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Ivory Soap, because of its purity and
mildness, does not affect the scalp’s oily
secretion, yet because of its wonderful
cleansing power, it thoroughly absorbs
the dirt and surplus oil. Rinsing,
therefore, removes easily and entirely
all this matter with the lather, leaving
the hair in condition to dry soft, silky
and glossy. You will like an Ivory
Soap shampoo.

IVORY SOAP [ 99%% PURE

Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada
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The Emergency Brake in Business

Practically every business firm carries
fire, burglar and accident insurance.

What about Financial Insurance----a pro-
tection fund to provide ready cash when
sales fall off or colle@tions are slow? Start
one.. Put part of the yearly profits in a
Savings Account in The Merchants Bank.
Then, this Reserve Fund of undivided profits
will be instantly available to carry the busi-
ness safely through any financial stringency.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Orfice: Montreal. CANADA Established 1864,

236 Branches in Canada of which 102 are in Ontario, 39 in Quebec, and 101 in Western Canada. I

Have You Heard About THE LITTLE GREY BOOKS?

Hundreds of thousands of people in the British Empire—thousands
in Canada—are talking about these wonderful little grey books which
are doing so much to promote general all-round efficiency of men and
women of all ages and all occupations.

P ELMANISM THE PELMAN COURSE

Gives You a Better Memory
Makes Concentration Easy
Develops Will-Power

i Improves Observation
Empire. Promotes Self-Confidence

Over 30,000 officers and men of the Army,
Navy and Air Forces have taken this course
of training and testify to its wonderful help-
fulness.

. WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET FULLY EXPLAINING THE COURSE
- THE ‘PELMAN ,INSTITUTE (Canadian Branch)

: DEPARTMENT{C.M., ‘15 ;TORONTO STREET, TORONTO, CANADA
Telephone Main 3669. D. G. FRENCH, Manager. r

Or, the Pelman System of Mind and Memory
Training, is being endorsed publicly through
the Press by the biggest men in the British

Builds Initiative
Makes for General Efficiency

e
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Acrticle II1.

The British-made Glove

The demand for Gloves since the commencement of the War has been
necessarily heavy, Probably few outside of those directly engaged in the
Industry realise the variety of the requirements for War purposes alone.

To enumerate a few, there is :—

The Regulation Officers Glove.

The Kaitted Glove for the Troops.

The Transport Diivers’ Glove.

The Aviators’ Warm Fur Glove.

The Glove for Munition Workers at Home.

Apart from these, it has of course, been necessary to provide for the
needs of the Civilian population.

BRITISH MANUFACTURERS have, however risen to the occasion
in a splendid spirit, resolved to replace the pre-war ‘“ Enemy made Glove
and the result of their efforts is to-day apparent in the number, variety'
and quality of British-made Gloves obtainable. Nowhere is this poin;
more emphasised than in our Current Price List.

Our Allies—the gallant French—are still supplying some of the finer
makes of Kid and Suede Gloves, but the list of British-made Gloves in
Doeskin, Deerskin, Gazelle, Chamois Leather, Chevrette, Wool and Fabric
of all kinds is—(from the enemy’s point of view)—formidable—yet (from
our point of view)—distinctly encouraging.

With regard to the quality of the British-made Article, the majority of
our Canadian friends need no word from us. It is only necessary to say
that with Gloves as with other manufactured Articles, the label

“ British-made ”’—is Synonymous with-—* The Best.”

The price list referrcd’ to above will be sent free and post free on
application to:

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., Ltd., 200 Adelaide St. West, Toronto

and will be found to embrace not only, Gloves, but Hosiery, Underweay
and General Outfitting for Ladies, Men, and Children.

Next Month's Article —British-made Hosiery and Underwear.

“fondon Glove Company

; Ltg
45 & 45a Cheapside, London, ENGLANDO

-
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EGERTON BURNETT’S

f! British-Made Suitings and Dress Fabrics are
~ Noted for Quality, Appearance and Wear

| EGERTON BURNETT'S reputation for high-
!1 grade Clothing Fabrics has been carefully built |
| up for nearly half a century, and has been con-
sistantly maintained so that Ladies and Gentle-
men have every confidence in the reliability of
the many different Fabrics which they introduce
each successive Season,

Their Samples are indicative of Fashion's latest
expressions in Clothing Frabrics for Ladies’,
Gentlemen's, and Children’'s wear, and the
variety for choice in Quality, Colour, Weave,
and Design is extensive and sufficient to meet
almost every need, whether it be for indoor or
outdoor wear, day or night attire.

SAMPLES MAILED TO ANY ADDRESS IN THE DOMIMION, POST PAID, ON REQUEST

THE HALL-MARK

on .Bwinetth
.)1 N . ‘\
Noual I3 Benges

7
[ Gy

R:I Appointment to

Many Royal
M. the Queen s e

Appointments

OF INTRINSIC WORTH

PERMANENT DYE

“ROYAL” NAVY BLUE SERGES
WORSTEDS and COATINGS the Pure

Wool Clothing Fabrics which thousands of Ladies
and Gentlemen have actually proved are abso-
lutely dependable in Quality, Colour, and Wear.
Prices range from $1.20 to $7.20 per yard, double
width, in varying weights, and weaves.

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

TAILORING SATISFACTION

The success which has been achieved by EGER-
TON BURNETT'S Tailoring Department, as
shown by extracts printed below, is incontest-
able evidence of their ability to give you equal
personal satisfaction. A trial order will prove!
VOLUNTARY EVIDENCE
Mrs. L. A. W., wrote :—‘“1 am very pleased
with the Costume; the fit is good and I am sure
the material will give perfect satisfaction."
Port Coquitlam, British Columbia.
A. E. F. Esq., wrote :—*‘ The Suits have all ar-
rived safely and give every satisfaction,”
Toronto, Canada.
G. R. F. Esq., wrote: —‘‘ Many thanks for Suit
which I received safely a few days ago; style
and fit is all that could be desired."”
James Bay, Ont., Canada.
SAMPLES MAILED ON REQUEST
with Tailoring Styles and Price Lists, Measure-
ment Blanks, Etc., and an inspection is cordially

Ladies’ Costumes as illus-
tration made to measurein
various qualities of “Royal

Gentlemen's Suits as illus-
tration m to measure

Navy Serges
as described
above from..

$21.60

Also in many other season-
able and fash-

fonatle 1t $18.25

Address: EGERTON BURNETT,
R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

nvited.

E. B. Ltd. will supply Ladies and Gentlemen
with any quantity of material should they prefer
to employ their own private tailor or dressmaker.
All quotations are subject to the fluctuations of
the market.

in permanent dye ' Royal "
Navy Serges, Worsteds,

and Coatings,

fr'c‘amalg‘ 515-24
Also in tashionable Tweeds,
Cashmeres, and Sui!mgs.

genuine P $18.85
LTD.
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Nineteen-Nineteen

r

Next year THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE promises to.surpass in general
excellence all the other twenty-six years of its publication. In eight of the
twelve numbers there will be a short story by the eminent Canadian author
Arthur Stringer, and the admirable serial detective story by Isabel Ecele-
stone Mackay, which begins in December, will continue for four months,

The distinguished political and personal Reminiscences of Sir John
Willison will be a feature for at least six months longer. They will be fol-
lowed immediately by the Reminiscences of an eminent Canadian publicist,
a man who has had for a score of years the rare privilege of meeting and
entertaining many of the leading public men of the Dominion and Great
Britain. Arrangements have been made for illustrated travel and features
articles of a high order, and the work of the best Canadian short story
writers and poets is always found in The “Canadian”. Reproductions in
colours of paintings, etchings, drawings, ete., which have been one of the
pictorial features of the Magazine, will be continued. One feature article
to appear early in the year is a description of the great Dominion Astro.
physical Observatory at Victoria, with excellent and most interesting photo-
graphs of the huge telescope installed there, and another will be an article
daeseribing the war work being done by Canadian women in England, with
many personal photographs and personal sketches.

$2.50 PER ANNUM, including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies,
Single COPIES, 25¢

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200-206 Adelaide St. West -  Toronto |

—
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T WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF 9 T

% NYL” THE
MAERUEE@&N@ INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE

NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTb. 7#9Sr RIDE sT. ENGLAND
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By Their
Fruits

“By their fruits ye shall know
them.”

One of the fruits of Christian
Science is

The Christian Science Monitor
An International Daily Newspaper

Here you see the power and
value of Truth and Principle
applied to the affairs of the
whole world.

You see a newspaper with-
out sensationalism, gossip, un-
savory details, exaggeration or
falseness. And yet—or rather
because of it—ahighly interest-
ing and edifying newspaper.
The Monitor is all the more in-
teresting because its readers
know that what they read is
true, and therefore has a real
pearing upon their thought and

lives.

The Christian Science Moni
tor is $9.00 a year by mail, or

may be obtained at news stands, ,

hotels and Christian Science
reading-rooms. A monthly
trial subscription by mail any-
where in the world for 75¢; a
single copy for 3¢ stamp.

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE
PUBLISHING SOCIETY
BOSTON U. S. A.

Sole publishers of all authorized
Christian Science literature

AFTER A

HARD DAY’S WORK

rub the tired muscles with a few drops of
the soothing, refreshing, antiseptic liniment
Absorbine, Jr. You will find it pleasant and
convenient to use and remarkably efficacious.
This liniment invigorates jaded muscles,
limbers the joints and prevents second-day
soreness and lameness after a strenuous,
tiresome day of sport or work.

The best athletes and trainers use Absor-
bine, Jr., to relieve strains and wrenches
and also as a rub-down before vigorous
exercise to prevent such conditions.

Absorbine.J

FAe . &

Combines efficiency with safety. [t is made
of pure herbs, many of which are grown on
our own farms, and is positively non-poison-
ous. Then, too, Absorbine, Jr., is a germi-
cide—a safe, powerful germicide which
makes it especially valuable as an application
for cuts, bruises and sores. No danger of
infection if Absorbine, Jr.,is applied prompt-
ly. A bottle of Absorbine, Jr. kept handy

for emergencies is excellent health and acci-

dent insurance.
: Use Absorbine, Jr.

To reduce sprains, swellings,
inflamed conditions, enlarged
veins or glands

To relieve aches and pains,
and stop lameness.

To reduce soft bunches, such
as wrens and weeping sinews.
Absorbine, Jr. penetrates
8 quickly and assists nature in
bringing about a resolution and
dissolution of the deposits.

l'o cleanse and heal cuts, lac-

| erations and wounds.
Whenever a high-grade liniment
or a positive germicide is indi-
cated.

Absorbine, Jr., more than satis-
fies others and will do the same
for you.

$1.25 a Bottle

at druggists’' or postpaid

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address on
receipt of 10c. in stamps. Send
for trial bottle or procure regular
size from your druggist to-day.

W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
187 Lymans Bldg. MONTREAL, CAN.
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ENO’S &\
SALT
A refreshing corrective—Use it every morning

In homes all over the Dom-
inion, father, mother and
the youngsters each take a
refreshing, sparkling glass

Many of the most prominent
physicians and specialists
prescribe Eno’s for irregul-
arities of liver and diges-
tion. It cannot possibly
have any ill effects and is
so easy to take.

of Eno’s every morning be-
for breakfast. It starts

the day RIGHT.,

Prepared only by

J. C. ENO, LIMITED, “Fruit Salt” Works, LONDON, ENGLAND

Sole Agents for North America
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., 10 McCaul St., Toronto; 171 Madison Ave., New York

= 2 R

Instead of messy plasters—

Apply Thermogene to that-Pain !

IMPLY place a piece of Thermogene, just as{lit
comes from the box, over the affected part. It
is a quick and certain remedy for Backache,

Lumbago, Grippe, and all ailments caused by cold
and damp. :

WERMOGE) 1~

CURATIVE WADDING

(Vandenbroeck's Process)

This medicated wool gives warmth and acts upon the

blood-vessels through the skin. .Works until removed — At All Druggists’_ |

never grows cold and clammy, like the messy-olg]-fash- s

ioned poultice. Quickly dispels all soreness and inflam- Invented by Vandenbroeck,

mation. Full directions in every box. glztf;-:rg?;:‘?eelg:’a:lihe_rn:::_
Sales Agents for Canada : Soyene HE:(-;] .é‘:;.l.anslay:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Limited, 10 McCaul St., Toronto : |

——
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is a Literary Independent Weekly Magazine, of the
highest order, published in New York dealing with the
big questions of the day, and is read by the learned and
thinking people of the United States.

[t also contains an International Relations Section of
several pages which will make it of especial value to
Canadians.

Excepting geographically, the average Canadian’s
knowledge of the U.S.A. is vague. This should not be so.

Our Trade Relations are so great and are growing
so rapidly that we should of necessity, know more about
their internal affairs to better understand their external
affairs and to better realize conditions as they are across
the line.

The NATION can give you this better understanding.

The NATION

(Founded 1865)

The Publishers of The Canadian Magazine have made ar-
rangements whereby we can offer you these two magazines at a
combined rate much below the cost of buying them separately.

The CANADIAN MAGAZINE, $2.50
The NATION (weekly) 4.50
$7.00

Our combination rate is $5.25.

The CANADIAN is the oldest, as well as being the only
high class 25 cent literary Magazine published in Canada.

By reading both these Magazines you will keep in close touch
with conditions in both Countries.

Present subcribers can take advantage of this offer by renew-
their subscription to the Canadian.’

This is an exceptional offer and we feel sure that many
Canadians will wish to take advantage of it.

A subscription to both these publications would make an ideal Christmas Gift.

ADDRESS ALL COMMUNICATIONS TO

The CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200 Adelaide St. West, Toronto

7

//
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H. G. Wells—and Others

The publishing event of the season is
the new Wells novel

JOAN and PETER
Ready now, $1.75 net.

‘“*Never has Mr. Wells spread for us
such a gorgeous panorama. A living story,
a vivacious narrative imperturbable in in-
terest on every page, always fresh and
personal and assured. He has' pictured the
days before the war with a superb com-
petence that no one will ever surpass.
This is not a novel; it is a library. It is
everything that one needs to know about
the public life of the significant classes in
England for the last twenty-five years.’’
~‘“The Dial.”’

The ‘‘Gerrard-Book’’ of this Fall

SUICIDE of MONARCHY
Recollections of a Diplomat.

By Baron de Schelking. Illus. $2.00

A revelation of life in the court circles
of the enemy monarchies and Russia. A
seasoned diplomat’s intimate viewpoint on
the course of these merry monarchs sur-
rounded by their rabble of courtesans,
favorites, diplomats and madmen in fan.
tastic guises, eddying round and round,
whirling to their ‘sure destruction. This
book might well be called MY TWENTY-
FIVE YEARS IN GERMANY, for it lays
bare the basic conditions which, far back,
were the first cause of the Great War.

THE SPINNERS

Eden Phillpotts’ New Novel
A thoughful and sincere story adding to
Phillpotts’ reputation for sustained and
beautiful work. $1.60

A Christmas Gift that is Useful

MRS. PARSONS’ MANUAL FOR
WOMEN’S MEETINGS
In three Editions: Paper, 50c.; Limp Cloth,
75c.; Flexible Leather, $1.00.

This is what the women of Canada have
been needing. It is a manual of procedure,
containing the elementary rules for the
conduct of a meeting. It is intended' not
only for those who hold official positions,
but for the member also.

It is handy in size and fits a reticule.

——

world.

New Edition—75¢,

Perhaps the Sanest Book on the War is

. IN THE FOURTH YEAR

By H. G. Wells.

It stimulates thought as to our nat
attitude to Peace—and after.

IN THE HEART OF A FOOL
By William Allen White.

A brilliant study of the same kind as
‘“A Certain Rich Man.’’ It is primarily
the story of a man who says in his heart,
‘“There is no God!’’ Mr. White has given
us another notable contribution to modern

.

fiction.

OCCASIONAL ADDRESSES

By Rt. Hon. H. H. Asquith. $2.25

The ex-Premier’s gifts are not all along
the lines of statesmanship, as this miscel-

lany of literary and ‘‘in memoriam’
dresses shows.

A NEW ARTHUR RACKHAM BOOK

ENGLISH FAIRY TALES

By Flora Annie Steele. Illustrated by
Arthur Rackham in colors and black and

white.
The possessors of the many vol

which Mr. Rackham’s art have made beau-

tiful will desire this, his latest.

THE WAE AND THE FUTURE

By John Masefield.
Mr. Masefield, whose ‘‘Gallipoli’?

‘“0ld Front Line’’ are masterpieces of de-
seriptive writing, gives us the spirit ang

atmosphere of fighting England.

SKIPPER JOHN OF THE NIMBUS
Raymond McFarland’s New Novel

A capital story of Nova Scotia fisher-
men and the lure and danger of the ﬁshing

banks.

MR. BRITLING SEES IT THROUGH.

Available now at a moderate price is
this book that stirred the heart of the

$1.25
ional

$1.60

" ad-

$2.50
umes

$1.25
and

$1.50

MACMILLAN BOOKS are Christmas Gifts Palf Excelle

nce

§
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Girl’s Own
Annual

This popular Annual contains a
splendid collection of; entertaining
stories, interesting to all girls, with
hundreds of illustrations, many of
them beautifully colored, and is a
desirable book for the home.

W arwick Bros. & Rutter
Limited
Canadian Publishers

Toronto

THE BOOK
GIFT

Boy’s Own
Annual

The most interesting boys’ book
published, and one that we can
recommend as being wholesome
reading for our boys — rousing

stories of war and peace; the ar-

ticles well written and beautifully

illustrated.

§
4
§
ool
o |
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§
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The Year’s Best Canadian Books

GIFT SELECTIONS FROM ‘ THE LIVEST BOOK LIST IN CANADA
MY BRAVE AND GALLANT GENTLEMAN.

By Robert Watson. $1.50
A clean, strong tale of adventure, action and love.
IN ORCHARD GLEN. By Marian Keith. $1.50
A fine new story by the author of ‘‘Duncan Polite.’’
DR. PAUL. By Ethel Penman Hope Cloth, $1.50
A new Canadian story full of action.
THE THREE SAPPHIRES. By W. A. Fraser. $1.50
A gorgeous picture of jungle life, with action and dramatic intensity.
THE UNENOWN WRESTLER. By H. A. Cody. $1.40
A good mystery story with characters remarkably true to life.
THE CHIVALRY OF KEITH LEICESTER.
By Robert Alison Hood. $1.50
A romance that blows the breath of British Columbia and the wide
prairies.
OLD DAYS ON THE FARM. By A. C. Wood. $1.50

An illustrated account of pioneer life on an old-fashioned farm.

WINGED WARFARE.
By Lt.-Col. W. A. Bishop, V.C. $1.50
The simple narrative of one of the world’s greatest heroes.
THE FIGHTING MEN OF CANADA.
By Douglas Leader Durkin (the Canadian Kipling) $1.25

Verse with a whiz to it. Lambskin, boxed, $2.00 .
CANADIAN POEMS OF THE GREAT WAR.
Edited by John W. Garvin. $1.50

A most complete collection of war verse by Canadian poets.

A SONG OF THE PRAIRIE LAND, AND OTHER POEMS.
By Wilson MacDonald. $1.50

By the author of the world-famous poem, ‘‘The Girl Behind the Man
Behind the Gun.”’

THE FOOL OF JOY. By Tom MacInnes. $1.25

Tom MacInnes is a Canadian poet of striking originality and high
artistic excellence.

OVER THE HILLS OF HOME, AND OTHER POEMS.
By Lilian Leveridge. $1.00

Poems of universal appeal, tender sympathy and compelling pathos.

THE SHINING SHIP, and OTHER VERSES for CHILDREN.
By Isabel Ecclestone Mackay, author of ‘‘Up the Hill
and Over.”’ $1.50

Rare poems that please children and grown-ups, too.

ON ACTIVE SERVICE.

Edited by Hon. Capt. Alex. Ketterson. $1.50

A book of golden thoughts selected by over 750 Canadian Officers on
active service. The unique gift book of the year.

THE MODERNISTS. By Robert Norwood. $1.25
THE HOPE OF OUR CALLING.
By Rev. Professor Law, D.D. $1.50

Dr. Law’'s new hook deals with the hope of immortality and the
heavenly life.

Complete Descriptive Book Catalogue sent free to any address
upon application. Sold in all Bookstores.

McCLELLAND & STEWART, Publishers

266-268 KING STREET WEST, TORON




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

13

v

GIFT SUGGESTIONS

CANADIAN-ALL THROUGH TOO

Not only Canadian in flavor, but also absolute Canadian productions are
the books listed below. Besides being the work of Canadian
authors and compilers, they were produced in toto in
our Toronto factory, by Canadian workmen.

THE ROMANCE OF WESTERN CANADA, by R. G. MacBeth.

Sir John Willison in his foreword to the book says: *‘ For this story
of Western Cunada posterity will be grateful, and we of this generation
will read and praise, and perhaps realize more fully that there is stirring
romance in the far past of our history.” It is written with vigor and
decision, and carries the marks of authority and research.

Further comment is scarcely necessary except that the author, him-
self a son of a Selkirk settler, has lived through and in the middle of
practically all the movements contributing to Western development.
Hitherto unpublished photographs and an especially attractive paper
wrapper are strong features. Cloth, $1.50.

CANADA’S DAY OF GLORY, By F. A. McKenzie.

Probably you have been reading Mr. McKenzie's despatches in your
favorite Daily for the last four years. He has been in the seat of war,
and through the thick of things with our own boys. Here he writes
something a little different, telling in a stirringly attractive way of the
victories won by the Canadian Army, and of the reasons which lay be-
hind them. This book is not a description of trench warfare, as so fnany
others have been, but presents our boys' lives and achievments at the
front in a new way, as seen by a trained observer and writer. Mr. Mc-
Kenzie is at present on a lecture tour in Canada. $1.50.

IN THE DAY OF BATTLE, compiled by Carrie E. Holman.

Poems—yes, but poems which have made themselves immortal by
reasons of their war reference, and everyone written as a result of war
inspiration. This book is a compilation of the very best war verse—no
matter by whom—and includes the best work of such poets as Rupert
Brpoke, Kipling, Alfred Noyes, Allen Seeger, Col. John McCrae, Robert
W. Service, Marjorie Pickthall, Henry Van Dyke, and a score of others.
This is a third, revised, and enlarged edition of this book, the profits of
which are being turned over to the King George and Queen Mary Leaf
Club. $1.25.

Your Bookseller has these and a choice selection of other Briggs' Books.
ASK HIM ABOUT THEM

WILLIAM BRIGGS

PUBLISHER
TORONTO, *or Mgl ONT.

7
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BOOKS OF PERMANENT VALUE

p—

FICTION POETRY GENERAL
TROPICAL TOWN, - HORIZONS,

G(;NEMTO E;R::)H. and Other Poems, g B§‘°k of Criticism,

y Mary Webb. 1 y Francis Hackett,
The N. Y. ““Sun’’ says: By Solomon de la Selva. $1.25 A truly wonderful volume
¢“This is.one of the greatest GARDEN OVERSEAS, of Essays. $2.50

, 3 i
novels of modern nmsels.so and Other Poems, LIGHTED WINDOWS,
: By Thomas Walsh. $1.25 By Dr. Frank Crane.

A book of good cheer ;
THE FOUR HORSEMEN vy RIDGE and New Poems comfort by ga well-k;olxl\l»g

OF THE APOCALYPSE, By Alfred Gordon and popular author. $1.25

By Vicente Blasco Ibanez. (of Montreal), .

One of the classics of the - Mr. Gordon’s work is well IL%‘&%IONS AND REALL.
war. Now in its 4th edi- known to lovers of good d
- 2 By Francis Grierson.
tion. $1.90 poetry. $1.25 Author of ‘“The Imvine-

ible Alliance,’’ ete. $1.25

BEFORE THE WIND, SPUN-YARN AND
Wrack § NDRIFT THE GOVERNMENT OF
(Wrack Straws), SPI » THE BRITISH EMPIRE

By Janet Laing.. By Norah Holland. By Edward Jenks,

Miss Laing’s creations In the opinion of a most A comprehensive view of
are skilfully handled and fearless eritic, Canada’s the system under which the
amusing. $1.50 | Greatest Poet. $1.50 | Empire is governed, ex-

pressed in simple, untech.-
THE PATHETIC SNOBS, POETS OF MODERN nical language. $2.00
By Dolf Wyllarde. FRANCE, LABOUR AND CAPITAT,

By L. Lewisohn. AFTER THE WAR,

This author needs no in- Edited by 8. T. Chapman,

troduction. 1.50 A rare book of rare value.
$ $1.60 C.B.C.
THE WAR EAGLE, MESSINES, and Other Poems. TIII\;EMIJTE;VRS?OOK i
By W. J. Dawson. By Emile Cammaerts, the By Georges Duhamel.
The author of ‘‘Shen- great Belgian singer.  $1.25 With ‘“Under Fire,”’ thig
stone’’ lives up to his re- greatuFI;gnch work will live
putation in this delightful or all time. $1.50
book. $1.50 Send for our Catalogue EVERYMAN'S
of Books of Poetry, selecti a0 Tl (l:iiIIEhRARY
¢ from many lists, and al . oth, 60c.
UNDER FIRE, :g‘ which weywm 'carry in Leather and Pigskin, '31,25
By Henri Barbusse. stock. chkqnf, Scott, in fact,
Still the outstanding novel fi‘l'(‘zryw?ﬁ ee;gsz-hy Otl; :eolgl%
of the war. $1.50  gecond and Popular Edition of for your friends, -
THE CLASH, WAYFARERS’ LIBRARY
JUVENILES By William H. Moore. 100 Titles.

We have such a wide  Originally published in Sep- A selection of the best
range of exiclusive and artis- tember. The most talked of MODERNS.

tic Juveniles that we find and heatedly discussed Cana- Send for our Catalogue
it impossible to attempt to dian book of mod_ex_-n times. of these Libraries,

list them here. Ask for Third large edition already Over 20,000,000 solq to
our Juvenile Catalogue. necessary. $1.75 date. 5

At all Booksellers or

—

J. M. DENT & SONS 2. 2327 merinpa st: TORONTQ
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BOOKS WORTH READING

THE GOSPEL OF THE HEREAFTER.
By J. Paterson-Smyth, B.D. LLD,
Litt. D., D.C.L., author of ““How We Got
Our Bible.”” A dispassionate stady of

immortality.
Y Price, $1.15, Postpaid.

RUPERT BROOKE: A Memoir.

By Edward Marsh. This official Mem-
oir consists largely of extracts from the
poet’s unpublished letters and a few
poems not contained in his ‘‘Collected

Poems.”’
Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

IF A MAN DIE.
A book on the Hereafter, by the Rev.
J. D. Jones, of Bournemouth, author of
¢iThe Gospel of the Sovereignty,’’ ete.
Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

THE CHRIST WE FORGET.
By P. Whitwell Wilson. A Life of
Our Lord for the Men of To-day.
Price, $1.50, Postpaid.

OLD TRUTHS AND NEW FACTS.

Cole Lectures, 1918. By Charles E.
Jefferson, D.D., author of.“W}}at the
War is Teaching.’’ Christian Life and
Thinking as Modified by the Great War.

Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

THE CHRISTMAS CHILD.

A charming story by Hesba Stretton,
author of ¢¢ Jessica’s First Prayer.’”’
Art cover. Tllustrated.

Price, 50 cents, Postpaid.

THE MEANING OF FAITH.

By Harry Emerson Fosdick, author of
¢¢The Meaning of Prayer,”’ ete. The
author’s purpose is to clear away the
misapprehension invo}ved in .the com-
monly accepted theories of faith.

Price, $1.00, Postpaid.

THE SHORTER BIBLE: The New Testa-
ment.
Translated and arranged by Charles
Foster Kent. A new translation which
ives in simple, dignified, modern Eng-
Jish those parts of the Nevy Testament
which are of the most practical value to

le of to-day.
ghe peoprnce, $1.00, Postpaid.

THE NEW TESTAMENT: A New Trans
lation.
By James Moffatt, D.D., D.Litt.
Cloth, Pocket size, $1.00, Postpaid.

A CANADIAN TWILIGHT, and Other
Poems of War and of Peace.
By Bernard Freeman Trotter. The
Canadian Rupert Brooke.
Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

THE MODERNISTS.

By Robert W. Norwood, author of
““The Piper and the Reed,’’ etc. A new
volume by a poet who. has advanced
very rapidly in public recognition.

Price, $1.25, Postpaid.

MY BRAVE AND GALLANT GENTLE-

MAN.

By Robert Watson. The wild, free life
of the Canadian Northwest forms a fit-
ting background to this romance of a
strong man and a brave woman.

Price, $1.50, Postpaid.

HOME FIRES IN FRANCE.

By Dorothy Canfield. Not a war book,
but the story of the French who have
kept the home fires burning, and of some
Americans who have helped.

Price, $1.35, Postpaid.
THE COW-PUNCHER. )

A splendid new novel, by Robert J.
C. Stead.

Price, $1.50, Postpaid.

WILLOW, THE WISP.
By Archie P. McKishnie. A vivid tale
of the great Canadian north woods.
Price, $1.35, Postpaid.

THE UNENOWN WRESTLER.

By H. A. Cody, author of ‘‘Under
Sealed Orders,”” ‘‘Rod of the Long Pa-
trol,’’ ete.

Price, $1.40, Postpaid.

ATLANTIC GOLD.
A Novel of Adventure, by J. J. Bell,
author of the ‘* Wee Macgregor’’ Books.
Price, $1.25, Postpaid.
OH, MONEY! MONEY!
By Eleanor H. Porter, author of
‘¢Pollyanna,’’ ‘‘Just David,’’ ete.
Price, $1.50, Postpaid.

UPPER CANADA TRACT SOCIETY

Jas. M. Robertson, Depository,

2 RICHMOND STREET EAST,

TORONTO
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THE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE
SUBSCRIBERS CLUB

Any Subscriber to The CANADIAN MAGAZINE is eligible
to join this Club and take advantage of Our Special Christmas Offer.

The Christmas Season is here again and it will be a Brighter
and Happier Christmas than the last four have been, and conse.
quently more Gifts will be exchanged. We must not however
fall back to our old ways of giving useless presents. To en-
courage the giving of thoughtful and useful presents, The Pub.-
lishers of this Magazine, for the past two years have made a
special offer to our Subscribers enabling them to send this
Publication as a Christmas Gift to their friends at a big reduction
in price. Many subscribers have taken advantage of this offer
but we want still more to do so this year. We have had numer.
ous letters from subscribers thanking us for the opportunity given
them, and telling us of the appreciation of the recipient of this
thoughtful gift. By giving a subscription to The CANADIAN
MAGAZINE remember you are really giving a gift every month
of the year and so the recipient is reminded every month of your
thoughtfulness.

Make Your Gift this Year Truly Canadian.
The CANADIAN MAGAZINE is published in Canada, by

Canadians, for Canadians and about people and things Canadian.

Our subscribers last year sent in ordersof from one to twelve
subscriptions to be sent out as Christmas Gifts.

It will surprise you how much a gift of a magazine subscrip-
tion will be appreciated by your fiiends.

READ OUR CLUB OFFER ON OPPOSITE PAGE
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TO PRESENT SUBSCRIBERS ONLY.

We will send, as a Christmas Present, THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE for one year to any address in the British Empire
on receipt of $1.50, Foreign countries $2.25. If the person for
whom you send in a subscription is a subscriber your money will
be returned immediately.

NO RENEWALS ACCEPTED AT THIS PRICE

The SUBSCRIPTION PRICE of The CANADIAN
MAGAZINE has not been reduced. It still remains $2.50, the
same as it has been for over twenty-five years, and no renewals
will be accepted for less than that amount. We make this offer
simply to give our present subscribers the preference over non
subscribers, to encourage the giving of magazine subscriptions as
Christmas Gifts and so that Canada's Oldest Magazine may be
read by a greater number of people.

GREETING CARDS

A seasonable card, bgaring greetings, will be sent to each
person for whom a subscription 1s ordered to reach them on
Chrismas morning notifying them that they will receive The

CANADIAN MAGAZINE for the coming year and by whom

it is being sent.

THIS OFFER CLOSES DECEMBER 20th.

Each subscriber may order as many subscriptions as he or
she desires.

Remittances must accompany all orders.

The Publishers take pleasure in offering this reduction to sub-
scribers and hope that many will avail themselves of.

During 1919 The CANADIAN MAGAZINE will con-
tain the very best material available and will be profusely il ustrated.
Neither expense nor effort will be spared in order that it may
compare favorably with the leading English and United States
periodicals.

Be sure to write all names and addresses plainly and address
all letters to :—

THE CIRCULATION MANAGER

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
TORONTO
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EVERY CANADIAN IS OR WILL BE
INTERESTED IN RECONSTRUCTION

INDUSTRY AND HUMANITY
By
W. L. Mackenzie King

Mr. Mackenzie King needs no introduction to the Canadian Public,
indeed we might say the American public. He was deputy minister of
2 i Labor in Canada for eight years and Minister for three years. His edu-

N INDUSTRY cation and experience both in Canada and the United States has enabled

L AND HUMANITY him to become one of the leading if not the foremost authority on Labor
questions and political economy in America.

Reconstruction after this War is a vital question, one that everybody

l is interested in and Mr, King's highly specialized technical training and

his long experience in investigating and helping to settle labor disputes in
many countries give his book peculiar interest and authority.

He takes up such timely topics as the following in a thoroughly and
authoritative manner, Industrial and International Unrest—The World
\ WA TG Aspect—The Human Aspect—Confusion or Progress—The Parties to In-
. dustry—The Basis of Reconstruction—Principles Underlying Peace—Prip.
—  ——— ciples Underlying Work—Principles Underlying Health—Representation
in Industry—Government—Education—Opinion.

$3.00 FOR SALE AT ALL BOOKSELLERS $3.00
Published by THOMAS ALLEN, 215 Victoria St., Toronto

k Shaw’s

Business

HOME Schools
STUDY Give a High Grade
Arts Courses only SECRETARIAL COURSE

For Matriculants and Varsity Graduate
SUMMER Full particulars mailed on request, g
SCHOOL Write— W. H. SHAW, Pres.
July and August Head Offices, Yonge and Gerrard, Torontg

——

(QUEEN’S ROYAL VICTORIA |
UNIVERSITY COLLEGE

KINGSTON, ONTARIO MONTREAL
A RESIDENTIAL COLLEGE FOR
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE } WOMEN STUDENTS ATTENDING

McGILL UNIVERSITY

SCHOOL OF MINING dE e T L
MINING ; Courses leading to degrees in Arts,
MECHANICAL separate in the main from those fo
CHEMICAL ELECTRICAL men, but under identical conditions; an;

CIVIL to degrees in Music.

ENGINEERING Applications for residence should be

- made early as accommodation in t
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar. College isylimited. b

For prospectus and information
apply to The Warden.

——
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Do not go thru the annoyance
of sleepless nights and days of
misery. Let Gray’s Syrup bring
prompt relief to your cough-
racked system. It will ease the
soreness of your throat and
loosen your cough so that you
will enjoy immediate comfort.
You will be surprised how
quickly it will put you back on
your feet again, Take it at once.
In use over 60 years.
Be sure and ask for the
Large Size
Monfreal D WATSON 8’(0., New )brk
RESIDENTIAL CHURCH SCHOOL FOR BOYS
2 Beautiful healthy situation, osverlookmgll‘:ake O:l:nc».ni;oauuc:‘:s::my:ng Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent Rink. Boys
R e oo o Mo iruagestus apply fa the Handunster, Buv. ¥, Casnass Dapanans, A Camb),
SUCCESSES 1917: At Toronto University, 1st Mathematical and 1st Classical Entrance Scolarships.
i ] At R.M.C., Four Successes.
THE IDEAL XMAS GIFT
SAVE WORRY--SAVE MONEY
4'(K|I|LIE‘|§[’V";Z‘|' Read the Special Offer to Subscribers of this
Magazine on pages 16 and 17.
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ST, MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

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

Write for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE{ DICKSON, President. MISS ISABEL G. BROWN, B.A., Principal.
MISS FLORENCE NEELANDS, B.A., Head of Senior House. MISS MARJORY FORD, Head of Junior House.

Successes 1917
Head Master:

C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

Istand2nd Places Entrance
R.M.C Kingston. Nine
Passes Entrance R.M.C.
Entrance Royal Canadian
Navy, Four Matricula.
tions McGill.

Preparatory,
Junior and Senior
Departments.

Physical Training. Mannal
Training, Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts, Riding, Draw-
ing, Musie.

-

Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
Residential and Day Schoel for Girls

Principal-MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, En
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly sit
Higﬁly qualified staff of Canadian and Ey,
teachers. The curriculum shows cloge t
with modern thought and education. P Ouch
tion for matriculation examinations, sl aAra.
attention given to individual needs. O“Nl

games.

Slang.
Vated

New Prospectus from Miss STuARrT,

ranksomeha

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, b1SS EDITH M. READ, M.A,

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

i 7. For Prospectus apply to the Principal
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iatoy Strachan Kehool
G ollege Heighty + Boronto

A Uhurch Residential and Day School
for Birls.

Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE’ OSHAWA, ONT. A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL

FOR GIRLS
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Tpueg chi‘ldrcn(a)laafecclv::;” and physical training.
;i;':m::;:rbep:n:g;{‘(?ianq. Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST, JOHN THE DIVINE, Major 5t., TORONTO.

ot Elndrew’s College

A Residential and Da School
Toronto | ROR. B0 e Canada
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
RE-OPENS AFTER CHRISTMAS VACATION, JANUARY 9ra, 1919,
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D.
Headmaster,

Calendar Sent on Application,

The aDargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

Morth Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Principal

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

Send for Calendar

- ASHBURY COLLEGE  Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings.
Special preparation for R. M. C. and R. N, C,

Werite for Illustrated Calendar :—Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A

Ten acres playing-fields,

., Headmaster

66 99 Private Residential School for Girls
OVENDEN" "™ izias

4 Acres of Grounds. Lake View

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singif-g. Music, Art, Con-

versational French. Healthiest district in Canada.

1 Summer and winter sports,
Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F. S, Williams,
Beaux Arts, Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E, J. Ingram, Mlle.

Shopoff.
FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT

T, 20°/,°d d $1,
weekl?‘k’e uoustoa‘:;' ggnt:t .:Z.r‘o::!
Write for Cataiogue to-day
JACOBS BROS., Diamend ers
15 Torente Arcade TORONTO, Can

WE BUY

OLD FALSE TEETH
oot ey I ke S PO S QAT At
BEHL Goib, e s st by S, mll agpld

U.8.A.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL. COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of im
a complete education in Ngval Science. oo ParSIAg

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

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with ability to
obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and mental, g
good grounding in Seience, Enginering, Mathematics, Navigation, Histo:
and Modern Languages, as a basis for general development or further
specialization.

Candidates must be between their fourteenth and sixteenth birthdays
on July 1st following the examination.

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Depart.
ment of the Naval Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Servige.

Ottawa, January 8, 1918.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for,

1

Government Institution, designed primarily for the purpose of
mg-ﬁ:u%‘,’, lg%‘ilf’bx-.mches of military science to Cadets and Officers of the Canadian )ﬂuum‘

1n fact, it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

d military
um'l;?elg%mggﬂ%%n;gppose. and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for

eivil subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendg:::
- .é;gl sx;.o‘t'.%\dee%ouego is organized on a strictly military basis, the cadets receive a pPrac-

tical

the

s, ensures health and excellent physical condition.
- .ézrlr?r:?sslons in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are

°¢°m %’;gf:).xxl;?'of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination

for

of *ﬁeli::lvgth of the course is three years in three terms of 9% months each.

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, Instructional material, ang an
extras, is about $900.
etitive examination for admission to the College takes place in
elcghy.e:l{‘ :‘tmtlhgol:negdquarters of the several military districts. June o
For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other informat:on, applica.
e Co:

tion

mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, S\lrveyln‘.

, Chemistry, French and English.
Ph’:f"l‘l? !tricet d:sc{pllne maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of

The Royal Military College

of Canada

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than
Royal lgleut:ry nCollego of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and the work nthg:
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperia)

1 and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drills and outdoor ex

urveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Re
D°"“"‘°§of;ﬁ'€§ of Ont,;rlo. it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree. Sulation

should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to th el

—
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Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON”” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc,

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

What More Seasonable

at Xmas-time—the time of family
reunion, and the strengthening of the
old home-ties—than to think over
that question so closely Cf)nnected WItl)
all thoughts of home—Life Insurance?

What better Xmas gift to wife and
children than a Life Policy—a gift that
will be remembered, and bring its
X mas message long after the giver has
gone?

The Great-West Life Policies pro-
vide Insurance on most a_ttractwe
terms, and full imformation will gladly
be furnished on request.

The Great-West Life Assurance Company
Dept. “P"

i Head Office: Winnipeg

The Measure
of a Man

“2f you want to know whether you
are destined to be a success or not,
You can eastly find out. The test is
simple and infallible. ARE YOU
ABLE TO SAVE MONEY? If
not, you will lose. You may thiuk
nol ; you will lose as sure as fate,
for the SEED OF SUCCESS is
not in you."—JAMES J. HILL,

THE GREATEST ASSISTANCE

to Saving is a deposit account. Open one
to-day. Begin with a dollar. Every dollar
will earn interest at

Three and One-Half Per Cent.

per annum, compounded twice a year. A d
al! protected by

Paid-up Capital - $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund(earned) 5,250,000.00
Unappropriated profits 197,977 .41

Capital and Surplus $11,447,977 41
Investments - - $31,557,661.82

A CHRISTMAS PRESENT

Many parents have planted the first ** seed
of success” in their child by presenting him
with a Canada Permanent deposit pass book.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Established 1855
Toronto Street, Toronto
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HE ROYAL BAN

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 15,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 14,000,000 Total Assets - 386,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
SIRHERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B.JOHNSTON, K.C., #nd Vice-President
James Redmond G. R. Crowe D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton Wm. Robertson
A.]J. Brown, K.C. W. J. Sheppard C. S. Wilcox A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Sir Mortimer B. Davis G. H. Duggan C. (. Blackadar John T. Ross R. MacD. Paterson W. H. McWilliams

Executive Officers
E. L. Pease, Managing Director C. E. Neill, General Manager
F. J.Sherman, Assistant General Manager M. W. Wilson, Superintendent of Branches

520 Branches in Canada, Newfoundiand, West Indies, Central and South America, eto.
distributed as follows :

T R R M AR R SR 455 Spain (Barcelonk), . iy v, il il 55 e o :
INCEROUORIER . i covisysueivdniivres 6 U.S.A. (New York), ses sarevabinsy 1
Wbt Indiehi . ioiiiisvaienervniien 47 Great Britain (London).............o.. 4
Central and South America.......... 9 330

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT s4dnches

ittt e
e ——

e

Another Successful Year

’]— HE North American Life offers the following outstanding
figures of the business for 1917 which stamp it the most suc-
cessful year in the history of the Company :

Policies Issued and Revived $12,635,832.00
Total Assurance in Force 65,213,623.00
Cash Income 3,138,817.40
Assets 17,268,471.48
Net Surplus 2,774,854.38
Profits Paid Policyholders 248, 857.65

Total Payments to Policyholders 1,674,291.23

A net gain of over Five and THE sum of $11,448,465, 0g

a Half Millions in business has been actually paid to
in force is indicative of the in- | Policyholdersor their beneficia.-
creases made. ries during the past ten years-

y Ask for a copy of the Annual Report
North American Life Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent”
Head Office: Toronto, Canada
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Saving the Break Up.

The New York Evening Journal Says:

“rPVHE man of small income owes it not

only to hisfamily, but to his nation to
secure, so far as he may, the perma-
nence of the home he chose to estab-
/---\;;\ lish. Those de-

P pendent upon
g him should be
p relieved at least

p 18 ' [ .. from the danger

Sl \ W@ of immediate
¥« want until they
e can  readjust
oo theirlivesincase

: of his death.
Even a small sum is often enough to save the

break-up of a household. Every wage-earning
man and woman should be insured,”

This opinion from an influential “neutral”
source confirms what we have so often stated—
that no home is safe if the head of the house-
hold is without life insurance. If life is spared,
the policyholder enjoys a greater peace of mind
—if his life is threatened, he will face the menace
with a firmer heart. His home is safe whatever
happens!

Write for full particulars of Mutual Life Policies.

The Mutual Life

Assurance Company of Canada
Waterloo, Ontario

N S
I
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[__T:ﬁESTABLISHED 18 ?2‘;_'_j

BANK OF HAMILTON

I a position of trust is open, the employer judges
l by tne habits of his employees and chooses
accordingly. The prudent, saving man shows
the desired qualities and is preferred over the spend-
thrift. Prepare for promotion. Start a Savings

Account in the Bank of Hamilton.

MAIN TORONTO OFFICE, 65 Yonge Street
} M. C. HART, Manager

“The Almighty Dollar”

The dollar is no longer almighty. Its purchasing
ability is steadily diminishing.

Is Your Widow Protected ?

To live comfortably she will need more dollars than
you thought. Are you adding to your Life Insurance ?

We are at your service.

The London Life Insurance Company
HEAD OFFICE  : : LONDON, CANADA

The Company that pays profits greater than Estimates
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This Steel Cabinet for Stationery
Will Save You Money!

TATIONERY is peculiarly subject to wastage and loss. Careless handling,
“sloppy " piling, frequent rummaging, inroads of mice and rats—all
tend to damage and destroy, unless you install a

DENNISTEE|

Made in Canada

stationery cabinet. We originated this all-steel piece of equip
ment to take the jn}) of slatinnrr_v—krrprr. and it is highly
efficient for the job. Handsome in appearance, finished in best
quality baked-on enamel in any shade. Indestructible, per-
manent, tidy, space-saving, vermin-proof and FIREPROOF
saves its cost in a short time. Write for folders on steel lockers,
shelving, hospital equipment, etc., ete.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON

Works Co.LiMmiTED
LoNDON

CANnNADA

Halifax Montreal Ottawa Toronto Winnipeg Calgary Vancouver
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Why Should You

take out our special I’rotectign and
Savings Policy for $5000.00? Sim-
ply because while it aﬁorfis.protect-
jon to your dependents it is at the

For Sale by
All Leading Furniture Dealers

same time a most profitable savings
investment. :

The cash surrender 'value' of this
policy at the end of the term is great-
ey than the total premiums. paid.
Write us for full particularsto day.

CELSIOR
mEunfc: L | F E comeany

Hesd Office—EXCELSIOR LIFE BLDG., TORONTO

| Write for our “MACEY S -
| MACEY STYLE
BOOK.” We mail it free

[

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

Land Suitable for Dairying with succulent and well watered
The climate is moist and cool and the markets for dairy products
Good breeds of cows average 10,000 pounds of milk per cow.

paslurvs.
unexcelled.

Land Suitable for Fruit Growing. Nova Scotia Apples are among the
finest flavored in the world. Trees bear from five to ten years after planting and
yield profitably for from 60 to 100 years. A_million acres of land not yet planted

are suitable for orcharding.

Land Suitable for Sheep Raising in one of the most favorable portions ot
Canada for the sheep industry. The hilly pastures produce healthy sheep and
the mutton and lamb are of superior quality and flavour. Nova Scotia wool is

sought after by cloth manufacturers.

Land Suitable for Market Gardening. Strawberry, Raspberry and Cran.
berry Plantations yield profits ranging from $200 to $500 per acre.

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING.

For further information including booklet of sample farm preperties available,

write,
W. B. MacCOY

Secretary Industries and Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,

Halifax
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The Muystic Beauty of Music
was never more needed in the
Home than it is this Christmas

When cloud-banks blot the sky dull
gray, or whistling winds make outdoors
disagreeable, how cheery and exhilarating
are bright lights and sparkling fires!

And in these soul-trying days, how
welcome is the cheery brightness—the sooth-
ing caress—the soul-satisfying message—of
the music you love.

So this Christmas you need music
more than ever—good music, that brings
the spirit of Christmas to everyone, young and old. Such is

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul”’

This wonderful instrument brings the beautiful world of
music into your home—RE-CREATIONS of the art of the world's
greatest artists. The New Edison does not merely imitate—it
actually RE-CREATES with such utter fidelity that the human
ear cannot distinguish between the living artist and The New
Edison.

The true spirit of Christmas lies in the soul of The New

Edison. Let it sing its Message of hope and faith and love in
your home this year.

A post card request brings our interesting magazine
“ Along Broadway" and other Edison Literature

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., ORANGE, N. J.

7

7

//
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The New Liberal Weeklz

The Statesman

A national weekly journal of progressive thought

Edited by Lindsay Crawford

Subscription, $2.00 a year

VOL. I. TORONTO Price 5 cents weekly

O follow intelligently the great epochal movements
that are shaping the destiny of Canada and the
world you must be fully informed.

The Statesman, the new National Liberal Weekly, will
keep you abreast of the times.

After reading your copy pass it on to a friend.

“Would not miss my weekly copy of 7The Statesman
for its weight in gold,” writes an enthusiastic sub-
scriber.

OF ALL NEWSDEALERS —5c. A COPY
Subscription rate $2.00 a year.

To The Statesman
26-28 Adelaide Street W.,
TORONTO. ONT.

Send me THE STATESMAN for one year and until countermanded.

Name

P.O. Box or Street

Please write
plainly Town
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 WHOlESoME pRODUCT
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FOR XMAS BAKING

Xmas baking becomes a pleasure
rather than a task when you use

SNOWFLAKE
SHORTENING

This pure, white, fresh creamy substance produces cakes
and pies of that hnez flaky texture, delicious flavor and
nutritious quality, which are the pride of all good cooks.

SNOWFLAKE SHORTENING is economical because it takes
the place of butter and lard.

Sold in 1 1lb. cartons and 3, 5, 10 and 20 Ib. pails.‘
MATTHEWS-BLACKWELL, LIMITED

Toronto, Montreal, Peterborough, Hull, Brantford
Canada Food Board License 13-85
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“Why I Chose a Brunswick
for our Christmas Gift’

By BunrToN WYNNE

OR YEARS my

/\w 3
f"z, O family has.want-

Vit
.""(4’3{, ed a phono-
graph. Yet.we
| hesitated. ‘We
were on T'thc
verge of buying often, but
delayed. 10 +
We love music. A'n'd

value the phonograph for
the wealth of world-wide
talent it brings to the home.

But frankiy, we waited during
the last few years, hearing the
f]iﬂerem phohographs and weigh-
ing their different advantages—
never quite satisfied.

We felt that sooner or later a
better phonograph would come,
overcoming all the current handi-
caps and setting new standards.

We never liked the idea of a
phonograph which would play
only its own make of records. No
one catalog contained all our favorites.
line of records offered its attractions.

Another thing we quarreled with, was tone
We were repelled at the strident tones of some.
And others seemed to be nearly perfect, but
not quite.

I realize that all this sounds like we were too
critical, and that we set ourselves above the
thousands who were content with the phono-
graphs we hesitated to buy.

& But we wanted to be sure before we bought, so
as to avoid regrets.

In our determination to find the super-phono-

Each

‘““Here at last was our
Ideal Instrument”’

graph, welcame upon] The New
Brunswick. It was announced ns
something] [different, somethin
advanced. i - €

We read and heard of the
Brunswick Method of Reproduyec.
tion, which included the Ultons

and an improved amplifier.

And so we investigated. We
were somewhat skeptical—byy we
came away as proud owners,

For here, at last, was our ideal
instrument—one which played 41
records at their best, one with iy
comparable tone.

This remarkable instr
ended our search. We fo:n“.;e“h‘
the Brunswick Method of Repr:\
duction all we had looked for gud
more.

The Ultona is asimple, conyve
ient all-record player, adi“.t.br.
to any type of record at a tarn :
a hand. And now we buy -
records according to artists r.“}:“'
than make. Thus we overe er
the old time limitations. ome

] am convinced that the tone of The Brunsw: x
is far superior, and due chiefly to the “‘."-
observance of acoustic laws. T

The tone amplifier is built entirely of wood
moulded so as to give the sound waves fall s
portunity to develop. No metal is used o ‘;‘P
amplifier, so there are no stunted pe ‘"'T
sounds. Aallw

My advice to every music lover, is to
Brunswick before deciding. One's ea,hi:' The
ately appreciates the difference. And Oldmed“
ceptions of the phonograph are changed. con-

Dealers everywere are delighted to play the New
Brunswick for you and to explain its betterments.

ALL PHONOGRAPHS IN ONE

THE MUSICAL MERCHANDISE SALES COMPANY
GENERAL OFFICES: EXCELSIOR LIFE BUILDING, TORONTO, CANApa
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HELIOTROPE

BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF ““UP THE HILL AND QVER"

pomml T went hard with me not
il to remind Gregory that I
had discouraged the tak-
& ing up of the case in the
! first place. It wasn’t our
sort of case at alijr I had
said, “If we don’t look out, Gregory,
ill begin to call us private de-
é’;(::}i)izsz.l it %h%n we had both laughed
and I had given in, as I usually do
when my senior partner insists.
Gregory does not like me to call
him “my senior partner” because
our standing in the firm of Gregory
and Hubbard is supposed to be equal,
but I believe that when any two men
re associated one of them naturally
:gkes the lead, and Gregory happens
to be that one. I don’t mind. My
ition as chief of staff is quite as
posessary as his. Indeed, the whole
!:ie:a of our partnership has been that
;wo heads are better than one, espe-
ially when the heads are utterly
?liﬂerent. No one person, save a
superman perhaps, can comb}ne min-
ate and painstaking observation with
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that instinetive, almost inspirational,
selection of the essential which is the
essence of all really useful detective
work. A partnership is necessary,
and it seems that my head combines
beautifully, however useless it may be
on its own. Gregory is quick and far-
seeing, a born reasoner and a fine
logician. T am a looker-on who sees
most of the game. From boyhood I
have been conscious of a power of
minute observation which has helped
me in some ways and hindered me in
others. As a newspaper man, for
instance, I always saw too much. 1
never seemed to learn what not to see.
The news editor wore out his voeab-
ulary and his blue pencil in vain ; and
then one day an unexpurgated report
slipped through, and I slipped out of
newspaperdom for good and all!

It was just at this time that Gre-
gory, too, suffered a reverse of fortune
which gave him a fellow feeling for
other misfits and resulted in our em-
barking upon our present partnership
for the study of those problems which
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society for its own sake dares not leave
unsolved.

So far it has worked well. Several
nice little problems have been han-
dled by us in a satisfactory man-
ner. We do not often do ordinary
police work ; our provinee rather is to
prevent these guardians of the law
from being troubled with delicate mat-
ters which do not clamour for the
official spotlight. We do not call our-
selves detectives. We are, in fact, by
way of being somewhat highbrow;
affecting an exclusive air and writing
ourselves “ Criminologists "—a fine
sounding word better suited to the
ear of that society which we still con-
tinue, at intervals, to adorn.

But this case was different. It was

a police case, very much so, a murder
in fact. Not at all in our best style.
I had not wanted to take it up, and
now that I had returned from a pre-
liminary investigation with a book full
of notes and a head quite empty of
ideas I felt cross and discouraged and
very much like saying, “I told you
80",
“The kind of thing we should not
attempt,” I said. “ Murder—ugh,
there is nothing logical about murder.
Murder is an accident of the emo-
tions. Anyone may commit a murder
any time.”

“You think so?’ asked Gregory
placidly. < Well, that leaves us with
a wide field in which to operate any-
way. And as for taking the case, we
simply had to oblige Chief Ridley. So
now let us get to work. Where are
your notes ?”’

With praiseworthy restraint I pro-
duced my papers, and as my notes
were still in shorthand, I began to
translate freely for Gregory’s benefit :

“The affair isn’t over romantic,” I
grumbled. “The person whose taking-

off we are to investigate is, or rather -

was, the most ordinary person. She
was a Mrs. Agatha Simmons, living
quietly at No. 3 Richly Road. A widow,
age about fifty-five; character respect-
able ; habit, retiring;.ho‘qby, cats; liv-
ed alone; means of livelihood, an an-
nuity bought by herself about six

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

years ago, 1.e., just before coming to
live in Richly Road; no known rela-
tives; previous history unknown ;
previous address unknown ; is remem-
bered to have said that she came here
direct from London, but was not in
the habit of receiving any English
mail; had a current account in the
bank; paid for everything by cheque
and never kept money in the house:
The alarm was given by her milkman.
Deceased was in the habit of getting
milk twice a day, presumably for the
cats; she kept ten cats; had no maid
and always answered the milkman’g'
knock herself, or, if absent, left the
ticket outside the door. Last might
when the milkman called at half-past
five he found the side door open, g
very unusual thing, and no one an.
swered his repeated knocks nor the
cry of “Milk”. Being in a hurry, for
it was raining hard and beginning tq
sleet, he entered the kitchen and look.
ed around for some place to set the
milk out of reach of the cats. In eross.
ing the room to the cupboard, he oh.
served that the door into the sitting.
room was open and, glancing in, saw
Mrs. Simmons sitting in her chair be.
side the table. The lights were not 1;
but he could see her by the light of
the fire in the open grate of the stove,
He called “Milk!” again, but “haq a
feeling” at once that there was some.
thing wrong and went in. He got the
start of his life when he saw her fgee
dropped his milk-bottle and fled fop
the nearest policeman. He didn’
touch her or disturb anything. Whey
he and the policeman returned the
examined her sufficiently to see that
life was extinet. She had been shot,
The milkman stayed in the room
while the officer searched the house,
No sign of anyone in the house; noth.
ing upset; no trace of any struggle.
no sign of any weapon; apparent]y
nothing missing ! The dead woman
leaning back in her big rocking-chajp.
her eyes half-open, staring straight i,;
front of her. Her hands were tigh
clenched and in them was some white
article, and they did not know what
it was. 3
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“Policeman Saunders’s story corro-
borates this, but adds nothing new ex-
eept that he couldn‘t hear himself
think for the noises ‘them blasted
cats’ were making. They were shut
up in a room off the kitchen, which
appears to have been used as a sort
of cattery. They were probably hun-
gry and smelled the spilt milk, any-
way, they got on our pohqeman’.s
nerves and he had no further investi-
gations, but rang up headquarters
from the nearest telephone. Therq was
no telephone in the house. Ridley
eame down at once and brought Dr.

with him.
Jo‘l‘lle)moctm"s evidence shows that de-
ceased had been dead only a short time,
not more than half an hour. Shot had
been fired at close range and passed
directly through the heart. Death had
been instantaneous. Expression of
fear and horror on face quite marked.
It is Dr. Jones’s opinion that deceased
had known that muider was intended,
but had been unable through fear to
i larm.

glg‘%:ngnrch for the oneside evide_nce.
Now for what Ridley and I noticed
for ourselves. The most striking thing
seemed to be the apparent .fact that
the woman had died sitting in her ac-
eustomed chair, facing her murderer,
yet there had been no alarm (that
anyone heard), and certainly no
struggle. The expression on the face
geemed to me almost more of surprise
than fear or horror.

“Another strange thing was the
pature of the article clasped in th,e
dead woman’s hand. It was a baby’s
hand-made flannelette night-slip. I
inspected this very carefully and
came to the following conclusions:
The slip was old, but had been care-
fully kept; the material was of the
cheapest; the hand-work on it was
beautiful ; it was a veﬁv fsmall t?li)p,
geemed almost too small for a baby

»”

_“How do you know that?” inter-
pted Gregory. : .
ru“I don’l:.g It’s just an impression,
We’'ll have to get a woman’s opinion.”

“Righ »
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Then I eontinued reading the note:

“The slip had been washed and iron-
ed, evidently with great care. But it
showed no signs of wear. That cheap
stuff would show wear quickly. An-
other odd thing: on the table stood a
small tin tea-caddy; the top was off
and some of the contents had spilled
or been spilled upon the tablecloth.
But the contents were not tea. The
caddy was half-full of twenty-five-
cent pieces, each carefully done up
separately in tissue-paper, and each
labelled with a date. The dates were
irregular and ranged back through
the past four years. Sometimes there
would be three or four very close to-
gether. Sometimes there were quite
long intervals between. (I have a list
of the dates here). The latest date
was only a few days old. There was
no other mark of any kind on the
coins. - The paper in which the coins
were wrapped was ordinary white tis-
sue. There was nothing else upon
the table, save the afternoon mail, con-
sisting of two or three tradesmen’s
accounts. She always paid by cheque.
But on the floor was an envelope with
the end torn open and the contents
gone. The envelope was not a busi.
ness one, nor was the writing that of
a tradesman. Here is the envelope—
see for yourself. It looks like the writ-
ing of an educated woman—the en-
velope is good style and quality. From
the date, it was delivered with the
other afternoon letters, but its con-
tents have disappeared. Not a trace
of them.”

“Anything else?”

“One thing more. As I was coming
out I searched the front yard—it’s
very small—and found this—it’s a
slip of paper, apparently the address
torn off the top of a letter. The ad-
dress is “No. 3 Richly Road’, and the
writing is that of Mrs. Simmons.
Probability is she dropped it herself
and that it has nothing to do with the
case.”

“I don’t know. Why should she
tear her own address off a letter and
drop it in her front yard? But no
use theorizing yet. Is that all?”
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“Not another thing. There wasn’t
so much as a pin out of place. No sign
of any weapon. The only finger-
prints were those of the dead woman
herself on the chair-arm and on the
table. The carpet yielded nothing.
There was no trace of ash in the fire.
The fire, by the way, must have been
built up shortly before the murder.
The kettle had been set on top, pre-
sumably in preparation for a cup of
tea. But our search was not exhaus-
tive. Ridley had O’Toole with him,
and I think O’Toole is about the best
searcher that ever happened. We left
him to go over everything microscop-
ically, and he will report any find to
us. He is quite safe to be trusted
with the routine. But I fancy he won’t
find much. Everything looked so un-
disturbed and normal. It was as if
someone had called in for a chat and
a cup of tea and decided on murder
instead. There are only three things
which bear the slightest emphasis—
A-chew! Great Scott, I’ve got a cold!
—and the three things are: the dated
coins, the baby’s slip and the look on
the woman’s face. If you can make
anything out of them, you’re welcome.
I can’t.”

“That’s the proper state of mind,”
grinned Gregory. “When discour-
aged, remember that youre not the
whole show. To my mind those three
things look distinetly promising, and
you’re wrong about there being noth-
ing else. There is a very interesting
something else which will be this-half-
of-the-firm’s contribution. But I
shan’t tell you what it is until your
case is all in. What outside evidence
did you get?”’

“Surprisingly little. The house is
a corner one, unfortunately, and the
room in which the shot was fired does
not face another house, but faces a
strip of lawn and the side street. The
woman who lives in the next-door
house on Richly Road thinks that she
heard a noise about five o’clock when
she went into the kitchen to brisk up
the fire for supper, but she thought
it was a bursting auto tire and did
not even look out of the window. None

of the other neighbours saw or heard
anything. They are busy people and
know very little about tke tenant of
No. 3. She never made herself popu-
lar in the neighbourhood, and the
houses being rented, the occupants
change quite often. No one has any-
thing very definite to say for op
against Mrs. Simmons, but on the
whole I think I detected traces of a
vague dislike of her. One woman said
she had disagreeable eyes, and that
her cats gave her the creeps. She kept
herself to herself, they say, but seem-
ed to have some fashionable frien
for smartly dressed ladies have been
gseen to visit her at different times.
In faect, nearly all her few visitors ap-
pear to have been prosperous people.
But they have never been known to
make very lengthy stays, nor to re.
turn. It is the opinion of Richly Road
that Mrs. Simmons had been some
sort of upper servant whose formep
employers continue to take an interest
in her.”

“Not very likely. Former employ-
ers do not display such touechi
loyalty, as a rule—and certainly not
in quantities. If her visitors had
the same people coming at intervals
there might be something in it, but [
gather that all these prosperous peag-
ple were (iifferent i .

“Yes. questioned rather closely
upon that point.”

“Besides, if her former home was in
England—”

“She gave out that she came
England, but Richly Road doesn’t he.
lieveb e et

“Does Richly Road give any reason
for its disbelief?’’ y

“‘None whatever. But every wo
I questioned said that although Mg
Simmons spoke ‘kind of English’ she
didn’t believe that the deceased had
ever been in England in her life *?

‘““That’s odd. Strange how these
popular beliefs form themselves with.
out a trace of evidence, and
still how often they turn out to be
correct. It is just possible that the
lady was not fond of her past ang

]
1
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erefore removed it across the ocean
?;r gafe keeping. Had she no regular
visitors at all?”’

““There is only one person who
seems to have been at all intimate' at
No. 3. She, too, is by way of being
rather a mystery. Richly Road thinks
that she is not a friend exactly but
perhaps dependent on Mrs. Simmons.
The deseription I got is that of a little
wisp of a woman, age from thirty-five
to forty-five. No one knows much
about her, even her outside appear-
ance seems to have left everyone un-
impressed. Perhaps this is becapse
she is very deaf and almost impossible
to talk to. No one ever cared to find
out where she came from or where she
went. All I can discover is that she
eame on a west-bound car down Car-
roll Street, alighting at the corner of
Carroll and Richly Road, which is
three blocks down from No. 3. Ridley
at once sent out a man to interview
the car conductors on the western
lines, but not one of them has any
memory of her. She was an indefinite
sort of person and she did not come to
gee Mrs. Simmons oftex-x. So it would
have been miraculous if they had re-
membered her.’”’

“Nothing to go on there, then. But
if she were a friend of the murdered
woman the accounts in the papers may
pring her forward. Did no one see
anyone enter the house on the day of

er?”’ ;
th?‘ﬁgzg of the women. But Bldley
get Macrae to round up the children.
He has a light hand with kiddies and
is a good man all round. Ridley left
orders for him to bring whatever he
found right here—shouldn’t be sur-

i if he were in the outer office
now. 1 thought I heard the door

w.,’

t¢J,et’s have him in at once, thelg,”
said Gregory, ringing the bell, which
was a sign to Miss Emisley, our steno-
grapher, that we were ready for visi-

Macrae, for I was right in my guess,
and it was he whom Miss Emisley ad-
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mitted, is a big red-cheeked Scot with
broad shoulders and, when he is ex-
cited, an acecent almost as broad. But
long chaffing in the service has ren-
dered his ordinary conversation quite
intelligible. To-day his cheeks were
redder than usual, and he led a little
girl by the hand. This was evidently
a ‘find’ and Macrae was uplifted.

“Mak’ yer boo to the gentlemen,
Jessie,’’ said Macrae with the air of a
fond father presenting his offspring.

The child giggled. She was an in-
telligent looking little thing of about
seven, with bright eyes and an utter
lack of shyness peculiar to those who
have long known the world.

‘“‘Here’s a bit lassie who has some-
thing to tell,”’ declared her conductor
triumphantly. ‘‘Noo, Jessie, if ye tell
Your tale nicely you'll be getting a bit
sweetie and a ride home forby."

Jessie was quite willing and re-
sponded instantly. “‘It was a lady
I saw,’’ she said, ‘“‘a lady that went
into old mother—I mean into Mrs.
Simmons’s house.”

““When did you see the lady?”
prompted Macrae proudly.

‘“Yesterday afternoon when I was
home from school and I was playing
down the street with my dolly in a
little cart. I saw a pretty lady in a
blue dress go into Mrs. Simmons’s.”

“You’re tellin’ it fine,” encouraged
Macrae. ‘‘Are you sure, noo, that the
leddy went into Mrs. Simmons?
Which house would Mrs. Simmons be
living in?”’

‘“The corner house,’’ answered the
child instantly.

‘“And did old Mrs. Simmons come
and let her in at the door?’’

The child shook her head vigor-
ously. ‘‘No, the lady didn’t knock at
the door. She just opened it and went
right in.”’

“Kind of as if she was an old friend
like,”” suggested Macrae cleverly.

The child looked doubtful. *‘She
,didn’t know the number,”” she said,
after a moment’s thought, ‘‘for she
was looking at all the numbers as she
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went along and she stopped at Mrs.
Simmons’s gate while she looked at a
piece of paper that she had in a shiny
purse.”’

“The address, forby!’’ declared
Macrae. ‘“‘You're a clever lassie and
you’ll get your sweetie. And when
she went in after making sure that the
hoose was right, was that all that you
saw of her?”’

““No. She came out again. She
came running out and she ran down
past me round the corner and she was
saying ‘Oh! Oh!” just like that’’—
the ‘clever lassie’ gave a good imita-
tion of someone gasping in fear or
pain.

Gregory grinned.

‘“Where did she go?”’

““I dunno. Mother called me in to
get my face washed for tea.”’

““Quite right too. My mother does
the same by me. And what did you
think when you saw the leddy run out
80 quick?”’

The child’s eyes widened.

“I thought old Mother—Mrs. Sim-
mons was a witch——"’

““And you went in and told your
mother all about it?’’ interrupted
Gregory.

But apparently Jessie had not done
that. Why, was not apparent. Pro-
bably her mother in the stress of tea-
getting was not interested in witches.

“Well,”” said Gregory, ‘‘can you
tell us how long the lady was in the
house 7"’

Jessie couldn’t tell us this either.
Even Macrae could make nothing of
her. ‘“Was it a long time, think ye?’’
he asked ingratiatingly.

Jessie thought not.

‘““Wad it be a short time then?’’

Jessie thought not so very short.

Then I had a bright idea.

“What were you doing while she
was in?’’ I asked casually.

“T walked my dolly down to the
corner and back.”’

“@Great head!’’ said Macrae without
a trace of accent. ‘‘That would take
from five to seven minutes, or there-

abouts. Non, Jessie, what else did you
notice?”’ Are you sure the leddy’s
dress was blue?’’

The child was quite sure of this.

““Did she have a parcel 2’

Jessie had not seen a parcel, but
the lady had a blue handbag and a
shiny purse that she took the piece of
paper out of. Had the lady spoken
to her or smiled at her? No, the lady
had not noticed her at all. She was g
young lady. Her hair was black andq
she was pretty. Would she know her
again? Jessie was very vague up-
on this point, but thought she
might. She didn’t know just what
time her mother had called her in, but
it was just beginning to rain—a few
drops had fallen on her doll.

When Macrae and his charge had
departed, Gregory ran his hang
through his hair.

“I wish to goodness we could et
the exact time when that woman next
door heard what she thought was g
bursting tire,”” he said. ‘It woulq
help a lot. I have little doubt in my
own mind that it was the shot she
heard. You are sure you did your
best with her?’’

“Yes. I’ll read you my notes, ex-
actly as they were taken in question
and answer. Here they are:

“You thought you heard a tire
burst? What time was that?’’

“I don’t know.”’

‘“About what time was it ?’?

““About time to brisk up the fire fop
supper.”’

“What time do you have supper 2°*

‘“As near six as possible,’’

‘“ About what time do you bri
the-Kifchien fire1?. 7 s A
i “’It depends on what we have for
ea.”’

‘““What did you have for te
Monday night ?”’ oA

: : Stew of the Sunday joint.””

How long does stew
cook ?”’ b

“It depends how the meat 1 e

““Now, Mrs. Moore, please try to tel]
me what T want to know. Try to pe.

LTI
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member just what you did that after-
noon and at that time?”’

““I didn’t look at the clock, except
at half-past four. At that time I put
the stew on the edge of the stove and
went back into the sitting-mpm to
sew. 1 was sewing at the machlpe all
afternoon. After a little while, I
don’t know what time it was, but it
must have been about five, maybe five
or five or ten minutes to five, or ﬁv,e
or ten minutes after (I really can’t
say) I went to brisk up the fire apd
1 heard the noise like an auto tire
bn‘l:sltllzg it begun to rain thent?”

I don’t know. It was getting very

. The storm had been coming up
‘fi::l;ome time and I l_lac} pulled down
the blind in the sitting-room and
turned on the light to see to sew. All
1 know is that it was raining quite
hard when I got through what I had
to do in the kitchen and went back to
my work. It must have been about
half-past five then.”’

““Mhat’s positively the nearest s‘}‘le
could get to it.”” I told Gregory,” I
believe she did the begt she could.

Then all we know is that the shot
was fired between ten minutes to five
and ten after. The rain began about
five minutes after five. When the
girl in blue came out of the house the
first drops were just about to fall, ac-
eording to Jessie’s evidence. So the

irl in blue was in the house during

art of that twenty minutes. But that
I;,mves very little. "I‘wenty minutes
is a big latitudet———’ : >

«“But why did she go in .w1th’(3ut

ing and come out running?

<« And why did she continue to run
so0 swiftly and so blindly that she ran
into a young man and nearly knocked
him off his feet— f i

<«Whatever are you talking about ?
1 asked in pure amazement.
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Gregory grinned (he has an an-
noying grin) and handed me a small
newspaper clipping which he took
from his pocket with the greatest care.
““Look at that,’” he said. ‘‘My contri-
bution to the knowledge of the firm."’

The clipping was from the personal
column of my old paper The Argus
and read as follows:

“If the lady who stumbled. against
an awkward young man on Stanley
Street last evening will phone S. 1702
or call at 17 Wilson Arcade he will be
pleased to return her lost property.’’

““What’s the answer?”’ 1 asked
thoroughly puzzled.

““Perhaps nothing, and perhaps a
great deal. Can’t you see! I clipped
that out of the personal column this
morning. I always elip out unusual
personals. It’s a useful habit. Be-
sides the name ‘Stanley Street’ struck
me. Do you know where Stanley
Street runs?’’

“Why—Dby Jove, yes, it is the street
which crosses Richly Road at the cor-
ner next to No. 3. It’s the—"

“It’s the street that the girl in blue
ran down when she came out of the
Simmons house. Now I ask you—is it
likely that there would be two young
ladies running madly down Stanley
Street and bunting into polite young
men with such force that property
of value is dropped during the im-
pact? What do you think?’’

I sprang up and reached for my
coat.

“I think we can’t get to 17 Wilson
Arcade too soon,”’ T said. I had quite
forgotten that I did not favour the
taking up of this case.

““Of course there is nothing roman-
tic about this murder,”’ began Gre-
gory slyly but——”’

‘“Oh have a heart!”’ [ adjured him,

and we set out together with old
scores forgotten.

(To be continued.)
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BY GILBERT WHITE

LD Madame Cortlandt
groaned aloud as she
climbed the cellar stairs,
a foaming mug of beer
in either hand. As she
reached the sunlit hall,
she saw by the long clock that it was
already half-past four. The August
afternoon was on the wane.

“Marianne,”’ she called softly,
““Marianne, the beer for the General!
Be quick and take it up this time
without spilling it.”’

A chair creaked in the kitchen, and
a heavy step crossed the floor.
Through the open doorway came a
young woman, tray in hand. There
was a dull, vacant look in her brown
eyes.

“The swine!’’ she hissed between
her teeth. ‘I will kill him some day.’’

“Hush, my girl. Be good as you
always are, and help to keep food in
our mouths until the little one is
born.”’

Placing the beer-mugs carefully on
the tray, the old woman went out
through the back door to attend to the
evening meal of her chickens.

Marianne carried the tray upstairs
and knocked at the door at the far
end of the hall.

“Come in,”’ a gruff voice called in
(terman. The girl opened the door
and ecrossing the room, served the
German General, who was seated at
the desk. Then she offered the other
mug to his companion, another officer
of the German Army which was in

oceupation of Bruges.

«Where is Elspeth?’’ the General
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questioned, spreading a newspaper in
an apparently careless manner over
the papers and maps which littered
his desk.

‘“She is out, meinherr,”” Marianne
answered quietly, ‘‘helping at the
hospital.”” She turned toward the
door, then stopped. She tried to speak
but her mouth trembled and the ham{
which held the tray shook.

: “That will do,”” the General said
in a stern voice. ‘‘Go at once.”’

‘“What is wrong with the gir]9??
asked the other officer. ‘‘Insane
also?”’

“Yes, of course. She will be bet-
ter, they say, when her child is born
She and Elspeth are sisters, daughter;
of Emsden, a merchant whose people
have been well-to-do for generations,
He is working for us somewhere in
'.che Fatherland, I believe, if not he
is dead. One never knows which l:oad
they will prefer at the last. Both
girls were left to the soldiers, but
the younger one, Elspeth, was
rescued by that young nephew of
mine, Carl Rudolph. He wants to
marry her, but she won’t, if yon
please.” The General took up "his
mug of beer. His companion laughed,

‘I did not know that there was g
girl in the whole of Belgium whe
cot‘l‘lil, or would dare do that,”’

am sure that there i
other,”” said the General. ‘?B?x:t(’}::i
has ideas which he calls advanced and
I call stupid. He got them in Amer.
ica. I am a fool, I suppose, to in
dulge him as I do, but when one ha;
no other living relative, a nephew jg
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sometimes very dear. Damn it all, I
adore that boy. I wish he were not
in the aviation.”

The General blew his nose and then
fiercely kicked the scrap basket.

“It is for him,”” he continued,
““that I am living here. I should be
quartered in a much ﬁne; house. But
Carl wanted the two girls brought
here to be cared for by Madau}e Cort-
landt. After all, the beer is good,
and there are always fresh eggs and
a young pullet for one’s dinner. Now
shall we try to simplify these plans a
little more?”’ _

While the two men were working
upstairs, Elspeth Emsden, after hav-
ing passed the sentry, opened the
front door and crossed the hall to the
stone-paved kitchen at the rear of

ouse. '
t‘heMl;rianma' was sewing, and a light
of pleased recognition passed over her
dull face at the appearance of her
younger sister. She did not speak,
however, and Elspeth ecrossed the
room and tenderly laid her hand on

ister’s hair.
heP‘gfatehappier, my sister,”’ she said
in French, ‘‘the light shows through
the clouds a little.”’ :

Marianne  muttered .S(.)methmg
which was quite unintelligible and
then her face showed relief as her
mind seemed to be clear. She spoke
quietly now, as she had spoken to the

General.

““Elspeth, you had better marry

Carl so that he can protect you. Sup-
he were killed while flying?

ere would you be then_? Oh, El-

it is awful.”” The girl’s mouth

i d and she shook and trembled
convulsively.

Elspeth ysoothed her gently and
then she whispered, ‘‘Dear, the end
of this Purgatory must be coming
soon. I heard to-day that the Ameri-
ean troops have landed in France. Be
of good cheer and do not worry. I
love and trust Carl in every way,
but I will not marry a German. He
is so unlike those who have never

»
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been out of Germany, that I still hope
he will one day see the light and give
up the Fatherland. It is his Uncle
who holds him. You know, Marianne,
that the old man is as eruel as are all
Germans who have been educated
there. Some day Carl will find this
out, and it will be the last straw. He
cannot bear eruelty, and yet he will
not hear a word against the old man.”’

Elspeth began to prepare the even-
ing meal. Both girls had learned to
relieve Madame Cortlandt of nearly
all the work in her house. Shortly
after the woman’s aged husband had
been deported to work in Germany,
Carl had brought the two girls to
her. Marianne had been quite insane,
Elspeth, suffering from nervous shock,
was in a state of stupor. The latter
soon recovered, but Marianne’s mind
was unhinged by the torture which
she had suffered.

After the simple supper was cleared
away, Elspeth made the large and un-
savoury sandwich which was her daily
bribe to the sentry at the front door.

Every evening she slipped through
the door as if she had not seen him.
And every evening he feebly pro-
tested.

“Aber Fraulein—"' he said, the
odour of the sandwich already filling
his nostrils. Always she turned with
a smile, the sandwich on her out-
stretched palm, mock horror comi
into her eyes as she looked at the
fixed bayonet which she had so far
pretended not to see. She never at-
tempted to go beyond the edge of the
canal, where she sat every evening,
twenty feet from where he stood.

To-night the moon was shining, and
there would be many aeroplanes on
the road. The girl paused and looked
along the ecanal which divided the
street. The water reflected the rays
of the moon, a dark streak i
the shimmer about fifty yards to the
left. It was the bridge which crossed
the canal. '

All was silent in the town and all
was dark. Only the distant booming
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of cannon far out at sea broke the
stillness of the summer night. Wreck-
ed houses, whose broken chimneys
showed against the sky, told their tale
of the ever-present horror. Elspeth
closed her eyes. She saw the busy
Flemish and Duteh trading boats in
the busy ecanals, the long-necked,
snowy swans floating in the water.
Leaftrees scattered the moon-beams
on the polished paving-stones in
showers of silver. Now the trees are
gone. And she thought of the gay
band concerts in the Grande Place to
which their father often took them.
She and Marianne would choose alter-
nately which café they preferred to
patronize. She herself always chose
the one one the corner. There the pink
grenadier was a little sweeter, the
straws a little longer, and one could
see the Belfry. She could not remem-
ber the time when the Belfry had
not been a sight which was a joy to
her. As the evenings advanced, all
the little children fell asleep, each in
its own chair, until the end of the
concert made it necessary for sleepy
eyes to guide stumbling little feet
over the stone-paved streets to bed.

All that was over now. Never again
could Elspeth think of the Grande
Place without a shudder. Would Carl
never come? She sat down on the
stone fence at the edge of the canal.
The sentry watched her as he ate his
sandwich.

Presently a footfall sounded on the
bridge, and Elspeth saw Carl cross-
ing the canal. She waited for him
where she sat, for she had given her
word to the sentry. Carl’s heavy
boots rang out each step on the smooth
stones of the street, and presently he
clasped her in his arms.

“Dear little girl,”” he said, ‘‘I have
got to fly with orders to another town
to-morrow. I want you to marry me,
Elspeth, before I go.”” He held her
closely to him.

«You are going to be in danger,”
she whispered, ‘‘Oh, Carl!”’

«“We are all of us in danger all the

time. But you particularly are not
safe here . . . even with my Unele,’’
he added. ’

Elspeth clasped both his hands in
hers.

‘“‘Give me a revolver, then,”’ she

said.
: “I cannot, dear. If it were found
in your possession you would be un-
mercifully punished. But I will leave
one of mine in the desk in my room
If it were not that I am glad that I
am here to save you and to learn to
love you as I do, I could wish that I
had remained in America. I don’t like
some orders I received to-day.”’ He
held her more tightly as he spoke.

““Carl, dear,”’ Elspeth began. ““Now
you are feeling as I have been sure
you would one day.”’” She lowered hep
voice. ‘“Won’t you consent to becom-
ing an American citizen when the war
is over, and never, never go back to
Germ]@)any again?’’

““Dear heart, it is hard to i
w}mt one may do, if the wozl')ll(.iox;ie.
vives. I am sworn into the German
Army for the present anyway. You
know, I only happened to be in Gep.
many on business when the war broke
out. I have never known Englanq
and the English, and jumped for the .
love of adventure, into what everyonz
in Germany believed would be a six
weeks’ war. Lots of men from ney
tral countries did the same. I neve;-
expected to have to give orders fq
baﬁonetting civilians.”’ <

Ispeth shuddered, and i
e Carl kisseq

‘““You never seem Germ
can’t be German,’’ she Whis;l;;‘edynn

‘“We are not all bad. Come de;n
I have to report to my Uncle. as I
leave before morning,’’ he a.nsyrve

Next day, Elspeth heard in th
early dawn, the whirr of Carl’s aerc:
plane. He had had his hangar bujlg
in the open field behind Mag,
Cortlandt’s chicken-yard. As soo;m
the girl was free of her duties in tl::
house, she obtained the necessary per.
mit to work in the hospital. Aftep

5
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gathering a large bunch of field-flow-
ers and a few others from the house
garden, she started off. :

St. John’s Hospital was situated on
a canal which wound its way through
part of the town. Elspoth aymdg&d
the Grande Place by taking a circuit-
ous path through the ﬁsh.-market, the
beautiful carvings of which had long
been destroyed.

On reaching the gate, she showed
her papers, then followed the stone-
paved walk to the arched entra.x}c@.

A black-robed nun was showing a
visiting surgeon the huge mortar and

le which the nunshused .md'ghe ﬁfé
century for the grinding o
tt;eelil:hmedicines. It stood -three f'eet
high in the dispensary, which, owing
to the erowded condition of the hospi-
tal, served also as the office.

Elspeth wondered what had become
of all the valuable paintings which
had been in the hospital in peace-
time. She remembered her father
ghowing her through a powerful
glass, the exquisite colours on the
three panels which depicted Saint
Ursula’s pilgrimage to Italy. After
the war, where would these treasures
beélspeth’s work consisted of rolling
bandages, passing cool drinks to the
patients and writing their letters. To-
day, however, she would first distri-
lmtf’! her flowers. She passed down
the long rooms, leaving a glowing
flower on each bed. A nun met her
half-way down the long room. 4

«¢(3ood morning, Elspeth. How is

ianne this morning ?’’ she asked.

«¢Her mind is better, thank you, ma
mére, but she is very much depressegl.
She dislikes more and more to wait
upon General Aldheim, so ttx,at I
cannot stay very long to-day,’’ she

Th:w:ﬁn passed on, and Elspeth

to the next bﬁd. 1A }c)lalxdly

wound 0 Englishman lay ere.
He m:gey ;mfgeeble signal with hxg
and as she placed a poppy on

the eoverlet, he whispered to her in

French.
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Are you a Belgian, mademoiselle !

‘““With all my heart and soul,’’ she
answered.

“Then for the love of the Allies,
undertake a mission for me. I gath-
ered from your conversation with the
nun, that you have access to the rooms
of the General von Aldheim. 1 lost
my bearings two days ago in the fog,
and was brought down in the German
lines. Secret orders for the British
General have been taken from me.
Try to find and burn at onece, the
blue paper which he has in his pos-
session. If you do not. destroy it,
Bruges will be blown up. Thank you
so much for the flower,’’ he said in a
louder tone. Then, closing his eyes,
he turned his head wearily away.

Elspeth was so astonished, that she
stood looking at the young man with
round eyes, wondering if he were de-
lirious. Then a weak voice said, ** For
God’s sake, hurry.”’

She turned at once and finished her
tour of the room as quickly as pos-
sible. The young man watched her
go.
““I hope she believes what I told
her about the blowing up of Bruges,”’
he said to himself. “What may hap-
pen, will be worse, but it was better
to tell her that, in case she would
have hesitated at taking a personal
risk. She looks very young.’’

Elspeth excused herself to the
nuns, and hurried back to the house.
The General and his aide were both
out, but a sentry, his bayonet fixed,
stood outside the General’s room. She
knew that she could never bribe this
man. She left her hat in her room as
if she had gone up for that purpose,
and then went downstairs to the
kitchen. Her sister was there alone.

‘‘Marianne,’’ she whispered as she
closed the door, ““I want you to help
me. Use all of the will power that
you have, dear, for only you ean do
what must be done. I have to find
something which is lost. It means
life or death to both of us. Let no
one come into this room, no one. Do
you understand ?’’
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Marianne nodded. Her sister went
out of the back door, and closing it
quietly after her, looked up at the
(General’s window. She could make
the bedroom window from the hen-
house roof, and from there, slip into
the sitting-room which contained the
desk.

The girl removed her shoes, and
with no difficulty, climbed onto the
roof of the low building. From this
height she could reach the sill of the
bedroom window. By standing on the
hen-house ventilator, the sill was only
three inches above her waist. Holding
her skirts well above her knees, she
threw her right leg over the sill, and
then grasping the window-frame,
sprang upward with her other foot,
until she grasped the sill in the bend
of her right knee. In another second
she was in the room.

With a beating heart, Elspeth
searched the bedroom, and then crept
stealthily into the sitting-room. She
turned over in vain all the papers on
the desk. The drawers were locked.

She had heard that secret documents |

were never locked up, but were usu-
ally hidden in receptacles unlikelyof
being suspected of containing any-
thing of value. She turned back the
rug without making a sound, shook
the window curtains and examined
the bottom of the only uphlostered
chair in the room. In despair, she
went gack to the desk.

Marianne, left alone, repeated to
herself as she wrung her hands, ‘‘Life
or death, life or death. There must
be death for me, but for Elspeth,
there must be life. I must let nobody
in through the door. Elspeth has lost
something, lost something.”’

Her mind became vacant again, and
then she remembered her sister’s ad-
monition. “‘Use all the will-power
that you have.”” Elspeth was in dan-
ger. Their dying mother had left
the child to her care ten years ago.
And now she must save her. She
closed her eyes and her terror for
Elspeth increased. She started to her
feet as the darkness seemed to grow.
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She forgot to open her eyes, and with
clenched hands, her face white, she
began to pray.

““Mother of God,”’ she whispered,
‘“Save her, save her.”’

A sound came from the street, and
Marianne nearly screamed. She clap-
ed her hand over her mouth, and the
sound outside passed off in the dis-
tance. Then she became aware of a
light on the wall which shone out in
the apparent darkness of the room. A
cross of flame became visible. Mari-
anne crossed herself and the flame
vanished. In its place a framed pie-
ture of the German Kaiser appeared.
Then this too vanished, and the eross
flamed out again. When this faded
into the darkness, Marianne opened
her eyes.

‘It is a message for Elspeth,”’ ghe
thought. Steadily she crept back to
the back door and opened it. Hep
sister was just trying to leave hep
window on the return journey.

“The Kaiser’s picture,”’” Marianne
whispered, ‘‘It is there.”’

Elspeth returned to the General’s
room and looked for the Kaiser’s pie-
ture. It hung over the mantel in an
imitation wooden frame. The
of the frame crossed each other at the
corners, and there was a round knok
on each end. The girl unserewed first
one knob and then another. In each
receptacle thus disclosed, a roll of
paper lay. From the third one a blye
paper slipped.

Trembling with execitement Elspeth
plls:ced it within her dress, aI;d in an-
other minute stood breathless i
kitehen. s

¢‘Quick, Marianne,”” she whi
‘“the matches!’’ "spered;

The other brought the box,

““Oh, Elspeth,”’ she cried, ‘“‘youe
hanst are red with blood.”’

‘‘Nonsense, my dear. I spill
red ink in the General’s r(fgm,egu:h;
wiped it all up with my petticoat. T4
has merely stained my hands a little_**

Together the two girls burned the
blue paper, and then Elspeth removeq
all traces of the red ink from her
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hands, and started to prepare the din-

S
ueAt three o’clock General von Ald-
heim entered with his aide, and closed
the door of his room.

Elspeth, too afraid to be left alone,
had remained in the kitechen with
madame. Five minutes passed, and
then there came a roar of rage from
the room above. The sentry was
called, and finally madame and the
two girls were summoned.

¢“Fas anyone passed this door, sen-

during the time you were on
duty?’’ the General questioned.

““No one, meinherr,”” the sentry

ered, ‘‘and no one has come up-
:::i:s except the Fraulein here who
went to her room for ﬁv.e minutes,
but who returned 'downstalrs without
stopping or speaking.’’ %

“Vou have not been asleep ?

¢“] have not, meinherr.”’

«“Someone has been in the room,
nevertheless. Papers are missing, and
there is red ink on another paper
which did not have red ink on it this
morning. The ink bottle is half

bR

em'll‘)li;i:'General turned to his aide and
gaid, ‘“Weissner, kindly go to the
wireless station yourselfz and send off
the special messages which you know
are Necessary as a result of the loss
of that paper. As you go out send
me the sentry posted in the street, ?.’nd

1 will handle these women .myself.
The aide went downstairs and out
the house, and an extra sentry,
with fixed bayonet, entered the room.

«You may sit down,’’ the General
gaid to the three women as he waved
his hand toward some wooden chairs
ranged against the wall. ““You make
me nervous.’’ He turr;ed to the sen-

by the door and said, f‘Telephone
for the woman who e)(tlaxtmnes W}(;n;in

3 0 searc e
gor::en?’m and a squa

'l‘ht; two sisters were standing ha.nd
jn hand. Elspeth’s eyes were wide
with fright, but Marianne looked

and more sane than she had

looked for months.
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Elspeth was tired, the strain of the
morning was telling upon her, and
she knew better than the others what
would happen now. She dropped
wearily into the plain wooden chair
and comfortably crossed her legs.

The General had his back turned,
but in a mirror which stood on his
desk, he saw the red ink on Elspeth’s
petticoat. He jumped up, his face
livid.

““You little devil,”’ he shouted. ‘‘ All
the time you were a spy. And you
used the honest love of Carl to pro-
tect yourself while carrying on your
work. Oh, I will be even with you
for what you will have made him suf-
fer with your innocent face. Sentry,”’
he said to the one woman that now re-
mained in the room, ‘‘when the auth-
orities have finished the examination,
you may give her to the soldiers, the
more the better. She will be shot any-
way at sunrise.’’

The end of the order was drowned
by a scream from Marianne. Elspeth
had fainted and fallen from her
chair. Madame Cortlandt fanned her
with a mnewspaper hastily snatched
from the table, and the sentry drop-
ped his bayonet to help the old wo-
man to lift Elspeth onto the ecouch.
The General turned his back to the
group and picked up his own tele-
phone.

No one was looking for Marianne.
She stood in strained silence as if lis-
tening, her face transfixed. She slip-
ped her hand into the large pocket of
her apron and lovingly fingered the
weapon she felt there. It was Carl’s
revolver which, with the cunning of
the insane, she had taken from his
desk. She drew it from her pocket and
took careful aim at the General’s
back. No one saw her movement.
Suddenly three shots rang out. Two
were fired at the General and they
killed him instantly. With the third
shot, Marianne took her own life, and
died under the impression that her
act had somehow saved Elspeth.

At the sound of the shots, the see-
ond sentry, who had been telephoning
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in the hall, rushed into the room. The
other man held Elspeth by the wrist.

““Take the other woman’s hands;’’
he yelled, ‘‘till I can tie up this one
and see what I can do for meinherr.”’
He whipped a leather strap out of his
pocket. Elspeth opened her eyes as
the strap cut her wrists. Her captor
left her securely tied and knelt by
the body of the General, which had
fallen face downward. He was trying
to turn it over when the front door
banged. Heavy footsteps sounded on
the stairs and Carl stood in the door-
way.

“What does this mean?’’ he said.
‘““Elspeth!”’

She did not speak. He turned to
the man who held Madame Cortlandt.
The sentry explained in a few words.

“Meinherr ordered that she be giv-
en to the soldiers and then shot,”’ he
ended.

Carl set his jaw and his face paled.

““The General is now dead, so I am
in charge here. As your superior offi-
cer, I will change the orders. Go to
the barracks and report all that has
occurred. Exonerate madame of any
complicity in this plot. I will take
charge of the Fraulein, and you will
have the proper authorities here in
half an hour. Now go.”’

Carl left the room with them and
ran upstairs.

As the two men left the front door,
he returned to the room with a warm
coat and cap of his own for Elspeth.
He cut the straps on her wrists and
helped her to sit up, bringing her a
glass of water to revive her.

“Try to come to,” he said tender-
ly. “‘Elspeth I want you to come
with me. Marianne is dead, dear, and
happier so. Come, we will go in the
aeroplane. Say good-bye to madame.”’

Elspeth sat up and took madame’s
hand. ‘“You have been so good to us,
dear madame. I hate to leave you
80.”

“Dear child, it is best. I have been
exonerated, and nothing will happen
to me.’”’ As she spoke madame placed
a sofa cushion under the head of
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Marianne. Elspeth helped her with
brimming eyes. Then she turned to
Carl.

‘““Where can we go?’’ she said.

‘“The American troops have landed
in France,”’ Carl answered. ‘‘We will
fly over the German lines until dark,
and then land behind the American
lines. I have finished with Germany
and the Germans. Come, Elspeth, we
have only a short time to get off. I
will tell you my plan on the way.””

He helped her to her feet and she
kissed madame bood-bye. Then Carl
placed his hand over her eyes and
led her from the room and out of the
back door.

Once outside, they hurried across
the field behind the house to the han-
gar. While Carl was unlocking the
door and preparing the machine fop
flight, he told her what had hap-
pened.

“I have been given orders,’’ he
said, ‘““which I cannot carry out. I
returned to tell my Uncle so, and to
take the punishment, which is death,
When I heard of the orders which
had been given about you, I sudden.
ly thought of this plan.”’

““You will be taken prisoner,”’ saiq
Elspeth as she turned up her eoat
collar.

‘At first, yes. We will give oup.
selves up, of course. But I am an
American citizen. 1 have been one
for five years. And I think I ean con-
vince the authorities that I wish the
Allies to annihilate the brute force in
Germany. Besides which, I can give
much valuable information.’’

““Oh, Carl, you never told me that
you are an American citizen,”’ ).
speth said reproachfully.

“I couldn’t, dear,’” he said, pullj
on his driving gloves. I ,hI;d he.;lg.
listed in the German army at the
time that the United States was ney.
tral. I had a right to, then, and I
deemed it my duty to keep to
oath. I do not feel that way now. As
soon as I regain my American nation-
ality, we will be married. Mean.
while some hospital matron will look
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after you. Ready now. Jump in.”

““Oh I hate to leave Marianne like
that.”’

Elspeth drew back, and tears welled
up into her eyes. : :

“If you don’t, dear little girl, you
will in a few hours be past doing
anything for her yourself. Come:.”
Carl put his arm around her and with
his left hand, turned her face up to

18.
““The soldiers are in the street,”’ he
gaid. “‘I hear them marching on the

stone road. It is worse than death to
stay here. ‘‘If we go, there is Life,
and Love, and Liberty.”’

Elspeth kissed him.

““Come, then,”’ she said, and to-
gether they took their places in the
aeroplane. Carl started his engine,
flying low over German-held ground
until he reached the sea.

Half an hour after dark, he and
Elspeth stood hand in hand in France
happy prisoners in the hands of the
American Army.

BOY BLUE

By ARTHUR B, WATTS

L ITTLE BOY BLUE, come blow your horn
And mount your steed this summer morn !

Your hobby-horse is a charger bold
That takes a strong little arm to hold.

Rattle-de-bang adown the walk!

‘Whoa a minute! We want to talk—
Talk of the elves and the fairy prince,
And the lad who made the giant wince.

You take my hand and from “our street”
Familiar to your tiny feet,

We pass along through foreign parts

To where the dear, green country starts.

’

The river bank, the daisy field,

The wooded nook, what joy they yield!
The warbler’s note ‘mid leafy shade
Allures us farther up the glade.

It’s time for home; you ery, “No! No!”
But when we turn our pace is slow;
And ere we reach the beaten track
You're glad to climb upon my back.

Big Boy Blue! The years have sped,
And now you tower above my head.
Another hour, and you will slip
Away from home to join your ship.

You go alone; no more we two!
Your King has need of men like you.
His call has come to eager ears.
See how my pride has dried my tears!



SONS

By BEATRICE REDPATH

S soon as he could hold a toy
He had a bugle and a gun

And leaden soldiers; as a boy
I taught him that my son
Must learn to fight his battles out,
Not hide—nor run.
And I would tell him tales about
Battles and stern-faced warriors,
And speak of brave things men had done.
Yet women wonder why do men make wars.

AT NIGHT

By BEATRICE REDPATH

KNOW some day
That he’ll be here just as he used to be,
I know that he’ll be still as gay
And kind to me—
Oh, so I say
Most every day,
But in the night-time, sick with fear,
Huddled beneath the sheet,
I hear

A blind man’s stick come tapping down the street.

)




HORSES DRINKING

From the Painting by
Horatio Walker, R.C.A.,
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IN THE VINEYARRDS OF
BURGUNDY

BY ESTELLE M. KERR

ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE AUTHOR

) HE level road that runs
from Beaune to Dijon is
W4 bordered with vineyards
Wl They cover the plains and
vanish up the hillside on
-one hand and disappear
into the valley on the other. Shorn of
all grace, each vine stapds erect,
one pace removed f_ron} }ts ? fellow,
while the stake to which it is tied pro-
jects like a gray spear above the

n. Here and there a sunbonneted
woman, an old man or a child may be
seen pruning the vines, tying them
with wisps of straw, harrowing the
ground or spraying the leaves till they
are changed to a metallic blue which
seems to be reflected from the sky
abz;e intervals throughout the coun-
tryside are gray stone hamlets with
tiled roofs, each with  its ancient
church, a chateau or two and a café,
and my stay in Gevrey-C.hamber?m
has been of suﬂieiept d}lratloq to give
me a feeling of pride in stating that
here may be found t}le oldest chateau
and the nicest café in the whole can-
ton! They tell me too, th'at'Chamber-
tin is one of the best varieties of bur-
gundy and that the names of the near-
by villages sound sweet in the ears of
wine bibbers, but the best is alway§
exported and the clients of our café
are apt to think more of quantity than
quality. The name above our door-
way, ‘‘Aux Vendanges de Bour-
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gogne’’, is seductive. Enticing, too,
are the green tables and chairs in the
gravelled space before it, separated
from the dusty highroad by shrubs
in green tubs, flowering hydrangeas
and nasturtium vines. I have the self-
righteous feeling of the early riser as
I'sit here, carefully stirring my morn-
ing coffeé to extract the full flavour
from my limited supply of sugar. The
vignerons are only now going to work,
for at eight o’clock they call it seven,
—they did not alter their clocks with
the daylight-saving law! The café is
quiet at this hour; but the paper girl
brings me the Paris papers and before
long, customers will begin to arrive;
French officers in dusty motors, poilus
with transport wagons, American sol-
diers driving ambulances or motor
lorries on the road from Beaune to
Dijon. The ‘‘Sammies’’ order limon-
ade; they have not the Frenchman'’s
love of wine, nor his capacity for
drink which daily fills me with amaze-
ment,

Vineyardmen who work by the day,
are given by their employers a quart
of petit vin at ten o’clock, a quart at
noon, another at four and still another
at night, but sometimes they find that
insufficient and will drop in between
times at a café where wine of a richer
hue gladdens their hearts. “0ld
George,”’ when he is not working, will
drink as many as six large bottles of
the real article and there are other
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men in the neighbourhood who can
consume an equal amount without be-
ing noticeably affected. ‘‘Old George’’
complains bitterly of the price—one
frane, seventy-five centimes for a large
bottle, eighteen sous for a demi-
bouteille! Truly this is a terrible
war! But I doubt if in times of peace
such a poor specimen of humanity as
he eould find employment.

Even the well-to-do bourgeoise, so
saving in most things, is lavish in his
expenditure for wine. On Sundays
a plain, middle-aged couple with a
little girl of eight come here for din-
ner and, with their napkins tucked
carefully under their chins, soberly
consume their mid-day meal which in-
cludes a quart of red wine and a large
bottle of burgundy of a finer vintage.
Other couples, for whom the outing is
a rarer celebration drink an apér-
itif before the meal, a quart of Bur-
gundy and one of Champagne during
the repast, with coffee and liqueurs to
follow, making the bill for drinks
more than double the sum paid for
the food.

One day at noon a little man driving
a load of wood to Dijon sat down
opposite me at the green table and,
opening a newspaper containing the
end of a loaf, a small piece of cheese
and about half a teaspoonful of granu-
lated sugar, called for a quart bottle
of red.

““I see you prefer drinking to eat-
ing, monsieur,”” I said. ‘‘Yes,”” he
replied, ““Yes I am made like
that! Small need for cooking in my
home! A plate of soup—that is easily
made—bread, cheese and a good quart
of wine and I run like a rabbit! Ah
wine is the saviour of life!”’ He sip-
ped a little more and then continued,
‘T have been a vigneron since I was a
youngster. Perhaps you remember
the wine of 18937 It was 14 per cent.
pure aleohol in my part of the coun-
try—well, I throve on that. Wine is
what gives the Frenchman his spirit
and makes him the best fighter in the
world!”” He meditated awhile and

then added, ‘‘No; it is not I who
would betray France!’’ and he pat-
riotically emptied his glass. ‘‘Are you
an American, madame?’’ he econ-
tinued.

‘‘Canadian,’ I replied.

““Ah! ma pauvre dame! You are
far from home! My mare also—the
one out there—she is a Canadian, but
she understands no language—neither
French nor argot. But you, madame
speak English? Then my daughtex:
would be very pleased to have yom
come and talk to her. She lives on a
good little farm quite near—mnot more
than six miles away. . . . I paid a
lot of money to have her taught. She
is a sensible girl—my daughter—g
modiste. She has served her appren-
ticeship in Paris and makes hats of
very great value. If you like I will
drive you to see her with my mare—
the one from Canada—perhaps you
could make her understand!”’

Now that hats ‘‘of great value’ gpe
not in demand I suppose the sensible
daughter is working in the vineyarq
like everyone else. War has made us
all versatile! My host, M. Collardot’
is not only a hotelkeeper, vineyardman
and farmer, but on Sunday, behold he
is the village barber and his regulay
customers pay him for their wee
shave by the year! He raises suffiej.
ent fruit and vegetables for the use of
his establishment while Madame Cgl.
lardot carefully preserves them fop
the winter use. In her little yard she
raises chickens and rabbits, she does
all the cooking and she and her sepy.
ing-maid take their turn in the fields
then extra help is needed.

n the old days there were ban
in the great empty dining-room ;11‘:::
the café, and the stores of linen el
and china in madame’s cupboard Wi
often used, not only on the premi::
but sometimes the horse was h
to take supplies to wedding celebra.

tions in distant villages. There was

dancing too and music—now we hear
none, unless you count the blind pi

who pays us a visit every week opr so.

3




“Tying them with wisps of straw "

ays from ear and changes popu-
ll;: l()ili‘;zies to suit his mor.bid fancy,
but que voulez vous? I§ is surely a
great misfortune to be blmd‘! So t!le
children crowd aroun_d him while
their elders part with .careful.ly-
hoarded pennies and the girls receive
in exchange, from the old hag who
leads him, a brightly-cploured paper
whereon they see the picture of their
¢ future’’ and plainly read their for-
tm']l?l-le erowd that the piper attracts
is only equalled by the. one whxc_h
gathers when the town ecrier beats his
drum. The children cry £
“V’la 1’ appariteur!” and we
throw open our windows or run to
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the street to hear what he may have
to say. Yesterday he hurried the
slothful from their beds—but it was
only to remind us to get our bread
tickets!  Sometimes his announce-
ments are more personal: a cow hav-
ing strayed into a field of lucerne and
eaten not wisely but too well became
swollen to such an extent that she had
to be killed, so her owner informs the
public that he has beef for sale. This
advertisement costs him one frane,
fifty centimes and when there are two
announcements to be made in one
day the appariteur, who is already in
receipt of a salary of thirty dollars a
year paid by the township for official
notices, grows wealthy.



The Church at Gevrey-Chambertin

I often wonder what the quiet road
was like when the appariteur beat his
little drum to ecall to arms four years
ago in Gevrey-Chambertin.

““The news had travelled before
him,”’ Madame Collardot told me,
“but we gathered round to listen just
the same, then he ecalled for my hus-
band who was working at the vines
and I ran and ran, without stopping
to take breath. Of course I knew he
was too old to fight (and I was too
old to run like that!) but I called to
him, ‘Come quick!” and he came run-
ning, and. there was an auto at the
door and he jumped in, for there was
a sealed despatch to be delivered to
every young man in the distriet, call-
ing him to join his regiment.

¢«“We were not sad when the boys
went away—no, we were far too ex-
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cited for that! I said to my son-in-
law, ‘You will not fight; this is hut a
demonstration!’” No one had told us
the fighting had already begun!

and since that day we have not lived
in Gevrey-Chambertin!’’

Yet life goes on! Bread is scarce ang
wine is dear but there is still the vin-
tage and everyone lives for and by the
vintage. There are no young men to
help—unless you count the German
prisoners and the Russians whe
though not prisoners, are not allowe({
to leave France. The Slavs seem fajp.
ly contented, though no one \Speaks
their language and they know vepy
little French. Two of them used tq
lodge behind our café, but Ossip left
last Sunday to join the foreign legion
He did not relish his undefined status'
—mneither soldier nor civilian—ngp




The X1t Century Chateau at Gevrey-Chambertin

did he like being mistaken for a
Bosche, as he sometimes was, t!u)ugh
the Russians wear their own uniform,
a loose belted khaki blouse and a
peaked cap. The German’s gray cap
is without a peak and has a red band.
He is frequently dressed in bright
green and in all his clothing the P. G.
( Prisonnier de guerre) are conspicu-
ously stamped. ; :

Ossip had been a carpenter in Rus-
gia and he did not like the constant
stooping involved in work on the land.
Still he was clothed and well fed and
besides that he received two franes a
day and the farmer for whom he
worked was very kind. “But_ some
day I may have a patron who. is not

,”’ Ossip reasoned, ‘‘and 1'f I dp
not please him he will put me in pri-
son with 200 grammes of bread a day
and water. That has happened to
some of my comrades.”” So Ossip
decided to fight for France.

The motors that ﬂ,\,{ !)et\veen Beaune
and Dijon are all military, and com-
paratively few horses pass by, espe-
cially since the day of requisition.
Gevrey-Chambertin is the chief lieu
of the canton, so it was here that all
the horses from thirty-two surround-
ing townships were brought for Gov-
ernment inspection. More than four
hundred came, so they, with thpu- at-
tendants, made a great stir in the
quiet place. All day long the peasants
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waited, camping on the village green
where they ate their black bread and
drank their sour wine at mid-day and
fed their horses with oats, All day
long the café was crowded with bour-
geoises who discussed the war, specu-
lated on the chance of their horses
being taken, the price the Govern-
ment would pay, and the possibility
of replacing them. Madame Collardot
was unexpectedly called upon to pre-
pare forty dinners—a tremendous
crowd for her humble restaurant!
And all day long Antoinette ran up
and down the cellar stairs for fresh
supplies of wine.

Four hundred and sixty horses
passed, one by one, before a stable
door where the inspecting officers had
installed themselves, with a table,
chairs and writing materials, A
policeman called each man by name
from a list of the owners of horses
compiled at the various town halls,
and every horse, old and SOrry
though it might be, had to be led
before the judges. Even when the
owner had papers to show that his
horse had already served and been
discharged as unfit for use in the
army, he must again be produced,
for rest and care make new horses as
well as new men. Sometimes a wo-
man led the horse, sometimes a Ger-
man prisoner—for many of the far-
mers had brought with them their
only labourer, and he found pleasure
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in conversing, in his own language,
with those who lived in distant vil-
lages. The judges watched the gait
of the horse as it was made to run
before them, they examined its teeth
and fixed the price and noted its
qualities in case a further requisition
should be needed. Sixty horses in all
were chosen and the prices fixed were
often three times the cost of the ani-
mal, but even so, a good horse is im-
possible to replace just now, and none
but the proprietors who could prove
that their horses were absolutely in-
dispensable to the cultivation of their
farmsteads were able to obtain exemp-
tion.

The examination dragged on all
day long, and it was growing dark
when the last of the old people

wearily turned their faces homewards,
Only the children had thoroughly en-
joyed the day, and the chickens and
geese who wandered as usual about
the village square, but this day reaped
a richer harvest in grain and erumbs
from the noon-day meals of man and
beast.

At night the women, gathering in
the doorways to discuss the events of
the day, shook their heads sadly and
said : :

““They have taken our sons, they
have taken our husbands, now they
have taken our horses . . . only the
little children are left and they are
growing tall when will this

cruel war be over? When will we
begin to live again in Gevrey Cham-
bertin ?”’

-



FHE ERST IN-THE-WEST

BY N. DE BERTRAND LUGRIN

ILLUSTRATIONS BY DOROTHY STEVENS

l 1SS MABIE'S interview
with Chin Fook was
# short but courteous, par-
§ ticularly courteous on
the side of the Oriental.
Miss Mabie nearly lost her temper once
or twice for this very reason. He had
explained to her in good Eng-
lish, that he did not want }ps
daughter Fon brought up as a Chrls:
tian, because while he thought Jesu§
teachings were very good, Buddha’s
were older and better, and_ there was
nothing Christ had not said that the
earlier teacher had not sald_before
him. He was very chh ob.hged'to
Miss Mabie for teaching his child
English, he believed a certain amount
of education good f_or every woman ;
and when Miss Mabie had rather hot-
ly retorted something about .the slaY-
of Oriental women with the.lr
¢t gertain amount of educati.op”, Chin
Fook had quietly and smilingly re-
plied that at least Bastern women had
not yet learned to shun the h1ghe§t
and noblest respo_nmblllty of their
sex, that of bearing children, and
joenlarly he had adde_d, ““In one hun-
dred years, Miss Mabie, there shall be
no more Sons of v?hxte women ; then
the conquest of this country shall be
an easy task for the child-bearing
pe?tle’fl.le last Miss Mabie was forced
to fall back upon the lame excuse t}.mt
Fon did not want to go home with
her father. To which the latter shrug-
his shoulders expressively and
conveyed to Miss Mabie a dozen in-
sinuations by that one gesture.
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So Fon was called into the room,
where she huddled beside her teacher’s
chair, and her father standing in the
middle of the floor, with a bland smile
and a lazy grace, talked to her very
rapidly in Chinese, of which Miss
Mabie understood not a word, and to
which Fon made ejaculatory and
monosyllabie responses. At length the
Chinese child stood up, “I will go
with him”’, she said in a low voice.

“But you don’t want to go, Fon."’
Miss Mabie caught the girl’s hand,
and drew her around to face her.
“You don’t want to go, do yout”’

Fon’s face for one moment ex-
pressed sick fear, and a wild appeal,
then it assumed its usnal sweetly
docile mask. “‘I will go with him,”’
she repeated.

Miss ‘Mabie told the man that if
he would have the goodness to go, as
soon as she eould get Fon’s elothes to-
gether she would bring the girl to his
house herself. Chin said he would
wait. Miss Mabie said it would take
too long. Chin said Fon would not
require the clothes anyway, because
he did not believe in the English
style of dress the child was wearing.

“Very well, wait, then,’” said Miss
Mabie, and still keeping Fon’s hand,
she drew her from the room, and they
went upstairs together. The Chinese
girl was told to pack her small belong-
ings in her small matting bag, and
then Miss Mabie went into her sitting-
room to telephone to Mr. Brenton, re-
reporter on The Call and her usual

;)‘lvery pleasant help in time of trou-
e’



“I am listening,”” Paul replied.
“T am perfectly sure Chin Fook is

638 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
“It’s Alice speaking,”” she told

him. ‘‘Paul, I wish you would come

up here.”’

‘““What’s the matter?”’

““Can you come instantly ?’’

““Unless you’re being held up, or
have taken poison by mistake, I can’t.
It would cost me my job. You caught
me just as I was leaving to take the
boat to V———. I’ve got three minutes
to listen to you.”’

‘““What do you know about Chin
Fook?”’

““‘Let me see, let me see, Chin Fook
~—silk merchant, building the new
Oriental hotel in Chinatown. Worth
a million” probably. Decent sort of
man to deal with. Credited or dis-
eredited with six wives and one of ’em
a white woman. Recently returned
from China. Lived in this city ten
years off and on. Said to be highly
connected with Chinese royal family.
Don’t believe it, but undoubtedly a
superior sort.’’,

“It’s his daughter, Fon, who has
been staying with me off and on since
he has been absent in China.’’

““One of your Chinese class, eh?”’

“Yes, and now he’s come home,
and he wants her to leave me alto-
gether,”’

‘“A father’s privilege.”’

‘““Paul, he’s not a father. He’s a
cold, ecruel, caleulating, fat beast.
How can he know anything about
fatherhood with six wives? Besides,
one of the little girls in my eclass,
Fon’s cousin, told me in seerecy, that
Chin Fook is not Fon’s father at all.
He drove up here in his motor car
two days ago, and when he saw Fon,
his eyes fairly glistened, and she was
so frightened of him, I thought she
was going to faint. He told her he
wanted her at home now that her
mother was dead; she died about a
year ago, I believe, Fon was with me
at the time. And to-day he came to
take Fon away. All last night the
poor child lay wide awake, and over
and over again, she would beg me not
to let her go. It’s been terrible, Paul.

Listen to me.”’

a slave dealer. T have no proof be-
yond my own intuition, but T feel
certain he wants to sell Fon to some
one. She has grown so pretty, so
charming. There was a Chinaman
with him yesterday, a perfectly hide-
ous creature. Fon would not speak
about him. In fact, she won’t tell me
anything, but she Jooks at me with
dumb, appealing eyes, and I know
she trusts me to help her. What can
I do? Fon is not like those othep
Chinese women and girls you see
about. She has ideals, Paul, beauti-
ful ideals, and for six months she
has been going to service with me
regularly. Paul, I must do some-
thing, T simply must.”’

‘““Where is Chin?’’

‘‘Downstairs waiting for her. What
if T lock her up, Paul, and refuse to
let him have her?”’

“It wouldn’t do at all, Alice, you
would only get into trouble. You ape
not an Oriental, and you ean’t
understand them. You are invest.
ing Fon with some of your owp
sweet attributes, but in reality she’s
Chinese and nothing can make hep
anything else. I wish I could come
up and see you, but I can’t. You
know the Chinese are like fish, cold-
blooded. Fon is grieved at having to
part with you, that’s all. She’ll oot
over it. There’s no common groung
on which West can meet Rast, anq
our breed and their’s is as far apart
as the poles. For heaven’s sake, don’t
let Chin know your suspicions. Ppe.
tend friendliness, if you want to kee

in touch with your protégé, but, be.

lieve me, it won’t do very much z

so far as changing Fon’s nature goes
Well, good-bye, Alice. You haw;
known a long time how I feel about
these subjects. Be a good girl, anq
don’t worry.”’

“‘Paul you are as cold-blooded as a
fish yourself. I am going up to Fon
nov¥l, and ;f’ she will consent to
with me, I’ll lock the doors i
Chin Fook.”’ B

|




‘‘Alice presented herself at the shop™

“Don’t do it, Allice.”

e d-bye, Paul.”’

Bl(l}:)o Whe)I'l Miss Mabie returned to
Fon’s bedroom, it was to find it
empty; and all search of the small
house failed to reveal any trace of
either Chin Fook or the girl.

» o’clock Alice presented her-
.e]?tb{ei::re one of the long counters
in Chin’s silk shop. There were sev-
& 1 American tourists examining em-
g:idered linens and talking in very
loud voices, evidently labouring under

impression common to most Eng-
the 1 paking people that natives of
hl.lhig:ign countries must necessarily
l‘)e a little deaf. They turned to look
t Alice with frank and _fnendly ad-
wr tion. But the Chinaman who
mnr: to serve her wore an expression
:;m bored indifference. i
¢« Where is Chin Fook?"’ she asked.
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‘‘Not in,”” laconically replied the
Chinaman, ?

““I must see him,"" said Alice.

‘““He not here. Come back eight
o’clock.”’

‘““Are you sure?”’

‘““Yes—sure,”’

“I want to see his brother then, his
brother Lee. ™

““Jes’ minute.”” Alice watehed, as
he ambled slowly to the back of the
shop and disappeared under the
stairs. Presently he returned accom-
panied by a small, stout man who
wore glasses, and smiled benignly
upon Alice.

““How do you do?’’ said she, trying
to return the smile.

“How do you,” he replied, “‘yon
velly well 27?

““Thank you,”” Alice nodded. ““Did
your brother bring Fon here, a few
hours ago?”’
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The first Chinaman had been hover-
ing behind the other man and now at
a sharp word from the latter, slowly
and reluctantly withdrew.

“T know no,”’ Lee told Alice. ‘I
jes’ come in mysel’.”’

“Where is your little girl? Where
is Bit?”’

““She go play somewhere. I know
no.”’
Alice looked about her slowly and
comprehensively. For all she knew
Fon and her other little pupils’ so
well, she had never been at the home
of any of them, and was not sure
whether Fon lived over the store as
did the families of most of the Chinese
merchants, or in quite another part
of the town. She looked at the closed
wooden door at the back of the long
store, at the little door under the
stairs through whose glass a dim oil
lamp could be seen burning; looked
up the narrow stairway to another
closed door, and there while she
watched, the curtain of the glass was
drawn back, and for a brief moment
she saw Fon’s face, swollen with
weeping, the lips white, the eyes en-
treating. The curtain dropped al-
most instantly and the face was gone,
but Alice without a moment’s hesita-
tion walked toward the stairway, the
Chinaman following her up. Up the
steps she walked and straight to the
door. She tried the knob. The door
was locked.

““Open this,”’ she said to Lee, ‘‘Fon
is in here.”’

He looked a little troubled, but
smiled as he shook his head.

“‘Please,”’ entreated Alice softly.
“T want to speak to her. She went
away to-day without saying ‘good-bye’
to me. I would like to see her,’’

“You come to-night,’’ said Lee in a
kindly tone, ‘‘Come eight o’clock.
Chin Fook here then.”’

““Won’t you please let me speak
to her now?’’ asked Alice. i

Again the Chinaman shook his
head. ‘Velly solly,”’ he said. ‘‘Chin
Fook say ‘no’. I can not. Velly’f’ glad
see you to-night eight o’clock.

And Alice, much disturbed at
heart, but trying to keep an un-
troubled countenance, followed Lee
down the stairs, held her chin a little
high as she passed the survey of the
tourists’ inquisitive eyes, and, reach-
ing the doorway of the shop, was
bowed ceremoniou§ly away by Lee.

Alice had eaten no luncheon and
when she sat down with her sister
Annie to their dinner, she found she
had no appetite. Annie was away
all day teaching in a primary school
outside the city limits. Their even-
ings were the only times the sisters
had together. Fon’s tear-stained face.
and terror-haunted eyes were con-
stantly before Alice; she could talk
of nothing but what she called the
“‘kidnapping’’ of her little friend.
Annie was symptahetic but very
tired. When Alice announced her
intention of going out to try to see
Fon, her sister endeavoured to dis-
suade her, and while they were argn-
ing about it, a ring at the front doop
bell interrupted them. Alice res.
ponded and found a Chinaman
whose face looked oddly familiar, and
yet whose identity she could not fix
He handed her a note, and then ran
away down the street as fast as he
could go. Alice looked after him
puzzled for a moment, then opened
her letter. It was in Fon’s writing

“Dear Miss Alice,”” it ran, *°]
write to say good-bye and God bless
you. I was in much hurry to-day. I
like to see you again, but better not.
Have good memory of me. T wil)
try and be good. Chin Fook is king
to me. Fon.”” Then underneath
these very carefully penned lines
were some hardly legible words, look-
ing as if the writer had been undey
great stress:

““Come to-night. I watch for you
to the doorway on Ogilvie Stl‘eet:
Come for Jesus’ sake.”’

‘When the letter was shown to Annie
she was more insistent than ever that
Alice should not go out of the house
that night, but Alice was very white.

:
:
1
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faced and determined. Besides she
told Annie she would run no risk;
eight o’clock was early, it did not get
dark until nine. There would be lots
of shoppers in Chin Fook’s, and who-
ever heard of a white woman being
harmed in Chinatown anyway.

The streets were crowded with the
usual Saturday night throng and
Chinatown was as noisy and noisome
as ever. Alice walked rapidly. Her
neat frock, her dark hat, her small
black boots were inconspicuous
enough, but the plainness of her. at-
tire did nothing to hide the bright
loveliness of her young face, the shin-
ing gold of her soft hair, or the slim
beauty of her figure.

The obsequious Lee was busy at-
tending some customers when she en-
tered the store, but he left them, and
going to Alice asked her to follow
him into the office, a small room,
which took in one of the front win-
dows, and was separated_ ‘from @he
rest of the shop by a partition whlgh
reached halfway to the ceiling. Chin
Fook was there alone. ek

Alice sat down when he }}ad invited
her to do so, and then ynthout any
preamble he came straight to the
point, speaking quietly, 'forma!ly, and
sitting in his own chair behind the
deslll:. was best, he told her, that she
ghould not see Fon at present. The
girl was upset naturally at. leaving
her, but she was very sensible and
amenable and would becorqe recon-
ciled in a very little while. He
thought it had been a mistake for Fon
to have seen quite so much of Miss
Mabie. True, he had been glad, as
had other Chinese friends, to have the
children taught by so capable a lady,
and if Miss Mabie had gone a htt_le
farther than they had m_tendeq in
trying to instil Westgrn ideas into
Eastern children’s minds, she was
acting according to her own opinions
of what was fitting, and they had no
fanlt to find with her. Most of the
children whom she taught would con-
tinue to live in Canada, and such

R
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teaching would do no harm. But for
Fon he had different plans. She
would return to China in"the course
of two or three years, marry a man
of his choosing, and raise her sons
and daughters as befitted the children
of a Chinese dignitary. ‘““We are a
very old people,’” he said, smiling al-
most paternally. ‘‘But we are glad
to learn from younger nations what
is new, when it is worth knowing.
Yet, some of our own institutions
have stood the test of time, and we
have yet to find that they can be im-
proved upon.”’’

Now Alice knew nothing whatever
about Chinese institutions, nothing
whatever about Chinese religions and
philosophies. She looked upon the
whole nation as benighted heathen, in
spite of the fact that the fathers of
some of her pupils spoke English as
well as she did herself, and had a
breadth and tolerance of thought,
which she, uncomprehending, and un-
appreciating, looked upon as further
evidence of their immorality. Alice
was very young, very lovely, and
very charming, but her ancestors had
been Puritans, and she had inherited
something of their narrowness of
view, a fault which the breadth and
freedom and unconventionality of the
West would in time overcome, but
which at present invested her with a
zeal for missionary work, which was
almost Jesuitical. She looked coldly
and gravely upon Chin.

“Why did you and Fon leave my
house without telling me?’* she asked.
The Chinaman shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“Fon came down stairs and asked
that we go at once,’’ he said. Alice’s
large eyes expressed her frank unbe-
lief of this statement, and Chin
smiled again.

“Whom do you want Fon to
marry ?’” she asked peremptorily, but
wi;,h no idea at all of being impertin-
ent. .

““You would not understand,’’ said
Chin patiently. ““In one month you
come again and see Fon. We shall
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be moved then into my new house on
the corner of Glenwood and Oak
streets.”’ =

“Thank you,”” said Miss Mabie
stiffly, getting up to go. Chin handed
her a sealed envelope.

“MThe amount due you,”’ he said,
and then tendering her a receipt book,
““Please sign.”’

Alice did not linger longer. She
wanted to ask a dozen questions, make
several accusations, but somehow her
tongue refused its office. She felt sick
with disappointment, and angry and
utterly baffled by Chin’s calmness of
demeanour. She went out of the shop,
and into the night with her mind in a
turmoil. Pausing for a moment at
the edge of the sidewalk she looked up
at the windows above her. No sign
of life there. The blinds were closely
drawn. Some pots of flowers stood on
the little balecony, over the doorway
to the shop, tall echrysanthemums, not
vet in bloom, and white and red
peonies. Alice walked past the shop
and around the corner farther into
the heart of Chinatown. She was not
sure whether Ogilvie street was to the
right or the left of Chin Fook’s pre-
mises. Somewhere a clock struck nine.
A man jostled against her with a
muttered apology, and then turned
around to stare after her. She did
not notice him. The shops on the
side street were small and mean, their
windows dimly lit, and containing a
vastly unattractive assortment of un-
namable Chinese edibles. = There
were few people about and those few
Chinamen, who looked with furtive
curiosity at the girl. Having come
to the conclusion that the doorway
which Fon specified must be in the
street above, she was about to retrace
her steps, when the sound of a child
crying softly arrested her. Just
ahead of her was a dark alley between
two shops, a little boy stood there in
the shadow sobbing wearily. Alice,
her warm heart responding instantly
to the appeal, drew the little chap
out into the light of a street lamp.
He was neither Chinese nor white,

but something of both. The girl's
being recoiled. This was one of the
tragedies of the West, the tragedies
that always made Paul so choﬁingly
indignant. The child spoke English
His mother had whipped him, he said:
he was waiting for his father, his;
father was good to him, and while he
spoke the father came, a nondeseript
Chinaman to whom the little chap
ran with a ery of pleasure, and was
lx_ftcd to the man’s shoulder and eap.
ried into the dark passage. Aliee
shuddered and turned away, walking
swiftly. Looking over the roofs of
the little low shops, she could see the
back windows above Chin Fook's
store, and while she looked at them
one of them was opened, and a sleelé
little head thrust out, which Aljce
believed to belong to Fon. It was
quickly withdrawn, so quickly that it
seemed to her as if some one hagd
pulled the owner forcibly back. Aliee
clinched her little teeth. Fon must
be set free, to that she had made u

her mind. Little Fon, gentle, pretty
confiding Fon, only sixteen last
month, should not be forced into may.
riage or slavery by Chin Fook—Chin
Fook with his six wives and one of
them a white woman; Chin with his
cold, unfeeling face, and his lilttle
shining, appraising eyes, his vellov;
hands with their long, pointe(i, pol-
ished nails, and his forty years op
more of unrighteous living. Aliee
walked past the silk shop, past the
tea shop which adjoined it, past the
furniture shop where they were hold
ing a sale of sea-grass chairs, anq
where even yet there were many sho

pers, past the barber shop, from whog;
open ('1001' unspeakable odours came
in which highly-scented soap played
the least objectionable part, and so o

until she had come to the end of tlx: Y
block and turned the corner. ¢,
here was the entrance to the dwelline
portion of the block, the ﬁrsiut;lg
trance on Ogilvie street. She was =
of it now, for a small sign-board at
the corner bore the names of the in
tersecting streets. = She entereq th;




‘At length the Chinese girl stood up”

-way boldly, her heart beating a
ﬂ?&??;«, but her head held high,
and her eyes full of courage. A long
flight of steps was before her, she
ran up them, and opened ?he door at
the top, finding herself in a small
dimly-lit hall. Here she paused for
a moment, and while she waited, de-
pating what step to take next, which
one of the several doors that opened

ff the hall, to knock upon, one of
:hem opened softly and a woman came
towards her, a mlddle-aged‘, gray-
haired woman, who held her finger to
S. o
hef" }lzm Alice Mabie,
3 1 A
mff?ﬁzﬁ” the other nodded. “an
lained to me. Come a.long, I will
::kpe care of you. Fon is not herg.
They are taking her to V. . but if
e get down to the boat at once, I
v;,‘nk we can manage to intercept
:h:em. She is at the Angel Hotel.’:’
“Then it was not she I saw looking
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’

said the girl

out of the window a few
ago?’’

The woman seemed puzzled. “‘Oh,
no,”’ she said, ‘“it couldn 't have been,
Fon is waiting at the hotel until it is
time for the boat to leave. But she
éxpects you, she is looking for you,
poor little child."‘

M

minutes

Annie Mabie waited until ten
o’clock, and then when her sister had
not returned she telephoned 7The
Call office for Mr., Brenton. Hear-
ing that he was away, she telephoned
Chin Fook, and 20 no reply; then
she put on her hat and coat and went
to a friend’s house, where she enlisted
the services of Mr. Thornton, who
played in the orchestra at one of the
vaudeville houses, but who like many
another had much more ability and
ambition than his position called for.
Mr. Thornton had Just come home,
and was “dog-tired”’, but Annie
Mabie was only one degree less lovely
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and charming than Alice, and so he
accompanied her with great avidity.

They walked rapidly toward China-
town, and Thornton tried to laugh
Annie’s fears away, and to persuade
her that Alice was being entertained
by Fon and her father, who would
probably bring her home in his motor-
car. But Thornton was not without
misgivings himself. The erowds were
thinning, and Chinatown was com-
paratively quiet, the shops closed,
and closing, At Chin’s silk store the
blinds were drawn, the door pad-
locked, and the place in darkness.
They retraced their steps to a chem-
ist’s shop, and Annie remained at the
telephone twenty minutes calling up
one place and another that Alice
might by chance have gone. Finally
she turned away with a very white
face, and her eyes, dark with appre-
hension, questioned Thornton.

““What shall we do?’’ she asked.

““She may be home now,”” he said
cheerily. ‘‘Call up your house.”

Annie did so without result.

“Then we must go and rouse up
Chin.’”’ Thornton took her arm, as
they left the store and pressed it re-
assuringly. ‘‘She’s quite all right,
depend upon it,”” but his own voice
broke a little. The city clock struck
the quarter before midnight. Late
stayers were hurrying into last cars,
taxis and motors from the theatres
were flying homeward. ‘‘She may
have gone to a show with some one,”’
suggested Thornton.

“No,”” whispered Annie, ‘‘she’d
never do that, knowing I was waiting
for her, and anxious. ‘“We must go
to Chin’s.”’
~ Thornton led the way to a little
doorway, a very ineonspicuous little
doorway, between two of the shops.

He opened the outside door and rang

the bell of the inner door. He rang
three times before his summons was
answered.

Five minutes later they were in
Chin’s office, questioning the China-
man, who told them of his interview
with Alice early in the evening; of

how he had given her her money, and
she had left him to go home.

‘“How much money ?’” asked Thorn-
ton.

“Fifty dollars.”’

“But you did not owe her s
began Annie.

Chin shook his head. ‘‘I owed her
thirty-five dollars; my brother Lee
and I owed her thirty-five dollars for
the last three months, but she has
been so kind to 2

“Did anyone know that you were
to pay Miss Mabie this sum to-
night?’’ interrupted Thornton.

Chin shook his head again. ‘*Ng
one except my brother. She teaches
his little girl, too, you understand.*’

‘‘Could anyone have overheard youn
telling him about it?”’

‘“No. He was with me only about
five minutes before Miss Mabie came
in. He and I were in this office alone **

““You paid her in this office ¥’

(‘Yes-l’

The partition is low, some one
might have heard, might even have
climbed np and seen. Were thepe
many people in the store?’’

“Yes, a great many more than we
could serve. There was an exeursion
from S——. But I handed her the
money in an envelope. It was in ten
dollar bills’’—the Chinaman’s faee
was puzzled.

““I’m not so sure,”’ Thornton
his head. ; g
¢“Did she see Fon?’’ asked Anni
.“No.” thn looked kindly at tl:;
girl’s panic-stricken face. No, my
little girl is too much distressed. T
could not permit it. I am sorry. Bug

it would make it much harder, and—?

‘“Where is your daughter? S,
might know something,’’ T ®
suggested. 2 o

‘“‘She is asleep, I suppose.’’ -

‘““May I see her?’’ Annie el
her hands beseechingly. ¢‘Please let

me see her, I have something very

important to ask her.’’
Chin went away and in the

of ten minutes returned, followad‘b" :

“No, I don’t think
any one could have heard or seen '

A o ,,..nnwaJ
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‘'l am Alice Mabie’, said the girl in a whisper”

Fon, who shuffled along .in Iitt_lo
white Chinese shoes embrmdere(.i in
silver, and who was Wrappe.d in a
blue mandarin coat. Her hair hung
in two wide plaits over her shoulde'rs,
and her face was like a waxen-white
one.
an’%;nithout any preface.Annie asked
her about the note wluc_h had })een
gsent to Alice, and the girl gd,mxtted
writing it, though to Annie’s sur-
prise Chin seemed to knqw all about
it. too. She did not mention the con-
te’nts of the note then, and after tele-
phoning to their own house once more,
and failing to get a reply, Annie got
up and said huskily that they must
go and look elsewhere. :
Chin accompanied them to the side-
walk. He was evidently much con-
cerned. He suggested that tl_ley lose
‘no time in consulting the police, and
begged them to call upon him at any
hour if they needgvfi hjs services.

The moment that Paul B;ex{ton got
off the boat the next morning, he
hailed a taxi cab, jumped in and was
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driven to the Mabies’ house. Annie
met him white-faced as a ghost, and
half stupefied with anxiety. In ans.
wer to Paul’s rapid queries, she had
nothing new to tell, and she broke
out into little dry sobs now and then,
that were heart-rending to listen to.
“Did you see the Chinaman that
brought the note?’’ asked Brenton.
Annie shook her head, and Alice
had taken the note with her, she ex-
plained. Fon had admitted writing
the letter, but this morning  when
more closely questioned, she declared
she knew nothing whatever of the
latter part of the note, that she had
not wanted Alice to come and see her
again until it would be easier to say
“‘good-bye’’.
“We must find the Chinaman who
brought the letter,”’ said Brenton.
“We can’t,”” said Annie. ““He did
not come back to Chin’s shop this
morning and no one has seen him
since. Anyway, I don’t believe Fon.
I think she did write the whole note,
but is afraid to confess it, and I am
afraid Alice has gone to the wrong
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place. 1 have forgotten what the note
said, except that the last message
was very urgent.’’

“Did it mention a street and num-
ber?”’

““1 think it mentioned a street, but
I didn’t take any notice of the name.
I didn’t want Alice to go; I begged
her not to go.”’

““What is the police’s theory?’’

“They think that someone over-
heard them talking in the store, and
followed her for the money—or—they
think—"’

“Yes, ves, I know.”” Paul patted
Annie’s shoulder soothingly. ‘‘But
we are not going to give up, little
woman, or jump to wild eonclusions.’’

‘““‘Before she went out, I made her
take the little revolver you left,”’
Annie told Paul, to which he replied
that that was the best piece of news
he had heard. Then he kissed Annie
very gravely on the forehead, and be-
cause he had never kissed Alice, and
yet was claiming a brother’s privilege
with Alice’s sister, he blushed very
much, and then turned quite pale,
and when he tried to speak he could
not, for a little while. ‘‘But I’ll find
her,”” he told Annie as he went away.
““You just watch me. We’ll have her
home to-night—and then—if she will
have me—she won’t need to teach
those little heathen. After next month,
I’ll be night editor.”” He smiled
wanly, and Annie tried to smile, too.

The police were working on a clue
that led them to S , following
some suspicious characters who had
been among the excursionists. Thorn-
ton was inclined to a hold-up theory,
but Brenton had his own opinions and
he enlisted the services of Chin Fook,
who was more than eager to assist.
About four o’clock in the afternoon,
Sin Fat, the young Oriental who had
brought the note to Alice, and who
proved to be the same one who had
.served her in the shop the afternoon
before, was unearthed. While Paul
looked on, Chin interrogated his one-
time clerk. They were in a small
room at the back of a fish shop, lit
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by a smoky oil lamp and smelling like
the inside of a glue-pot. Chin shot
his questions at the quailing China-
man, who seemed to writhe under the
rapid fire of them. At length the
merchant turned to Paul.

““He says some one else wrote that
message at the bottom of my daugh-
ter’s note to Miss Mabie. He says he
has been in the employ of the Sang-
ster woman i

“Good G—!1"" ejaculated Paul
springing toward Sin Fat. 3

Chin held up an admonitory hand.
““If you frighten him too much,”’ he
said, ‘‘he will tell nothing more,
Wait.”” Again he spoke rapidly to the
other Chinaman, who answered hesi-
tatingly, sullenly. The three left the
room and went through the fish shop
into the street, walking rapidly.

Through the doorway which Aljee
had entered the night before they
went, and up the stairs into the hall.
There was no sign of life. Brenton un-
locked all three of the doors which
opened off the hall. Two of them led
into rooms, unfurnished now, and one
of them into a long, dimly lit passage
Off this passage were various rooms.
the doors of which were not locked’
They were all furnished identi :
the same, a highly polished beq
dressing-table, and wash-stand, two
upholstered chairs, and a square of
carpet, and they were all empty. In
the last room at the end of the pass-
age, the three men stopped, and
Brenton and Chin looked at one an-
other. ;

“The Sangster woman has had
word,”’ said Paul jerkily.

Chin spoke to the other Chinaman
who sat in one of the chairs, a de.
jected and thoroughly cowed crea-
ture. Their dialogue lasted some mo-
ments and afterwards Chin inter.
preted.

‘“‘He’s been lying to us,’’ sai :
““The Sangster woman- left heredll::.g
night for Vancouver on the midnight
boat, and was to take Miss Mabje
with her. She rented this place from
me two weeks ago, but the police tolq
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me who she was and I ordered her out.
The women she had with her left
Jast week, and she was to go to-mor-
row. She saw Miss Mabie in my
store two or three times when she
came here with Fon, and she spoke to
Sin Fat about her. Yesterday he over-
heard my brother tell her to come to
my place at eight o’clock. Then he
went to Fon and advised her to write
Miss Mabie a letter, saying he would
carry it for her. Fon did write it,
and she showed it to me, and I let
him take it, for I had no suspicions.
e went to the Sangster woman, who
added something to the note, trying
to write like my daughter as though
my daughter was much troubled and
in. haste. Sin Fat swears he knows
nothing more, except that he gave the
note to Miss Mabie, but for this, he
shall die at latest to-morrow morn-
ing.””  Chin spoke slowly and care-
fully, and with ominous calmness,
but his dark eyes burned in his yel-
low face.

Brenton’s own face was ghastly.

¢ Ask him what other place the
Sangster woman frequents in town?”’
he said huskily.

Chin spoke sharply to Sin Fat, tl_m
other did not answer at ﬁ.rst. Chin
walked over to him, and without any
warning, leaned above him and thrust
his long fingers about the other man’s
throat. The room was very still, hor-
ribly still for a few moments, and
then the sounds which came i:from the
chair were indeseribably hornbl'e. At
Jast Chin moved away from his vie-

tu?‘-He will speak when he gets his
breath,”’ he said. But the_ other
Chinaman lay quite inert, his head
hanging over the chair arm. Brenton
took a jug of water from the wash
stand and threw some of the contents
in the face of the fainting man, who
revived presently and told Chin what
he wanted to know. ; :
Brenton and Chin left Sin Fat in
the custody of the police, and went
ther to the water front. They
entered a dingy hotel, in the office of
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which Chin remained, while Brenton
went upstairs alone. He went up the
front stairs and down the back stairs
and out into a square-shaped yard,
not as untidy as might be expected,
and where a single tall poplar tree
grew and a great deal of ivy covered
the back walls of the brick buildings
which hemmed it in. Opposite the
back of the hotel was a flight of steps
leading into a three story brick house.
Brenton climbed the steps, and
knocked at the door. A Chinaman
opened it. Brenton said ‘‘Vietory,"
The Chinaman nodded, looked at him
keenly with unblinking black eyes,
then motioned him to follow, and led
the way into the house. There was a
kitchen to traverse, a dingy dining
room, a dark hall, then more steps and
another hall. The Chinaman moved
without the slightest sound, and Bren-
ton unconscionsly taking his cue from
him, went on tiptoe,

‘“She’s at the end there, in room to
left,”” the Chinaman stopped and
whispered. “‘I'll wait in hall down
stairs. S’pose you want me, you ecall,
all lite?’” and he smiled unblinkingly.

““All right,”’ said Brenton tersely.

“Miss Sangster she say tell you
she come back to-mollow night, all
lite?”’

“All  right,”” again responded
Brenton, his throat was parched and
the words came jerkily. He walked
to the end of the dark hall, and rap-
ped softly on the door indicated at.
At first no stir, no sound answered
him. He rapped louder. Then a voice
came to him, wavering low.

““If you come into this room I shall
shoot you at once.”’

““Alice.”” Brenton spoke close to
the crack of the door. ““It is I, Paul.”’

There came the sound of a low ery.,
Brenton turned the knob and entered.
Alice Mabie leaned against the foot
of a bed in a small, dimly-lit room,
whose one window was high in the
wall and barred. She wore her neat,
little suit, and her neat little hat, only
her hair was a little disordered, and
one or two curling strands hung about
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her cheeks. Her face was ashen white
and purple shadows lay under her
heavy eyes. One hand held fast to
the iron railing of the bed behind her,
her other hand eclutched a small re-
volver, which she still pointed at
arm’s length in front of her.

“Put down the revolver, dear,”’
said Paul, coming toward her.

She dropped her outstretched arm.
““It isn’t loaded,’’ she whispered. ‘It
never has been loaded.’’

She leaned against him with a little
shaking sob, as he put his arms around
her, and he unclasped her fingers from
the bed, and took the revolver from
her stiff clasp, lifting her hands to
his lips. Then his self-control gave
way entirely. ‘“Alice, Alice,”’ he
whispered hoarsely, and he bowed
his head over hers, and for a little
while neither of them spoke.

““Alice,”’ he whispered after a few
moments, and he held her away to
peer into her eyes. ‘‘ Alice, my sweet,
has anyone hurt you?”’

She shook her head. ‘‘No one has
touched me, Paul, no one. But all
night, since that woman left, and all
day, I have stood there where you
found me, just watching like that and
waiting. I have had nothing to eat,
or drink, and yet I have not felt hun-
gry or tired at all until now, though
sometimes the room would seem to go
around and around. She told me the
man would come back again to-day.’’

““The man, what man?’’

“I have puzzled it all out, Paul,
while I have been waiting here,”
Alice said, not answering him direct-
ly. ““That note the Chinaman brought
me was not all in Fon’s writing, the
last part of it was written by some
one else. You see it was not Chin’s
house I went to at all, though at first
I did not guess. The woman said Chin
was taking Fon to V- and that
they were down here in this house.
She seemed a kind woman, and I
thought she cried when she spoke
about Fon being so unhappy, and
wanting me so much. We came to
this place together, and up to this

room, she said Fon was here. She
pushed me in and then closed the
door and went away. There was some

one here, a man. I did not see him

at first. He was about as tall as you
and in the dim light looked like you’
for just a minute I thought it was you’
then I saw more plainly and at once'
I knew. I took the revolver out of
my pocket—and God gave me cour-
age—’’ her voice broke, but in a mo-
ment she had regained her self-con-
trol. ‘“The man did not come near
me. He only laughed a little, and
went quickly to the door, going out
and locking .it. Later the woman
came back and spoke through the key-
hole. She said they would keep me
here until hunger and thirst overcame
me, and that the man would come
back to-day. It struck one o’clock
Just after she went away. I had some
milk chocolate in my pocket, and 1
ate that, I thought I must try and
keep up my strength. But I don t
know, 1} donI’t know, if you hadn’t
come, Paul—If you hadn’ 3
when you did——}’r’ e
‘“There, there,”’ said Brento
ly, as the girl leaned her head lcl;):o }ft.
shoulder and sobbed a little, choking o
trying to restrain herself. He smooth
ed her hair with a hand that trembled‘
but his lips were set and his eyeg’
hard as steel. Presently she asked -
“Can we get away, Paul ?” ‘
“Yes, dear.”
““While she took off her hat ang

smoothed her hair, he brushed her

coat and skirt with his handkerchief
smiling into her eyes so tenderly tb,‘i
she could not guess at the passion for
retribution in his heart. He took h,

arm and led her from the room, 'm:r
Chinaman at the foot of the stair =
passed without a glance, traversj

the house and finding their way out
into the yard. There was no one to

intercept them. They passed throvgl; S

the hotel, avoiding the office

found Chin in his motor waiting fop
them in the street outside. He drove
them to Alice’s home, and a little later

went with Paul to the police station,

S
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Sin Fat was found dead by his own
hand in his cell the next morning, and
the Sangster woman was apprehended
on her return to the city and the
justice of the law meted out to her.

Two months later Alice and Paul
were married, and among the presents
was a handsome check from Chin
Fook, and a wonderfully carved cabi-
pet from Fon. But Alice did not go to
see her little protege for a twelve-
month. Fon had written her a let-
ter telling her that she was “ne\fer
g0 happy in all her life,”’ and Alice
preferred to believe her. Mr. anfl
Mrs. Brenton went to England. to visit
Paul’s people and it was while they
were there that Paul told Alice Fon’s
rather romantic history. The little
Chinese girl had been given to Chin
Fook while she was still a baby and
had been brought up when Chin mar-
ried, with his own children. Her
father had been Chin’s dearest friend,
but he had died poor and unable to
provide for his daughter. It had been
arranged before his death that whqu
the time came for Fon to marry, Chin
should wed her if he pleased. Need-
less to say, he did please, and when
after his return to Canada he found
his adopted child grown to charming
womanhood, he did not wish to dela_y
the marriage.  The ardour of his
wooing frightened Fon at.ﬁx:st, and
knowing Miss Mabie’s convictions she
had not wished her to learn the truth.
But Chin was both kind and gener-
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ous, and Fon had a loving and quickly
responsive heart.

One afternoon when Paul and Alice
had returned home, they went by
special invitation to take tea at Chin
Fook’s house at the corner of Glen-
wood and Oak streets. Chin was leav-
ing for China in a few weeks and
taking Fon with him, and they did
not expect to return to Canada. Chin’s
house was a large one of mixed archi-
tecture, and it had half an acre or
more of a garden full of flowers, and
a wide verandah enclosed with mat-
ting blinds. It was here that Fon
and Chin received their guests, Chin
as calm and dignified as ever, and Fon
wholly adorable in a wonderfully em-
broidered pale blue satin coat and
trousers, and shoes of blue embossed
with gold. Her abundant hair, guilt-
less of grease was dressed high on her
small head, and she wore earrings an
inch long in her tiny ears. Chin was
vastly proud of her, and the four of
them conversed animatedly and cheer-
fully. Presently, Mrs. Chin at a smil-
ing word from her husband. excused
herself and disappeared in the front
door, returning presently, her face
faintly flushed, her head high, and a
warm, shy smile in her brown eyes,
On her back in a hoodlike sling, she
carried -a tiny mite of humanity,
with a charming little round dark
face, and a head covered with soft,
black hair.

“Our son,” said Chin, with grave

dignity, looking at Alice.




PERCH

BY CARLTON McNAUGHT

ILLUSTRATIONS BY F. HORSMAN VARLEY

A7 1EN  young Canadians

,\" began to lay aside the
! 's,;‘,! peaceful weapons of
N ?]%1 civil life to become the
leaders in a grimmer
sort of warfare with the Hun, they
made an interesting discovery. An
important necessity, it appeared, had
been omitted from their former plan
of life. None of them (that is, none
worthy of our notice) had ever em-
ployed a valet. They learned, with
an increased sense of self-respect,
that an officer and a gentleman, what-
ever else he may lack, must have one
of these attendants to minister to his
personal needs. It was a flattering
idea. The tradition was not allowed
to die out.

In the army this functionary is
usually called a batman. The term
has nothing to do with baseball. In
the old days a batman was a soldier
who looked after the bat, or baggage

horses. Later on the sobriquet came

to be applied to soldiers who, in addi-
tion to their regular duties, “perform-
ed odd chores for sergeants in their
own time” (vide the “Canadian Sol-
dier’s Bible”). Nowadays, however,
it is the term used to designate the
personal servant of an officer or a
battalion sergeant-major—for the lat-
ter shares with the commissioned
ranks the right to have a valet.

A batman is supposed to be a
“tpained man”, capable of bearing
arms and taking his place in the fir-
ing-line if needed. But while acting
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as batman he is relieved of certain
parades and such irksome duties gs
guards and piequets in order to de.
vote his energies to that glittering he-
ing, his master. Ie cleans boots, belts
and buttons, ecarries water, makes
fires, resolves order out of chaos iy
his master’s quarters, and generally
dances attendance on this superior he.
ing whose big point is convenient]y

presumed to be brains rather than

elbow-grease. The superior being gl.
lows him a certain stipend, in addj.
tion to the pay which a private sel.
dier receives, as a salve to any loss
of dignity a fighting man may fee] in
taking up such menial duties. Ag a
matter of fact, if his patron is not too
exacting a master, or is too busy te
keep a regardful eye on how the hat.
man spends his time, that worthy js
likely to find his lot quite an easy one
So it is not surprising that the pos{;
is coveted, especially by such as have

no consuming ambition to shine jy

battles—for instance, “old soldiers™
who, having been through it all he:
fore, know too much about the Jess
agreeable aspects of war to set a vepy
high price on glory. 5

There are good and bad batmen
Indeed, batmen have at least om;
characteristic in common with Poets
—they are born, not made. The Cang.
dian army, like all the rest of the Bri.
tish forces, drew its material from ex-
ceedingly various walks of life. Pro-
fessional valets are not one of Can.

ada’s by-products; hence an officer

I




PEACH

was quite likely to discover that his
batman had formerly been a  coal-
heaver or a book-agent. Nelt.,her qf
the above-mentioned oceupations is
caleulated to fit a man to become a
gentleman’s valet. And yet previous
oceupation does not havo.as much to
do with it as one might think.

I have already said that batmen

are born, not made, and up to the
time of enlistment they may have
missed their calling. One of the best
batmen I ever had was an ex-cow:
puncher, who had busted bronchps on
the plains of Alberta._ In the winters
he played a fiddle in theatre and
dance orchestras in the ecities, so you
see he was nothing if not versatile,
But he was more used to riding than
walking, and although a fal]mg arch
did not disqualify him for service in
the brass band, (he played. an alto
horn with great charm), this defect
became so bad after a few long route
marches that he was ruled out for
marching and relegated to “bqse
duty”. It was thus that I got him
a8 batman for a portion of the train-
i iod.
m%lli): rllong suit was neatness an.d
order. It pained him to see a pair
of boots in the wrong corner of the
room or a tooth-brush out of align-
ment in the wall toilet-case. Having
been a cow-puncher he knew all about
Jeather, and kept my boots and equip-
ment in excellent condition.

On the other hand, T once had as
batman for a short period an ex-
plumber, a city man born and bred.
1 have felt less unchantablg towards
plumbers ever since. If this expon-
ent of the profession had _the same

ius for mending water-pipes as he
had for constructing articles of furni-
ture out of old boxes and bits of sack-
ing, and for getting. impossible ac-
eumnulations of kit into one small
trunk without damage to the trunk
or the contents, I am sure he must
have risen to the top. He also rival-
Jed a more famous predecessor named
Raffles as an appropriator of desir-
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able articles for my quarters. Heaven
knows how he accomplished it, but if
I even casually mentioned a passing
desire for a certain convenience, it
was in place the following day. And
vet his honesty was never impugned.
Far be it from me to say he stole
these things.

All this is really by way of intro-
duction to the story of Private Alfred
Peach. Private Peach was my first
batman, acquired at a time when I
was too absorbed in new and more or
less exacting duties and too little im-
pressed with the importance of such
a funetionary to pay much attention
to the choice. In fact, he was not of
my choosing at all, but was wished
on me by a company commander who
(as I afterwards found out) wanted
to be rid of him.

His name was Peach, but he looked
more like a stale and sallow apple.
He claimed to be an “old soldier”.
When Peach was pressed for partieu-
lars, this turned out to mean three
vears in the Territorials in England,
which was Peach’s native land. More
recently he had been a labourer, em-
ployed on drains in Canada. His at-
testation paper said he was unmar-
ried and forty-two years of age, but
he looked nearer fifty. He was a lit-
tle man, and he had an odd fashion
of sidling into my tent with his shoul-
ders drooped forward and his arms
hanging limply in front of him, which
gave him a furtive air. He also had
an uncanny habit of perspiring pro-
fusely in the face on the slightest
provocation. His sandy moustache
had been allowed to luxuriate in
primitive wildness, When he took
his place in the ranks for drill or
parade he straightened up and man-
aged to assume an air of semi-smart-
ness, looking almost like a soldier, and
on a route march he could tramp
along with the best of them, perspir-
Ing in streams, but giving no other
signs of strain,

I don’t think I ever saw a man less
suited to be a genleman’s valet. His
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appearance was unpromising from the
start, but the full extent of his extra-
ordinary ineptitude became apparent
only by degrees. He had plenty of
energy, but no imagination, and not
an atom of what, for want of a better
term, may be called a sense of neat-
ness and finesse. He never antici-
pated a want, and when advised as
to what was required he invariably
did it the wrong way.

His idea of polishing boots, for in-
stance, was to force all the accumu-
lated mud into the pores of the lea-
ther, then spread on a sticky layer of
polish and by a vigorous rubbing de-
stroy all hope of ever getting the dirt
out again. The result was a sort of
ghastly gray lustre that advertised
any shabbiness the boots might pos-
sess. Despite frequent warnings, it
was only after he had ruined two
new pairs of boots that he changed
his methods.

His notion of making up a bed was
almost as silly. How he managed
to get the blankets into the compli-
cated entanglement which he achieved
has always been a mystery to me.
After fighting ineffectually in the
dark of two successive nights with an
arrangement of blankets that seemed
determined to strangle me while my
feet froze in the frosty outer air, I
took Peach in hand and gave him
personal instruetion step by step.

His knowledge of military equip-
ment was of the sketchiest. I would
frequently find after donning my
Sam Browne belt of a morning that
the cross strap had been turned back
to front or buckled into the wrong
ring, giving an oddness of appear-
ance caleulated to elicit undesirable
pleasantries from junior subalterns.
And T can see him now, down on his
knees, with great drops of sweat fall-
ing from his streaming brow upon my
boots, struggling with splendid as-
siduity to buckle on my spurs. Unless
his attention were directed to it he
would never discover, even after he
had got them firmly buckled on, that

they were upside down. T let him do
it quite frequently in order the mope
fox.'clbly to point out his mistake, but
this seemed to have little effec£ ; he
was just as likely as not to do’the
same thing next time.

quhaps you are wondering why I
continued to employ Peach as batman
when I might have had another. Wel)
the truth is that there was somethin ‘
about Peach that disarmed severits
and melted any uncharitable feelings,
I never could find the heart to send
him back to the ranks. He seemed
always so earnestly striving, with g
sort of pathetic eagerness, to give
satisfaction. And if I did harden my
!1eart and set out to give him a ::E
ing for his clumsiness, he assume(i
such a dumb, beaten look that it was
like kicking a sick dog. My own pri
vate opinion was that he was olde;
than he said, and despite his seemin
hardihood on route marches he dig
not look strong and was ill-fitted fo
the more arduous duties of soldieri :

i used to marvel that Peach j d
remained so long unmarried. He wa
such a helpless, trustful, appealinas
creature, and he so palpably needeg
someone to look after him. Indee
he seemed to be the very type of m
who marries early and improvidenall
and. has a large and ever-growi
fangnly. But when questioned on hi
attitude towards the fair sex, Peael]:
a,.lways grew shy and uncommunieg
tive. 3

“I never was much of a ’a i
wimmen, sir,” he replied sorr:)ld ok
when I rallied him once on his bach;
lor state and his seeming impervig:
ness to feminine charms. “It ain’tn'&
my line.” I thought there was a ¢ e
touch of bitterness in his tone v
a?% _I began to suspect some tr s
of disappointed love in his
did not press him. His habitls)?;;p:nd
ed to be blameless. He told me-‘]?
“never touched booze”, and as fap . =
I could see he was a tee-totaller T
rarely asked for leave. ) o

Once he wanted to go and see .

Bt
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in the city, whom he had not
brgxthe}fe said, for ten years. I gave
1s§m ’a week-end pass expiring at tat-
too on Sunday. He did not return
till Monday night; but as Monday
was a holiday anyway, and Peach ex-
lained that having missed the train
gnnday night he could not get pas-
e back till Monday evening on ac-
sagunt of the excursion crowds, I let
B off with an admonition. One of
lmnoﬂ'icers told me that. he had seen
oulrnan who looked to him extremely
fike Peach staggering along the _stregt
on the holiday pretty well “spiffed”,
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but I concluded he must have made a
mistake,

Then one night the regimental po-
lice dragged Peach into the lines hope-
lessly drunk. When he was brought
before me next morning he was trem-
bling like a leaf and plainly very
much frightened. He swore he would
never touch another drop if I would
let him off easy and keep him on as
batman. Well, it was his first “drunk”
so far as the battalion was concerned,
so he merely got an admonishment. 1
asked him afterwards why he had
lied to me about drinking, and he
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stammered and looked so penitent and
seared that T thought he had already
had enough punishment in the mere
discovery of his lapse an8 did not
press the point.

I was now sure of my theory.
Peach’s fall from the temperance
heights had been preceded by recur-
ring spells of extreme glumness, in
which he seemed to be brooding over
something. Perhaps it was my already-
formed theory that led me to notice
the apparent accentuation of these
morbid moods in Peach when in the
presence of the fair sex. Oeccasion-
ally on Saturday afternoons and Sun-
days the boys would bring their wives
or sweethearts into the lines to show
them over the camp. At such times
I would catech sight occasionally of
Peach standing in the door of his tent,
contemplating with an air of Byronic
melancholy, the unabashed billing and
cooing of these happy mortals.

Undoubtedly the sex had dealt
harshly with him. Some lovely maid-
en in the heydey of his youth had
spurned poor old Peach, and he had
never recovered. As he gazed at these
light-hearted lovers he seemed to be
thinking sadly and a trifle bitterly of
the happy home he might have had,
of the tender ministration of a loving
wife, of the supreme happiness of
children. These fate had withheld.
‘Was it any wonder that the spectacle
of love’s young dream had a depress-
ing effect? Could I blame him for
an occasional submergence in the
strong waters of forgetfulness? He
was doing his best not to become a
drunkard. He swore to me that he
would cut it out.

But apparently, while Peach’s in-
tentions were of the best, his will was
not as hardy a plant. On several oc-
casions, while he was in the act of
brushing my boots before dinner, his
breath raised strong suspicions in my
mind. It smelled of sen-sen.

I began to frame some words of
friendly comfort and advice for
Peach, in the endeavour to buck him
up and avert his footsteps from the
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dangerous paths of intoxication. My
little heart-to-heart talk was almost

ready for delivery, when one morn-

ing I received a summons to the ecol-

onel’s office.

“Is your batman’s mame Alfred
Peach ?” asked the C. O.

I replied with some surprise that
it was.

“Is that the man?”’ continued the
C. O., holding up a large mounted
photograph. It seemed to be a family
group. Peach, in civilian clothes, was
seated by the side of a large and de-
termined-looking English woman and
surrounded by a boy of about sixteen
a little girl of probably fourteen, t\w;
smaller boys who appeared to he
twins, and a child of three whose sex
was debatable, while the woman was
holding in her arms a very young
baby. There could be no misfakin
Peach, even in civilian clothes. He
had the same shrinking, submissive
mien, the same untamed moustache
the same stale-apple sort of counten:
ance. I said so to the C. O.

“The other individuals in the phote.
graph are Mrs. Peach and the litt]e
Peaches,” said the C. O. reflective]
“Mrs. Peach’s sister has written ni’e
enclosing this charming family por-
trait and complaining that Peach de.
serted his wife two years ago, and fop
the past year has not been contribyt.
ing a penny towards her upkeep ang
the upkeep of the little Peaches. 1
see from his attestation paper that he
enlisted as a single man. Has he ever
told you anything about his—ep._
sizable family ?”

“On the contrary,” I replied, <
been led to believe from hI;s oc(,:ain(f:;aﬁ
remarks that he was a woman-hatep »

“That may be, that may be,” muséd
the C. O. “But apparently his avep.
sion to the sex is not so much generg]
as particular. I think perhaps we had
better look into this.”

Peach was summoned, and
attention in the C. O.’s o’fﬁce izt:(:tia::
of “\golent, perspiration.

each,” said the C. O., “T
stand that you enlisted a;.s auslilgglr;




man, and wanted to do your duty.”
#Yes sir.”
“Nov:r, tell me the truth, Peach, are
married ?”
yo}l think Peach scented that_ some-
thing was up. Beads of perspiration
trembled on his brow. At any rate
he threw up his hands without a
le. :
stl:?Iggm, sir,” he said. _
“Now, see here, Peach,” said the
(. O., leaning back and regarding the
cz:imi;lal contemplatively, “I don’t
want to interfere in any man’s pri-
vate affairs. At the same time, it

seems to me you haven’t done the right

thing by your family, quite. Do you
think so?”
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‘“ He swore to me that he would cut it out”

“No, sir,” said Peach meekly. The
sweat was running down his nose in
streams. “I ’aven’t, sir.”

“Now, I tell you what T want you
to do. I am informed that you haven’t
been sending your wife any money.
I want you to write your wife and
tell her that you are assigning part
of your pay to her, and she will then
receive also a separation allowance.
Meanwhile you ecan go into the pay-
master’s office and make out an as-
signed-pay and separation allowance
card. Are you satisfied to do that?”

Peach was obviously satisfied to do
anything that would get him out of
his present uncomfortable situation.
He quailed before the (. 0’s gaze. [
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think he had feared severer measures,
in which the eivil courts might figure.

“I’m glad it’s come out, sir,” ven-
tured Peach. “I’ve been worrying a
lot about it, sir, and I’ll feel much
better now.”

I don’t think this enigmatical state-
ment made much impression on the
(', 0. He dismissed Peach with a
wave of the hand.

In the privacy of my tent that night
I endeavoured to draw Peach out. In-
deed, he seemed much happier than I
had ever seen him before, and I was
constrained to put it down to the eas-
ing of an overburdened conscience.
Little by little I got his story.

Some two years ago the strain of
domestiec relations had become a bit
too severe for Peach. His wife was
a lady of ambition, I gathered. She
aimed to move in society, to be seen
and heard. The daughter of a wealthy
butcher, she already had some claims
on public notice, and marriage but
inereased her yearning for social
sway. The death of her father brought
her a tidy income, for her mother was
already dead and she was an only
child. The Peach homestead became
the eentre round which the smart set
of Hampstead revolved and from
which it took its cue. Alfred, how-
ever, failed miserably to live up to his
wife’s position in Hampstead circles.
He preferred humble companions and
a pipe and slippers before the fire
when the day’s work was done to the
glittering miliew which Mrs. Peach re-
garded as her natural element.

I have already pointed out that he
was of a shrinking disposition, though
constitutionally eager to please. He
did his best, for a while, to play his
part, but only drew upon his head the
seornful displeasure of his lady. His
blunders I could picture quite easily,
from my own knowledge of Peach.
And I could see from the touching
family portrait, taken, as Peach ex-
plained, in the days before the Peach
home became the nerve-centre of
Hampstead society, that Mrs. Peach
was of the masterful type.
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Finally it became too mueh for
Peach. All unknown to his wife, he
bought a ticket for Canada. When he
secured a job digging drains for the
corporation of the city of Toronto, he
wrote back to Mrs. Peach, sending
her some money and informing her
that, having decided to better their
fortunes, he had secured a post as
manager of a large department store.
This was so as not to shoek Mprs.
Peach’s  aristocratic  sensibilities,

_ Peach explained; but if she knew her

Alfred, I’'m thinking the announce-
ment must have had quite the op-
posite effect. Peach as a department
store manager !

Well, he continued to send money
home regularly, till the slump ecame
for activity in the drain-digging line
slowed down, and Peach was out of
a job. He stopped writing to Mrs,
Peach because he was ashamed to tel]
her he had lost his job and had ne
more money to send. Things went
from bad to worse; and then came the
war, with the opportunity to enlist
Peach under-stated his age by eighé
years, for at that time the age limit
was being rigidly adhered to. He dig
not write to Mrs. Peach because he
had debts to' pay off, and, anyway
he hadn’t written for so long tl;at hé
didn’t know how to start again. Tt
would entail explanations, and (as |
knew from the difficulty I had iy
drawing this story from him) Peach
was no hand at explanations. ;

But, honest soul, he had been worry-
ing about it. He could scarcely bhear
to think of Mrs. Peach struggli
along unaided to keep up the tone of
Hampstead society and bearing the
expenses of a family and a salon sole-
ly out of her private fortune of six
hundred pounds a year. It is
that all but the two youngest children
were holding good positions in Ham;
stead business establishments, and 5;
paying for their own living and a
menting the maternal coffers. But he
was not easy. Sometimes he was ey
driven to seek the sweet Nepenthe of
the brimming cup, though he was g].
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emorseful for it afterwards.
;I?eysh;d been reared as a teetotal-
er;:I ain’t never quar}relled with Joe
i ou see, sir, but she was some’ow
;lfs%tyon ’avin’ me pl’y the pa}‘t’o,f a
gen’lemun, and me never "av’m ad
- much schoolin’. It was a bit ’ard at
times. I knows me pl’ice, though me
wife used to s’y it was bccal}s? I ’ad
no ginger or hambition. T ain’t a so-
i t o’ person.” vt
melt’}:),sg’reach I:vas distinetly not a “so-
ciety sort of person”. 1In fact, he was
not even the sort of person o.f which
the attendant slaves of society are
made. I rather sympathized with h}m
in his averson for the hard, white
light of social prominence. Indeed,
I thought I could quite understand
the feelings that prompted his ﬂlgl}t
to Canada. His explanatuzn of his
subsequent neglect of Mrs. Peach was
the more understandable. aftex: a
lance at that lady’s portrait. Plainly
he could not bear the tl}ougl‘lt of Mrs.
Peach’s comments on his failure as a
department store manager. And,.as
he explained, debts con.traetcd during
his period of enforced idleness had to
be settled from his military pay, and
forbade any remittances to the Queen
of Hampstead. I had no mlsglvmg’s
about the genuineness of P_eac‘!n S
story. 1 knew he would be quite in-
capable, if only from_ sheer lack of
imagination, of inventing such a tale.
Well, for the sequel, the‘scen_e must
be shifted to the fighting-line in
France. Private Peach stayed on as
my batman for some weeks after the
startling disclosures above related. He
told me from time to time of letters
from his wife indicating that he had
been at least partially fo_rgwen, and
'acknowledging the receipt of the
“money. What explanation he gave
her I could never find out. But there
is no doubt that the clearing of his
conscience worked a great change in
Peach. His furtive, sidling manner
~ disappeared and his eagerness 30
‘£ plw' grew even more pronounced.
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His bearing became respectfully
cheerful, and he was even heard to
whistle while going about his work,

I cannot say that his deftness as a
batman inereased. He never over-
came his genius for carefully select-
ing the wrong way of doing a thing.
But it did not matter so much, for

~when our third reinforcing draft was

ordered and all “employed” men were
re-examined as to their fitness, Peach
passed the medical test as an “A1”
man and was included in the draft.
He said ‘good-bye to me almost affec-
tionately before he marched off. And
that was the last I ever saw of him,
I used to think of him frequently, and
hope that he would return after the
war with the prestige of a hero to fit
him for the place in Hampstead so-
ciety designed for him by Mrs. Peach.
A hero is always a social asset.

But one day, in the casualty list, I
saw the number and name of Private
A. Peach. It was in the column head-
ed “Killed”. It was not till some
time later that a returned soldier told
me the story. He was in the support
trench at the time, quite near where
it happened. Peach, with a number
of others, whose first day in the
trenches it was, was in the act of get.
ting a hot lunch ready. He was stand-
ing over a little wood fire, across
which a couple of short iron pipes had
been laid to support his mess-tin. The
men in the next bay heard a terrifie
explosion and rushing around the tra-
verse they came upon a scene which
led to a hurry-up eall for the stretch-
er-bearers. Three men were killed
and five badly wounded. Peach was
one of the three. The iron pipes so
ingeniously pressed into service. by
Peach had contained ammonil, the
deadliest of high-explosives. His gen-
ius for selecting the wrong method
had proved his undoing at last.

So Peach did not go back to become
a society lion, after all. T often won-
der if Mrs. Peach is still “carryi

on” as the leader of Hampstead’s
smart set.



A FAMOUS FRONTIER JUDGE

BY R. G. MACBETH

AUTHOR OF *““THE MAKING OF THE CANADIAN WEST'", ETC.

RITISH COLUMBIA,
mining, lumbering, and
sea - bordering area
though it is, has been
throughout all its his-
tory singularly free from
lawlessness and erime. This is not
a reflection on the character of the
industrial workers of that Province,
beyond the fact that theirs are the
industries that in large degree isolate
men from the humanizing influences
of home life. And it is matter of com-
mon knowledge that such isolation
does not generally tend to the eculti-
vation of high morality.

This common knowledge rests on
wide observation of humanity, to such
an extent that the shining exceptions
to the rule only serve to prove it. This
does not suggest that the mean of-
fences of smallness, theft, deception
and general all-round selfishness get
a strong hold on the men in these oc-
cupations, for the very opposite is
the case. But the temptation is in
the direction of recklessness regarding
human life, one’s own and that of
others, to such a degree that gunmen
and gamblers have always been in
evidence in frontier camps.

We know, for instance, that for
several years in their history, the
Western States of the neighbouring
Republic were given over to a kind
of atheistic lawlessness to such an
extent that observing people de-
clared “there is no God west of
the Mississippi River”.  This, of
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course, was a luridly extreme state-
ment, but its general implication is
clear enough.

We affirm again that British Colum-
bia has been, on the whole, singularly
free from such a lawless condition
though its geographical situation an(i
the type of its industries in the early
days might have been considered like-
ly to produce it. For this there must
have been some distinet cause. Angd
one’s study of the history leads one
to say that a two-fold cause existed .
In the labours of devoted mission:
aries, and the remarkable work of
that famous frontier judge, Sir Mat.
thew Baillie Begbie. Men like Eayl
Grey, Governor-General, and the late
Major Walsh, noted Mounted Police.
man, and countless others have borne
testimony to the influence of mission-
aries in the cause of good order. Of
such missionaries British Columbig
had its share. But the purpose of the
present article is to give a portraituré
of the man who incarnated the best
traditions of British courts of law anq
who, in his administration of layw
neither courted the favour nor feared
the frowns of any man or set of mep
whatsoever.

It is a curious thing to wateh the -

streams of human history and thejyp
unexpected confluences. For some
years past, “Knebworth” has been
familiar to us in Canada as the formep
home of Lord Strathcona, our High
Commissioner in England. Angd it
is to the former owner and oceupant

.



A Famous Frontier Judge
Sir Matthew Baillie Begbie, Chief Justice of British Columbia from 1838 to 1894

of “Knebworth,” namely, Sulwer-Liyt-
ton, that we owe the early constitu-
tion of British (‘ullm_llnu, as well as
the appointment to a ’]udegs)np there-
in of the famous subject ()f.th(‘ pres-
ent writing. Bulwer-Liytton is remem-
bered as a novelist rather than as a
statesman, but he had ambitions to
make a name in the ]_zlttvt’ (h{'cotu_m.
and, when Secretary for the ( olonies
in 1858, introduced a bill into t!l(‘
British House creating British Co-
Jumbia a colony of the Crown. And
as the judge for the new o'nl(m:\'. Bog-
bie. then a rising lawyer in Lincoln’s
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Inn, was happily selected. Thus did
the famous novelist do-a statesman-
like service for the Far West. For
when in 1866 the two colonies of Brit-
ish Columbia and Vancouver Island
were united in one under the name of
the former, Judge Begbie became
Chief Justice over the whole. and thus
ame to exercise tremendous influence
on the coast conntry in its most eriti-
cal formative days,

Begbie was born in Edinburgh and
was the son of an officer who had seen
much active service under the Iron
Duke. And though young Begbie in



660

the piping times of peace entered on
the study of law, he, too, was a soldier
in bearing and in spirit all his days.
More than six feet in height, he was
a man of most commanding figure, as
well as stately carriage, and he pos-
sessed withal the unflinching courage
that took mo account of the fierce
threats often made against him in
frontier camps, whither he went on
cireuit to hold court wherever neces-
sary. It was doubtless this dauntless
soldierly air, coupled with his dig-
nity in court, which led one of the
most dangerous characters in the
country, one Ned MeGowan, a gold-
miner, to say one day that he “did
not like the look of Begbie” and so
was going to get out to some safer
clime. Which MeGowan duly did, by
erossing the line to San Franeisco.

It was perhaps because he was a
soldier’s son that the Chief Justice on
one occasion delivered a vitriolie
broadside from the Bench against a
man who had appeared in the dock
with the Crimean medal on his breast.
The charge was that this man had
broken into a church mite-box and
had stolen the pennies that some chil-
dren were saving to buy Sunday
School books. The sight of the medal
evidently troubled Begbie and it is
recorded that he took some pains with
the witnesses in the hope that he could
clear the man of the accusation. But
the evidence was clearly against the
prisoner and the jury said “Guilty”.
Then the Chief Justice opened fire.
He told the prisoner that he was the
meanest scoundrel he had ever met.
He intimated that the perpetrator of
such a crime had either stolen that
“War Paint” or “had secured it by
hiding behind the breastworks at Se-
bastepol’’. He wound up by im-
posing a long term of imprisonment
and telling the prisoner that when he
got out of jail, he had better get away
to the other side of the earth, where
no one would know him. Then he
added to the Sheriff: “Take this
creature out of my sight”.. This
surely was a case in which the spirit
of his soldier ancestry flamed out in
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the heart of the judge against an aet
that had disgraced the uniform and
belied the medal.

It should be borne in mind that
Begbie was sworn into office about
the time when miners who had been
through the gold rush in California
began to ecrowd up to try their hand
at placer mining on the Fraser River,

Amongst these miners there were
many reckless characters and some
of their camp followers were even
worse. It was a time to test the qual-
ity of the Judge, but Begbie was fully
equal to the occasion. It is quite a
notorious fact that judges and magis-
trates across the line at that time were
ridiculously lax in their administra-
tipn of law, were very deficient in dig-
nity and were in the habit of being
hale-fellows-well-met with all ang
sundry. Hence the courts there were
a good deal of a joke and lawless char-
acters defied even the administrators
of law themselves. But when the
crowd came over into British Colum-
bia and started in to play “rough-
house”, they got the surprise of theip
lives. They had been accustomed to
the very extreme of democracy in the
dress and manners of the Judge, but
here they came up against the severe
dignity of a British court. They found
in Chief Justice Begbie a man clothed
in all the stately insignia of office ang
absolutely proof against any of the
terrorist tacties of the gang. He spoke
as a man who had the consciousness
of having behind him an Empire that
stood for law and order and the sane.
tity of human life.

He evidently saw the situation from
the outset and decided to deal with it
strongly. We find ground for this
statement when we read a case where
quite early in his career as judge,
Begbie had brought before him on g
charge of stabbing one who was g
notorious bully and general “baq
man” from across the line. A bie
crowd of men who were of the sm'g :
kind as the prisoner, assembled to see
what this new kind of judge would
do. The Chief Justice, nothing daunt.

~ed, recognized and seized upon the
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opportunity, for it is on record that
he addressed the prisoner as follows:
“Prisoner, I am glad to find that your
case has drawn so many of_your com-
patriots into court. I am given to un-
derstand that the mining class of the
Western States think that they have
liberty to defy the law of the land
and govern it to suit themselves by
the Bowie-knife and the Colts’ pistol.
You, prisoner, are a good representa-
tive of that class, and I am told that
there are a good many of your type
within the sound of my voice. Now, I
have been appointed a Judge to in-
terpret and administer the law in this
country. We have a law which pro-
hibits the carrying and the use of Qf—
fensive weapons, and under the Brit-
ish flag there is no necessity for them
amongst citizens, and let me tell those
who are in court as well as those out-
gide that any who carry such weapons
in this colony will be dealt with to the
full limit of the law. Prisoner, you
have been found guilty of a cowardly
attack and are sentenced to three
years’ imprisonment.” )

In connection with (tlhls' period a

ent was once made 'in a paper

:z?xt:l;nof the line that I}egbie on his
arrival in a new district, generally
took a walk around and found suit-
able trees on which to hang criminals.
This, of course, is a ridiculous exag-
geration, but it was well known that
the powerful, athletic J udge was

ite ready to see that a hanging was
carried out at all hazards if a Judlqlal
case arose that required the execution
of that sentence. Some doubt has
been thrown on the well-known story
of the case in which the Judge turned
the tables on a “fresh” prisoner who,
on being given a fine, shouted out that
“he had the cash in his pockets and
the Judge could not put anything
over on him”, whereupon the Judge
added a stiff sentence of_a term in jail
and asked the prisoner if he had that
in his pockets. We find this story
youched for by many, and the fact
that a similar case occurred elsewhere
does not disprove it. It is thoroughl_
~ characteristic of Begbie.

661

In some cases it is on record that
the Chief Justice fairly scorched the
Jurymen when he saw that they had
been influenced in their verdiet by
considerations other than the evidence.
In one instance he told the jury that
they were a pack of Texas horse-
thieves and deserved hanging for al-
lowing a murderer to escape. In a case
where an inoffensive citizen had been
sandbagged, the jury, to the great dis-
gust of the Chief Justice, brought in a
verdict of “not guilty”, whereupon
he released the prisoner and told him
that he would do a good turn if he
sandbagged every man on the jury.
One can readily understand how law-
less characters soon came to know that
it was an extremely dangerous thing
to “fool with that man Begbie”, and
hence the record is that the criminal
class never got a hold in British Co-
lumbia. But it is now well known
that the Chief Justice brought this
all to pass by methods that involved
serious personal danger and frequent-
ly at the risk of his life,

In private life, Begbie was a cour-
teous, cultivated gentleman, with a
strongly-developed taste for the fine
arts. He was especially fond of music,
and was for years President of the
Philharmonic  Society in Vietoria.
Both in New Westminster and Vie.
toria, for he resided for a time in each,
he always sang in the Anglican Choir
and often read the lessons in his fine
sonorous voice,

He died in June, 1894, at the age
of seventy-five, and up to within a few
vears of his death had been actively
engaged in the duties of his high of-
fice. T happened to be in Victoria at
the time and recall how deeply the
eity was moved and what a great con-
course of all classes of people attended
the public funeral. Sir Matthew had
never married and had no near rela-
tives in this country. The pall-bearers
were the Premier and other leading
public men of the Provinee, while the

‘Lieutenant-Governor and the Admiral

of the Pacific Fleet were present, next
to the chief mourners.

On the morning of the funeral a
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large number of the members of the
Bar of the city and the Province met
in the Court House and unanimously
passed a resolution which is really a
history and a tribute put together. It
reads as follows:

“Resolved, that the members of the
Bar now assembled, on behalf of them-
selves and brethren throughout the
Province, express their deep sorrow at
the death of Sir Matthew Baillie Beg-
bie, Knight, late the Chief Justice ot
British Columbia.

“His removal takes away one of the
most prominent figures connected
with the early history of this Prov-
ince, a man whose strong individual-
ity and uprightness have left a lasting
impress upon every branch of our
judicial system.

“At a period when firmness and
diseretion in the administration of
justice were much needed, his wise
and fearless action as a Judge caused
the law to be honoured and obeyed in
every quarter.

“When the settlement of the coun-
try advanced and the necessity for
preventing lawless outbreaks became
less frequent, he as Chief Justice of
our Supreme Court, manifested an
ability which showed that his intel-
lectual faculties were as keen and ac-
tive as his character was stable and
commanding.
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“He was a man of scholarly attain-
ments and his versatility of talent
evoked the admiration of all who came
in contact with him.

“As a Judge, the tendency of his
thought was eminently logical, his
judgment was prompt and decisive,
his integrity was never questioned. .

“His private life was in every way
worthy of his ])llbll(‘ position. Plain
and unassuming in manner, courteous
and dignified in his speech, loyal to
his companions, firm in his friend-
ships, of a generous and sympathetic
nature, unostentatiously good and si-
lently charitable, he will be missed,
not onlv by his professional associates.
but by many who knew him only as g
kind and steadfast friend. E

“He has departed from us full of
years and honours, but his memory
will remain as that of one whose ]udx-
cial career has been without stain and
whose personal worth won our deepest
respect and affection.”

Sir Matthew, being human, had ne
doubt some f(mlts. dnd had probably

made some errors, but the main leyel
of his life was hmh above the ordinary
plane of ‘average humanity. He was

unmistakably thc man destmed to
meet the needs of this Western Proy.
ince in its most eritical hour, and the
debt this country owes hlm iS great
beyond calculation.
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REMINISCENCES
POLITICAL AND PERSONAL

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

VIII.—-THE OLD MAN AND HIS WAYS

1 ROUND no other name
| inCanadianhistory gath-

ers so much of praise
{ and detraction, of con-

fidence and distrust, of

A\
A\

\>\ story and legend as

d that of Sir John Mac-
f‘i:;(x,:zl:l)d. Those who loved him loved
greatly; those who trusted him

rusted fully. But no man ever
:xcited greater ferocity among poli-
tical opponents or was the object of
more continuous and relentless attack.
The association of George Brown and
John A. Macdonald in the Coalition
Cabinet which united the Provinces
was a truce but not a _reconclhatlon.
The personal relationship between the
two men was unfriendly before the
Coalition and more unfriendly after-
wards. Both had vital elements of
character, but in impulse and texture,
in mental and moral qttxtude _thgy
were destined for confliet. This is
only to recognize essential constitu-
tional differences and not to assign
moral or intellectual inferiority to
either. Each was vitally ambitious
and in early manhoqd each saw a
eommon goal in the distance. Brown
had the temper of an agitator and
the outlook of a reformer. Macdon-
ald had genius for government. The
one sought to accomplish his objects
by sheer driving power while the
other conciliated, persuaded and pre-
vailed. Macdonald would have said
with Cavour, “If you want to be a
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politician, for merey’s sake do not
look more than a week ahead.”
Brown looked towards the hills
whence came his strength. One was
a political evangelist, the other a
shrewd, wise, patient shepherd who
gathered many flocks into his fold and
so long as they followed him found
humour in variety and harmony in con-
trasts. Just as Gladstone was offend-
ed by the sardonie eynicism and delib-
erate levity of Disraeli, so George
Brown was outraged by the flippaney,
audacity and dexterity of the Con-
servative leader. Looking backward
to those days one seems to see a camp
meeting with George Brown in the
pulpit and “John A.” making merry
with the unrepentant on the ouf-
skirts of the congregation.

It was very, very hard for Liberals
to laugh with Sir John Maedonald.
In his jokes they saw only coarse-
ness, buffoonery and irresponsibility.
The truth is that he was seldom coarse
and he laughed at himself as freely
as he laughed at his political oppon-
ents. He had a humour which the
people wunderstood. They forgave
much because he so frankly admitted
human weaknesses and because look-
ing into themselves so many men knew
that they had like fanlts and frailties.
And because women know men better
than they know themselves and better
than men ever suspect there was
among women a passionate devotion
to Sir John Macdonald such as no
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other political leader in Canada has
inspired. No man of ignoble quality
ever commands the devotion of wo-
men although perhaps the standards
of judgment which we commonly
aseribe to women are the standards
which many women least respect.
Sir John Macdonald was a man with
his feet on the earth and his head not
so far above it. He seldom sought to
climb to moral elevations where the
footing might be insecure. For a time
he drank freely but any whisper of
censure only stimulated Conservatives
to fiercer personal loyalty. He said
himself that the country would rather
have “John A.” drunk than Ceorge
Brown sober. He told D’Arcy McGee
“this Government can’t afford two
drunkards and you’ve got to stop.”
His drinking was exaggerated, as were
his other faults and follies, by sleep-
less and insensate opponents. Very
often the attack was so violent as to
bring chivalrous souls to his side and
actually react in his favour. Down to
middle life and beyond Sir John Mac-
donald had periodical “sprees” and
nothing that he attempted was done
badly. Sometimes he was disabled for
public duty. The authorities seem to
agree that not only may a ‘“spree”
come unaware but that it is as un-
certain in its going as in its coming.
Begun in complete privacy it may
develop various phases and attract
more public notice than is desirable
even though the performance may be
original and artistic. Unlike any
other pursuit every rehearsal is a
performance and every presentation
a surprise. The public seldom saw
“John A.” in liquor, but occasion-
ally there were symptoms which even
Conservatives could not mistake.
Once he was to speak at a town
on Lake Huron, but he was so
long in sleeping off the consequences
that the vessel on which he was a
passenger dare not put into harbour.
That. was nearly fifty years ago
but not yet have local Conservatives
discovered any humour in the incident
or become reconciled to the graceless
chaffing of their Liberal neighbors. A
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common story, resting upon no ade-
quate authority, is that a shorthand
writer once undertook to make a ver-
batim report of a speech which Sir
John delivered at Kingston. When he
had examined the report he sent for
the reporter, gravely intimated that
he had read portions of the manu-
seript with pain and surprise, and
with the mild austerity of a grieving
father added, “ Young man, if you
ever again undertake to report the
speech of a public man be sure that
you keep sober.”

There is an authenticated story of
Macdonald in the early sixties. He
was Attorney-General for Upper Can-
ada, and lived in lodgings in Quebee.
He had been absent from duty for a
week; public business was delayed,
and the Governor-General became im-
patient. He sent his aide-de-camp
young Lord Bury, to find the absent‘
Minister. Pushing his way past the
old housekeeper, Lord Bury pene-
trated to the bedroom where Maedon-
ald was sitting in bed, reading a novel
with a decanter of sherry on the table
beside him. ‘“Mr. Macdonald, the
Governor-General told me to say to
you that if you don’t sober up and
get back to business, he will not be
answerable for the consequences **
Macdonald’s countenance reflected the
anger he felt at the intrusion: ““ Ape
you here in your official capacity, op
as a private individual.”” ““What
difference does that make?’’ askeq
Lord Bury. ‘‘Just this,”’ snapped
the statesman, ‘‘if you are here ipn
your official eapacity, you can go back
to Sir Edmund Head, give him
compliments, and tell him to go to
h——; if you are simply a private in.
dividual, you ecan go yourself.’’ jJn
after years Lord Bury often told the
story but with more of affection than
of censure for Sir John Macdonalq.

In his time Sir Richard Cartwright
was perhaps the most caustic ang
scholarly speaker in the Canadian
Parliament. Too many of his speech.
had the flavour of malice and the ac;:
of bitterness. But every word carrieq
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its exact meaning. There was no
verbiage or redundancy. The argu-
ment was direct, deliberate, compact
and luminous. In his humour there
was the frost of Au_tun_m, but the
radiance, too, of its piercing sunshine.
Always stately and severe he_ relaxed
nothing of his outward austerity when
he was striking at a vxctlm. with
biting irony or brilliant badmage.
But the irony was always' corrosive
and the badinage often mallgxoug and
sometimes insolent. In social inter-
ecourse Cartwright could be gracious
and intimate. As a host he was a
simple gentleman, kindly without
eondescension, interestmg_ without
effort, sage without pretension. But
in political warfare he knew only the
law of the jungle. For Slr J _ohn Mae-
donald he had a consuming, incurable
hatred. Than his Reminiscences noth-
ing more sardonic and merciless ever
was written. But they reveal t!le
author more clearly than they dis-
close the qualities or establish the
motives of his adversaries. He had
distinetion and integrity but a brood-
ing vengefulness against those who
stood in the gates through which he
would pass vitiated his judgments,
filled his days with anger and made
political reverses the seed plots of
animosities.

.le:)lx)ll:“ was often amazed at Cart-
wright’s ferocity when he spoke of
the Conservative leader. It was com-
monly believed that his hgt_re(_i had its
origin in a personal humiliation. He
ired to be Minister of Finance but
::& set aside for Sir Francis Hincks.
But when one changes his political re-
Jation an ignoble motive is always
discovered. It is hard to believe that
this ecould be the only reason for Cart-
ight’s lifelong pursuit of Maedon-
ald. According to Sir Joseph Pope
the Conservative leader never under-
stood the bitter inveterate animus to-
wards himself which possessed Cart-
wright and could not fully recipro-
cate his contempt and hatred. Very
ften while I was editor of The Globe
‘(’hrtwright sought to have charges
made against Sir John Macdonald
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which would have violated every tra-
dition of responsible journalism and
every prineiple of decent controversy,
Towards other opponents he was less
malevolent. Indeed there was some-
times a sense of equity in his judg-
ments. When Sir John Maecdon-
ald disappeared and the Liberal
party was restored to office he be-
came mellow and humane, graci-
ous and tolerant. In Parliament
thereafter he was persuasive and
conciliatory. Deputations which came
in doubt and apprehension de-
parted with glad hearts and smiling
faces. He even neglected to blas-
pheme the manufacturers. One feels
that he could have slept in the “ Red
Parlour ” with an easy head and a
good conseience if Sir John Macdon-
ald’s picture had not hung upon the
wall. But even the new Cartwright
cherished the old grudge. When a
sum was put in the estimates for a
statue to Sir John on Parliament Hill
he was determined to offer an amend-
ment requiring that the facts of the
“ Pacific scandal ” should be inscribed
upon the monument. For days his
Parliamentary associates pleaded and
reasoned that he would injure only
himself and the Liberal party if he
should actually submit such a reso.
lution. But it was long before he
would yield and he yielded at last
to the persuasion of friends who
were brought to Ottawa to reinforce
the appeals and protests of the Par-
liamentary party. The madness broke
out again in his Reminiseences, His
final bequest to posterity was his hat-
red of Sir John Maedonald.

Nothing that Cartwright ever said
in Parliament better displays the
quality of his humour and the leis-
urely method of his attack than his
reference to Mr. J. E. Collins’s bio-
graphy of the Conservative leader.
Facing Sir John in the House of
Commons he said: « That work was
couched in chaste and elegant lan-
guage, and no doubt it will be very
satisfactory to the honourable gentle-
man’s friends, because I observe from
it that in all the aets of the honourable
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gentleman’s career which evil-minded
persons have misinterpreted, he has
been actuated by the purest and most
patriotic motives, and has even some-
times allowed his reputation to be
tarnished for the general welfare of
the country. It is a happy associa-
tion of ideas, and what a lamented
friend of mine called the ‘eternal
fitness of things,’ that a gentleman
who in his life has done justice to so
many John Collinses should at last
find a John Collins to do justice to
him.”

It will be remembered that after
the Conservative party in Parliament
had committed itself to Protection the
leaders addressed many political
demonstrations throughout the coun-
try. Referring to these demonstra-
tions Mr. Joseph Rymal said that he
was reminded of one who went to and
fro on the earth many years ago,
tempted the people with false prom-
ises, took the Saviour into a high
mountain, showed Him the Kingdoms
of the earth and declared that He
should possess these and the glory of
them if He would fall down and wor-
ship him. Failing to make the ap-
plication Sir John, who always
maintained good relations with
Rymal, interrupted with the re-
mark, ‘“You did not finish the story
about the man who went up into the
high mountain”. Rymal retorted,
“That was not a man, that was the
devil ; the other tempter did not go to
the top of the mountain; he went
round the country holding picnies and
tempting the people.”

Occasionally Sir John emphasized
an argument by the experience of the
old squaw who had found that a little
too much whiskey was just enough.
He used to say that he was like a
certain old nag, “a rum ’un to look
at but a rare ‘un to go”. In a bye-
election in West Toronto in 1875
necessitated by the appointment of
Mr. Thomas Moss to the Bench, the
Liberal candidate was Alderman John
Turner and his Conservative oppon-
ent Honourable John Beverley Robin-
son. Speaking in behalf of the Con-
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servative candidate Sir John said My,
Robinson had assisted and might
again assist him at Cabinet makin
but he was no turner. In Mr. E. B.
Biggar’s very complete aneedotal life
of the Conservative leader he deseribes
an incident in which Colonel Playfair
of Lanark was the victim. Colonel
Playfair was urging the construction
of a colonization road of which he
desired to be superintendent. Exas-
perated by repeated failures to get a
decision he visited Ottawa and had
Sir John called out of the Couneil
Chamber. The Prime Minister grasp-
ed Playfair by both hands and ex.
claimed, “ God bless my soul, Colonel
Playfair, is that you? I am so glad
to see you. We have just been dis.
cussing in Council a military mattep
that we cannot decide. Now you with
your great military experience and
your memories of Salamanac and Talga-
vera will be able to solve the question,
How many grains of powder would
have to be put under a bull’s tail t5
blow his horns off #” And Sir John dis.
appeared into Council. Colonel Play-
fair withdrew in disgust and a

and in sad conviction that he would
never receive the appointment. He
was mail carrier between Perth ang
Playfair and the first letter he togk
out of the mail bag when he got home
was an official notice of his appoint.
ment as superintendent. This milj
problem was often submitted for sq.
lution in the townships forty

ago, but.I cannot recollect that it was
ever connected with Sir John Mae.
donald. Mr. Biggar has another sto:
which I have not found or heard else.
where. Visiting the Provincial Fajp
at Kingston Sir John was attracted by
the performances of a troupe of £
acrobats and remarked that no doubt
it was the custom to show the eal
first. A Scotch Liberal in Parliameng
he described as ‘‘Mackenzie
water”. Of another member, op
ratic but brilliant, he said
world never would have heard jg
God Almighty had given him com.
monsense. - Once Honourable Robert
Watson, then the only Liberal in
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Parliament from West of the Lakes,
urged Sir John not to gllow party
feeling to affect the consideration of
a proposal he had submitted to Par-
liament. The Prime Minister put
his hand upon Watson’s shoqlder
and whispered, ‘‘You are right,
Watson, you are right, it would
be far better for the country if every
member of the House were as free of
party feeling as you angl me.” When
he “ hived the Grits” in a group of
constituencies in Ont.:ano by the re-
distribution of seats in 1882 he scqff-
ed at their righteous protest and with
jaunty insolence suggested that they
eould not hope to get on w1_th Tories
when they could not live with them-
gelves. He said it was not men who
voted for him when hg was right but
those who voted for him when he was
wrong who had the stronger claim
upon his favour and gratitude. The
humour in his insolence and the laugh-
ter in his levity exasperated his op-
ponents but delightgd his adherents
and predisposed to lightness and len-
jency many people who held their
litieal opinions loosely.

In The Canadian Magazine, twenty
years ago, Mr. W. F. Maclean, M.P.,
deseribed Sir John .Macdo’r,lald as
“The Canadian Themistocles”. Noth-
ing else that anyone has written about
the Conservative leader is so frank,
so faithful and so penetrating. In a
few rapid, comprehending sentences
he reveals the man and ﬂluml’x,mtes
his whole career. “Sir John,” he
said, “ had a wonderful influence over
ma.n’y men. They would: go_through
fire and water to serve him, did serve
him, and got, some of them, little
or no reward. But they served him
because they loved him, and because
with all his great powers they saw in
him their own frailties. He abounded
in the right kind of charity. And

ing of the love his fl:ﬁindsPand

rs had for him, . Pope
flova‘i;;eon the ‘old guard’ and the old
" loyalty to the chief. So it was, but
there were dark days also, when even
those who afterwards enrolled them-
selves in the guard, passed by on the

669

other side. If ever there was a man
in low water, it was Sir John as I
saw him one day in the Winter of
1875, coming out of the House into
the bitter air, dressed in a Red River
sash .and coat, and the old historie
mink-skin cap, tottering down the
hill to the eastern gateway alone,
others passing him with a wide sweep.
The lesson of Sir John’s life is that
he pulled himself out of those days
and trials into higher and more solid
footing. But Sir John’s real ‘old
guard’ were not the men who stood
with him at Ottawa, but the greater
old guard who stood and fought for
him in every township, year after
year, and to whom a call by name or
a nod of the head was all the recom-
pense they got and yet the recom-
pense they most prized. Sir John has
been praised for his statesmanship,
and for this I, too, give him all praise.
But his statesmanship was limited to
two things: carrying on the govern-
ment when no one else could do it,
and do it so well and so continuously,
and forging the country together. He
originated no great principle. He
appropriated, however, freely from
others when an opportunity offered,
or when he thought another’s idea
would lead to or keep him in office.”

Interesting, but far less searching
and fundamental, is Mr. Nicholas
Flood Davin’s appreciation. It has
value as a contemporary judgment
for it was written nearly forty years
ago. Davin had often heard Disraeli,
who was said to have a physical resem.
blance to Sir John Macdonald and in
language as brilliant as ever was
spoken by any man in Canada he
would describe the likenesses and diff-
erences between the two leaders. *‘Sir
John Macdonald,” he said, “is a type
of politician which has never failed
to delight the English people—the
man who, like Palmerston, can work
hard, do strong things, hold his pur-
pose, never lose sight for a moment of
the honour and welfare of his country,
and yet crack his joke and have his
laugh, full of courage and good spirits
and kindly fun. . Sir John
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Macdonald in the English House of
Commons would have been equal, in
my opinion, to Mr. Disraeli in finesse,
in the art of forming combinations
and managing men. He never could
have equalled him in invective, or in
epigram, or in foree as an orator. Sir
John Maedonald brings up his artil-
lery with more ease. He is always
human, even in his attacks. Lord
Beaconsfield, as Mr. Disraeli in the
House of Commons, approached his

opponent like some serpentine mon-

ster, coiled himself ruthlessly round
him, fascinated with his gaze, and
struck out with venomed fang. But
Sir John is probably the better de-
bater of the two. His delivery is
lively, natural, mercurial; Lord Bea-
consfield’s is labored. The power of
making a statement is not the forte
of the author of Endymion. Sir John
Macdonald makes a luminous state-
ment, and his reasoning faculty is at
least as high as Lord Beaconsfield’s.
He has very little, comparatively, of
the latter’s curiosa felicitas, in coining
phrases, but his humour is more spon-
taneons. Lord Beaconsfield has the
charm which is inseparable from gen-
ius, but it may well be doubted if his
power of conciliating men and fixing
their affections surpasses that of the
Prime Minister of the Dominion. I
am sure that in sober strong sense the
balance is in favour of the Canadian
statesman. There is nothing viewy
about Sir John Maedonald. Though
a man of imagination, reason is lord
every time.”

From my seat in the Press Gallery
for four or five Parliamentary sessions
I looked across at Sir John Macdon-
ald. I was so placed that I could
sometimes see shades of expression
cross his face, the defiant jerk of the
head when he was angry, the shrug
of contempt for a mean gibe that was
meant to wound, the quick, natural,
human manifestation of pleasure over
a generous word from an opponent
or a tribute of affection and confidence
from an associate. I think he liked
best to have the word of praise come
from the back benches as he was most

attentive to those who spoke seldom
and in sweat alike of brow and brain
Few men have had such charm fox.-
his kind, or such power to inspire
sacrifice and devotion. Mr. James F
Lister, of Lambton, often attacke(i
Sir John Maedonald in language as
personal and violent as was permitted
under the usages of Parliament. T
once asked him if he had any active
dislike or actual hatred for the Con.
servative leader.. He confessed that
he was so attracted by the man’s per-
sonality that he dare not trust himself
in his company. I was told by a Con.
servative member of the Commong
that he had never sought a favour fop
his constituency from Sir John Mae.
donald that was not refused and yet
could hardly ever convince himself
that the refusal was not a favour, |
have known gray haired Liberals whe
had persuaded themselves that the
Conservative leader was the favourite
offspring of the father of evil forever
disarmed by a few quick, happy, spon.
taneous sentences, spoken carelessly
enough, but which, as he intendeq
they should, penetrated to the ve
marrow of their self-esteem. I thiry
of a Liberal member, dull but fluey
who died in the convietion that he . b
among the most effective debaters P
Parliament because Macdonald sq I;n
sinuated iln lﬁmguage just deft enongl;
to conceal the motive and e
object. Teck 98
There is reason to think that
men had his complete conﬁdellxlgg fﬁw
never had any real affection fOl.' S‘°
Charles Tupper. He often distrus «
his judgment and his motives, Tt ;
said that he was always uneasy Whel:
Tupper was under attack and often
disturbed by the rash courage of his
colleague from Nova Secotia. B
when there was a great battle to ‘l:e
fought in Parliament or in the eq
stituencies he relied upon Tupper :;

.a commander in jeopardy relies y

a reserve army. Whatever ma

been tlﬁe judgment of his contZ have
aries there were the roots of grea =
in Tupper. He was bold, tem irwy
ous, and audacious. In debate he Was

P pgprarene
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often—imaginative. In action he
eould be unserupulous. But he could
sacrifice for a great object; he could
be loyal and he was steadfast. In
eonstructive genius he has had no
equal among the public men of Can-
Canada. Thus he was the natural
complement of Sir John Maedonald.
For Sir John was not naturally con-
structive nor had he any such reserve
of courage as Tupper possessed. The
Conservative leader waited upon op-
portunity ; Tupper made opportunity
and by the energy qf his character
geized the vital position bef_ore the
opposing forces could organize and

upy-
och(?t} long before his death Tupper
gaid a thing which faithfully illus-
trates his temper and method. D_is-
cussing the trade agreement ymh
‘Washington negotiated by Mr. Field-
ing and Mr. Paterson, the situation
which developed in Parliament and
the defeat of the Laurier Administra-
tion, he said the facts afforded final
evidence that Laurier was neither a
politician nor a statesman. If he had
been a politican he would have dis-
solved Parliament and gone to the
eountry as soon as the agreement was
negotiated, while if he had been a
statesman he never would have made
the agreement. ‘Whether or not Tup-

r would have made the agreement it
is certain that he would have taken
an immediate appeal to the constitu-
encies and probably have secured a
favourable judgment before the Oppo-
sition ecould have adjusted itself to
the situation. It may be fair to soften
this hard judgment upon Laurier for
whiech I am not responsible with a
hostile estimate of Tupper. Onece
when Sir Charles was speaking in Par-
liament with characteristic vigour and
yehemence a Liberal member said to
his deskmate, “What a d liar
that man Tupper is”. “Yes” was
the reply, “he just wastes lies.” But
as happens so often in these reminis-
cences this is a digression which per-
haps even the irrelevant material
ht into the story may not jus-
tify. There can be no doubt that
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Tupper was a valuable and powerful
ally of Sir John Maedonald and that
without this alliance some of the more
striking achievements of Conservative
Governments would neither have been
conceived nor executed,

The alliance with Cartier was for-
tunate for Sir John Maedonald and
fortunate for Canada. Without Car-
tier the union of the Provinces could
not have been accomplished. While
it is true that George Brown made
greater sacrifices for Confederation
than any other political leader Cartior
was beset by greater political dangers
and among all the statesmen who co-
operated to establish the union had
the most difficult personal position.
We often forget that the career of
Sir John Macdonald in United Can-
ada was a preparation for the alliance
with Cartier, that his infusion of
liberalism into McNabb toryism was

.a vital element in the alliance and

that his wise, sagacious, deliberate cul-
tivation of Quebec provided the
necessary assurances that the move-
ment for Confederation was not a con-
spiracy against French Canada. When
all is said Sir John Macdonald was
the only statesman in the Quebec Con-
ference who had a personal constitu-
ency in both Upper and Lower Can-
aada and whether or not he fashioned
his career to that result federation be-
came feasible because of the character
which he had developed and the
authority which he exercised.

No suceessor to Cartier arose in the
Conservative party after Confedera-
tion. Masson was scholarly and gifted,
but he was a churchman before he was
a statesman. Langevin was dull but
faithful; Chapleau was neither. In
political practice Chapleau was of the
school of Mercier and he was even
more brilliant on the platform. There
is, however, no more striking illustra-
tion in Canadian history of the failure
of the orator in the House of Com-
mons. In mastery of men’s emotions
when he spoke in French Chapleau
was incomparable and invineible in
Quebec. He was hardly less effective
in English when he spoke to great
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public meetings in the other Pro-
vinees. When he came to Ontario in
1886 to defend the execution of Riel,
affirm his allegiance to Sir John Mae-
donald, and denounce the agents of
mischief in his own Province, his
vibrant, moving, passionate speeches
held men breathless or brought them
to their feet in a tumult of cheering.
He was tall and erect, his face lean
but mobile, his hair gray and long
and shaken by the energy of his de-
liverance, his gestures free and appro-
priate to his language, his sentences
eager and rapid. He had the fire of a
prophet and the unction of a deliv-
erer. But at best he was a great per-
former without continuous purpose
or depth of conviction. In Parlia-
ment he was comparatively futile,
perhaps even unequal to Langevin,
who had greater industry and mno
pretension. Once perhaps Chapleau
was equal to himself in the Commons.
In the wide, eager, hungry searching
for scandal during the session of 1891
Chapleau was assailed. In defence
of his reputation he held the House
to silence and respect and fought at
least an equal battle with his accus-
ers. But when one remembers that
Mr. Tarte was in daily association and
conference with Mr. Chapleau while
he was formulating the charges that
were designed to destroy Langevin
and MeGreevy and that Chapleau and
Langevin sat in the same Cabinet one
feels that Tarte should have been left
to his own devices or that Chapleau
should have withdrawn from the
Government.

According to Sir Joseph Pope
there was a time when Sir John Mae-
donald thought of Langevin as his
successor in the leadership of the Con-
servative party. The statement would
not be accepted if the authority were
not so unimpeachable. But appar-
ently that was Sir John’s judgment
in 1888 when he professed to be will-
ing to retire and when it was believed
that Sir Charles Tupper would prefer
to remain in England as High Com-
missioner. As surprising as his
choice of Langevin is the statement

that when Pope suggested Sir

Abbott, Macdonald declared heJﬁgg
not “a single qualification for the of-
fice”. But in this connection there is
some conflict. While the Conservative
leaders were considering who should
succeed Sir John Macdonald, Mr. C
H. Cahan, of Halifax, was staying wit!;
Sir John Thompson at Ottawa. There
was an active movement in behalf of
Mr. D’Alton McCarthy and Mr, Me-
Carthy himself believed that he should
be chosen. Thompson, convinced that

he was ineligible because of his re.

ligious affiliations, was urging Abbott
to take the Premiership and reorganize
the Cabinet. “At the close,” said

Thompson, “of the last meeting of -

Privy Council which Sir John Mae-
donald attended, he seemed very weary.
The other ministers yere leaving hur:
riedly as it was late. I remained to hel
Sir John put on his coat. He then
put his arm about my shoulder, and
looking at me in a serious way, said:
‘Thompson, when I am gone, you wili
have to rally around Abbott; he ig
your only man.” I walked out with
him to his carriage but nothing more
was said. He seemed in deep thought
‘When Sir John'’s illness became severé
h.e sent for me and I went to his bed-
side. He spoke with difficulty a few
words about immediate affairs ang
then added: ‘Thompson, some time
ago I said you would have to rally
round Abbott, that he was your only
man. I have changed my mind now
he is too d—— selfish.” Those were'
the last words Sir John spoke to me.*?
In “The Day of Sir John Mae
donald’’ there is a frank dxs:
closure of the relations between the
French ministers but nothing j
revealed that was not suspectedl?
or perhaps was not of common
knowledge at Ottawa. “It was n
secret,” Pope writes, that tho
French Canadian ministers, Lan .
vin, Caron and Chapleau, vzvere fge-
from showing that spirit of mntug
trust and confidence which is suppos.
ed to exist among members of the s,la)m
Ministry. Sir Heetor Langevin, thg

~senior of the triumvirate, had been

e .
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lientenant of Cartier,_put, in this
it::tance, the mantle of Elijah had not
fallen upon his successor. In my ex-
perience I never met a man who more
nearly fulfilled Blsmarck.s cymc‘al
deseription of Lord .Sah'sbur’y— a
lath painted to look like iron.’ He
was a good departmental officer—but
he was nothing more. The moment
Sir John Macdonald’s support was
taken away he fell. Yet Sir John
stood by him against the attack.fx of
his opponents, and generally s1de_d
with him in his differences with his
ceolleagues. When asked why
he thought so much of Langevm,‘ the
reply was at once forthcommfg: He
has always been true to me.” The
game thing might have been sqxd of
Sir Adolphe Caron, ever a faithful
supporter, and frqm his youth up
equally in prosperity and adversity,
a close personal friend of the old
chief; but Sir John thought that
Caron sometimes allowed his personal
feelings to obscure his judgment, or,
as he expressed it, ‘ Qaron is too
muech influenced by his hates—a fatal
mistake in a public man, who should
have no resentments’ Sir Adolphe
Chapleau, with all his attractiveness
and charm, Sir John never quite
trusted. The relations between these
three French Canadian ministers
were hard to define. I frankly con-
fess that, with all my opportunities,
1 could never master the intricacies of
Lower-Canadian polities in those
. In the beginning it seemed to

be a case of Langevin -and Cgron
against Chapleau; later it sometimes
Jooked as though Langevin and Cha-
pleau were making common cause
inst Caron; perhaps most often it
resembled a triangular duel. There
was absolutely no difference between
those three men in respect of puible
licy, but the personal jealousy and
-t icion with which they regarded
g?another was amusing. °Lange-
vin,’ said Sir John, ‘ on his way down
to Quebec, cannot stop off for lunch
t Montreal but C_haplpau writes me
:hat he is interfering in his district,
and if he leaves his house in Quebec
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for a walk down John Street, Caron
wires in eypher that a breach in the
party is imminent.” Langevin, on his
part was equally vigilant to resent
the encroachments real or supposed,
of his colleagues upon his domain,
and altogether Sir John had no plea-
sant time in keeping the peace among
them.”  The insensate jealousies
among these ministers culminated in
the scandals of 1891, the fall of
Langevin and MeGreevy, and the dis-
ruption of the Conservative party in
Quebec. It was through intrigue
within, not by accidental discovery or
the vigilance of opponents that the
revelations of the memorable “ scandal
session ” were produced,

Sir John Macdonald was faithful
to the old guard who stood with him
and around him in 1873. He had
affection for Sir Mackenzie Bowell,
He never deserted Sir John Carling
and he reposed great and econtinuous
confidence in Honourable Frank Smith,
He was grieved by the death of Hon-
ourable Thomas White, a potential
Prime Minister and leader of the Con-
servative party. But in no man had
he greater confidence than in Hon.
J. H. Pope. Among Liberals in Par.
liament there was a disposition to
regard Pope with offensive toleration
if not with open contempt. Angular,
ungainly, slow of speech and awkward
in gesture and manner he was not
impressive in Parliament, but no one
who was not wholly encrusted in his
own prejudices could think him con.
temptible. During my first sessions
in the Press Gallery I tried to under-
stand the Liberal attitude towards
John Henry Pope. I was told that
he was uneducated, but that was not
a thing so uncommon in a new coun-
try. It was said that his English was
irregular and faulty and perhaps it
was sometimes, but 50 was that of other
men of more pretension. It was Pope
who was said to have met a charge
against his department with the single
sentence, “There ain’t nothin’ in it”,
But I never could discover whether
the story was a fact or a fabrication.
There is no doubt that when he was
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on his feet Mr. Pope floundered and
hesitated and threw his arms wide in
vague, uncertain, impotent gestures,
but he never blundered into dangerous
admissions or ever was fretted into
haste or anger. Moreover, about the
man there was a patriarchal simplicity
and dignity which inspired liking and
respect. At least, this was how I felt
towards Mr. Pope when I was in the
Press Gallery and when I had heard
little or nothing of his wisdom in
council or what Sir Joseph Pope calls
“his remarkable political sagacity.”
In “The Day of Sir John Maedon-
ald ” there are these sentences. “ Mac-
donald used to say that Pope could
have been anything he desired had he
only received a good education in his
youth. He added that he had never
known Pope’s judgment to be at fault.
In times of stress and difficulty Pope
was the colleague of whom he first
sought counsel and upon whose rough
good sense he implicity relied. Pope
died two years before his chief, who
never ceased to mourn his loss.”

Sir John Macdonald was rarely at
fault in those whom he trusted. The
men he used were serviceable if not
always brilliant. There were men of
greater lustre to whom he gave little
confidence and slight recognition. For
this he was reproached but in many of
those whom he set aside there were
defects of temperament or insurrec-
tional tendencies which time revealed.
Human as he was, he was not too sus-
ceptible to flattery. Not by adulation
did men obtain his confidence and
recognition. It was often said that
he exalted mediocrities in order to
seem great by contrast when the truth-
was that he would not have brilliance
that was not serviceable and reliable.
He wanted to govern with material
that was workable and his supreme
objects were to unify Canada and
maintain the connection with the
Empire. He distrusted Sir Alexander
Galt who nourished the vision of an
independent Canada. Premature ad-
vocacy of a federated Empire he
discouraged. He was sensitive to
the predilections of Quebee, not
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only because he needed the support
of the French Province, but because
he believed that Quebec should have
coordinate authority in the Confeder-
ation and that unity of feeling was
the essential condition of national
stability. Sir John Macdonald was
not a reformer, but he was more than
an opportunist. He was reluctant to
unsettle public opinion by revolu-
tionary proposals. For the evangeli-
cal school of reconstructionists whe
would remake the world in their own
image and redeem mankind by legis-
lation he had only a complacent tol-
erance. He bore the trouble which
they made because he respected their
motives, because he seldom lost confi-
dence in his own genius to govern and
because government as he understood
it was to advance or recede as publie
opinion required and so manage the
people as to command a majority in
Parliament. But the substantial con-
sistency of Sir John Macdonald’s
career is good evidence that he di-
rected while he managed and that he
abandoned none of his essential con-
victions for office.

It is true that he adopted Protection
with reluctance. As he said himself
“Tt’s devilish hard for a free tradepr
to make a Protectionist speech.” But
he became a convinced, uncompromis-
ing protectionist for Canada. If he
moved slowly it was because he hesi-
tated to break new ground and
because he was very unwilling to bhe
misunderstood in Great Britain. We
were not then emancipated from the
old colonial idea of restricted commer-
cial and political sovereignty for the
Dominions. We had not come tq
understand that commerecial indepen-
dence was compatible with the Im.
perial relation and that as a self.
g(_)verning community within the Em.
pire Canada was as free to establish
protection as Great Britain was
maintain the free trade system. The
colonial autonomists who insist that
free trade is the necessary policy of
all portions of the Empire because
the United Kingdom adheres to free
trade deny the natural incidence ang
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yital principle of their own teaching.
Thosepwerepdays when Canada ack-
nowledged no obligation for the com-
mon defence of the Empire and hgd
not established equality of citizenship
by the fact of common sacrifices and
the acceptance of common responsi-
bilities. Even yet we do not always
distinguish between loyalty to Great
Britain and loyalty to the British
ire.
Enlli‘lc))r a generation Sir John Macdon-
ald was a shameless corruptionist to
those who did not follow his standard.
For his direct appeal to Sir Hugh
Allan there is no defence. He sanc-
tioned bribery and misuse of publie
appropriations for party purposes.
But in the party by whl.ch he was
opposed there was a considerable ad-
mixture of pretence and hypocrnsy.
George Brown was as unserupulous in
elections as Sir John Maqdonald.
Mackenzie and Blake set their faces
against corruption and to a degree
they prevailed. But no one who has
knowledge believes that corruption
ended when the Conservative party,
twenty-two years ago, eqtgred upon
its long service in Opposition. This
is not said in justification of Sir John
Maedonald nor in defamation of his
Liberal successors in government.
But history should not be perverted
in order to maintain the evil pre-
eminence of a great man who with all
his faults loved Canada and served

o

Canada with singular fidelity and re-
markable ability. Other Canadian
statesmen had great qualities which
were not his in equal degree and
freedom from faults which he pos-
sessed but in the sum of his service
and in high fitness for the tasks of
his time he was greater than any of
his contemporaries. I recall that May
day when Sir Hector Langevin arose
in Parliament and read in halting
sentences and with deep emotion the
bulletin from Earnsecliffe which gave
the first certain intelligence of his
mortal illness. Men flocked down
from right and left to the centre of
the Chamber, affected by an instant
common grief, lifted in a moment
above all rancour and contention, and
no one who looked into their faces or
caught their hushed voices could say
from what he saw or heard who was
Conservative or who Liberal, who had
praised or who blamed, who had fol-
lowed or who had not. T think of the
gloom which lay over the country
until the end came, and the univer-
sal sorrow which bound all Can-
adians together on June 6th, 1891,
when he passed out of the turmoil of
this world into whatsoever God willed
for him. It was no common man who
so touched a nation’s heart and as
time passes we see his stature more
clearly and forget the way in which
some things were done in gratitude
for all that was achieved.

In the January Number Sir John Willison will give his ‘“Experiences of an Editor’’,




FLORINDA’S CHRISTMAS EVE

BY W. E. NORRIS

ber evening Miss Flor-
inda Hopkins sat warm-
ing her toes at the fire,
..ul with a tea-table, prepared
for two, by her side.
Every now and then she cast a wist-
ful, apprehensive glance at a covered
dish, containing erumpets, which had
been placed inside the fender; for if
there was a delicacy that she appreci-
ated, it was crumpets, and she feared
that delay was doing them no good.
Not until recently had delicacies of
any kind been brought within her
reach ; not until her father, the curi-
osity-dealer, above whose closed shop
she was sitting, had been found dead
in his bed one morning, had more than
the barest necessaries of life been her
portion; so it is really difficult to ac-
count for her being at middle age
the plump, jolly-looking woman that
she was. Suspicions had always been
current in Littleborough that old
Elijah Hopkins was as well-to-do as
he was niggardly; still nobody had
suspected the magnitude of the busi-
ness transactions which had so often
taken him away from home, nor had
anybody anticipated that he would
leave his only child a fortune amount-
ing, it was rumoured, to fifteen or
twenty thousand pounds; and only
this startling revelation had been
needed to bring the enriched Flor-
inda a revelation almost -equally
startling—namely, that Littleborough
simply teemed with hitherto unobtru-
sive friends and well-wishers of hers.
Grim, old Elijah, to be sure, had been
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wont to discourage acquaintances
while she herself had been kept to(;
hard at work to seek out friends. As
a matter of fact, she had but the one
intimate who was now hurrying along
the bleak, wind-swept High Street to
join her at tea.

‘““Oh, Florinda dear,”’ exclaimed
pretty little Sylvia Martin, whose
knock at the door was followed by
her immediate entrance, ‘‘why did
you wait? I’'m so sorry to be late; but
in spite of early closing day, I could:
n’t get away until five minutes ago.
We’re so frightfully busy this time
of year!”’

““Sit down,”” said Miss Hopking
‘“and help yourself to a crumpet. f
don’t suppose I shall ever get out of
the habit of helping myself, though
T’'m told T ought to have at least three
servants to help me now. So they’re
busy up at your place, are they? Your
old woman was here this afternoon.?’

““Mrs. Williams?’’ asked Sylvia ln
a tone of awestruck surprise; for’in-
deed it was not everybody whom the
wife of the principal draper in Little.
borough honoured with a ecall.

Miss Hopkins nodded. ‘‘Oh, I tel]
you I'm coming up in the world!
Thinking of having cards printed and
buying a set of sables. Not that it’s
for you to wonder at my shaking
hands with the Williamses, seeing that
you’re engaged to be married to thejr
son.”’

“Oh, Florinda!” pro i
blusking, protested the girl,
‘“Well, what’s the matter? Nobogd
here but ourselves—and it's a fact.'y;
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It was scarcely that. Vows of mu-
tual and undying love had, it was true
enough, been exchanged between hand-
some young Ned Williams and the or-
phan girl who occupied a subordinate
position in the great linen-drapery
establishment; but only Florinda
Hopkins had been let into the secret
of an affair which, should any inkling
of it come to the ears of old Mr. Wil-
liams, would undoubtedly result in
Miss Sylvia’s instant dismissal. And
the worst of it was that Ned, hegd-
strong and impatient, had been with
difficulty restrained from proclaim-
ing to all and sundry what his un-
alterable intentions were.

“He does such crazy things!”’
gighed Sylvia. ‘Do you know that
he has actually invited me to the
Christmas Eve dinner and insis‘ts
upon my going! What will Mrs. Wil-
liams think when she sees me there?’’

In accordance with a custom of
many years’ standing, the leading
Littleborough shopkeepers (though
it was a terrible breach of good man-
ners so to designate them, ‘‘traders”
being, for some occult reason, the cor-
rect term to employ) were wont to
dine together at the White Hart, and
what lent special interest to these
gatherings was a rule that every
bachelor should be privileged to in-
vite one lady, whose name was not
divulged in advance. Hence, as may
be supposed, the White Hart had wit-
nessed the closing scene of many a
celibate career.

«“Well done him!’’ eried Miss Hop-

ins approvingly. ‘“Now don’t you
fen:cargg, my dear. They can’t turn
you out, and they won’t think of being
rude to any friend of mine—so popu-
lar as I am now! I’m going to the
dinner myself,”’ she added, with de-

complacency.

mElF%orim?a l—you don’t mean that!”’

T do, though. Had a couple of in-
vitations—one from old Joe Hicks
and one from Mr. Bradford—and ac-

’em both.”’
Mr. Hicks, an elderly widower, was

an upholsterer and undertaker, while
Mr. Bradford, who carried on a flour-
ishing saddling business, considered
himself, and was generally considered,
the most eligible of Littleborough’s
unmarried men.

““But you can’t accept invitations
from two gentlemen,’’ remonstrated
Sylvia, suppressing an inclination to
laugh at the idea of poor old Flor-
inda’s being in such request! ‘‘You’ll
make the party a lady short that
way.”’

“My dear,”’ returned Miss Hop-
kins, ‘‘there’s almost nothing I can’t
do these times. More than that, I've
accepted offers of marriage from the
pair of ’em. Now, then!”’

Sylvia was as dumbfounded as she
was expected to be. She was also a
little shocked; although her friend
hastened to disclaim any projeet of
committing bigamy.

“You see,”” said the latter, ‘it
was this way. Those two poor men
worked so upon my feelings that I
couldn’t bear to disappoint either of
’em. Been adoring me in secret for
years, so they declared, but, knowing
father would never consent to part
with me, they had to bide their time.
So there it is! I ean’t make ’em both
happy ; but I may take one or t’other.
I don’t say I will and I don’t say I
won’t.”’

‘“But, Florinda, do you want to
marry either of them? Do you think
they really want don’t you
think that perhaps your money 1’

‘““Nothing farther from their
thoughts, my dear! I couldn’t tell
you which was the most emphatic
about that.”’

Sylvia siched. ““Well, then, let it
be Mr. Hicks. He'’s rather old and he
has six children; but at least he isn’t
horrid, like Mr. Bradford."’

Mr. Bradford, as Miss Hopkins hap-
pened to be well aware, had been very
horrid indeed to the pretty linen-
draper’sassistant. He enjoyed (great-
ly enjoyed) the reputation of a local
Lothario, and he had developed an
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objectionable habit of loitering out-
side the premises of Williams and Son
about eclosing time.

““Ah, young men will be young
men!’’ remarked the tolerant Flor-
inda. ““If I marry Bradford he’ll
jolly well have to behave himself, I
promise you. I don’t say I shall
marry him, though. Nor yet I don’t
say I shan’t.”’

When, a few evenings later, Sylvia
went to the White Hart she passed
through some minutes of embarrassed
misery, which were but little miti-
gated by her lover’s encouraging whis-
pers or the waved salute from afar
of Florinda, resplendent in black vel-
vet and jet, She felt sure that every-
body was looking at her, and relief
only came when, at the moment of
sitting down, she perceived that every-
body was looking at somebody else.
This was Miss Hopkins, between her
two admirers, each of whom appeared
to be claiming her with a good deal
of heat and insistence.

““Well, well,”” Sylvia heard her say,
in her loud, good-humoured voice,
““don’t let’s have a row about it. My
mistake; so it’s only right that I
should be the one to suffer by being
deprived of you both. Don’t you stir,
Mr. Hicks; there’ll be an empty chair
between us, and I'll promise not to
talk to you across it. Now, Mr. Brad-
ford, trot along round to the other
side of the table, take young Mr. Wil-
liams’s place and send him here. It
mayn’t be just what you or he or I
should choose, but some sacrifices must
be made for the sake of impartiality
and harmony.”’

To Sylvia’s consternation, the cruel
and unexpected transfer of neigh-
bours was actually effected. Mr. and
Mrs. Williams lent themselves to it
authoritatively. Mr. Bradford did
not seem to mind much, and Ned’s ex-
postulations were disregarded. What
could Florinda mean by such inhuman
behaviour! Poor Sylvia had much
ado to refrain from mingling her tears
with her soup, and the progress of the
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inordinately long banquet brought her
neither comfort nor enlightenment,
‘What it did bring her was a sense of
stupefied indignation at the spee-
tacle of Ned engaged in animated con-
verse with Florinda and quite unmis-
takably enjoying himself. Add to this
the increasingly bold gallantries of
Mr. Bradford, who drank a great deal
of wine, and it will be realized that if
Miss Martin had been guilty of indis-
cretion in thrusting herself upon her
betters, her punishment was commen-
surate with her offence.

Not until an advanced hour did Mr,
‘Williams, the pompous chairman, rise
to propose the customary loyal toasts
to a flushed and replete audience,
These having been duly honoured,
local institutions received the tribute
of much halting rhetorie. Finally, the
health of ‘‘The Ladies’’ was given in
a ponderously jocular style which
elicited outbursts of cheers and
laughter. Perhaps it was because he
never before had an opportunity of so
doing that Mr. Williams was pleased
to single out for special mention in
this connection ‘‘our anniversally es-
teemed friend and neighbour Miss
Hopkins’’. Assuredly, however, he
did not expect Miss Hopkins to re-
spond in person; for Littleborough
shared the objections of St. Paul to
feminine oratory, and custom decreed
that, on the occasion of the Christmas
Eve dinner, the fair and timid sex
should express its acknowledgments
through the medium of a bachelor
spokesman. As a matter of fact, Mr.
Bradford did get up—a trifle un-
steadily—to discharge this pleasing
duty; but he had to give way to Flor-
inda, who was on her feet before him.

““Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen_ ’’
she began, ‘I beg to thank you, on l;e-
half of your lady guests, for the excel-
lent dinner you have given us. Like-
wise for wishing us a happy Christ-
mas and good health in the coming
year. I’'m sure I hope we shall al]
continue to enjoy good health, and I
may almost make bold to answer for
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myself, having nothing that I know of
the matter with me up to now, and be-
ing a hale woman, though five and
forty years of age.”” (Murmurs of pol-
ite ineredulity). ‘‘Well, T was born
in March, 1865, so you can tot it up
for yourselves if you like. Which
leads me to remark I should
mention that this is going to be a per-
sonal speech; but I make no apology
for that, because I’ve been very much
struck of late by the kind interest that
you all take in me and my small per-
sonal affairs. I say, that question of

leads me to the remark that at

five and forty old habits aren’t easily
changed. As you know, I've been
poor all my life, and haven’t specially
minded it. Now I’'m rich, and it’s
open to doubt whether I specially like
that. I won’t say I do, and T won’t
say I don’t; all depends upon what’s
to become of this money of mine. 1
haven’t much personal use for it, my
habits and tastes being so simple, and
1’ve neither kith nor kin to inherit it
when I die, which seems a pity. Might
make a will in favour of a friend?
Yes, there’s that; but what T ask my-
gelf is—why should my friend be kept
waiting for a matter of twenty or
thirty years? Why shouldn’t I have
the enjoyment of seeing her in posses-
sion of what’s bound to come to her
sooner or later? Did you say any-
thing, Mr. Hicks? Oh, beg pardon!
1 thought you did. So during dinner
I’ve been talking things over with a
gentleman in whose judgment I have
every confidence, and I'm glad to
think that he doesn’t think it at all a
foolish action on my part to get rid
at once of x;:ong’y that’s burning a hole
i et.

ml?iis%‘ol(z)rinda paused and surveyed
the puzzled, inquisitive faces which
were turned towards her. Mr. Hicks’s
face, always a long one, had length-
ened to such an extent that the fringe
of stubby gray beard which adorned
his chin threatened to touch his plate;
pbut he remained expectantly silent,
and the speaker resumed :

679

“Well, I thought maybe it would
interest you to hear what I'm going
to do for my best friend, Sylvia Mar-
tin. I'm going to give her a Christ-
mas present. I'm going to give her a
handsome Christmas present. Twenty
thousand pounds in short.”’ (Sensa-
tion). ‘‘Oh, it’s a lot of money; but
I daresay it won’t be too much for
her, and I know it’s too much for
me. Now, Sylvia, sit down; it isn’t
your turn to speak. I was about to
say that a person can’t be called good
for giving away what she don’t want.
I was also about to say that twenty
thousand pounds will come in handy
for my dearest friend Sylvia Martin,
because I'm happy to tell you, and 1
know you’ll be happy to hear, that
she’s engaged to be married to a fine
young fellow, Ned Williams by name,
who would have been proud to marry
her if she hadn’t had twenty pence.
That, gentlemen, is the proper spirit
in which to enter upon married life,
I happen to be aware——'’ here Flor-
inda looked down and assumed an in-
describably coy expression—*‘that
there are some amongst you who are
prepared to enter upon it in that
spirit, and I'm confident that they’ll
be the first to applaud my decision.
Now I won’t detain you any longer
from offering your congratulations to
the young people.’’

Mr. Hicks was no longer to be de-
tained from correcting a most unwar.
rantable assumption. He skipped
nimbly into the empty chair which
had hitherto separated him from his
neighbour and said, in a low voice,
trembling with anger:

: “If you imagine that I shall sane-
tion this insane proceeding, Miss Hop-
kins, let me tell you that you little
know me! I am far from being a
wealthy man; I have a large family
to support. . , .»?

“Qh, that’s all right,*’ interrupted
‘Flormda, with unruffled good temper,
‘I never supposed you were the sort
of man to marry an elderly pauper.
What surprises me is your having
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thought me the sort of woman to en-
rich you and your large family just
for fun. Never mind, Hicks; shake
hands. You're glad to be free, and so
m I.i’

Mr. Bradford, meanwhile, had made
his way round the table and had drop-
ped heavily into Ned’s vacated seat.
After mopping his heated brow with
his handkerchief, he began:

““Miss Hopkins —"’

““Won’t you say Florinda?’’ softly
pleaded the lady whom he addressed.

“No,”’ returned Mr. Bradford, with
decision, ‘I will not say Florinda.
Not proper nor fitting, under the cir-
cumstances. You yourself intimated
as much just now. Miss Hopkins,
all’s over between us! You've trifled
with me in a way no self-respecting
man would endure.’’

““Maybe that’s true,’’ observed the
imperturbable Florinda. ‘“‘I don 't say
it is, and I don’t say it isn’t. You’re
a bit of a trifler yourself, though, so
you should be able to make allow-
ances.”’

““What, me?’’ called our Mr. Brad-
ford, tipsily indignant. ‘‘No such
thing, Miss Hopkins! I’m serious, and
so you’ll find !”’

““In jilting me, do you mean ? Well,
1 suppose there’s no help for that, and
I won’t pretend that you astonish
me. What does astonish me is your
having believed for a moment—you
did believe for a moment, you know—
that I meant to make Sylvia Martin
a Christmas present of you, over and
above twenty thousand pounds. You
and Sylvia !—well, well! Never mind,
Mr. Bradford; shake hands. I bear
no malice, and I'm pleased to hear
that you’ve managed to keep your
self-respect. 1 call that clever of
you.”’

He was, at all events, clever enough
to discern that he had better bring
the interview to a close and that he
might deem himself lucky to have es-
caped an action for breach of promise.
Florinda, for her part, had no need of
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excessive cleverness to discover that
her recently acquired popularity was
on the wane. Littleborough did not
understand, and could not approve,
such ways of going on. Generosity,
within reasonable limits, is well
enough ; but a woman who strips her-
self bare of all her possessions for an
idea is a sheer fool, and the self-
despoiled Florinda was not left long
in ignorance of public opinion. It
may be hoped that the tearful grati-
tude of Sylvia and the radiant visage
of Ned Williams made her some
amends. The latter was helping her
on with her cloak, preparatory to es-
corting her home, when Mrs. Wil-
liams bustled up, with almost shame-
faced blandishments.

““Dear Miss Hopkins, so extra-
ordinarily good of you! I am delight-
ed at Ned’s choice, for I have always
felt so—irresistibly drawn, I may say.
to dear Sylvia! But—is it quite right;
Ought you to impoverish yourself like
this?”’

““Oh, I shan’t come on the rates,’’
laughed Florinda, and added, in a
voice sufficiently loud to be heard by
all bystanders, ‘‘I’ve only given Syl-
via what I didn’t know how to spend :
otherwise Mr. Ned wouldn’t have leé
me have my way. You see, poor
father left a larger fortune than
anybody would have supposed.

' Fifty thousand pounds it works out

at, I believe. Now, I must be off, and
I wish you a very happy Christmas.
Mine’s going to be firstrate, because
your son and Sylvia are coming to
dine with me. Three’s no company, I
allow; but I’m afraid it’s too late 'to
invite a fourth person now. No, Mr
Bradford ; you’re more than kind bnt.
I couldn’t think of inflicting my Soei-
ety upon you, many thanks. More es-
pecjally as I'm so unaccustomed to
dining late two nights running that I
shouldn’t wonder if I was to drop
asleep soon after dinner to-morrow, I
don’t say I shall, but I don’t say I
shan’t. Good-night, everybody!’?
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CHRISTMARS EVE AT THE
MANOR

BY EDITH G. BAYNE

== APTAIN ALAN ARM-
iy 1 STRONG climbed to an
IO outside seat on the Mug-
I «fu' gleton coach and with a
W‘ sigh of supreme satisfac-
== tion, disposed his lox:g-
i trench-hardened person be-
IL’TZ‘;?,"; little old lady holding a par-
rot-cage and a little old gentleman with
a plain muffler and a touch of asthma.
““This is the life!”” he ejaculated.
“Did you speak, sir?’’ rather tim-
idly inquired the little old lady, peer-
ing around the parrot-cage and.up
into the brown face of the Capadlan.
Alan grinned, half-apologetically.
“1f I did it was wholly spontane-
ous,”” he admitted. “To. think T
should have the luqk to strike an old
e¢oach-route and right thrm}g’gh the
heart of Dickens’s England!
“MThen you’'ve never ridden on a
fore?’’
co?‘cgel\)'zr. “And it was l?y the
merest chance I learned of this. My
friends at the Manor Farm wanted
to send the motor for me, but I
telegraphed them that I intended
travelling Pickwicklan‘ style and to
meet me at Muggleton msteafl. YVhy,
all my life I've longed to rl’(,le out-
side’ on an English coach! :
““ Ah, yes,”” spoke up the asthmatic
ntleman. ‘‘It is almost the only
gach route left. Sentiment, I believe,
i ible.”’
s ‘r‘es Sggﬁs;lent and pity for the coach-
driver,”” amended the little old lady.
““The coach-driver?”’
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“Yes, it’s the only work he can do,
you see,”’

*‘Why, he looks a husky old chap!”’
said Alan, with a glance down at the
driver’s seat where a vast bulk of
brown greateoat surmounted by a
tweed ear-mufflled cap obscured a
large portion of the English winter
landscape. ‘“As a matter of fact, I
don’t ever remember seeing such a
huge man before. He must tip the
scales at about three hundred. '’

‘‘More than that,”’ said the little
old gentleman.

‘““And he’s past eighty,”’ observed
the little old lady.

Alan was impressed.

“I wonder why he doesn 't join a
cireus or apply for admission to a
freak museum,’’ he said wonderingly.

‘“Ah, but it’s his activity keeps him
alive! He’s afraid of apoplexy or
fatty degeneration or something,”’

““And well he may. What a mon-
strosity !”’

““Still, he deserves eredit,”’ whoez-
ed the little old gentleman, “‘for try-
ing to make up for a misspent youth,’’

““Oh, T see. Drink?’’

‘*No, eating,”’

“Eating 2’

“Yes, he was a great gourmand.
Did little else but eat and sleep. . . .
You said, I think, that your friends
lived at the Manor Farm. The one
near Muggleton, sir?”

Alan nodded.

“I get off at the Blue Lion,”” he
explained.
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““Well, I was about to say that our
driver in his early youth was page
and general handyboy to the then
owner of the Manor—a Mr. Wardle,
girs”’

After a while Alan’s companions
got off and he was left alone. He
pulled his cap further down, drew
his collar closer about his ears and
fell to day-dreaming. The air was
pleasantly crisp, the wind blew fresh-
ly and the coach rumbled smoothly
along past brewn hedgerows, snug,
thatched cottages, an occasional ivy-
hung lodge gate, and now and then
through the cobbled street of a little
market town. Alan’s reflections were
sweet and absorbing. Anticipations
of a real old English Christmas filled
him and the central figure was a
beauteous maiden named Phyllis.

‘What is this? Another stop in an
inn yard! Fresh horses. Another
party of travellers. Alan rouses him-
self from his state of pleasant coma
and gazes with interest at these peo-
ple. They are ‘‘outsiders’’ by choice
for which Alan is distinetly glad, for
the leader of the group is such a
merry-looking, rosy, rotund old chap
that he feels drawn to him on the
spot. There is another middle-aged
gentleman only a little less stout and
two younger men, one in a blue great-
coat and the other an ascetic-looking
fellow with the dreamy eyes of the
poet. Lastly there is an attendant,
who appears to be a very jocular
young man for as he assists the
leader of the party to mount the
steps he winks at Alan and murmurs:
“Bless ’is old gaiters!’’

The leader takes off his spectacles,
wipes them and puts them on again.
Then he watches with the keenest in-
terest the disposal of the various port-
manteaux, carpet-bags and shawls.
The jocular youth and the guard are
endeavouring to insinuate into the
‘“hoot’’ a huge codfish several sizes
too large for it and kalf a dozen small
barrels of oysters. At last the guard
achieves his purpose but only by fall-
ing in head first after the basket. The
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bystanders shout with delight. The
leader smiles and pulling out a shil-
ling begs the guard to drink his
health. The guard grins and so do all
the others in the party. Evidently the
old chap’s benevolence is well known.
Off come the horse cloths, the coach-
man shouts out a cheery ‘“ All right!**
the guard’s key-bugle announces de-
parture and the coach proceeds once
more on its journey to Muggleton.
The wheels skim smoothly over the
pike, there is a smart crack of the
whip and the horses break into a can-
ter that lasts until another town is
reached. At various stops some of
the ‘‘outsiders’’ get down to stamp
their feet and look longingly at the
bright fire-glow in the taproom win-
dows where springs of holly hang,
There is a hint of snow in the air,

On again. Alan listens abstractly
to the hum of conversation. This
party apparently is also bound for
the Manor Farm, for they talk of
wedding and Dick’s older sister—not
as pretty, by the way, as the dark-eyed
Phyllis—is to be married to-morrow,
So Alan introduces himself to his
fellow-travellers. It is as he suspeets,
They too are guests. All are very
gay and companionable except one—
the young man in the blue overcoat,
who appears to have taken an instan-
taneous dislike to the stalwart Cana-
dian. Alan catalogues him privately
as a ‘‘boob”’. At three o’clock the

coach rolls into the inn yard of the

Blue Lion at Muggleton.

The passengers descend stifly. The
“‘insides’’ come out and the “‘out.
sides’’ come off. The jocular yo
man springs from the driver’s seat
and assists his master to the ground.
Then he takes out the codfish and the
oysters from the ‘“‘boot’’.

““There!’”’ he exclaims, as Alan
watches. ‘‘Now we’re all werry com.
fortable an’ free from worry as the
father said ven he cut off his little
boy’s head to cure him of squintin® *»

‘““Sam!”’ calls the stout old gen
tleman suddenly. i

Yo mr.t!
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‘“Come here! Come here at once!”’
he commanded.

Alan looked about him and present-
ly he saw a very fat boy—absolutely
the fattest boy he had ever seen—
tugging at the merry old gentleman’s
coat-tails. He was an unuctuous-
looking urchin with round, staring
eyf!%\Thy, bless my soul!”’ exclaimed
the old gentleman.

““Ah,”’ said the adipose youth, and
he glanced at the codfish and the oys-
ters and licked his lips.

He was the colour of a chimney-pot
from having slept by the taproom
fire. :

‘“Master sent me over with the shay
for the luggage,’” he explained. ‘‘He’d
a’ sent some saddle horses but he
thought you gentlemen would rather
walk—it being a cold day.”’ :

““Yes, yes. Quite right,”’ said the
merry old chap hurriedly, and he
glanced at the others and looked

ickly away again.
qmﬁ]l;r}; sawyeach of the other three
exchange furtive glances and colour
slightly. The poetic-looking young
man coughed deprecatingly. Blue
Coat turned slightly pale.

“Yes, indeed,”’ they all_ chorused,
the stouter one adding with a ner-
vous laugh : ‘“‘Shan’t soon forget how
we got to the Manor Hqus_e the last
time—poor Winkle drifting al?’ng
sideways on that awful steed——

““Hush!’’ begged Blue Coat, turn-
i ain.

5 !‘-?d—jgand Snoddy here throwing
himself into the bramble bush when
the shay horse bolted——"’ ’

““Tupman, I beg of you!”’

“____and our beloved leadi)elr try-
$ dispose of the other noble ani-
:f.ltvghiglp everybody thought we had
stolen—"’

“Tupman, pray do not recall that
mortifying episode,’’ plegded the ro-
tund old gentleman, a pained expres-
sion on his benevolent features.

The one addressed as ‘“Snoddy’’
drew close to Mr. Tupma..n. There
was a gleam of malice in his eye.
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‘“Remember!’’ he hissed dramatie-
ally. ““Remember that upon the oc-
casion of that visit a certain elderly
virgin gave youn the everlasting go-by
and eloped with one Alfred .J ingle of
unsavoury memory!’’

Mr. Tupman started, but quickly
regained his self-possession and walk.
ed away. Presently the four gentle-
men struck into the footpath across
the fields and then Alan and Sam
and the fat boy got into the shay with
the luggage.

“You’re a fine specimen of a prize
boy, you are!”’ observed Sam to the :
latter. ““Do you ever drink?’’

‘I likes eatin’ better. (Can you
drive?”’

‘I should rayther think so!’’

““Then there.”” And the fat boy
sighed and put the reins into Sam's
hands, pointing up a lane. ““It’s as
straight as you can go! You can't
miss it.”’

He laid himself down by the cod-
fish and, with an oyster barrel for a
pillow, fell instantly asleep.

At the Manor a great welcome
awaited the travellers. There was a
houseful of people—wedding guests,
poor relatives, and whatnot. There
were the genial host and his mother
and young ladies and gentlemen to
the number of a score or more., The
poetic young man called “Snoddy "
immediately fell in love with a young
lady named Emily. Bilye Coat pro-
ceeded to surrender to the charms of
a dark-eyed damsel who wore a pair
of fur-topped boots—none other, in
fact, than Alan’s own Phyllis Ara-
bella! Alan ground his teeth in silent
rage. The flirt!

the new guests at first, but under the
pleasant cajolery and admirable tact
of the rotund” old gentleman she
thawed, and the pair were soon deep
In a rubber of whist. The host or-
dered hot elder wine with spice and
in the soft glow of the candles all was
merry as the marriage-bell which
would ring on the morrow. The pros-
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pective groom and his love frankly
spooned in one of the corners.

Then came dinner, and what a din-
ner! Roast and fowl and game and
mince-pies and drinking of healths!
In the butler’s pantry Sam and the
fat boy stuck sprigs of holly in each
pie, Sam calling the urchin by such
fond names as ‘‘young boa-construc-
tor”” and ‘“‘Jumbo’’ and ‘‘little
opium-eater.’’

““Wardle, a glass in honour of the
happy occasion to-morrow !”’ the ro-
tund old chap eried.

“‘Be delighted, Joe! . . . Dash that
boy, he’s gone asleep again.’’

“No, I ain’t, sir.”’—from a corner
where he had been devouring a pie,
came the voice of the fat boy.

“Fill the glasses.”

BB RE S

Alan was seated beside his charm-
ing Phyllis and had the keen addi-
tional pleasure of noting the chagrin
on the face of Mr. Winkle—for that,
it turned out, was the ‘‘boob’s’’ name.
He began to feel that sooner or later
he and Winkle were destined to cross
swords and he gloried in the idea. A
duel, ah!

Then there was the ball, held in a
long, oak-panelled room where a huge
fire blazed and crackled and where, in
a bower of evergreen and holly a cou-
ple of fiddlers and the harpist from
Muggleton discoursed sweet musie.
Laughter and gay voices made the old
rafters ring at times. Was this a
Cruickshank cartoon come to life,
Alan wondered! But Phyllis con-
tinued to smile upon him while Mr.
Winkle glowered from a recess across
the room. Tall candles in massive sil-
ver candle-sticks and in four-branched
sconces diffused a soft yet radiant
light over the scene and rich brocaded
gowns and satin “‘gmalls’’ shimmered
and rustled. Holly berries glowed
redly everywhere and the scent of
evergreen filled the air while the
creamy mistletoe berry peeped shyly
forth from its half-hidden retreat.

The merry old gentleman, his face
rosier than ever and his eyes twink-

ling behind his spectacles, appeared
without his gaiters and in smart
pumps. He meant to dance with the
best of them!

“You! In silk stockings!’’ eried
Mr. Tupman jocosely.

«« And why not, sir—why not?’’ de-
manded the merry old chap warmly.

How the girls laughed as their part-
ners swung them through the mazes
of the dance! What giggling and
blushing beneath the mistletoe! How
cleverly the merry old gentleman
stepped through the minuet with the
host’s mother, graceful in spite of her
four-score years! Then how delight-
fully he saluted his partner under-
neath the mistletoe, as the others had
done, and took her to a seat! M.
Snodgrass kissed Emily, Mr. Tupman
kissed numberless young ladies and
proved by his demeanor that he had
long since ceased sighing for his lost
Rachel, and Mr. Winkle kissed the
girl with the fur around her boot-
tops.

Seeing this last, Alan withdrew to
a remote corner and sulked a little
but not for long. After a time hé
went downstairs and there found Sam
the jocular young man, and the maid
Emma in close conclave, while the
fat boy demolished a pork pie on a
bench by the fire.

““Your master’s a fine gen’l’m’n,”’
Sam was telling Emma. ‘‘I hear i1e
always invites the servants up for
the games on Christmas Eve. I
never see such a reg-lar gen’l’'m’n.”’

Emma tossed her head, quite
pleased.

““Oh, that he is!’’ the fat boy eut
in. ““Don’t he breed nice pork!”’

Sam turned and gazed at the youth
for a moment in silence. 2

“I’Il tell you what it is, young
dropsy,’’ he began at length, very im-
pressively, ‘‘if you don’t sleep a little
less and exercise a little more, you'll
lay yourself open to the same thin
as was inflicted on the old gen’l'm’n
as wore a pigtail.”’

““What was that ?’’ Joe asked, show-
ing much interest.

R ——
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“Why'he was one o’ the largest
patterns turned out—hadn’t caught a
glimpse of his own shoes for forty-
five years.”’

“Lor!”’ exclaimed Emma.

‘““He was rollin’ down the Strand
one day an’ he sees a pickpocket he
knew a-comin’ along arm-in-arm with
a little boy with a werry large head.
Now, there wasn’t a pickpocket in all
London but had taken a pull at his
wateh-chain, but it never broke an’
his watch was stuck tight—almost
burstin’ through his gray Kersey
smalls. ‘They’re a-goin’ to have an-
other try,” he chuckles. Then all Qf
a sudden the little boy lowers his
head an’ rushes straight for the qld
gen’l'm’n’s stomach an’ doubles him
up. ‘Murder!” howls the old chap.
An’ w'en he come to his watch an’
chain was gone an’ so was his dlg_'es-
tion for the rest of his nat’ral life.
So young feller take care!”’

The fat boy was much affected by
this moving tale and went straight-
way to the pantry where he annexed a
eold bird and half a dozen currant
buns. :

The servants were called upstairs
now and old-fashioned time—ho_noured
games were indulged in while the
great wassail bowl with the hot apples
hissing and bubbling was prepared by
the host himself.

““Rake up the ﬁre,_Trundlt_:,” he
called to his prospective son-in-law,
“Tt is snowing hard now.”’ :

““We’ll have a white Chrmtn;as,
after all,”’ someone cried, peering
through a casement.

‘“What’s that?”’
deaf old lady nervously.
chimney on fire?”’ : '

““No, no, mother. Snow is falling
and a bit of wind has got up. We’ll
have sleighing, I expect.’’ .

‘“ And skating!’’ exclaimed Emily.

‘‘Severe weather perhaps,’”” re-
marked the merry old gentlen;an.

““Fine time f(;lr thtlam lz)a.s is ytviell,

up, as the polar bear said,
mg ng'n in an aside to his mas-

ter.

demanded the
“Is the
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Blind man’s buff and snapdragon
together with copious draughts from
the bowl of wassail continued to keep
everybody merry and at length to-
ward morning story-telling replaced
the more active forms of amusement.
Alan felt that he could have remained
awake forever. He and Phyllis sat
hand in hand now and listening to
the tales of their host and the old
clergyman and others he began to feel
a sense of unreality steal over it all—
the voices, softly English, the merry
faces, and the touch of that small
hand in his seemed all part of a de.
lightful dream. Here he was, a soldier
on a week’s leave from the trenches
miraculously set down in the midst of
an old English family celebrating
Yule-tide and with a fine old English
country gentleman to do the honours,
Like unfamiliar phantoms, such
phrases as ‘‘food shortage,’” ** farmer-
ettes,”’ ““submarine warfare,”’ ‘‘sea
blockade’” and ‘‘greater produetion”’
stalked strangely through his mind.
Why weren’t Winkle and Snodgrass
in khaki? Why wausn’t the old lady
—and every other lady—rolling band-
ages or knitting? Why did the merry
old gentleman not make a patriotie
speech?  Dick had written that he
would find things very dull at the
Manor Farm, as economy was the
order of the day. There was little
economy in evidence here—not that
he would wish it otherwise for this
one evening. But did they burn half
a thousand candles every night?
Surely not. -

Whether it was the wassail or the
sudden soft pressure of that little
hand in his own or what it was, Alan
suddenly beeame very brave and de-
termined. His bashfulness fell from
him like a cloak and he rose unsteadi-
ly and faced the throng of merry-
makers. Just as he opened his lips to
speak, Sam returned from a trip be-
iowstairs and crossed over to his mas.
er.

“There’s a couple o’ sawbones
downstairs,”’ he said, in a low tone,
but which Alan caught nevertheless,

’
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““One of ’em is eatin’ oysters an’
aimin’ the shells at young dropsy
asleep in the eorner.”’

¢ Ah! Medical students, I gather,’’
said the merry old gentleman, smil-
ingly. ‘‘I remember them.”’

“Yes, sir. One is Miss Arabella’s
brother. He’s ’er guardian, he says.
Won’t ’ave ’er marryin’ anybody as
he don’t approve of.”’

Alan looked at Mr. Winkle and
caught that gentleman favouring him
in the same manner. Steel flashed on
steel in the two pairs of eyes and Mr.
Winkle got up quickly and took a
step forward. His expression was
menacing in the extreme and Phyllis
Arabella sereamed. But Alan flexed
the muscles of his good right arm and
smiled.

““Come on!”’ he cried invitingly.

‘“‘Gentlemen, gentlemen!’’ eried the
host quickly.

“Remember there are ladies pres-
ent,’’ said the merry old chap. ‘‘Win-
kle, restrain yourself.”’

“‘He stole her from me!’’ said Mr.
Winkle. ‘‘Her brother, I am sure,
would approve of my suit o

““T had her first!”’ Alan broke in
hotly.

““What does Phyllis herself say?”’
asked someone suddenly.

* Alan turned in the hope of reading
sweet assurance in Phyllis’s eyes. But
—what was this?

There she stood, lovely as ever, her
cheeks like holly, warm and ruddy,
her eyes glowing and a smile on her
lips. But the yellow brocade gown—
the pearls— the lace—where were
they? From her head to her feet she
was clothed in khaki brown! Slim
and upright she stood, her curls half-
hidden beneath a hat with ““Land
Army’’ on the crown—a severely
plain hat with a straight brim. Heavy
shoes and puttees had taken the place
of the little fur-topped boots. Her
waist was as neat as ever, but in a
business-like belted jacket and—was
the rest of the costume a skirt or some
kind of bifurcated affair? Whatever
it was, the whole effect was very
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pleasing. As Alan, lost in admiration,
continued to gaze upon her she
brought her right hand smartly up
at the salute.

Then Winkle, in a jealous rage, fell
upon the Canadian. There was a
struggle, scuffling, loud voices, and—
Winkle seemed to have quite a
“punch’’ after all! Muscular fellow.
Wouldn’t have guessed it, though.
Alan’s own arms flew about like busy
windmills. His breath came short.
He heard strange noises and then a

-gympathetic feminine voice.

“Poor boy,”’ it murmured, eclose
beside him. ‘I suppose it’s the first
real sleep he’s had in months. A
shame to rouse him!’’

““But this is where he gets off,”’
came a deep rumbling voice, and Alan
felt a strong arm shaking him., I
say, this is your stop, sir, wake up.’’

Alan’s eyes opened full. The stout
coachman Joomed over him, breathing
heavily.

““The fat boy!’’ Alan muttered.

Some of the other passengers snig-
gered and Alan turned a dazed glance
about him.

“Where’s Winkle?’’ he demanded
drowsily.

‘““Where’s who? There warn’t no-
body with you, sir,”’ said the coach-
man. ‘‘This is the Blue Lion, sir
and there’s a party a-waving to ym,{
from a motor down below. I'm a-
going on to West Muggleton.”’

Alan rose and having found his bag
pressed a coin into the palm of the
stout driver. ;

““Thank you, sir,”’ said the latter
touching his ear-muffled cap. Then’
as Alan descended and the coach
rumbled on—for the Blue Lion is not
the important stop that it once was—
the coachman smiled till the ereases
in his cheeks almost hid his eyes. ‘A
golden crown, as I live! But I just
about earned it, I did. Never see such
a chap to wake up! He’s almost ag
sound a sleeper as I was myself in
my young days. . . . But I wonder
wot he called me a ‘fat boy’ for!
ain’t wot you’d call fat.”’



THE
NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS

BY GUY

QII'TH the dawn of Christ-
/¢l mas Eve, snow began to
fallheavily over the great
1 City of Ironpoql with
. rigorous persistence.
Flake after flake descended through
the heavy smoke-laden air until it
seemed that the whole city was put-
ting on a dazzling brxdpl garment for
the coming feast. Muriel Winstanley,
tall, lithe, and glowing with h?&]tl’l,
left’ her lodgings for the Prince’s
Theatre for a last rehearsal of the
play in which she was to appear on
Boxing Day. On all sides sh%‘ saw
the artistic posters advertising “ The
0ld World Players,.” and hgre and
there her own portrait as leading lady,
stared out upon her from the hoard-
ings. Gierd
management of the Prince’s
Thﬁl&e hada%eciQed upon a new de-
arture this Christmas. A panto-
gﬁme was to be given at th_e tl’lree
other theatres, but at the Prince’s a
lay, written by a north-country
:)uth’or, and acted by professionals
who had nearly all been born in the
rth, was to be produced. It dealt
nqt,h ihe industrial life of a hundred
5 ago, and if the advance book-
_yearswas ;my eriterion, “ A Certq.m
Rieh Man ” was going to be a consid-
ess.
erﬁfriﬁce Winstanley had played
11 parts in London, Paris and
;Im: York, and was well known as a
“ leeading lady ” in the provinces. She
been born in Monpool,. and hgd
gn selected to play the chief part in
ew play. It was a distinet
ctgin(l:le for her, and she knew it. The.
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play was a good one, the part fitted
her like a glove, and yet, as she made
her way to the theatre, her mind was
troubled, and her eyes dull with
thought.

When she had gone a short dis-
tance, she stopped before a house at
the other end of a long street, where
theatrical folk generally lodged, and
as she did so, old Mrs. John Lapin,
the well-known comedienne, eame out
and joined her.

“It’s freezing hard” said the
Jolly old lady, “so the snow won't
hurt us, not but what I shall be glad
to get to the theatre, so come along,

my dear.”
The two ladies walked along in
silence. Neither seemed inelined to

talk. Once or twice as they erossed
The Square with its towering town
hall on one side, the old lady stole
a questioning glance at her young
friend’s face, and finding nothing to
reassure her there, she sighed. They
arrived at the theatre, and went
round to the stage door, inquiring for
letters from the stage doorkeeper in
his little huteh, and then making
their way towards the large dressing-
room which they shared together,
which, being what is known as the
“star ” room, was on a level with the
stage itself,

“We're early, there is nearly half
an hour yet,” said Mrs. Lupin. “What
is it, Muriel? I know you are un-
‘happy, my dear—and I think I ean
guess the reason.”

Muriel sat down upon a chair, and
gazed moodily at the row of grease
paints, neatly set out in front of a
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large mirror clamped firmly to the
wall.

“ We have known each other a good
many years now, Harriet,” she said.
“ You’ve been like a mother to me in
the profession. When I was a silly,
ignorant girl you saved me from all
sorts of dangers.”

“ And will again, please God,” said
the old lady. She laid her hand upon
the girl’s arm, and the deep contralto
voice that had set so many audiences
rocking with laughter in the past,
now trembled with womanly sym-
pathy. “It’s about him, isn’t it,
about Chris Pilkington ?”

Muriel nodded. ¢ Yes,” she said,
and there was a sob in her voice. The
old lady sighed deeply.

“ Ah, Muriel !” she said, “in all the
years I have known you, you have
been heart-whole until now.  They
call you ‘ Proud Maisie,” all the men
say you are as cold as ice, and
oW, % L
The girl turned on her fiercely.

“The same tone!” she cried. “ You
are all alike. What is there against
Mr. Pilkington? Why does every
single member of the company treat
him with such coldness? He is a
great artist—he’ll get to the very top
of the tree in our profession; he is a
gentleman, he is courteous, and kind,
and yet, apart from the actual neces-
sary business in the theatre, everyone
seems to avoid him like the plague. I
suppose it is because he is the leading
man, and they are jealous of him—
though I have never seen anything
like it before in any company I have
been with.”

“My dear,” Mrs. Lupin answered
very quietly, “let me ask you one
question. You needn’t answer unless
you like, but old Harriet is your
aceepted mother, you know! Muriel,
do you think he loves you?”

The colour mantled into the girl’s
face, and her eyes grew bright.

« Doesn’t a girl know?” she said,
« it is mere pretence to say that she
doesn’t. A girl always knows.”

« You don’t think it is a mere pass-
ing fancy on his part—or on yours P’
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“ How should I be able to enter into
a man’s mind ?” Muriel answered bit-
terly. “Omne thing I do know, he is
not that detestable thing, a male flirt,
like so many actors are, though he is
by far the handsomest man I have
ever met upon the stage. He doesn’t
20 preening his feathers, and endeavy-
ouring to attract attention like so
many men do. Oh, Harriet,” and
here her head fell upon her arms
“ Harriet, 1 feel sure he loves me, an(i
yet, and yet, he seems almost afraid
of me—and then this hostile attitude
of the company! There’s a sort of
veiled warning whenever they make
any reference to him, and I am utterly
miserable. Yet I thought that this
was going to be one of the happiest
Christmases I have ever spent.”

“You've answered both my ques-
tions,” said the elder woman gravely
“ Child, it is not for nothing the5:
have called you proud in the profes.
sion! You are proud, and I am glad
of it, because your pride and your
pride alone, will help you to bear jt
You love Christopher Pilkington. |
can see that, and because I love you
as if you were my own daughter, 1
am going to be eruel in order to he
kind. It is better that it should eome
from me.”

The girl looked up, and stared with
startled eyes at her companion.

“ What do you mean ?” she whisper.
ed, and there was fear in her voice
“There is something, then? Is ther;
anyone else ?” :

Mrs. Lupin shook her head. *Not
that I know, dear,” she answered
“No, it is not that sort of thing. But
for‘ %01111, it is almost as bad.”

“Mell me,” Muriel said, wipi
eyes. “I must know. DI()n::tg hﬁ:
afraid. I shan’t make a fool of myself
and no one will know anything at the
rehearsal. What is it?”

The old comedienne bit her lip, ang
her large, plump face wrinkled ui) un
conseiously into her famous attitnd-
of stage perplexity—though now Sh:
was sincere enough.

“You've noticed all the ecom
look coldly on Chris Pilkington,™ she

o e b N
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said, “they do. It’s perfectly true,
but they have only heard hints and
rumours. If they knew the truth,
some of them would very likely throw
up their parts—those who could afford
to do so at any rate.”

“You know the truth?”

“] and one other person in the
company, Rose Howard.”

Muriel started. “ That furtive, sly,
little thing,” she said, “though I’ll
own she can act. What do you and
she know about Christopher ¢”

“Something that will shock you
very much, dear.” .

“Then why haven’t you and Miss

oward thrown up your parts, or at
gny rate told the rest?” Muriel said
disdainfully. .

“ Because, my dear,” MIr;. Lupin

wered gently, “because I have seen
::inuch egil in the world that I have
learnt to be tolerant, and try to keep
a kind heart for the failings of others.
As for Rose Howard, I know very
little of her. She always keeps herself
to herself, but it is charitable to sup-
pose that her reasons are the same as
mine. Now I’ll tell you at once.” ;

“ Please do, I can stand anything
but this uncertainty.” :

“ A year ago,” said Mrs. Lupin,
“ yon may remember that Constance
Savage,” she referred to one of the
most famous actresses of the dpy,
“had an eight weeks”tour, starring
in all the No. 1 towns.’ 2
m‘?l have heard you speak of it. You
were with the show, weren’t you?”

“1 was. So were Rose Howard and
Chris Pilkington. The tour was a big
affair, a great suceess, and I was very
glad to be a member of the company,
for it was an advertisement. :

She hesitated for a moment, trying
to bring herself to the point. =

“@Go on, for heaven’s sake go on!

i riel.

“1‘90%3 day, a gold hand-mirrpr,
worth a considerable sum, was miss-
ing from Constance Savage’s dressing-
room—she is a most careless woman,
and even on tour travgls about with
all sorts of valuable jewellery and

toilet things.”

“ And what has a gold mirror to do
with Christopher Pilkington "

“ Muriel, he, he took it! He was
hard up at the time, he took it, and
he pawned it!”

“I won’t believe it, I won’t believe
it for a moment. Christopher Pil-
kington a thief, never!”

The other shook her head sorrow-
fully.

“It is only too true, dear, he con-
fessed it himself. Constance Savage
didn’t want a scandal in a company
like hers. She wouldn’t prosecute,
the whole matter was hushed up, and
Pilkington was dismissed immediately,
There have been all sorts of rumours
as to what happened, but nobody
knows the truth, except Miss Savage,
Rose Howard and myself. I was most
surprised when I found that Pilking-

~ton had been chosen for the leading

part in this play. 1 suppose the man-
agement have heard nothing, and at
any rate he is town born like your-
self, and, as you say, a magnificent
actor. That'’s all. Muriel, I would
never have breathed a word of this
had I not seen how things were going
with you. But, loving you as 1 do, 1
have to save you.”

Muriel kissed her, and the girl’s
lips were cold as ice,

“ You have done so very effectually.,
A sharp operation, but T am cured.”

The laughter that rang out in the
dressing-room was so scornfully bitter
and despairing that it stabbed the
kind old woman’s heart as with a
knife. =

Hammond, the stage manager, was
thoroughly satisfied with the last
rehearsal. ‘

The curtain was up, and the enor-
mous cavern of the auditorium was in
gloom. The brown holland which
covered all the seats and gilding seem-
ed like some ghostly audience to the
actors, and only a bar of yellow from
the lighted room of the theatre man-
ager, which opened into the back of
the dress cirele, focused the eye,

Muriel Winstanley played to that
bar of yellow light. She said her
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words, performed, went through the
business of the play, as if in a dream.
She seemed a being aloof, apart. And
though all her colleagues knew what
fire she would put into her part on
Boxing Night, they whispered, and
some of them sneered to each other
at the tall, dark-haired girl’s detach-
ment.

One member of the company neither
whispered nor sneered, but his heart
grew leaden cold within him. There
was one moment in the play where
Christopher Pilkington had to take
Muriel Winstanley in his arms, and
whisper words of love to her. For
many days now the man had known
that the girl in his arms thrilled as
he took her, had known himself a
keen anguish of mingled joy and
pain.

To-day, she lay in his embrace like
a doll, and a horrible fear came to him
at the contact. She had heard! She
had heard at last! And the man with
dark red hair and the steady gray
eyes also went through the rest of the
rehearsal in a dreim of pain.

3

Muriel slipped out of the theatre
alone. She did not want to speak to
anyone at all. Even Mrs. John Lupin
would have been unbearable at this
moment.

It was nearly three o’clock. Muriel
was faint for the want of food. She
shuddered as she thought of going
back to the little sitting-room in Para-
dise Row. She hurried out of the
theatre, crossed The Square, and
hardly knowing what she did, entered
a large, brightly-lit restaurant.

The place was full of happy, Christ-
mas-faring folk. Laughter and bright
.chatter were all around her, as she
shrank into a quiet seat and began
her lonely and depressing meal.

But the food did her good. It re-
stored her to herself, as it were. The
terrible shock and blow of Mrs. Lu-
pin’s revelation had left her despair-
ing and without courage.

Now she regained courage—of a
sort—and steeled herself to go
through the ordeal before her without
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a sign that she had been wounded in
the very depths of her being,

As she left the restaurant, the snow
was still falling. The shops blazed
with light. Joy and festivity were
all around her, but her heart was a
stone.

Well, all her hopes were over. Her
Ideal, her one Ideal, was shattered.
She ground her teeth together, as she
realized that she had been on the
point of giving herself to a vulgar
thief—a thief, nothing more nor less
than that.

And yet— Oh! incredible!

She felt deadly tired. She wanted
to go home and sleep, to forget every-
thing. :

Her homeward way led past the
theatre, and she suddenly remembered
that she had left a despatch box in
her dressing-room. It contained sey-
eral things of value, letters from old
friends, it would be a eompanion for
her lonely Christmas Day.

The stage door-keeper was dozing
in his den as she passed quickly up
the stairs, crossed the gloomy stage
with it gaunt piles of scenery, and
opened the door of her dressing-room.

As she did so, Muriel gave a ery of
surprise.

All the electrics were turned on. A
girl in a cheap fur coat of “Cony
Seal” was bending over the despatch
box with a screw-driver in her hand.

It was Rose Howard, the furtive
little creature whom Muriel had in-
stinctively disliked from the first, and
who was the sharer of the secret with
Mrs. John Lupin.

Muriel understood the situation in
a flash.

“What are you doing here?” ghe
cried. “ You’ve wrenched open my
despatch box, you’ve got my bracelets
in your hand, why, you are stealing 1"

The girl threw up her hands with
a loud wail of despair.

Muriel caught her by one wrist
“You wicked girl! How could ymi
do such a thing. Do you know that
you could be lodged in prison for
this ?”

The other broke down horribly.
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“It’s mother,” she cried, clinging
to Muriel’s skirts, “ it’s mother, T don’t
do it for myself.”

“Do you mean to say that your mo-
ther makes you steal ?” :

“No, no, but she is ill, she is bed-
ridden. I only earn thirty-five shill-
ings a week, year in, year out, and I
have to do my best to keep her. Oh,
please, Miss Winstanley, let me go
this time, and I'll never do it again.”

Muriel’s anger was short-lived. The
sight was too pitiable, the girl was ob-
viously speaking the truth.' ;

“If you wanted money,” she said
gently, “ you might have come to me
and asked me for some, instead of
breaking open my despatch box.”

Suddenly a thought came to her,
which froze the words upon her lips.
She breathed quickly; a furious en-
ergy of excitement possessed her.
“You’ve done this before!” she said,
in a flash of illumination. “ You stole
Miss Savage’s gold mirror!”

The girl’s face was a white wedge
of terror. Her lips grew ashen gray,
she cowered upon the floor—her
silence was sufficient answer.

“Now I'll tell you what I'll do,”
Muriel went on, “1I shall. wrige out a
confession of what you did with Miss
Savage, and what you have tried to
do this afternoon, and you will sign
it. I’ll promise not to use it against
you, if you try to mend your ways,,I
have no wish to harm you. And I'll
lend you a little money—I get a good
salary, and I have some of my own—
and I'll do what I can to help you.”

Then she remembered something
els‘e'But Mr. Pilkington was accus-
ed,” she cried, “he confessed!”

“1 gave it him,” the girl faltered.
1 told him it was mine, the last
thing of value I had left, and I asked
him to pawn it for me as I was asham-
ed to do so myself.” :

Anger and contempt for the miser-
able creature on the floor flamed up
in Muriel like a torch. She could have
spurned her with her foot, but the
confession! At all costs she must get

that.
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There was a fountain pen and paper
in the despatch box, and she sat down
and wrote rapidly for a minute or
two.

“Read that, and sign it,” she said
in a cold voice.

The sobbing girl did so, and wrote
her name with trembling fingers at
the foot of the document,

“I shall keep to my promise,” said
Muriel, folding up the paper, * come
to me on Boxing Day, and I'll see
what can be done. But how you could
let an honest man bear this terrible
suspicion all this time, see him
shunned by everyone, knowing that
you yourself were the thief, it is im
possible to understand. Go now, or
I shall say more than I wish to if you
stay much longer.”

There was a moan, a seuffle and
the dressing-room was empty.,

S

It was six o’clock in the evening,
Muriel was alone in her sitting-room.

The fire burned brightly, and she
was gazing into it with a tender smile
upon her face,

Outside the snow was still falling
thickly, and in the distance the voices

of some carol singers sounded in
sweet harmony.

Good King Wenceslas looked out,
On the Feast of Stephen. . , .

There was a knock at the door, and
the landlady entered, a kind old soul,
with whom Muriel had stayed before.

“Miss, will you do me a favour?
The servant’s out—I had to let her 2o
on Christmas Eve—and 1 have not
near done my shopping. Mr. Ham.
mond it out, t0o,” the stage manager
occupied the sitting-room above Mur-
iel's. “If I was to be gone for an
hour, would it be troubling you too
much to open the door, and take in
any pareels?”

“Not at all, Mrs, Brown, I am not
going out. Go and do your sbopging
and be away as long as you like.

3%

The carol singers tramped by in
the snow, and she could hear their
merry voices.



694 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Then, Muriel sat up suddenly, and
the colour went from her face. There
was a click of the outside gate, a
muffled footstep on the path, and by
sure instinet she knew whose step it
was. Then came the ringing of the
front door bell.

She went out and opened it.

“ (Can I see Mr. Hammond,” said a
man’s deep voice, ‘there’s some
theatre business, I have 7

Pilkington recognized Muriel Win-
stanley.

“1 beg your pardon,” he said. “I
did not know—"

“ Mr. Hammond is out, Mr. Pilking-
ton, and I am alone in the house. But
won’t you come in for a minute or
two out of the snow?”

He hesitated for a moment as she
held the door more open, and the light
from the lamp in the hall shone upon
his face. She read the struggle there
—the longing to accept the invitation,
the stubborn will fichting against it.

“ Please do,” she said, “ I am rather
lonely to-night.”

“Lonely!” he said, and there was
a suppressed agony in his voice that
thrilled her to the inmost fibres of
her being.

Without another word he came in,
and she knew that she had conquered.

She made him take off his hat and
coat, and follow her into the sitting-
room.

They sat on gpposite sides of the fire
—strangely intimate yet strangely
aloof—in the cosy little room, and
each knew as their beating hearts

ticked off the seconds that the deeisive
moment in their lives had come,

For a minute or two they talked on
indifferent subjects, and every instant
of that time, Muriel divined the
frightful struggle between love and
duty that was going on within the
soul of the man before her. 4

All at once she saw his face stiffen
and she knew that he would nevex:
speak unless she made him.

“You are lonely too,” she said.
Something like a strangled groan
burst from him, and his hand went up
to his throat with a swift, involun-
tary gesture. She looked at him
straight in the eyes, and he woul(i
have been more than mortal if he had
resisted her.

In a moment he was at her feet
kneeling before her, pouring out his'
love with swift, passionate utterance
pleading with her, as no man ha(i
ever pleaded with her before.

“ But I also love,” she said quietly,
and she saw him reel as if struck b):
a bullet. “I love a man who is the
best man I have ever known, a man
who is the soul of chivalry ang
honour.

His face grew deadly white. He
tried to speak, and could not.

“See,” she said, fumbling in hep
breast, and withdrawing something
which hung there from a thin zold
chain around her neck—* see, this is
his portrait.”

With a groan he looked.

What Muriel held ont to him was g
small, round mirror.

> 3



OUR SUBVERSIVE LAWS

BY L. A. M. LOVEKIN

HE late Honourable Ed-
ward Blake once pro-
foundly impressed the
members of the Ontario
Legislature with a quo-
tation from Junius, to

- of his hearers, doubtless, an un-
:lna:w)moflame. It was taken from t.he
“Dedication”, in the course of whlc}l
the famous masqued writer warns his
countrymen against innovations in the
machinery of state and couns}els them
never to permit the most minute in-
vasion of their political constitution,
however insigniﬁcapt in a;z‘pearance,
to pass without resistance. One pre-
cedent,” he writes, “creates another.
They soon accumulate and constitute
law. What yesterday was fact, to-day
is doctrine. Examples are supposed
to justify the most dangerous meas-
ures and where t}ley do not suit eT
aetly, the defect is supplied by anal-
ogy.” - Mr. Blake repeated a warning
given in Britain nearl.y a century pe-
fore he spoke, but which, irrespective
of the sincerity or honesty of the writ-
er, he saw was apphcable to Canada
in’ 1872. It is still more so to-day,
for there is a present tendency to per-
mit the ereation of dangerous legisla-
tive precedents with the most culp-
able indifference on the part of tge
public who may unknowingly be

wronged and whose interests are most i

d so more and more the
affrsec:g .oonllle bad “precedent”, em-
ga_hning worse principles, goes on. The
fathers complacently eat sour grapes
careless whether or not their chil-
dren’s teeth be set on edge. Half a
century’s experience has shown us that
the far-seeing Canadian patriot spoke
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wisely, and many a sinister page on
the statute books throughout the Pro.
vinces proves the force of his warning,
As Minister of Justice he was able to
prevent the perpetuation of erude and
badly-designed bills, anpd their conse-
quent evils, in various parts of the Do-
minion. And it is regrettable that
much of the “law” passed in Provin-
cial Legislatures has not received the
attention in the Department of Jus.
tice it should have received before be-
coming effective for good or evil,
There has recently been newly dis-
covered in certain circles questions
arising out of the passage of a bill
in the Quebec Legislature thirty-seven
years ago, which prolonged its own
duration from the four years specified
in the British North America Act to
five. That its action cannot consist-
ently now be challenged, on the
ground of law, seems unquestionable,
And in this may be seen the foree of
Mr. Blake’s warning against public
indifference permitting the ereation
of dangerous precedents. The “pre-
cedent” established at Quebec by Mr.
Chapleau in 1881 has been followed
by the creation of two others. One
by the Legislature of Ontario in 1901,
led by the late Sir George Ross, and
a third by the present Assembly,
These instances merit passing atten-
tion. In the first case it must be
noticed that in extending perman-
ently the duration of the Quebee
Legislature Mr. Chaplean’s bill, care-
fully drawn by Honourable L. O.
Loranger, the Attorney-General, ex-
pressly excluded the existing Legisla-
ture from its operation. This at least
avoided one most dangerous prin-
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ciple. But the measure did not pass,
and with good reason, without chal-
lenge and it was severely criticized.
The present writer well remembers
the onslaught made on it by the
Opposition of the day in the Legisla-
ture, headed by the late Sir Henry
Joly, who moved the three months
hoist on the third reading. This was
rejected by a vote of 26 to 17, one of
the Cabinet not voting. This debate
was an able one and, apart from the
constitutionality of the proceeding, it
was held that if the assumption of
such a power as the ministry pro-
posed became general, Provincial
Cromwells would be found necessary ;
and, further, that such low would
tend to make the members of the
Assembly too independent and the
“mandatories of the people independ-
ent of their mandators”. The pro-
posal was largely treated as an
infringement of the rights of the
people. The debate was one of much
ability and force and vecalls the
names of many noted public men of
the period.*

The measure for certain reasons
was not disallowed at Ottawa, though
it was at the time said that Sir Alex-
ander Campbell, the Minister of
Justice, had verbally disapproved of
the proposition, and he was one of the
framers of the British North Ameri-
ca Act. The Ministry was in the
throes of an impending general elee-
tion; “political exigencies” had to be
considered and so a very important
matter was side-tracked and such a
“precedent” as Mr. Blake warned his
hearers against established.

Of the Bill passed in 1901 in
Ontario only having for its object the
temporary extension of the Legisla-
ture nothing too severe can be said.

The bad precedent established was
certainly growing by what it fed on
for the Ross bill proposed to make if
legal “for the Legislature to continue
until prorogued by the Lieutenant-
Governor and for ten days after”.
So, given an unscrupulous ministry
and a pliant Lieutenant-Governor
the same Legislature might be sittiné
to-day. A Cromwell would indeed
have been necessary. This Legisla-
ture legally expired about the end of
March, 1902. A private communiea-
tion from Honourable David Mills, at
the time Minister of Justice, and
possibly the influence of the Lieuten-
ant-Governor, Sir Oliver Mowat, a
‘‘Father of Confederation’’, averted
the proposed outrage and the Legis-
lature was prorogued on the 17th of
March, 1902, several days before its
natural death. But there was an
amusing sequel. By the extraordin.
ary Aect the Legislature was to
continue for ten days after proroga-
tion only. It therefore expired by
the new “law” on the 27th of Mareh
but the ghost of the defunct Assembly
was laid by proclamation, with
maimed rites on the nineteenth of
April, the “remains” being wantin
The question was raised in 1881
Did the British North America Aet
in clause 92 give the Provinces
power to extend the duration of the
Legislatures? ~ Clause 85 clearly
states that the duration of the Loeal
Assembly of Ontario and Quebee
shall be “for four years....and ng
longer”. Now clause 92 grants tq
the Legislatures certain powers, one
of which is “the amendment, notwith-
standing anything in this Aet, the
constitution of the Provinece, except
as regards the Lieutenant-Governor’'’,
Here is the ground of doubt ang

—_—

* Of the Assembly then representing the Province scarcely any remain to-day. Of
the Ministry Honourable E. J. Flynn (Crown Lands) is to-day a Judge of the Superior
Court; Honourable W. W. Lynch (Solicitor-General) after some years’ service on the
heneh was lately superannuated, and Honourable Charles Langelier, of the Opposition
is now a judge. Among the rank and file may be named J. Israel Tarte, W. Evan Price.
Louis Beaubien, L. Ruggles Church, George Irvine, Charles and Francois Langelior.
Michael Mathieu, A. Turcotte, Aimé Geoffrion, all of whom have played a leading N
on the bench, in the Senate and House of Commons and in other public offices. Sir ¢ 18
D. Taillon, later Provineial Premier, is now practising law in Montreal.

#
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though raised it was not dealt with at
Ottawa, probably for reasons already
referred to. But at Quebec it was
diseussed and the opinion expressed
that the duration of a Legislature
could hardly be regarded as a part
of the “constitution” in the ordinary
acceptation of the term. ;
I was at that period engaged in
Parliamentary work for the press and
was instructed to gather as.far as
possible the individual opinions of
gsome of the public men who were at
London, and the Quebec Conference,
at the birth of the great chart_er of
Canadian Federation, as to the inten-
tion of the framers of the Act on this
point. I have before me some memo-
randa taken down in answer to my
questions. Honourable Senator Dickey,
of Nova Scotia, said emphatgcally th.at
no such point was categorically dis-
cussed. He added- that at the time
there was a very marked difference
of opinion in certain quarters on the
subject of the Legislative Councils,
their continuance or a_bohtlon. Ths
clause as to “constitutional changes
primarily related to that very import-
ant issue and he laid great stress on
this point. The documents on Con-
federation issued by Sir Joseph Pope
contain a point in the dlscussxo_n
which seems to add weight to this
“%v(;nourable William Macdougall
dealt with the subjgct as one of a
rather “paltry” kind which the
“fathers” would hardly have wasted
time over and said that if they had
it would not have been for the pur-
of enlarging Provincial powers.
would not have given powers
;roh:%rovincial Assembly which Parlia-
ment itself would not possess when
the Act passed. Like .Sengtor Dxcke_y
he held that the Legislative Cguncll
matter was the underlying motive of
the sub-section 1 in clause 92 of the
Constitutional Act. He added that
he regarded the passage of such a law
as the Quebec Bill as a contradiction
of the preamble of the Brms:h North
America Act, for that united the
Province federally “with a constitu-
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tion similar in principle to that of
the United Kingdom”, and he further
said that spasmodic extension of the
British Parliament at the will of the
House of Commons was anything but
an accepted “principle”, and this
would, in degree, apply to the Prov-
inces. Such a virtual re-election of the
House of Commons, by itself, would
probably cause a revolution and he
made some reference to the time-worn
incident of Oliver Cromwell and the
Long Parliament. Mr. Pope, Prince
Edward Island, P. Mitchell, New
Brunswick, Dr. Tupper and Mr, Lan-
gevin, Quebee, all expressed somewhat
similar opinions on general lines,
though it was clear that the question
had never been positively given
attention to in London as it later
loomed up.

But whatever may have been the
intention of the framers of the
British North America Act the bad
precedent set in 1881 has now appar-
ently narrowed down to bad practice.
The elementary principle that a
statute is the will of the Legislature,
and the fundamental rule of interpre-
tation to which others are subordinate
and that a statute is to be expounded
“according to the interest of those
who made it” is very oracular. When,
however, the intention cannot be
clearly stated there must necessarily
follow the hair-splitting of legal
interpreters and the evolution of
what are supposed to be solid con.
clusions from a phantasmal premise.

Amusing, though rather serious,
consequences arose not many years
ago in Ontario as to the “intentions”
of the framers of an act passed only
a year or so before its operations
gored, in the opinion of the gored, the
wrong ox. An amendment to the
election law was enacted and to the
horror of the administration and its
party among its first victims were
Government supporters and their
friends. The next session saw a new
bill before the Assembly setting forth
that “in view of the circumstaneces
of the election trials since the last
election it is just and expedient that
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relief shall be given to some extent
to the candidates”. They were re-
lieved, accordingly, over and above
the judgment of the courts and dis-
qualification removed. It may be
noted that Mr. C. F. Fraser voted
against his friends on the retroactive
clause. Sir Oliver Mowat waxed in
debate very warm over the fact that
the court’s interpretation was “not
the intention of the Aet”.

“From precedent to precedent.”
So it was but a natural sequence
that Mr. Mercier should shortly after
rush a bill through the Legislature
of Quebec lifting the judicial dis-
qualification of one of the Provincial
Ministers or that, at a more recent
period, the present Government
should better its instruection and at
one fell swoop wipe out all the judg-
ments of the courts given in certain
election trials. What next? Surely
if such eccentricities of legislation
are continued it will become impera-
tive for the Ministry of Justice to
scan more carefully in the future
than in the past the bills it has sub-
mitted to it from the Provinces.
But the remedy for fast accumulating
legal abuses and their prevention in
the future can be better provided by
the exercise of ordinary common
sense.

Some time ago the present Chief
Justice of Nova Secotia, Honourable
Benjamin Russell, made a very
earnest plea for unification and
revision of laws now chaotic. The
need is greater now and as there is
a convention of some kind about to
meet for the consideration of the
matter of unification it would be well
if its programme were extended and
a general revision of the results of
the existing “lawless science of the
law, the codeless myriad of precedent,
that wildreness of single instances”,
made with the end in view of check-
ing the growth of what bids fair to
become a national danger. At present
the aspect of our law and its tenden-
cies is not an enticing one. Very

recently an American critic, an un-
friendly one, certainly, referring to
laws in Canada, quoted, as ' the
utterance of a Yale lecturer, the
assurance that “the courts are not
secure in their jurisdietion; the inter-
pretation put upon statutes by the
courts may be reversed by the legis-
latures; any man may be deprived of
his property without due course of
law. Property must be insecure,
enterprise at a discount, the courts
an object of contempt, the govern-
ment an objeet of awe not unmixed
with terror.” The picture may be
overcoloured, but as all these things
specified have been done “by legal
enactment” the criticism merits
some study as a warning 'for the
present and the future. With a Par-
liament and nine Legislatures turn-
ing out annually an endless torrent
of laws, amendments and repeals,
when the wrongs have been done by
the repealed law, the Dominion bids
fair to become “hag-ridden” with
statutory enactments and too often
under the protection of “precedent”.
Swinburne asks if “Precedent is not a
King of men”. Sometimes, it may
with advantage be remembered,
Kings cause their subjects to
resort to extreme measures in
order to obtain redress. On the
strength of the theory most of the
confuted and unjust domestic laws in
Britain have been based and in that
land reforms have only been brought
about by defiance of oppressive laws
and then negation by repudiation
of the underlying principles on
which they were founded. This is
covert rebellion, an evil to be avoided.
The gathering of an assembly for
unification of the provineial laws
could with national advantage at least
initiate a scheme of reform which
would not only unify, systematize
and subordinate the present chaotie
mass of too often incoherent statutes
to common sense, but provide that
future enactments be in the form of
“peason written down”.

———
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THE GREARTER GOOD

BY BANNISTER MERWIN

LI the way from town
to Essex Lawns, Dr.
Philip Latham pon-
dered the best way of
asking Marjorie Stone
to "marry hm. A
cerowded week had forced his personal
problems into the background. In
addition to the many demands upon
him as a young but brilliantly suc-
cessful diagnostician, there had been
an important lecture to prepare. The
mere pressure of work had kept his
* thoughts from Marjorie; but now he
was soon to see her.

How would she receive the avowal
that her friend of years was more
than friend? They had been boy and
girl together, and it is not always
easy to turn friendship into love.
The very nature of her candid liking
for him was, in its way, discouraging.
It no longer pleased him, as it once
had, to hear her refer to him as “dear
old Phil”. :

‘When the car that brought him
from the station at last swung into
the drive, and came to a stop before
the entrance to the house, he ran up
the steps straight to the welcome of
Fanny Caldwell, who clung to the
old, informal way of meeting her
guests. Her young face, beneath its
erown of hair prematurely white,
showed genuine pleasure.

“Why do you always run up the
steps in that professional manner,
Phil?” she said, laughing.

“Eagerness,” he replied. “Who's
here, Fanny?”

“Marjorie and her father.” Mrs.
Caldwell looked at him shrewdly.
She had guessed his secret long before
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he knew it himself. “And two or
three others who don’t count,” she
added.

“Yes, you wrote that Marjorie was
coming,” remarked Latham. He
glanced across the lawn. In the dis-
tance a girl in white was strolling
slowly, a man at her side. “Who is
that with her?” he asked.

“Cyril Kent,” said Fanny.

“Kent? I don’t think I know him.”

“A man you will like,” she replied ;
“an agreeable, experienced man, who
has spent most of his life in travel.
Marjorie and I met him in Cairo
last winter.”

‘With some inner pain Latham real-
ized that Marjorie, who had made the
trip to the Orient under Mrs. Cald-
well’s chaperonage, had never spoken
to him of this Kent. But why should
she? The question partly reassured
him. -

“Don’t worry, Phil,” said Fanny
Caldwell. “Cyril Kent is not Mar-
jorie’s first globe-trotter. Marjorie
is sensible.”

Nevertheless, as he went to his
room to rid himself of travel-dust and
dress for dinner, Latham could not
free himself from a disquiet which,
because of its very pettiness, made
him disgusted with himself. Surely
he was not to be jealous of every
stranger!

1I

‘When Latham entered the library,
a few minutes before the dinner-hour,
the two men who were standing
before the fireplace abruptly stopped
their conversation. The older of the
two, William Stone, nodded.
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“Hello, Phil!” he exclaimed. “You
haven’t met Mr. Kent, have you ¥’

Latham advanced, took Kent’s lean
hand, and looked into his strongly
marked face. It was the face of a
man who might have known hard
military service in tropical ecountries.

“How d’you do, Mr. Latham?” he
said in an agreeable voice. “T’ve
heard of you, of course—from Miss
Stone and Mrs. Caldwell. But there
was also a chap at Manila, a surgeon
in the Eighty-ninth, who told me
about your discoveries among the
phagoeytes.”

“You are an army man?”’ asked
Latham, -

“Oh, no! but I was there for a time
looking on—Mindanao, chiefly.

Latham felt that he was being met
more than half-way, and he rebelled
at his own unreadiness. He realized
that Kent had the charm of one who
has wrung much from experience—
though, perhaps, at the cost of inner
fineness. He could not avoid making
this reservation.

“Kent is done with out-of-the-way
corners,” remarked Mr. Stone. “He
is going to settle down at home.”

“Yes,” said Kent. He flashed a

speculative look at Latham; it was
almost instantaneous, but Latham
caught it. “As I was telling you,”
he went on to Stone, “I-ve bought into
Crane & Co.” ~

The drift of Kent’s words was
apparent, and Latham’s heart sud-
denly became heavy. How far mat-
ters had gone between Marjorie and
this stranger, he could not determine ;
but Kent’s easy confidence and Mr.
Stone’s obvious satisfaction aroused
the dread that they were perilously
close to some understanding.

However, at that moment Marjorie
came into the room.

“Phil I” she cried, taking both his
hands and smiling radiantly. “How
good to see you! Why didn’t you
come down yesterday? Fanny
hought you might.”

: %hge; in}c,:luded Kent and her father
in a swift, happy side-glance. =~

“I don’t like to plead work,” said

Latham - rather lamely; “but there
was a lecture to be finished.”

“Something with a long Latin
name ?”

“Why, no, Marjorie. Tt deals sim-
ply with professional ethics—the so-
called medical secret, to be exact.”

“How mysterious!” she laughed.

It was Latham’s habit to be reticent
about his work; but he explained ;

“Nothing mysterious. The medical
secret is the obligation upon the phy-
sician to respect the confidence of his
patient. It is as sacred as the confes.
sional, you know.”

Marjorie did not know. Before she
could carry the talk further, how-
ever, Fanny Caldwell entered with
the two remaining guests, Mrs. Tor-
rence and her daughter; and a
moment later dinner was announced.

Latham had never seen Marjorie so
full of spirits as she was that evening.
All through dinner she led the talk,
while Kent, from his place across the
table, watched her with open admira.
tion and persistently resisted her
attempts to lead him out.

To Latham it seemed as if the
man’s self-effacement was based upon
a recognition of what would make
him the more acceptable to her. She
was, in a sense, flattered. For
she liked to count for something,
She could be a bit wilful, too, at
times. Yes, Latham knew her weak-
nesses as well as her virtues, and he
loved them scarcely less. But it
troubled him the more that Cyril
Kent should appear so thoroughly
to understand her.

When they arose to go to the ver-
anda for the coffee, Latham saw a
glance of understanding pass between
Marjorie and Kent; and then Mar-
jorie quietly pressed her father’s
hand. This partly prepared him for
the inevitable. By the time Marjorie
called him from the unending chatter
of Miss Torrence and led him to a
shadowed corner, he had schooled
himself for what was coming.

“Phil, dear,” she whispered, “I
have been waiting for a chance to

tell you. I know you will be so
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happy for me. I am going to marry
Cyril Kent.” e

He choked down his pain.

“I sha’n’t say I hadn’t guessed,”
he answered. “And your happi-
ness » N

“I knew you would be pleased,” she
interrupted. “He—he is splendid,
Phil; and you and he will be such
friends. We settled it this afternoon,
but I couldn’t say anything till he
had talked with father.”

That, then, was the talk that La-
tham had broken into in the library.

“I must speak to Fanny,” she went
on. “The Torrences aren’t to know
till we make the formal announce-
ment.” :

She beckoned to Kent, who strolled
over to them with just the right re-
serve in his gait—a lagging that sug-
gested faint diffidence.

“Phil knows,” said Marjorie.

Latham could merely put out his
hand. He hoped that his failure to
speak would be attributed to the emo-
tions of friendship; and, indeed,
Cyril Kent came to the rescue by
speaking first—modestly, with the
manner of one who has received more
than he deserves.

It was only a moment before Mar-
jorie led Kent away, and Latham had
an opportunity to get himself in
hand. But Mr. Stone approached.

“What do you think of it, Phil?”
he asked. There was a faint hint of
caution and doubt in his voice.

“An interesting and capable man,”
replied Latham.

“Exactly,” said Mr. Stone reflect-
ively. “I feel sure that he will know
how to manage Marjorie.”

“Manage her?” exclaimed Latham.

“I have said all along,” continued
Mr. Stone, unheeding, “that I should
never consent to an international
mateh. There was that Frenchman—
De What’s-his-name. But Kent is
of a good Southern family, and he has
property—enough.”

“But her happiness—Marjorie’s
happiness?” blurted Latham.

His self-control had weakened. His
face showed his feelings.

Mr. Stone stared. Then he spoke with
evidence of sympathy.

“Why, Phil,” he said in a low voice,
“I never dreamed of this; nor did
Marjorie, I'm sure!” He laid his
hand on Latham’s arm, and added
gently : “My boy, it’s too late ; though,
of course, it would have been quite
suitable. But it’s too late. Try to
forget.”

“Oh, I'll try!” execlaimed Latham,
contemptuous of the elder man’s
superficial kindliness. He knew that
William Stone was devoid of deep
feeling, even for his daughter.

II1

In his own room, at last, Latham
went over to the window and stared
out into the velvet night.

There had been a brief but veiled
talk with Fanny Caldwell, and then
an unavoidable rubber of bridge,
organized triumphantly by Miss Tor-
rence; but now he had the loneliness
he had desired—the freedom to relax,
to drop the mask of pretended
interest.

Without Marjorie, life seemed emp-
ty. Yet the ironic mentor he called
his reason reminded him that men as
good as he had suffered in the same
way and had recovered. Their lives
had not been ruined. They had even
loved again, after a time, and had
married ; had been happy. Meanwhile
his work remained to him; and he
would give himself to it more fully.
Work—love; together, they consti-
tuted life. His work itself was basel
upon a love of truth as deep, as ¢ -
pelling almost, as the softer passions.

In the midst of these moments of
emotional readjustment it suddenly
occurred to him that he was consider-
ing only himself. What of Marjorie?
Would Kent make her happy? Had
the man appealed to her heart, or
merely to her imagination ?

“I have the right to ask?” he mut-
tered.

The time dragged on, and Latham
still wrestled for inner peace. He
had no morbid liking for his misery,
but he knew it was useless to try
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to sleep till he got himself better in
hand. And he could not decide that
the situation was right. He could not
believe that Marjorie truly loved
Kent. She was fascinated by his
charm and by the mystery of his
experience,

He heard the big hall elock chime
one. Then, suddenly, there came a
knock at his door. The sound was so
unexpected, and he had been so com-
pletely lost in his thoughts, that,
though he turned involuntarily, he
did not speak. The door was slowly
opened from without, and a man
entered.

It was Kent. He had on a long
gray dressing-gown. He walked as
if he were very tired.

“Your light was burning, doctor,”
he said with an effort. “I had to see
you—professionally.”

“Are you ill?” asked Latham. “Sit
down.”

“Thanks,” replied Kent dully. He
staggered to the couch at the foot of
the bed. “I'm pretty weak.”

He let himself sink down on the
couch before Latham got to him. He
was breathing rapidly.

“I must have fainted,” he gasped.
“I went to the bath-room, and was
turning on the light. Then I found
myself lying on the floor. I felt as
if T had been pounded.”

“Too mueh smoking, perhaps?”
suggested Latham.

“I haven’t smoked since morning.”
Kent smiled wanly. “To tell the
truth, doctor, I've had a strange,
dizzy feeling all day. Some of the
time it has seemed as if a draft of
cold air were blowing on me.”

“What ?” exclaimed Latham.

The abruptness of the word caused
fear to leap into Kent’s eyes. He
partly raised himself on his elbow,
and his lips parted.

But Latham had turned away. His
brows were knit, and it was several
moments before he again faced Kent
and said quietly :

“T will look you over.”

He made a careful, methodi'cal_ex-
amination—pulse, heart, respiration,

knee-jerk, and so on. Kent was sound
and hard—hard @s nails. With the
few minutes of rest, his breathing had
returned to normal. So Latham, who
never hurried to conclusions, was
forced at last to the hypothesis which
he hoped would prove unnecessary.
And with an effort of will, he thrust
from his mind all thoughts and emo-
tions except professional interest. IHe
was in the grip of his work.

“Have you ever—fainted before ?”
he asked.

“Once; a year or more ago.”

“What were the ecircumstances?”

“I was ecrossing the Arabian desert
with a caravan. One day I fell, just
as we were making midday camp.”

“How long were you unconseious ?”

“I don’t know. My Arabs wouldn’t
talk of its I fancy they thought I was
in some holy trance—like a dervish.
Myself, T thought it was the heat.”

“And did you have any prelimin-
ary dizziness 7’

‘(Yes‘7’

“And a sensation of a draft of cold
air ¥’

Kent nodded. His eyes were fixed
on Latham’s face as if to catch the
reflected significance of his own
words. ?

“And to-night,” said Latham. “Do
you know how long you lay on the
floor 2

“It must have been some time. I
can’t say how long.”

“And when you came to yourself,
did the furniture seem to have been
disturbed ?”

“What do you mean? Yes, T must
have knocked the chair over in fall-
ing.”

“Where were you standing when
you lost consciousness ?”

“By the light—eclose to the door.”

“And in what part of the bath-
room were you when you came to?”

Kent stared apprehensively.

“At the farther side,” he said. I
seem to have staggered several steps
before I went down.”

“Are you conscious of having stag-
gered ?” Latham persisted.

“No. But what is it, anyway ?”

:
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“A few more questions first,” said
Latham impersonally. “Now, please
be very careful how you answer.
Have you, from time to time during
your life, had moments of mental
blankness —as if you ecould not
account for a second or so—perhaps
when you were talking with some
one?”

“Why, yes"—Kent spoke hesitantly
—“during the last few years.”

“And has any one ever remarked
yvour turning suddenly pale ?”

“Yes. But it didn’t seem to
amount to anything. Is it—is it my
heart ?”

Latham shook his head.

“You have felt a little dizzy after-
ward ?” :

“Why, yes.”

“And perhaps your neck muscles
have been somewhat stiff?”

*“They have ached sometimes. Now,
don’t keep it back, Dr. Latham.
What is it ?”

Kent raised himself higher on the
couch. His bearing had become
steadier, but there was still the tor-
tured fear in his eyes. And Latham,
who knew that the hardest truth was
often more merciful than uncer-
tainty, answered him.

“It is bad,” he said, “but many
great and useful men have had it.
Ceesar suffered from it; so did Na-
poleon; so did Peter the Great.”

Kent’s face was'set in staring
horror.

“School yourself,” continued La-
tham. “Yes, it is epilepsy.”

Kent relaxed as if a stunning blow
had been struck him. His lower lip
dropped. But, with a rebound to
sudden fury, he jumped to his feet.

“You lie!” he exclaimed. “You are
trying to frighten me! You—"~

His face died away as he saw the
truth in Latham’s face. He sank
limply to the couch and covered his
face with his hands.

“It might be worse,” said Latham
gently. “Consider the situation as
" calmly as you can; and listen to me.
You are in splendid physical shape.
You have taken good care of your
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body, and you may withstand many
nervous inroads. The attacks may
never be frequent. Look constantly
to your general health. Avoid undue
excitement. Do not marry.”

“Ha!”

Kent sprang from the couch. At
the action, Latham realized the force
of what he had said.

“Do not marry !”

He was no longer the single-mindel
seientist, but the man. His position
was equivoeal beyond explanation.
He flushed.

“I am  sorry,” he said quietly.
“For the moment I had forgotten the
special bearing of my words. Never-
theless—you must not marry.”

Kent looked at him contemptu-
ously; then swung on his heel and
went slowly to the window. After
the lapse of many seconds he turned
again to Latham, and his eyes were
steady.

“Why ?” he asked coldly.

“There s this shadow upon your
life.”

“Well? T shall keep it hidden from
her.”

“And--and the question of child-

ren?” :
“There needn’t be children,” said
Kent calmly. “No, Dr. Latham, I'm
not going to give up happiness,
because once in a year or two there
is danger of being unconscious for a
few minutes.”

“But, man, think of her!” exclaim-
ed Latham with growing disgust.
“She is sure to find it out. And—>

“That is something you needn’t
concern yourself with,” said Kent.
“I'm_quite capable of looking out for
her.” -

“But you don’t realize—"

“That you're in love with her your-
self?” Kent laughed a short laugh.
“No; that’s been plain enough ever
since you came. It’s even plainer
now.”

Latham made an abrupt gesture.
He smothered his resentment.

“You distrust me,” he said gravely.
“I have spoken to you as a physician,
and not as a man. Now I ask you to
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go to New York and see Bidwell, and
follow his advice. If he tells you not
to marry, you certainly will not
accuse him of interested motives.”

Kent was silent.

“Will you do it?” Latham per-
sisted.

“No, by Heaven, I won’t!” Kent
exploded. “You think you’ve got me
in a trap. But if all the quacks in
the -world told me to give Marjorie
up, I would not. Do you under-
stand? She’s mine; she’ll stay mine.”

“No!” exclaimed Latham sharply.

“I'm not afraid of you,” sneered
Kent. “I have eome to you profes-
sionally. I am protected by the med-
ical secret. It is as sacred to you
as the confessional is to the priest.
Your mouth will stay shut. Suppose
I went to Bidwell, and he also told
me not to marry, do you think he
would interfere if I didn’t follow his
advice? Certainly not.”

“But, Kent—" Latham cried.

“We’ll stop right here,” said Kent.
“I came to you for professional
advice. You’ve given it.”

He jerked his head in a curt bow,
and left the room.

v

By all the vows that bound him to
his professional ideals, Latham was
pledged to silence. However, in the
moments that followed Kent’s depart-
ture, he let himself look at the case
humanly, emotionally; and his soul
cried out in utter revolt.

# Huld he work out a scheme by
which Mr. Stone would of himself
discover what was wrong with Kent?
Should he bring about a disclosure
that would appear to be accidental?

Impatiently he dismissed the
thought. He would not evade the
issue. :

“Ag sacred as the confessional!”

His own words. He remembered
how strongly he had insisted that in
every case the physician must keep
the patient’s confidence. ~Without
that assurance, how would it be pos-
sible to establish the rapport essential

in diagnosis?
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“As sacred as the confessional !”

The physician of men’s bodies must
be as single-purposed as the physician
of men’s souls.

But Marjorie—bound to a man who
had no right to marry! How could
he permit it?

“The good of the greater number,”
he muttered. :

Was it sound reason? If the pa-
tient were afraid or ashamed to, tell
the truth, should not the physician’s
failure to treat the case successfully
be charged against the patient? To
insure full knowledge, should the
physician condone a moral wrong
and say, “This is beyond my prov-
ince” ?

He could not answer. All the tra-
ditions to which he had been tutored
struggled against his human impulse,
and accused him of warping his
views to fit his emotions. ~And so,
racked by his problem, he paced the
room until the red dawn streaked
the sky.

“The good of the greater number.”

But was the good of the greater
number always the greater good?
Marjorie!

It came to him in a flash at last.
Whatever the result to Latham,
whatever the ethics to which he had
been bound, Marjorie should not
suffer. Even if he had to give up his
profession, Marjorie should not
suffer.

His portfolio lay on the table.
‘Within it were the typewritten sheets
of his lecture on the medical secret.
He took the manuseript and tore it
in two.

v

“This is most distressing, Phil,”
said Mr. Stone. “Are you sure there
can be no mistake 7’

“I am sure,” replied Latham.

“And he had an attack last night?
How terrible! Poor Marjorie!”

Latham was silent. Mr. Stone con-
sidered before speaking again.

“You say he came to you profes-
sionally ” he suggested.

“Yes.” Latham spoke shortly.
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“We-ell, it put you in an awkward
place, Phil. But it was important
for me to know. The match seemed
suitable, but—Marjorie will get over
it.” His face brightened. “Who
knows, Phil? Perhaps, after a time,
she and you—”

“Stop !” said Latham painfully., “I
go back to town at once. There is a
train in half an hour. I am more
than half minded to give up practice
and go abroad for a year or two.”

Mr. Stone smiled.

“Foolish I” he said. “This is awk-
ward, Phil, but it is not so tragic as
you think. From my standpoint, you
have acted sensibly—yes, sensibly. In
time Marjorie will feel the same way.”

“Don’t!” Latham pleaded. “Good-
by, Mr. Stone.”

“And Marjorie ?”

But Latham was gone. Mr. Stone
smiled a quiet, worldly smile.

Latham had already made his ex-
cuses to Fanny Caldwell, and the mo-
tor would soon be at the door; but a
duty remained. Kent had not yet
come down-stairs; and Latham went
up to his room and knocked.

At the dull invitation to enter, he
opened the door. Kent, still in his
gray dressing-gown, was sitting be-
fore the empty fireplace. His brow
was furrowed; his eyes were sombre.

“Well #” he queried, not rising.

“I have told Mr. Stone,” said La-
tham.

Kent slowly nodded.

“I thought you would,” he said.
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“In the hours I have been sitting here,
I have come to see that you would., It
1S a violation you were bound to
make.” He stared into the fireplace.
“I’ve been growing older, these hours,”
he added.

Latham stepped toward him im-
pulsively. Kent raised his head and
nodded toward the window.

“I’ve been trying not to look out
there,” he said.

Latham looked. In the garden, Mar-
Jjorie, all in white, was helping the
gardener to cull the morning flowers.

“I suppose she’ll be yours some
time, Latham,”

“Not after what has happened,”
Latham replied. :

“What has happened will beconie
as a dream—to you and to her,” said
Kent. “There will be the greater
reality to make you forget it.”

“I am going away,” said Latham
chokingly-.

Kent smiled.

“And every road will lead you back
to her. Good-by, Latham. The fight
has gone out of me.”

“I am sorry,” said Latham, “sorry
that—”

“Don’t !”

Latham respected the plea. His
heart was wrenched by unforeseen
sympathy. As he was about to 2o,
Marjorie’s laugh floated in to them
through the window. The two men
exchanged a last look.

Then Latham went down to the
waiting motor,
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THE CLASH
By WiLuiam Hexnry Moore. Toronto:
J. M. Dent and Sons. .

) HROUGHOUT every
general election in
Canada, and even
whenever a great issue
confronts the Cana-
dian people, the racial
differences between French Cana-
dians and Canadians of other nation-
alities become at once the cause of
muech dissension and sometimes of
open hostility. We were witness of
this recently when the first attempts
were made to enforce the Military
Service Aect, particularly in the City
of Quebee. Notwithstanding this con
stant unpleasantness and the hund-
reds of pamphlets and articles on the
subjeet, not until the appearance of
this book by Mr. Moore have we had
a sympathetic study of the French-
Canadian race and a thorough con-
sideration of the whole subject. The
book professes to be a study of con-
trasting nationalities, but particular
ly of the people of Quebec and the
people of Ontario; and it is, in fact,
a defence of the French Canadians as
a race. Heretofore most of the articles
and pamphlets treating of this sub-
ject have made sentimental appeals,
cited disputed incidents of history
and misused inflaming generalities.
But there is in this book no appeal to
prejudice, no unpleasant insinua-
tions. The statements made are sup-
ported by evidence, and the book as
a whole is logical and convineing,
convineing in its claim that national-
ity stands for ¢“those thoughts and
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habits of life which are dearer than
others because they are ‘our own.’
Because the yare the dearest posses
sions of mankind, Great Britain has
respected national things; in Canada.,
in South Africa, in India the people
who became British were left free as
Canadians, Boers, and Hindus, to
continue their group development in
the land around which their tradi-
tions had grown; were left free to
cherish the achievements of the past
and free to work along their own
lines for the greater achievements of
the future. That is what is meant
by mnational freedom. Do we believe
in it? Of course we believe in our
own freedom, and so does every other
people; but such belief is not enough.
Do we believe in national freedom as
a principle? Time and time again we
have said so; how can we reconcile
our words with our action in curtail-
ing the freedom of a nationality that,
by force of war, has become subject to
our domination in its native land?’’

The book begins with an explana-
tion of what nationality really means

and how it is revealed in the French

Canadians, for whom the eclaim is
made, by the way, that they are first
cousins of most of their English-
speaking neighbours in Ontario. The
author quotes Lord Thurlow to show
that at the time of the conquest of
Canada the attitude of the British
statesmen was that humanity, justice,
and wisdom compelled them to give
the French Canadians possession of
all the ‘“‘customs and institutions’’
that do not relate to French sover-
eignty; and he cites the writings of
Tilby as the historian’s proof of what
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actually was done. Then he gives the
German attitude as explained by
Prince von Biilow: ‘““We certainly do
not wish to deprive the Pole of his
mother-tongue, but we must try to
bring it to pass that, by means of the
German language, he comes to under-
stand the German spirit. In our pol-
icy of settlement we fight for Ger-
man nationality in the East; in our
policy with regard to the schools we
are really fighting for Polish nation
ality, which we wish to incorporate
in German intellectual life. Here,
again, we cannot proceed withont
severity, and this will increase or be
mitigated as the Poles increase or
diminish their opposition.”” M.
Moore asks, ‘‘Have the English Cana-
dians of Ontario and Manitoba aec-
cepted the British view that there is
a morality above the written law,
above the state, above their necessi-
ties or their desires, which protects
the minor nationality in a land which
was once theirs—or have they accept-
ed the German view that, as a domi-
nant majority possessing the State
machinery, they may do as they
please?’”’ He goes on to observe that
the ‘‘effect of Regulation 17 of On-
tario’s Department of Education is
denationalization ; the object of Reg-
ulation 17, as expressed by its crea-
tors, is ‘to rescue this Province from
bi-lingualism’ and dual nationality ;
and yet The Globe argues in words
that might have been borrowed from
von Biilow that the lingual rights of
the minor nationality are preserved.’’

The accomplishments of the French
Canadians are reviewed, and by sta-
tistics it is shown that the average
school attendance in Quebec is great-
er than in Ontario, that Montreal led
the way in technical education, and
that Quebec in agricultural produc-
tion has held her own well compared
with Ontario. A mild claim is made
that in the arts the French Canadians
have advanced ahead of the other na-
tionalities in Canada, and the author
cites the painter Suzor Coté, the
sculptor Philippe Hébért and the

songstress Madame Albani, With this
claim we cannot agree, for it is a sin-
gular fact that the work of the
French Canadians in the arts has not
been nearly as good generally, not-
withstanding the instances given, as
one might think it would be in a race
descended from a people who almost
live artistically. It has been claimed
in these columns that Coté is the out-
standing French Canadian painter,
but there are a dozen or more Eng-
lish Canadians who have greater
claims to distinetion than he has. He is
a member of the Royal Canadian
Academy and of the Canadian Art
Club, but there are English Cana-
dians who are members of both these
organizations and also of distinguish-
ing art societies abroad. Everyone
acclaims the work of Philippe Hé-
bért, but when the Canadian Art Clul
was organized he was not asked to
Join, although his fellow Canadian
sculptors  Phimister Proctor and
Walter S. Allward were taken in, the
former immediately and the latter a
little later on. The French Canadians
have done better in music than in
any other art, but in the arts gener-
ally, and even in musie, they have
come short of the accomplishments of
other nationalities in Canada, But
that is a detail. " The book stands,
nevertheless, as a splendid study and
defence of the French-Canadian peo-

ple.
¥

THE SHINING SHIP

By IsaBeL EccLestong MacKay. To-

ronto: MeClelland, Goodchild, &
Stewart,

THE popular author of the de-

lightful novel of Ontario coun-
try life, ““Up the Hill and Over,’’ has
been a frequent contributor of verse
to St. Nicholas, Youth’s Companion
and other publications of particular
interest to Juveniles, and this volume
is a collection of this class of work,
some of it here published for the first
time. It is all first-class and much
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of it is worthy of the consideration
of adults. It contains much beauti-
ful fancy, a wealth of imagery, and is
indeed just the book for any young-
ster’s library. It should indeed have
a place in every public and Sunday
school library in Canada. We quote
one of the poems:

BIG SISTER’S VALENTINE.

The house seems wrongside out to-day,
Big sister acts the queerest way!
At breakfast father said, ‘‘My dear,
This tea is somewhat weak, I fear.’”’
And sister said, ‘‘I quite forgot
To put the tea into the pot!’’
Then when she heard the baby fret
She said, ‘* Whatever’s wrong, my pet?’’
It took some time for her to think
She’d put no sugar in his drink.
She made Bob’s lunch for him, but why
Did she forget to put in pie?
Why did she put Ned’s coat on me
And laugh and say she ‘‘didn’t see’’?
Yet all the time she looked so kind
And smiled so nice we didn’t mind.
I said quite low to father—*‘Say,
What makes big sister queer to-day?’’
He whispered back, ‘‘Small son of mine,
Big sister’s got a Valentine.’’

*

THE CHRISTIAN MAN, THE
CHURCH, AND THE WAR

By Roserr E. Speer. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

WHEN one facet of the multiform
complex known as the Church
can in Canada flash light about into
the dark places of the nation’s life as
did the recent Methodist General
Conference in Hamilton, through its
splendid quasi socialistic and semi-
radical resolutions, there is hope that
that same complex known as the
Church may really serve Canada as a
national asset. Not that the Church
should go over to Socialism—if there
is any meaning in talking that way
at all; for there are as many parties
in Socialism as there are sects and de-
nominations in the Church, and to
which one would she go? Socialism,
taken even in all its compresensiYe-
ness, lacks the potentiality that is hid-
den in truth the Church has not lost.
But the trouble with the Church is
that so much of its energy 18 just
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merely potential. The Church gives
the impression of a banker with a
vast gold reserve who refuses to use it
in the very crisis it was designed to
meet. One feels about the banker
that he has power; he moves in the
atmosphere of power. But why, why
doesn’t he save the situation? If the
Church would but set her gold in cir-
culation! Instead, she issues paper
unendingly. And so many people—
quiet, serious simple people here and
there no one would dream of having
done it—have banked with her. They
have put the shining gold of their be-
lieving into her keeping, and trusted
her. And, and—she is going to let
the world go to pot.

Unwittingly and pathetically and
in the midst of doing splendid things,
the Church has shown herself up in
these four years of war. The very
energy and high zeal with which she
turned her pulpits into recruiting
platforms and her services into war
propaganda meetings for the nation,
has betrayed her. She has been too
frantic. Her great desire to please
has revealed her fear lest she should
not please. She has not trusted the
people with her whole truth. It is
significant that the greatest, most dig-
nified, most resolute statements of war
aims have come from statesmen and
labour parties. The statements with
pettiness and seandal-mongering in
them, the statements born of fear and
hate, have all too often come from the
pulpits. A certain minister, defend-
ing the typé of war sermon that has
been current, said, ‘“Well, but we
must put it that way; there must be
no public self-criticism to-day. The
nation won’t stand for it.”’ It is true
that certain pulpits have given splen-
did refutation to this man’s conten-
tion. But it is also true that the
Church has been too desperate in her
effort to please, to justify herself, too
much afraid to take chances with her
truth. A Church with fear in her
heart is dead.

A serious, quiet layman said the
other day, ‘“You know, I believe we
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would respect the Church more if she
made us more angry’’. It is a real
truth. A subtle yet pervasive disre-
spect for the Church is developing
among real men, among men whom
possibly the Church would repudiate
from her communions because she had
never tagged them with her commun-
ion card, but among men who never-
theless believe in Christianity, though
of themselves, perhaps out of a kind
of modesty, they might never really
work at it. The Church has failed for
these men because in their heart of
hearts they cannot really respect an
institution, even while they tolerate
and support it, that compromises with
humanity’s frailties (even their own)
in its desire to please those frailties.

The Church has lacked in the mat-
ter of such simple work-a-day virtues
as consistency and bravery about
little things. She has not been at spe-
cial pains to apply the cleansing flame
of New Testament truth to the dark
rubbish of our war minds. She has
had,the appearance of rather avoid.
ing to read the fifth chapter of Mat-
thew, say, too much in public. An
emphasis upon what might be called
the private use of the New Testament,
notably such passages as those refer-
ring to the mote and beam and the
woman taken in adultery, has not
been particularly noticeable in an en-
deavour to subdue the excesses of
war psychology. A widely circulated
Church journal has had little but
sneering disrespect to offer men like
the conscientious objector who gave
himself up, saying to the authorities
quietly, ‘You may do as you see fit
with me, but I cannot fight’’. The
man may have been a fool, and to
some have seemed an insane ingrate,
but he had a conscience and was un-
afraid to follow it. There is at least
due to such a man the respect that is
so properly and lavishly given to the
soldier who enlists. Is it that the
- Church is afraid to give it lest she
displease the public and the military
authorities? If so, her attempt to
please is unavailing, because the pub-

lic in its heart of hearts and the mili-
tary authorities in their practical ad-
ministration often offer the very re-
spect she withholds.

Now this question of the impotent
Church is Robert Speer’s question in
his little book. There is a certain
amount of the tendency to a slight
mental shortsightedness that charac-
terizes Speer in the book. He is like
many a religious person talking about
war and the world and Christianity.
He hasn’t enough of the stark radical
realism that was part of the equip-
ment of Jesus when He dealt with
questions. He talks a little too much
about religion and not enough about
politics. If Robert Speer and all the
preachers who have been so voluble
on what they have called ‘‘the world
situation’’ had studied the political
history of the last fifty years in
Europe they would be none the less
certain of Germany’s particular guilt
in the particular instance of this war,
but they would also have a somewhat
more burdensome certainty than they
now apparently possess concerning
‘“the guilt of the whole world”’, to
use their own theological language.
The entrance into a heavenly hereaf-
ter may indeed be guaranteed to one
who learns certain of the occult
phrases and cloudy symbols of theo-
logical abstraction. But the way to
a heaven here is open only to him who
masters the dialects and realities of
world politics. How ecan any sane
man talk about the Kingdom of our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ on
earth who doesn’t know how Austria-
Hungary is going to be broken up, or
who doesn’t understand the signifi
cance of the memorandum on: inter-
Allied war aims, or who hasn 't read
the British Labour party’s Sub-Com-
mittee report on Reconstruction ¢

An alternative is offered to the as-
sumption of responsibility for all this
world knowledge, social, political,
commercial. Tt is a kind of personal
evangelism that ignores all external
means and agencies. But except in
the case of stray seets, the Church is
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not committed to this personal evan-
gelism theory ; on the other hand, she
talks a great deal about business and
society and politics. Upon her then
be the responsibility of knowing what
she talks about. At least she must be
consistent with the implications of
either theory of world regeneration.
The world awaits her message.
*

THE YANKS ARE COMING

By Witniam Svavens McNurr., Bos-
ton: The Page Company.

EOPLE seem to have a bias to-

wards viewing their co-humans
of other nations in terms of some one
characteristic. Thus, the Englishman
is a snob, the German a pedant, the
Irishman a wit, the American a blow,
ete. This is pre-war mental stock in
trade and probably mainly superfi-
cial, but some of it at least holds valid
to-day. And there are possibly those
who would say that this book of M.
MeNutt’s is just another breath, this
time very hot and very recent, of the
Great American breeze. The book is
a correspondent’s account of the work
and spirit of the various American
training camps in the East, West,
Middle West, and South of the United
States. The enthusiasm of the book
is outrageously contagious. One finds
oneself—though one may never have
met him before on any printed page,
slapping MeNutt on the back and say-
ing, ‘‘Say, McNutt, 4sn’t it a fine
army!”’ And when MeNutt answers,
““Best ever!’”” you exclaim and say,
“Tt sure is!”’” And all the while some
veteran of the Canadian First Con-
tingent sits by and listens and smiles.
America has entered into this thing,
he will say if you ask his comment,
she is probably building up a magni-
ficent army, her men will behave
splendidly, in many departments of
war activity they will likely excell,
but, but—why do the Americans talk
about it quite so much? . . . The
spirit that prompts this question 1Is
not that of international discourtesy.

love of a good blow.

It is rather the real thing that knits
nations, the spirit of eritical kindli-
ness. Nobody—unless he be indeed
a snob and a little person—nobody
is really nasty about the American’s
Indeed, there is
something we like about it very much.
It is, at its best, so abounding, so full
of life, so the quintessence of naive
self-confidence leapingly expressing
itself, that we often love to wateh it.
It is only with a sort of grave friend-
liness that sometimes we are moved
to say, ‘‘Go a little easy, Brother
Jonathan, go a little easy’’; somewhat
as we fear a bit for the neck of the
colt loose in his first spring field. It
is appreciation and love that prompts
solicitude.

But whether Mr. MeNutt -is a little
over enthusiastic or not, one cannot
read his pages without realizing that
America is developing a marvellous
army of men, simple, sincere, high-
minded, eager, boy-héarted men.

‘What are they going to do?

Mr. MeNutt’s book, coming for re-
view just at this time, asks a very
dramatic question. In Mr. MceNutt’s
pages every one of the millions of
men he talks about is out ‘‘to lick
the Kaiser’’.

But if the Kaiser is licked !

‘What are they going to do?

It is a question for the militarist,
for the pacifist, for the politician, the
statesman, the political economist, the
educationist. For every real citizen
it is a tremendous question.

Shall we talk of William James’s
““moral equivalent’’ of war, that chal-
lenge which lies in our slums, in our
mansions, in all the thousand and one
dirty odd corners of modern political.
business, social, religious life? Can
all this energy of trained bodies and
cleaned minds be turned into the
American nation instead of out of it,
for a great and holy if somewhat drab
crusade? Can it all be redirected and
bent upon the high business of na-

tional regeneration?

The book, not in so many words,
asks the question.

i

"

®
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THE COW PUNCHER

By RoBerr J. C. StEaD. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

THIS story of love and devotion in

Western Canada is by one who
knows the West well but who, like
many others who write of the West,
has not revealed the real spirit of the
West in this novel. But whether he
has or not, or whether or not it was
his purpose to do that, he has stuck to
facts and mnot gone romancing and
swashbuckling like most writers go
whenever they think about schaps
and a sombrero. It is a wholesome
novel, contains some good humour and
is well written. The element of love
is refined, and the characters, though
somewhat conventional, are carefully
drawn. It is the story of a boy who
lives with a drunkard father on a
ranch near the foothills. The father
is killed accidently, and then the hoy
sets out to make a place in the world
for himself and the girl who has won
his affections. Here is his first effort
at love-making:

““Then I'm goin’ to say some more
things to you,”’ he went on rapidly.
“‘Things ’at I didn’t know whether to say
or not, but now they’ve got to be said,
whatever happens. Reenie, I haven’t ever
been to school, or learned lots of things I
‘a’ learned, but I ain’t a fool, neither. I
know ’at when you’re home you live
thousands of miles from me, but I know
't in your mind you live further away
than that. I know it’s like all the prairies
an’ all the oceans were between us. But
I know, too, that people cross prairies an’
oceans, an’ I'm wantin’ to cross. I know
it takes time, an’ I’ll be a slow traveller,
but I'm a mighty persistent erittur when
I start out. I didn’t learn to break all
those bottles in a day. Well, T can learn
other things, too, an’ I will, if only it will
take me across. I’m goin’ to leave this
old ranch, someway, jus’ as soon as it can
he arranged. I’'m goin’ to town an’ work.
I’'m strong; I can get pretty good wages.
I’ve been thinkin’ it all over, and was
askin’ some questions in town to-day. I
can work days and go to school nights.
An’ I’ll do it if—if it’ll get me across.
You know what I mean. I ain’t askin’ no
pledges, Reenie, but what’s the chance? T
know I don’t talk right, an’ I don’t eat
right—you tried not to notice, but you

couldn’t help—but Reenie, I think right,
an’ I guess with a girl like you that counts
more than eatin’ and talkin.’ ?’

In time he succeeds and the two are
married. But the great war comes,
and the young husband, like thou-
sands of others in Canada, goes over-
seas and is killed at the Front. The
ending is perhaps overly sentimental,
but, even at that, most readers will
like it.

s
THE ESCAPE OF A PRINCESS
PAT

By GEOrRGE PEARSON. Toronto: Me-
Clelland, Goodchild & Stewart.

IME was when we read with awe
and wonder of the escapades
and glorious disasters of prisoners of
war or adventurers who lived in far-
off lands or bygone centuries. To-
day some chap who stands in the sun
on the corner of College and Yonge
in Toronto is the hero of more ro-
mance than was in all our imagin-
ings; or he may live at 70 Standish
Ave., North Rosedale, and his name
may be Corporal E. Edwards of the
P.P.C.L.I. This book is the story of
the escape of Corporal Edwards from
Germany after having been made a
prisoner of war. It is rather fascin-
ating reading. It is a vivid additional
chapter to the Arabian’ Nights. Only
in this case the chapter is vouched
for as being true. All the more won-
der in it, then, for the reader.
*

FOR GIRLS AS WELL AS BOYS

THE GrL’S OwN AND TaE Boy’s
OwN. Toronto: Warwick Brothers
& Rutter.

THESE two great annuals for ju-

veniles should require no com-
mendation, but it might be worth
while to repeat that now as much at-
tention is given to the book for girls
as to the other for boys. Both are well
illustrated, reliable and fascinating
books for the young folks.




714 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

JOAN AND PETER

By H. G. WerLs., Toronto: The Mac.
millan Company of Canada.

WONDERFUL book! If there
have been those who believed
that after Mr. Brittling the brilliance
of H. G. Wells suffered eclipse, they
must now admit that his sun is once
more clear in the heavens. ‘‘Joan
and Peter’’ may or may not be litera-
ture, but it is certainly life. It speaks
with authority. It has depth, it has
breadth, and it has vision. It has what
the world wants instantly and badly
—a working philosophy of life for
the young, who are facing their prob-
lems in a new world which will emerge
when the frightful débris of this war
has been cleared away. It is a book
which believes profoundly (if unor-
thodoxly) in God and in man and in
the possibility of a reconstructed
world of which neither man or God
need be ashamed.

The main factor in the new world-
life is to be the new education. Mr.
Wells has much to say about educa-
fion, and what he has to say is the re-
sult of the constructive thought of a
great brain and, as such, invaluable.
Let us take this book seriously (not
as a work of fiction, though it is an
excellent work of fiction), but as an
attempt by one of our foremost think-
ers to let light in through the haze of
receding battle over a shell-shocked
world. The story itself is just the
story of the lives of a boy and girl
left orphans and the struggle of
their guardian, an experienced and
thoughtful man of the world, to fit
them for life by giving them the best
kind of education obtainable; of his
failures and successes; of the inevit-
able development of Joan and Peter
along the lines of these influences.
Then comes the outbreak of the war
and a study of its action and reaction
upon their personalities and the per-
sonalities of those about them.

One does not pretend that the book
is perfect or without flaws of taste,
judgment and preJudlce, but its cen-
tral message is so big that the
smaller things may be disregarded.
No review can possibly do justice to
a book of this nature. The utmost a
review can do is to say, ‘‘read it’’.
If you care at all for the future, read
it again and then go out and do some-
thing to help. For the great value of
the book lies in just this fact: It gives
one the impulse to do something. Not
only ‘“‘world peace’’ but ‘“‘world pur-
pose’’ is the burden of its gospel.

FRAGMENTS OF PHILOSOPHY

By Joun McQuagrrie. Toronto: The
Musson Book Company.

THIS little book of a hundred odd

pages does not belie in any ser-
ious way its title. The contents is
fragmentary. There is something
philosophic in its tone. The Frag-
ments have appeared serially in many
journals in the West. They are bright
and homey and full of good common
sense comment on education, money,
politics, religion, ete. All who have
appreciated the serial appearance of
Mr. McQuarrie’s work will now ap-
preciate the opportunity of obtaining
it collected in a neat pocket volume.

. :

—Honourable W. L. Mackenzie
King, formerly Minister of Labour in
the Dominion Government, has writ-
ten a book on reconstructoin, which
is soon to appear under the title ‘‘In-
dustry and Humanity.”” This is sure
to be one of the most important books
on popular economics that have been
written in a long time. Thomas Allen,
Toronto, is the publisher in Canada.

*

—William Briggs will publish soon
a book of poems by the late Colonel
John MecCrea. It will include, among
others, the well-known ‘‘In Flanders
Fields”’.

'
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RUTUMN, 1918

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

I

WHEN climbing tendrils of the amber flame
Hold our eyes watching and the room is still,
And flicker and glint and shadow have their will,
As we sit moveless, wondering whence came
Beauty to earth, Beauty that is the same
In firelit rooms, on roads, and on a hill,
Where waters leap, or where they lie all still,
Where a tree stands, Beauty that seems to aim

Piercingly near, and yet that ever slips
Somehow beyond us so we never say
We hold it, know it, not with all our arts —
When the day ends, and we from quiet lips
Murmur good-night, put Beauty’s lure away—
There is a sadness in our heart of hearts.

II

If a dead leaf fall, eddying past your eyes,

And find a pool made by the recent rains,

And float there quiet, while its erimson stains
The jade pool with Beauty’s quick surprisa,
Standing and watching, will you deem Him wise

Who, grant your God, or what of Him remains,

Takes all the world of hills and seas and plains
And makes it Beauty in His great Emprise ?

This Beauty tricks us; He has caught us sure

‘When we stand watehing, naming life so rich:

Poor fools, ’tis death ; we know not which from which !
And He still holds us with His ancient lure.

Better by far stand up and say the earth

Is dead, long dead, and we are dead from birih!

III

Nay, that contention’s wrong, and this is true:
He does not. trick us with His Beauty spread
Beneath us, round us, and above our head ;

He puts Beauty in life that, through and through,

We may know life is good and that He drew

- Great plans that day when in His soul He said :
“Let earth be made and fully furnishad.”

He has given us earth, and we are of it, too.

And, in death’s Beauty, He has made it so,
‘We see but proving of His further aim:
He will have death a whisper and a kiss,
A promise of more Beauty, a portico
To Beauty. Have you not seen Him make upflame
The butterfly from out the erysalis?
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IV

But why outside my window does the wind
Reach through the trees and filch their Beauty down,
And tatter all their erimson till the brown,
Naked, lean limbs appear, and Beauty’s thinned
To nothing that was flushed and fine and proud?
And why does goldfinch have to raise his ery
That is so sad at summer passing by,
And all his colour and Beauty disallowed ?

He’s erying now, outside upon his wire—
Must I go tell him Beauty is never over,
There will be summers still for a happy lover,
Must I go mock him with his heart’s desire,
‘When all his fields and trees are bare? Must I
Beg him remember it is best to die?

v

Ah, goldfinch, and ah, human Beauty’s face
Makes us both sad, for in our hearts we know H
Beauty is passing, we must let her go; ¥

There is no faith, no hope, that can replace :

‘What we have seen; all that gay summer chase R
Of you and your mate about the thistle-tops,

All that I knew of summer, stops, just stops,

And of it all we find no single trace.

Beauty in this, says some wise sonneteer?
More Beauty in death as death points out a way
To further Beauty which He has in store?
I tell you, He rips Beauty, drabs its clear
Colours. He blurs and blotches the bright day;
And if He made it then His guilt is more!

VI

Yet, if He takes, He gives. Some even urge
His taking yields more Beauty than His gift, ,
Cite the leaf erimsoned and set down to drift ¥

On the jade pool; and die as it were on verge

Of further Beauty. Let that pass, a splurge .
Of argument. If He takes, He gives. The lift
And help of that is great: out of the rift

Of cloud the sun. From winters springs emerge.

So, it may be, He does it after all,
Has a plan in it ; as one form, fleeting, goes,
He gives affother, for the bud, the rose;
And, after roses, colours of the fall,
And, after colour, snow. Goldfinch and I
May find new Beauty even as we cry.




THE JOHN BERTRAM & SONS
COMPANY

R Splendid Record of Industrial Development

BY RANDOLPH CARLYLE

mgy HE Town of Dundas, in
the Province of Ontario,
is situated in one of the
most beautiful and fer-
tile valleys in all Can-
ada. In age and histori-
cal interest it exceeds its ambitious
neighbour, the City of Hamilton, and
while it still is a flourishing indus-
trial centre, it has been in its day one
of the most important commercial
towns in Upper Canada. Up to the
date of the completion of the Great
Western Railway it was the head of
navigation on Lake Ontario, being
connected to Burlington Bay with
a canal, the outlines of which ecan
still be seen, and many early settlers
from Scotland had the novel experi-
ence of travelling all the way from
Glasgow to Dundas by boat. No mat-
ter how it is approached, except, of
course, by the old canal or from the
low levels of the valley, Dundas is
revealed in superfine panorama from
any one of several overlooking hill-

tops. The railway trains which run’

along the face of the escarpment to

the northward give an excellent view

of the whole valley, which begins

shortly after leaving Hamilton, pro-
3

ceeding westward, and which is great-
ly enhanced by this active, wide-
awake town.

That the names of ‘“‘Dundas’ and
““Bertram’’ are so universally associ-
ated in the minds of Canadians from
coast to coast is no result of extensive
advertising but is a tribute to the
growth and solidity of the company
which holds so much in ecommon with
the business and social life of the
town that wherever its townspeople
may wander they hear the fame of
its premier factory on proud and
friendly tongues. The plant is more
to the townspeople than a mere fac-
tory—it has become to them an ‘‘in-
stitution’’ whose welfare and theirs
are joined and have been joined in-
separably together from generation to
generation. No greater tribute to the
company can be found than the fact
that son has followed father to the
third generation on its pay rolls. The
names of Kyle, Turnbull, Hendry,
McEwan, Douglas, Henderson, Man-
ning, Millington and Fisher were
familiar in the plant thirty, forty or
fifty years ago, and sons and grand-
sons of these early employees are to-
day valued employees in the same



The Late John Bertram

works.  ““Geordie’’ Turnbull, who
was one of the first apprentices, whose
term of service dates from 1863, is
still assisting in the work. He was a
fellow apprentice with General Bert-
ram and part of his duties in those
days was to fire the boiler and run
the engine while “‘ Alick’’ (now Sir
Alexander) had the more exeiting
work of driving a horse and cart,
hauling from the E. & C. Gurney’s
Foundry in Hamilton the weekly
supply of castings for the miniature
machine tools of those days. The late
Edward Gurney, of Toronto, was the
clerk who used to*weigh out the cast-
ings at that time. George Turnbull
is one of several employees of to-day
whose terms of service date back
forty years or more. Almost scores
of men have been with the company
for thirty or more years and the
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“newcomers” of twenty years’ stand-
ing number more than one hundred.

One of the first things to attraet
the eye in looking ¢n Dundas from a
distance is a large white water-tank,
which already has become a landmark,
standing out as it does like a huge-
monument in a sea of green. One
has to go closer, however, to learn the
full significance, for although the
name ‘‘Bertram’’ is painted in huge
letters upon its surface, the dis-
tance from the farthest elevations is
too great for its deciphering, unless
one uses a field glass or has the eye
of a Pacific Coast Indian. But to all
but the stranger it signifies what the
name of John Bertram and Sons has
meant for almost half a century—
integrity, uprightness and a first-
class product.

‘When in the year 1852 the late




Mr. Henry Bertram
Managing-director of The John Bertram & Sons Company

John Bertram, who actually was the
designer of the great modern machine
tool manufacturing plant as it stands
there to-day, went to Dundas, he was
but twenty-two years of age. He had
served his apprenticeship in the ma-
chine shop of the late Thomas Aimers,
in Galashiels, Seotland, and although
he did not possess an education in the
academic sense, he was a scholar at
heart, and he possessed a keen, absorb-
ent and retentive mind. While he
was a practical man at his .tra(le,
practical in the same sense as his two
sons, (General Sir Alexander Bertram
and Henry Bertram are practical, he
was a thorough business man as well,
one of those sound, sturdy, progres-
sive men of affairs who at about the
time of Confederation laid the foun-
dations of Canada’s present high
standing as a producing country.
There was no humbug in John Ber-
35

tram. He regarded the affairs of life
seriously, and even apart from his
business he was always trying to im-
prove the understanding of himself
and his family, and towards that end
devoted a great deal of time to read-
ing and demonstration.

He had an extraordinary talent for
reading aloud, and it was his wont of
an evening to practise what was with
him really an art, with his family as
audience. He took a lively interest in
the development of history, in geol-
ogy, astronomy and in what was then
a new discovery—electricity. So keen
was his interest in astronomy that he
made and ground with his own hands
a metallic reflecting lens on the same
prineiple as the great lens now in use
in the Dominion Astrophysical Ob-
servatory at Vietoria. He also made
one of the first galvaniec batteries in
use in Ontario and in other ways he
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experimented with that mysterious
power that since then has revolution-
ized the motive-producing systems of
the world.

One can only speculate as to
whether John Bertram could have
had any foresight of the great changes
that eleetricity has since wrought even
in the business that, great as it now is,
was going along very modestly in-
deed when in 1865 he became a part-
ner in the firm of McKechnie and
Bertram.

This partnership was dissolved in
1886. The factory building of those
days was known as The Canada Tool
Works, and though a portion still
stands and is used, it is a miniature
affair compared with the big modern,
well-lighted, well-heated, well venti-
lated, thoroughly-equipped structures
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that now surround and encompass it.
The fine new office building is larger
than the original factory, while the
various shops, storage plants, mould-
ing and pattern rooms of the present
system cover acres of ground and are
a veritable town in themselves. There
are 1,200 employees on the pay-roll.
But we must go back to the old fac-
tory and the old methods before we
can properly appreciate the magni-
tude of the present plant.

In the old days the important de-
tails in the making and building of
machine tools was entrusted to mem-
ory, and instances are cited of men
who were almost phenomena in this
respect. Where to-day records are
kept by a specification chart of every
item in the make-up of every simple
or intricate piece of machinery, in
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former days all these details were en-
trusted to the memory of the foremen
or workman. The draughting-room
to-day comprises a big department in
itself. where drawings and designs
are made as guides for the workmen,
and tracings of these are filed in what
is a library in itself, working blue
prints only being sent to the shop. In
the old days the memories of the fore-
men were practical encyclopedias, and
to each one’s memory was entrusted
the details of the machines construct-
ed under his immediate supervision.

John Bertram was a thorough me-
chanie in this respect. Perhaps his
memory was more capacious than
specially trained. He could read a
book, for instance, and then quote
much of its actual contents and give
readily a comprehensive digest of it.
He was a constant reader of the Serip-
tures and from them, even from the
Old Testament, he could quote freely
and accurately and to an amazing ex-
tent. All the old tribes of Israel were
familiar to him, and he knew their
origins and their destinations. He
took a keen interest in Egyptology,
especially as it pertains to the Bible,
and he was familiar with, and made
a study of, for instance, the Elgin
antiquities and such other Egyptian
relics now stored in the British
museum, Liondon.

All this, of course, was apart from
business, but it had its affect on busi-
ness and on those who were associ-
ated with him. Certainly one can find
traces of this training in the two
sons who have succeeded him in the
business.

John Bertram’s attitude of mind no
doubt had much to do with the busi-
ness ethics of the concern. He was a
stickler for perfeetion, if perfection
could be attained, and he insisted on
quality and good value. In one of
the early illustrated booklets issued
by the firm we find this statement of
policy :

¢¢Tt has been our aim and ambition, as the
pioneers of this branch of business in Can-
ada, ever to stand foremost among the

numerous competitors for public favour and
patronage. How we have succeeded in ae-

The Great Water-tank of John Bertram
& Sons, illuminated on ‘‘Peace Night”

complishing this is not for us to say; we
leave it to the judgment of a public which
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A Bertram Product

A Railway Machine Tool, a specialty of The John Bertram & Sons Company.
A %' Heavy Driving Wheel Chucking Lathe, motor driven, and fitted with pneumatic tool clamps.

we have ever found fully appreciative of our
endeavours to meet the demands of the
machinery trade. With our long experience
and our practical personal knowledge of the
business, added to the fact that we have
always in our employ talent second to none
in the country, constantly engaged in per-
fecting and improving the different ma-
chines, we ean, with confidence, recommend
our goods as complete in every respect, and
unsurpassed either in improvements or work-
manship. We are bold to make this state-
ment, strengthened as we are, and always
have been, by the testimony of some of the
most practical men in the country.’’

‘‘Every machine we build is what it is
represented to be. Each machine is put
together and tested on the work it is de-
signed to do before leaving the shop, thus
giving us the best evidence, that of actual
use, that it is perfect.”’

That policy was maintained
throughout John Bertram’s long con-
nection with the firm, and it is being
maintained to-day under the present
management. But tremendous ad-
vancement has been made and tre-
mendous changes. In the early days
the workmen were all known person-
ally by the heads of the business, and
the foremen, in some instances, were
intimate friends of their employers.
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Nevertheless, with the personal inter-
est removed, a condition rendered ne-
cessary by the magnitude of the con-
cern, another interest, even a greater
interest than the former, has taken
its place. To realize this one has only
to look at the conditions in which the
employees  work now as compared
with what prevailed in all factories
even twenty-five years ago. All the
new factories of this concern, either
completed or in course of construe-
tion, are almost absolutely fireproof.
The floors, however, even in the base-
ments, are of hardwood or wood
blocks laid on conerete, for the present
management believes that concrete
floors or floors of any suitable and
available material but wood could not
be conducive to the health and com-
fort of the workmen. The walls are
finished in a pleasing light buff tint:
and indeed the whole effect would be
well in keeping with the require-
ments and expectations of a modern
office building. The sanitary condi-
tions are excellent. The thought given
to the comfort of employees reminds
one of the equipment of a country
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club. There are individual station-
ary porcelain washstands and indi-
vidual lockers. A ‘‘first-aid’’ room
is provided, and as each factory is
completed steps are being taken to
beautify the outside with grass,
flowers, shrubs and vines. The light-
ing, heating and ventilating of the
buildings has received extraordinary
consideration, and no expense has
been spared to make each of these
features first-class. The amount of
olass used has been enormous, but the
interior results in lighting has justi-
fied the means. Some persons might
fear that so much window space would
cause the rooms to be cold, but any
danger in that way has been removed

by the installation of a great steam-
heating plant, so that the several fac-
tories can be kept at a desired temper-
ature all the time. The windows open
on the swinging principle, so that
fresh air can be admitted at will. All
these improvements have been made
over conditions that everyone knows
existed formerly in all factories, be-
cause the present management has
learned that more work and a better
produet are the result of fresh air,
good light, warmth and excellent sani-
tary equipment.

Then there is the question of space.
It has been demonstrated that men
working in cramped and -ecluttered
quarters cannot do as much or as good

A Bertram Product
83” Boring and Turning Mill.
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General Offices of The John Bertram & Sons Company, and the
Pratt & Whitney Company of Canada

work as when they have plenty of
room. The business of the company
has been inereasing so rapidly that
constant additions have had to be
made, but heretofore the fact was not
fully appreciated that a man, work-
ing under restrictions as to space
could not do so well as if he had
plenty of room. So that now the
space for each workman is greater
than it used to be. The whole experi-
ment is a splendid lesson in economy.
It is a lesson that has been learned as
a result of continual experiment, be-
cause there have been periodical addi-
tions, extensions and new factories
ever since the business was inaugur-
ated.” Not until within the last few
years, however, have these improve-
ments been made on so large and so
generous a scale.

The war activities of the company
_date from the declaration of war by
Great Britain. The morning after
war was declared a telegram was sent

40 ’

Sir Robert Borden placing at the
disposal of the Government -the
entire plant and engineering staff for
any purpose for which Canada or the
Empire might be able to use it. When
it was arranged to place orders in
Canada for 18 pr. shrapnel shells, the
Bertram Company was one of the
first to proceed with the equipping of
a plant for their manufacture, and so
carefully and thoroughly were their
methods of manufacture thought out
and designed by their engineers that
they immediately became the stand-
ard, and nearly all machinery and at-
tachments used for this work in Can-
ada were either the product of the
Bertram plant or designed along the
lines laid down by them. Indeed some
of the largest American concerns sent
representatives to this Canadian plant
to obtain data for the equipment of
large plants.in the United States, which
were afterwards equipped on the
Bertram plan of manufacturing. Fur-



Draughting-room of The John Bertram & Sons Company,
showing steel furniture and method of lighting
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The New Factory of The Pratt & Whitney Company of Canada,
( makers of small tools ) which is amalgamated with 1he John Bertram & Sons Company

The General Manufacturing Floor of The Pratt & Whitney Company of Canada
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Large Shells in process of finishing at The John Bertram & Sons Company
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Pattern Storage Building under construction,
showing on the hill to the left the residence of Mr. Henry Bertram

thermore, not one of the numerous
attachements designed by the Com-
pany was ever patented, and as a re-
sult anyone engaged in the manufac-
ture of shells was not only at liberty
to manufacture or have manufactured
for themselves any of these attach-
ments but the plant at Dundas was
open to anyone who wanted help in
laying out their plants and hundreds
availed themselves of the privilege of
visiting the plant and discussing
their problems with the engineers in
charge of shell operations,

As the requirements of the Allies

developed into a need for large shells, -

the Bertram Company equipped what
was admitted to be the most complete
large shell plant for its size in Amer-
ica and produced 8-inch shells for the
British Government, and at the same
time equipped several of the larger
big shell plants with the necessary
machinery and attachments for the
larger size of shells.
44

The making of shells demands a
high degree of skill on the part of the
workmen and workwomen (in Dun-
das women and girls work on the
smaller shells), and each shell has to
be almost perfect. A nearer approach
to perfection is demanded in machine
tools, the regular business of The John
Bertram and Sons Company, and it
can readily be seen that work-people’
who have been trained to the rigid de-
mands of shell-making can readily
turn to the equally rigid demands of
tool making. For this reason, if for
no other, Dundas is bound to be the
home of an even greater machine
tool industry than ever before and
the management is aiming with the
completion of the present splendid
plant to keep the present, or a greater,
staff of 1,200 employees regularly en-
gaged after the war is over. There is
genuine patriotism and real public
spirit in that ambition. Many con-
cerns have been willing to make



Pattern Storage Building, showing Steel Pattern Racks

money out of the war, but have not
reinvested the money in a way to
provide work for the thousands who
will be looking for work when hostili-
ties have ceased in Europe.

The product of the Bertram Com-
pany, originally confined to light and
medium weight machinery for gen-
eral machine shop work, has gradually
been extended to a specialty of extra
heavy machine tools for locomotive
and car shops, shipyard and boiler
shop equipment and structural iron
working machinery. It is interesting
to note that a large part of the mam-
moth tools used by the St. Lawrence
Bridge Company in the fabrication
of the famous Quebec Bridge over the
St. Lawrence was designed and built
in the Bertram shops. ;

Employees of the Bertram Com-
pany to the number of nearly one
hundred and fifty enlisted for over-
seas service during the course of the
war, of whom eight made the supreme
sacrifice. In addition the Bertram
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family was represented by five of its
members: Major James K. Bertram,
Adjutant, 20th Battalion (killed in
action) ; Lieut. Aimers S. Bertram,
58th Battalion (died of wounds);
Sergt. Marr Stirling (killed in ae-
tion) ; Sapper Bertram Stirling (En-
egineers) and Major Leonard H. Bert-
ram, M.C. (wounded at Langemarck),
who enlisted as a private in 1st Bat-
talion and earned his commission on
the field.

In 1905 the Bertram Company
associated themselves with the Niles-
Bement-Pond Company of New York,
who are by far the largest builders
of machine tools in the world. This
new connection has made possible the
addition of lines of heavy railway and
general machine tools which the com-
paratively limited market of Canada
could not have warranted as the
Bertram Company have the benefit of
the research work of the immense ex-
perimental and engineering depart-
ments of the Niles-Bement-Pond Com-
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pany, as well as the use of their many
patent rights and their association
with the larger concern has opened up
markets for Bertram produets in all
the principal countries of the world.
The association of the Bertram
Clompany with the Niles-Bement-Pond
Company was followed in 1906 by the
organization of another associated
company in Dundas, the Pratt &

‘Whitney Company of Canada, Lim-
ited, for the manufacture of taps, dies,
reamers, milling cutters and similar
small tools; and under the same man-
agement as the Bertram plant the
new company has outgrown its
original factory, has just. completed
the erection of one of the most up-to-
date manufactnring buildings in Clan-
ada.

The Original Factory of McKechnie & Bertram.
Built in Dundas, Ontario, in 1867



IMPERFECT ELIMINATION

Civilization’s Greatest Enem\j

WHY WE SHOULD BATHE INTERNALLY

BY WILLIAM A. GRIFFITHS, Phm. B.

to the human system means the
freeing of the Intestines from
all waste matter which nature intend-
ed should never be allowed to accumu-
late in the body. This matter is not
always completely discharged in a
proper and regular way. The con-
stant aceumulation forms a deadly
poison and by degrees is absorbed into
the blood, until finally all power of
resistance is overthrown and the body
readily contracts various forms of
“ disease.  Rheumatism, Typhoid
Fever, Headaches, Kidney Trouble,
Impure Blood, Colds, Appendicitis,
Hardening of the Arteries, and nearly
every serious human ill is direetly
traceable to this one cause—Imper-
feet Elimination.

Constipation or retarded elimina-
tion is to-day the greatest and most
prevalent affliction of modern civiliza-
tion, and is prineipally accounted for
by our present mode of living, seden-
tary occupations, and lack of sufficient
out-of-door exercise. Conspitation is

. claimed by the best informed physi-
cians to be ‘the primary cause of most
every form of sickness and disease.
‘We all realize this to be true, and seek
to remedy it as best we can, but not
always in the wisest and best advised
manner. The use of Drugs, under
various names, is resorted to; Laxa-
tives, Physics and the like. When
eventually the so-called cure which is
only temporary relief proves to be an
aggravation to the trouble, larger
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T IIE word elimination as applied

doses are frequently resorted to and
finally a Chronic condition is the
result.

The writer has been connected with
the Drug business for thirty years
and has yet to learn of a single case
of Constipation that has been perma-
nently relieved by the use of Drugs of
any kind. They ecause temporary
relief by irritating the membranes,
thus causing a secretion to form
which assists elimination for a time.
But these laxatives react as a poison
to the system, gradually weakening
the muscles, each dose lessening the
natural secretion. In fact they are
the most unnatural and harmful
means of treating constipation.

Internal Bathing by the ‘“.J. B. L.
Cascade™ is Nature’s own way of
keeping these Intestines clean for just
purified warm water is used to flush
the Colon or the Large Intestine. The
system is then left pure and clean and
Nature will do the rest in restoring
you to perfect health. An occasional
Internal Bath not only rids the sys-
tem of all impurities, but keeps you
in robust health, prolongs life, makes
you sleep and eat well, and feel equal
to any ocecasion.

Nearly one-million bright, enlight-
ened Canadians and Americans have
proven these statements, and when a
family knows the advantages of In-
ternal Bathing the yearly doctor’s
bills, in most cases, are reduced to
nil. A jeweller in Cobalt, Canada,
told the writer a few days ago that
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their doctor bills used to run about
$200 per year, but for the past two
years since getting their Cascade no
doctor has been needed.

Now, whether you are sick or well
it will pay you to investigate the
“J. B. L. Cascade.’”” Nothing else
has ever done so much to uplift health
and lessen disease as this wonderful
invention of Dr. Chas. A. Tyrrell, of
New York.

Dr. Tyrrell over twenty years ago
restored his own health and has pro-
longed his life many years by Inter-
nal Bathing after all other known
means had failed, and has since de-
voted his study and energies in this
direction. Dr., Tyrrell has embodied
his vast experience and those of others
in a valuable and interesting book
called, ‘“The What, The Why, The

bR

Way, of Internal Bathing,’” which
you can have absolutely free for ask-
ing. Address Dr. Chas. A. Tyrrell,
Room 533, 163 College St., Toronto,
mentioning having read this article in
TaHE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, and the
book will come to you by return mail.
Internal Bathing has become better
known and appreciated during the
past twenty years and those who have
proven its value have done most to
spread its virtues by recommending
the ‘‘J. B. L. Cascade’’ to their
friends. If you want to regain your
health ; have a new lease of life, and
enjoy your being, just send to-day
for this interesting book and when
you have learned the advantages of
Internal Bathing you will have reason
to be thankful. Just write to-day
before it passes from your mind.

& emmee

’

daty
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LIGHT LUNCHES |

QUICKLY PREPARED WITH

pgersoll
<!2e%m Ebsee,sc)

so delicious—so nourishing, easily digested,
pure and wholesome. You will also enjoy
Ingersoll Pimento and Ingersoll Green Chile
Cheese. 10c. and 15c. a package.
MANUFACTURED 'BY B
THE INGERSOLL PACKING CO., LTD. INGERSOLL, ONT.

Tire Pressure

Schrader =

Universal = Gauge SCh.rader
P MR <5 Universal
11 Measures the air in your Valve

Repair Tool

Connection 3 w > tires. Tires maintained

: under the correct inflation

Facilitates Pump- N last twice as long as tires 8 F‘;:"a“"’"c T‘°g for
: : i run on haphazard pressure. et g i A
ing and Testing of i A S L U vanal aged Cap threads of
Tires. Arr pressure - Cauge means Tire Insur- Tire Valvgs; Removing
b G h et Valve Inside; Reaming

can be ascer aln.e " Price $1.75 Damaged Valve Seat;
without detaching AT YOUR DEATEES G Retapping inside thread.
connection from valve. Of value to all Motorists

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC. J§ o Gorse

Price 65¢ i Price 45
334 King St. East, Toronto, Ont. st
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WULLS

A Waltham Colonial ' A"
Thin at no sacrifice
of accuracy.

o ”’\'&&é p l;‘l(W\’a»S‘
oM that it should be-

requres the /orerenfa./zon

Waltham Watch

Such a gift becomes part of the life of the re-
cipient and an unceasing reminder of the wise
forethought of the giver. In it are embraced
all the virtues of an ideal time-piece—enduring
accuracy combined with beauty that time can
never impair. Ask your jeweler to show you
his full range of high-grade Waltham Watches.

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

;
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s What [m Drinking

HAVE you noticed how

many people nowa-
days drink Postum instead
of tea or coffee?

TS ~ ¥

However much one may
like this or that beverage,
it is an unmistakable fact
that tea and coffee do
prove harmful. Their un-
fortunate influence upon
the nerves, as shown by
wakefulness, headaches,
and so on, make them un-
desirable for many.

POSTUM

meets such situations ex-
actly, for it provides an in-
vigorating table drink much
like superior coffee in fla-
vor, but as it is made from
cereals and a small portion
of wholesome molasses it
never produces the ill ef-
fects that often result from
tea or coffee drinking.

“There’s a Reason”
for POSTUM

Ul
l AT A AT AT VAWAWAVAWAVAWﬂaWAVAWAWAVAVAVAVAVAVAWAVAVAVAV‘WA%VAVAWAWAVAWAWAVAWﬂVo

Canada Food Board License No. 2-026,
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MISS ANITA STEWART EXAMINES A NEW
“GODDESS” MODEL

Grace of appearance, and ease of movement, are so important to an eminent
Screen Artiste like Miss ANITA STEWART—that her warm approval of the
“GODDESS CORSETS' that lace in front, is their strongest possible recom-
mendation.

Miss Anita Stewart writes as follows :
““Your Goddess Corsets are most satisfactory; they give
““greatest possible comfort and freedom, and, without any
““undue compression, add to the grace of the figure.

This is a real triumph for the “GODDESS CORSETS"” which are made in Canada, and are
now on sale by at least one dealer in every shopping centre of Canada. ?

“GODDESS CORSETS" are the latest word in style and are sold at very reasonable prices.
If you cannot easily locate a “GODDESS"” dealer, kindly write the makers.

Makers also
of the
celebrated

Dominion

CorsetCo.

Quebec - Toronto
Montreal
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The New-Day Price Tags

Should Show Calories Per Pound
The Vital Point in Food Cost

The calory is the energy unit by which
governments and experts measure food.
It is a major factor to consider in com-
bating cost of living. Figure what you
get per dollar as compared with Quaker

0 e Qats.

C,B\O‘.\cs 1890 CE\]OTiCSj In these foods, for example:
Perbound) |, Per bound |

Cost Per l;OOO Calories

Quaker Oats - 5 cents

Meats Average - - =0 *
Fish Average W e e il A8
Canned Salmon - - -33

Canned Corn L S e
Potatoes - o - - . 380

660 Calories 1 Canned Peas - - - B4 *

{
M‘Bg'u‘r}d L Most meat foods cost you 7 to 10 times Quaker
e \\ Oats for the same calory units. And some foods
] iy cost you 20 times as much.
Then Quaker Oats is better-balanced than
these costly foods. It is richer in minerals. It
is more nearly a complete food.

The oat is probably the greatest food that

L

==

S S AT S S grows.
| 365 Calories Use Quaker Oats to reduce your meat cost.
{ Every dollar's worth used in that way saves $7
L er Pound | on the average.

Then mix it with your flour foods. The more

you use the more you save, and the better you
are fed.

This great food in these times gains a multi-
plied importance,

Quaker Oats

The Extra-Flavory Flakes

Use Quaker Oats, because it means super- the rich, plump oats. We get but ten pounds
lative flavor at no extra prices. ’ from a bushel. It means the cream of the
It is flaked from queen grains only—just oats and the maximum enjoyment.
35c and 15c Per Package (Except in Far West) 2086

petecborouth,  The Quaker Qats Ompany  Sikatcon,
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TRADE

Known the world over as the marlg
which identifies the best of cutlery’

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

uuuuuu T0 His MajesTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARK’S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

“  (Concentrated Soups
" Peanut Butter -

i Stewed Kidneys

i Ox & Lunch Tongues

& Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, -  MONTREAL

Canada Food”Board License No. 14-216

i —
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Rescued from the Huns

to Die of Starvation!

_Hideous Plight of Belgians
Demands Immediate Help

Peace does not mean Plenty in Stricken Belgium !

Germany’s hellish policy has been too thoroughly
administered for Belgium to be able to feed and
clothe herself again—at least, until the Government
has been thoroughly organized on a permanent basis.

Little children, thousands of them, are hungry for
a slice of bread, shivering. in their worn-out rags.

YOU can help to feed and clothe them. They

haven’t a cent to buy even what supplies are available.

The destitute Belgians need your help about as
badly as a human creature could need it.

HOW TO HELP!

All the machinery of the Belgian Relief Fund is at your
service to convert your contribution in money HERE into

food and clothing THERE.

A dollar here and now means LIFE to one of the starving
subjects of King Albert, but look here... ..

NO ONE will come to you and ASK you for your
contribution. If you do not voluntarily send it to the Belgian
Relief Fund, Local Committee, or Headquarters, the opportunity
is gone, and the Belgian you MIGHT have saved, dies of starva-
tion or perishes for lack of clothing or proper protection.

Make cheques payable and send contributions to

Belgian Relief Fund

(Registered under the War Charities Act)

125

Ontario Branch—Belgian Relief Fund, 95 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO
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This name
& can - your
guarantee
of “Coffee
Satisfaction”

In !4, 1 and 2 pound
seale d tins —also
for Percolators.

1
Every lover of delicious coffee should \ e
¥ MPORTED RoasTED 6 PACKE®

have our booklet, *‘Perfect Coffee, ;
Perfectly Made””. White for a copy. : GHASE.&3AN BORN (5‘

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL

“Patent” Groats
Should Be Used

For Baby when eight or nine months old. Made in
the form of a thin gruel combined with three parts milk
and one part water it is a perfect food.

If the child had been reared on

Robinson’s “Patent” Barley
until it has reached the above age, Groats and milk

should be given alternately with ‘ Patent’’ Barley, as it
tends to promote bone and muscle.

For the Invalid and the Aged, in cases of influenza,
a bowl of hot gruel taken in bed at night produces a
profuse perspiration helping to drive the cold out of
the system. Taken by the aged at night it promotes
warmth and sleep.

Our free booklet ‘‘ Advice to Mothers” tells all about
how to feed, clothe and care for infants and children.

MAGOR, SON & CO., Limited

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul St. W,, 30 Church St.
Montreal Toronto

| y ;

RORINSONGL

MANUFACTURED- BY

KEEW,
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As good as the
Finest Imported
Brands.—None
Better.

This New Ginger Ale of
O’Keefe's is the same

type as the famous im-
ported brands, It is

quite dry—with a most
delightful flavour.

@’% @ X

SPECIAL PALE DRY

GINGER
ALE

is only one of the many
delicious beverages, put up
under the

O. K. BRAND

Belfast Style Ginger Ale,
Ginger Beer, Cola, Sarsapa-
rilla, Lemon Sour, Cream
Soda, Lemonade, Orangeade,
Special Soda.

Order a case from
your dealer. 517

0’'Keefe's, Toronto

¢ Canada Food Board L-15-102,”

| ART em
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ESTABLISHED OVER 60 YEARS

Fearmans Star Brand

HAM and BACON

Quality Counts. No other Ham
or Bacon stands so high in
the estimation of people who
know, the
people are
Serve it to your family and
guests during the Christmas
season and you will use it
all the year.

most particular

our customers.

F. W. Fearman & Co.,

Limited

HAMILTON, - - - ONT.
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BOVRILISE

your Cookery

That's the secret of keeping well
during epidemics. Every time
you put a spoonful of Bovril into
a dish you are adding enormous-
ly to the nourishing value. You
are ensuring the health of every-
one in the home.

The body-building powers of Bovril have
been proved by independent scientific ex-

periments to be actually 10 to 20 times the
amount of Bavril taken.

The very thing needed for war time, con-
serving of time, energy and money.

The Perfection Electric Washer will turn
Wash Day into Wash Hour, take ALL the work
out of washing, disposing of the extra help usual
on that occasion.

The saving—considering the cost of electric
current at three to five cents per washing, fifty
two times a year against the cost of the usual
help—will pay for the investment in less than one
vear with one hundred per cent dividends in the
vears to come, besides the added comfort of having
vour washing done to your complete satisfaction
and under personal supervision.

May we mail you full particulars.

J. H. CONNOR & SON LIMITED, OTTAWA, ONTARIO
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No. 2631 illustrated—
one of 77 styles of Daylo
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WE ARE THE LEADING = g

DISTRIBUTORS (&3

and make prompt shipments from our complete stock. Mail us your orders or write for catalog,
Our reputation has been built on our efficient service,

SPIELMAN AGENCIES Regd. 45 Alexander St. MONTREAL

SPANISH INFLUENZA

The surest way to prevent it is to keep your bowels active by taking every morning a glassful of

1° RIGA!!

Purgative Water. It cleans out and keeps clean the digestive organs and wards off disease.

At All Druggists. 25 cents the Bottle (except in Far West).

Distributors for Ontario: National Drug Co., Ltd.; Lyman Bros., Co., Ltd.; Drug Trading Co., Ltd.

istri for the West : The Martin Bole, Wynne Co., Ltd., wh 1 istri ¢
D‘Stngg:%r,sl’owder, andE Koo Soad. 0 are also distributors for Dr. Gordon's Foot
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Are YOU saving Sugar by using

CROWN BRAND svrup

Corn starch converted into its ‘‘sugar’ form, with pure
cane syrup added.

LILY WHITE swoe

The Canada Food Board recommends Corn Syrup (White) for
preserving and cooking. " Also delicious for all table purposes.

In 2, 5, 10 and 20 1b, tins, at all dealers.

CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED MONTREAL

162
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robust.

COWAN’S
- COCOA

RESERVE POWER

Cowan’s Cocoa should be part of
the daily diet at this season of the
year. It strengthens and builds up
the reserve powers of the body and
in this way helps to combat epi-
demics. Give the children lots of
this nourishing food. It makes them

B

s

—7

~
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Hail, Merry Christmas !

A Century of Christmases have come and gone, and
still the years proclaim

MURRAY & LANMAN'S
Florida Water

a delightful, seasonable and most acceptable gift for
BACHELOR, BENEDICK, MATRON OR MAID.

For the Handkerchief, Dressing-table, Bath or Shave

IT IS ALWAYS A DELICHT.

All the leading Druggists and Perfumers sell it,

* Health and Beauty*® booklet on request.
Sample size maded on receipt of six cents.

LANMAN & KEMP, 135 Water Street, NEW YORK

The rich-chocolate coating is delicately flavored to harmonize
with the flavor of the centre. An unusually delightful assortment.

Ganongs Chooolates

“THE FINEST IN THE LAND?’
Canada Fond Board License No. 11-264
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lletteRazor
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How many of the every-day needs can
you buy now as cheaply as before the war?
Clothing has gone up; food has gone up;
coal is almost a luxury ; and war taxes have nearly doubled the price of tobacco
and matches.

~
== 4

\
|
o\

But the Gillette Safety Razor still costs the pre-war price—five dollars.

There has been no advance, though wages, materials, and the hundred and
one items entering into the making of a Gillette Razor have soared.

Increased Output Keeps Down Cost

New and improved processes have helped to lessen ]no(hution costs, but the big
factor has been incereased output. Light, power, supe rvision, and other “overhead
costs” remain very much the same whether the factory is run to capacity, or not.

Our great objective, then, was to increase the nutput so much it would offset the
nl(]\ulll(( lll wages xlll(] llhl“lhll\

Here is the anteresting thing. War, which increased the cost of labour and ma-
terials, also provided the inereased demand.

The Allied armies are literally a vast congress of Gillette users! Where we sold
one razor in 1913 we now sell more than ten. The production of Gillette Blades
has increased in even greater proportion.

Many people with friends at the front buy Gillette Blades in carton lots and
slip a packet into letters going overseas.

Five dollars is still the price, and figured out on the basis of years of service, the
Gillette provides about the most inexpensive enjoyment the average man can have,

The richest man alive cannot buy better shaving service than the five-dollar
Gillette will give you.

Gillette Razors and Blades may be purchased from Jewelers,
Druggists, and Hardware Stores throughout Canada.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO., OF CANADA,

LIMITED
Office and Factory : 65-73 St. Alexander St., Montreal 384
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8et a copy
?fThis Bo’c))k

-to-day -

TS FREE

HY should you transfer your papers and records at the end of

the year ?

In the first place, to relieve your congested files of the year’s accumu-

lation of papers.

For they do become congested, and your filing clerk (or whoever

handles the work) doesn’t like the patience-trying job ot hunting up papers in an over-

filled and unwieldy file.

And another good reason why
vou should transfer at a stated time—at
the end of the year preferably, is to pre-
serve order in the files—to keep your
papers and records of a certain period in
a certain place so you can put your hands
on the paper you want just when you
want it.

And here’s the book—How to
Transfer Papers and chords~wh1ch
tells in simple, direct language just how you can
do this in the easiest and best way.

It’s a text-book. With the aid

of graphic illustrations and understandable

Ask her if she's ever experienced it, and what it’s like.
/ I ’

charts it explains the different ways of transferring
various kinds of papers and records in every kind
of business.

Every Office Manager, every man and
woman in charge of a filing department should
have a copy. Executives and other department
heads should also see that filing clerks, and
stenographers in charge of filing, are provided
with a copy.

A post-card request will bring it to you
at once. Or merely write your name and
address on the margin of this ad., tear it out and
a copy will go to you in the next mail. This,
of course, doesn’t put you under any obligation
in the least.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. Co., LiMITED
Home Office NEWMARKET Canada

Filing Equipment Stores at

Montreal Ottawa Halifax Hamilton

Toronto

Winnipeg

2

Regina Edmonton Calgary Vancouver

63
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Rely lUpon This

The goods and services here present-
ed are of no ordinary merit and,
therefore, are entitled to more than

ordinary consideration.

Before you lies a treasure-ship of
the Nation's best. Here you meet
those who have achieved distinction
in interesting fields of endeavour:—
those who make possible the enjoy-

ment in your homes of conveniences
and necessities, as well as the lux-

uries of life.

Their imprint insures you the high-

est standard of dependable worth.

In convenient form they offer you
information, ideas and suggestions
that will bear repeated consultation
as the Holiday season approaches.
They merit, we believe that full
measure of your confidence which
we bespeak.

The Publishers
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EICAREETESS

Remember Our Boys
At The Front

To them the cigarette is the pan-
acea for all ills. | have seen men
die with a cigarette between their
lips, the last favor they had re-
quested on earth. If the soldier

is in pain, he smokes for comfort,
if he is restless he smokes for
solace; when he receives good
news he smokes for joy; if the
news is bad, he smokes for con-
solation; if he is well he smokes,
when he is ill, he smokes. But
good news or bad, sick or well,

he always smokes.

“The First Canadians in France”
by F. McKelvey Bell.

Canadian Magazine, February issue 1917

I
% v 2 i
- " L ™ ”"‘”&Z‘;\s
% FINEST <
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RERTRA

MACHINE
TOOLS

are strictly up-to-date in design. Built
to give economical, efficient and long
servicee. They include General Machine
Shop Equipment, Repair Shop Machinery,
Locomotive and Car Shop Machinery,
Structural and Bridge Shop
Machinery.

Photographs and full particulars upon request.

The John Bertram & Sons

Company, Limited
DUNDAS -  ONTARIO
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GLOVES FOR
XMAS GIFTS.

The “dainty and useful” are combined
in a very happy manner in the gift of

DENT’S Gloves.

Gloves are always gladly received, but
only one caution: Insist on DENT'S.

You can get
DENT'S in KIDS,
fabrics and silks. In
washable gloves al-
ways get Dent's
Neuvel—after every
washing they are
velvety and soft like
new.

RENC

| Barbe
| 1

HE choice of discriminating
women who wish stationery
of dignity and refinement.

Obtainable in papeterie, note paper
and tablets with envelopes to match.

Ask your Stationer for it.
- T 35848
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The Inhalation Treat-
ment for Whooping
Cough, Spasmodic
Croup, Colds, Catarrh,
Asthma, Bronchitis,
* Used while you sleep” Cou.ln.

Simple, safe and effective, avoiding internal drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene relieves the paroxysms of W hoop-
ing Cough and spasmodic Croup at once; it nips the
common cold before it has a chance of developing into
something worse, and experience shows that a neglected
cold is a dangerous cold

Mrs. Ballington Booth says: ““No family, where there
are young children, should be without tiis lamp."”

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inhaled with
every breath, makes breathing easy and relieves the con-
gestion, assuring restful nights,

It is called a boon by Asthma sufferers.

For the bronchial complications of Scarlet Fever and
Measles, and as an aid inthe treatment of Diphtheria,
Cresolene is valuable on account of its m\wcff!xl germi-
cidal qualities

It is a protection to those exposed.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 38 years of suc-
censful use. Sold by Druggist. Send for descriptive booklet

Try Cresolone Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated throat
eomponed of slippery olm hark, licorice, sugs r and Cresolene They
can’t harm you. Of your druggist or from us. 10¢. in stamps

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 62 Cortland St., N, Y.

or Leeming-Miles Building Montreal, Canada

Should \ ! :
be Worn Substitute

S8 PURITY
OATS

Constitutionally women are
much more delicately con-
structed than men, and their
bodies being of a much finer
texture are more susceptible
to weather changes. JAEGER
Pure Wool Underwear af-

fords complete protection in
all weather and at all seasons. 4

In all your Baking

SEND FOR WHEAT-SAVING

A fully diustrated catalogue free on /

application. ~ § RECIPES
: Western Canada

' JER S| i ics throughout Canada.

s e £ = Flour Mills Co. Limited
DR. JAEGER ™™ Sinec™™™ Co. Limited | HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg CANADA FOOD BOARD LICENSE NOS,

FLOUR 15,186, 17,18. CEREAL 2-009.

British, *““founded 1883 " 12
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T AL HOTELRESORT-& TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT 4
= et V¥ 1907 -~ EVERY MONTH IN T MAGAZINES — 1D v =
Atlantic Monthly Century Harper's Review of Reviews Scribner's World's Work - and The Canadian Magazine. 12th YEAR ,

Write to these advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel information. = Enclose postage
Where-to-go Bureau forms for January close December 1st.

+HOTEL COLLEGE ARMS

DE LAND LCATED ON A HIGH RIDGE-NEAR THE CENTER OF EASTERN FLORIDA=PURE,
DRY AIR. L H THE FRAGRANCE OF PINE TREES & ORANGE BLOSSOMS. -

FLORIDA\ KoTep foR CUISINE-FORMAL & INFORMAL CONCERTS & DANCING~ 18 HO 2

“= . GOLF COURSE~TENNIS,RIDING & DRIVING-OPEN JANUARY |8I=ADORESS, THEO, ¢, BROOKS . MAI R

N.C. Center of winter out-of-door life In the middle south. Four| ¥ —oa
excellent hotels. The Carolina opens informally Nov. 10 : formally Nov. 20 GALVESJ°-T§XA°

One of nine. Splendid clay tennis courts. Trap shooting. Rifle range. s —
Horse racing, mv‘:‘ninv and steeple chasing. Fine auto roads. Through HOTEL GALVEZ GAL¥E§TAO§
" v New $
on

Three 18-hole golf courses.
Livery and saddle horses.

Pallman service from Washington, InquireGen.Office, Pinehurst, N. O., or Leonard Tufts, Boston, Mass, |

“PALM BEAGH Bv-the-Sea,”
I—-———“L‘ SAGH o hecGes, Fis. A ruined vaeation often results from lack of
i P.l. B'ach Hu‘e' " Brrail 36hre. Booklet. knowledge regarding localities, climate, rec-

Warm ocean bathing reations, and the righthotel. To avoid this,

Boati i
Loss formal, Select. Holds 300. Outdoor concerts ask Where-to-go Bureau, 8 Beacon Street, m AL LT AR ar
Golf. Warm. Keep fit. Inexpensive. Write now. Boston, Mass , for our very best advice. &’Lﬁ:‘wm Motoring~

g HIGHLAND PINES INN

WEYMOUTH HEIGHTS, SOUTHERN PINES, N. C.
f Home of Winter Golf. Tennis. Turkey and Quail Shooting. 700 ft. elovation. Just right
% og, = climate. No snow. Pure spring water. Best of everything, Cottagos,  Bungalows,
- "~ — _ Orchestra. Write CREAMER & TURNER, Proprietors, for Booklet. ' -
SUMMER HOTEL — THE INN AT CHARLEVOIX - THE - BEAUTIFUL — MICHIGAN

gd == ———— T

HOTEL ST. JAMES | Hay v send you this guide

TIMES SQUARE, NEW YORK CITY || | uffalo and Niagarq Falls?

Just off Broadway at 109-113 West 45th St.

S

134 B ocks from 45th Street Entrance Any reader of the Canadian Magazine
to Grand Central Station. may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
—_— interest in and around Buffalo and Niagara

Women will find here a home Falls. Sent free with our compliments,
atmosphere and absence of
nbject:onablle] ffeaturcs of or-
dinary hotel life.

i o Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite

The Hotel Lenox, at North Street and

40 Theatres, all principal stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo
shops, 3 to 5 minutes walk. and Niagara Falls. The pleasant location of

—Af» '" . i the Lenox—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,
2 minutes of all subways, shopping and business districts—adds much
linI;s. i e oo to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusually

good cuisine, complete equipment and excei-
An excellent lent service.

Restaurant, at
moderate prices.

[ European plan. Modern. Fireproo.

Write for | Every room as oulside room, $2.00 up.
“What's Goi :
o T e QU I R SRR
1| and running directions [free.

All Outside Rooms | C. A. MINER,

% HRCALIEFS, e et e - from/$L.50 K i i
x.:}h‘ ld;vo.‘:e"'bl; e S from $2.00 | Managing Director
Vi .n'n: S badrood. bath A from $4.00 North St. at Delaware Ave.

Furnished Apartments by the year, Buffalo, N.Y.

month or week, at special rates.

Raymonp L. CARROLL, Pres. and Mgr.
e

—

|
I |
|
 —
—_—

HAVE YOU READ PAGES 16 and 17

in the front section of this Magazine? The offer made there will not only save you
many worries in making up your List of Christmas Gifts for 1918 but will also
save you money.
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Canadian ('\‘EwA*RlerGy TH[EW Canadian _
| MILLION <pames |

Goyiernmenl' i
dllways
Railways MAR K ilways
\/

MONCTON  SYDNEY

COCHRANE
QUEBEC

WINN/IPEGC
FORT
WILLIAM

TORONTO MHALIFAX

THROUGH EXPRESS

TRAINS
W:nnipeg - Toronto £ 7 o3
Winnipeg - Quebec &P\ \V\§ V=
Montreal - Halifax o
Halifax - Sydney
Halifax - St. John

[ H.H.MELANSON, Zussencer rarric Mar. MONCTON, N8, |

700,000
SOLDIER LADS

MAVE TRAVELLED TH/IS
ROQUTEWITHOUT M/ISHAP
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COMIORTABLE TRAINS
AND GREAT SCENIU BEAUTY

WHIN YOU TRAVEL
CNR.

Spend Your after-War Vacation on the
North Pacific Coast

Good health and recreation where sunshine abounds

A NARRATIVE

‘1t seemed but over-night since disembarkment
when we reached the great Hinterland back of
Lake Superior, with its mighty rivers clothed to
the edge with a tangle of fqrvst, interspersed
here and there by rocky ridges—the hrxght
green of the underbrush and the shadowy white
of the birch breaking ir_ul|S§'rnnn_|u(vl_v the dark
evergreen of the predominating pines.

‘‘Nearing the head of the Great Lakes, the
ecountry becomes more broken, and Nipigon For-
est Reserve, with its world-famed trout streams,
is soon traversed. At Port ,v\rtlm‘r we saw the
Jargest grain elevator on the Continent, n‘nd
were informed.that the immense shipbuilding in-
dustries here, with a ('(H)hhlp{l])‘ increasing tour-
jst traffic, is rapidly developing a great commer-
cial centre. Leaving Port A.rlh\\r. the route is
through the picturesque Rainy Lakes District
and Quetico National Park, reaching Winnipeg
by a fertile and gradually rolling prairie.

‘*West of Winnipeg the prairie continued with
its teeming activities, qxl;l 1!nunm-mh}o clusters
of grain elevators standing silent sun(mv] as we
raced along over thq flat country will 101{;: be
remembered. A vhmco'nf routes are available
west of Winnipeg, taking one either through
Brandon, Regina and Sns]\"ntopn. the snu}horn
route; through the Central districts; or by North-
ern Manitoba and Saskatchewan to Calgary 8!](1
Edmonton. We chose the sv?(mll because of its
through train service. At Calgary nm} at Ed-
monton our short stay was well spent in study-
ing the great commercial and agricultural oppor-
tunities of this Last Great West, with its infinite
yossibilities as the outpost of a mighty nation.
i{t-rv, work, enterprise and prosperity go hand

in hand.

Ask For ‘“ At Your Service

= CANADIAN NORTHERNR " ™

‘“From Edmonton west the prairie is soon re
placed by the haze-clothed mountains in the dis-
tance, and following the banks of the Athabaska
River, the Canadian Northern pa:ses through
Jasper National Park, a second Yellowstone, to
Yellowhead Pass, the Great Divide and the head
waters of the Fraser. Yellowhead, as tradition
has it, is named after a mighty Iroquois-Scotch
trapper known as Tete Jaune, or Yellowhead,
who hid or cached his furs at this spot and stood
a tower of strength and a goodly beacon to the
luckless wayfarer in the tempestuous days of old

‘‘“The scenery at this point is grand-——a rocky
gorge covered with dark pines and light green
shrub above surmount the seething currents of
the Fraser, and towering on either side and lost
in the clouds are the snow-capped peaks of giant
Mount Robson, the highest known in Canada.
Such is the surrounding chosen by an apprecia
tive country in its selection of a fitting tribute
to 'the memorial of the famous British nurse
martyred by Germans in Belgium, October, 1915
—Mount Edith Cavell.

‘‘Journeying south from the Yellowhead we
followed the Canoe and Albreda Rivers, which are
succeeded in turn by the North and main Thomp
son Rivers, reaching at Lytton the lower waters
of the Fraser. From here west we crossed and
re-crossed, hugging its mighty and picturesque
banks through to Vancouver.

‘‘Nowhere in this mountainous and river-val-
ley journey of over 700 miles from the gateway
to the Rockies, clear through to the Pacific did
it grow monotonous or time hang heavily, so
insistent were the attractions which flashed past
t'hv ,Windows of our comfortable Observation

ar.

Real Reasons for travelling Canadian Northern—7he People's Road

"and ‘‘ Canadian Northern Rockies”, FREE; and for
lowest fares, circuit tours, hotels, etc., enquire C.N.R. Agent, or write General
Passenger Departments, Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., or Winnipeg, Man.

= 4




72 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

CANADIAN PACIFIC

DAILY TRAIN SERVICE

TORONTO-WINNIPEG-VANCOUVER

Leave Toronto 7 p.m.

Arrive Winnipeg 12.10 p.m. (Second Day)
Arrive Vancouver 10.05 p.m. (Fourth Day)

THROUGH EQUIPMENT

Compartment Observation Cars, Standard and Tourist
Sleeping Cars, Dining Car, First-Class Coaches, Colonist Cars,
Toronto to Vancouver.

A round-trip ticket to the Pacific Coast via the “Canadian
Pacific” permits a wide diversity of routes without additional
charge.

CANADIAN PACIFIC HOTELS IN WESTERN CANADA
OPEN ALL THE YEAR ROUND

“Royal Alexandra,” Winnipeg; ‘‘Palliser Hotel,” Calgary ;

“Vancouver Hotel,” Vancouver; ‘“Empress Hotel,” Victoria.

Passengers for California should arrange their trip to include
the Canadian Pacific Rockies

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents.

W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.
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“JULIAN SALE”

The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one

more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-

plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and api)arel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the “hangers” or in the ‘‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto




——

GRAND TRUNK
RAILWAY SYSTEM

The Double Track Route

WINTER TOURS
TO CALIFORNIA

And other Pacific Coast Points.
TEXAS, NEW ORLEANS, La.,
and GULF COAST RESORTS.

Winter Tour Tickets now on sale.
Stop-over privileges allowed.
Apply to any Agent of the Com-

pany for partlculars

G. T.BELL, W.S. COOKSON,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montrea l.

Montrea].
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Your Printing and
Bookbinding

will be well taken care of if entrusted to us.

It will have the same thorough attention whether it
is a large or a small Job.

We deliver the Job when it is promised.

We do not employ solicitors. Our clients stay with
us and their recommendations bring the work to us.

Our Plant has trebled in size in the last six years—
there is a reason.

Every Job, of whatever size, is given the attention
and the workmanship that gains us a permanent
customer.

We number among our customers some of the largest
consumers of printed matter in Canada and the
U.S. We are in a position to handle every kind of
Printing and Bookbinding.

Let us figure on your next Job

T. H. BEST PRINTING CO.

LIMITED

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE BUILDING
200-206 ADELAIDE ST., WEST, TORONTO
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people buy the Chevrolet “Four-
Ninety” today because the
many thousands now in use
are giving such good service.

is even belter than its prede-
cessor. See the Chevrolet line
of Motor Cars at the nearest
’| dealer's show rooms.

OSHAWA, ONTMRIO

uumﬂlﬂ

PRIZE WINNERS |

THE high reputation enjoyed |
by the Chevrolet, has been {|
won by its good record. More Rl

The New Series “Four-Ninety” o

A CuevroLET MoToR Co. OF CANADA Li~
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“Traction’—the Tire Beautiful

E hear so much about the ‘‘lines’’ of the automobile that
we are apt to forget the ‘‘lines '’ of a tire.

Surely if beauty is an essential in automobile construction, it is
likewise an essential in tire construction.

Examine “ Traction for beauty—no unnecessary lines, no dis-
torted “‘treadlets,” no ugly, unsymmetrical gouges—just one
powerful, resislient, beautiful balance. And all this is extra—
extra over and above the greatest road mastery ever obtained

in a rubber tire.

L T AT e

We also make Dunlop ““ Special” and Dunlop ** Plain"'—two tires thatare
in great favor with mortorists in general.

DUNLOP SEAMLESS TUBES and DUNLOP ACCESSORIES likewise
make lasting friends wherever used. :

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.

Limited
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORIES : TORONTO

Branches: Victoria, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary,
Saskatoon, Regina, Winnipeg, London, Hamilton,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, St. John, and Halifax.

’

S

>

Makers of High-Grade Tires for Automobiles, Motor Trucks,
Bicycles, Motorcycles and Carriages ; and High-Grade Rub-
ber Belting, Packing, Fire Hose and General Hose, Dredge
Sleeves, Military Equipment, Mats, Tiling, Heels and Soles,
Cements, Horse Shoe Pads and General Rubber Specialties.

Sole Canadian Distributors for **House""and **ifouk’’ Wire Wheels.

SUNLOB S PESTAL Fap,

] Illlllll[llllllll“lll”lIlHHHlHHH[HI[HHIIHHIHHIHIHIHHHHH
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The
Original
and

only

Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

““Compare the Work!”

IF YOU SEE THE ROYAL
YOU'LL LIKE IT.

IF YOU TRY IT
YOU'LL BUY IT.

FIELD, LOVE « HOUSE
' 41 Richmond Street, West

TORONTO

Holiday Goods

Ladies Hand Bags
Purses and Bill Wallets
Writing Portfolios
Letter and Card Cases

PHOTO ALBUMS

LOOSE LEAF

Leather and Cloth
Bindings

Paul E. Wirf Fountain Pens

GET THE BEST

z Brown Bros.:

Simcoe and Pearl Streets

TORONTO
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Brookfield
Brand
Pork Sausage

Swift Canadian Co. Limited
TorontoWinalpegEdmonton

ELECTED pure pork—every bit of it!—
chopped, to retain the flavor, not “ground”
to tastelessness—seasoned to just theright

degree of delicacy! Inviting in the carton—
irresistible on the plate! Fried (in their own
rich fat) to a delicious brown,

Brookfield Brand

Pure Pork Sausage

are savory and appetizing enough to rank with the finest
meal you remember. And don’t overlook their true
economy! Not an atom of waste—sixteen to eighteen
sausages to the pound: sufficient to serve at least four
people generously.

YOUR GROCER OR BUTCHER HAS THEM

OR CAN EASILY GET THEM FOR YOU

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton
(Canada Food BoarJ License No's: 13: 170, 171, 172)
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THE CECILIAN

TWO fundamental considerations enter
into the purchase of a Player Piano.

The piano is the basic instrument. Since
1883 the Cecilian Piano has reflected in
tonal qualities, in volume and in deli-
cate responsiveness, the personal effort
of master musical craftsmen

The! famous Cecilian, non-corro-
i all-metal player mechanism,
built only in the Cecilian factory
for the Cecilian piano, ensures the
pcrfccl harmony between instru-
ment and player-action necessary
to true musical artistry.

The Cecilian is the most sensitive,
the most human Player Piano of
the day.

The Cecilian Co. Limited
247 Yonge Street oF
TORONTO, -  CANADA jiilfe
il
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"Silver ‘Plate that Wears”

-"

N “Ghe place of honor among weddin ifts
&

" is accorded 1847 ROGERS B%OS. Silve% Pglala

A} Its repulation insures appreciation - its

Al qualily assures long service. 8

: Sold with. an unqualified suarantee made |

possible by the ac’cugl test o %ver rggeyears P

: .ﬂfleadug dealers. Send for x'/lust‘m{ecl.ca{u/c@te‘nf_'-20." L

[ MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO. I'miteg ™

HAMILTON, CANADA B
. MERIDEN, CONN. __NEW YORK _CHICAGO _ SAN FRANGISco. 8

g @ﬁc%ﬂdg Lagesf]&thazsc;f Sfer]ug le;zer and.PL %
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Licensed by the Food Controller under number 2-055.

| COUNT

incorNalll  THE COSTS
| g%%;% %
=0y FOOD VALUES

TOASTED CORN 'LAKI“GQ.
LONDON, CANADA:

The housewife gets more satisfaction if she counts the costs of her
purchases in food values instead of dollars and cents. Why? Because
she not only gets the most nutritious foods, but she actually DOES save

her dollars and cents.
Based on a price per 1,000 calories

Hollogg’

TOASTED

CORN FLAKES

for low price and high food values, lead over a number of the best foods
obtainable as follows:

.
’
v 4
e

<l

pkg., 1,000 calories 11.7 cts.

Corn Flakes at 15 cts. a

Butter at 50 cts. a Ib.,, 1,000 calories 13. cts.
Bacon at 55 cts. a lb.,, 1,000 calories 19. cts.
Milk at 13 cts. a gt, 1,000 calories 18.5 cts.
Roast Beef at 26 cts: a lb., 1,000 calories 23.4 cts.

Lamb Chops at 38 cts. a lb,, 1,000 calories 32.7 cts.
Chicken at 32 cts. a lb.,, 1,000 calories 41.3 cts.
Eggs at 45 cts. a doz., 1,000 ealories 44.7 cts.
Beefsteak at 34 cts. a lb,, 1,000 calories 45.6 cts.

Sold;only in the original red, white and green package.

Only Made in Canada by
The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co., Limited

Head Office and Factory - London, Ontario

\

)

b
(e
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Christmas Greetings

F all the seasons of the year this, we think is the
happ'msi one 0{ all. Tt may be because we had
such faith in Santa Claus when we were little or it may
just be because it is what it is - Christmas. At all
events, it s a happ\j, happxj fime for most of us and
Christmas is a day of joy. If however, we are indis-
posed, most of the enjoyment is lost to us, for Health
goes hand in hand with Happiness and to protect our
genera\ health, procauhons must be taken not to let
little coughs and colds grow into big ones.

For over half .a Century Canadians have had Dr.
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil at ﬂwn‘ service, rcadwd and able
to break up and dispose of coughs and colds, as well
as scores of other of the minor ailments of man. The
test of time has been fully answered, for this really
wonderful medicinal Oil is demanded vastly more and
more as each year goes by.  Always keep a full bottle
in your medicine chest for it has a positive multitude
of uses.

We wish all Canadians a very Merry Christmas
and a New Year filled with Happiness and Prosporit\j.

Rorthrop & Lyman Co., Limited
Estab. 1854 Toronto




Fo our fdfms of
Williams’

Shaving Soaps

After the shave
or the bath you
will enjoy the

comforting touch
of Williams’ Talc

Powder.

Williams

The J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Canadian Depot, 655 Drolet St., Montr®’

THERE is comfort at both ends. Comfort
at the holder end because of the firm, metal
grip for the fingers—a grip that never loos-
ens or wabbles. Comfort at the business end
because of the wonderfully softening, sooth~
ing, lasting lather that paves the way for 2
smooth shave and leaves the skin cool and
refreshed.

Ask for Williams’ Holder Top Shaving
Stick. You cannot ask for anything better.



