee girl
who owned him — if he were owned ;
it was quite sad to think she didn’t
own anybody — nobody, except that
silly Mr. Gleeson, and poor Tom
Miles, but they didn’t count. Owned
somebody worthy owning, she meant.
These musings were suddenly cut
short by their entry into the Rue de
Quatre Bras. It was disturbing to see
so many people passing; disturbing,
too, that a bull-necked individual

g
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should have planted himself and a
hand-barrow immediately in front of
the shabby exterior of No. 42. Worse
«till, the bull-necked individual was
emitting loud cries of a peculiarly
piercing character, and holding up a
basket of undetermined vegetables for
heads in upper windows to declare
were not worth the price.

“Well, here goes!’”” gaid Ester-
brooke, with forced calm. *‘I'll grab
him, you take him, and off you go,
both of you, as hard as you can pelt!”

He descended, and while Miss Hal-
lerton quaked in the cab he carefully
assured himself first that poor Bonesy
was still alive. Yes, no doubt about
that. There was the blur of breath
against the glass; there yet was the
glimmer of those glazing eyes; the
little, shrunken bunch of fur still re-
tained the spark that makes all living
nature one.

With the sight all Esterbrooke’s
hesitation vanished. He was furious.
Hatred at such wrong and cruelty
drove every other consideration from
his brain. Smash went the iron fer-
rule of his cane against the window.
Smash, smash, smash!

But it was the thickest window in
France; it might have been of steel
for all the effect he could make upon
it. Then, with a movement we admit
was not graceful — no, inelegant, to
«ay the least, and uncouth to those
of an msthetic taste — he lifted his
foot, and, bending down, aimed the
flat of a number eleven boot, with
mule-like precision and vigour, at a
spot about six inches above Bonesy’s
nose.

There was a crash like the end of
the world ; all the glass in the universe
seemed to be falling on his head, and
even while it was falling the street
reverberated with the cries of the
populace — shouts, yells, screams,
and a hundred opening windows. To
seize Bonesy was the work of an in-
stant. To pass him swiftly to Milly
was the work of another like instant.

“Allez, allez!” he bellowed to the
cabman, as a mob sprang up from
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nowhere, surging and jostling fiercely
about him, as the feet of all Paris
pounded into the Rue de Quatre Bras,
as waving swords and advancing uni-
form-caps betrayed the inrush of
police.

“Allez, allez!’’

But how could the cabman allex
with a Dblack-whiskered, apoplectic
gentleman in a frock coat and silk hat
holding to that bridle with clenched
hands? With a black-whiskered,
apoplectic gentleman resoundingly ex-
claiming in French: ‘‘Stop, you as-
sassin! Stop, miserable one, in the
name of the law — to me, my brave
ones, to me!”’

The brave ones rallied to his side.
In vain cocher rose, a Niagara of ex-
postulation pouring from his lips; in
vain Esterbrooke forced his way to
the black-whiskered, apoplectic gen-
tleman, and tried to pull him bodily
from the harness. The waving swords
were now in their midst. Esterbrooke
was denounced and laid under arrest;
Miss Hallerton was laid under arrest.
Official memorandum books totalled
up the damage and took names, took
addresses, took a composite descrip-
tion of the affair from half a hundred
simultaneous throats. The only note
of calm in the whole convulsion was
Bonesy, snuggly cuddled in Miss Hal-
lerton’s lap, sucking milk for all he
was worth from the handkerchief she
had wetted from the bottle.

“How can you ever forgive me 2"
exclaimed Esterbrooke, as they drove
off, one gendarme sitting on the little
bob-seat confronting them, and an-
other beside the cocher, and keeping
him on the straight coume to the
police station. “How can you ever
forgive me 2"’

““Oh, Mr. Esterbrooke, T have noth.
ing to forgive you for,” replied Miss
Hallerton, with unexpected radiance
considering all the circumstances.
“You were perfectly splendid. I'm
proud of you!”’

¥

They were lined up before a grizzled
official at a desk—Esterbrooke, Miss
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Hallerton, Bonesy, bottle and saucer,
the two gensdarmes, and a quart of
incriminating broken glass. The offi-
cial was a sallow, ironic-looking per-
sonage, with a slightly Napoleonic
cast of features and a more than
Napoleonic air. At least, he was stern
and direct, and had a hurry-it-
through, don’t-block-the-way manner.
The gensdarmes’ story was cut down
smartly to the bald facts of the case.
Pop, pop, pop, went the questions.
Dash, dash, dash went the entries in
the book.

“Nationality ?”’ demanded Napoleon
of Esterbrooke.

‘“American, monsieur.”’

“Name ?”’

Esterbrooke handed up his card:
“Willard Esterbrooke.”

‘‘Address ?”’

‘“Hotel de Genéve, Rue San Roque,
Rue de Rivoli.”

“Wife 2’ Napoleon darted a finger
towards Miss Hallerton.

“Yes,”” answered Esterbrooke on
the spur of the moment. ‘Yes.”

Then Napoleon shot out six yards
of French — fast-express French—
twentieth-century-limited French —
no-intermediate-stop French. It all
got past Esterbrooke, but Miss Hal-
lerton caught some of it.

“I think he’s asking if you want to
communicate with your consul.”

“No — the Transatlantic Express
Company, 7, Rue Scribe,”’ said Ester-
brooke. As Milly translated this,
Esterbrooke drew out another card,
and hastily wrote on it in pencil :

‘Transatlantic Express Company.
Dear Sirs,—Please send somebody quick
to get me out of gaol. I’'m charged with
breaking a shop window. Your bank
clerk will probably remember me, and
my £2,000 credit on you. For heaven’s
sake, hurry up!—W. E.”

“He said he’ll have to detain us
until we’re bailed out,”’ said Milly,
becoming dreadfully limp. ‘‘Oh, you
oughtn’t to have Sgid ‘wife.” ”’

They found themselves in a stone
cell about eight feet square, and heard
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for the first time in either of their
lives the deadly sound of a key turn-
ing on the wrong side of a door, and
heavy bolts pushed home. Miss Hal-
lerton threw herself on the wooden
bench which constituted the only fur-
niture of the cell, and gave way to
uncontrollable tears. Esterbrooke’s
attempt to comfort her was repulsed
with a passionate outburst.

“I hate you!” she exclaimed.
“You’ve disgraced me for ever. How
dared you say I was your wife ? How
dared you? I thought you were so
chivalrous. I thought you were a
gentleman. T really liked you, and
now—now—""

“I did it so you wouldn’t be shut
up by yourself, or get your name in
the papers,”” explained Esterbrooke, in
abject contrition. ‘‘Heaven knows, I
meant it for the best. It’ll only be
for half an hour, anyhow. What do
you want me to do, then ? Call them
back, and tell them? But they’ll
lock you in alone, I'm sure they will,
though perhaps that field-marshall
might let you sit in his office. Oh,
please don’t cry, please, please! T'lI
get them, I'll yell through the wicket,
I'll arrange it somehow!”’

He was about to make the attempt
when Miss Hallerton sobbingly re-
strained him.

“You’re not to blame,” she ex-
claimed. ‘“F-Forgive me, and—it’s all
right, and — and nobody will know—
at least, I hope not. It’s only that
I’'m so scared and miserable, and it’s
all so awful, and papa would almost
kill me, and—!"

“It’s for you to decide,”” said Ester-
brooke. ‘‘Perhaps I was all wrong.
Shall T call them or not 2"’

She shook her head, and the quiver
of a smile appeared on her pretty,
tear-stained face. Esterbrooke was
emboldened to sit on the floor beside
her, and to pretend to stroke Bonesy,
who was purring with three-kitten
power and digging his claws lovingly
into the dress of his protectress.
Gradually the stroking included o
soft, girlish hand, and finally its en-
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tire and unresisted possession; and
somehow, under the spell of that
bubbling purr, or in the sense of com-
radeship induced by all those bars
and bolts hemming them in, it seemed
the most natural thing in the world
that Esterbrooke’'s arm should steal
around that yielding waist, and

Though, of course, she did not really
—care for him; nothing could make
her admit she—cared—no, not more
than a tiny-winy, just-so-much of her
little finger. How could anybody—
care for anybody in one day—really,
truly care?. Did he realise that it
was only four hours? It seemed
years and years, didn’t it? And she
had always watched him at his table,
thought how nice he was, and won-
dered why he didn’t burst — eating
such breakfasts! And once when he
was late she waited and waited, and
when he didn’t come it quite spoiled
her morning. Though he wasn’t to
feel uppish or conceited about it; it
was just a girl’s faney, you know, and
the idealising way girls have—often
about the most commonplace people;
they just make a cloak-model out of
any attractive man, and try on one
ideal after another to see how it looks |
It was the cloak that was interesting
—not the silly model—oh, dear no,
not the silly model! The idea! Why,
it even made Bonesy smile!

Then the silly model’s feelings got
hurt, and he became very cold and
sarcastic, and had finally to be told
to sit away over there, and stay till
he begged pardon. But instead of
begging pardon he turned awfully
cross, and wouldn’t answer a word
when he was spoken to, and even the
little finger he had loved so much
was powerless to entice him back—
the little finger that cared. Then
Milly became hurt, too, and a tomb-
like silence descended on that dun-
geon cell, and a whole ocean of heart-
ache filled the middle of the bench,
with a drooping gold-brown head on
one side, and oh, such a sullen, avert-
ed, crisp-black one on the other.

It was too sad for anything, and
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grew sadder and sadder, till, what do
you think ? That precocious bit of fur
staggered feebly out of Milly’s lap and
insisted, positively insisted, with
meows, on wobbling over to Ester-
brooke! Of course, it might have
been the bottle of milk in the corner,
but why should we always put a cyni.
cal construction on every action of
dumb creation? Let us infer instead
that Bonesy could not bear this
estrangement of his two friends, and
was determined at any cost to his poor
tottering little legs to bring them to-
gether again. Milly, who knew the
kitten language ever so much better
than French, translated for him, with
the result that Bonesy turned round,
leading Esterbrooke with him, and ex-
plained everything so satisfactorily,
and with such sweetness and whimsi-
calness that—! Well, this is not a
kiss-and-tell story. Bonesy just put
love on the track again, telegraphed
ahead to clear the line, and descended
well pleased, to another saucer of
milk.

The trouble about making our own
Heaven here below is the unavoidable
interruption to which it is constantly
exposed. Somebody always has to
blunder in, and shiver the filmy fabric
of our rapture. In this case it was
the Transatlantic Express Company’s
“Our Mr. Chickly”” — an extremely
friendly, helpful, small young man
with eye-glasses and a canary-coloured
moustache. From his exhaustive
knowledge of the subject he might
have spent his life in rescuing Ameri-
cans who had broken plate-glass win-
dows and embezzled starving kittens.
“Our Mr. Chickly’” grasped the whole
story in one minute; in two he was
making Esterbrooke sign a ‘‘tempor-
ary memorandum’’ with a fountain
pen; six minutes more saw them
bailed out — trial set for Tuesday at
nine — the sun of freedom shining in
their faces—a card with a guaranteed
lawyer’'s address in Esterbrooke’s
pocket—and cocher, their own cocher,
who had been lost in the shuffle, but
whose taximeter had gone on ticking
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off a king’s ransom — their own trust-
ful, faithful, crimson-faced cocher,
tumbling off his perch to welcome
them,

“Our Mr. Chickly” was put on the
box-seat, and to his delighted embar.
rassment was loved and petted and
complimented all the way to the Rue
Scribe, where he was dropped, to-
gether with a hundred-franc note,
which “‘Our My, Chickly’’ tried not
to accept, and which had to be forced,
with violence, into “Our Mr. Chick.
ly’s’” pocket. He was unquestionably
a God-given young man, of a God-
given institution, and Milwaukee rose
and called him blessed: and when,
inflamed by the hundred franes and in
a perfect convulsion of goodwiil, “‘Our
Mr. Chickly” spoke of the apartment
he shared with his widowed mother,
and how, if necessary, he was pre-
pared there and then to take and
adopt Bonesy - angels must have
inserted the name of ‘Qur Mr.
Chickly” on their heavenly books ; and
on earth there seemed but one really
right thing to do, and that was, with
renewed violence, to force a second
hundred francs on such soul-stirring
heart and worth. Not that Bonesy
was allowed to accept the shelter of
that modest household, however. No,
indeed, he wasn’t! He had now be.
come Bonesy E. Hallerton (name sub-
ject to change without notice!) and
his future lay over the billows, and
his home in the setting sun,

Then back to the Hotel de Genéve,
tired, hungry, but in glorious spirits,
the glamour of love over everything ;
hand pressed in hand: Bonesy pur-
ring like a coffee-mill; the joy of it
all, the joke of it all, the wonder of it
all, animating the two happiest faces
in Paris.

But why was the Hotel de Genéve
seething like a revolution ? Why that
mob bustling about the entrance ?
Why those darkling, reprobative faces
of the sixty guests, eyeing the new-
comers as though they were lepers,
and drawing away to escape the touch
of  contamination. The  Misses
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Sweeney, the Misses Coffin, the
Smith-Todd family, the tall, bony lady
studying art, the over-daughtered old
gentleman with the rosette, the two
Kansas school-girls, the leggy little
girl that was said to be so immensely
rich, with her two grim and leathery
governesses, the pretty widow with
the spectacled child — al] that non-
descript she-army, with a spare man
here and there, who in wild Paris
lived secure and safe in the Lutzer
block-house—why, why, were they
shrinking, and shuddering, and rais-
ing their outraged noses? And why
these gensdarmes, and why that
French gentleman, otherwise dressed
So conventionally, but girded like a
comic-opera comedian in the flag of

his native land, and gesticulating
fiercely to a pale Swiss hotel pro-
prietor ?

It was Herr Lutzer who answered
these questions, as with choking fury
he recognised Milly and Esterbroolke.

““So,”” he exclaimed wrathfully, “so
it is you I have to thank for disgrac-
ing a respectable hotel, for commit-
ting crimes on the public streets, for
making of us here a headquarters of
radiating infamy ? You go forth from
an hotel as pure as an American home :
you get drunk; you break windows :
you create riot; you compromise me
—me, with the police, and give scan-
dalous information for which T am
held responsible! Ah, it is nothing
to you that T am ruined! That the
Misses Sweeney have given notice ;
that Major Tompkins moves to-mor.
row; that Miss Tyker has cabled to
her parents in Teepee City to say
that the Hotel de Genéve is the haunt
of unparalleled outcasts of either sex,
raided constantly by the police, and
not to be tolerated by a young lady
why came here alone under assurance
of our perfect propriety and decorum !
With one blow you've shattered the
conscientious efforts of sixteen—’’

“But hold on!”* expostulated Ester-
brooke, who had been trying in vain
to get in a word edgewise. “We
haven’t done anything except to save
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a cat, and you're talking like a con-
founded idiot! Who’s that man
bundled up in the flag, and what’s
he making such a fuss about ?”’

“Did you not declare,”’ vociferated
Herr Lutzer, almost beside himself,
“‘did you not declare that Miss Hal-
lerton was your wife?”

This was a knock-out for Ester-
brooke, and about the last thing that
he dreamed of hearing.

“Yes, come to think of it, I believe
I did,”” he admitted feebly.

“It was not only a lie,”’ roared
Herr Lutzer, “‘but it was in direct
contravention of the Penal Code!
These gentlemen, arrived to verify
your statements, are confronted with
an infamous deception!”’

Fortunately for Esterbrooke, the
flag functionary now bore in.

“Monsieur, this is a vairy grave
mattaire,”” he said, in a voice of over-
whelming  solemnity.  “You have
deceived ze police; you have made
assertions of uncontrovertible falsity ;
you have violated — yes, monsieur,
you have violated Section seven thou-
sand one hundred and eighteen, sub-
section nine, Paragraph B of the
Penal Code of the French Republic!”

This awful hole he had made in the
Penal Code quite unmanned Ester-
brooke. He faltered; beads of sweat
stood out on hig forehead; he was
thankful when Milly took the stam-
mering words from his mouth in her
own, low, sweet contralto.

“It was to keep my name out of
the affair,”” she explained. “‘Tt was
to save me from horrid publicity and
chatter. Monsieur is a Frenchman,
monsieur is a gentleman, monsieur in
a similar situation could not have act-
ed otherwise; monsieur will under-
stand and be indulgent.”

“But, mademoiselle, Section seven
thousand one hundred and eighteen,
Sub-section nine, Paragraph B, makes
no exception — even for a lady’s repu-
tation.”’

“No; but you will,” said Milly.

The flag functionary melted.

“I will represent ze mattaire as fa-
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vourably as possible,”” he remarked.
“It will not be my fault if monsieur
ever hears of it again, zo I can make
no absolute promise. In any further
complications with ze social order, I
would implore monsieur and made-
moiselle, in their own interest, to in-
scribe themselves with sacred truth-
fulness on ze records of ze police.”’

““Oh, we are so much obliged to
you,”' cried Milly, gratefully; “‘I can.
not thank you sufficiently |’

I should like to shake hands with
you,” added Esterbrooke heartily.
“If you should ever happen to visit
Milwaukee, monsieur, be sure and—"’

The flag functionary gracefully freed
himself with protestations of pro-
found regard; signalled to his sub-
ordinates ; buttoned his frock coat over
the French flag effect beneath, and
impressively withdrew.

“Now, sir,”” cried Herr Lutzer,
advancing on Esterbrooke with pent-
up passion, ‘I give you one hour to
leave this establishment ! I order, T
command you to leave the Hotel de
Genéve! I command it here before
witnesses, before thoge you have
humiliated and shamed to" the point
of almost abandoning this cherished
roof themselves! And as for you’'—
with this he turned resentfully to
Milly, “as for you—!"

““See here, Lutzer,”’ interrupted
Esterbrooke, coolly, “‘if you say any-
thing insulting to Miss Hallerton I'm
going to punch your head. I'm going
to rip out another big section of the
Penal Code along with those whiskers,
and kick what's left of you and them
into Kingdom Come! There’s the
situation in plain English! Now.
what do you want to say 2"’

Herr Lutzer gulped. Thus to be
bearded in his own hotel was intoler-
able. To do him justice, he wasn’t
afraid; but the prospect of rolling
about the floor, and probably under a
muscular American, jarred on his
sense of human dignity.

“I have no idea of insulting Miss
Hallerton,” he observed, with the
iciest suavity he could muster. B !
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wish merely to inform Miss Hallerton,
in the politest manner, that I disap-
prove of her conduct, and have tele-
graphed my disapproval to her
esteemed papa, requesting him to
make other arrangements for her
accommodation, as the Hotel de
Genéve wishes to set a limit on the
responsibility it has incurred for her.
Never shall it be said I turned a
young and friendless lady out of doors,
But I do insist that Miss Hallerton’s
stay be made as brief as possible.”’

“You telegraphed to my father ?’
cried Milly, horrified. “‘Oh, how
wicked of you !’

“I want to see that telegram,’’ ex-
claimed Esterbrooke.

“But it has gone,” returned Herr
Lutzer.

“Yes, yes; but the copy? I know
you have a copy. Show it to me,
or—’)

It was hastily produced — an old
envelope scribbled over in pencil.

“Wish respectfully state Miss Haller-
ton arrested for intoxication, riot, mali-
cious mischief, petty larceny, giving false
name, in company with stranger who de-
clares himsel¥ husband.  Advise your
immediate return. Meanwhile, awaiting
your instructions in painful matter.—
Lutzer.”

Milly’s eyes blazed.

“And you sent that to my father 2"’
she cried. ““You dare to tell me you
sent that to my father ?”’

“I had no alternative, Miss Hal-
lerton. You were confided to my care,
and I-—"’

“Come away,” she whispered to
Esterbrooke, who wag blazing too,
and in a touch-and-go condition that
warned the girl to get him out.
“Come away ; it’s horrible. You can’t
say anything or fight him. We must
telegraph papa the truth instantly.”

As they stood outside in the open
street, the two angriest people in
France, Hsterbrooke passed his arm
through hers, and said, in a curious,
curt, defiant way that he had been
thinking. :

““So have I,”” she returned, ‘‘just
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like the drowning man who reviewg
his whole life in the wiggle of an eye-
lash, from being born, right up to
Bonesy and you, and being out here
like castaways in— |’

“I've cut one Gordian knot to-day, "’
he interrupted, ‘““‘and now I'm going
to cut another. You and I are going
to drive to the Embassy and get mar-
ried !”’

““Married I’

“Yes, it’s bound to happen some-
time, and so why shouldn’t it happen
now ?”’

“You’re crazy!”

“Yes, about you — always have
been.”’

“But how can people get married
who have only known each other five
hours ?’

“You and I can!
You want to be on
the Penal Code 2’

““Oh, if it’s only the Penal Code—""

““I love you, and you love me—and
what does anything ‘else matter 2’

““Are you sure you do?”

“Certain of it!”

“But, Mr. Esterbrooke, we couldn’t
—it’'s awful!”

“It isn’t awful, and, anyway, we're
going to do it!”’

““All that talk of Herr Lutzer’s was
too silly for anything. I'm not dis-
graced as badly as that — indeed,
I'm not — only frightfully exasper-
ated about that telegram to papa. You
dear, chivalrous lunatic, instead of
getting married let’s go and have
lunch.””

“Then you don’t love me 2"’

““Oh, T never said that.”

“You don’t love me enough to
marry me ?”’

“I never said that, either.”’

“Hop into this one. Cocher—"’

“For lunch ?’’

“No—Embassy.”’

. “You’ll have to do all the explain-
ing.”

“Leave it to me!”’

““And T must get a blue ribbon for
Bonesy.”’

Besides, don’t
the right side of




MR. A. FITZPATRICK, ORIGINATOR OF THE READING TENT IN

FRONTIER CAMPS

THE FRONTIER PROBLEM

BY JOSEPH WEARING

OOK out for the man with an idea!
He may be a howling fanatic or

he may be merely a harmless faddist;
keep your eye on him, however, for
he is sure to make something move.
The man on the street observes that
such a person has a bee in his bonnet.
The psychologist puts it in another
way, and declares that his mental
point of orientation has become fixed.
History proves that when it becomes
necessary to write a name in very
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large script across the record of any
era of remarkable progress, that name
belongs to some man who was pos-
sessed of an idea.

It was not till several years after
graduation that the different members
of Queen’s '90 came to a certain deci-
sion regarding one of their number.
This individual had left no particularly
wide swath behind him on the college
campus and had been chiefly known
in college halls as a long-legged Nova
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Scotian having aspirations towards a
Presbyterian manse. But these as-
pirations, common to Scotch-blooded
youths, never materialised. His first
frock coat was hardly broken in before
the truth came out: Queen’s '90 had a
man possessed of an idea. And not
an  obsolete, hackneyed, impossible
idea; but something entirely novel,
absolutely original, and eminently
practicable.

At first the new idea was greeted
as a whim of “‘Alfie’s’’; and when old
classmates came together they spoke
of the queer notion which ‘‘Fitz’’ had
got into his head. As time went on
they found themselves called upon to
give this queer notion financial sup-
port, and though they invariably gave
the support with a show of alacrity, it
was more on account of the firm be-
lief they had in their former class-
mate’s conscientiousness and integrity
than because they had unquestioned
faith in the cause which he represent-
ed. But the friendly scepticism of
his colleagues made no more differ-
ence to the man with the idea than
the diversity of the circumstances
into which the idea was projected.
Steadily and persistently he advanced
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the following proposition: The men
who work on the Canadian frontier
form the backbone of the Dominion :
why not provide these men with such
facilities as will tend to add strength
of character and moral virtue to phy-
sical power and mechanical skill ?
Recognition of the merits of this pro-
position came slowly but none the less
surely, and after nine years of experi-
ment it has been demonstrated beyond
cavil to both friend and foe that the
scheme advanced by Mr, Alfred Fitz-
patrick for the intellectual develop-
ment and social improvement of the
men who work in our lumber, mining,
fishing and railway construction camps
are worthy not only of public com-
mendation and support, but also of
national consideration.

It is a pretty safe assertion that
very few Canadians realise the debt
which this country owes to the man
in -the camp. The works of such
writers as Doctor Drummond and
“Ralph Connor’’ have thrown a cer-
tain glamour around the life of the
lumber-jack and river-driver, but the
commercial value of these men to the
country is seldom considered. Just
as surely, however, as the foundation

p.
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of England’s trade and commerce were
laid by the gallant seamen who served
under Hawkins and Drake, so the
basis of this country’s financial pros-
perity has been firmly set by those
daring sons of the frontier represent-
ed by Macdonald Bhain and Johnny
Courteau. We boast of the land of
“‘the peerless pine,”” and presumably
we glory in the sturdy backwoodsmen
who brave the northern winters in
order that stately trees may become
merchantable lumber; but how many
of us ever give a thought to the fact
that in as much as most of the rev-
enue which has enriched this country
in the past has been derived from her
great pine forests, so the present state
of Canada’s development is more or
less due to the industry, sacrifice, and
courage of our shanty-men and river-
drivers ? The future, too, depends in
a large measure on the toil, skill, and
enterprise of the frontier labourer. Our
hopes are centred in the measureless
West, where progress is marked by
the building of railroads, or in the
trackless North, where the mining
possibilities are limited only by labour
and capital. But who will build these
railroads and exploit these mines?
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The man in camp, is the ready reply.

Any degree of investigation will lead
to the belief that shanty-men, river-
drivers, miners, and navvies have not

in the past had ‘‘a fair show’’; they
have been allowed to give but not
take. Until a very few years ago the

staple bill of fare for camps was pork
and beans—and the worst quality of
pork at that. It is not long since it
was impossible to get medical treat-
ment on the frontier, even among big
gangs; and right at the present mo-

ment less thought is given to the
social welfare -of these thousands of

our citizens than to any other class
of people in the Dominion. The very
men who provide means for the
dowment of agencies of culture
enlichtenment are themselves
without any facilities for mental
moral training, and those sturdy sons
of the stream and forest who would
constitute this countryv’s bulwark in
the hour of national peril are deprived
of the influences which tend to foster
true patriotism. The yvoung men of
our towns and cities are the constant
objects of care to philanthropic and
moral reformers and thousands of dol-
lars are annually spent in order to pro-

en-
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and
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vide the leisure hour with means of
entertainment and culture. In con-
sideration of this it might be pertin-
ent to ask how many dollars are ex-
pended each year for the benefit of
the young men living in frontier
camps and what provision is made
for the hour which the lumber-jack
and navvy may, or may not have for
pleasure and recreation ? There is
r.cthing easier in the world than to
find a generous millionaire who is
willing to donate a public library bear-
ing his name to some small town
which does not desire it, but nothing
is harder under the sun than to per-
suade a public-minded citizen of
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ample means to send even a box of
books into a frontier camp where a
newspaper merely a month old is held
it a premium.

It was not so much the right which
the man in the camp has to some of
the benefits commonly enjoyed by
the people of a civilised country as the
distinet need of giving him these bene-
fits which first attracted the attention
of Mr. Fitzpatrick. He saw that the
average camp labourer, after five or
six months of unremitting toil and
hardship, came into a frontier town
and deliberately ‘‘blew his stake.’’
The five or six months of rigid
asceticism and striet physical disci-
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pline would be followed by five or six
davs of unstinted debauchery and un-
limited excess. Manhood was openly
sacrificed on the altar of sordid shame,
and hard earned wages were uncere-
moniously thrown over the counter
tc blear-eyed publicans. And the rea-
son for this moral degradation was
not far to seek. Men and women are
subject to those tastes, impulses, and
desires which have been induced and
are regulated by their environment.
Where there is an intellectual and
moral environment, there, too, will
be found men and women having in-
tellectual and moral tastes, impulses,
and desires. In the case of men who
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work in camps, however, no trouble
has been taken to develop the w®sthet-
ic, intellectual, or moral side of their
natures so that all their impulses and
desires spring from one source—the
body. It is perhaps necessary to lock
a man in jail for drunkenness; it may
be pious to denounce the sin of im-
purity. The sensible thing, however,
would be to seek and remove the
cause of it all. A materialistic con-
ception of history may be far from
correct, but at the same time there
can be no doubt that the removal of
men from the healthy environments
and natural relationships of home,
church, and society leads to moral



262 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

degradation and physical depravity.
Professor Dewey, of Columbia Univer-
sity, and Professor Tufts, of Chicago,
assert. that: ““When any activity of
man is cut off from its original and
natural relations and made the object
of special attention and pursuit, the
whole adjustment is thrown out of
balance. When isolated and made an
end in itself, taken out of the objec-
tive social situation, it becomes the
spring of gambling and drunkenness.
The instinets and emotions of sex,
possessing power and interest necessi-
tated by their place in the continuance
of the race, become, when isolated,
the spring of passion or of obscenity
or lubricity.”’

The methods advocated by Mr.
Fitzpatrick for creating to some ex-
tent a new environment in frontier
camps have been adopted by the
Reading Camp Association, which
counts among its officers such men as
Mr. William Whyte, Second Vice-
President of the Canadian Pacific
Railway ; Mr. H. 1. Lovering, the well-
known lumberman; Mr. Duncan Me-
Martin, President of La Rose Mining
Company ; Mr, James Playfair, Presi-
dent of the Midland Navigation
Company; Mr. Chas. M. Hayes,
President of the Grand Trunk Rail-
way; Mr. W. J. Guest, President of
the Guest Fish Company, of Winni-
peg, and ILt.-Colonel Robertson,
M.V.0O., of Toronto. The aim of the
Association is to put a reading-room
or tent in every frontier camp in Can-
ada and to provide these rooms and
tents with means of profitable enter-
tainment and social development.
The reading material found in the
rooms and tents is not of that class
commonly sent to camps by well-
meaning but misguided persons (Sun-
day-school papers and church periodi-
cals several years old), but. is made
up of books carefully chosen, up-to-
date magazines and newspapers in
different languages. The man in the
camp lives in the present, not in the
past, and his soul responds to more
currents of force than are generated

by stale church literature. Few
Y.M.C.A. reading rooms can ‘show a
better assortment of reading matter
than the reading-rooms and tents pro-
vided by the Association, and this is
the more remarkable, considering
that very often the reading material
has to be ““toted’” on a pack-pony for
a hundred miles or more through
swamp and muskeg or ‘‘cadged’ by
the Association’s camp inspector over
many miles of rocks and rapids,

The outstanding feature of the
scheme advanced by the Reading
Camp Association is not so much the
provision to give eamp labourers good
reading matter—as a matter of fact
not more than half of those who work
in . Canadian camps at the present
time can read English. That which
calls for chief attention is the attempt
to broaden the mental horizon of nav-
vies and shanty-men by giving them
further instruction along elementary
lines and also the emphasis placed on
personality as a means to this end.
Each room and tent has in connection
with it an “‘instructor’’ whose essen-
tial qualifications are that he be a
good ‘‘mixer,”’ have a college educa-
tion, a good physique, an affinity for
the frontier and a desire to make some
sacrifice for the sake of the man in
the camp. These instructors have no
sinecure. In the first place, they iden-
tify themselves with the labourer ab-
solutely — working at ordinary manual
labour every day and for this labour
drawing current labouring wages.
Then, too, the evenings are fully oc-
cupied, for the instructors not only
do everything in their power to make
the rooms and tents suitable for legiti-
mate entertainment; but they also
give courses of instruction in such
subjects as reading, writing, arithme-
tie, history, geography, book-keeping,
to all who care to take advantage of
them. Not even the seventh is a day
of rest to the man sent out by the
Reading Camp Association. On Sun-
day the instructor visits amongst the
men, particularly the foreigners, win-
ning their confidence and respect as

»
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well as learning their needs and diffi-
culties. The Sunday song-service,
too, calls for no small amount of
energy, for on that occasion the navvy-
college man becomes a missionary as
well as a teacher. The writer was
not at all surprised when visiting a
reading-tent lately to find that the
instructor had posted up in large
letters the motto: ‘‘Labor omnia
vincit.”’

A visit to some camp having a
reading-room or tent is all that is re-
quired to convince the most sceptical
of the positive results of camp educa-
tion as directed by the Reading Camp
Association. A more studious class
the writer has never seen than that
studying arithmetic as shown in the
illustration. This class was composed
of young homesteaders from the East-
ern Provinces who are working for the
summer in a Saskatchewan construec-
tion camp, and they demonstrate not
only their own desire to get along in
the world but also the spirit of pro-
gression that is placing Canada in the
front rank as a nation by attending
night school regularly after working
hard all day on the grade. The in-
structor, Mr. C. O. Banting, Mani-
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toba Medical, had three other classes
besides this. one. The work done
among the foreign immigrants is per-
haps the most indicative of future
good. The folly of inviting thousands
of Europeans to accept the responsi-
bility of Canadian citizenship without,
at least, providing the means to give
them our language is at once appar-
ent, and nothing could be more com.
mendable than the efforts which are
being put forth to teach English to all
foreigners working in railway construe-
tion camps. It is worth noting, too,
that the majority of foreign immi-
grants go into frontier camps for a
season or two after coming to this
country. The eagerness shown by most
foreigners to learn our language and
customs is really remarkable. Notice
the keen attention of the Galician
class in the accompanying picture. All
these young fellows intend to settle in
this country, and they are fast losing
any marks which distinguish them as
aliens. Indeed, the despised foreign-
ers are very often the best immigrants
who come into the country. The tent
shown in the picture where the men
are taking a Sunday morning nap was

the cleanest and tidiest in the camp :
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the tents occupied by the English-
speaking labourers were odious in
comparison,

An intelligent reader will ask, Does
the work pay ? Does it pay, we won-
der, to allow thousands of.ignorant
peasants to come into this country
and assume the rights of citizenship
without giving them some social and
civic training together with our
speech ? Does it pay to ignore the
fact that the seeds of revolutionary
Socialism are being planted in many
parts of Canada and that they flourish
best among the ranks of uneducated
immigrants ? Does it pay to expend

a few dollars in order that Norwe-
gians, Swedes, Belgians, Galicians,

Austrians, may all become Canadians
having a just conception of what true
citizenship means and being in a posi-
tion to make an intelligent use of the
franchise we offer them ? The Reading
Camp Association holde that money
spent in training our immigrants will
become capital paying big dividends;
it claims, too, that now is the time
to expend the money and not after it
can be said that ‘‘philanthropy is
made an offset and compensation for
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brutal exploitation.”” Just at this
period of our country’s development
it would not be amiss for us to recall
Luther’s injunction that ‘A city’s in-
crease consists not alone in heaping
up great treasure, in building solid
walls or stately houses, or in multi-
plying artillery, and munitions of
war ; nay, where there is a great store
of this, and yet fools with it, it is all
the worse and all the greater loss for
the city. But this is the best and
richest  increase, prosperity, and
strength of the city, that it shall con-
tain a great number of polished,
learned, intelligent, honourable, and
well-bred citizens, who, when they
have become all this, may then get
wealth and put it to a good use.”

With reference to the incoming
thousands, Mr. Fitzpatrick falls back
on the Aristotelian maxim that as a
State was formed to make life pos-
sible, o it exists to make life good.
He also believes that nation-building
must begin at the frontier, and he
has become imbued with the idea that
the man of the future is at present
‘‘The Man in the Camp.”” Watch
him |
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THE ROBIN HOOD OF FRANCE

BY MAY

THE forest glade, empty a moment

before, was alive now with fig-
ures, figures strange and wild enough,
which flitted silently from behind the
trees, surrounding the horse of the
young man, who rode alone, singing
8o gaily and daringly through the for-
est of Fontainebleau. It is useless
for one man, however brave, to fight
two score, so after some faint bluster-
ings and the startled plungings of
Gray Barbe, the prisoner yielded to
necessity, though his anger was mani-
fest, and scarcely wise, seeing his
situation.

‘“What want you with me?’’ he
cried. ‘“‘Gold? Well, take your toll,
and let me ride away. 1 must be
within Paris walls to-night.”

A lanky, tatterdemalion who gripped
at his knee, grinned broadly. *‘If
you're in haste, monsieur,”’ quoth he,
““you should have been better advised
than to invade the domain of King
Mandrin,”’ and twenty ragged caps
fluttered in the air at the name.

The traveller, a well-favoured youth,
dressed in a richly-broidered riding-
suit of blue cloth, smiled whimsi-
cally.

““So that’s the devil’s pit I'm in,”
he replied. “‘If my business were
less urgent I might be amused. Your
brigand of the forest has a reputa-

tion.
The man nodded. ‘““We defy
France,” said he, grandly. ‘‘As for

laws, we obey King Mandrin.”
*“So, so. You are bold to crow so
near Paris. The trees at Fontaine-
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bleau might bear strange fruit if the
Provost heard you.”

"“Bah! The Provost hears many
things of our merry company, I pro-
mise you, and yet we are free. As
for the trees you had better beware of
too long a tongue, monsieur, or one
might bear fruit wrapped in blue
cloth.”’

The traveller did not appear to
relish the jest.

A clearing in the forest brought
them to their rendezvous, with a de-
fiant winding of horns, and clatter of
tongues.

No jolly band of freebooters lived
more devoid of care than this dare-
devil company, who feasted on the
King’s game, and robbed the King's
subjects in the year of grace 1754.

Yet who could trap such a quarry,
when not a peasant for thirty miles
around would have betrayed him or
his followers at the cost of his own
life? King Mandrin was known and
loved in every hut and hovel, where
many a starving family blessed his
name for keeping life in them by his
bounty.

What is easily won is eagily dis-
posed of. And Jean Mandrin was royal
in his gifts. A handsome rogue he
was, dressed in picturesque costume
of red and blue, a scarlet cap set on
the back of close curling black locks.
and lean, bronzed cheeks, with fine
and delicate features which bespoke
a rank vastly different to that of hig
vagabond company.

He smiled frankly at sight of the
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prisoner, doffing his hat with easy
grace.

““A welcome addition,”’ cried he.
‘*Since our coffers have need of lining.
Yet look not glum, monsieur. I vow
you shan’t be sent away empty if you
will but accommodate yourself to the
situation, the venison hath a royal
flavour, and the wine came from cel-
lars no meaner than His Grace the
Bishop of Amiens.”

"“A sour churl to taste our hospi-
tality, Mandrin,”” grunted the lanky
brigand, who appeared to have a po-
gition of some command in the band.
*“Whose purse is lighter than his fist,
and who refuses his name and state.”’

Mandrin frowned, but his gray eyes
twinkled.

"“A tribunal of our forest court,”
said he. ‘‘And chastisement for the
surly guest. We of the woods love
laughter, you must know, monsieur,
whilst if our guests weep ’'tis their
own fault.”

The young traveller nodded.

“I give my name to you, mon-
siour,”’ he replied. ‘‘But in your ear,
I pray.”’

Mandrin’s eyes still twinkled.

"It is customary in my presence to
doff your hat, I must remind you,
monsieur,’’ said he, and, with swift
movement gent the slouched and fea-
thered hat flying.

Morbleu! There was laughter to
follow. Whilst the traveller stood,
shamed and blushing, with gold-brown
curls halfway down his back, King
Mandrin was the first to recover
speech. ““Your pardon, mademoiselle,
I am desolated to have shown man-
ners go rude. Yet there should be ex-
cuse when ladies come riding as
cavaliers through forest paths, with
lusty blows to give to those who have
speech with them.”’

But blushes already gave way to
dimples, and, if mademoiselle’s eyes
were blue, they were masterful enough
too.

‘“’Tis Eustacie de Frimontelle who
has come hither to you, monsieur, of
free will and intent,”” quoth she bold-

ly. ““Having heard so much of the
forest king’s power and kindly heart.’

He eyed her doubtfully as she
spoke, since his trade made him
suspicious.

But her eyes were straightly inno-
cent as she stood there, a daintily
incongruous figure in masculine at-
tire, with the wealth of curling hair
hanging loose over her shoulders.

“You shall tell your story, made-
moiselle,”” he replied. ‘“And if the
adventure please us, why, I and my
merry men will stand your good
friends, since we love other enterprise
than the mere slaying of fat buck.’’

“Or the eating of it,”” added his
lieutenant, André Gerard, squatting
down on the ground before the steam-
ing joint which a tall girl had brought
forward from the epit, ‘‘though that
be not amiss after a long day’s work."’

““Work!"” chimed in another, laugh-
ing, “‘thou has ne’er done too much
of that, my André.”

“Save with his jaws,” added
Mandrin, handing his strange guest to
a seat on a fallen log near, with a bow
worthy of Versailles. ‘‘So, lest pa-
tience wax short in these rude wilds,
mademoiselle, you shall tell us your
tale whilst we eat.”

The girl glanced round apprecia-
tively. She had no fear, it appeared,
and boldly met curious glances from
the motley crowd of bronzed forest-
dwellers, but her gaze came back
quickly to the face of the man at her
side, and she smiled, nodding, for
what woman is proof against the
charm of a handsome face >—and ro-
mance already whispered many a tale
concerning this daring brigand.

But the smile faded to a sigh.

Mademoiselle became pensive.

““Alas!”” she murmured, ‘‘’tis for
a lover’s life T plead, Bertrand de
Loisines. My father hated him, he
forbade him the chateau. Yet Bert-
rand came. Messieurs, we loved.
But what then? My father learned
of our tryst, he surprised us. Now
Bertrand lies close guarded in a turret
chamber at Frimontelle, whilst my
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father, through the influence of
Madame de Pompadour, awaits the
lettre de cachet which will send my
lover to spend the rest of hig life in
the Bastille.”

King Mandrin nodded. He had
heard such tales before, but the
beauty of the teller appealed to him;
sitting there, in the gloaming, her blue
eyes fixed fully on his, he could feel
the fascination of her presence grow-
ing apace.

‘8o, s0,”” said he, ‘‘and you,
mademoiselle, pray, doubtless, for the
miracle which shall set your lover free
before that letter arrives?”

She clasped her hands.

‘‘That is why I came,” she cried,
““though I do not think a miracle will
be needed if you help me.” f

The men seated round, paused in
their eating to look at the woman who
spoke so boldly to their leader.

But he was smiling.

*You ask much, mademoiselle.”” he
replied. ““Why should I save this
man, of whom I know nothing, whilst
probably he is as ready to oppress
the people as others ?”’

‘““Why should you save him ?"’ she
asked thoughtfully, and for all his
shrewdness King Mandrin could not
fathom the subtle note in hor voice
‘“Because, monsieur, they tell me you
are ever ready to help those who are
in need and trouble, whilst I swear
to you most truly that Bertrand de
Loisines has never oppressed any in
his life.”’

His keen eyes were fixed on her
face. ‘‘Yes, it is true my heart bleeds
for those in trouble,”’ said he. ‘‘But
those are the poor, mademoiselle.
Those who know what trouble is,
what starvation is. To feel love, to
cherish it, and yet see it fading away
in the wasting forms of wife or daugh-
ter, mother or son. That is the ery
and the sorrow of France which goes
echoing up to Heaven, though there
are some who would down the sounds
with their music, their laughter, or
their curses.”’

He spoke bitterly, yet with a refine-

’
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ment of speech she had not expected
to find in such a man,

“Then you cannot help me,” she
whispered, and, strange though it was,
there rang no sound of passionate de-
spair, scarcely a regret in her voice.

But Mandrin had risen to his feet.

“Yes, mademoiselle,”” said he, ‘‘we
will help you. Your bravery cannot
appeal in vain to desperate men."”

“I—I thank you,” she answered
softly, yet her head was bent low as
she spoke, as though she shamed to
look him in the face.

André Gerard wiped a greasy
mouth with the back of his hand.

“En avant,”” he cried hoarsely.
““The key shan’t be turned this time,
little demoiselle; King Mandrin will
see to that, with never a lusty knave
to hang back, be it buck to slay, tra-
veller to stop, or chateau to burn. To
my thinking, that last is the best
entertainment of all, though we'll
spare the cellars.”’

A roar of laughter greeted the sally.
After all, they could wear light hearts,
these vagabonds of the forest round
whose heads the shadow of a noose
dangled.

¥

Grim and gray stood the Chateau de
Frimontelle, whilst the mists of dawn
still hung round moat and woodland
paths. Mists which gave a strange,
fantastic appearance to the long line
of cowled figures which paced slowly
down the winding glade of oak trees.
With bent heads they came, and
hands thrust deep into wide sleeves.
Yet now they paused in the shelter
of a valley, where thick bushes shut
them in on every side. ’'Twas the
hour for refreshment, and whilst wal-
lets were opening a low whisper of
talk ran through the throng followed
by suppressed chucklings.

They were light of heart, these
brown-cowled gentry, who broke bread
in a summer’s dawn, and listened to
the songs of birds and the rushing
music of a brook close by.

Free! Free! It was the spirit of
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emancipation which stirred these dis-
guised followers of Jean Mandrin
fully as much as the joy of coming
adventure.

Many successes had made bold men
of them. They were invincible, al-
together invineible.

The soldiers of King Louis himself
bad searched the woods of Fontaine-
bleau in vain. They, the forest-
dwellers, could lie on their keepings
and jest at such threats and warnings.

But two there were who wandered
apart from the rest, since King
Mandrin must needs see how the land
lay beyond the woods. And Eustacie
de Frimontelle went with him. The
shadows still lingered long and deep
amongst the trees, they lingered too
in the girl’s blue eyes. There was no
eager anticipation as though already
she pictured the deliverance of a lover
from dangerous captivity, no urgings
for haste to the task before them.
Rather ghe hung back, hesitant, the
trouble growing in her eyes, whilst
her lipe trembled as she turned to
the man who watched her with some-
t.hinlg_I more than curiosity.

“"Have no fear, mademoiselle,”’ he
said, breaking a long silence, as they
stood together on the ridge of the
wooded valley, looking across towards
the chiteau.

“I do not think the letter can have
arrived yet from Paris.”

She flushed crimson, turning to him
with a sudden impulse.

“It has not arrived,”” said she.

He bowed. ‘‘Perhaps you mean it
never will arrive, mademoiselle ?”’

With hands clasped tight she faced
him resolutely. ‘Tt never will arrive,
monsieur.”’

“I thought it possible,” he replied
quietly, and looked away towards the
gray turrets of the castle.

The girl moved forward, two or
three quick, irresolute paces, then
back to his side, a hand resting on his
sleeve.

“T must tell you,”” she whispered.
“T must tell you. Merciful Virgin!
Tt is altogether impossible that T could

let you go another step without know-
ing the truth.”

Jean Mandrin bowed.

“‘Shall I guess it, mademoiselle ?"’

‘‘If you do you will kill me. Your
followers will kill me, and I deserve
it. Oh, yes, I deserve it. For I
would have betrayed you, monsieur.”’

All the horror was in her own
voice, in her own eyes. The man
who looked down into that pretty,
troubled face only smiled.

"I have guessed it, mademoiselle,
and yet you are alive. Will you not
trust me with the tale, or shall we
still go in search of the lover?”’

““No — no, monsieur, you are so
different to the Jean Mandrin I ex-
pected. It was the beggar-bandit J
came to trap.”’

“I am at your service, mademoi-
selle.”’

“It was a bet,”” she said, speaking
in a dull, monotonous tone. ‘‘A vile
bet, made on the spur of a shameless
moment. T had lost at faro, very
heavily, it was an embarrassment.
Then the jest began. Someone made
mock of King Mandrin, and how he
held court in the forest of Fontaine-
bleau. There was a young officer
there who had brought the soldiers in
search of you. And I—I was excited
and foolish. T declared that T could
have been keener of wit than he.
Then — how, I searcely know — but
the bet was made. It would pay my
gambling debt if T won. T accepted.
After that T rode to the forest, mon-
sieur. I found King Mandrin, but
not the ragged bandit I expected.’’

““So,”” he answered gently, ‘“‘you
would have betrayed me and won your
bet >—and now, in the moment of vie-
tory—you betray yourself and lose it.
Why was that, mademoiselle 2"’

She did not answer, though the
colour, which had faded from her
cheeks, burned again in them very
brightly.

‘“Whatever your reason,’’ he added,
noting her embarrassment with a
strange beating at his heart, ‘‘T thank
you and in my turn would ask your

angppipieta
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gracious forbearance in listening to a
wle."

‘“A tale ?”’ the blue eyes raised to
his were curious. ‘‘A tale, monsieur ?
But it is hardly the time for tales
with the Chéiteau de Frimontelle so
close. Would it not be wiser to es-
cape without further delay ?”’

‘“Mademoiselle, yonder my men
break their fast. They’ll not budge
one way or the other till they're sat-
isfied. Meantime I'll not weary you
with too long a story, since it con-
cerns so unimportant a person as Jean
Mandrin.”’

She did not speak, but perhaps he
understood that what he had to say
would be of interest to her.

“It is two years,’’ said he quietly,
“‘since Jean Mandrin began to exist;
before then there was, living near the
banks of the Loire, a certain Gaston
de Maureville, younger son of the
gignor of that name. When Gaston’s
father died his brother Henri inherited
the Chiteau—the brothers lived to-
gether. It is probable they would
still be doing so had it not been for a
peasant girl, Jeannette Bonneton. Tt
is hardly a tale for your ears, made-
moiselle, but it is sufficient to say
that Jeannette, being a good girl and
pretty, would have married her lover,
the wood-cutter, had it not been for
Henri de Maureville. As it was, the
lover was hanged on pretext of break-
ing some trifling game-law, and the
girl drowned herself in the Loire in a
madness wrought out of grief and
shame. It was the old father who
told Gaston the story, and in hot in-
dignation the latter denounced his
brother as a base murderer. A quar-
rel ensued, a very desperate quarrel,
a duel also. Henri was injured,
though not mortally, and Gaston fled
to the woods. If he had not done so
there would have been a cell in the
Bastille awaiting him, since his bro-
ther stood high in the King’s favour.
After that there was a King Mandrin
in Fontainebleau forest, but no longer
a Gaston de Maureville, the title
would have been out of place. The
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rest you have heard, the tales of rob-
bery, of pillage, of broken game-laws,
of the dare-devilry of that band which
every honest Frenchman would gladly
see swinging in mid-air; but what you
may not have heard are the tales to
which King Mandrin and his friends
have listened to. Tales of such suffer-
ings, such wrongs, such heart-break-
ing misery, as would wring all the pity
from your gentle heart, for, though
none look or think of the wrongs of
the peasants of France, they are
there. Going up in a great cry to the
ear of the good God in Heaven. Ah!
mademoiselle, if you knew, if you
could see the tears, and the dry-eyed
anguish which is worse than tears, as
a father watches the child dying in its
mother’s arms because there is no
food to stay its cravings, if you saw
the children watching with great hun-
gry eyes for the broken crusts over
which they clamour and snarl like
famiching wolves, then, T think, you
would be less ready to condemn those
who defy the laws which, for the sel-
fish pleasure of the rich, erush and
grind the poor till the soil of their
native land is red with their blood.”’

The girl’s cheeks were wet with
tears as he finished speaking, for her
heart could echo the passion which
vibrated through every word. Yes,
she, FEustacie de Frimontelle, cradled
in Juxury and selfish indulgence,
could see, with this man’s eyes, since
something born of a feeling unknown
before, a feeling keener and deeper
than mere sympathy, raised the veil,
which those of her class had drawn
between them and their fellow-crea-
tures, and had looked down into the
depth beneath.

‘““And you are Gaston de Maure-
ville ?’”” she whispered.

“Yes, I am Gaston de Maureville.”'

Together they stood there, so close,
and yet—as it seemed to the man—
with such a gulf between.

But what came next ?

It was the mute question in the
girl’s eyes.

And Gaston de Maureville rather
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than Jean Mandrin answered :

““You shall not lose your bet, made-
moiselle,”” he cried, smiling, and
turned to beckon to André Gerard,
cowled and gowned, who clambered
with tucked skirts up the banks.

“My bet!”

The speech startled her, for already
she had half forgotten that first pur-
pose of her coming.

““Jean Mandrin comes to the Cha-
teau de Frimontelle,”” said he. ‘‘As
you vowed—afterwards—"’

““Afterwards! Ah, merciful saints!
Why, afterwards they will hang you.
No, no, monsieur. It cannot be. Re-
turn to Fontainebleau. 1 entreat
you"'

‘“Alone, mademoiselle ?”’

Her eyes fell.

A week ago they had been strangers,
yet now it was born to each that life
would be impossible—apart.

Yet the gulf lay, an impassable bar-
rier, between.

"*“What would you do?”’ she asked,
piteously. ‘‘Oh, monsieur, if—if—
they kill you—"’

There was no need for her lips to
tell the rest of what she would say.

And a great gladness filled the heart
of Gaston de Maureville.

But his purpose did not change.

“It would need a more powerful
king than I to keep my fellows back
from their work now, mademoiselle,”’
said he. ‘““But have no fear. T think
Heaven is not unkind to King Man-
drin, and Gaston de Maureville will
return to claim—"’

He paused, hesitating, then
laughed, with that gay recklessness
which had come to be second nature.

“They say I'm the boldest beggar
ever born of woman,”’ quoth he, tak-
ing her hands. ‘‘And so I'll not shame
to state my case. I go to claim from
the Lieutenant de Frimontelle the
hand of his daughter in marriage. If
he grant it to me, what would that
daughter say ?”’

Tt was her turn to echo that laugh,
very eoftly, very happily, as love
leaping the gulf of impossibilities saw

into that wondrous beyond which had
come to be mirrored in gray eyes.

““Say ?"’ she whispered. ‘“Why, I
don’t know what to say, sir, save that
I too hold Jean Mandrin—King."

Her lips invited him to seal the
laughing homage beneath which lay
the deepest stirrings of her heart.

“My queen,”” he muttered hoarse-
ly. “And yet — why, ’tis surely
madness! I, whom men hunt down
as they would the vermin in their
fields.  Stil, madmen have their
dreams, even as bold men stake their
all on the hazard of the dice. And
so I dream of a new life beyond the
seas in Canada where I have friends
who only know me by the name of
Gaston de Maureville, whilst I stake
a mad venture against the fairest
bride whom man ever prayed to win.’’

““A venture ?”’ she answered, and
here eyes darkened with the presenti-
ment of fear.

“Why, yes!” he smiled. ‘You
don’t think that your father will give
me his daughter of free grace? But
have no fear. There’ll be no blood-
shed if T can help it in the Chateau
de Frimontelle to-night.’’

So, with many words, he left her,
promising gaily that he would return
later and bring her home.

““And so—au revoir,”’ he whispered,
and gently drew her down to a mossy
elope, shaded by the wide-spreading
oak trees.

*

Now of what befell thereafter at the
chéateau itself T have no time to tell at
length, though ’twas the talk of Paris
and the Court for many a long day
after the happening. But the first
that the ILieutenant de Frimontelle
knew of his strange visitors was when
the door of his little salon upstairs
was flung suddenly open and a tall,
brown-frocked monk stood on the
threshold.

A party of ten there were, ladies
and gentlemen, playing — as if their
souls depended on it—at faro, though
it was but two hours after midday.
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The lieutenant blinked his eyes,
wondering, for old Pére Anselm had
been left snoring over his port an hour
ago, and monks and friars are not fre-
quent visitors here.

““Malediction,”’ he swore, lustily,
with scant courtesy for the cowl,
“‘what want you here, Sir Monk ?”’

The monk laughed, bowing.

“Monsieur,”’ he replied, ‘your
daughter brought me. It was the mat-
ter of a bet, I hear.”

Well might the guests around the
faro table stare—and stare aghast,
100, ag round the room behind their
chairs filed monk after monk with
daggers uplifted, though they came so

silently.
It was in vain for the Lieutenant
de Frimontelle — remembering a

mad-cap daughter’s wild escapade—
to bluster and threaten, making as if
to call his servitors,

Already Jean Mandrin took care to
explain to him, they had been dis-
posed of. Yes, even the soldiers who
had been waiting in the vague hope
of carrying his kingship to the Bastille
or the nearest tree. But the tables
were turned now, quite turned. Not
a soul in that room attempted to deny
that with the knowledge of those
cowled and silent figures standing so
near that a dagger would strike home
or even a blade could be drawn.

““I think, monsieur, that there were
those who wished to see me,”” ob-
served Mandrin with smiling polite-
ness. ‘““But we do not come from
Fontainebleau for nothing. You un-
derstand we have our price. My
followers are seeing to that below.
Your chiteau is excellently appointed,
and T am sure they will be pleased
with your hospitality. In the mean-
time, I, being a gentleman, do not
take such trifles of plunder in pay-
ment; however, do not fear. I am
not here to hang you and your friends
from the battlements as traitors to
Heaven’s laws of justice and oppres-
eors and murderers of fellow-men and
women. Oh, no. The reward is not
death but love, you understand ? Well,
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then, I must explain. Monsieur, you
have a daughter.”

M. de Frimontelle's eyes rolled in
helpless rage.

“To the devil with your impertin-
ence, I—"’

““Threaten ? 1 think not, monsieur,
in King Mandrin’s presence. It is not
the etiquette of my court. In the
meantime you have your choice, to
be left to the mercy of my band, or
the free gift to me of your daughter
in marriage. It will be a right royal
match.”’

The Lieutenant de Frimontelle
came near to choking with rage, but
Jean Mandrin’s eyes conveyed the
warning that light words covered an
ugly threat. As for the rest of that
pleasant little faro party, they
scarcely breathed. They had heard
stories of this band of forest adven-
turers, and knew that threats were
not left idle in their throats. Ah; it
was a sbragge comedy that. A fan-
tastic comedy, the coming of Jean
Mandrin to the Chateau de Frimon-
telle. But what would you? A man
is not at his best with a dagger held
aslant towards his heart, and these
faro heroes, men of a degenerate
Court, were less fearless than the

desperadoes of Fontainebleau. And
'tis the bold stroke that wins.
Yes, the bold stroke wins. And

that was how Mademoiselle Eustacie
came to stand in the hall of her fa-
ther’s chiteau with her hand in that
of this scourge of the country-side,
Jean Mandrin, the peasant’s friend,
and it was wonderful how quietly the
white hand lay in that strong grip.
She was not afraid, not she, though
the grand ladies, her father's guests,
sobbed and lamented over her ghastly
fate, and the be-powdered and paint.-
ed courtiers vowed vengeance as they
gripped snuff-boxes instead of sword-
hilts, and saw a man, in long brown
cassock, and cowl flung back from a
handsome face, stand there before the
dazed Pére Anselm, who gabbled so
fast over the strangest wedding cere-
mony ever heard of in France.
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But there were too many brown-
frocked monks standing round to
permit any speech other than the
acquiescing ‘‘Amen.”’

And Gaston de Maureville looked
down long and tenderly into an up-
turned girlish face.

“You dare to trust yourself indeed
with such as I, sweet ?"’ he whispered.
‘‘See, the horses are without. I have
money enough to carry you away to
that new life of which I dared to
dream, and yet — is it possible you
will come? If not, I vow to ride
alone—out of your life for ever, even
though my heart break in going.”

Eustacie smiled, and the light in
her blue eyes told its tale even before
her lips.

‘“'Tis true, sir,”” quoth she softly,
drawing close to him, heedless of
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gazing eyes, and muttered wonder
from those amongst whom she had
spent those first short years of her
life. *'Tis true I'm a daughter of
France, yet I know but one king.”’

And, as with sudden boldness ghe
raised her face to his, she knew that
she had won, not only a bet to free
her from passing annoyance, but love
— golden-winged, and to her gray-
eyed — which should bring her the
freedom of new-born happiness as long
as life might last. But in Fontaine-
bleau forest the followers of Jean
Mandrin long mourned the king who
had gone to reign — not amongst re-
volted and oppressed countrymen who
treasured his name with the reverence
of a saint for many a long year there-
after, but in the heart of the woman
he loved.

THE HOMING BEE

By E. PAULINE JOHNSON (TEKAHIONWAKE)

You are belted with gold, little brother of mine,
Yellow gold, like the sun
That spills in the west, as a chalice of wine

When feasting is done.

You are gossamer-winged, little brother of mine,
Tissue winged, like the mist
That broods where the marshes melt into a line

Of vapour sun-kissed.

You are laden with sweets, little brother of mine,
Flower sweets, like the touch
Of hands we have longed for, of arms that entwine,

Of lips that love much.

You are better than I, little brother of mine,

Than I, human-souled,

For you bring from the blossoms and red summer shine,

For others, your gold.
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THE WHITE MAN’'S ANGRY HEART

BY HAROLD SANDS

“WHITE man has angry heart
against us, and there is sor-
row in the lodges along the river.”

This is the sad song the Siwashes
have sung in British Columbia ever
since Captain Cook landed in Nootka
Bay and Mackenzie journeyed across
the continent from Montreal to what
the French-Canadians of other days
called the Grande Mer de I’Ouest and
the Pacific Coast Indians less euphoni-
ously styled ‘‘The Stinking Lake,”
namely the Pacific Ocean.

The original Pacific Coast Can-
adians, the real native sons of the
Golden West, were lords of the soil
till men with white faces, strange
clothes, wonderful weapons and al-
luring trinkets came along. The
strangers, with their death-dealing
engines — guns and whisky — de-
cimated the tribes and secured pos-
session of the land. After a time
reserves were set aside for the re-
maining Indians, but, not unnatur-
ally, the aboriginies did not stick too
closely to the boundaries.

This was all very well in the early
days, when men sought virgin gold
and not the wealth that comes from
wheat and cabbages. But now that
railways are opening up the country,
now that Eastern Canadians are
seeking choice quarter-sections and
Americans are gobbling up the lumber
of British Columbia, the Indian is
being crowded back to his reserve.
He does not like the pressure, and he
complains that the ‘‘white man has
an angry heart.”’

The mutterings of aboriginal discon-
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tent began to be heard when
Vancouver took its mighty leap for-
ward with the dawn of the twentieth
century. Courageous adventurers from
that city and newcomers from the
East invaded Central and Northern
British Columbia in advance of the
Grand Trunk Pacific Railway, and of
the army of settlers and miners that
they were quick to realise would soon
be on the way to Canada’s farthest
West.

When Prince Rupert was estab-
lished and the Grand Trunk Pacific
and Canadian Northern Railways
raced for passes through the Rockies,
the rush of land-seckers grew greater.
Even Cabinet and ex-Cabinet Minis-
ters were represented in the syndicates
which were quickly formed to stake
out, agricultural and coal lands and
timber limits in the richest of the
Canadian provinces.

Of course, the Indians have felt the
effect, and now not a month passes
by but that the coast newspapers re-
produce the old headline, ‘“The In-
dians are again in Ugly Mood!"’
Sometimes there are varieties of cap-
tions in the more original newspapers.
“Kispiox Braves are Angered,” says
one, ‘‘Naas Indians are Also Rest-
less,”” says another, in big red lines.
But they all have the same reason
for the trouble — friction between the
redskins and new settlers who have
taken up land outside the reserves but
which the . aboriginies think belongs
to them.

Times have indeed changed since
the Skeena River was called the

-
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Simpson and the Naas had no name
at all. In those days the tribes wan-
dered freely everywhere, chopped
down the handiest tree out of which
to make a canoe, cut firewood wher-
ever they pleased, fished, hunted and
used the land in any way they saw
fit. The white settlers are putting
a stop to all this. They dislike the
freedom with which the Indians make
use of property they have homestead-
ed or bought outright as much as the
natives resent the curtailing of their
ancient rights.

The trouble has reached such a
point on the Skeena River that two
white men who settled near Hazel-
ton were recently driven from their
land by Indians armed with rifles. At
the ferry on the Kispiox River, a few
miles above Hazezlton, this notice used
to be conspicuously posted, ‘‘No white
man, or white man’s horse must cross
this river.”” The whites tore down
the offensive sign, an action which
only served to fan the flame of dis-
content.

A little later the lacerated body of
a white man was found floating in the
Skeena River near Clearwater. Al-
though the erime has not been brought
home to Indians it is supposed they
killed the settler. The body was des-
titute of clothing, and there were two
bullet wounds upon it, one in the
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breast, the other in the hip. The
face was terribly slashed and the arms
and hands bore evidence of a grim,
unequal struggle for life.

A party of American land-hunters,
recently returned to Vancouver,
brought new tales of danger by flood
and field and Indian traditions trans-
lated from the carvings of great totem
poles. The expedition pushed up the
turgid, tumbling Skeena, the current
of which runs so swiftly that boats
have to be pulled up by ropes. They
went into the wilds, into gorges never
before trodden by whites, where
mountains rise peak on peak, and
glacier upon glacier is piled. Between
were flower-carpeted valleys and ara-
ble plateaus. Timbered gorges, leap-
ing torrents, sequestered lakes and
beetling ecrags form a combination
which one day, when railroads run
through the land, will add a new
world of scenic grandeur for tourists
to conquer.

The Skeena, because of its torren-
tial swiftness, and the canyons
where the stream narrows from per-
haps a mile wide to but twenty feet,
is one of the most difficult rivers in
the world to navigate. Tt took the
little stern-wheel river steamer on
which the party took passage three
days to make the trip from Port Es-
sington, at the mouth, to Kitsilas,

‘r
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seventy-five miles up stream. The
return journey can be made in as
many hours,

As the party wished to survey by
the way, canoes were taken at Kit-
silas. Progress was very slow. At
one point six men tugged on ropes
and, aided by the paddlers in a canoe,
tried to drag the craft along. Tug
as they might they seemed to make
hardly any progress. They quickly
discovered the reason. They were on
the worst bend of the great river and
although the stream geemed un-
troubled, the danger of the position
was attested by several low graves
upon the bank, those of victims of
earlier ('xplnl‘m‘.\'.

Finally they attached a seventy-
fathom rope to rigged tackle,
and, pursuing a zigzag course, over-
:ame the current. Twelve days later
they reached Hazelton, the largest
town in the northern wilds of Central
British Columbia, but really little
more than an overgrown Indian vil-
lage. Here they were in touch with
the world again, however, for the
Canadian Government telegraph wire
from Vancouver to the Klondike

trees,

passes through the town,
They found that the Indians speak

a Chinook jargon, similar to that in
use on the The men, in
physique and natural intelligence, ap-
peared to be superior to the redskins
who dwell by the ocean. From Hazel-
ton the Americans pushed into the
wilds. Once in a while they came
across a solitary white prospector or
small parties of Canadians
looking for land for preémption, but
for the most of the three months they
were exploring in the rough country
they dwelt among

coast.

Eastern

Indians, some of
whom were inclined to be hostile. The
Americans, however, were in
great force and too well armed to be
in any real danger.

They learned, however, that a white
man who attempted to land from his
canoe at the village of Kispyox was
driven away by the Indians and nearly
lost his life when his canoe over-
turned. Wherever they went in the
lodges clustered along the river they
distinguished a feeling of sullen re-
sentment, and they found it frequently
necessary to make some show of force.
Their caution and firmness, however,
avoided an battle or sneaking
murder, and the party did not lose a
man. The recent reports of trouble
and of an outbreak feared
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them they were lucky to come
through unscathed.

They found a great deal to interest
them in the lodges of the Indians and
regretted that the warlike attitude of
the redskins prevented them examin-
ing the grotesque carvings which tell
the story of the tribes for several
hundred years back — stories which
no white man can read.

The Americans found that the
“happy hunting ground” idea is gen-
erally held by the aboriginies along
the Skeena. When an Indian dies his
weapons and his household gods are
buried with him so that he may use
them in the spirit land, where the
Hyas Tyee reigns and where there
are always plentiful supplies of
salmon and berries.

One man of the party managed to
gain some ascendancy over the In-
diane by his prowess in wrestling. The
natives showed a great admiration for
his physical strength. In many vil-
lages there are champion wrestlers
just as in Japan, from which country
some people say the British Columbia
Indians first came. The white man
defeated most of these and so ob-
tained some prestige with the tribes-
men, and when they were in good
humour they told him of their
legends, crooned for him the tribal
song, translated bits of history from
their totem poles, and once or twice
he was even admitted to the lodges
of the shamen, or medicine men,
when incantations were being held.

Once a shaman treated him to an
exposition of his power over disease.
He took the wrestler into a darkened
hut where a sick man lay on a pallet
of skins. Tt looked to the white ad-
venturer as if death was already
hovering over the patient. His lips
were blue and his breathing faint and
irregular. The medicine man went
outside for a few minutes, then rushed
velling into the hut. He was dressed
in a red breechelout, a bear-string
mantle, strings of shells hung from
his cap and an eagle’s wing depended
from his neck. Rattling vigorously a
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gourd containing pebbles, the shaman
chanted while other Indians beat
upon stakes and rude drums made of
cedar bark.

After a while the medicine man be-
gan to dance wildly, still chanting.
Finally he worked himself into a
frenzy and yelled at the top of his
voice, as if he were driving evil spirits
from the hut. For two hours he con-
tinued his gyrations and then dipped
his fingers in water and traced
symbolical figures on the naked body
of his patient.

Then, of course, the Indian sat up
and was pronounced cured. The
whites learned two days later, but not
from the shaman, that the patient was
dead.

A totem pole, elaborately carved,
and bearing on its top the wooden
figure of a huge salmon, attracted
the attention of the party. It stood
before the cabin of a chief near Mor-
icetown, the town named for the de-
voted priest and historian, Reverend
A. G. Morice. From a son of the
famous chief Quis-se-lagh, the story
of the salmon was learned. Here
it is:

Many moons ago, &0 many that
men cannot count them, the Hyas
Tyee, the Great Chief of all Chiefs,
wanted his eldest son to marry Tall
Tree, daughter of Ksh-sha-ack. But
the son, who was called Ho-nagh-wah,
was in love with Deer Eyes, a maiden
of his own tribe, and besought his
father to allow him to wed her. How-
ever, being a dutiful son, and bei
told that it was imperative that he
wed Tall Tree, he seemed to give way
to his father’s idea.

The Great Chief made elaborate
preparations for the marriage feast,
which was to last three months. Tt
was to be the greatest potlatch
known. Deer Eyes lay and moaned
in her heart-sickness, but on the
night previous to the one set for the
wedding she determined to see her
lover for the last time. She robed
herself in her richest skins and went
out to meet him. She saw him be-
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fore the moon came up and he lest
his brain. He determined to run
away with her. Together they went

into the deep forest and after journey-
ing for many days built a wigwam.
Then they thought of nothing but to
be ll:ll)p'\'_

Very angry was the Great Chief
when he found his son had run away
with Deer Eyes. He beat his breast,
tore his hair and retired to his lodge,
where he remained in grief for two

aroused himself, he

suns. When he
called together the chiefs of all the
animals of the forest and the fishes

of the streams.

At his call appeared Kwah-nice, the
salmon ; Swaa-aa, the bear; Kah-kah,
the eagle; Waugh-waugh, the owl;
Kal-ack-a-lah-ma, the ,f,'(m.\‘(": Tie-loo,
the wolf; Shug-ho-poots, the snake;
Skis-wis, the squirrel; Mel-a-kwa, the
mosquito, and others.

“Find my son,”” said he to them.
And they, knowing the great power of
the Hyas Tyee, departed at once to
(]n ]li‘< ])i(l(“ll‘_{.

Kah-kah, the chief of the eagles,
sailed high in the air over all the deep
valleys and the lofty mountain ranges,
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searching with eyes that see far for
the pair of lovers; the panther slunk
through the underbrush; the owl
turned its sober eyes from the highest
tree-tops in the night; the squirrel
scampered about the ground and lis-
tened close against the big trees for
words of love: the snake wound and
squirmed through the berry patches,
and the bear smashed through the
timbers. But they all failed to find
the happy pair.

Then Le-loo, the wolf, took up the
hunt for Deer Eyes and Ho-nagh-wah
He gathered about him a great body
of his warriors, and, with their sharp
snouts close to the ground, they fol-
lowed the footsteps of the lovers
Long they sought and at last they
found the pair. But the lovers were
so happy, and Le-loo remembered that
Ho-nagh-wah had once released him
from a trap, so the wolf resolved that
he would not tell the Hyas Tyee of
the whereabouts of the pair. He
commanded his warriors to be silent.

Mel-a-kwa, the chief of the mos-
quitoes, whose tribe is as numerous
as the sands on the sea-shore, also
discovered the lovers, but he, too, said
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nothing, for Deer Eyes had once in-
terposed to save his life when one
of her suitors would have slain him.
His tribe, after locating the pair, rose
to the sky with a noise like the run-
ning of a great river and scattered
among men. But every one of them
kept the secret of the lovers.

So Ho-nagh-wah and Deer Eyes
were happy. But one winter famine
came and Deer Eyes died of starva-
tion. Ho-nagh-wah sadly closed her
eyes and then sought the great rock
over the river. He sang the death
song and cast himself down so that
he might join Deer Eyes in the happy
hunting grounds. But the king of the
salmon caught and swallowed him and
in three suns bore him to his father,
throwing him forth upon the bank of
the river.

The Great Chief, far from being
overjoyed at sight of his son, cursed
him and caused him to be changed

into a frog. And that is why the frogs
sing aloud at night the mournful
story of Ho-nagh-wah, to warn other
sons to be obedient. The Great Chief
rewarded the salmon, however, by
placing a representation of the fish,
thirty feet long, on top of his totem
pole.

The Americans also learned that
the Indians have a story of the flood.
They think, however, that the early
Jesuit missionaries told the tribes of
the Old Testament and that the poeti-
cal redskins wove the account into a
legend and convinced themselves that
it had been handed down from gen-
eration to generation. ‘The natives .
point to a lofty peak, eight miles from
Hazelton, and say that upon its sum-
mit the ark rested. They call the
mountain, Ca-nim-la-mon-ti, the great
canoe mountain, and declare that the
remains of the ark are still upon its
inaccessible summit.

THE WORK OF LIFE

By ETHELWYN WETHERALD

This is the work of life: to prove
The greatness that within us lies;
That from the dull, soul-deadening groove
Of common days there may arise.

The faith that doubting eyes may hold,
The strength that feeble hands may give,

The unguessed cheer that may unfold
From lives that scarcely dare to live.

Our 'prisoned days and paltry dower,
The hopes that drag a broken wing,
Will make their mock, but when the power
That brings the true heart’s inward spring
Comes out in word or deed or glance,
Forgotten are the years and scars;
The iron chains of circumstance
Serve but to bind us to the stars.



THE PROPHET AND. HIS MESSAGE

BY WILLIAM J. PITTS

HE recent revolution in Turkey
has compelled the entire civi-
lised world to focus its attention upon
the troubled Moslem State, and to
scerutinise its politics, social life and
religion, The Turk has evidently taken
a deep vivifying breath of Occidental
constitutionalism, and Europe sleeps
free—at least for the present.

The English Revolution of 1688
was almost wholly political, insomuch
as it repealed the hitherto absolute
and inviolable law of primogeniture
and insisted upon the principle of an
elective eovereignty in case of dire
necessity. There was no great out-
burst of popular wrath similar to the
French Reign of Terror. Bells rang
jubilantly for a space, bonfires blazed
mightily from shire to shire; and then
everything went on in the old hum-
drum way, sans oppression. The in-
verse is true of France. Her upheavals
were essentially popular in their na-
ture; almost voleanic in their first
outhursts, then stamped ruthlessly
out of being beneath the heel of some
new Oppressor.

The American ‘‘Revolution”” was
in reality not a revolution at all, but
an internecine war, a far distant echo
of the historic English struggle in the
seventeenth century. And the same
thing, with few divergences, might
be said of the separation of the South
American States from the Spanish
Crown. Russia’s revolution, despite
the formation of the Douma, is still
in being, Germany’s has apparently
not yet begun, although the Reich-
stadt’s censure of the epistolatory in-
discretions of the Kaiser showed that

280

the doctrine of the Divine right of
kings does not enslave even the mind
of the stolid Teuton.

The Turk is essentially a soldier, a
very ruthless one, some would say,
and the recent conflict in his country
has, apparently, been largely of a
military nature. Politics, as we un-
derstand the term in the West,
played no part in the movement; for
politics can never be a one-sided af-
fair, which was and is the case in
Turkey—the worst type of a theo-
cracy. The Constitutional party pos-
sessed political ideals of no meéan
nature, it is true; against them was
and is arranged a theocratic party
which can never lose one iota of its
power as long as the orthodox Moslem
(and Turkey is orthodox) lives.

To our Occidental minds the depo-
gition of the Sultan seemed the
overthrow, the final overthrow, of a
power which was the cause of all the
shedding of Christian blood that has
taken place during the last quarter
of a century. That the influence of
Abdul Hamid was malignant in every
quarter of the Ottoman Empire, is
undoubtedly a fact; he was not, how-
ever, an autocrat of the German or
Slavonic type, which could not exist
in a Mohammedan country, although
in Persia, where the Sheik sect ex-
ists, conditions are, or have been,
different. In Turkey it is the Sheik-
ul-Tslam, not the Sultan, who is the
real head of the Church, but actually
no priesthood exists; that is, in the
Christian sense. Every good Moslem
ig in reality a priest. There is nothing
in Turkey analogous to the Brahmin
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or Buddhist caste system of India.
Islam is a great paradox. It consists,
in most countries, of an ecclesiastical
democracy, which is really the worst
tyranny a country can possess. Is-
lam is more than a State religion.
Islam is the State. Let ue briefly
consider Mohammed and his system.

Ameer Ali, a learned Mohammed-
an, complains that it is a narrow
course that the Christian follows when
he reverts to a comparison between
the Founder of his religion and the
Prophet. It is difficult to perceive
why this should be so; for what says
the eighth verse of the seventh chap-
ter of St. Matthew :

“A good tree cannot bring forth
evil fruit, neither can a corrupt tree
bring forth good fruit.”

Probably all who read these lines
believe in the Messiahship of Christ,
80 it will not be necessary to
compare any portion of the New
Testament with the Koran. Yet Mo-
hammed, since Carlyle honoured his
memory with a eulogy in his ‘‘Heroes
and Hero Worship,”” has found many
defenders, nay, even admirers. Bos-
worth Smith, in his lectures on
““Mohammed and Mohammedanism,"’
speaks of him as “‘a very Prophet of
God,” equal to, if not above Moses
or Elias. He was a Deist, it is true,
but so was Marcus Aurelius in a
nobler and purer way. For Moham-
med’s God was but a kind of panthe-
istic force, unlike the awful Jehovah
of the Israelites, the I am that I am
of Exodus, or the loving Father of the
Christian Dispensation, who seeth the
fall of a sparrow or the agony of a
strong man. The God of Moham-
med was not a God of love or a God
of Justice, but a physical Deity, pos-
sessing no fixed moral law, such as
Moses received on Mount Sinai, but
one who predestinates good or evil
“‘according to the caprices of His
sovereignty.”’

That Mohammed was a conscious
imposter from the very beginning
seems most unlikely. For it would be
well-nigh impossible for an illiterate
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man, such as he boasted himself to
be, to thrust a deception which he
knew to be a deception, upon the
shrewd members of his own or any
other tribe. He was a dreamer as
Cola di Rienzi was afterwards a
dreamer in medieval Rome, with lit-
tle result, it must be admitted; or as
8 young Corsican lieutenant of artil-
lery was in the eighteenth century,
with the result, that every student of
modern history knows. Napoleon's
Empire is dead, and Mohammed’s
system still lives. Yet, of the two
we prefer the Corsican. For Bona-
parte’s dominion carried education,
art and religious tolerance along with
it ; Mohammed’s system does not carry
any one of these in ite true sense.
It is, however, not possible to carry
the comparison far, for one was a
child of the Orient and the other of
the Occident. In this much they were
alike : both were dreamers. Napoleon's
purpose was, despite his ambition, the
more sincere one. There is little
doubt that Mohammed was sincere in
his prime object. His belief, however,
was the result of a delusion. The
founder of Islam was not an insane
man; if it had been so Mohammed-
anism could not have survived the
century of his demise. Yet he was
the victim of frequent epileptic fits,
and it is probable that in one of these
seizures his mind, intensely imagina-
tive, seemed to leave his body and
traneport itself far beyond the deep
blue, starstudded heavens of an
Arabian desert, into the presence of
Gabriel, the celestial medium of his
revelations. Mohammed was not ut-
terly ignoble in character, and credit
should be given to him for his fixed
desire to establish what was, and is,
undoubtedly a purer creed, with all
its faults, than the Arabian idolatry,
which it superseded. ‘‘Out of all
that rubbish of Arab idolatries, argu-
mentative theologies, traditions, eub-
tleties, rumours and hypotheses of
Greeks and Jews, with their wild
wire drawings, this wild man of the
desert . . . had seen into the
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kernel of the matter,”’ declares Car-
Jyle in the midst of his remarkable
panegyric.

There was then this much good in
this man’s system: he constructed
order where there had been chaos.
So did Cortez and Pizarro in a later
century; that is, they crushed the
cowering Incas beneath an intolerant
Spanish Catholicism which was far
different from the pure faith of New-
man or Manning. Mohammed may
have been sincere at the outset of
his meteoric career; and so far he
stands almost unstained beside the
Jacobing of the French Revolution.
‘But his whole life showed that am-
bition and self-gratification were his
principal characteristics. Islam does
not mean self-denial in the Christian
gense, but is rather synonymous with
fleshly compensation. It condemns
the wine-bibber and commends poly-
gamy ; or, what is worse, indiserimin-
ate divorce, which leads to social
anarchy. In this respect our ‘‘Prophet
of God” set an undeniable precedent.
A ‘‘special revelation” informed him
that in his case it would be perfectly
lawful to marry Zainab, the wife of
Zaid, a kinsman. Nor was Gabriel’'s
guidance wanting upon another occa-
@ion, when he seized a Jewish captive
and lodged her in his harem. Most
heroic, indeed, seem these details to
us who probably have not lost alto-
gether that pure element of medisval
chivalry, which was certainly God-
like in its essence. It is little wonder
that no good Moslem life of the Pro-
phet hag ever appeared. As surely as
a great edifice rests upon its founda-
tions, so does Mohammedanism rest
upon Mohammed. Crumbling stones
may support a structure for years,
perhaps for centuries, but not for
ages. It is manifestly unjust for
titled and erudite Mohammedans to
accuse Christians of having a narsow
partiality for the a priori mode of
argument. They glory in their
Apostle, would die for him, as they
endeavour to live for him ; yet can any
of them say: ‘“Behold the Man!”

It is not a very long step from
Mohammed to Mohammedanism, that
is twentieth century Mohammedan-
ism or seventeenth-century Moham-
medanism. It matters little which is
considered, for the spirit of the Pro-
phet and his book permeates it all.
It is divided into several sects dif-
fering in their respective traditions
and ordinances, yet all glorying in the
name of Islam, and in the watchword,
““There is no God but God, and Mo-
hammed is his prophet!”” Modern
scholars generally write history from
a ‘‘reconstructive’’ standpoint, excul-
pating all the great dark figures of
history from more than half of their
crimes; something, however, which
has never been attempted in the case
of Caesar Borgia or of Surajah Dowlah.
In the science of comparative religion
their work has been equally wide and
radical ; Buddhism hag been elevated
to a moral level, little below Christ-
ianity, Mohammedanism has been
divested of its unwholesome realities
and extolled as a model system of tol-
erance and morality. And there is
little doubt that many people have
given credence to these views, par-
ticularly when they are propagated by
cultured and affable products of the
Indian universities. Nor can it be
denied that travellers have frequently
brought home flattering accounts of
the virtues of Mohammedan negro
tribes, which they have visited. This
fact is easily explainable. Races
brought quite recently from heathen-
dom can have but a fragmentary,
hearsay knowledge of the Koran,
which is a blessing to them, though
they know it not, for upon that vol-
ume’s words rests Islam; that is, the
true world-wide Islam; nor can any-
one who hag read this book remain
long without the conviction that this
Arabian Gospel was shapen in iniquity,
born in blood, and that it will go down
in infamy.

The political side of a country is
inseparable from its eocial aspect;
Governments and dynasties merely re-
flect for good or otherwise the sanctity
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of the home, the peace of the people.
That the Moslem home is not univer-
sally wretched we admit; that Ken-
tucky before the time of the American
Civil War possessed many benevolent,
philanthropic glave-owners is also
equally admissible. But half a
hundred benevolent slave-owners did
not justify slavery, neither does the
model home of the rural lower-class
Turk justify the Koran’s lax system,
nor should we say ‘‘lax,”” for it is
decidedly baneful. It is, alas, a fact
that many Christian nations coun-
tenance the social evil, but they do so
against the letter of the New Testa-
ment; the Koran is an essentially
sensual book, for example, read the
sixty-fourth chapter, and while it does
not specifically enjoin neither does it
anathematise, but permite debauch-
ery. Polygamy does not, as is gen-
erally supposed, exist among all
classes of Mohammedans, for a very
obvious reason—the expense of the
system. It is only among the upper
elasses of Turkey, where it is the rule
rather than the exception. This fact,
of course, does not necessarily palli-
ate this offence against modern civi-
lisation. Monygamy is the rule, with
very few exceptions, among all classes
of Indian Mosleme; many of the
wealthy rajahs having taken to them-
selves Christian, in some instances
English, wives. But it is not poly-
gamy, baneful as that custom is, that
eats so deeply like some hideous can-
ker into the social, and hence
political, life of those countries which
believe in the letter of the Koran. The
truth is that a Mohammedan mar-
riage, whether monygamous or not,
amounts to a simple bargain. The
eonsent of the wife is neceesary, that
is legally so, but one can easily form
an opinion that such a law is more
frequently broken than kept under
Jglam. Mohammed showed some con-
gideration for hie wife when he wrote :
““Assign dowries freely to your wives
and if it pleases them to give you
back a part enjoy it conveniently at
your ease.”’ His benevolent precepte

are always provisional. And if the
gallant husband does not take back
his gift for himself, he can at least
give it to another; for divorce is an
easy matter under the rule of the
Prophet. It is the greatest evil,
greater even than polygamy, in the
system. The State of South Dakota
in the American Republic possesses
nothing very pleasing in its divorce
courts, and the same thing might
be eaid of other divisions of the
Union, but Mohammedanism does not
see the need of even the formality of
a divorce court. Under Islam women
are toys, and can be put away as such
when they fail to please. The Ken-
tucky slave-owner recognised the
spiritual needs of his black slave, but
the Moslem does not do as much for
his white plaything. Mohammed de-
clared that the most of the wretches
in hell were women. His present day
followers will not admit that a wo-
man has a soul to enjoy or suffer.
Consequently this eoulless bauble,
this lovely doll, created for man's
amusement, may be put away at his
pleasure. Polygamy, divorce and in-
fantile marriages; the three are the
fruite of an influence that is really
malignant, in spite of its garnishings,
in spite of its intellectual apologists,
an influence that is the result of an
evil life, sensual and bloody, which
came to a close thirteen centuries
ago. The strongest opponent of Ca-
tholicism will admit that chivalry.
based largely as it was upon the de-
votion to the mother of the world's
Redeemer, did much to elevate wo-
man’s social status, to place before
the Christian family the little group
of Nazareth as models of blessed
unity and long-suffering devotion.
The Bible is to Christians an ‘‘im-
pregnable rock,” from which flows
the waters of spiritual truth and con-
solation. But the most ardent be-
liever in the literal inspiration of its
pages could not possibly regard it in
the same light that a Moslem regards
the XKoran. Christian law, is, of
course, based upon Christian practice,
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but to accept the Bible ag a statute
book would be absurd. Yet in Turkey
the Koran ies virtually accepted as
such ; the whole fabric of Moslem do-
minion standing upon its pages. And
the same thing might be said of the
entire Mohammedan world. As poly-
gamy is permitted by it, so is a war
to the death upon unbelievers when
there is any chance of success. Mark
the provigion. It has been said that
it is owing to the Hindu caste system
that Britain holds India, and this is a
true and principal cause. A dis-
tinguished Oriental diplomat once
said ““Who can fathom the inscrutable
depths of the Oriental mind ?”’ But it
is safe to state that in the depths of
each Moslem heart in India, there ex-
ists a fervid hope that the Empire of
Arungazebe may one day be restored.
India hae 57,000,000 Moslems, by far
the most active and warlike element
in her population. And Mohammed-
aniem is gaining rapidly in that coun-
try, as it is in every part of the
Moslem world ; not by force, as in the
middle ages, but by an undemonstra-
tive missionary propaganda among the
races with which it comes in contact,
and it is true that it numbers a few

Europeans among ite converts.* But
as intoxication brings the real char-
acter of an individual to the surface,
so does the countless insurrections of
the Indian hillsmen of the frontiers,
and the more formidable, ruthless
march of the Dervish in the Soudan
mark the latent purpose of the follow-
ers of the Prophet. Islam came by
the sword and will live or die by it.

If such is the case, how can Christ-
ian Europe and America avert a ca-
tastrophe ? Surely not by any reckless
and indiscriminate distribution of
Bibles, but by a determined intellec-
tual effort to win the cultured minds
of the East, so that they, in turn,
may propagate among their benighted
brethren the seeds of Christianity.
Some students of comparative religion
have declared their belief that reli-
gious belief is merely a matter of
temperament and any attempt to
Christianise the Moslem is equivalent
to an attempt to Occidentalise him.
Surely Cawnpore, Tucknow, XKhar-
toum, the Soudan, Crete and Arme-
nia should tell him that such a belief
is necessarily fatal, and the cause of
apathy, and that the time for action
has arrived.

“ This isa fact, and it was stated In a public journal quite recently that a mosque exists in Christian England,




OLD UPSALA

By H. O. N. BELFORD

Gentle girl, of Old Upsala:

Night has fluttered from the sea,
"Round her pallid wings a halo,

Of the old moon’s mystery.

Down the dusky highway glimmer
Lights that beckon from the town;

And the gray, old ships are calling,
Ere Fyrisa roll them down.

Sweet-eyed maid of Swedish meadow :
List the wind from Norway's pine,

As it speeds to meet the moonrise,
On the burnished Baltic brine.

When the gold had left the upland,
Said we not the day had fled ?

And at eve when home returning,
Sighed we not, that Love was dead ?

If it be that Love has left us;
If it be the day has died,

This sweet light that bends above us,
Is the spirit glorified.

Gentle girl, of Old Upsala:
By the tears in eyes of blue,

Love’'s worn day may wake a rapture,
Sweeter than the old light knew.
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THE BRIDGE LIGHTS

BY ARTHUR STRINGER

Black on the rain-swept harbour hung the

night,

But through the darkness, lamp by
valiant lamp,

We saw the spectral glow where ran the
bridge,

Frou(x1 gloom-encompassed mainland on to
im

Imagined mainland even more remote.

The lordhy bridge of granite and of steel

We 100\};] not see, but light by serried
ight

We new it lived and arched the
emptiness.

And so it is with each faint gleam that

man

Has known and nursed. Companioned by
its kind,

There, light by light, across the frustrate
tides

And o’er the undeciphered gloom they
swing.

The towers of granite and the paths of
steel

Our eyes have not beheld; but still we
know

That out from mainland unto mainland
swings

And stands and waits some undiscovered
bridge.

—Smart Set.
¥*

HE leader of the militant suffra-
gettes of Great Britain, Mrs.
Emmeline Pankhurst, has visited the
United States and Canada, addressed
public meetings and created a sympa-
thy for her co-workers and co-fighters
which has surprised the sympathisers
themselves. We expected to see a
strenuous feminine orator, somewhat
286
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resembling the caricatures, to hear a
loud voice rampantly desiring the
downfall of ‘“‘the tyrant, Man.”” In
fact, if we are to be honest, we may
as well admit that we were thinking
of Carrie Nation and her little
hatchet as we made our way into Mas-
sey Hall, Toronto, on Saturday even-
ing, November 20th, and prepared to
hear about the war.

Anyone less like Carrie Nation, of
Kansas, than the graceful, well-
gowned woman who arose to address
that audience of thousands, it would
have been difficult to imagine. Mrs.
Pankhurst is slightly above medium
height, has a slender, well-poised fig-
ure and a gentle, mobile face, with a
curious mingling of the dreamer and
the pioneer in the eyes. There is a
straight fearlessness in her glance
which appeals to one’s sense of fair
play. There is nothing in appearance,
manner or voice which suggests the
gseeker of notoriety. To doubt her
gentleness and sincerity would be a
piece of stupidity—a lack of discern-
ment. Whatever one may have
thought of her aims and methods, it
was impossible not to pay her the
tribute which one offers those who
have the courage of their convictions.
Perhaps, a Canadian audience has
never seen a more striking instance of
personality overcoming prejudice than
was shown on that November night,
when hundreds who had gone, out of
curiosity, arose in token of sympathy
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with the motion of ‘‘Votes for Wo-
men.”’

" As a speaker, Mrs. Pankhurst has
the gifts of the born orator. She has
s voice of liquid sweetness, a voice
which reminds one of Mulvaney’s
phrase ‘‘a golden miracle”” and which
sways a crowd as the wind stire a
field of grain. Mrs. Pankhurst is not
a woman of tears and trills, however.
She said little with regard to her own
suffering for the Cause, save to show
that her experience in English gaols
had opened her eyes to certain bru-
talities of daily life in prison, which
would tend to harden rather than to
reform the criminal. It is difficult to
understand why political offenders
should have been placed with the com-
mon criminals, but the ways of some
authorities are past finding out.

The tales which have come across
the sea as to the throwing of acid,
breaking of memorial windows in
chapels, and shouting in public meet-
ings were dealt with in explanatory
fashion. Now, we must remember
that the despatches of the Associated
Press are not above the yellow re-
proach and are sure to present any
feature of the suffragette campaign in
the most sensational light. We have
all been considerably shocked at the
accounts of apparently lawlees doings
by women whose social position and
intellectual advantages are far above
the average. As was stated in these
columns, two months ago, the sup-
porters of woman suffrage in Great
Britain are by no means united as to
the best policy to further that end.
However, as one listened to Mrs.
Pankhurst’s story of the long struggle
towards the vote for woman, of the
years and years of patient waiting
and deputation, there came a realisa-
tion of what this movement means to
the women of Great Britain; and
there came also the hope that, before
long, the ballot will be in feminine
hands. Kit, the brilliant ruler of
“Woman’s Kingdom’’ in the Mail
and Empire has not been personally
desirous of the vote, but she sur-

rendered, like myself, to the personal
charm of Mrs. Pankhurst, admitting :

“If the conditions under which British
women live and labour are as stated by
Mrs. Pankhurst—and would she be likely
to so explain them if they did not exist?

—there is sound reason in favour of her
argument to give votes to women.”’

Politicians, as most of us know,
have a positive genius for promising.
When women send in a petition, or
approach the Seats of the Mighty as
a deputation, there is much politeness,
a perfect bouquet of promises and—
a gentle oblivion falls upon the powerg
who legislate. Mrs. Pankhurst told
with bright humour of the various
attempts made by the British women
to secure a hearing, and of Sir Wil-
fred Lawson’s final answer: ‘I have
other fish to fry.”” Then thirteen
determined women met in solemn
conclave and declared: ‘“We have
been urging and petitioning for thirty
years and nothing has come of it—
now we will make them fry our
ﬁsh.i’

Woman is naturally more patient
and less selfish than man—though the
masculine eyebrows may be raised in
protest against this bit of general-
ising.  Consequently woman waits
long for justice, while man sees fit to
draw the attention of justice by throw-
ing a brick bat or burning a Cabinet
Minister in effigy. The militant suf-
fragettes have simply set out with
the avowed intention of worrying the
Government into giving them, at least,
a respectful hearing. There is now a
test case in the British courts and it
will be known ere long whether Mr.
Asquith or Mrs. Pankhurst should be
in gaol. The latter contends that she
and a chosen band of followers had a
legal right to attempt to obtain a per-
sonal hearing from the Prime Min-
ister,

The seriousness of Mrs. Pankhurst’s
tomrades can no longer be ignored.
These women are not faddists, they
are not freaks, but earnest, well-edu-
cated women who have planned an
exceedingly clever campaign in be-
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half of a cause for which they are
willing to sacrifice life itself. When
women are willing to starve for votes,
then the world rubs its sleepy eyes
and declares: ‘‘Well, really, this
means something!”” The British
women who have adopted militant
methods are resorting to these as a
last experiment. Mrs. Pankhurst
states that these methods have been
more to account than anything else
for the recent interest in the move-
ment. Fifty thousand pounds have
been secured during the last year for
the woman suffrage campaign, a larger
sum than has been received for the
last fifty years. When thousands of
British women, from peeresses to
charwomen, are determined to force
this question to the front and will
starve in order to do so, votes for
women will be forthcoming.

The ‘‘acid-throwing’’ incident was
explained, as much less harmful than
the press represented, and the lec-
turer declared that she considered such
an action a mistake. Mr. Winston
Churchill’s encounter with a fair suf-
fragette who struck him with a dog-
whip was hardly unpleasant news for
Canadians. The animated young per-
son merely accomplished what sey-
eral of his Canadian hosts felt like
doing to the gentleman when he lec-
tured in this country about nine years
ago. Mr. Churchill had broken his
word to the suffragettes and the most
indignant of the band considered that
he deserved a thrashing. She, no
doubt, regards such an expression of
resentment as worth a month in gaol.

There is the little matter of an en-
counter with the London police, when
Mrs. Pankhurst slapped one of these
sturdy guardians of the peace. Now,
that seemed a dreadful performance,
and I must admit that T would die of
fright before I should hit a Toronto
policeman. The police are so large
and formidable that it would take a
brave woman to make a personal at-
tack. Here is Mrs. Pankhumst’s “‘ex-
planation,”’ as given by Kit:

‘“‘Someone in an audience in the United
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States sent up the query—‘Have the Suf-
fragettes slapped policemen ?’ Mrs. Pank-
hurst answered very earnestly. Their
last encounter with police, most of whom,
she said, were good Suffragists, became
so painful and embarrassing for all con.
cerned, officers as well as the women—
crowds were jeering and windows filled
with opera glasses—that she felt that it
devolved upon her as leader to bring the
incident to a close. So she stepped up
to Lieutenant Jarvis and quietly and de-
liberately slapped him on the cheek. Said
the Inspector: ‘Mrs. Pankhurst, I under-
stand why you did that.’ ‘Yes,” said
she, ‘and I hope I shall not have to do it
twice.” ‘I am sorry,’ said the courtly
Jarvis, ‘but you will.” Mrs. Pankhurst
applied her hand to the other cheek,
whereupon the delegation was quietly ar-
rested.”’

No one who heard Mrs. Pankhurst
can help hoping that votes will come,
and come soon, to these women who
are willing to sacrifice themselves for
the Cause. As to Canada, Mrs. Pank-
hurst very wisely refrained from of-
fering advice, taking the safe ground
that she was unacquainted with our
needs. She was of the general opin-
ion, however, that whatever was the
legal qualification for a man voter
should constitute suffrage qualification
for woman also. If our Canadian wo-
men desire votes, they should have
them. The vote has not appealed to
me—perhaps because I have seen
something of practical politics; but if
womanly influence means better laws
for women and children, then, the
sooner we have the ballot, the better.

As to the suffrage hurting the home,
there need be no fear. Voting is not
a prolonged process and woman is not
likely to seek political power of the
most responsible type. It would be a
bore to many of us to acquaint our-
selves with the qualifications of the
various candidates and it will be long
before any Canadian woman desires
to sit in the legislative bodies of this
fair country. Should she desire to do
so, there will be a sensation on the
floor of the House. In Australia and
New Zealand, women exercise the
franchise, and the children of thoge
countries appear to be as well cared
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for as the Canadian infants. In fact,
if woman desires the ballot she should
have it—and she will.

An amusing feature of Mrs. Pank-
hurst’s visit was the conquest made
of many masculine opponents of wo-
man suffrage. Mrs. Pankhurst spoke
at the Canadian Club luncheon on the
Saturday of her visit and her hearers
departed, enthusiastic concerning her
speech, declaring themselves, almost
to a man, converts to the Cause.
Some of her most caustic crities be-
came almost reconciled to militant me-
thods and.decided that it would be
worth while to ‘‘read up’’ on the his-
tory of the movement. In coneclusion
—she is a womanly woman, a great
speaker and a leader who will some
day reach Westminster.

*

HIS is a country in which the
chaperon has . a comparatively
easy task. In our cities, the services
of a chaperon are more frequently in
demand, but in the smaller towns and
villages, there is a wholesome free-
dom of intercourse between boys and
girls which would scandalise the older
or Latin communities. The chaperon
does not always receive at dance or
picnic the respectful attention which
she deserves. Consequently to us, as
well as to United States readers, the
following extract from ‘“The Involun-
tary Chaperon,’”” by Margaret Camer-
on may prove suggestive. The
middle-aged chaperon and her ward
are unexpectedly introduced to an
evening party in Peru. Speaking of
an experience which so easily might
have been embarrassing the writer
Says :

“In the meantime word had evidently
gone about that we were strangers and
spoke no Spanish, and from the time I
was taken out for the refresco I was the
centre of a group of eager, courteous boys,
all apparently with but one desire in life
just then, and that was to talk to me. I
do not mean to imply that Berenice was

not equally surrounded, for she was,

but that was to be expected. But every
one of those fellows who spoke even a few
words of English came to me and did his
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MRS. EMMELINE PANKHURST,

THE WOMAN WHO SAYS IT IS NECESSARY FOR
WOMEN TO DO OUTRAGEQOUS THINGS IN
ORDER TO COMMAND ATTENTION IN
THEIR CAMPAIGN FOR THE
SUFFRAGE

brave best to converse with me in my own

tongue. A few of them spoke it fluently,
too, and omne, in particular, was very
witty.

“Now, I would like to see the time and
place in my own country when the casual
and unexpected entrance into a company
of young people of a Peruvian lady, thirty-
six and a chaperon, would be a signal for
all the boys to gather about her, vying
with each other to entertain her and give
her pleasure. Not to mention talking to
her in her native language — or in any
other language, for that matter, except
their own plain, unmitigated English, and
most of it slang at that.

“Those boys had no earthly interest in
me—in Berenice, of course, but not in
me—but T was a woman and a stranger,
and consequently the guest of every one
of them. They made me feel that 1T was
young, and beautiful and clever, and

‘fascinating—oh, there never was anybody

so fascinating as I felt that night!—and
yet not one of them paid me a compliment
in words throughout the whole evening.
They simply had neither eyes nor ears for
any one else if I spoke or moved a finger!
Do you, in your mind’s eye, see anything
like that happening to a chaperoning for-
eign lady at home?”’

JEAN GRAHAM.



THE one topic of discussion across
the cable is still the famous Lloyd-
George Budget, which has at last
entered on its final phase and is now
definitely before the courts of last
resort. Perhaps the most notable
feature of the debate in the Lords,
conducted throughout on exceptionally
high lines, was the remarkable deliv-
erance of Lord Rosebery, who be-
comes more and more conspicuous as
time goes on and leaves him on his
solitary eminence. It had been per-
haps generally assumed that, having
pronounced so strongly against the
Budget, Lord Rosebery would support
the Unionist motion to reject it. In-
stead of doing so he uttered a solemn
warning that the peers were courting
disaster by throwing out the bill and
that the safer and wiser plan would
have been to allow the measure to
become law and let the people have
six months’ experience of its effects.
It was more than a question of party
tactics with Lord Rosebery apparent-
ly. A statesman trained in the school
of Bright and Gladsone, however
much he might object to a particular
measure, could not without serious
alarm see the Lords exercise — or
propose to exercise — a power which
if it technically exists, had yet been
dormant for centuries.
¥
The milder warning of Lord Bal-

four of Burleigh, who insisted that

any victory gained can have but tem-
porary effect, while a defeat entailed
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permanent loss of power, prestige, and
influence, must also have carried con-
siderable weight as coming from a
member of the late Unionist Govern-
ment, who had, however, already
broken with his party on the tariff
reform question; and finally the re-
fusal of the Bishop of Hereford to
accept the passive non-voting neutral-

ity urged on the episcopal bench by’

the Archbishop of Canterbury, and
his eloquent, appeal instead on behalf
of the bill, with his declaration that
it was the function of the bishops
“to speak for the multitudinous
poor,”” will have made many an in-
dependent-minded voter in the. coun-
try hesitate, whatever may have been
its effects on the peers. The majority
against the Budget was, of course,
overwhelming, since the House had
decided to vote it down, but not, after
all, of the proportions attained in the
case of the Home Rule Bill of 1886,
the occasion of the last great contest
between the houses.

The election will presumably come
early in the new year. The Unionist
prospects have not been improved by
the debate in the House of T.ords,
and the situation being one that ap-
peals especially to the Labour party
it is reasonable to expect that they
will make a working arrangement
with the Liberals in many ridings
where a three-cornered contest would
otherwise take place, an arrangement
which would tend to lessen the

PR



CURRENT EVENTS

Unionist chances of victory. No
doubt, too, the Liberals will count
with reasonable confidence on the sup-
port of the Labour members in the
new parliament; there have been few
occasions even in the present House
where more than a fraction of the
Labour men has gone into Opposi-
tion. The Unionist press seems, gen-
erally speaking, hardly to expect so
startling a turnover as would give
the party a majority over all, but Mr.
Chamberlain, watching events from
his retirement at Highgate, is said to
be confident of a majority of sixty
over all. Mr. Frederic Harrison, by
the way, publishes an extraordinary
magazine article this month declar-
ing that Mr. Chamberlain, despite his
broken health, is still the leader of the
Unionist party and should not be
spared the keenest thrust of political
warfare, seeing that it is his hand
which is still directing affairs.
¥

The weight of opinion, however,
and the surface probabilities, seem to
suggest that neither party will score
& decided triumph. Should the Lib-
erals secure even a small majority, or
a temporary majority with the aid of
the Trish and Labour votes, they will
be in a position to force the issue with
the Lords, provided they adopt the
vigorous and aggressive attitude out-
lined by Lord Pentland (Lord Aber-
deen’s son-in-law and former secretary
in Canada), and refuse to accept or
remain in office unless they receive
an assurance that their measures will
be treated with due respect by the
Lords. Just who could give such an
assurance is not clear. No doubt,
theoretically, the King could promise
to create peers enough- to outvote the
Unionists, but such a promise would
hardly be constitutional, unless made
to his actual adviser, and, if made
and performed, the House of Lords
would quickly become a burlesque. It
is proverbial that peers made by a
Liberal Government, gravitate in a few
years to the other side and the de-
mand for new peers would become
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enormous. The full strength of the
Unionists in the Lords is between
four and five hundred, that of the
Liberals is little more than fifty.
Imagine four hundred new peers! And
the whole thing would have to be
done again at each crisis, for within
ten years at the latest the new peers
or their sons would have gone to the
other side, so that the peers would
soon come to be numbered by the
thousands! Hence this course offers
no practicable solution of the diffi-
culty. Besides, there is always to
be taken into account the possibility
that the new-made peers might not
vote the way they were pledged. We
are not without instances in our own
political history of men who were ap-
pointed to an upper chamber for
the purpose of securing its abolition
refusing deliberately to abide by their
pledges, so that the doomed chamber
still lives to-day.
¥
If, however, the Liberal party con-
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trols the next House of Commons,
even by means only of a composite
majority, and refuses to take office
or confinue in office without such as-
surance as that suggested by Lord
Pentland, their position would seem
to be unassailable. Ultimately such
tactice must win. Some way out of
the tangle would have to be found
which would prevent the Liberal
Government, being at the merey of
th® TLords. On the other hand, it
may be pretty safely assumed that
the Lords will not be abolished; they
are too powerful and the chamber
includes too many illustrious names
to.permit of this being done. As to
the power of the purse, this has been
for generations considered as vested
wholly in the Commons, and all
through the chain of British common-
wealths the parliamentary procedure
is based on this theory. It must be
accepted by both parties in Britain
slso, if the parliamentary system is
not to be shattered, but the practice

must be guarded from abuse, and a
great reform must not be tacked on
to the tail of a budget in order to
escape criticism in the second cham-
ber. For the rest, it should .not be
difficult to devise some system of joint
conference similar to that established
in the Australian Commonwealth to
meet the emergency of a conflict be-
tween the Houses; or the suggestion
of a referendum in such a case is not
extravagant. Shorter parliaments, bi-
ennial or triennial elections would
lessen the existing difficulty, since the
House of Commons would always be
fairly representative of the people.
We may be fairly confident that some
way out of the situation will be found,
of a kind caleulated to moderate the
existing rancour in British politics,
yet not bringing any sudden and pro-
found upheaval of the British social
and economic system.
£

After the Budget and British poli-
tics it is the cause of the Suffragettes
which is most prominent in the gossip
of the press universal. Mrs. Pank-
hurst has come to this continent to
preach her gospel of sweetness and
light. She and others who throw
stones at windows, scratch, kick and
bite policemen who are doing their
duty, and wait with hidden horse-
whips to strike unsuspecting states-
men across the face, are anxious to
have the ballot that they may uplift
politics and purify society. Mrs.
Pankhurst has been greeted by large
audiences in Toronto, but happily we
have the assurance of The Globe that
not all those who attend the meetings
favour the Pankhurst system, and up
to date no outrages have been report-
ed. The window-smashing episode at
the Tord Mayor’s banquet has as-
sumed a semi-international interest
from the fact that the offender is an
American woman, who now appeals to
her country to save her from the con-
sequences of her foolishness. On the
whole the subject is treated in a
semi-humorous fashion by the press,
and may continue to be so dealt with
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unless the Pankhurst system goes a
step further and includes bombs in
its methods of advancing social re-
form.

¥*

Federated Australia has had the
same experience as Canada in the
matter of choosing a capital, with the
difference that it did not succeed in
making the selection until the federa-
tion was ten years old. The settle-
ment was not then effected either by
a courteous reference of the matter
-to the sovereign or by the sovereign’s
tactful decision: the Australians kept
the matter exclusively in their own
hands and have decided to place the
capital of the Commonwealth at Yass-
canberra. Probably nobody on this
side of the Atlantic has ever heard
of the place, and the only facts known
concerning it for certain are that it
is not within one hundred miles of
Sydney, and that it is in the State of
New South Wales. These conditions
were named in the agreement on
which the Commonwealth was effect-
ed and, of course, Yasscanberra
complies with them. It seems un-
fortunate that the capital of a great
country should start life under such
circumstances, barren of everything
in the way of history or tradition, and
owing its existence to officialism alone.

¥

Perhaps Washington may be cited .

as an example of a capital chosen
under similar circumstances which
has served the purposes of its crea-
tion sufficiently well, and advantage
may sometimes lie in the fact that
the seat of government in a country
is not found in a great city. On the
other hand the capital must, for many
years, retain a provincialism and cru-
dity which great cities of the rank of
Melbourne and Sydney have long
since outlived. Legislators from the
remote districts of Australia might
have found some educative value in a
few months’ residence yearly in one
or other of these metropolitan cen-
tres: Yasscanberra can only confirm
them in any prejudices or narrowness

THE EARL OF ROSEBERY
WHO WARNED THE LORDS THAT THEY WERE
COURTING DISASTER

of outlook they may possess. It was
not to be so, however, neither Mel-
bourne or Sydney would give way one
to the other, and Yasscanberra is the
result. Let us hope, at least, that
some influence will be brought to bear
upon our cousins in the distant Com-
monwealth to shorten up the name of
their new capital. The place seems,
however, to be identical with that de-
scribed as Canberra in a recent letter
from Australia to the London Times,
a name not unmusical or unduly
gambrous. The letter in question, it
may be added, places Canberra two
hundred miles south-west of Sydney.
¥

It was said of King James I. that
he never said a foolish thing and never
did a wise one. Mr. Carnegie must
be careful or he will get the same
reputation reversed. Some of his
speeches and writings have not been
notably wise utterances. Some of the
latest remarks placed to his eredit are
contained in an interview credited to
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him in the press, in which he has
been led to discuss the possible action
of the United States in the event of
a war between that country and Ger-
many, a subject on which one would
have imagined Mr. Carnegie, as a man
of pronounced peace views, might
have abstained from -talking at all.
“Suppose we went to war with Ger-
many,”’ remarked Mr. Carnegie.
“After we had closed our own ports
the President would send an army of
five thousand men to Winnipeg. They
could stop all transportation of grain
eastward. In three weeks all Europe
would be on the verge of starvation.
How long could Germany keep up a
fight against the combined opposition
of all the hungry powers? I think we
would be justified in asking Canada
not to send supplies to our enemy.
Furthermore, I do not think either
Canada or Great Britain would take
a very different view, especially if it
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were Germany that we were fighting.”’
¥

It is only loose talk, of course, but
Mr. Carnegie cannot be ignorant of the
harm such talk does, coming from a
man whose vast accumulation of
wealth keeps him so much in the pub-
lic eye. Desides he is egregiously
astray in his facts, and his plan of
campaign is surely a monstrosity. Bri-
tain is the only country in Europe that
needs grain from Canada or the
United States, and it is hard to follow
the line of reasoning that would pro-
.ceed to starve a friendly Britain in
order to punish an angry Germany.
As to the suggested army of five
thousand to invest Winnipeg, one
would like to hear some breezy West-
erner discuss this proposition.

The German war-scare has subsid-
ed into the background in the
meantime, though Germany and
Britain are continuing each to build
to the utmost of their financial al-
lowance. Germany, like Britain, is
in trouble over its Budget, though not
for the same reason, Germany not yet
having discovered how to raise the
money needed to pay for her ships.
It may be the prospective heavy taxa-
tion incident to the great naval pro-
gramme which has swollen the
Socialist vote in recent elections in
Germany. The lower chamber, re-
cently dissolved, of the Diet of
Saxony, one of the  chief sec-
ondary States of the Empire,
contained one  Socialist member
in a bhouse of eighty-two members;
after the elections of early November
there were twenty-five Socialist mem-
bers. Elections in Baden show a
similar growth of Socialism, and
municipal elections in Berlin indicate
that in the capital itself the same
tendency is marked. The anti-Social-
ist press of the country admits that
the Socialist victories are in all pro-
bability due to the rejection of the
inheritance tax proposed in the last
Budget and to the increased taxation
of commodities consumed by the
masses which must be substituted.



a book be sought that is very
different from other books, let the
seeker turn to and find refreshment
in “Hints for Lovers,”” by Mr. Ar-
nold Haultain, whose list of books is

IF

too few: ““The Mystery of Golf,”’
“Two Country Walks in Canada,”
and the one in hand. The latest of
these is a rare treat. ‘‘Hints’’ is the
very word to use, for the book is
really a collection of aphorisms, witty,
philosophical, grave and sparkling,
and the author scarcely takes it on
himself to offer advice. But so meri-
torious a book as this should not be
confined to lovers; and indeed it
hardly will be, because, if there should
not be a personal message, the reader
has the more piquant relish of fully
appreciating what should be personal
to his neighbour. These aphorisms
are happily, even cleverly, consecu-
tive; and, while they may be taken
up and read separately at pleasure,
there is a sufficient relation one to an-
other in each chapter to form a satis-
factory sequence. There are in all
fourteen chapters, running the whnle
gamut of the intimate emotions, with
dissertations, for instance, on girls,
love, beauty, courtship, kissing, down
to “This Human Heart.”” Here are
found gentle humour, keen irony, de-
lightful raillery, profound philosophy.
respectable ethics and even a little
wholesome nonsense. Quoting Ben
Jonson, the author observes:

“ ‘Drink to me only with thine eyes,’
says the youthful lover; but when the

seance is over he goes out and orders
beefsteak and bottled beer.”
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Here are a few aphorisms, selected
almost at random:

““‘A girl is a complicated thing. It is
made up of clothes, smiles, a pompadour,
pouts, kisses (now and then), corsets,
and other things of which space and
prudence forbid the enumeration here.”

““There are as many ways of making
love as there are of making soup.”

“A woman will risk an interview at
an unseasonable hour, but not in an un-
seasonable frock.”

‘““The surest way to fail to please a
woman is to let her do what she pleases.”

“Q frail, weak, human heart, seek thou
out carefully-constructed means by which
to transmute sunshine and soil and
showers into flowers and fruit.” ‘

Already the book has gone into sev-
eral editions. (Boston: Houghton,
Mifflin and Company. Coth, $1).

L S
“Tne Arric Guest”

Mr. Robert E. Knowles, who ~has
been hailed as ‘‘the Tan Maclaren of
Canada,”” chose an excellent title for
his latest novel. About ‘“The Attic
Guest’” there is something inviting,
attractive, and immediately one’s
curiosity is aroused. As to whether
or not the story fulfils the promise
of the title, there will be difference
of opinion, but most readers will agree
that the first half is full of genuine
interest and splendid action. The lit-
erary style throughout is considerably
in advance of Mr. Knowles’ earlier
work. This story is written in the
first person, and in a foreward the
author acknowledges the source in the
person of a minister’s wife, from whom
the manuscript was obtained. How-
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* ever that may be, many of the inci-
dents might very well have happened
in Galt, where Mr. Knowles lives, and
there are chapters in the book that
seem to bear the stamp of reality.
This minister’s wife who tells her own
story was born in Virginia, and there
the tale begins. A young Presbyter-
ian minister, fresh from Scotland, has
arrived to attend a conference, and
to him is allotted the attic room in
the house where he meets his fate-—
a young Southern lady, whom he
marries and carries away to Canada.
to a place therein that is not unlike
Galt. The characters of both the
minister and his wife are well devel:
oped before they leave the South,
and it is of their doings there
that the most stirring chapters of the
book are written. The remaining
chapters reveal a keen and sympa-
thetic appreciation of experiences that
are common to hundreds of homes.
and the fortitude with which this par-

“ticular minister’s wife undergoes these

experiences and faces the severe prob-

lems of life should be an inspiration

to many. While pathetic scenes

abound, there is a generous admixture

of humour and f{felicity. (Toronto:

Fleming H. Revell. Cloth, $1.25).
¥

Hisrory JLLUSTRATED

Every one is more or less familiax
with Green’s ‘‘Short History of the
English People,”” but the number is
still limited of those who have an
acquaintance with the four-volume il-
lustrated edition published by the
Macmillan Company. This is the edi-
tion that was edited by the author’s
widow, assisted by Miss Kate Nor-
gate, and, apart altogether from the
excellence of the paper, letter press
and binding, the illustrations are ex-
ceedingly comprehensive and illumi-
nating. Indeed, it might almost be
said that the illustrating of these vol-
umes is the result of more research
and expense than the history proper
itself. There must have been an ex-
haustive examination of the immenge
quantity of material to be found in
the British Museum, besides a care-
ful research through all other avail-
able public and private collections.
Rare drawings, engravings and paint-
ings are reproduced in great profusion,
and hundreds of special drawings ap-
pear of objects of various kinds that
help in forming an appreciation of
the progress of Great Britain from
the earliest times of which there is
any record. There are as well a num-
ber of elaborate coloured plates, full
page in size, being reproductions of
unusual paintings or records of his-
torical value. Many persons remem-
ber history better by sight than by
written account, and to such this il-
lustrated edition should be invaluable.
(Toronto: D. T. McAinsh and Com-
any).
pany) >

A Canapiavy v CHINA

One of the most successful books
on travel in recent years in the United
States is ‘‘The Chinese,”” by John
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Stuart Thomson, a native of Mont-
real and an ocecasional contributor to
The Canadian Magazine. The book
has been most favourably reviewed in
many of the leading publications, and
its author has been referred to as an
authority on the subject. The volume
is a treatise on Chinese antiquity,
their daily life, their art and litera-
ture, their humour and philosophy;
their politics and international posi-
tion, their religions and superstitions,
the resources, scenery and climate of
the land they live in, their commerce,
business and future possibilities; all,
with special reference to their re-
lations with the United States, and
the interest of a forward American-
ism. (Philadelphia: The Bobbs-Merrill
Company. Cloth, $2.50 net).
*

Wno 1s SuzaNnNE MARNY ?

Suzanne Marny is the pen-name of
a Toronto woman who has written
and published two books, and her
publishers claim that not even her
own husband knows that she is the
author. This woman is not only
clever enough to be the author of ““A
Canadian Book of Months’ and
“Tales of Old Toronto,”” but she is
also clever enough to hide her own
identity. She has written several
sketches for The Canadian Magazine,
but the editor says that he does not
know who she is. In ‘“‘Tales of Old
Toronto,”” her later book, one would
judge that she writes of a time when
she was about twenty-five years of
age. That was thirty years ago, so
any man who lives in the northwest-
ern part of Toronto and has a wife
about fifty-five, can ask the ques-
tion, Is my wife a writer ? But, after
all, the identity matters little. The
book itself, or, rather, the books, are
charming in style—too well done and
artistic to meet with popular approval.
(Toronto: William Briggs. Cloth,
$1.25).

*

Manwy’s ““Excrism Prose”
Teachers invariably experience the
difficulty of judiciously selecting from

the vast mass of English literature
such gems as would be of most last-
ing usefulness and interest to stu-
dents. Encyclopedias there are in
increasing number, but volumes of a
concige yet comprehensive nature are
not so numerous, particularly vol-
umes that serve the purpose of a
companionable ‘‘reader’’ as well as a
text-book. = ‘‘English Prose, 1137-
1890,”’ by Professor John Matthews
Manly, head of the department of
English in the University of Chicago,
is a most desirable work along this
line, because it furnishes a good gen-
eral grounding in the English classies,
with no attempt at meeting the re-
quirements of the specialist. It is
a companion volume to ‘‘English
Poetry,”” by the same author, the two
making an attractive combination.
(Boston: Ginn and Company. Cloth,
8vo., $1.50 net).
¥
Nor Epex PrinrporTs’ BEST

For once Mr. Phillpotts forsakes his
beloved Dartmoor and takes us down
to the Devon coast for a whiff of sea
breeze. As the title indicates, ‘‘The
Haven’’ is a tale of those who go
down to the sea in ships, but, save
for the change of environment, there
is no radical difference in Mr. Phill-
potts’ characters or treatment. We
easily recognise the humour, the
pathos, the enlivening touches of rus-
tic plain-speaking and common sense
with which we are familiar; but in
this book the deeper note which char-
acterises so much of the author’s best
work seems to be unfortunately miss-
ing. The sure insight, the rugged
strength of ““The Mother, ‘“The Port-
reine’’ and ‘‘The Virgin in Judgment”’
are not here, and their absence leaves
‘“The Haven’’ incomparably the poor-
er. It is a book, however, which will
appeal to those somewhat timid souls
who would enjoy Eden Phillpotts if
he were not so outspoken upon mat-
ters usually ignored in the conversa-
tion of polite society. The young per-
son may read ‘‘The Haven’’ and take
no harm, and one may send it as a
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gift without fear of shocking the re-
cipient. (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company. Cloth, $1.25).

¥

A TrAaGEDY OF SEcCTS

The above is the sub-title of Rita’s
latest, work of fiction, entitled ‘‘Cal-
vary.”’ One expects a religious novel,
but hardly such a soul-harrowing
chronicle as the narrative of David’s
search for truth. To those who have
known no such struggle, who have
found the way simple, the story will
seem almost cruel in the tortures
heaped upon the unfortunate youth,
with the soul of a seer and the im-
agination of a Shelley. The turmoil
of modern theological discussion is
echoed throughout this tragedy of
sects. The story gives us a sombre
conception of the task of the Truth-
seeker and the reader is glad to turn
from David’s spiritual vicissitudes to
the sea, as ‘‘over the golden waters
rang the triumphant song of the
Pescatori, as it is sung in Naples, as
it is sung in Brittany, as it is sung
wherever the shoals are plentiful and
the nets well filled.”” The book is
written with a hectic fervour which
recalls the romances by the ill-fated

Ouida.  (Toronto: The Maemillan
Company of Canada. Cloth, $1.25).
¥
Nores

—"“Flying Plover,”” by Mr. Theo-
dore Roberts, is a good book for
youngsters. Squat-by-the-fire, an old
squaw, tells tales to Flying Plover,
and, while they are full of fancy, they
are based on Indian legend, of which
the author has made considerable
study. (Boston: L. C. Page and
Company).

—With the idea of providing read-
ers with fresh thoughts and ideas in
compact form, Mr. W. T. Robinson
has selected and edited ‘‘Choice
Thoughts from Master Minds.”” This
is a little volume not intended for
consecutive and systematic reading,
but merely to be picked up at any
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time for refreshment or inspiration.
(Toronto: William Briggs).

—Miss Winifred Kirkland, author
of ‘“Polly Pat’s Parish,’”’ has written
another volume of charm and viva-
ciousness entitled ‘‘Introducing Corin-
na.”” This is a girl graduate’s story.
The girl is a fascinating character,
one who easily captivates her readers.
(Toronto: Fleming H. Revell. Cloth,
handsomely illustrated, $1).

—An annotated edition of the
“Book of Common Praise’” has been
completed by Mr. James Edmund
Jones. Notes, mostly historical, are
printed under each hymn, and are
therefore of much more service than
if put in a less convenient place.
The volume is quite compact. (To-
ronto: Henry Frowde. Cloth, $1.50).

—An important contribution to re-
cent biographical literature has been
made by a Canadian writer, Herbert
N. Casson. It is ‘“‘Cyrus Hall Me-
Cormick : His Life and Work.”” Every
person has some slight knowledge at
least of this great maker of imple-
ments, but to know the history of in-
dustrial development in the United
States, it is necessary to know this
man’s life and work. (Chicago: A.
C. McClurg and Company).

—“Welfare Work’’ is the title of a
booklet issued by Mr. W. T. Robson,
of the Canadian Pacific Railway. The
booklet is tastefully and handsomely
illustrated, and its purpose is to show
what this great railway company is
doing for the general welfare of its
army of 70,000 employees. Here is
the idea in a nutshell: ““Welfare work
may be said to consist of the efforts
of the management on behalf of the
employee over and above the payment
of wages in making him comfertalle
and contented with his work. and rcb-
bing old age of its terrors by means
of a pension fund.”

—Miss Katherine Hale (Miss Amelia
B. Warnock) has written a rousing
patriotic  ‘“‘Canadian  Flag-Song,’’
which has been set to music by Mr
J. W. Garvin. (Toronto: The Prim-.
rose Music and Book Company).
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LTHOUGH it has been asserted
before in these columns that the
standard of art in Canada, particu-
larly the art of painting, has been
considerably raised, even within the
last year or two, the fact is worth
repeating, for we can scarcely know
too soon that a good painting by
8 Canadian artist is much more
desirable and more interesting for the
decoration of a Canadian home than
an equally good painting by a for-
eigner. It is not so very long since it
was regarded as an evidence of poor
discrimination to choose a Canadian
painting in preference to something
from abroad, without even a consid-
eration of quality, but happily that
opinion is no longer held by any one
who has a right at all to an opinion.
Indeed, there are some connoisseurs
now who hang nothing but native
work on their walls, and while so ex-
clusive a practice as that may not
always be defensible, it nevertheless
exhibits a very commendable kind of
patriotism. And more than that,
these collections have a charm of in-
terest that is quite apart from the
first purpose of decoration. In most
instances the owner has at least a
slight personal acquaintance with the
painters, and he is thereby able to
give his friends something more than
a critical appreciation of the pictures.
But foreign paintings, or rather
paintings by foreigners, are excellent
things to have in a community, if
299
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for no other reason than that they
serve as a stimulus to native paint-
ers ar.ld also as subjects for
comparison,

This fact was demonstrated recently
in Toronto at a loan exhibition held in
the art gallery of the new Public
Library. The collection was a good
representation of pictures painted by
famous artists and included in pri-
vate collections in Toronto, and it as-
tonished some to see so many great
paintings from one Canadian city.
There were paintings by such as Swan,
Raeburn, Reynolds, Gainsborough,
Romney, Turner, Rousseau, Corot,
Diaz, Lawrence, IL’Hermitte, Con-
stable, Daubigny, Monticelli. So that
we can readily appreciate its import-
ance from an educational standpoint.

Canada is distinguished for the
number of very important paintings
that are within its borders, not in
public galleries, but in private col-
lections. In this respect, Montreal
still leads, but Toronto is rapidly
coming to the front. But the acquisi-
tion of paintings by foreigners, some-
times at enormous cost, has retarded
the advancement of native art in as
far at least as patronage goes. And,
although it is most creditable and
gratifying to see paintings by these
masters owned in Canada, there was
a time when those who were really
able to afford paintings went beyond
our own shores to make most
of their purchases. Happily, how
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ever, that is mno longer the
case, for now these very purchasers
are proud to own pictures by
more than merely several Canadian
artists. That is one reason why a
number of our most distinguished
painters who went away to gain the
recognition that they felt was their
due, are now, if not coming back
themselves, sending their work and
selling a fair proportion of it.

That is the important point, that
these painters have begun to see that
their homeland is no longer quite so
apathetic towards native work and
that the people, those who buy or
study paintings, are beginning to look
to this native work instead of to the
work of foreigners. And just as soon
as the mass of the people realise the
importance of this change, then will
the painters themselves, the ones who
do good, conscientious work, have no
reason for complaining of lack of ap-
preciation.

So far in Canada, Montreal and
Toronto have been the only art centres
of much account, with Ottawa sharing
in the eycle of the annual exhibitions
of the Royal Canadian Academy and
embracing the permanent gallery of
the Academy, such as it is. During
November, however, a departure was
made by the Academy, and, instead
of holding an annual exhibition in
turn at Toronto, Montreal or Ottawa,
they held it this season at Hamilton,
in November instead of spring.
Just whether or not there are in
Hamilton enough persons interested in
art to make the exhibition a success
is doubtful, but the more general and
widespread the interest becomes, the
better will be the result all round.

Tt is worth noting that in the West,
where the people have been absorbed
in making money, there is evidence
of an arousing of msthetic ambitions,
and at Winnipeg there is a determina-
tion to have a public art gallery of
their own. That would be an excel-
lent thing for the whole of the West,
because there has not been so far
in the making of that great country

enough of the refining and mellowing
influences that follow in the wake of
artistic endeavour.

In the Canadian West there is a
splendid opportunity for the develop-
ment of art. Nowhere else in the
whole Dominion can the landscape
painter find motives of equal merit;
that is, from the standpoint of big-
ness and simplicity. Simplicity and
bigness are, after all, most of what a
landscapist should seek. But there
is more than just these two features
or chief aspects. Colour there is in
abundance, not cheap, conglomerate,
gaudy masses, but rich, alluring,
mysterious, broad stretches of light
and shade—the very things that are
desired by the artist who seeks some-
thing new and fresh. However, the
big West is only for big painters, big
in conception and treatment, and
therefore the weaklings, those who
do nice little bedroom fancies, had
better remain in the East, where tra-
ditions are established.

It is a pretty safe prediction that
the trend of interest in Canadian gub-
jects or motives for the painter will
hereafter be mostly westward, either
in figure subjects with landscape set-
ting or in pure landscapes. A painter
was heard to say the other day that
the next generation of painters in
Canada will arise to the possibilities
of the West, from a pictorial and pic-
turesque standpoint, and that they
will paint them. He might have gone
further and said that not only will the
West be painted by Canadian artists
but that it will be courted also by for-
eign brushes. For the West is big
and broad and open, and the painter
who can put the spirit of it on canvas
need have no fear regarding the en-
during value of his work.

Besides the exhibitions of the Royal
Canadian Academy at Hamilton and
the loan exhibition in the Public
Library gallery at Toronto, there have
been the exhibition at Montreal of
the work of English landscape artists,
the annual exhibition of the Society
of Applied Arts, at Toronto, and the
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Thumb-box Exhibition in the same
city. The words ‘‘applied arts’’ usu-
ally refer to things that are utilitarian
as well as artistic, and those who
produce them are handicraftsmen. A
piece of wrought iron or a pot hook
made of brass may be useful as well
as pleasing to the eye, and the ex-
hibition of these things is held to
stimulate a taste for art in the ordin-
ary accessories of the home. Under
this category come needlework, cera-
mies, woodwork, designing of all
kinds, painted decorations, and decora-
tive photography. As yet in Canada,
these handicrafts have scarcely got
beyond the amateur stage; that is,
very few persons are earning a liveli-
hood by this means, although, of
course, there are outstanding excep-
tions. A good deal of the work shown
was the result of fancy or hobby,
but it was enough to give an indica-
tion of great possibilities. Ae with
painting, and even to a more marked
degree, most of our ornamental decora-

tions, bric-a-brac and artistic house-
hold accessories have been imported
from abroad. But these things can
be produced here, many of them per-
haps not so cheaply as elsewhere,
because, while they have artistic fea-
tures, they come in large part under
the category of the skilled crafts, and
skilled craftsmen can be had in some
parts of Europe and in China and
Japan for much lower wages than in
Canada. However, that seems to be
getting away from the discussion of
art, while, as a matter of fact, it is
not; it just reaches the point where
utility steps in.

The Thumb-box Exhibition in To-
ronto is limited to small pictures and
to a price not exceeding twenty-five
dollars. Some very capable and well-
known artists send sketches to it, but
its usefulness lies mostly in the op-
portunity it affords young and un-
known artists to show their work and
the public to obtain ‘‘real’’ paintings
at low prices.




Tae BETTER WORD

Weary William—*'‘What did ye tell
dat lady when she asked ye if ye wuz
equal to de task o’ sawin’ wood ?”’

Tattered Tom—'‘I tol’ her dat equal
wuzn't de word. I wuz superior to
it.”’—Chicago Daily News.

*

Tae Fine Point or HoNour
She—*“Why did he marry her at all
if he intended getting a divorce so
speedily ?”’
He—‘‘Because he didn’t think it
would be honourable to break their
engagement.’’—Kansas City Journal.

W

Nor Yer, Bur Soon

Mistress—‘‘Is that young man I
saw you with yesterday your lover,
Ellen 2"’

Maid—‘Not exactly my lover
ma’am. He walks out with me, but
it ain’t got to waistin’ yet!’—Tit-
Bits.

/"':tk

-A new arrival Your Majesty, who says he was a bul]dlng

umtra( tor on earth.”

Way Run Risks ?

A Canadian author wrote an anthem
for a recent celebration in Toronto.

Toward the end of the exercises,
when the people were going out a few
at a time, the author rushed to the
conductor and said:

“Is it over ?”’

‘“Practically.””

“But, Great Scott! man, they
haven’t sung my anthem!’’

“Well,”” said the conductor, “‘so
long as the people are going out peace-
fully and quietly, why sing it at all 2”’
—~Saturday Evening Post.

£

STUuNG

He was a doctor and was patiently
waiting for his first patient.

Thought he: ‘“If the mountain will
not come to Mohammed, Mohammed
must go to the mountain. And as pa-
tients will not seek me out I must
needs seek them out.”

He strolled through the cheap mar-
ket and saw a man buy
gix nice cucumbers.

‘“Here’s a chance!?”’
said he, and followed him
home.

Patiently he waited for
four long and lonely hours
and about midnight the
front door quickly opened,
and the man dashed down
the steps.

He seized him by the
arm and cried earnestly :
“Do you want a doctor ?”?

“No!”” replied the man
roughly. “Want more

«“Ha! ha! Put him in one of the cells marked absolu]tzel‘lfy cucumbers |”’—Answers.

fireproof.” and let it burn slowly.”
302
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would only strike me.

Nor Room ENoucu

While riding on an electric car, dur-
ing his first visit to the city, a farmer
passed the yard of a monument com-
pany, where gravestones and monu-
ments were displayed. Turning to his
host, he remarked in an awe-stricken
voice: ‘“‘They dew bury ’em close in
the city, don’t they ?"’—Lippincott’s.

*

- PraciNne Him

Judge Mary H. Cooper, of Beloit,
Kan., 1s the only woman probate judge
in the United States. She performs
more marriages than any Kansas min-
ister. This is because she always
omits the word ‘‘obey’’ from the cere-
mony — an omission that pleases the
Kansas girls. She thinks that the day
of the helpless woman is past. She
said in a recent interview: ‘““In the
strong and independent woman’s
hands our sex’s future rests. There
is more than a little truth in an epi-
eode that a Chinese missionary once
related to me. This missionary was
taking tea with a mandarin’s eight

303

—Punch

wives—she was, of course, a female
missionary. The Chinese ladies ex-
amined her clothing, her hair, her
teeth and son on, but her feet espe-
cially amazed them.

‘“ “Why,’ one cried, ‘you can walk
and run as well as a man!’

‘“ ‘Yes, to be sure,” said the mis-
sionary.

“ ‘Can you ride a horse and swim,
too ?’

“ ‘Yes"

*“ ‘Then you must be as strong as
a man/!’

Pl 157 A

*“ ‘And you wouldn’t let a man beat
you—not even if he was your hus-
band—would you ?’

*“ ‘Indeed T wouldn’t!’ said the
missionary.

““The mandarin’s eight ladies looked
at one another, nodding their heads.
Then the oldest said softly:

““ ‘Now I understand why the for-
eign devil never has more than one
wife. He is afraid.’ "—Detroit Free
Press.
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PoLICE SERGEANT: “ Can you give me a descrlp-

tion of the _person who ran over you?;’ :
““Oi can that. He had on a fur coat an’ an
autymobile cap an’ goggles.” —Life

Tee ManNLy Mawn

‘“After you've been two weeks in
the house with one of these terrible
handy men that ask their wives to be
sure and wipe between the tines of
the forks, and that know just how
much raising bread ought to have, and
how to hang out a wash so each piece
will get the best sun, it’s a real joy to
get back to the ordinary kind of man.
Yes, ’tis so!’” Mrs. Gregg finished,
with much emphasis. ‘‘I want a man
who should have sense about the
things he’s meant to have sense
about, but when it comes to keeping
house, I like him real helpless, the
way the Lord planned to have him!”
—Youth’s Companion.

*

NEcCESSARY PRECAUTION

“Prisoner at the bar,’”’ said the
portly, pompous, and florid magis-
trate. ‘‘You are charged with stealing
a pig, a very serious offence in this
district. There has been a great deal
of pig-stealing, and T shall make an
example of you, or none of us will be
safe.”’—T.ondon Daily News.

A RECOMPENSE

Torke—‘‘Your daughter’s musical
education must have cost a lot of
money ?”’

De Porke—'‘Yes, it did, but I’ve
got it all back.”

Torke—‘Indeed !’

De Porke—'‘Yes, I'd been trying
to buy the house next door for years
and they wouldn’t sell. But since
she’s come home they-ve sold it to me
for half price.”’—Harper's Weekly.

¥
A Grievous Faurr

The new coloured laundress had
just returned the week’s wash. Said
the lady of the apartment:

‘“‘Delia, these clothes are done up
very well indeed.”

“Yes, I was taught laundry work
at Hampton School.”

“So you went to Hampton, did
you? It’s a very good school.”

“‘Oh, yes, it’s a very good school,”’
replied the dusky washerlady judi-
cially. ‘‘But they teach no languages
there.””—New York Times.

*
AmaziNGg

An enthusiastic Burlington motorist
was driving his car through one of the
most rural sections of the State. He
came to the top of a very steep hill.
On each side of the road was a ditch
and at the bottom of the hill a load of
hay was just beginning the ascent.
The motorist, who is not one of the
chicken and man-killing variety,
backed his car into the ditch and
waited for the sturdy son of the soil
who was driving the load of hay to
guide his team past. On the rear
of the load, almost buried in the hay,
reposed at full length a typical old
patriarch of the hills. His face rested
easily in his hands and his whiskers
streamed out a foot or two in the
breeze. As the team passed the auto-
mobile he called out, with a note of
surprise in his voice: “Gosh! 'Tain’t
often we meet a gentleman in one of
them things!”’” — Burlington Free
Press.

"
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BOVRIL

Not Medicine

If vou feel not quite up to the mark,
the chances are you need BOVRIL—not

medicine.

Bovril, which contains all that is good

in Beef,

tone up your system.

will build up your strength and

A little added to gravies, chowders and
soups, not only adds nourishment but gives
a zest which tempts and satisfies the most

capricious appetite.

%)
(v §

FOR

Ale anda Porter

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

Candies, Cocoa and Chocolates

are acknowledged the best the World over.

Only the highest grades of raw materials,
are allowed to enter into the
same, and the blending

of all materials is
supervised by

experts.

What with the careful workmanship as well
as scrupulous cleanliness in our plants
it is not surprising that
Her First Choice, Her Last Choice, and
Her Choice at all times is the

Unequalled : 7
Matchless

When near our Store, a glass of our Unexcelled
Ice Cream Soda or a cup of our

World renowned Hot Chocolate

will

refresh you.
Our Candies are made on the Premises

130-'32 Yonge St., - TORONTO, Ont.

““A MAN 1S KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS’,
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elicate
g FOR FINEST FABRIC OR
Demand COARbESF CARPET
Pearline - lJ Embroidenes — Laces — Linens and
choice Wash Fabrics of every kind should
be washed with the greatest care.
(] They should not be subjected to the
brutally harmful Washing methods of
Bar Soap and Wash Board.
y | PEARLINE does all Work that Soap
« (will do—Better—more Quickly—more
Safely than the best soaps can—without
Rubbing—hence without Wear and Tear.
Choice lg abnesmost need PEARLINE'S
Gentle—Persuasive. Washing.
G PEARLINE takes the Fard Work
out of Washing and Cleaning so that
Scrubbing—House-cleaning — Dish-wash-
ing have been robbed of their terrors.

PEARLINE enables Delicate Women to Easily wash
foceime Dfcas Wemen tooale

ly wash Delicate things

URS 1is a business of a transforming
Making kind. The old-looking waig, skirt

or suit becomes like new after it has passed
the Old through our hands. By our improved
— New .". | methods of dyeing and cleaning we effect

a radical transformation in the clothing of

men and women. Goods dyed by our methods will not lose
their elagticity. Write for booklet.

Toronto
Ro P arker & CO. Canada.
Canada’s Greatest Dyers and Cleaners

TORONTO, - Canada
BRANCH STORES AND AGENCIES IN LEADING CITIES AND TOWNS OF THE DOMINION
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Mental Dullness

usually comes from mmperfectly nourished brains.

The man who thinks clearly and acts promptly wins money and
position.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD—

made of whole wheat and barley, is not only promptly digested, but
contains the Phosphate of Potash grown in the grains for rebuilding

brain and nerves.

The regular use of this world-famed food, makes ‘‘clear thinking”’
easy.

Try a simple breakfast of Grape-Nuts and cream, soft boiled
eggs, crisp toast, and a steaming cup of well-made Postum—

‘“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Ltd. Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
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THERE 1s no trolley-line
to the North Pole. The

way to that coveted prize leads
through ice and snow and Arctic

nights. Reaching the North Pole

was a question of food equipment

and endurance. That’s the reason
Commander Peary took on board the
“Roosevelt” four hundred and fifty boxes
of Trscuit, (the Shredded Wheat Wafer)

in order to sustain life in the frozen regions.

You are not going to the North Pole--until the roads

/) are better—but you need strength and endurance to
f/ reach the North Pole of your ambition. You can get
1 strength and endurance from Shredded Wheat. It has
/ . in it all the tissue-building elements of the whole wheat
t made digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and

\ baking. Try it for breakfast with hot milk or cream.

MADE BY

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co.

LIMITED
Niagara Falls, Ontario
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET EAST
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Iiti Cleahs, Scrubs, Scours, Polishéé_

Your
- Grocer's

:';"Large

‘MAKER

Avoid Caustic and Acids
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ROWN

O BRAND
2 CORN
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3 Adults as well as Children need good sweets in

Winter, as they supply a very essential part of their diet.

Crown Brand Corn Syrup with bread or
cereals, not only makes the meal more enjoyable but adds
materially to its nourishment.

Crown Brand Corn Syrup makes delicious candies.
) Try this recipe.

Cinnamon Cream Candy

| cup Crown Brand Syrup. | cup granulated sugar,
One-half cup milk. One-quarter teaspoon ground cinnamon,
| teaspoon butter. 2 squares chocolate.
Put the butter in a saucepan. When melted, add syrup, sugar, cin-
namon, and milk. Heat to boiling point, then add chocolate and stir
= constantly until it (the chocolate) is melted. Boil hard until a firm ball
=) is formed by trying in cold water. Remove from fire, add vanilla, and
beat until creamy ani mixture begins to sugar around edge of saucepan.
Pour at once into a buttered pan. Cool slightly and mark in squares.
FREE—Write our Montreal office for a copy of our recipe booklet.
It contains 48 recipes for candy, cake, pies, cake fillings, etc.

| The Edwardsburg Starch Co., Ltd.

‘Offices—Montreal, Toronto, Brantford. Works—Cardinal, Ontario
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London Cigarettes

IN ATTRACTIVE RED
BOXES OF TEN.

Regular Size

A Shilling in London King’s Size,
A Quarter Here. 35c. per package.

Sold in all the best

Hotels, Clubs and Restaurants.
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FOR HUNTERS

Every seeker of big game would like to own a
Ross Sporting Rifle, as it combines the accuracy and
power of our Military arm with a style and finish
difficult to secure in arms offered at similar prices.

“ROSS” SPORTING RIFLES
are an ideal gift.
$25.00 AND UPWARDS

Write for Free Illusirated Catalogue

THE ROSS RIFLE CO. -  Quebec, P.Q.

Club Cocktails

ABOTTLED DELIGHT

A correctly proportioned cocktail is a drink as
rare as it 1s delightful. CLUB COCKTAILS
are perfect cocktails.

They’re an expert blend @

of fine old liquors, meas-
ure-mixed to exact pro-
portion. No chance-
mixed cocktail ever
made can duplicate their
even exquisite flavor.

&

Seven kinds. At all good dealers.
Manhattan (whiskey base) and Mar-
tini (gin base) are universal favorites.
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.
Hartford New York London
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MONTG the CHESTER

" ARROW
COLLARS

with the notch that makes them
sit pertectly. 2043 for 50¢

Send for booklet, ** Proper Dress.” CLUETT, PEABODY & COMPANY, Makers of Cluett Shirts. 441 River Street, Troy, N, Y

/ 5/.
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POWER WASHER

— The only work you do is to put soiled
clothes in the washer—and, ten minutes
after take out the clean clothes. City

ki vv aiter’ H am _Same ‘ ::;;re r:;fz;‘:&z:ates the motor, which
" Write for imformation.
as yesterday. DOWSWELL MFG. CO., Limited
Hamilton, Ont. 44 A

“Yessir; that was
Matthews Rose Brand.”

X

Our aim has always been _

g9 The
Ul Original
8 and
| only
Genuine

quality, and our products are
the acknowledged standard 'of
purity and all that is Best.

2%

Order from your dealer

Beware of
4l Imitations Sold
on the Merits
of

teralf MINARD'S
il LINIMENT

The GEO. MATTHEWS COMPANY
Limited
Peterborough, Ont. Brantford, Ont. Hull, Que.
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Fine Furniture is like fine pic-
tures. It should be more valued as
the years go by. That this may be
so it should be built to last both in

style and workmanship. These qual-
ities we claim for our hand made
furniture. Sketches and estimate

submitted on request.

ELLIOTT & SON,

LIMITED

79 King Street West, Toronto

G
0CO

EV, GEI.INE”ART BOXES and other attractive paclmges g:;‘;;fue-

Delicious Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts
covered with a smooth, rich chocolate

LOOK FOR THE “G.B.” STAMP ON THE BOTTOM. IT IS ON EVERY “G.B.” CHOCOLATE
I GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.




The Making
of a
Masterpiece

Musically, art-
istically and in-
trinsically, the
New Scale Williams is now
regarded as a masterpiece
of musical construction.
Would you care to learn
more about these superb
instruments—how they are
made and their many
exclusive features?

New Scale Williams

Send name and address,
and we will mail our new
catalogues containing hand-
some reproductions and full
descriptions of New Scale
Williams Grand and
Upright Pianos.

If these pianos are not
on sale in your town, we
will make careful selection
and ship a piano on approval
—which may be returned
at our expense if you are
not satisfied.

Write today for our
catalogues, and plan of easy
payments.

The WILLIAMS PIANO CO. Limited
OSHAWA, Ont.
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BRANCH OFFICES :
Winnipeg, Man., 323 Portage Ave,
Montreal, Q., 733 St. Catherine St. W,
London, Ont., 261 Dundas St. 113A
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UNDERW

Your outer clothing

cannot look right un-

less your undercloth-
ing fits well.

“CEETEE” Un-
derclothing is knit
to fit the form by a
special process, mak-
ing the garments
comfortablefrom first
tn last—also your out-
er clothes will look
well. ‘“‘CEETEE’ is
made from the finest
Australian Merino Wool
and is guaranteed again-
st shrinking.

G

PURE WOOM

Allsizes for men,"women and children
Ask your dealer to show you “Ceetee”

2056
THE C. TURNBULL CO.OF GAILT,

Lin:ted
Manufacturers,

ONTARIO
Established 1859
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Enhance the Charm
of your physique

Madam, and be healthier with the new D & A
Directoire Corset, rather than discount it and injure

your health with illfitting and old-fashioned Corsets.

Madame, you cannot rival the “Chic” and “Svelte"*appear-
ance of French and American women unless you wear a corset
that shapes gracefully and fits comfortably.

At Paris the fountain head of styles, and wherever good styles
reign, our designer has sought most carefully before, after many
experiments, we perfected on living mod-
els our wonderful new D & A Direct-
oire Corsets. The result is a corset
giving just that “Chic” and “Svelte” ap-
pearance which the most fashionable
French, American and Canadian women seek. ~ Moreover, by
holding the body in shape without compressing unduly at any
point, the D & A Directoire is more healthful for you than any other

Corset. For sale everywhere. Al
THE DOMINION CORSET COMPANY, E QUEBEC, CANADA.

HE Silverware
you bought when
young, if manufac-

tured by The Stand-
ard Silver Co. and

bears this trade mark

\ B 7_ A o
s\ \mg' ; “l!!l_!!/% L—-’

will be found asgood
| as the day it was
o) purchased. With all

its memories there is

nothing so lasting or so much appreciated as some of our handsome de-
signs, the highest type of silverware perfection.

The Standard Silver Co., Limited

Toronto.
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and Guaranteed

The trade mark shown below
and stamped on Rodgers’
Cutlery means that it has
been thoroughly tested and
is guaranteed in every par-
ticular. Isn’'tit worth while
to see that the cutlery you
buy bears that

“Mark of Guaranteed Quality”

RODGERS
CUTLERY

Used in the Royal Households
Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Ltd.

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENG.

HOW TO GET RID OF CATARRH

A Sim;;le Safe, Reliable Way,
and it Costs Nothing to Try.

Those who suffer from catarrh know its
miseries. There is no need of this suffering.
You can get rid of it by a simple, safe, inex-
pensive, home treatment discovered by Dr.
Blosser, who, for over thirty-five years, has
been treating catarrh successfully.

His treatment is unlike any other. It is not
a spray, douche, salve, cream or inhaler, but
is a more direct and thorough treatment than
any of these. It cleans out the head, nose,
throat and lungs so that you can again hreathe
freely and sleep without that stopped-up feel:
ing that all catarrh sufferers have. It heals
the diseased membranes and makes a radical
cure, so that you will not be constantly blow-
ing your nose and spitting, and at the same
time it does not poison the system and ruin
the stomach, as internal medicines do.

If you want to test this treatment without
cost, send your address to Dr. J. W. Blosser,
722 Walton Street, Atlanta, Go., U.S.A., and
he will send you by return mail, from his Can-
adian Distributing Depot, enough of the medi-
cine to satisfy you that it is all he claims for
it as a remedy for catarrh, catarrhal heac-
aches, catarrhal deafness, asthma, bronchitis;
colds and all catarrhal conditions. He will
also send you free -an illustrated booklet.
Write him immediatelv.

Business
Professions

Timber
Mining
Railroads
Navigation

Your questions carefully answered

verIsland Devel’m’tLeague
Xml Law Ch. Bldg.,Victoria, B.C.
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{N@W Edison
honograph

—improved, enlarged—an Edison Phonograph converted into a most attractive piece
of furniture, charmingly simple in design, with the horn removed from sight—built in
as a part of the cabinet.

The new style reproducer, together with the aging of the wood, gives a full
mellow tone far beyond anything heretofore possible in sound-reproducing instruments.
Its life-like reproduction of all Edison Records, both Standard (two minute) and
Amberol (four minute) carries the listener entirely away from the fact that it is a
mechanical instrument. It has drawers in the lower part for 120 Records.

It comes in several finishes of Mahogany and Oak. Price $240.

You can hear and see the Amberola at all Edison Stores.

National Phonograph Company 6 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N.J., US.A.
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THE SIMPSON
SHOE
FOR MEN

$4.00 A PAIR

Here is a shoe at a popular price, which by rights,
classess up with the $5.00 or $6.00 Shoes.

We own it and control it. No other store sells Victor
Shoes. It's our own brand.

No middle-men.
No commercial travellers.
No expensive round-about retailing.

We sell it with only one profit added to the cost of
its making.

That's why you can get a good stylish, manly, up-to-
date boot for $4.00 if you buy the Victor. :

All popular styles, widths and prices.

$4.00 A PAIR

iy SIMPSON uwires

TORONTO




This Piano Booklet Justifies
Its Name: “Inside Information”

You should have it-the Book is Free-it crystallizes forty years’ knowledge of Piano-making

NSIDE informa-
tion tells the
facts about the con-
struction—step by
step—of a high-
grade instrument.
This new,amplified
edition of Inside In-
formation has been
written, illustrated
and published for
the benefit of those
who want a master
—builder’s know-
ledge of the inside
—the hidden parts
—ofa good piano—
in plain language,
easily understood,
devoid of technical-
ities.

Inside Informa-
tion takes the read-
er through one of
the most up-to-date
successful piano
factories in Amer-
ica—tells him why
each step is taken
—and exactly how
the function of each
departmentof afine
piano should be
filled.

It’s free to enquirers Tells you what
to ask aboul—what to look for—what
to experts, when you are choosing a
pinno. The ripe experience of nearly
two generati pi buildi is
embodied here, at your disposal.

Above all, how
the tone is arrived
at, how under cer-
tain circumstances,
exclusive to this
one factory, the
tone can be so en.
riched, broadened
—made so integral
and lasting a part
of the instrument
as toearn for it the
title, ‘“‘the Piano
with a Soul.””

Inside Informa-
tion will guide the
reader to an unerr-
ing distinction be-
tween the high.
grade and the com-
mercial—theneces-
sary and the super-
fluous—in the con-
struction and tonal
value of any piano.

Inside Informa-
tion isinvaluable to
anyone interested,
directly or indirect-
ly, in the piano
questton. Write,
while you think of
it—now—for a
copy, a postal will
do, to

THE MASON & RISCH PIANO CO., Limited,
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- Wanted—A Man

—Simply a courageous—wide awake—Twentieth Century man—for a great big job.

—We need several of them.

—If you are the man it makes no difference where you live.

—We want good, strong fighters—men with pride and enthusiasm for a grand—new—
fascinating business. 3

—We want men with whom success has become a habit—or those who intend that it
shall.

—No special experience is required—we will do the educating.

—Men who think utterly new and marvelous things untrue or impossible need no
apply.

—We want men who know an opportunity when they see it.

—To the man that fills the bill we offer a permanent position of standing—one which
has unlimited possibilities in a money way—one of our men made $21,500 in 22
months—another—a new man—-has made $8,000 since January 1st, 19og—most are
making $200 to $400 per month.

— Investigation will show that there is no reader of The Canadian Magazine too big for
the above enterprise.

THE OXYGENATOR CO., 31321323 Peasl Stcet,
B e e R e S S e S Te A T Y
J P ®.
wae For Tourists
Sportsmen and Travellers

is the safest and most serviceable day and night wear.,
Keeps the body comfortable--at an equable temperature how-
ever changeable the weather or climate.

(“Health Culture” by Dr. Jaeger explains why.)
We send it free on request.
Light -soft -healthful -— economical.

The name ‘‘Jaeger’ is a hallmark of high quality.
Sold at fixed moderate prices in most cities throughout Canada.
Ask your dealer.

RETAIL DEPOTS

316 St. Catherine St. West, - - - MONTREAL
10 Adelaide St. West. - - - -  TORONTO
364 Portage Ave,, - - - - WINNIPEG
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That 2-for-1
guarantee—t he
most liberal
. given anywhere
—is backed up by
the largest hosiery
mills in Canada.
You can depend
upon the guarantee
being fulfilled to the
last letter.

Buying hosieryon
this plan you make
doubly sure of sat-
isfaction, for if the hosiery does
not fulfill the guarantee the
makers have to pay a double
penalty.

But after you've worn a pair
of Pen-Angle Hosiery you'll un-
derstand why we give this 2-for-
1 guarantee, for you will have
discovered your ideal hosiery—
form-knitted, seamless, longest-
wearing.

The reason for Pen-Angle su-
periority is due to the excep-
tional quality of the cashmere
and cotton yarns we use. And
because we knit them on Pen-
man’s exclusive machines. We
have the sole rights to use these
machines in Canada.

SEAMLESS HOSIERY

These machines form-knit the
hosiery to fit the form of the leg,
ankle and foot perfectly, with-
out a single seam anywhere to
irritate the feet or rip apart.

They reinforce the feet, heels
and toes—the places that get the
hardest usage-—without you ever
being aware of any extra thick-
ness.

Don't be content another day
with hosiery which has those
horrid . seams up the leg and
across the foot—with hosiery

absolutely fast.

less serviceable—but get Pen-
Angle 2-for-1 guaranteed hosiery.

FOR LADIES

No. 1760. —-*‘Lady Fair” Black Cash-
mere hose. Medium weight, Made of
fine, soft cashmere yarns. a-ply leg.
s-ply foot, heel, toe and high splice,
giving them strength where strength
is needed. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6
pairs, $3.00.

No. ro0s0.—Same quality as 1760, but
heavier weight. Black only. Box of
3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1150.~Very fine Cashmere hose.
Medium weight. 2-ply leg. 4-ply foot,
heel and toe. Black, light and dark
tan, leather. champagne, myrtle, pearl
gray, oxblood, helio, cardinal. Box ot
3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1720, —Fine quality Cotton hose,
Made of 2-ply Egyptian yarn, with 3-ply
heels and toes. Black, light and dark
tan, champagne, myrtle, pearl gray, ox-
blood, helio, sky, pink, bisque. Box of 4
pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs, $1.50.

No. 1175.—Mercerized. Same colors as
1730. Box of 3 pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs $2.00.

FOR MEN

No. 2404.—Medium weight Cashmere
half-hose. Made of a-ply Botany yarn
with our special “Everlast” heels and
toes, which add to its wearing qualities,
while the hosiery still remains soft and
comfortable, Black, light and dark tan,
leather, champagne, navy, myrtle, pearl

PENMANS, LIMITED, DEPARTMENT D.,

HOSIERY ©

Buy H(;siery Made by
.the Largest Mills on
'a 2-for-1 Guarantee

We guarantee the following lines of Pen-Angle Hosiery to
fit you perfectly, not to shrink or stretch, and the dyes to be
We guarantee them to wear longer than any
other cashmere or cotton hosiery sold at the same prices.
Guaranteed Hosiery any length of time, you should ever find a pair that fails to
fulfill this guarantee in any particular, return the same to us and we will replace
them with TWO new pairs free of charge.

If, after wearing Pen-Angle

gray, slate, oxblood, helio, cadet blue
and bisque. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6
pairs, $3.00.

No. soo.—"Black Knight" Winter
waight black Cashmere half-hose. s-ply
body, spun from pure Australian wool.
o-ply silk splicing in heels and toes.
Soft, comfortable, and a wonder to resist
wear. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs,
$3.00.

No. 1ogo.—Cashmere half-hose. Same
quality as soo, but lighter weight.
Black only. Box of 3 pairs, $r.00; 6
pairs, $2.00.

No. 330.—* Everlast” Cotton Socks.
Medium weight. Made from four-ply
long staple combed Egyptian cotton
yarn, with six-ply heels and toes. Soft
in finish and very comfortable to the
feet. A winner. Black, light and dark
tan. Box of 3 pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs,
$2.00.

INSTRUCTIONS

If your dealer cannot supply you,
state number, size and color of hosiery
desired, and enclose price, and we will
fill your order postpaid. If not sure
of size of hosiery, send size of shoe
worn. Remember, we will fill no order
for less than one box and only one size
in a box.

CATALOG FREE

If you want something different than
the styles and shades listed, send for
handsome free catalog which shows an
extensive line in colors.

PARIS, CAN.

enAngle

Hosiery
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You can enjoy the music
of the masters as only
Virtuosi can render it
If you have a

GERHARD HEINTZMAN
PLAYER PIANO

in the home.

A silent piano is a useless investment. Silent and
useless because no one in the family plays.

Why not exchange it for a Gerhard Heintzman
Self-Playing Piano —which anyone can play— you,
your wife, or any member of the famny. Think
what this change will mean to you—how you can
enjoy your favorite music, rendered artistically.

The Gerhard Heintzman is the pioneer player
commanding the WHOLE KEYBOARD.

On of the exclusive features of the Gerhard
Heintzman player—the EXPRESSION BUT-
TONS—is evidence of its superiority.  With this
device the most unmusical person can, without con-
scious effort, play any piece of music as the com-
poser intended itto be played —accentuate and give
prominence to the melody or theme as desired.

This is but one of the many patented features—
all reasons for the high excellence of the Gerhard
Heintzman Player Piano.

Send today for o ir handsome booklet—it tells all
about them —gives interesting inside piano infor-
mation.

Gerhard Heintzman Co., Limited
CITY HALL SQUARE, - TORONTO

NOTE; We are in our new showrooms, the finest in Canada
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Chapped

oL SR Hands ..«

How to Prevent Them

To many this is a puzzling and much vexed
question—and yet it is much simpler to prevent
than to cure.
EVERY WOMAN, every one in fact, who appreci-
ates smooth hands, and who cares to escape the
unpleasant soreness which a chapped skin causes,
should use

“Shell Brand”

Castile Soap

Made only by
“Couret Freres,” Marseilles, France.

This is one of the purest and most refined of
Castile Soaps.

Such a soap, used always, tends to pre-
vent chaps, roughness and soreness of

the skin.

To use warm water and to thoroughly dry
the skin will be found great aids in the
prevention of this common complairt.

e

See it bears the name ‘““La Coquille ” as
well as the brand.

SOLD EVERYWHERE

"SHELL BRAND"
(LA COQUILLE)

AGENTS FOR CANADA, ARTHUR P. TIPPET & CO., MONTREAL
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Spreads Like Butter

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-

ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese
as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.

SOLD ONLY IN 15c AND 25¢ BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario, Canada

- A LINE OF
STOVES, RANGES and FURNACES
OF THE BETTER CLASS

AL
e §§ SOLD ONLY THROUGH THE TRADE
§ 5 | Your Local Dealer can supply you

=) .~
THE JAME
WOODSTOCK,ONT. AND WINNIPEG, MAN .

R S

S STEWART MFG. co.L.leu.

O
£
2
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Your money
back if

does not prove entirely
satisfactory in the baKing

ON'T simply buy flour from the dollar and cent side of it. Buy high-
quality flour. That means PURITY FLOUR. The first little extra
cost is more than made up by the extra number of loaves of bread it makes—
by the superiority of the bread and pastry in sweetness of flavor and nourish-
ing qualities. Buying Purity Flour is a safe investment. VYou get large returns,
not only on account of Purity’s ability to produce more, but because Purity
contains the greater nutriment and the vim of a strong hard wheat flour. Food
made from Purity Flour gives the consumer health, snap and force, which can-
not be gained from the use of the weaker soft wheat flour.

URITY FLOUR

“MORE BREAD AND BETTER BREAD”

E : Purity may cost a little
You can buy as little as
more than some flours but
a 7 pound cotton bag or
in 14, 24, 49, and 98 pound

sacks. Also in Dbarrels

you'll find it’'s more than
worth the difference. To

be genuine, must bear the
and half-barrels.

Purity trade mark,

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO. LIMITED
Mills at

W INNIPEG, - GODERICH, - BrRANDON
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is bottled energy—concentrated

nourishment—pent-up strength and

vitality—a preventative of sickness

—a restorer of health.

OXO is the goodness of prime
beef in the most appetizing form.

Don’t use as much ‘“Black Knight”’ as you
have been using of other stove polishes.

Youdon’t need as much, to bring a brilliant,
glittering, lasting polish to the iron-work.
A little of “Black Knight’ goes a long way.
And you geta bigger box of ‘“‘Black Knight'’
than of any other stove polish that sells for 10c.

If, for any reason, you can’t get ‘‘Black
Knight” Stove Polish at your dealer’s,
send 10c. for a large can postpaid.

THE F. F. DALLEY CO. LIMITED, - HAMILTON, Ont,

Makers of the famous “2 in 1" Shoe Polish. 20

L R

KNIGHT

POLISH

Bear the script name of
Stewart Hartshorn on label
for your protection

NRISHORN SH4s

Wood Rollers Get+ Improved,’ no tacks required.

Tin Rollers
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FINE STATIONARY

BUSINESS MAN

FOR YOUR LETTERHEADS
USE

& o &

TWENTIETH CENTURY BOND
DANISH PARCHMENT
DANISH BOND
HERCULES BOND

& 52 ot

ENVELOPES
TO
MATCH
> & 2
THE BARBER & ELLIS CO.
LIMITED

Toronto, Brantford, Winnipeg

The original Rogers
Bros. silverware— it
identified by the trade | ’
mark “[847 ROGERS /&
BROS.""—has expressed (iR
the highest type of sil- }¥3
ver plate perlection for |
sixty-two years.

On forks, spoons,

fancy serving pieces, elc.,
is the mark

| ROGERS BROS. rieie
Whether the desired [
! style be simple or ornate, J/
| it may be procured in this §

oF
(W “Silver Plate that Wears.” \&%
! \

4 : N
Comblmnglhcmaxnmum 3

of durability with rare

beauty of design, this
famous ware is the
choice of purchasers

i who desire only the

i best.

Sold by leading dealers

everywhere. Send [or
Catalogue “No. 22"

showing the many
allractive designs.

HAMILTON,
ONTARIO

NEW YORK /

‘-\\. CHICAGO /
B\ Sax /
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LADIES

3 e T St e
¥ You saw this Cabinet at the Toronto Exhibition
and you exclaimed “the nicest ever.”

€ Remember it is made of steel, enamelled white,
has three main compartments each fitted with a differ-
ent lock and key; eighteen subdivisions each capable
of storing one dozen gem jars of fruit, jam, pickles,
etc., or 216 jars in all.

€ One compartment fitted with three meat hooks, the
door covered with fine wire gauze, cougtitutes a splen-
did “safe” for fresh meat, game, fruit, pies, etc., secure
from invaders, curious or otherwise.

q Construction light but very §lrong, occupies little
space, much more sanitary than the wood closet in
your basement and codts less,

Write us for information.

THE GEORGE B. MEADOWS

Wire, Iron & Brass Works Company, Limited
479 Wellington St., West TORONTO, Can.

Ask Yourself

Of what value is Purity to You?
Every Brand of

EDDY’S TOILET PAPERS

is Guaranteed Chemically Pure.
It’s worth considering.

Always Everywhere in Canada Ask For

EDDY’S MATGHES
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MEDALS

Special Medals for Annual Presentation

Special Medals make most appropriate annual gifts for School, College, Hospital, or other
competitions. In many cases a Medal given for annual competition is specialized by being
named after the donor, or in memory of one who has been interested in the work for which the
Medal is donated, thus perpetuating the name.

The principal expense lies in the initial cost of the steel die from which the Medal is stamp-
ed, which varies according to size, and amount of detail. The average cost of a die similar to
illustrations would range from $40.00 to $45.00. The medals in silver would range in cost from
$2.50 to $3.00, depending upon size and quantity required. In bronze from 75 cents to $2.00.

Our Medal department has every facility for executing orders of this nature, and will be pleased te submit special sketches with

HENRY BIRKS AND SONS, LIMITED
GOLD AND SILVERSMITHS - - MONTREAL

Established over 50 years

FEARMAN'’S

“STAR BRAND” HAMS

The Standard of Epicurean Taste

cured and sold by us for over 50
vears, unsurpassed for flavor and
quality. Try them, hoiled or fried,
they will please you.

For sale by all leading grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited
Hamilton, Ont.
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KODAK

at the

North Pole

“Being satisfied since my first expedition in 1891 that the Eastman
cameras and films were best suited for this class of work, I have used
both exclusively in all of my Arctic expeditions since, and it is to this
that 1 attribute the fact that I have brought back a series of photo-
graphs which in quantity and quality probably exceed any other series
of photographs obtained from the Arctic regions.”

Wherever adverse conditions demand absolute
dependability in photographic equipment—there the
Kodak goods are chosen. The photographic success
of Commander Peary’s expedition is fully demon-
strated by the pictures—all of them from Kodak
films, illustrating his thrilling, historic narrative now

running in HAMPTON’S MAGAZINE.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Catalogue free at the Toronto, Can.

dealers or by mail.
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DOLLARS AND MILLINERY
GO HAND IN HAND

A Suitable and
Acceptable
Gift

Every woman managing or
caring for her homca?ecu a
certain pride in its appearance,
and constantly plans to make
Gress Parniture it more camfortable and attrac-

tive. Itis therefore her delight
when receiving a gift to have it something for the
house.

Why do you pay such exhorbitant prices for

millinery > You could have two or three hats for ‘ Crex Grass Furniture

what you now pay for one.

You can trim your own hats—thus SAVE money. is the fu_rnilun of to.day, it is distinctive— the very
You can make and trim hats for others—thus newest in style, finish and design and the most service-
MAKE money. able and durable made. Just the gift and at an

We prepare you to do all kindsof millinery work,

in from 6 to 10 weeks' time right in your own home. altractive price,

no matter where you live. By our correspondence - £
course with working models, we can positively teach Carried by all best Sarniture shops.
you without interfering with vour daily work.

Terms moderate, May be paid in'small installments Ask for “CREX.EASE. " cushions,

if desired. Most fascinating and best paying business 2

for ladies. Retail stores pay $20 to 850 per week. One | Sendfor beautifully illustrated booklet No. 67.

of the great features of our school is that, after taking

our course, you have privilege of buying all millinery ‘ PRAIR[E GRASS FURNITURE CO.

supplies in any quantity, at wholesale prices, Write
for free booklet with colored plate. | Sole Manufacturers'

laternational Millinery Syndicate & Scheol of Millinery, | GLENDALE, LONG ISLAND NEW YORK
Dept. 4, Buffalo, N. Y, |

The Berkshire Hills Sanatorium

For the Scientific and Effective Treatment of

CANCER

Without Resorting to Surgical Procedure

The only private institution of magnitude in the United
States for the exclusive treatment of Cancer and other
malignant and benign new growths. Conducted by a
physician of standing. Established thirty-two years.
For complete information addyess
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams - - - - Massachusetts

IF -
| WERE |
A QUEEN| e e e

He buys only

ey Sakis Winsor & Newton’s
% h“m“'m"” ‘ Oil and Water Colors
! because he knows they are the
By the Cross of St | standard throughout lze world.
‘ George, | They are not dear,

But I'd stuff and I'd gorge | For sale at all Ar? Stores,
Of the kind that they ga l A.RAMSAY & SON, MoNTREAL.
11} LADY (=1 ARLOTTE ”» Wholesale agents for Canada.
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“Acme” Vacuum Cleaner

4 R

Our Cleaner is not a toy, but is the only thoroughly practical VACUUM CLEANER on the MARKET,

It is designed for work and notas a plaything: it cleans

Carpets, Rugs, Furniture, Draperies, Portieres, Mattresses
Pillows, Cushions, Hardwood Floors, Walls, Ceilings,
Mouldings, Radiators, Stairs, Cupboards, Bookcases

and, in fact cleans the entire houschold,
Do not purchase the cheap Vacuum Toy, which only attempts to clean in a very limited manner.

Our “ACME" CLEANER is designed for use, and will last for a lifetime, The mechanism is frictionless and
can be operated from any ordinary 16 C.P. LAMP SOCKET at a minimum of cost for electric current,

No wearing parts in our Cleaner; therefore these is no expense for maintenance.
Equipted with 1-6 H.P. Electric Motor.

Do not buy a Vacuum Cleaner until you have tried our “ACME.”

We will place it on trial in your house against any other machine, free of cost to you.

Just consider what our Acme Vacuum Cleaner will do : it will clean up everthing in your household, except the
mortgage on your home ; but it will save enough for you in wear and tear to clean that of in a short time.

Obur list of mtxons are the most influential in the Dominion. Every city and town where electric current is in use

requires our ACME ELECTRICAL VACUUM CLEANER.
Contracts made for house-cleaning.
Acme Vacuum Cleaners sold on the instalment plam.
Stationary plants installed on specifications, and estimates given,
For particulars address

ACME VACUUM CLEANING COMPANY,

Limited
20 AND 20A ST. PETER STREET, - - MONTREAL

WESTERN SALES AGENTS

THE T. EATON CO., Limited, - TORONTO




The Label

/C/ of merit

SHIRTS AND COLLARS FOR
REALLY PARTICULAR MEN

It has never been our policy to dilate largely on the
quality of ﬂﬁ)fja goods—for quality goes as a

matter of course with us.  Our larger effort is to as.
sure shirt and collar comfon, style and perfect fit for
men who really care how they look. Such men res.
lize the value that immaculately fitting linen gives to
their appearance,

All good men’s furnishers. This is the mark to look

for:

TRADE

MARK
—

made in Berlin, Ont.

» o .

Spring Purity

To brew good ale pure, hard

water is an absolute necessity.

The solvent powers of water

are so great that few springs

produce water pure enough for
brewing.

Carling’s springs were discovered
after many years of searching, and the
brewery established only when Government
analysts deposed that the water never tested
less than gg o8 degrees pure.

Ask for Carl-ngs Ale—accept ne other,
because no other is quite so good.

@arlmg S Ale

The Ale that’s Always Pure f

T T

S a2z

rve

ST VIR0
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Robinson’s Patent Barley

q The best food for Infants and Invalids, the only reliable prepar-
ation of its kind. 4 It is quickly and easily prepared, and renders
milk easily digestible. € But insist on having ROBINSON’S

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

T 1 1 0 . O, O ) ¢ (0 e 0
N N N e N s T R - =R tEememeEmeeny
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A Little Intelligent Investigation

will prevent disappointment and give years of satisfaction
and enjoyment.

KELSEY
Warm Air Generator

lustrates this. The KELSEY is the application in practice of the latest accepted
theories of heat production, heat distribution, and heat location. It involves the right
principle of ventilation. The KELSEY realizes every possible atom of combustion,
It practically prevents any loss and distributes the air, when warmed to the right
degree of temperature, neither too high nor too low. It keeps the building uniformly
warm and the air fresh.

THE JAMES SMART MFG. CO., Limited - - BROCKVILLE, ONT,

ES—— S T—
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A Delicious Food
and Drink

IN ONE.

A cup of “Epps’s” at breakfast
warms and

SUSTAINS YOU FOR HOURS.

EPPS’S
COCOA

As a supper beverage it is perfect,

GRATEFUL and COMFORTING

a3y318193y
HEVIW-3Avy L

See that the
bigred*1” is on the
label of the bottle. 1f it
isn’t, then you are not getting
“3in One.”” And if you don't get
““3in One” you don't get the best oil
and the only oil for lubricating, cleaning,
polishing and preventing rust. Try ten
cents worth for oiling sewing machine,
typewriter, fire arms, clocks, locks, or
polishing pirno, table, chairs, preventing
tarnish or nickel bathroom fixtures,
EE generous sample bottle and
a valuable book. Write to-day.

3 in One Oil Co + 50 B'way
New York City

o~
PLAYERPIANO

can be successfully played by apyone without any
musical knowledge, and any musical composition
can be rendered on it in a most artistic way.
Plays full range of 88 Notes,

(Ready for use with Music Koll)

SIMPLICITY ano DURABILITY

characterize the Autonola in its every part. The
player mechanism is the latest and best, while the
piano itself is the well known BELL.

(The Autonola—closed—is a handiome Piano and may be
played by hand in the usyal way.

SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET C.

The Bell Piano

AND ORGAN COMPANY, LIMITED
GUELPH, ONTARIO
TORONTO, OTTAWA and LONDON, ENGLAND




Do you want
a Fireplace
in your Home 2

Do you want the cheer,
the comfort an open fire
can give ?

All modern houses are
now being fitted with
these beautiful mantels.
If you have any idea of
building, or if you would
like to know how and
where you can add a
fireplace to your present
home, write us for par-
ticulars.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK COMPANY, LIMITED,

TORONTO OFFICE, 75 YONGE STREET.
Works and Office, - - - - Milton, Ontario.

Robb Power Plants

ENGINES
Coiliss, Slide Valve,
Horizontal, Vertical.
BOILERS

Water Tube, Return
Tubular, Internally
Fired, Portable.

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

607 Canadian Express Building, Montreal, R. W. Robb, Manager

' t om 82 Traders Bank B:I‘Idingv.l l'l'm"on;o,er:. rorxtay, =amg.r

istr Union Bank Building, Winnipe, . F. Porter, Manager
. ;- i o:l:':ry Block Calgary, J. F, l"ortnr, M-nqx'er
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Complete Control from the
Keyboard

Practically every operation required in producing
typewriting on the Smith Premier Typewriter is

v
|
I
1
|
F

centered in the keyboard. This complete control, |
right under the operator’s fingers, makes for speed |

and accuracy and is an exclusive feature of the

NEW MODEL 10 VISIBLE

Other exclusive Smith Premier Features, such as complete,
straight-line keyboard, combination paragrapher and column
finder and removable and interchangeable platens are fully
explained in our literature. Request for it.

Write for information to

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO., INC. |

Syracuse, New York
Branches everywhere

59

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'’S

(""ENT CREAM °F Macicat

BEAUTIFIER

Purifies - EMOVES Tan, Pim-
as well as R ples, Freckles,
Beautifies i Moth Patches, Rash

the Skin A and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic il beauty, and defies de-
will do it. It has stood

[&F tection,
Ly the test of 60 years; no
other has, and s so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name,
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the hawut-ton (s
S r.tlent)—"Aa you
— adies will use them,
Irecommend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ as the least harmful of
all the Skin preparations.”
Forsale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For Infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relleves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion, PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Halir Price $1.00 by Mail
FRED. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 87 _jS:t__!y:u_!t‘. New Yol:k‘ml!

about better ceilings. Tells of
two thousand designs for every
sort of structure from a cathe-

Read a
E R E E dral to a warehouse —proves why
our ceilings cost less. Get the

B O O k. book. Ask our nearest office.
PEDLAR People of Oshawa

Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

Underwood

This 1s the mark of the Underwood—more
extensively used in Canada than all other

makes of typewnters combined. No matter

what machine you have used, or are using,

you will ultimately buy the Underwood.

UNITED TYPEWRITER COMPANY, LIMITED
ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO.

AND EVERYWHERE IN CANADA.
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TABLISHED 1879)

A for Whooping Cough
& Croup, Sore Throat
 Coughs, Bronehitis
Sessaanaeaes Colds, Diphtheria
“Used while you sleep.” Catarrh.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms
of Whooping Cough. Ever dreaded Croup
cannot exist where Cresolene is used.

It acts directly on the nose and throat making
breathing easy in the case of colds; soothes the
sore throat and stops the cough.

Cresolene is a powerful germicide acting
both as a curative and preventive in con-
tagious diseases.

Itis a boon to sufferers from Asthma,

Cresolene’s hest recommendation is its 30
years of successful use,

For Sale By All Druggists.
Send FPostal for Descriptive Booklet.

Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irrita-
ted throat, of your druggist or from us.10c. in stamps.

THE LEEMING-MILES CO., Ltd., - Canadian Agents
Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada,

A GIFT FROM THE OLD COUNTRY.

. é 9 LE o . 5
Given away. LACE TABLE CENTRE.
Sent FREE with Catalogue of CURTAINS,
Muslins. TableLinens,DownQuilts,Carpets,
Rugs, Furniture, KnockdownMakes forShipping
Ladies’ Costumes, Underwear, Shoes, ete., Gents’ Clothing,
Hosiery, Boots, ete. Direct from the Manufacturing Centre.

MARVELLOUS PARCEL Free Postage.
Dinner and Half-Parcel (R}

10'1‘ea Cloths &96100 1 of each &’3- ,0

2 White Damask Table Cloths, 23 yds. by
2 yds, rich pattern hemmed.

2 White Damask Table Cloths, 60ins. long, 54
ins.wide, special make, in cotton, having
the effect of Linen Damask, hemmed.

2 Half Bleached Table Cloths, hard wearing.

2 Irish Cambric Tea Cloths,

2 Handsome Tray Covers, all Irish hand-
embroidered and drawn thread.

Marvellous Value. Try One. Write to-day.
SAML.PEACH & SONS, The Looms,
Box 664, NOTTINGHAM, England.

wate” MOUNT BIRDS

(Wi} Be a Taxidermist. Join our school and leam at
home to Mount Birds, Animals, Game Heads, Fishes,
Tan Skins, Make Rugs, etc. Easily, quickly learned. Best
methods, expert instructors. Success uaranteed.
SPO EN and NATURALIS mount your
own specimens. You can save hundreds of dollars
and beautifully decorate your home or your ofiice,
FREE — Beautiful Taxidermy Books and full

his work, vl

particulars of te today.
stern School of Tlxldormy,

Neb.

5041 E’wood Bidg., Omaha,

UPTON’S

Pure Orange Marmalade
Cheapest and Best

Get it from
your Grocer

and try it on
toast for your
breakfast.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 61

\

| 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 suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of “Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething.  The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. “Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion 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 abottle. Be sureand ask for ‘‘MRS.
WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP.”’” Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
june 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098.

Hall’s Hair Renewer
erfectly satisfied with your hair? Good. But if it is

P i
falling out, keeps thin and short, looks dull and lifeless,
what then? Here are the ingredients that will stop the fall-

K:sg.kdutm the dandruff, and give new life to the hair.
l;‘:‘om' or all about these ingredients. His advice

should always be final. Would you like to haverich, heavy,

luxuriant hair ? R. P. HALL & 00., Nashus, N. 1.

. Glycerin  Capsioum Toa Rosemary Lea Bay R
Ingrediontss SN Boodyewia dlwhal  Waase e By les

DOES NOT COLOR THE HAIR

10¢., 15¢. and 20c. a tin

CLARK’S GCHATEAU eravo BAKED BEANS

are of such high quality, so well cooked and
so appetizing that children hail their presence
on the table with delight,

The beansare hand-picked and carefully
selected, and are thoroughly cooked at a very
high temperature.

Nothing pleases the children more nor is
better to build up good bone and muscle and
ensure good health.

In Chateau Beans you get CLARK
methods and CLARK quality.

WM: CLARK, - MONTREAL

Manufacturers of High-Grade
Food Specialties. l
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'RHEUMATISM

and all forms of nervous troubles cured
by using the famous waters of the St.

Catherines Well.
“THE WELLAND™”

is specially equipped for rest cure treat-
ments.

FEATURES:

Mineral baths, massage, electricity, etc.,
given under charge of experienced physi-
cians and nurses.

Sun Parlor, Library, Long Distance Phones
in each room.

St. Catharines 1s on main line of Grand
Trunk Railway System, eleven miles from
Niagara Falls.

===
APPLY—

THE WELLAND
St. Catharines - - Ont.
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Allan Line Royal Mail Steamers

WEEKLY SERVICE
MONTREAL TO LIVERPOOL
MONTREAL TO CLASCOW MONTREAL TO HAVRE & LONDON

MUSIC ROOM, S.5. VIRGIN « N

THE RECORD PASSAGE

From Liverpool to Montreal

R.M. S. VICTORIAN the first T'ransatlantic Turbine Steam»r sailed from Liver-
pool Bar Lightship at 6.42 p.m. on Friday, August 6th, and arrived at Rimouski and
landed mails at 8.43 a.m. Thursday, August 12 ; adding 5 hours differen-e in time, the
Mails were on board 5 days, 19 hours and 1 minute. The Steamer arnved at
Quebec at 7.20 p.m. Thursday. Time from Liverpool to Quebec, inclusive of |
hour and 20 minutes delay at Rimouski, 6 days. 0 hours and 38 minutes apparent
time. Left Quebec at | a.m. Friday, August |3th, and arrived at Montreal, Allan
Line Wharf, at 1 | .45 a.m. same day. Apparent time from Liverpool to Montreal,
inclusive of delays, 6 days, 17 hours, 03 minutes or deducting delav at Rimouski, | hour
20 minutes, and at Quebec, 5 hours, 40 minutes—7 hours 0 minutes and adding 5
hours difference in time, the actual time of passage from Liverpool to Montreal was
6 days 15 hours 03 minutes, equal to a speed of 18.4 knots per hour.

Send for Sailings and Rates
THE ALLAN LINE, 77 Yonge St., Toronto, or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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A Re-Creation of

Business Opportunities

The commercial opportunities opened up by the Canadian Northern Railway
System are unequalled in the British Empire. In 1897 the Canadian Northern
operated 100 miles of railway. It now controls 5,000 miles in the most promising
parts of the country. Hundreds of new townsites have been created west of
Lake Superior and many new enterprises have been made practicable in Nova
Scotia, Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta. All these newly
developed territories are bristling with business opportunities for the enterprising
and they are clearly described from the commercial viewpoint in the new edition
of the publication—

A MILE A DAY FOR TWELVE YEARS

a copy of which is free for the asking from the Information Bureau, Canadian
Northern Head Offices, Toronto.

FOR THE WINTER GO TO

FROST] MALARIA
UNKNOWN IMPOSSIBLE.

From New York, 45 hours, by the T win-screw Steamship *‘ EERMUDIAN,” 5,500 tons or Twin-
screw Steamship ““Oceana ” 8,000 tons, both equipped with Wireless Telegraphy, Bilge
Keels and every appliance for the care and comfort of passengers.

Sailings every Wednesday and Saturday at 10 a.m.

FOR A WINTER’S CRUISE GO TO
WINDWARD WEST INDIES

Sailings from New York every alternate Wednesday by the New S.S. “Guiana,’’ 3,700 tons,
S.S. ** Parima,” 3,000 tons; S.S. ** Korona,”” 3,000 tons, for

St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts, Qntigua, Guadeloupe,
Dominica, Martinique. St. Lucia, Barbadoes
and Demerara.

For Pamphlets and full information apply to
A.E. OUTERBRIDGE @ CO., Agents, 29 Broadway, New York

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED,

ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, Quebec
¢ Ko BSTER @ Co., Agents, Corner King and Yonge Streets, Toronto
o FT:SMAS COOK @ SON, Agen's, 35 Adelaide St. East; Toronto.
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WINTER CRUISES

Via the Azores, Madeira,

To Italy and Egypt Gibraltar, Genoa, Naples

. .

& e R :
. S 2 An T A% g :“\\:' ﬁ s iy - "‘ .'»‘!—* o A

L SIS

S. S. CARONIA (20,000 TONS) S. S..CARMANIA

These two new and mammoth steamships have no superiors in the service between New
York and the Mediterranean, and are equipped with every approved modern appliance for the com-
fort and convenience of passengers. :

In addition the popular S. S. ‘‘Saxonia,” 14,300 tons will make special sailings in the
Mediterranean-Adriatic service, thusoffering facilities to reach Southern waters that are unexcelled.

SAILING FROM NEW YORK AS FOLLOWS :

“CARONIA,”  January 8th, 1910 —calling st THE AZORES, MADEIRA, GIBRALTAR,

“CARMANIA,” January 22nd, 1910 /| GENOA, NAPLES, ALEXANDRIA, and FIUME

“SAXONIA,” February 5th, 1910—calling at MADEIRA, GIBRALTAR, GENOA, NAPLES,
TRIESTE, and FIUME.

““CARONIA,” February 19th, 1910,§—ca||ing at THE AZORES, IMADEIRA, GIBRALTAR,
“CARMANIA,”  March 5th, 1910, GENOA, NAPLES and ALEXANDRIA, thence to
NAPLES and LIVERPOOL.

“SAXONIA,” March 19th, 1910 —calling st MADEIRA, GIBRALTAR, GENOA, NAPLES and
thence to LIVERPOOL.

The itineraries of these SPECIAL CRUISES have been selected with the greatest discrim
ination. The introduction of 2 number of new ideas and the addition of several particularly attrac-
tive new features will lend add=d charm. pleasure and comfort. . A la Carte dining service without
additional charge Stop overs, affording opportunities for side ﬁips. and proceesing By subsequent
steamer are allowed. Passengers are not required to book for the entire cruise, as arrangements may

be made to return by either the Lusitania or Mauretania from Liverpool, thereby enabling one to tour
Central Europe at a considerable saving in both time and expense.

For Descriptive Matter and Reservations afifly to

CUNARD EINE
21-24 State Street, New York

PHILADELPHIA _— BOSTON CHICAGO MINNEAPOLIS ST. LOUIS SAN FRANCISCO
606 Chestnut St. 126 State St. 67 Dearborn St. Metropolitan B'ld’g 219 Tenth St. 42 Powell St. __
e d

TORONTO MONTREAL 2 WINNIPEG

or Local Agents

All the passenger steamers of the Cunard Line are fitted with Submafine Signals and the Marconi's system of
wireless telegraphy.
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Emerald
Lake.

To see this marvellous

Emerald
Lake.

One of the most ex-
froith gumecet scc-enery lake is to view nature’s
on the American
Continent. Situated
near Field in the
Canadian Rockies.

Its waters are of an

loveliest handiwork.
A Chalet is located
at the Lake and from

el B et ihe here can casity Iy

reached the celebrated
Yoho Valiley.

ever changing lights
and shadows produced
by the reflections from
th di un-

e surrounding moj Weits fir 20PN

“The Challenge of
the Mountains.™

tains create rare and
vivid pictures.

EMERALD LAKE:
CANADIAN. ROCKY MOUNTAINS.
<. Reached bythe

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

ROBERT KERR,rassencer TrarriG manacer. MONTREAL
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY'S ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIP LINES

THE EMPRESSES

AND 14 OTHER MODERN
ATLANTIC LINERS

AN OCEAN RECORD is a strong point in favor
of aship; it proves its superiority. Our Empresses
have made and broken all records between Canada
and the Old Land—5 days, 23 hours, dock to dock.
Quick, isn'tit? Prices very moderate, too,

From St.John, N.B.  SAILINGS From Liverpool

Dec. 25, Lake Champlain .. .. .. ...... Dec. 8
‘* 31, Empress of Britain. Ee T e ©
Jan. 8, Lake Erfe....... ........... s |
‘14, Empress of Ireland ««+. Dec. 81

All vessels equipped with wireless, and all modern
appliances for safety and comfort of passengers.

For rates and other informnti;n apply to any
S. S. and Railway agent

TP

ORTO
S.J.SHARP W. G.ANNABLE
West. Pass. Agt. Gen. Pass. Agt.
i EMPRESS OF BRITAIN and EMPRESS OF IRELAND 71 Yonge St.,, TORONTO MONTREAL

WHITE STAR-DOMINION

ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

MONTREAL - QUEBEC - LIVERPOOL

WEEKLY SAILINGS DURING SEASON OF NAVIGCATION
R. "- s. “I.AURE"'"G” R. ". 8. “"EGANTIG"
14,892 Tons, Triple Screw 14,878 Tons, Twin Screw

The largest and most modern steamers on the St. Lawrence Route ; the latest production of the
shipbuilders’ art. Passenger elevator serving four ,decks; every detail of comfort and luxury of
present day travel will be found on these steamers.

Popular One Class Cabin Steamers

R. M. 8. ““CANADA” R. M. S. ““OTTAWA” R. M, S. “DOMINION"
To Liverpool, $45.00 To London, $47.50

These steamers carry only one class of cabin passengers (called second class), to whom will be
given all the accommodation situated in the best part of the ves-el. This accommodation includes
promenade decks, smoke rooms, ladies’ rooms, etc., all amidships. and meets the requirements of
that section of the travelling public, who, while wanting the best the steamer affords, do not care to
pay the higher rates demanded for such in ships having two classes of cabins.

Clergymen and others, when arranging for a trip, will kindly communicate with the Company’s
local agent, or direct to Company’s offices :

TORONTO, 41 King St. East.  WINNIPEC, 205 McDermot Ave. MONTREAL, 118 Notre Dame St. West.
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YO“ will always hear
A Good Word

for the

between

Montreal, Quebec, St. John and Halifax

TABLE D’HOTE MEALS ARE SERVED
Breakfast, 75c¢ Dinner, $1.00 Supper, 75c
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Brand”’
Coffee

Means the Certainty
of Satisfaction

" Seal Brand " is more than

a name.

It is both a Trademark and

a guarantee.

It is the trademark of the
large®t distributors of high-
grade coffees in the world—who
guarantee the quality of every
pound of coffee they sell.

Make sure that your coffee will be

TRAVEL BY THE
NEW SERVICE

BERMUDA

S5.5.“OROTAVA”

(6,000 Tons)

From New York every
Wednesday

From Bermuda every
Saturday

Cruises de Luxe

R.M.S.P.

“AVON”

(11,500 Tons)
From New York

rich and delicious and appetizing, by
always buying guaranteed coffee—
like " Seal Brand." ;
In | and 2 pound sealed tins—never
in bulk.  Atall grocers.
CHASE & SANBORN
b MONTREAL

P

)
m“h.,..

January 15 31 Days
} Each
February 19 ) $150 up

Easter Cruise | 18 Days
March 25 $85 up

uw@hmmy

R.M.S5.P. “BERBICE"

Spain (Twin Screw), in connection
Sarbados with Mail Steamers from
Martinigws New York.
santiage 40 days $275 |

de Cuba 54 days $350

Dec. 24- Jan. 22-Feb. 19

a8

THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO0.
SANDERSON & SON, Gen. P. & F. Agts.
23 State Stree , New York,

Please send me by return post,
litcrature giving particulars of
“Avon” Cruises de Luxe.
“Berbice’” Yachting Tours.
“Orotava” Bermuaa Service.

Regular Tours on Mail Steamers.

mail, marking

booklets wanted.

Cut out and
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“Royal Household”

—the flour that makes the Bread that
makes boys and girls grow strong and
sturdy.

Ogilvie Flour Mills Co., Limited, Montreal
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SOUPS, ENTREES and DESSERTS
are made RICH and DELICIOUS, when

BORDEN'’S

PEERLESS

BRAND EVAPORATED

MILK

(Unsweetened)

that Stand
the Test

For
hard, rapid,
continuous writing use
a Spencerian Pen. Its
great elasticity and smooth
points make easy writing.

SPENGERIAN

Steel Pens

outlive others because of the fine work-
manship and the high quality Spencerian
Pen Steel from which they are made.
Sample card of 12—all different—sent for
6¢ postage.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., 349 BROADWAY, N. Y.

1s used in prepar-

ing them.

Try it, and see
the “difference.”

BORDEN’S CONDENSED MILK CO.,
“Leaders of Qualiy"
Est. 1867.

COWAN’S

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)

is the most nourishing thing to
begin the day on. Itis good, morn-
ing, noon and night—any time.

It is an absolutely pure cocoa
of the finest quality. Itis health-
ful and nutritious for young and
old.

Give COWAN’S to your
children—drink it yourself.

THE COWAN CO. LIMITED
TORONTO

124A
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The Nemesis
Of Americans

DYSPEPSIA, THE 'RELENTLESS PURSUER OF MILLIONS OF PEOPLE,
AND THE BANE OF THEIR EXISTENCE.

The ancient Greeks had, among numerous pagan deities, a goddess
whose mission in the world, according to Greeian mythology, was to
avenge wrongs, to punish transgressione of the law, human and natural,
and to pursue relentlessly all evil-doers, granting them neither rest nor
peace. This fabled goddess of punishment and vengeance was called
Nemesis, and whenever a person suffered a series of misfortunes, after
committing some wrong, it was said that Nemesis was pursuing him.

Indigestion or Dyspepsia may be rightly called the Nemesis of the
American people, as nearly every one has it, and once acquired it pur-
sues its vietims unmercifully, never allowing them any rest, peace or
comfort for a moment, until life becomes a positive burden. This com-
plaint usually results from a violation of natural laws in recklessly abus-
ing the stomach by the excessive use of rich viands, pastry, condiments,
coffee, tea, alcohol and other things which tend to disturb and upset di-
gestion, and which lead finally to a chronic dyspepsia with all its dis-
agreeable symptoms—Nature’s punishment for wilful infraction of her
laws.

It is a true saying that ‘‘you may lead a horse to water, but you can-
not make him drink,”” and it is also a relatively easy matter to ingest all
sorts of indigestible food into an unresisting stomach, but to digest, absorb
and assimilate that food depends altogether upon the strength of the
stomach, the amount of digestive juices it furnishes, and upon an unim-
paired quality of those juices.

STUART’S DYSPEPSIA TABLETS is the best remedy in all con-
ditions of impaired digestive ability, and whenever the stomach, through
weakness and overwork, requires a digestive aid, to assist it in perform-
ing its functions properly and efficiently. These tablets are composed of
a combination of powerful digestive agents, in proper proportion, and
they have been found to obtain, by far, the best results of any dyspepsia
preparation offered to the public.

They not only possess wonderful digestive powers themselves, but
they also stimulate, tone up and activate the natural digestive secretions
of the stomach, and these two irresistible forces, acting together, soon
rid one of every symptom of indigestion and dyspepsia.

No one can be stronger than his stomach. If this organ is out of
order, the entire system is sure to suffer. It behooves one, tl.len, to see
to it that the stomach is performing its functions properly, in digesting all
the food, and for this purpose there is no remedy equal to Stuart’s Dys-
pepsia Tablets. : :

Purchase a package from your druggist for 50 cents at once, and rid
yourself of the pursuing Nemesis of dyspepsia. Send us your name and
address and a free sample will be forwarded to you. Address F. A.
Stuart Company, 150 Stuart Building, Marshall, Mich.
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BRAN D,S A OILE’I‘_IIiEASURE
ESSENCE |
OF BEEF

FOR INVALIDS

' Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED §
DIGESTION |

Recommended by the Medical ‘
Profession Throughout the World. 1

Agent, HL HUBBARD

27 COMMON ST., MONTREAL, P.Q.

N the Bath it is cooling
and reviving ; on the
Handkerchief and for
" general Toilet use it is

g8 cehghtful: after \h aving

thing to use.

R

; @8 Ask your Druggist for it
= Accept no Substitute! J

Enjoyment in the Cup

The average Canadian drinks about a thou-
sand cups of tea in a year. In each one of
those thousand cups, when you use Red Rose
Tea, you get flavor that is delicious, aroma that
1s delightful and smooth rich strength that

gratiﬁes your taste for tea and creates *a de-

sire for more. Your first package of Red

Rose Tea will be a revelation of enjoyment

RED ROSE TEA

“iS gOOd Tea” Your Grocer will recommend it.
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“The man that hath no music in himself,

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils ;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus ;

Let no such man be trusted.”’—Shakespeare.

Many men have music within themselves, but have

not acquired the power to express it. To all such

Gourlay- Angelus
Player-Pianos

offers a perfect substitute for musical ability. It 1s
so simple in action, so accurate in phrasing, so
adaptable to temperament that anyone can
encompass the interpretation of the greatest masters

It is as easy to play a GOURLAY-
ANGELUS as to read a book.

Gourlay-Angelus Pianos may also be played by hand in the
usual way.

Demonstrations of this wonderful instrument at our
warerooms. Catalogues and prices mailed free upon request.
A liberal allowance for old pianos in exchange.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

189 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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Model 19
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“McLaughlin - Buick”

The Car with the Best Reputation and the
Best Reasons for Having
that Reputation

Wisdom in motor car selection consists
principally in delay of purchasing—just
enough delay to enable you 10 look carefully
into every make of car on the market.

If all motorists possessed this kind of
wisdom, an even larger percentage of the
cars in use in Canada would be *‘‘Mec-
Laughlin Buick’s.”’

The cause of most motor car troubles is
hasty purchase—buying on the ‘““say-so’’ of
a smooth salesman.

Don'’t you make that mistake. Don’teven
take our word for it that the ‘‘ McLaughlin-
Buick ” is the only car for you.

We do honestly believe that—believe it so
strongly, in fact, as to feel confident that a
complete investigation and calm delibera.-
tion will surely end in your owning a
‘‘ McLaughlin-Buick,"’

All we ask is a chance to give you a
demonstration.

Write to-day for Catalogue.

McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., Limited
Head Office and Factory: OSHAWA
TORONTO GARAGE, COR. CHURCH AND RICHMOND STREETS

$1,875.00
F.0.B. Factory
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No Running Up and Down Stairs

The New Idea Furnace may be entirely controlled aud
regulated without going down stairs. The New Idea Regu-
lator does this.

Handsome, solid steel chains are connected to the draft
and check dampers in the furnace room, and brought up
stairs over smooth working pulleys to a regulating board,
placed in the hall or dining room, or other place convenient
for the owner of the furnace. The installing of this system
does not in any way disfigure the room, and the board itself
is beautifully nickelled and is a real ornament. It is simply
operated and saves an endless number of trips up and down
stairs.

If your house is too warm you simply change the chain
to a position marked ‘‘ Check,” if more heat is desired you
change the chain to ‘‘More Draft,” and you always get a

quick answer when vou operate the Regulator on the New

Idea ; it responds quickly at all times. Saves you trouble
and gives you the temperature desired.

NEW IDEA GRATE [ASKFOR FREE CATALOGUES.
—==2 NO SIFTING SEND SIZE OF HOUSE

F ASHES @ IF YOU WISH ESTIMATE OF

COST OF FURNACE
INSTALLED READY FORUSE
tve GURNEY TILDEN Co.

BOT H SHAKES AND DUMPS s Sa DEPT D WANCOUVER




Natural Flavor

Food Eroducts

‘ Nohé So Good

Jams

~ Jellies
Pickles
Preserves
Marmalade
Chow Chow
Salad Dressing
Tomato Catsup
Imported Olive Oil

Always the Best

| _ Your grocer has them—
insist on getting Libby’s.

leby, MeNeill & Libby,
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$2.00 PER YEAR

in every issue, as well as selections from the best English,
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Published by THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., Limited, Toronto, Ont.
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London, Ont.

The
Morning
Cup

| will be just as hot, just as snappy, justas
J ' satisfying and no hurt following if you use

POSTUM

in place of coffee.

Why tear down nerves, heart and
stomach with coffee, when you can do
better.

“There’s a Reason”
for POSTUM

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.,
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.

A Delicious Drink

Baker's Gocoa
A |

G

made by a
scientific
blending of
the best
i tropical fruit
52 HIGHEST AWARDS
Wacter Baker & Go. Lto.

Established 1780 Dorchester, Mass.
Lsraneh House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can.

HOTEL CUMBERLAND

NEW YORK
S.W. Cor. Broadway at 54th Street.

Near 50th 8t. Sub-
way and b63rd 8t.
Elevated and ao-
cessible to all sur-
face lines.

HEADQUARTERS
FOR CANADIANS

Ideal Location.
Near Theatres,
Shops, and Central
Park.

NEW AND FIRE-
PROOF.

Strictly First Class
Rates Reasonable

¢ 10 minutes walk to
20 Theatres.
European Plan

$2.50 with bath,
and up.

Restaurant
Unexcelled

Prices Moderate

Send for Booklet
Harry P. Stimson R. J. Bingham

Formerly with Hotel F, ly with H
l A ormerly W‘l” "d.otel

HOLIDAY GOODS

We keep the Largest Assortment and Best Value in
LEATHER GOODS

LADIES’ BAGS
DIARIES, ETC.
LETTER AND CARD CASES

WALLETS—PURSES

FOUNTAIN and STYLO PENS
INKSTANDS our own make.

OFFICE STATIONERY, ETC.

BROWN BROS, Limited

51-53 Wellington St. West,* TORONTO
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BEST MARKING INK FOR

-

MELANYL

ALL LINEN goope

In one bottlee. No Heating or Mixing

required. Clean, Indelible and Harmless

on any fabric. Once used, always used|
May be obtained from stores

throughout the Deminion,

R, DENNISON & WALKDE!
LONDON, ENGLAND, nmmis" s
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