 RRH T E T FET

W
W
W
W
W
W
\A
W
W
w
w
W
W
W

The Enchanted Pool
Germany After the War
The Equation

Toronto, June, 1920

CANADIAN
MAGA ZINE

25 CENTS

Claire Fauteux
Prof. J. W. Eaton
Billee Glynn

Lake Ontario (A Retrospect) William A. Wilson

Recollections of a Police Magistrate  (ol. Geo. T. Denison

Winter Landscape

A Common Garden Idvll
The Tiara

The Leisure Hour

[ord of the Glass House
The Jane in the Case
Mist of Morning

Prairie Roses

Marine

From Month to Month

Thrown In

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING

F. H. Loverhoff

Adam Harold Brown
May Wynne

Augustin Ribot

Charles G. D. Roberts
Paul A. W. Wallace
Isabel Ecclestone Mackay
Arthur L. Phelps

Robert Gagen

Sir John Willison

Newton MacTavish

COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO




JVORY SOAP

IT FLOATS

i Made in the Procter & Gamble factories at Hamilton, Canada

F ragrance

1 99

The unobtrusive fragrance of Ivory
Soap is not the usual soap perfume.

It is merely the pleasing, natural odor
of Ivory’s high-grade ingredients.  Its
delicacy and refinement are two of the
reasons why Ivory Soap is used for
toilet and bath in so many homes
where good taste and good sense prevail.

44
100

% PURE

A
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A Gift Combining Luxurious Beauty
and Everyday Utility

NOTIIING receives so much close
inspection and appraisal as the
Wedding Present—not only by the
Bride and Groom themselves—but
by all the guests.
HOLMES & EDWARDS Silver.
ware is  welcome as a practical,
sensible gift of course. But in ad.
dition it possesses that exclusive,
exquisite beauty and superlative
quality which set it apart—a gift
delightfully distinetive and ever-
lastingly prized.
HOLMES & EDWARDS is the
highest quality Silverware made,
It is superior in craftsmanship and
finish. And it is protected at the wear
points,
Your Jeweller has an interesting
showing of suitable presentations—in
those dignified, pleasing patterns
which convey an inexpressible touch
of refinement.

De Sancy

“Silver Inlaid” “Super Plate”

(Setof six teaspoons, $4.75)

On the back of the bowl
and handle—just where
the wear comes—a piece
of pure silver is welded
in. Because of this pro-
tection the even beauty
of Holmes & Edwards
Silverware is not marred
by use. Made only in
five pieces—those most
frequently used.

(Set of sixteaspoons, $4.00)

Holmes & Edwards
Super-Plate is protected
at the wear points in-
cluding the tip of the
bowl, by an extra heavy
coat of silver. This
double plating means
added service and satis-
faction,

Jamestown

Manufactured Exclusively in Canada by

THE STANDARD SILVER CO.
of TORONTO, LIMITED

“Protected where the wear comes’’
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When You Travel, Even in Canada

carry your funds in Travellers’ Cheques,
issued by The Merchants Bank.

Personal cheques are often refused. Money
may be lost or stolen.

Travellers’ Cheques, on the other hand, are
cashed by banks, hotels, transportation com-
panies and stores at their face values. and
enable you to raise ready money wherever vou
happen to be. If lost, they are of no value to
the finder; if stolen or destroyed, they will be
replaced without extra charge. Use them for
your next journey.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Mead Orfice: Montrea. OF CANADA.  Establiched 1884

364 Branches in Canada extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific, of which 135
are in Ontario, 42 in Quebec, and 157 in Western Canada.

WENTY years’ experience in the purchase and sale of
T Canadian Government, Municipal and Corporation Bonds
and an extensive organization comprising among others,
statistical, valuating and war loan departments, enable us to
offer every facility for rendering a complete service to the
investing public. Correspondent offices, located throughout
the financial centres of Canada, the United States and England,

keep us constantly informed of prevailing security values.
We shall welcome an opportunity to serve you in your invest-
ment matters irrespective of the amount of your funds.

DoOMINION SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD OoFFIcE:. TORONTO 26 king sT. E.
MONTREAL " ESTABLISHED 1901 LONDON, ENG
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#fondon Glove Company

Lta,
Offer an Unrivalled Variety of Reliable Gloves

at their Lowest Warehouse Prices

The ‘“Somali®’ useful qual-
ity Doeskin Gazelle Finish
Gloves medium  weight,
Pique Sewn. Special Cut
Thumbs. 2 Pearl Buttons. In
Dark Greﬁ, Light or Dark
Tan, also Black. Perpr. 7/6
Ladies’ Superior Quality
Strong Doeskin Gloves,
Pique Sewn. English made.
In%)ark Grey or Tan shades.
2 Press Buttons.

Perpa 8/6
Ladies’ Strong Real Gazelie |
Gloves. English made. In |
Dark Grey and Dark Tan
shades. Pique Sewn, 2 large
Pearl Buttons. Perpr. 10/6

Ladies’ Best Quality Real
Nappa Leather Gloves, in
useful Oak Tan Shade, Pique
Sewn, Imperial Points, w th
2 Buttons. Per pair 6/11

Ladies’ Cant Tanne Real
Kid Gloves. Very best quali-
ty. Made from high-class
skins. \ magnificent wear-
ing Glove. In usefnl Tan
shade, Pique Sewn, 2 Pearl
Buttons. Per pair, 8/6

The *“‘Blenheim”’
Ladles’ Superior Quality
Oape Glove, Prixseam 8ewn,
in useful Tan shade, 2 Press
Buttons Per pair 8/11

Ladies’ Smart Hand-sewn Stout
Lisle Gloves. In Chamois shade.
Prixseam Sewn with Black Thread,
similarin appearance to fine Doeskin
Gloves. 2 Pearl Buttons.

Per pair 4/11

Ladies’ Best Quality Chamols
Leather Gloves, Natural shade,
medium weight, Pique Sewn, Eng-
ish made, 2 Buttons. Per pr. 7/11

Ladies’ Fine Doeskin, “Gazelle’ fip;

Ladlies” White Washable French Castor No. 495.  Ladles’ Best Quality medium weight Saxe shape. Ela ish Glaves.
é 1 inal o Stic ag
Gloves, Pique Sewn, Elastic at Wrist, simi- Pure White ~Washable Doeskin as illus., in a Dark Grey or useful Tan spa gt

. h : " i Per pair Shade.
lar to illustration. Per pair 7/6 g::;:..' zf'iliazl%"&tosn?.v"’ s Z/11
Per pair 8/6

Men’s Reliable Gloves

Men’'s Stout Chameois Leather
Gloves, Prixseam Mens Doeskin Gloves, superior

Sewn, 1 large Pear quality (British made), Pique Sewn,
Button, Imperial Points, in Tan and Dark
Per pair Z/11 Grey, 1 Press Button.

Per pair 8/6
Mens® Best Quality
Real Tan Cape
Cloves, - Prixseam Sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Button. English made,
in Dark Tan Shade.

Mens’ Best Quality Gazelle Finish
Doeskin Cloves, made from special-
ly selected skins, medium weight, a
comfortable, good wearing glove.
In Dark-Tan and Grey shades, with
Per pair 11/6 1 Press Button, _Per pair 9/6

Supplementary Departments:—Ladies’ Men's and Children's Hosiery and
Underwear, Men’s and Boys' Wear; Ladies’ and Children’s Boots and Shoes. %
Price List of all Departments sent post free on application to the Ontario
Publishing Co., Limited, 200 - 206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto.

Mail Orders carefully executed, packed and despatched by next steamer,

jttance to full value of arder, (inclading postage) shouldbe made by Money Order-
\l:lgg:lcan be obtained in ENGLISH MONEYnign exchange for Dollars and Cents at the Ee;_

ress Company's Offices or the Dominion Post Offices and should be made payable to The
?.ondon Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

THELONDON GLOVE COMPANY, LTp

45 & 45a, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLANp,
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WESTERN
ASSURANCE CO.

Incorporated 1851

Fire, Automobile,
and Marine
Insurance

$8,300,000.00

Assets, over - -
Losses paid since or-

ganization, over - 77,700,000.00

Head Offices: Cor. Wellington
and Scott Street,

TORONTO

’
surertor  EGERTON BURNETT’S
SUMMER Clothing fabrics are noted for
SUITINGS, ' their high standard of excellence
BEI."(II‘{NED in Quality, Style and Appearance.
STYLE They especially appeal to gentle-
AND n\xe_n‘ to w}lxlom the qunh{ty}of ﬂthe
Suitings they wear is t t
COLOURING impnrt‘;nc& Sl sy
QUALITY IS DISTINCTIVE
WHITE and an inspection of their ex-
FLANNELS tensive assortment of patterns
will clearly demonstrate this fact.
Samples will be sent for examina-
GREY tion, postpaid, on request.
FLANNELS
PERMANENT |
DYE
‘‘ROYAL’’ The reliabl
NAVY BLUE : 'he reliable colour and wear-re-
Surrmigs Mg, Ropertes "ot Tlhe
y Navy Blue Serge Suit-
S ;n).:s] hlar\'t- given great satisfaction
or hail a century, They are pure
BLACK wool Fabrics of a hii:hly Eom-
COATINGS mendable character, and are
AND supplied in a large variety of
STRIPED weights and textures at prides
TROUSERINGS from 15 /11 to 49 /11 per yard,
——————— dOuble width.
Sample Tailoring Styles and
BREECHES Price Lists, Measurement Blanks,
TWEEDS_ &c,  etc., sent on request. Any quan-

Samples Sent
On Request

tity of material supplied.
EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.
R. W. WAREHOUSE,
WELLINGTON
SOMERSET, ENGLAND

Oakey'’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
«“WELLINGTON’’ BLACK LEAD

Best fer Stoves, ete.

OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

The Report
for 1919

of The Great-West Life Assurance
Company is now in print, and will be
mailed to any interested person on
request.

It records a year of remarkable suc-
cess—success founded upon twenty-
seven years of remarkable

RESULTS TO POLICYHOLDERS

Over $212,000,000 of Insurance is now
held in force by

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
DEPT. “P*"

HEAD OFFICE i WINNIPEG
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THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, MONTREAL

LONDON, Eng. NEW YORK
Princes St.,E.C. 68 William St.

BARCELONA
Plaza de Cataluna 6
FRENCH AUXILIARY: THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA (FRANCE),
PARIS, 28 Rue du Quatre-Septembre

With our chain of 672 Branches throughout Canada, Newfoundland
the West Indies, Central and South America, we offer a complete bank:
ing service to exporters, importers, manufacturers and others Wishing
to extend their business in these countries. Trade enquiries
are solicited. Consult our local Manager or write direct to our

FOREIGN . TRADE DEPARTMENT, MONTREAL, QUE.

EewEy . -
CAPITAL PAID UP & RESERVES * . $35,000,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER - - - $550,000,000

Does your Insurance Policy grow ?

Profits payable under our Annual Dividend Policies
may be used to purchase additional insurance. The
value of your policy will thus increase every year
while the premium remains constant.

Is your value to those dependent on you increasing?
If so, you néed a policy that grows. Letan Annual
Dividend Policy with the ‘‘Paid-Up Addition"’ feature
take care of the increase.

The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office: London, Canada

The Company that pays profits 70 per cent in excess of
the original estimates

S L S R e e e L ——

—
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A Vacation Hint

When you go on your vacation,
don’t leave your valuables—
jewellery, plate, documents,
Victory Bonds, securities, ete.-

lving at home, especially if the
house is to be closed. Store
them in our Safety Deposit and
Storage Vaults where they will
be absolutely secure against
burglary, loss by fire, etc.

Safety Deposit Boxes from
$3.00 per year and up. Storage
Vaults Rental according to
space occupied.

On being notified, an officer
will call at your home with
automobile to bring your guods
down to our vaults.

L

Euntrance to Safety Deposit Vaults,

—The—

Toronto General Trusts Corporation
Head Office: Cor. Bay and Melinda Streets, Toronto

TWELVE
ik Baby Bonds

Those of moderate means can secure the same attrac-

IN tive rate of interest as large investors by buying the
BUSINESS Bonds of this Corporation, as they are issued in sums

of $100 and upwards. For terms of from three to five

BEFORE years they bear interest at

Five and One-Half
CANADA per cent. per annum. Half-yearly interest coupons,
WAS payable to bearer, are attached to each Bond. These
Bonds are a security of the very highest class and
FOUNDED *  offer the small investor an unusual opportunity to

secure an absolutely safe investment combined with a
good interest return.

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation
Toronto Street, Toronto

Combined Capital and Surplus Nearly...........ccciiiiiii /i vioessusessssssesssss $12,000,000.00
Total Assets exeeed ...........coiiiiiiuneisvnninn cove bt cesnsnavons dnbe sonRton e s e 33.,000,000.00
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“WHO’S WHO” in The CANADIAN MAGAZINE

THIS MONTH

—THE WRITERS—

—J. W. EATON is a Professor of the University of Saskatchewan. During the war he
was attached to the Intelligence Branch, Canadian Corps, and in 1918-19 was attached to the
Headquarters Staff of the Military Governor of Cologne.

—BILLEE GLYNN was at one time engaged in newspaper work in Toronto. Afterwards
he fared westward and settled for a time in California. He is a well-known magazine
writer.

—WILLIAM A. WILSON, of Toronto, is a veteran railroad man who has been a witness
of most of what he recalls in his article.

—ADAM HAROLD BROWN is a young writer of Toronto, who is steadily winning a
reputation for his excellent short stories. He is a brother of Arthur William Brown, a
well-known illustrator of New York.

—MAY WYNNE is a popular Old Country writer, author of “For Love and Navarre”,

—CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS has been for twenty-five years an outstanding Canadian

writer, the author of several volumes of excellent poetry and fiction, and a notable writer of
animal stories.

—PAUL A. W, WALLACE, of the University of Alberta, used to write for this maga-
zine before he went overseas.

—ARTHUR L. PHELPS will be remembered by his excellent poem on Bobcaygeon
which appeared in the Décember number. B 5

—THE ARTISTS—

|

—MISS CLAIRE FAUTEUX is a young imaginative artist, of Montreal, and, as hep ’
name indicates, a French-Canadian. v

—F. H. LOVERHOFF is a Toronto artist who exhibits at most of the important locg) Fi
exhibitions.

—AUGUSTIN RIBOT was a nineteenth century French artist.

—ROBERT GAGEN is Secretary of the Ontario Society of Artists and for almost halg l
century has exhibited at the exhibitions of that society and also of the Royal (‘anadia::

Academy of Arts, of which he is a member, since it was organized forty years ago.

\
\

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

. NYL” THE
MAER!L@WN]@ 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 LT0. "3%80P8S™ ENGLAND

\‘

-/
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Test the Quality of Your
Investments

Investments should make
1. Your principal secure,
2. Your income certain,
3. Your funds readily available,
and in addition they should
4. Better the community,
5. Or help necessary industrial or commer-
cial enterprises,
Government Bonds and well selected Municipal
and Corporations Bonds meet these requirements.

Suggestions on request.

A. E. AMES & CO.

UNION BANK BUILDING - TORONTO

Investment TRANSPORTATION BLDG. - MONTREAL Established
Securilies 74 BROADWAY - - . NEW YORK 1889
HARRIS TRUST BLDG. = - CHICAGO
BELMONT HOUSE - =~ -  VICTORIA

The Last Word in
Sanitary Equipment

~ DENNISTEE|

Made in Canada

STEEL LAVATORY PARTITIONS

We also make are unequalled for factories, indus-
STEEL SHELVING, LOCKERS, trial plants and public buildings—
CABINETS, BINS, STOOLS, Hygienic, Fireproof, Non-markable,
ERAIRS BAG, ORNAMENTAL Easily cleaned, Non-absorbent, with
IRON and BRONZE, COMMER- . % R
CIAL WIREWORK OF ALL surfaces free from cracks, corners
KINDS, GENERAL BUILDERS’ and crevices,
IRONWORK. Write for Folders
HALIFAX THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON HAMILTON
MONTREAL WoRks Co.LimiTED it
OTTAWA Lonbon SAVIARY

TORONTO GanACA VANCOUVER
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ST. MARGARET’'S COLLEGE

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

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

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

Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS FLORENCE H. M. NEELANDS, B.A., Principal

&
\3F /13
(/ "COLLEG
N\ 7.
Cas

7z =N

\

0
2
3
g

Physical Training,
Manual Training,
Swimming, Rinks,
Tennis Courts,
Riding, Drawing,
Music.

Head Master:
C. S. Fosbery, M.A.

Preparatory,
Junior and Senior ?'-ECW’SS;S 19‘19‘—R-M-C~
rd, 11th, 16th, 19th,25th,
Departments. M 0 N T. R EA L 30th, places. Royal Can-

adian Navy, 5th. place.

o U

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of imparg.
ing a complete education in Naval Science.

Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Services
as midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory however. Fgp
those who do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a thop.
ough grounding in Applied Science and is accepted as qualifying fop
entry as second year students in Canadian Universities.

The seheme of education aims at developing discipline with abilit
to obey and take charge, a high sense of homnour, both physical ang
mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematics, Navj.
gation, History and Modern Languages, as a basis for general ge.
velopment of further specialization.

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

Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at th
time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located a.:

Esquimalt, near Vietoria, B.C.
G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.
Ottawa, February, 1920.
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yighop Strachan rho
@ollege Heighty + Govonto
A Ghurely Residential and Day School
for Girls.
Established over Fifty Years.

All Departments from Kindergarten to University
Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

The Dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

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

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

Send for Calenaar

%rankﬁnmp iﬁall’ 10 Elm :Ov;nou;’,rORosedale.

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Hon. Principal : MISS M. T. SCOTT Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A
Pass and Honour Matriculation, French House, Art, Music, Domestic Science, Special Course in Dietetics, Large
Playgrounds, Outdoor Games, Primary School for Day Pupils, FOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINGIPAL

Liusis( & jiff
1]
Il &5 il

; +
Bishop’s College School
Lennoxville - -P-Q- '
PRINCIPAL: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B .A.,, EMMANUEL COLLEGE,
CAMBRIDGE.
Well-known Boarding School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, =

R.M.C., Kingston, or for business life. Separate Preparatory School.

The first group of the extensive new buildings was formally opened by
His Excellency the Governor-General on June 27, 1918.

For illustrated calendar and information applyto J Tyson Williams, B.A.,
Principal.
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- Beautiful Women
of Society, duringthepast
seventy years have relied
upon it for their distin-
guished appearance. The
soft, refined, pearly
white complexion it
renders instantly, is
always the Ssource of
flattering comment.

Gouraud's
It KILLS

Disease Carriers:

Bugs, Flies, Fleas
Roaches

Oriental Cream

LSernd D¢ forTrial Size
FERD.T. HOPKINS & SON, Montreal

sT_sTu_T_T_TEnlNG and Stammering cured at

home. Instructive booklet

free. WALTER McDONNELL, 720 Potomac Bank Bldg
Washington, D. C.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE |

New Fireproof Building

Academic work up to the first year University. Seven successful applicants for matriculation last term

without failure in any subject. Music, Art and Handicraft, Household Arts, Ph rsical Cultur 3
Ample grounds, The Capital offers exceptional advantages. / ; o TS

For Calendar apply to J. W. H, MILNE, B.A., D.D., President

—

St. Hnorew’s College |

coronto A Residential and Day School FOR BOYS
UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL ¢anaba
Calendar

e Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business
Application. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D. - .

Headmaster.

—

66 99 Private Residential Sclloow'\
Barrie, Ont. Girly
4 Acres of Grounds. Lake V;

Limited numbers, Scholarship Matriculation, Singing, Music, Art -
versational French, Healthiest district in Canada. Summer and winter s Con-
Special Course in Advanced Art under the direction of Mrs. F, S, WSFON.
gﬁauxé&rts. Paris and London. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram ‘&mﬁ-
opoff. A

KOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO THE PRINCIPALS
———

STAMMERING or STUTTERING

may make life miserable for your child, or for one of your family or friends. If it does, you oy
it to the sufferer to investigate the successful ARNOTT methods of permanently OVEI‘Comi:e
these disturbing impediments. We will gladly give you full particulars and references. &
Successful pupils everywhere.
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE, Kitchener, Ontario, Canada

—

ASHBURY COLLEGE Rockiffe Park, Ottaws

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful situation. Modern Fireproof Buildings. Ten acres playing-fields.
Special preparation forR. M. C.andR. N. C.

Write for Tllustrated Calendar :—Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmasg

\Qr
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STUDY For Sunb

STUDY or osunpurn
At Cancies only after a lazy hour on the beach, -
SUMMER aspeedy hour on the tennis court =
SCHOOL or a round of the golf links,

July and August

QUEEN 'S
UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO
ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE

SCHOOL OF MINING

splash the burned skin freely =
with :

AbsorbineJ-

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

Fmacs mann w55 U mat 08

[t cools and soothes instantly—
takes out all soreness and in- _
flammation. And the next day,

MINING 3 E
CHEMICAL MECHANICAL only a slightly deeper coat of -
CIVIL ELECTRICAL tan as a reminder of the day's =

ENGINEERING o

. sport.
GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

Absorbine Jr. is used with absolute
safety and with equally beneficial re-
sults on the rugged skin of the athlete
or the most delicate complexion of the
debutante.

School Art Teachers

desiring a good quality reliable
PAINT BOX

either for

PUBLIC or COLLEGIATE
WRITE FOR SAMPLE BOX

" ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO.
77 York St. Toronto

No vacation kit is
safely complete
without a bottle of
Absorbine Jr. for
its healing uses are —
so many and so
efficacious. *

$1.25 a bottle at
most druggists or
delivered.

SHAW’S
SCHOOLS

Toronto

A Liberal Trial Bottle
will be mailed to your
address upon receipt
of 10c in stamps.

W.F.YOUNG, inc.
187 Lyman Bldg.
2 MONTREAL

Offer High Grade Courses in all Comm_er~
cial Subjects which lead to every Canadian
Commercial Examlqatnon. : OQOur Secretarial
Course is popular with Matriculants.

Free catalogue mailed on request.

W. H. Shaw, Pres. - 395 Yonge Street. e
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GERMANY ARFTER THE WAR

BY J. W. EATON

g FTER the failure of her
| gigantic offensive .in
1918 the German nation
almost succumbed ; very
little more and she
would never have held
together as an Empire. That she has
done so is due in large measure to fche
forbearance of the Allies in granting
the armistice at a time when all that
lay between her and the sw1ftly_-mov-
ing, smoothly-working war machine Qf
the Allies was a thin screen of heroic
machine-gunners, whose bravery and
self-sacrifice saved their yvhole army
from a tremendous débacle, beside
which the surrender at Sedan would
have seemed a small aﬁal_r. A few
short weeks and all their northern
wing, its lines of communication
threatened already by the thrust to
the north-east from Cambrai, wou_ld
have been compelled to lay.down its
arms, to which course t'he qulckly-rqn-
ning flame of Bolshevism already in-
ined them.
Ch?}z(xi'many’s fight was over and lqst,
the fight for which she had been train-
ing through so many years of patient

1—89

endeavour; endeavour, of whose ulti-
mate aim the great mass of the nation
was never fully consecious. Now Ger-
many stands before the werld, weak
indeed, but with the fever of war gone
from her eyes. For many years she
must travel the hard road of atone-
ment before she again enters the fam-
ily of nations. The brand of Cain is
on her brow. Her heaviest punish-
ment is in what the name “German”
means to all honest men; a punish-
ment more bitter than any indemni-
ties, however huge, more galling to her
spirit than any army of oecupation.
To those of us who knew Germany
and its people before the war, the out-
break of the war was, possibly, not a
matter for surprise. But that a peo-
ple, whom we found sv nospitable and
kind, should, when in arms, have com-
mitted so many foul erimes, that cer-
tainly was a matter of astonishment,
And when, at long last, we were mov-
ing forward into Germany, we asked
ourselves whether we should find this
people, whom we had known in pre-
vious days, changed? I have tried to
set down as earefully as I ean a few
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impressions gathered in the British
occupied territory, where I was at-
tached to the Military Governor’s staff
during December, 1918, and January,
1919.

From what we saw of that part of
France, which has been occupied by
the Germans during the war and from
our experiences in Cologne there
emerge two clear and definite impres-
sions. Flirst, that the German in arms
is a very different creature from the
German in civilian life. The German
General Staff had drawn up a very
definite programme by which to im-
pose themselves upon the world. In
that programme the terrorizing of the
civilian populations of many countries
and of invaded territories held an im-
portant place. Most of the acts of
frightfulness were performed under
higher orders, with a definite aim in
view, and in the German soldier, they
had an obedient and well disciplined
tool. Had the German staff estimated
more justly the effect of their fright-
fulness on men of independent temper
and strong purpose, had they judged
more accurately the psychologies of
the peoples arrayed against them, the
programme of frightfulness would
never have been carried out, for it
would have been recognized as being
useless.

Secondly, in excuse for the war,
which educated Germans now acknow-
ledge to have been a war of aggres-
sion, the Germans only offer the very
childish excuse: “We were deceived”.
Deceived, they mean, by the high
civilian and military authorities. That
they were led into the war under the
delusion that their own existence was
threatened, and that the path to il-
limitable glory and prestige was also
the only path to self-preservation.
And in very artless and naive fashion,
they assume that since they, the Ger-
man people, were deceived as much as
we, the Allies, therefore we ought to
forgive and forget; a view, which
casts reflection on either their sanity
or their honesty.

Our stay after the armistice in the
part of France which, during the

war, had been behind the German °

lines, was too short and our moves
too frequent for us to get to know the
French civilian population intimately
and, consequently, we missed hearing’
a good many interesting things con-
cerning the German occupation. Just
before the Armistice, during the ad-
vance, we halted for a few days at g
place called Attiches, south of Lille
The parish priest, a tall, ﬁne-lookiné
man and splendid company, a typiecal
méridionale, dined with us one nighg
and among other things told us the
following interesting piece of infop.
mation. It appears that during the
battle of Loos in 1915, the headquay-
ters of the German Army holdin
the Vimy-Loos-La Bassée front wag
at Attiches, and so apprehensive wera
the Germans during the first days of
the battle of Loos, that the Heagq.
quarters was packed up, automobileg
and lorries waiting in the street. all
ready to move back at ten min{lte’s
notice, should the British effect a
break-through. After the first day or
so, however, this state of “Stand-to»
was dropped. They realized that we
had missed our chance. This confi
what was thought in 1915 by some of
our experts, that Loos might ve
easily have been a tremendous sye
cess for the Allies, had they throw =
in move divisions with greater Spee(;l
The country into which we ad.
vanced November, 1918, had beeyn
entirely denuded by the Germans *
all live stack. In all the broad fielqg
not a single living thing was to
seen. IFor months before the Armig_
tice the (lermans had been drivj
cattle back into Germany, for ?ﬁg
most part by road. Even during the
war German cattle-dealers used 5
arrive in the occupied territory, marﬁ
down a certain number of cattle
each farm, and have them sent
Germany. Even the poultry we
taken. The French people told .
that during the war the Germans h&d

o
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insisted on their delivering up each
week a number of eggs, fixed accord-
ing to the number of their poultry,
at the Kommandatur. If the right
number was not forthcoming, a stiff
fine had to be paid. At certain sea-
sons the inhabitants had to collect a
certain weight of nettle-stalks and
bring them in. The Germans had a
habit of coming unexpectedly into a
kitechen just before meal-time, inspect-
ing what was being cooked on the
range, and if the fare was good, com-
mandeering it for their own use and
fining the people for living too well.
The search after concealed arms was,
of course, extremely thorough. An old
Frenchman, a splendid old veteran of
the war of 1870-71, told me a good
deal about the petty bullying by the
Germans in his village, by the Prus-
sians in particular. There was a
Prussian N.C.O. of a particularly ob-
noxious type in the small village
where he lived. And, as the old man
consistently refused to greet any of
the Germans, when he saw them, the
Prussian N.C.O. used every opportun-
ity of making the old man’s life a mis-
ery. On one occasion he headed a
house-to-house search for concealed
arms. The old man’s rifle—he was too
much of a soldier to want to give it up
to his old enemies—was hidden in a
small cellar beneath the kitchen floor.
The N.C.0. came into the cottage and
began searching. He came on the
trap-door above the cellar and des-
cended the steps, the old man follow-
ing him with an axe in his hand. Had
the Prussian found the rifle death
wonld have come to him very qulckl)_r.
But he did not find the place where it
was concealed, and probably never
knew how near he was to_death. The
old man told the story in most dra-
ic fashion.

m;lthough,‘ for the I.n(;'st' pgrt, th(;

opulation maintained a coo
f;sm:ihlglx)nged attitude towards the
Germans, no country can be occupied
for four long years without cases of
fraternization and treachery occur-

ring. The courts now sitting in
France will, no doubt, find some
cases, where French people did actu-
ally help the Germans and informed
on their own people. Some French
women did marry Germans and went
back to Germany with them when the
German forces- retreated, for their
own people would have nothing to do
with them. But many of these women,
it is only fair to state, were women
whose private life was not above re-
proach. The suspicions of the French
against some of their own people were
often ill-founded and based on rumour
and prejudice. Monsieur M—— of
Les Brébis, on the British side of the
line, near Lens, one of the wealthiest
colliery proprietors in France, very
courageously—and, no doubt, for the
sake of example to the people, who
were keeping the mines going—stayed
in his chateau, within four miles of
the Front line from August, 1914,
right up to the end of the war. The
chateau, the White Chatean, as it was
called, a brigade headquarters, was
very little shelled by the Germans dur-
ing the first three years of the war.
Whenever a shell did fall in the cha-
teau grounds, Monsieur M ’s gar-
deners quickly filled in the shell-hole
and removed the débris, and the
grounds looked as peaceful and beau-
tiful, as if they had been on the coast
of Normandy, instead of within a
couple of miles of ruined Vermelles.
But the villagers of Les Brébis, who
had no love for the hard old capitalist,
as they called Monsieur M——, said
that there was a lot of German capital
in M——’s mines, and that M——
himself was in league with the
“Boche” and that was why the
chateau escaped destruction. If those
villagers had still been in Les Brébis,
as Monsieur M was, after the Ger-
mans broke through our “ancient and
honourable Allies”, the Portuguese,
in April, 1918, and had they been able
to see what was left of the chateau a
month later, they would have had
reason to “doubt furiously” either the
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accuracy of the German gunners’ aim
or the closeness of Monsieur M ’s
connection with the enemy.

After the Armistice I was quartered
for a time at Cysoing, in a quiet old-
world monastery, where the preaching
lay-brothers lived contentedly to-
gether. They were an extremely in-
teresting lot of men and many a chat
T had with them in the old monastery
kitechen or in the garden with its
great stone walls, on which the
peaches and plums grew every year in
profusion. Brother Anselm, the de-
voted genius of the monastery garden,
a man whose appearance reminded me
of one of the monks in that fine pic-
ture “A good Joke”, asked me one day
whether we could let him have a cart-
load of straw from the stables for his
garden. If we could, he said, they
still had a few bottles of a “bon petit
vin” hidden in the garden, which the
Boche had not laid his hands on, and
they would be pleased to let us have
some. So Brother Anselm got his
straw and we drank the health of the
brothers in the “bon petit vin”, It
was by no means an uncommon exper-
ience after the Armistice to see the
inhabitants of a village digging in
their gardens for things, which they
had buried there four long years be-
fore. I remember seeing an old wo-
man digging in a church-yard for the
sacred vessels, which had been hidden
there. It was very touching to see
the tender and reverent way in which
she took up those vessels, hidden away
so long from the brutal eyes, which
could see in them nothing more than
so much metal to be melted down.

The curtain, which fell between
Germany and the Allies on the out-
break of the war, hid the German na-
tion very effectively from our sight.
The German newspapers, which came
through neutral countries, revealed
but little either of the temper and
mind of the civilian population in Ger-
many or of the widespread Bolshev-
ism in the German army, which, be-
ginning in 1917 after Vimy, ulti-

mately forced Hindenburg and Iig-
dendorff to throw in their hand. The
continual declarations in English
newspapers, such as The Daily Masl
that Cermany was at her last gasp
were merely propaganda, based opn
very slender and insufficient indieg-
tions in letters from German soldierg
in the field to their friends at home,
There were similar articles in the Gep.
man newspapers of 1917 as to t,h;
awful condition of things in Englang
as the result of German submarip,
activity. Consequently, those of 3
to whose lot it fell to enter Germ

in December, 1918, were entering o
a “terra nova et incognita”. Thn
journey by car through France am;
Belgium to Spa, near the Gel‘man

-frontier, was particularly interestj

We were following up the trail of o
great retreating army and the eno‘
mous amount of material, guns, s
munition, ambulance cars, auto::n =
biles, that lay scattered along ﬂ(:'
main roads, bore evidence to the h, =
ness of their flight. In all the villgee
and towns there were plenty of ag'eg
of the Allied nations. Tt was ext.
ordinary to see how numerous thm‘
were. We were told that ms;my‘ew
these flags had been bought in St
months preceding the Armistice
hidden until the Germans had 2o a
From the telegraph wires along e,
roads were dangling effigies, dres:l;;
in Germans uniforms, with remayy
attached more conspicuous for the;
point than their elegance. The S
thusiasm of the inhabitants wag S
mendous. They seemed to do ng '?"“
all day but watch for a Britishthn‘t
to go through and they would ehell'
like mad when one did pass. QOp

way to Spa we stayed for one the
in a French chateau, which hadmgh
the Headquarters of a wing ofbeen
German Flying Corps. It was a bea -
tiful building, and had evigemn 2=
been before the war the home (‘;fentl?
ple of money and taste. The gt CO=
salon was an exquisitely proport;gij:;&“Q
room, but had been left by the neq

Ger.
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mans in an indescribable and unmen-
tionable state of filth and destrue-
tion. The tapestries, curtains, pic-
tures and carpets were slashed and
torn and the grand piano, a beautiful
instrument, had evidently been broken
up by a hand-grenade exploded i.nside
it. These were the least of their ex-
cesses. This wanton an.d_ mahqous
spirit of destruction, a spirit of blind,
drunken, stupid hatred — for such
acts affected nothing of military im-
portance—one found all along the
trail of the retreating Germans. The
roads through to Spa were at that
time in a terrible condition, soft and
very badly cut-up by the passage
of the enemy’s heavy tractor guns
and howitzers. The ro.ad up the
Meuse valley was just a river of mud,
and I doubt whether, even at ?ass-
chendaele, where our Despatch Riders
did such wonderful service, they ever
had a more difficult job than keeping
up communication between General
Headquarters at Montreuil and Ad-
vanced G.H.G. at Spa. > We were
stopped at one time by engine-trouble,
and a Canadian Despatch Rider, who
came along from the direction of Spa,
stopped and helped us. He told us
that he had taken a run that morning
over the German frontier. He had
on his machine a signboa;‘d from a
German barber’s shop, which he had
insisted on taking as a ?rophy. We
advised him to keep quiet about it,
at any rate for a few days, for we
were not to enter Germany until De-
cember 13th. In all the v1llages and
towns behind the German lines, at
every turn, you were continually met
by notices saying “Unterstand 19
Mann”, (Shelter for ten men), evi-
dence of the effect of our long-distance
bombing raids in the last eighteen
months of the war. The line of t_he
valley of the Meuse seemed a series
of enormously strong natural posi-
tions and only the small initial op-
position could have enabled the Ger-
mans to get across it so quickly. One
could not help thinking that if, at the

beginning, instead of trying to rush
infantry up to meet the enemy, a few
field companies of engineers had been
employed on destructive work on rail-
ways, roads and bridges, such work as
the Germans so ably carried out in
1918, the enemy would never have
got through so far on their rush
towards Paris and the coast. The de-
lay would have been too great, their
lines.of communication too precarious.

Spa we found to be a particularly
pretty place, lying in a hollow, sur-
rounded by beautifully wooded hills.
It has many fine hotels and pensions
and during the greater part of the war
was used by the Germans as a conva-
lescent station for their wounded, par-
ticularly, I understand, for “gassed”
cases, as the air there is very good for
the lungs. In the period before the
Armistice it had been used as General
Headquarters. When we arrived in
Spa there were still hundreds of Ger-
mans there, officers and men, who were
working on the Armistice Commission.
It seemed very strange indeed to
be moving about the same streets
as our late enemies. No salutes were
exchanged when we met, except when
the Germans took the initiative. In
the pension, where I was quartered,
the Germans were certainly not popu-

lar, and my landlady’s outpourings
‘concerning her recent and unwelcome

lodgers were long and bitter. They
must have been a great change after
the wealthy and innocent people she
used to take in—in more senses than
one—before the war.

The instructions regarding our
work in the occupied territory were
vague. We were given to under-
stand that the forces of the Allies
were to make a demonstration of force
on the Rhine and bring home to the
German mind the fact that their
armies had been completely beaten.
But the hopeful aspirations of some of
the younger soldiers of being able to
playfully shake the “iron heel” over a
cowed and submissive civilian popula-
tion were roughly nipped in the bud

T
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by Sir Charles Ferguson (who was to
represent British General Headquar-
ters as Military Governor of Cologne)
when he said that, in spite of German
hehaviour in France and Belgium,
we were not to imitate them in any
way, but were to behave with re-
straint and forbearance.

To me one of the most interesting
aspects of our short stay in Spa was
the opportunity of meeting so many
of the Intelligence Corps from all
parts of the British Front. Some of
them we knew, others we had heard
of. Certainly it was a very cosmo-
politan crowd, made up of men of
very varied upbringings and experi-
ences.

We started from Spa for Cologne
on the morning of December 13th,
the day on which the oceupation was
to begin, by a special train placed at
our disposal by the German Govern-
ment. The first incident of any in-
terest happened in the station of

Diiren, half an hour’s run distan .

from Cologne. Some of our people
were to stay in Diiren. They them-
selves got out of the train all right,
but before their luggage could be
taken off the train the stationmaster
gave the signal for the train to start.
She did so pursued by a mob of angry
and distressed soldiers. A ecolonel of
the postal corps in our compartment
put his head and most of his body out
of the window, for he was really an-
gry, and forgetting that he was now
in a foreign land, ordered the station
master in English to put the
train back. To which the latter re-
plied by a weak smile and a bow but
took no steps to stop the train, poss-
ibly thinking that the colonel was very
pleased with the speed with which
he had got the train started. As the
colonel was in possession of the win-
dow we could not help matters. Some
bright person then pulled the emer-
gency cord and put on the brakes—to
the immense horror of the German of-
ficials, who had never seen one of these
cords used before—and then we got

the train run back, by which time the
Postal Corps Colonel was in a state
bordering on apoplexy. The station-
master told us that we had done fiye
hundred marks’ worth of damage b
pulling the emergency cord, to whieh
we replied that, when he found time
he ought to run and have a peep at
some of the French railway statio
where his friends had been plavin
about for the last four years!

It was raining hard when we landeq
in Cologne and we went at once tq
the hotels, where we were to be bjj.
leted. The manager of our hotel evj
dently wished to do things on a peae;
basis and was assigning rooms of hj
own choosing to us, but it ended }
our roaming very freely over th.
whole hotel and taking the rooms .
preferred, a novel and pleasing ex
perience in a hotel for most of ye
After a very indifferent meal—a]] o
our rations had not arrived and th
German food in the hotel was poop:
we took a stroll across the Domplg
the square in front of the .
Cathedral and down the main st .
of Cologne, the Hohestrasse. It
very crowded—it was what the
mans call the “Bummelstund®
tween five and seven o’clock ir; th
evening, the hour for taking a gtroﬁ
in the town—and our progress
very slow owing to the curiosit ]
the people of Cologne at seeing Bg—it'o
uniforms for the first time. Phas
attitude was not unfriendly byt S 2
had almost to push our way throye
the erowd. In fact, but for the
of a German policeman, we mel,p
have had much more difficulty in b
ting through. But in this as in o get
matters, the Schutzmann did hig e

to help. The first sight of the city
W

Teet
Was

of Cologne was amazing to us.
had ez;pected to find a city not it £
true, like the broken towns of F’ s

but showing, at any rate, some =
effects of tl’le war. At ﬁrstof-thﬁ

everything seemed as in pre-wap ds"gllt
the shops brilliantly lighted, great ge

plays in the windows, a well-(h-esabl1 ]
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and numerous crowd. But if you look-
ed into the window you saw every-
where the sign “Ersatz” (substitute)
and the articles displayed.looked very
shoddy. The crowd was different :coo.
No longer did you find the old Teu-
tonic aggressive stare. At the begin-
ning of the occupation they were un-
easy and doubtful as to the attitude
of our military forces. ~Many of
them—particularly the demqblhzed
men—knew of the dull brutality and
childish bullying that characterized
German rule in France and Belgium.,
Their demeanour was now character-
ized by excessive obsequiousness and
also an eagerness to oblige. ‘That first
evening one of our party, seeing some
cameras in a store window, _wanted to
buy one. We all trooped in, to the
evident consternation of the man be-
hind the counter. He attempted to
greet us in fairly bad English, which
was not helped by his nervousness. We
selected a camera, which by the way
had a very good lens and would have
sold at twice or three times the price
in London, and we could see from the
man’s air of surprise when he took the
money that he never expected that he
wonld be paid for it, least of all in
cash. But it was not very long before
the shopkeepers of Cologne saw that
the occupation meant a very good
thing for them and not long beforg .the
prices began to take that familiar,
buoyant lift. The sellers of souven-
irs, especially of Eau de Cologne, did
a tremendous business ynth our forces.

1 do not think that, in the unhappy
event of Germany having won 'the war
and occupying British countries, that
our ecivilian population would have
observed the same obsequious de-
meanour towards their conquerors,
and I feel certain that there would
have been a great deal more trouble be-
tween civilians and military during
such an occupation. But the Germans
are a well-drilled race and there is no
doubt that the German General Staﬁ
had left very explicit instructions
concerning the behaviour of the civ-

ilian population towards our foreces.
During my stay in Cologne I saw a
good deal of a certain Monsieur T—,
who, in times of peace had been a
teacher of modern languages in Col-
ogne and Diisseldorf. He was a Bel-
gian and inspired by a very bitter
hatred of everything German. We
were talking one day about the obse-
quious demeanour of the Germans,
when he made a remark, which was
to me a very illuminating one, and
possibly a very just one: “You know
the Germans are not a proud race.
They have no real pride. They merely
have vanity. So long as they can play
the big man before the eyes of the
world, so long as things go well with
them, they have every appearance of
being a proud people. But once prick
the bubble and only a hurt vanity is
left and their attitude towards those
stronger than themselves is character-
ized by a servility, which people of
other nations would find unmanly and
undignified.” In the Officers’ Club in
Cologne the waiters and band were
German, and this band, some of them,
no doubt, demobilized men, actually
used to play such tunes as “God Save
the King” and “Britannia Rules the
Waves” to our officers,

Although German Headquarters
still existed and funetioned during the
period before the signing of the
treaty, having its location in Cassel,
and although it was necessary for our
General Headquarters to keep a watch
on its activities, its authority among
the rank and file was, to a very large
extent, gone. And nowhere was this
more strikingly shown than in the
matter of demobilization. We have
all heard of the wonderful German
system of mobilization; how, on the
outbreak of war, each German soldier
quietly takes the train to his depot,
walks to his own particular cupboard
and pulls out a fighting kit complete
to the identification dise. Their sys-
tem of demobilization had been just
as wonderful, but in November, 1918,
the system had erumpled up; Bolshe-
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vism had eaten away the foundations
of the old military machine, and as
the soldiers came pouring back across
the Rhine, instead of following the old
routine of demobilization, they simply
dropped out as they came near their
homes, deserted in fact. It was not
difficult to pick out from the crowd
those men who had been in the army
recently. In the country districts you
very often saw men in uniform, but
as they were not wearing a military
cap, they were not, technically speak-
ing, in uniform. It was with these
demobilized men, as a rule, that any
trouble occurred, when it did occur.
On one occasion I was walking with
K—, a South African, up the Hohe-
strasse in Cologne. It was a bright
Sunday morning and the street was
thronged with German civilians. Oe-
casionally one of our staff cars (one
of the Vauxhall ears, which did such
splendid service in France) would
come bursting along the street and
then the dense erowd would cleave to
either side like water before a motor-
boat, and then close up again. Sud-
denly K— stopped and turned round,
looking evidently at a man, who had
just passed close to us. K— seemed
very angry, and when I asked him
what was the matter, said that the man
just gone by had bumped into him in-
tentionally. However, we went on
up the street and parted at the Gur-
zenichstrasse. I met him a couple of
hours later and he told me that a few
minutes after we had left each other,
a great big fellow, in civilian clothes,
but evidently an ex-soldier by the cut
of him, as he passed K— crooked his
elbow and jostled him. K— is the
last man in the world to pick out for
jostling. He was brought up in the
rude school of the South African min-
ing country and is a very powerfully
built fellow. Furthermore he was
still on edge and brooding on his last
little jostle. K— leaped like a tiger
upon the man, caught his elbow with
the crook of his stick, swung him right
round, and after a few of the most

powerful German adjectives that he
knew, asked him what he meant. The
German said that he did not mean
aqy_thing. K— signed to one of our
military police, who was patrolling
the streets, and told him to take the
German in charge and conduet him to
the Headquarters of the Provost Mar.
shal at the Dom Hotel. By this time g
tremendous crowd had gathered. The
German’s truculence had gone and he
was begging K—’s pardon. He wasg
so nervous going up the Hohestrasse
followed by hundreds of people, tha.t,;
he kept his hat in his hand right y
to the hotel. K— followed and chay L
ed him with insolence to a British oé‘
cer. He was tried by a military Sun;
mary court and met with a Pl‘ett-
stiff punishment. From what K 2
told me I imagine that this particula:
Ge;rman did expect to be shot, for his
fright was no ordinary one. He w
almost erying in the Dom Hotel, E:ls
dently he knew how his own peg 1‘
would have treated a Frenchman og >
Belgian who had acted in simi] 2
fashion towards a German officer o
Several of the waiters in the e;f'
and restaurants we soon spotted =
ex-army men. There was one of them,
with whom we used to talk about the
Lens front. He had been there wj %
the 18th German Division. He toil:h
us a lot of interesting things with 4
gard to their posts and the subt
ranean passages in Lens, which §r %
plained many things that had 1011x ~
been mysteries to us. I was in a b &
ber’s shop in Cologne one day, a qu_?r‘
little shop, where very few soldj =
went. There was a German civilie
there, a tall, well-set-up, milj
domineering sort of man. The barbap
treated him with a good deal of q SE
erence and as he went out saief\
“Good-day, General.” It appeg d:
that he was General von B—, who ;ed
been Governor of the town (;f N ad
for upwards of two years. The fam
Archbishop von Hartmann, of 80
ogne, I met on one oceasion with g
erence to permission for the useret

of

I i - -
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his house telephone. I felt a mad de-
sire, while talking to him, to ask him
what he meant by asking for a truce
on the very day that the Germans
shelled Paris and killed so many
people in a church there? But I did
not ask him, and have regretted it
gince. I do not suppose that th.ere
will ever be another chance of asking
an Archbishop such a question.

It was thought at one time during
the war that Germany was “squeal-
ing” at the stringency of our block-
ade and was playing the “starvation
of women and children” in order
to obtain more favourable conditions.
That may have been so to some extent.
But the starved, hollow faces of the
little children of Cologne gave a very
complete answer to those who doubted
the efficiency of our blockade. It was
a terrible stranglehold we held on the
very throat of a nation of seventy mil-
lions. You can feel very little of the
glory of war when you see the poor,
pale face of a little thld. One of our
doectors told me that it would be many
years before the German race could
recover from the effects of ourt'blockr-.

ibly not for a generation o
:f:;e.posglugir and fats, elements .of
food very necessary to all, and partic-
ularly so to young children, were lack-
ing through those long years of the
blockade, and many of the German
children will suffer from those years
of searcity till their dying day. It is
not a pleasant aspect of the war. But
we could not, justifiably, have neg-
leeted the most powerful weapon in

rmoury. :
ou;‘d; chiefl:yCaptain P—, had studied
in Bonn University before the war,
and we called on one of his old pro-
fessors one day, a man who lool.:ed
more than seventy. We were talking
of the food conditions in Germany
during the war, and Professor ) e
showed us a photograph of himself in
1914. It was that of a stout, well-
preserved man of about sixty. W}}en
we saw him he was thin to emaciation
and he told us that he had lost be-

tween fifty and sixty pounds. P—
told me that he had a tremendous
shock when he saw him. It was the
middle classes who suffered most. The
rich were able to hoard up food and
the working classes got a special ra-
tion, if they were on Government
work, as most of them were. In Bonn
the inequalities between the rich and
the middle eclasses were especially
striking and the spread of Bolshevism
and of the spirit of revolution was due
in no small measure to the unlimited
hoarding that was allowed to be prac-
tised by the more wealthy.,

The day before we left Spa Colonel
A—, of the First Army, had gone on
ahead to Cologne and had comman-
deered many of the finest hotels for
headquarters offices, among them the
Dom Hotel and the Hotel Monopol.
The advanced General Headquarters
offices were in the Hotel Monopol,
quite close to the Domplatz or Cath-
edral Square, and the people of Col-
ogne enjoyed the very unusual spec-
tacle of our soldiers taking their meals
behind the plate-glass windows of the
front room of their finest hotel. The
position was not well chosen for Head-
quarters, for the street cars ran quite
close to the hotel doors, and this in-
terfered to some extent with the effect
produced by the really smart guard
posted at the entrance to the hotel.
The sentries were taken from the Bri-
gade of Guards, who were billeted in
Cologne, and their smartness and fine
soldierly bearing were objects of very
obvious interest to the people of Col-
ogne. All day and every day there
was a ecrowd watching them salute the
officers, who went in and out of the
hotel. I remember on one oceasion
that just as an officer was coming out
from the hotel a street-car was near-
ing the hotel door, where two tall
Coldstreamers were on guard. With
that wonderful far-away look in his
eye the guardsman nearest the street-
car, without batting an eyelash, went
through the usual motions of saluting
a Field Officer, and brought his bay-
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onet neatly through the front window
of the street-car, to the great horror
of the driver and passengers and the
delight of the small boys in the neigh-
bourhood. On Sunday mornings at
the changing of the guard there was
always an enormous erowd of people
in front of the Monopol, and German
policemen, mounted on horses, had to
clear a way for the traffic. There is
no doubt that the smartness of our
sentries made a very strong impres-
sion on the Kolner, for most of them
had beer under the fond delusion that
Germany 'one had really smart and
well-turned-out soldiers. The sentries
at Second Army Headquarters, at the
Kronprinz Hotel on the Domplatz,
were taken from the 21st Division,
and their general smartness was very
little behind that of the Guards. I
was told that our sentries at Cana-
dian Corps Headquarters were picked
out weeks beore we entered Germany
and put through all the parade in-
struction with splendid results.
Every morning one of the battalions
at the Brigade of Guards would go on
a route march through the streets of
Cologne, and it was a sight well cal-
culated to impress the Germans, this
passage of a Guards battalion with its
colours flying. Behind the battalion
walked a special squad in charge of a
sergeant-major. Any civilians who
failed to salute the colours by taking
off their hats were at onee pounced up-
on by the sergeant-major and his myr-
midons and made to walk behind the
battalion to the end of the march,
when they were tried by a summary
court and fined. On the first morning
there were nearly as many civilians
marching as men in the battalion, but
the numbers were quickly diminished.
It may, perhaps, seem rather trivial
to dwell on such things as these, but
had our Higher Command staged
several others things, with the same
eye to effect, our occupation would
have been more successful from a mili-
tary point of view. There was, at the
beginning of our occupation, a lack

of grip and decision, due to a com-
plete ignorance of the German char-
acter. No army of occupation in the
world’s history ever had a more malle-
able and docile people to deal with.
But the unhappy German was lost
without any orders to follow and look-
ed in vain for real restrictions, which
would be enforeced. It reminded one
very forcibly of a man, knowing noth-
ing of horses, insisting on treating a
cabless eab-horse as a dangerous “out-
law,” when all he really wants is a cab
to pull and shafts to lean up against
just wants to know “where ’e’s at &
Although we had been assigned
rooms for our offices in the Dom Hotel
there was no office furniture and
equipment, and this we had to pro-
cure for ourselves by the very simple
method of commandeering. You went
into a store, selected the things you
wanted and gave a receipt for them,
This receipt was sent in by the store
to the municipality and the value of
the goods commandeered was added
to the amount of taxes to be raised
from the town. There was consider-
able confusion in this matter of com-
mandeering at the beginning, and the
system was, no doubt, abused by some
1 heard of one or two messes comman:
deering grand pianos from stores
After a week or so a central comman:
deering office was established and the
system worked smoothly enough.
During the first days of the oceupa-
tion orders were issued that all male
civilians were to salute officers in Bri-
tish uniform by taking off their hats
to them when they met them on the
street. Such an order, difficult to en-
force in Bonn, was an absurdity in g
large city like Cologne. In Bonn, I
believe, it was enforced for two ’01.
three days, but was dropped owing
to exhaustion on the part of some of
our officers through having to return
salutes. It was never enforced in Col.
ogne. A further order was issueq
that no civilian was to go out on the
streets after nine o’clock in the even
ing unless provided with a pass fl'on;
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the British military authorities. On
the first night on which this order
was to eome into effect, crowds were
gaily circulating in all the main_ thor-
oughfares, and, on asking the military
police why they did not take action,
they said that they could speak no
word of German except “Pasz”_(whlch
is pronounced, more or less, as in Eng-
lish) and that when asked for the
pass they showed them any old kind
of a document. We dropped on one
‘or twe gatherings in the street, choos-
ing the largest and the gayest. Sev-
eral of them had the cheek to show a
tram-ticket as a pass. In a very short
time we had twenty or thirty names
and addresses and we told them to
come before the Military Court next
morning. The next day the Provost
Marshal called for volunteers from
the Intelligence Corps and each of_us
got a district assigned together with
a few military police to help us. It
was not long before the people o_f' Col-
ogne recognized that the military
authorities were in earnest about the
matter and our services were no lon-
ger required in this direction, particu-
larly as we had coached some of the
police in one or two necessary words
of German. On the second night of
this work, as we were going dowr_l a
dark street in a low part of the city,
I heard one of the pohcq behind me
evidently having a row with some]one.
I went back and found that a fellow-
countryman of my own from the West
of Canada had come into collision
with the sergeant of police, who want-
ed to arrest him. Mac—, W.hO was a
real old-timer and a one-time cow-
puncher in Alberta, had evidently
been gazing on the juice of a red. red
grape that knew not Saskatchewan
and its numerous drug-stores. 'The
~passionate love he bore the military
police when sober had turned in his
drunkenness to a bitter hatred, and
he was dancing rqund threatening to
clean the policeman up. I made
the peace between them, but thought
it better, in view of Mac—’s alert con-

dition, to take him along with us until
we could drop him in a safe place.
Mac— nearly made trouble on one or
two occasions. He took a very strong
and rapid dislike to one or two of the
“squareheads” (as he called them)
whom we stopped; he was tremen-
dously interested in hearing me ques-
tion them in German and cocked his
old head on one side as if he under-
stood it all. If they answered more
than a couple of words, Mac— would
think they were getting fresh and I
would feel a tug at my elbow and
hear Mac’s vinous whisper: “Shall I
clean him up, Sir?”

It is not generally known, but there
can be no harm in stating now, that
British troops were in Cologne a
couple of days before the official com-
mencement of the occupation. British
advanced General Headquarters, then
at Spa, received an urgent message
from the Mayor of Cologne two days
before the commencement of the oceu-
pation, stating that rioting had broken
out in the town, that property was be-
ing destroyed, and begging that troops
be sent to maintain order. A brigade
of British infantry was despatched
and order was restored. The rioting
that went on in many other towns in
Germany was in very marked con-
trast to the quietness and order in
the occupied territory, and the people
of the unoccupied parts openly envied
the good fortune of their brothers on
the Rhine. This was more particu-
larly true of the moneyed class, the
“Grossindustriellen”, and yet this
class, more than any other, had been
responsible for the beginning and car-
rying on of the war. A somewhat
peculiar situation, Allied forces on the
Rhine protecting the class which was
very largely responsible for the war.
The house  where I was billeted, or
rather, Dbilleted myself, had been
broken into a few days before we ar-
rived in Cologne and five hundred
bottles of wine had been stolen. These
particular Bolshevists evidently knew
good wine when they saw it, for al]
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they left was a few bottles of “vin or-
dinaire”, while all the sealed wine
had been taken. The owner of a small
jeweller's store in the Briickenstrasse
told us that three days before our ar-
rival there had been a big scrap in
front of his store between rioters and
the police and four dead and two
wounded had been lying out in the
street until they were removed the
next day. There is no doubt that the
arrival of our troops saved the eity
from a pretty bad time. “What a
wonderful city to sack” might well
have been said of Cologne. But there
was very little looting done by our
troops. I do not suppose that there
was ever a more peaceful occupation
of a hostile country.

The ordinary life of Cologne seemed
to go on during the occupation with
very little change. Cologne is really
one of the finest cities in Europe, with
a broad boulevard called the Ring,
lined with trees, running for about
gsix miles round the city. The rule
that all civilians, unless provided with
a pass, were to be off the streets by 9
o'clock, did, of course, do away with
publie night-life. But up to that hour
the cafés, restaurants and theatres
were in full swing and were well pat-
ronized by civilians and our troops.
One or two affairs between civilians
and our men did oceur, and, for a
time, the plan was tried of not allow-
ing our troops to use a café between
particular hours. But this, I believe,
was discarded later. There was a
well-known café-chantant on the
Hohestrasse, which always attracted
a lot of Allied military and a great
many of the wealthier German civ-
ilians. It was a café long before the
war. During the first two or three
days of the occnpatign one of the
songs contained sly hits against the
Allies, veiled in Kolner slang, and
evidently much enjoyed by the Ger-
man part of the audience. The dir-
ector of the concert was not a little
surprised when he was ordered to cut
that song out of the programme and
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to put that particular artist off for
the rest of the week. There were no
more allusions to the Allies, veiled or
unveiled. They must have thought
that the British were too stupid to
understand any German slang,

The danger in so large an industrial
centre as Cologne was that the Bol-
shevik element would try to sow dis-
sension and dissatisfaction among the
forces of the Allies. There was a cer-
tain amount of propaganda among
our troops, but a very thorough con-
tra-espionage system stopped that.
The experience in similar work in
France during the war was useful,
Fraternization, particularly between
(German girls and our men—if one can
call it fraternization—was more diffi-
cult to prevent, and is explained to a
large extent by the fact that our men
had just finished a very hard year’s
fighting and were glad to be in fem-
inine society. The attitude of the
(erman women and girls, whose hus-
bands, brothers or lovers had, a short
month or more before, been facing the
Allies in the field as bitter enemies, is
more difficult to understand. Cer-
tainly, had the position been reversed
one could not conceive of our women:
folk behaving in so complaisant a man-
ner towards German conquerors,

The opera in Cologne was particu-
larly well patronized by the forces of
occupation. I saw but very few of
our people in other theatres, where
many excellent plays were produced
by very good companies. One of these
latter theatres always insisted on our
oceupying a box free of charge when-
ever we went there. It was always
a trying ordeal there, however, for
two or three of us had to bear the
brunt of the concentrated gaze of hun-
dreds of German civilians. And for
real hard, unblushing staring, the
German can hold his own in any com-
pany. The opera house in Cologne is
an extremely fine theatre, very much
resembling the Frankfort opera house
The very best operas were given there
and the artists were all first-class,
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Several hundreds of seats were regu-
larly reserved for members of the Al-
lied forces. Unfortunately one’s en-
joyment of the music was rather spoilt
by the boorish behaviour of our own
officers and men, behaviour which was
in very striking contrast to that of
the German civilians, who certainly
do enjoy good music and know how
to listen to it quietly. It was no un-
eommon thing during the overture or
first act of an opera to be disturbed
by some officer coming in late, gener-
ally attached to a huge and noisy pair
of spurs. He woulc_i, very probably,
keep time to the music with these same
spurs, or with his boot in the small of
your back, or with his riding-crop and
gpurs he could contrive a very pretty
little tattoo to while away the time.
‘When tired of this diversion he would
ask his neighbour if he had seen “Joy
Bells” in town—“topping gshpw”-——aqd
then meander on about 'hkmg music
petter if it had a tune to it, but at any
rate his people at home would be aw-
fully pleased that hp had gone to see
“Lohengrin”. Yes, with a huge grin, he
was glad they had come after all and
where were they going to feed q,fter-
wards, old thing! On one oceasion a
peery old major came in half-way
through the opera, and, having got
his feet comfortably- distributed
among several of his neighbours, pro-
eeeded to light a cigar. _We persuad-
ed him to put it out, having convineed
him that even at the opera in Eng-
Jand smoking was not allowed. He
did not stay very long with us; just
waited till the middle of a solo, and
stepped out as obtrusively and noisily
as he could. I used to go to .the opera
yery often with a certain Lieutenant
O—, a Scotsman, who had spent fif-
mn’years studying pianoforte in Ger-
many, part of the time on the staff of
Kiel Conservatory of Music. O— is
really a very fine artist himself, a

war friend of Backhaus, in Stutt-
et and a tremendous lover of good
musie. 1t was agony to him to have
the music spoilt by these people. On
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one occasion a chatty and be-spurred
cavalry officer was cavorting round
behind us with his friends, when 0—
turned around in a most savage man-
ner and waded into the cavalry officer
in his best Scots; told him he had
no d—d right to come to the opera if
he eouldn’t — well behave himself.
“You’ve no d—d soul for musie, youn
poor thing, that’s what is wrong with
you,” concluded O—. They were
quiet after that and we could listen to
the music; but when the lights went
up we found that the cavalry hero
with no soul for musiec was a colonel,
The remainder of O—'s military
career looked very sketchy to me, very
sketchy indeed, and I felt like shak-
ing hands and saying good-bye to O—,
who was only a simple lieutenant.
However, the colonel said nothing and
O— walked off with the honours of
war, On one occasion we arrived late
for the overture and were content to
wait until the door was opened. Not
so a young and fussy brigadier-gen-
eral, who arrived later and asked the
door-keeper what the devil he meant
by keeping him out just because the
blank music was going on, and order-
ing the latter to open the door. A
quiet old major-general, who was
standing by, however, soon made the
B.G. sce that he was really making
rather a fool of himself, to the joy
of us humbler members, who had
never seen a brigadier-general rough-
ly handled before. :
During the first two months of the
occupation a very pretty little busi-
ness was inaugurated by some Ger-
mans in Cologne and Diisseldorf. It
was no less than the selling of British
automobile tires to people in the un-
occupied territory. Rubber was, of
course, almost impossible to get in
Germany, so these particular Germans
thought that the simplest way would
be to take the British military tires
from the stores when the British were
not looking and transport them across
the perimeter of the Cologne bridge-

“head. T believe that they got quite a
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few away before the traffic was finally
stopped.

Although there was no love lost be-
tween the Germans and the British,
there was not the same bitter feeling
between them as between the Germans
and the French. In the territory oc-
cupied by the French there was no
fraternization. It simply did not exist
and no restrictions in this respect
were either issued or needed. The
French carried in their hearts too
keen a memory of their own broken
towns and waste country to be able
to look with tolerance on such a foe
as the Germans, however completely
conquered. A British staff officer,
whose duties entailed a good deal of
liaison with the French Grand Quar-
tier Giénéral on the Rhine, said to me
on one occasion that when the British
got the German down they were sat-
isfied to touch his shoulders to the
mat and keep them there, but the
French wanted to nail his ears to the
ground as well. And to understand
this savage bitterness of feeling you
must have seen the great waste places
in France where the battles of the
Great War were fought.

The French attitude towards the
(Germans was cold, calm, unrelenting,
but just. And as one generally hates
a person whom one has wronged, so
the Germans hated the French with
a fierce, contemptuous hatred. You
had only to see German civilians look-
ing at a French officer to understand
this. And this feeling was made much
more bitter by the unrelenting sev-
erity with which the French punished
any wrong done during the war by the
Germans. The French have a very
long and aceurate memory where the
Germans are concerned. It goes back
to the year 1870. One instance in par-
ticular came under my notice. It
proved to me that all the things that
the Germans did in 1914 and_ 1915
were put down in black and white by
the French, and added up and settled
in 1918: Nothing and nobody escap-
ed. The net was made very fine. One

of the most irksome restrictions im-
posed by the Allies was that there
should be no traffic between the oceun-
pied territory and the unoccupied por-
tions of Germany, except in very spe-
cial cases, when an extraordinary pass
would be granted. Big employers were
hard hit by this restriction.

The entry of our troops into Col-
ogne and the passage across the Rhine
were, in spite of the atrocious weather,
very impressive sights. The splendid
and well-kept equipment of our men,
the sleek well-fed horses, the shining
buckles and harness, and the great
guns and ‘powerful armoured ecars
put up a very brave show, one that
very deeply impressed a population
which had just seen its own forces
pass backward over the Rhine bridges,
little more than a rabble by the time
they reached Cologne. All male eiv-
ilians who approached within a cer-
tain distance of the saluting point had
to take off their hats, and if they
omitted to do so, were frankly and
vigorously reminded of the fact. The
Canadian Corps had a squad specially
detailed to enforce this order, and
many a smart piece of masculine head-
gear met its Waterloo on the Bonn
boulevards. The Canadian forces in
Bonn were just as comfortable as, if
not more so, the Imperial troops in
Cologne. Bonn is one of the most ex-
clusive towns in Germany, the home of
the students’ corps and clubs. It was
there that several of the ex-Kaiser’s
sons were educated. Many of the
Canadian messes were billeted in
these splendid corps houses, and the
drinking cups and fine plate formerly
used by the students were used by the
Canadians. The orders issued by the
Canadian Corps were more strictly en-
forced than were those of the Imperial
people in Cologne. One or two clashes
between the military and civilians did
actually occur in Bonn, but there was
no disturbance of any great conse-
quence. On one occasion two Cana-
dian officers were travelling on the
very fine electric railway from Bonn
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to Cologne. The car was full.. Two
German ladies got in, and as there
was no room, had to stand. No one
stirred. The two Canadian oﬁicgrs
then got up and offered the ladies
their seats, which they accepted. This,
to the tremendous surprise of the
Germans, who had never yet seen an
officer standing when there were civil-
jans sitting. This situation, however,
did not last very long. One of the
(Clanadians, convinced-that he and his
friend would be darned fools to stand
while two Germans were sitting near
them, signed to one of them to get up,
which sign the German disregarded.
The Canadian then tweaked the Gez:-
man’s ear severely and _held it until
he got up and gave up his plac-g. ’I“he
second Canadian followed suit with
the other German. After this had
been repeated on a few street cars
there was quite a rush by the men to
give up their seat to any lady who
‘gotin. We had our own little revolu-
tions in the occupied territory.

It has been said that there was a
eertain amount of unpleasantness Qur-
ing our occupation between Canadians
and the Imperial authorities in Co-
logne. The truth of the matter is that
Canadian troops found in their own
Provost Marshal in Bonn a strong man
to deal with, and it was quite a popu-
lar thing to take the electric from
Bonn and raisc merry -Ha'des in Co-

o. Hence the begmrﬁm% of the
and the reason why for some
:r:,z?lg"o]géua was put out of bounds
ian troops.
> Cw:vgrk in Cologne had chiefly to
do with controlling th.e use of tele-
phone and telegraph lines. Of the
or so trunk lines, which con-
ologne with other big centres
i.fct(;grgmng, only twenty were al-
lowed to remain in use. The rest
were cut at the perimeter of the
Bridgehead with the exception of a
few spare lines. On the lines allowed
no private conversation was per-
mitted, except in very special cases,
and in no case was the conversation to
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exceed three minutes in duration.
These regulations were enforced very
strictly and faithfully by the German
operators, acting under our orders. On
each of the trunk lines and ocecasion-
ally on a local line we had our Ger-
man-speaking, listening-in personnel
working. They reported on anything
suspicious intercepted. We had very
few cases of transgression of orders
and the German officials at the Cen-
tral Telephone and Telegraph Ex-
change were most eager to help in
every way. There was one instrument
in the Central Telephone Exhange, uu
“amplifier” I think we -called it,
through which connections between
Reval on the Imperial front and Ger-
man General Headquarters at Spa in
Belgium, had regularly taken place
during the war, a distance of many
hundreds of miles.

The German population had a very
wholesome respect for our air-service.
In spite of the wonderful air-craft sys-
tem at Cologne and the intense coni-
cal barrages, our air-men got through ,
several times and bombed the town.
Some Germans told me that incendi-
ary bombs had been dropped in Co-
logne and many casualties caused. In
the Dom Hotel I got a souvenir
in the shape of a card printed in Ger-
man: “In case of air attacks, lights to
be immediately extinguished.”

One amusing incident happened in
connection with our control of the ex-
changes. Lieutenant X , a signal
officer, was attached to me as technical
adviser. He advised me one morning
to take a run down to Bonn with him.
I followed his advice and we had a
very good time visiting our Canadian
friends there. We had driven down by
automobile but came back by electric.
Before we got into the electric X
had already begun to exchange very
bright-eyed glances with a pretty Ger-
man girl, who was also going in the
direction of Cologne. This little game,
at which both were expert, continued
until the lady left the ear on the out-
skirts of the city. X was charmed,
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talked of her aristocratic look, said
that she must be one of the leaders of
Cologne society and that all these Ger-
man girls found the appearance of the
Allies very natty and smart, and so on
until I told him to dry up. A few
days later I, was ordered to make a
raid on the railway telegraph ex-
change. I took X—— with me. When
we got into the operating room of the
exchange, where there were about 100
people working, I spotted X’s fair
lady of the street car sitting at one of
the machines, (possibly sending a wire
to a few of her subordinates in Co-
logne society). When she saw us she
started chattering away to the girls
around her, as hard as she could. X—
had not seen her at all. I got the tapes
I wanted and then asked X— to go to
the machine where this girl was sit-
ting and take down the Morse that
was coming through just then. The
tape stopped coming through and then
X-— turned idly to look at the operat-
or. He carried it off very well but
his North Polar Hindenburg-like ex-
pression was rather spoilt by a sud-
den ruddy colour over his face. We
did not hear so much about leaders of
Cologne society after that incident.
It was very remarkable to see how
many of the Germans in Cologne had
command of the English language. It
is no exaggeration to say that, in
nearly every store, at least one of the
employees could speak English and
they lost no time in airing their know-
ledge. It was no rare occurrence to
cee little German children in the street
cars studying their English grammar
and one prominent book-seller told me
that they were completely sold out of
German-English dictionaries and Eng-

dustry.
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lish grammars, and that the majority
of them had been bought by Germans.
I rather doubt whether we would have
adopted this attitude towards the lan-
guage of our conquerors. And yet it
is a sensible attitude. Had we paid
more attention to the German lan-
guage before the war, the Germans
would have had fewer surprises for us.
They would never have come so near
to vietory as they did at times in 1914
and 1918—far more nearly than most
people expect. It is difficult to under-
stand the attitude of those people who
say that the German language should
be “taboo” that its teaching should be
abolished. Why? Because we have
beaten them! Surely not. Surely,
now more than at any other time, it
is important for us to know the Ger-
man language in order to wateh her
more effectively than we did before
the war in order to compete with her
in the markets of the world, in order
to get the results of her scientific in-
vestigation, to profit ourselves by the
progress she is making in research in
geience and in the organization of in-
Surely we are not going to
cut off our nose to spite our face; we
are not going to allow Germany,
through her knowledge of our lan-
guage, to enjoy with us the results of
our industry, while we ourselves get
no benefits from the result Germany
has achieved. Let us do what Ger-
many did before the war with such
great advantage to herself—take ideas
from her and use them for ourselves,
The language of over a hundred mil-
lion living people cannot be made a
dead language, nor, if there is
truth or meaning in the League of Na-
tions, would we wish it.




CEMETERY ON THE ASTOR ESTATE, AT TAPLOW, BUCKS, ENG.

Where the remains of a
number of Canadian
Soldiers are buried.






THE EQURTION

BY BILLEE GLYNN

HE history of Robert
Hatter was much the
| same as that of many
others. He had been horn
in the country; ambition
* carried him to thedei}fy d’
had gone into business and ha
g:come %ngrossed in it. At the
of ten he sold Sunday papers
on the streets of his native town.
The mothers of lazy boys point-
ed him out as an example. And such
inting was all the more potent in
that the father of this exemplar was
in fairly prosperous ecircumstances,
having a small business that kept his
ily nicely.
fal%ilhyen bust’ fifteen Robert Hat-
ter could boast of a bank ac-
ecount. At that age, indeed, he was
too shrewd to waste a peanut on an
elephant. He had learned the value
of money, and his parents were satis-
fied with him. They admitted to them-
selves that neither of them had pos-
gessed the hoarding instinet suﬁie;ent-
ly. They had not even taught it to
th.eir son, though they approved it in
him and the energy which went vylth
it. Undoubtedly it had been inspired
by another person. While he was but
a little fellow, a plutocrat and politi-
cian, noted in the community for his
success, had patted the boy cordially
on the head and thus advised him:
«Always get something for every-
thing you do. You have only one life
to live, and don’t forget that success
. »
7 g(:gle?; Hatter never did forget.
When at twenty-four he set out to
eonquer the city it was with that idea
in mind, and repeating that axiom:
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“I have only onme life to live, and I
have no time to be a fool.”

The gold-gathering lures of the me-
tropolis consequently enticed him
little. In three years, after serving a
necessary eclerkship, he started in a
produce commission business for him-
self. This was the beginning of the
great engrossment. He worked from
gray morning until midnight. But to-
ward the end of his twenty-eighth
vear he took the time and the trouble
to get married.

She had two thousand dollars, this
young lady, of intensely respectable
people, and she had a plain, wistful
face that constantly did its best to
smile. This faded out with the years
somewhat, but it appealed to Robert
Hatter then. He remembered always
the first day he saw her when she
came smiling toward him through a
field of dead autumn grass. Later she
had thrilled him by admitting how
much she admired his type of man.

Fifteen years after he married her
she died. Robert Hatter was worth
a quarter of a million dollars by this
time. She had proved a very good
wife. It was a great loss, but the in-
terest in new investments helped him
over it. Though the look on the face
of the dead, the ashen futility which
death drew out from this attempt at
gratitude and self - compensation,
haunted him. Their only child, a boy
of thirteen, he sent away to boarding
school. He chose a select place where
he knew that only the proper code
would be taught. This boy was
in general physical appearance like
his mother. He had his father’s chin,
however, which was long and square-
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set. And he had something, too, of
his father’s vitality.

Every six months the father
visited him at the school. ~ And
he never failed to impress upon
him as they walked in the fields where
the wild birds sang and the flowers
gave up their perfume that money
was the great power and the great
suceess in the world, and that one
must have a great deal of it,

He was in the habit of thinking of

this son as a multimillionaire, a power
in the world of finance, and the vision
pleased him mightly. The ambition
belonged to himself as well, however,
else how could he have worked so
hard. Around that phrase: “I have
only one life to live,” he had built his
gray matter. He had now several
businesses on his hands which took
up almost his entire time. A maiden
sister had been installed as his house-
keeper, and she gave him that sort
of animal loyalty and constant coun-
try sympathy which pertained to such
kinship and the provineial admiration
for money power.
_ With increasing years he found her
invaluable as a companion. In one
instance he prevented her possible
marriage, and she submitted easily to
his wishes when he explained that the
man was not quite satisfactory, and
that there would be many better
chances. He advised her to find more
friends of her own sex and age. Some-
times of a night he took her to the
theatre. He preferred comic opera
and broad humour, and laughed good-
naturedly. Certainly people might
have taken him for a philanthropist.
His sister always had the feeling of
protecting him from other designing
women. She disliked the idea of his
marrying again. Sinece he did not
seem to care about women, he gave
her little reason for uneasiness in the
matter. If she manufactured it—that
was for her own entertainment.

Things kept on apace for fourteen
more breathless years, with Robert
Hatter still hastening through his
pleasures and his meals. Even in what
he called relaxation haste had become
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a habit with him. He had now ac-
cumulated half a million dollars. His
son graduated from the university,
and he put him in business up North
in which he had invested seventy-five
thousand dollars. All his life he had
seen really little of the boy, scarcely
knew him, indeed. The advice he
gave him entering business life was
firm, foreible and to the point, and he
seemed to take it to heart. He sent
a trusted clerk with him to help him
conduct the business, but was rather
proud when in six months his son
wrote that he no longer needed this
man, but felt entirely capable of run-
ning things himself. At his end,
Robert Hatter was as busy as ever.
He had come to look upon every hour
as an entity representing so much
material advantage to him. His
health, however, was no longer what
it had once been.

A year and a half of initiation in
business, and Robert Hatter, Jr., mar-
ried. Oddly enough, the woman had
quietly divorced him before his father
had a chance to see her. Shortly af-
ter the business in the North went
unexpectedly bankrupt, and Robert
Hatter, Jr., came home. He blamed
it on the woman, bad advice, and in-
evitable conditions, and the father be-
lieved him. For pleading his own
case thus, he reflected, and somehow
poignantly, the saddened aspect of his
mother, though sadness had little part
in his general character. Besides, the
matter was somewhat swept aw
when Robert Hatter suffered a slight
apoplectic stroke. One arm and one
shoulder were disabled. He kept the
boy at home, teaching him the hand-
ling of his different interests. In a
few months’ time he, himself, had re-
sumed as far as was possible all of his
former activities. Then it became ne-
cessary for him to go to the far East
to establish an export trade in a cer-
tain commodity and look over some
mining prospects in China. The trip
might restore his health, he thought.

He stayed away a year, spendi
the last six months of it in the in-
terior. Coming back to Shanghai he
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found his mail waiting him, and i_t
foreshadowed trouble at home. Acci-
dentally, he encountered Jensen, the
trusted clerk, whom he had sent North
with his son, and whom t.he.lz_it.ter l}ad
let go. Unpleasant misgivings im-
pelled him to ply this man with ques-
tions. The account which Jensen
gave made it certain that it was fast
living, gambling_, dissolute compan-
jons and downright refusal to take
advice on the part of the young man-
ager which had caused the bank-
mf!:)cgert Hatter reached home with a
saddened heart and an angry mind.
e was met by his chief lieutenant,
who told him another story. _Robert
Hatter, Jr., had been impossible to
control or advise. He ha_d drawn
Jarge sums out of the business and
thrown it to the winds. Five months
past he had married a girl ,after an
hour’s acquaintance in a e_afe, and in
gix weeks she ran away with another
man, taking with her several thousand
dollars’ worth of jewels which young
Hatter had bought for her. He was
iven a divorce, but there was no
chance to prosecute. Then an actress
with whom the young man had evi-
dently been associated a long time,
and who probably regretted the loss
of the jewels, brought a breach of
romise suit against him for thirty
ghousand dollars, and won it handily
virtue of a honeyed_ correspond-
ence she had had the wisdom to pre-

serve.
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These unimaginable proceedings, so
utterly at variance with the tenets of
his own life and all that he expected
in his offspring, Robert Hatter heard
with feelings hard to deseribe. His
very blood went sick, his lungs seem-
ed to forget to breathe. The flood of
his years came upon him in an in-
stant.

In a terrible rage, he sent for his
son. “You have cost me one hundred
and fifty thousand dollars,” he said.
“You are thirty-two years old. What
do you mean by this wasteful, liber-
tine life 9

For the first time they stood un-
masked and facing each other in their
elementals. The long, square-set chin
of the boy had drawn out and down
with the stubbornness of his elder.
And he proved that he had inherited
something else besides. Uneconscious
that he was using the other’s phrase,
he replied with a fierce flame in the
words :

“I am your only heir, and I have
only one life to live. I represent the
repression of both my mother and
yourself.”

This reply, so hard, so familiar, and
turned to such a meaning seemed to
stun Robert Hatter. He sank back in-
to his chair, his mouth twisted awry,
regarding his son. At this moment
another stroke came upon him, and
without the power of speech his face
retained that strange expression for
the few months which elapsed before
his death.




LAKE ONTARIO

A SIXTY-YEAR RETROSPECT OF ITS NAVIGATION

BY WILLIAM A. WILSON

a NTIL 1860 water carriage
had been the chief factor
in the commerce of Can-
ada. The opening and
closing of navigation
every year were very im-
portant events and frequently formed
the time definitions in contracts.
Navigation on Lake Ontario has
undergone many changes since its
early records. The canoe, the batteau,
and to a great extent the sailing ves-
sel have disappeared, each in its turn
having served its purpose. The com-
ing of the steamers in the early days
of the nineteenth century marked the
commencement of the greatest develop-
ment of old Upper Canada, and the
demand for increased transportation
facilities had not been great up to that
time. The traffic and the facilities
for moving it appear to have increased
in a like ratio. The first steamer ap-
peared on Lake Ontario in 1817. It
was the Frontenac, built at Finkle’s
Point, near Kingston. The next was
the Ontario, built at Sackett’s Har-
bour, New York, about the same time.
From these grew the fine fleets that
dotted the lake in later years and so
well supplied the carrying needs of
the fringe of settlements along its
shores. The period during which these
steamboats thrived was an important
one in the history of Upper Canada.
What a complete and comfortable
change from the sailing vessel was
the steamboat, with its staterooms and
cabins, its well-served and plentiful
meals, its regularity of journey and
the opportunities afforded for social
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intercourse and formation of friend-
ships that lasted through life.

Many incidents occurred during the
journeys made in these moving hostel-
ries the recital of which enlivened the
winter reunions of the travellers—of
a storm off Presqu’ Isle or Long
Point, with the smashing of crockery
and other inseparable features or the
breaking-up of a nocturnal party by
the familiar shout of the deck hands
“out below”, as barrowful after bar-
rowful of cordwood was dumped into
the firehold at some wharf in the early
hours. The trip through the Cana-
dian channel below Kingston, the
quick turn at “Fiddler’s Elbow” and
the unrivalled scenery throughout
lingered long in the traveller’s
memory. What a gathering there was
of residents at each port of call to see
some friends depart or greet others
who were passing through!

There were many regiments of Im-
perial troops in Canada sixty years
ago whose transfer was effected by
boat during the navigable season
when being moved from station to
station. The scarlet-coated soldiers
crowding the decks at a port made a
sight to be remembered. The regi-
mental band afforded those ashore a
rare treat with a class of musie to
which they were not accustomed.

These were the days of competition
between rival steamboats. It was not
an unusual occurrence for a boat to
cut a five-dollar rate to one dollar
meals included, to drive a rival off its’
route. Probably the reduction diq
not last long.
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It would appear that the steamboat
service had been in operation fqr some
years before a corporate organization
was formed. The first appears to
have been the Upper Canada Line,
afterwards changed to the Canadian
Steam Navigation Company and fin-
ally merged into the Richelien Com-
pany, but always known as the Royal

il Line. :
Mal;}xltj;’ years ago the “Mail Line”
was one of the great mstltutlons.of.
Canada. The boats were well built,
well managed safe and comfortal?le.
The masters of them were very im-
portant personages and d%eryedly

ar. Passengers would wait for

days for a favourite boat or captain.
The names Magnet, Passport, King-
ston, Champion, New Era, Banshee
and City of Toronto (Nq. 2) and of
Captains Dick, Richardson, Kelly,
Swales, Howard, Bowen, Harbottle,
Fairgrieves and others were household
words. A very popular steamer was
the Bowmanville, under Capt. Charles
Perry, which traded between Toronto
and Montreal, with passengers and
bfl‘l%t:.e were the chief carriers of men
and goods in those bygone days, the
alternative to the cramped 'bon.e-shak-
ing stage-coach. One can readily ap-
- reciate the place these boats and their
e rs held in the social and com-
mereial lives of those who knew them.
The traditions attached to them out-
Jived them and begat a sentiment that
.niln the. middle ﬁi:'t_iest ;clhe Grc:at
ailway projected a water
m?ilof betvg:aen Hamilton and
eastern points. It built two very large
and magnificently equipped passenger
ers which were said to have been

fast. They were called the Can-
veryand America. Proving unprofit-
able they were soon laid up and were
1d to the U. S. Gjrovernment at the
'ogbreak of the civil war. That rail-
e also had two freight steamers,
W‘Zch were soon retired. Probably
o opening of the Grand Trunk Rail-

?:y If);fom Toronto eastward was the
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determining factor in the abandon-
ment by the Great Western of its lake
service.

It ‘would be hard to name all the
steam vessels—side-wheelers, propel-
lers, and “pollywogs”—that operated
as cargo carriers on the lake in ’59.
The Huron, Whitby, Oshawa, Brant-
ford, Indian, Colomist, Ranger and
George Moffat were familiar names.
They loaded their cargoes not only at
Hamilton and Toronto but at Flam-
boro’, Port Nelson, Oakville, Port
Credit and other small ports which
were then on the map. Nearly all
these boats had good passenger accom-
modation.

There was also a very large trade
carried on by sailing vessels (chiefly
grain) to Kingston. The cargoes were
there transferred to barges for Mont-
real. There was as well an extensive
trade in round and square timber by
both raft and vessel to Montreal and
Quebec.

The development of the Western
States in the late fifties furnished a
large traffic for lake carriers, a large
portion of which moved to Oswego,
Ogdensburg and Montreal. While
the chief part of this passed through
the Welland Canal, a large portion
was handled by the Welland Railway.
This road ran from Port Colborne to
Port Dalhousie and was well equipped
with grain elevators at each terminus,
It had an agency in Milwaukee and
probably one in Chicago, through
which cargoes were secured. These
were handled by vessel to Port Col-
borne, thence by rail to Port Dalhousie.
Prior to 1864 these shipments were
moved from the last named port by
chartered vessels. In that year the
railway put into commission the Pes-
severance and Enterprise, two fine
steamers built for the service. While
the rates of freight were high enough
to afford a margin of profit, a good
business was done. But conditions
changed, the trade dwindled, and
finally ceased to exist. The road is
now a section of the Grand Trunk
System.
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Perhaps one might look with ad-
vantage to the places on the Canadian
shore of the lake some sixty years
ago. Hamilton then was a fast grow-
ing city and very ambitious. Its lake
trade was comparatively large. Like
all other ports its local traffic was
largely inereased by that of the coun-
try to the back of it. The outward
shipments consisted of forest and
farm products in their raw state and
of pot and pearl ashes. The inward
shipments were almost entirely of
merchandise, imported from Great
Britain or the United States.

Toronto was the chief city on the
lake, with a very busy waterfront.
The traffic of the country tributary
to the Northern Railway added to
a large local trade kept the many
wharves from the Don to Bathurst
Street busy. Although the Grand
Trunk Railway had been completed
between Toronto and Montreal it had
not yet become a serious factor in the
competition with water.

The trade of the Great Western,
then several years in operation, may
be guaged by a statement of traffic
received on a day in October, 1859 :
200 barrels flour, thirty tons lard,
twenty head of cattle, 133 head of
sheep, twenty bags of potatoes, and
about thirteen tons of merchandise.
Less than a hundred tons all told.

Whitby, Oshawa, Darlington (Bow-
manville), Bond Head were ports of
call then, each with a good trade. Port
Hope and Cobourg were quite im-
portant factors in the lake traffic.
Trenton, Belleville, Picton and other
Bay of Quinte ports were quite ac-
tive and had a boat of their own (the
St. Helen) in the Montreal service.

Kingston then was very active and
important. It had a large trade of
its own, not only to the west but to
the north along the Rideau Canal,
which was at that time an important
artery of commerce. More vessel
property was owned and controlled
in Kingston than in any other place
west of Montreal.

Prescott was really the foot of lake

navigation and a place of considerable
importance when the Bytown and
Prescott Railway was in its initial
stage. The large boats from the west
transferred their passengers there or
at Ogdensburg to the lighter draft
boats for the run to Montreal. Pres-
cott shared in the prosperity of Og-
densburg.

Probably travel by water was
greater in the late *50s than at any
other period. Then there was a great
movement of wealthy Southerners
northward during the warm weather,
These tourists filled the hotels at Ni-
agara Falls on both sides of the river
and the Stephenson and Welland at
St. Catharines. Tiring of these, they
went east by lake and river, bestowing
their patronage liberally.

As Canada has not a monopoly of
Lake Ontario and the Upper St
Lawrence, it is necessary to considex'-
the pha.nge on the American shore.

Sixty years ago the marine inter-
ests of the United States were as great
as those of Canada on these waters,

Then the American Express Line
operated two large and fast passenger
steamers called the New York and the
Northerner. They were magnificently
fitted and furnished and were styled
“floating palaces”. One left Ogdens-
burg each morning near noon, arriving
indTolronto early the next morning,
and leaving shortly afterwar
Lewiston, - She returned tods '{‘?:
ronto in time to leave again at
5 p.m. for Cape Vincent and
Ogdensburg. The Welland and an-
ot}xlelr gla.nad'li):n boat ran in connection
wit. em between Ogdensb
M?Ftregl. - por

he Ontario & St. Lawrence Steam.
boat Company operated four freei‘:ﬁg
and passenger boats. They were wel]
equipped and larger than any Can.
adian boats other than the Canadq
and America.

They gave a daily service, calling at
all south shore ports and Toronto
They were named the Cataract, Ba!}
State, Niagara, and Ontario. Both of
these lines ceased to exist shortly af.
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outbreak of the civil war and
z:s:hgf the boats were taksn by the
Government for transport purposes.
There was another important line
that linked Ogdensburg with Chicago
and other Lake Michigan ports. It
was the Northern Transportation
Line. It consisted of a fleet of pr(:i
pellers of Welland Canal size, goo
earriers and comfortable passenger
boats. They afforded an almost daily
service, calling at intermediate ports.
These boats were very pr.oﬁtable for
many years, but their business ﬁ'nauy
shrank and the line ceased to exist in
seventies. :
th;sa:}ll}é Reciprocity Treaty was in
effect in 1859, a large trans-lake trade
as handled from Toronto and other
‘(;anadian points to the south shore
rts, chiefly Oswego and Ogdens-
];’:rg' for furtherance to points be-
ond’ This trade continued until the
gbméation of the treaty in 1866. éf—
ter that it gradually lessened an}il n-
ally became a mere echo of what it
on%emvxvnai.he foregoing it would appear
that the American traffic on Lake On(-
io reached its maximum about 1859

or %60. It is quite reasonable to sup-.

hief cause of the decline
tbheatfct)ﬁflg in the inc}'eased trade
:;a)éuﬁalo, in grain and its products,
s eutesl];nriﬁ‘l;gg:'on the Canadian side
Thn‘:aterially less than on the Ameri-
. ide. This was partly due to the
mms;iné care of the Dominion Gov-
ent, which aids the lake earrier
e ote with the railways by fur-
i e")mpfree canalage, harbourage and
n'ullxltlﬁfuse service. And yet what a
e has occurred.  Compare the
rth shore ports of sixty years ago
n?th what they are to-day and one can-
= put notice the dwmdlgd import-
::ge of some and the practical disap-
peara thers.
;c%gf,; Belleville, Picton, and
.P o n are but little chax’:geg, e%?
ving iminished water trade. Co-
hﬂbonrg :vi(:hlmilts car ferry, is perhaps
an ex;;eption. ‘Whitby, Oshawa, and
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Bowmanville have grown but not to-
wards the lake front, and no one hears
of Port Darlington or Bond Head.

The coasting trade of the past shift-
ed to the rails, and the coasting vessel
vanished. The trade of the interior
that once swelled that of the lake
ports now moves direct to its destina-
tion by the regular land route in
vastly increased volume.

Although Toronto has outgrown
any other city on Lake Ontario, its
growth has been away from the water
front. As a rule a large plant must
make provision for its future exten-
sion, and also consider the housing of
its workers, within easy distance of
their work. And so they move inland.

Toronto is twelve times greater
now than it was in 1859, and yet aside
from its ferry service to Niagara,
Port Dalhousie and Hamilton its wa-
ter-borne traffic is now less than it
was then. Nor has that ferry ser-
vice increased in anything of a like
ratio to the growth of the city.
Although the lake, harbour and wea-
ther conditions are unchanged, the
season of service has been shortened,
creating the impression that it is now
more of a boon for pleasure-seekers
than a necessity to the commercial
interests of the distriets affected.

Mr. Barlow Cumberland in his
work “A Century of Sail and Steam
on the Niagara River”, says:

““‘In 1851 the Chief Justice Robinson
is recorded as having run on the Niagara
River route during eleven months of the
year, the remaining portion (while she
was refitting) was filled by the second
City of Toronto.

‘“In 1854 the Peerless made two trips
daily for ten months, the Chief Justice
Robinson taking the balance of the ser-
vice. .

‘‘The winter service to the Niagara
River for 1855 was commenced by the
Chief Justice Robinson on the 1st Janu-
ary, the steamer erossing the lake on
twenty-two days in that month. Febru-
ary was interrupted by ice but the full
service between the shores was performed
on twenty-three days in March.?’

The Royal Mail Line and the fleet
of freight steamers running to east.
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ern ports during that period, started
early and stopped late eaeh season.
The Kingston started the service for
the Mail Line on the 25th of April,
1859, and the same boat closed it on
the 16th November. The Bowman-
ville arrived in Toronto on the 9th
of December that year, and winter
set in a few days later.

The scenes on the river at Pres-
cott sixty years ago showed every evi-
dence of vigorous life.  Frequently
during the day some steamer
would stop or pass on. Perhaps the
William 4th, the America, Traveller,
Gildersleeve or Highlander with tow
of barges, from Kingston to Dieken-
son’s Landing, or maybe the Hercules
with a timber raft for Windmill Point
to be broken into cribs for passage on
the river below.

In the evening the scene was en-
livened with the vari-coloured lights
of the different steamers sailing from
the "Burg filled with freight and pas-
sengers; and of Canadian craft and
ferry boats. It was a very fine and
busy sight.

Recently the writer was looking
from the same viewpoint and what
a change! The daily boat from To-
ronto had come and returned, its con-
nection for the east had gone, and
naught was left but a solitary ferry
bhoat to raise a ripple on the
surface of the river. However Pres-
cott and Ogdensburg are still very
much alive and are very pretty places.
The people of Ogdensburg (and Os-
wego) don’t appear to worry about
the opening or closing of navigation.
What they have lost in one way they
have gained in another. They seem
to appreciate the changed conditions
and are evidently not anxious to waste
their money and energy in trying to
pump water up hill.

The great industrial development
of Ontario (the Upper Canada of
sixty years ago) has been co-incident
with the railway extension to interior
territory. Brantford, Galt, Guelph
and Stratford without water connec-
tion have outgrown any places on

Lake Ontario, except Hamilton and
Toronto. Peterboro and Lindsay
were once tributary to Port Hope and
Cobourg; they are not now.

Conditions have gradually changed,
not merely in cost of transportation
or time movement, but in the nature
of the traffic carried. The raw pro-
duets are no longer the chief portion,
although they are now moved in in-
creasing quantities to mills and fae-
tories by rail for fabrication, a
water movement being impracticable,

The great increase in the Ontario
traffic now carried by the railways
is the result of industrial develop-
ment. The traffic now consists largely
of agricultural implements, machin-
ery, vehicles, ete. Packing house pro-
duets, canned goods, dairy products
and other concentrated foods, the out-
put of our woollen, cotton and knitting
mills and other like commodities too
numerous to mention. Mining is fast
becoming a very important industry
and the transportation of its supplies
and products is purely a rail matter.

The growth of the trade in these
articles has been in connection with
movement by rail. The trade will
continue to grow and the shipments
will continue to move by rail. The
factories and plants producing them
are chiefly located on railway sidings
laid on their own premises where theijr
shipments are loaded or unloaded by
their own men in the manner best
suited to the needs of the goods. A
large portion of these articles require
protection from heat or cold, render-
ing necessary the use of refrigerator
or frost-proof cars.

Again it is necessary, whether the
shipments be from the factory, farm
or forest, that they be afforded a sep.
vice that will be operative for fifty-
two weeks every year regardless of at.
mospherie conditions.

A careful consideration of these
facts will show that it is not practi.
cable to transfer any material portion
of the traffic of Old Ontario from raj]
to water. Therefore if the traffie of
Lake Ontario is to be revived the sup.-
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ply must come from some other
source.

An idea is held by some that the
enlargement of the Welland Canal
will inerease the traffic on Lake On-
tario. This idea is based more on the
hope or expectation of the diversion
of an existing traffic than the ereation
of a new one. They also rely on the
certainty of the large vessels which
monopolize the carrying tra'de be-
tween the head of Lake S}lperlqr and
the ports on Lake Erie, using this new
canal. There is excellent authority
for the statement that they will not.
It is claimed that the length and great
weight of these vessels would make
the passage through narrow .cha_.nne!s
too dangerous. Another objection is
that the lengthened trip would cause
serious delay. And again there would
be the difficulty of securing return
cargo. However, let it be granted
that the boats will use the canal. Then
the question is, Can the existing traf-
fie be diverted? Perhaps it would be
interesting to consider the situation

0.
“Iﬁm;%Q Buffalo received ex. lake
2 500,000 bushels of grain; in 186?,
£500,000; in 1879, 79,000,000; in
1915, 258,500,000. Since 1915 war
conditions have lessened the lake traf-
fie and made the records uninterest-
ing, except that they shovyed the Erie
can’al to have carried less in 1917 than
in any year siﬁce 1836. The grain

by rail.
'ef‘:’o?tthi{; it will be seen that the
additional growth of Buffalo’s trade
not only included that which had once
gone via Oswego and Ogdensburg,
but, to a large extent, the increased
output of the Great West that was
movable by water.

The great advantage that Buffalo

as a point of distribution, is not
the Erie canal, which carries com-
paratively a small proportion of the
eastbound traffic, but its railroad sys-
tem, which spreads out like a fan,
reaching practially all points in the
and Middle States, by direct

routes without break of bulk.
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A large quantity of iron ore is
handled at Buffalo for furnaces lo-
cated there and at points beyond that
are tributary to it. This traffic is
not divertable.

Really the only article of Buffalo’s
trade that might be divertable is its
grain, which may be divided into two
classes, viz. domestie and export.

While it is possible that that por-
tion of the United States domestic
trade destined to Northern New Eng-
land might be handled at Ogdensburg,
it is an undoubted fact that the
greater bulk of it can be handled to
better advantage at Buffalo than at
any other distributing point reach-
able by water.

The volume of export grain varies
each season according to the crop sur-
plus i.e. the quantity in excess of do-
mestic requirements. The inland car-
riers earn very little on its move-
ment. The ocean carriers in the trans-
Atlantic trade need it for ballast and
under normal conditions get rather
meagre fare for it. Yet it has to be
moved.

This last item is that on which the
hope of the diversion is based. The
proposition is to substitute Montreal
or Quebec for an Atlantic port. It
must be borne in mind that many
large cargoes of grain moving out of
western ports are made up of small
lots for convenience of distribution
at the port of discharge. Some may
be for export via Baltimore, Phila-
delphia, New York, or Boston. Per-
haps some may be for domestic use
in Pennsylvania, New York or New
England. Such a distribution can
be made at Buffalo but not at a St.
Lawrence port. Therefore, such a
cargo is not divertable. It might
be also that the owner or own-
ers of the cargoes would wish to
hold the grain in transit owing to ad-
verse market conditions. No other
port affords the advantages that Buff.
alo does to enable the shipper to take
prompt advantage of improved condi.
tions through any of the Atlantic
ports named. Therefore, grain in store
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in Buffalo is more desirable than per-
haps in any other place, esepeially if
it be American.

Grain shipments from Western
Canadian points by water from Thun-
der Bay ports may or may not in-
erease. It is hardly practicable to
move a greater quantity than at pres-
ent of each year’s crop, before the
close of navigation. It might be that
a glut would be caused at eastern
holding points if the quantity were
increased which might have an ill
effect on prices. Again it is not un-
likely that government ownership of
two lines north of Lake Superior may
cause a very large movement of grain
during the winter months, leaving but
little for the boats to carry in the
spring. However, be the quantity for
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water shipment what it may, it is
not unlikely that the shipments will
move via the Georgian Bay and the
rail portage to the St. Lawrence so
as best to serve the interest the
public has in the welfare of that rail
route.

Therefore, is it not reasonable to
predict that no matter how much may
be spent on a canal from Lake Erie to
Lake Ontario, the result will be the
same ? The inevitable cannot be avert-
ed. The water of Lake Ontario will
not be churned by the wheel of the
upper lake leviathan but will flow on
to the St. Lawrence to be harnessed
there for the development of eleetrie
energy thus doing more good to Can-
ada in a week than it has done in any
season for many years past.

PREJUDICE

By CLAUDE E. LEWIS

A

young man stood before a door and knocked,
‘And from the hollow silence of the place

A dusty voice that told a pallid face
Returned, “Who knows not that this door is locked
To such entreaty, else the ecrowd had flocked

To desecrate our altars and disgrace

Our name? But only those can we embrace
Who bide our call, else would our world be shocked”,

The young man answered with a calm conceit:
«Your world is fair, but foreign, bide ye there
Among the relics of a treasured past.
My blood is red, and I shall build my seat
Before the starlight and the bracing air;
The world shall come and seek me there at last”.
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RECOLLECTIONS

R POLICE

OF

MAGISTRATE

BY COLONEL GEORGE T. DENISON

THE ROW ON LOMBARD STREET

m BOUT thirty-five years
# ago we had the -cases
connected with a row on
Lombard Street tried
before me. I had the
" sworn evidence givenbiln

ral charges, so that I am able
ttge :ie:: a detailed account of the
whole affair. At that time there were
two brothers living on Lombard
Street about a hundred yards apart,
named Jerry and Jack Sheehan, typi-
cal Irishmen of the lower cl?,ss. Jerry
and his wife had no family. Jack
Sheehan had married a widow named
Cronin, who had a son Billy Cronin,
who at this time was about twenty-
two years of age. Jack Sheehan had
a daughter about ten years of age
by his wife, who was Billy Cronin’s
mother, and the four lived together.

One day at the races Jerry Sheehan
and Billy Cronin had some words,
and there was a little temporary bad
feeling between them. Two or three
days after, Billy Cronin having a
little stimulant on board, thought it
would be his duty to call on Jerry
inst to talk it over, and about 9.30
: m. went into Jerry’s house, and as
g;on as Mrs. Sheehan, who was alone,
saw him, she said:

“Now Billy what brought you here?
Now like a good boy go home. I’f
Jerry comes in there will be trouble.

«T will not,” said Billy. “I am go-
ing to ask Jerry what he meant by
what he said at the races.”
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Mrs. Sheehan anxious to get rid of
him said,

“Now Billy if you will be a good
boy and go home, I’ll treat you.”

“Oh well,” said Billy quite mollified,
“you know Mrs. Sheehan you and me
have always been good frinds, and T
do not know anyone that I am more
willing to take a drink with than
yoursilf Mrs. Sheehan.”

So she got out the whiskey, and
gave him a drink and he went off.
Shortly after Jerry Sheehan came in,
went through the front room into the
kitchen behind, and sat down by the
stove to have a smoke before going to
bed. In a few minutes Billy Cronin
came back. I did not discover the
reason, but it was either to get an-
other drink, or because he had been
taunted outside by some of his chums,
that he was afraid of Jerry. As soon
as Jerry saw him he jumped up and
said,

“Get out of my house Billy
Cronin !?

“I won’t,” said Billy. “What made
you spake to me the way you did at
the races ?”

“If ye don’t git out at once I’ll put
ye out.”

Billy answered, “If ye think you
can pit me out this is a good time to
try.”

Then the fight began. They strug-
gled for some time, the furniture was
tumbled about, and with much dif-
ficulty Jerry forced Billy into the
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front room, and over to the door. The
noise of the struggle was heard on the
street, and a erowd gathered in front
of the house. A constable saw the
crowd and walked up to see what was
the matter. He arrived there just as
Jerry had overmastered Billy, and
had opened the door, intending to
throw him out.

Billy noticed the constable and
said,

“Jerry, there’s a cop; I don’t want
to be arrested.”

Jerry stopped, looked out, saw the
constable and said,

“I’Il not be the manes of putting
any man in the hands of the police,
and he pulled Billy in and shut the
door.

The position then was peculiar.
They were both out of breath, the
furniture was all tumbled about, and
Billy was still in Jerry’s house. They
stood looking at each other for some
minutes and then Jerry said,

“Now Billy you will go out the
back door.”

“No I won’t.”

“If you do not go out the back
door I’ll put you out.”

Billy said, “If you think you can
do it, put me out, just try.”

Then the struggle began again, and
with great efforts Jerry got him back
through the front room and kitchen
to the back door. He got the back
door open and flung Billy out, send-
ing him sprawling on the ground in
the back yard. Then Jerry called
out to him.

“Billy, if you jump over the fince,
and go round by the lane you will
miss him.” He then bolted the door,
and began to rearrange the furniture.

While all this was going on, the
rumour spread down the street, and
Billy Cronin’s mother heard that
Jerry Sheehan was murdering her
son Billy. She ran down and burst
into Jerry’s front door, erying out
“Who’s murthering my son Billy?”
Jerry had just returned to the front
room as she came in. “Get out of
this,” he shouted, and shoved the door
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against her, which threw her to the
pavement, where she straightened
herself out, and was temporarily
“kilt intirely”. She was picked up
by the neighbours and carried to her
house, and put on her bed, and they
ran for the whiskey bottle, and gave
her a potion which cured her with
marvellous rapidity.

At this time Jack Sheehan, her hus-
band, was over at Dan Dwan’s spend-
ing the evening talking polities, with
a few of the elite of the street. His
little girl had seen her mother carried
into her house, and she ran over to
Dan Dwan’s, and rushed in and up
to her father who was quietly smok-
ing, calling out,

“Oh, Da, Da! Ma’s killed.”

Jack says, “Your Ma’s killed, who
was it killed her?”

“Tt was Unele Jerry killed her.”

“Humph, I must see about that,”
said Jack, and shaking the ashes out
of his pipe, he put it into his pocket,
and went over to his wife to find her
recovered, under the peculiar system
of first aid to the wounded that pre-
vailed in Lombard Street.

The story of Jerry Sheehan having
“Kkilt” Mrs. Jack spread from end to
end of the short street, and a con-
siderable crowd gathered in front of
Jerry’s, thinking that something
should be done to express the senti-
ments of the Lombard Street people,
and their strong disapproval of
Jerry’s conduct. Lombard Street in
those days was macadamized, and
very soon the crowd began throwing
stones through the windows. Jerry
being inside would have been in a bad
way, but for one fact, and that was
that his wife had a taste for flow
and she had two little shelves along
her two front windows, and on each
shelf a row of little flower pots about
four inches high with little plants
sticking up in each. As the stones
flew in Jerry kept up a fusilade with
the flower pots as long as they 1
and by the time they gave out, g
posse of police hurried up, disperseq
the crowd and arrested a number of
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them. Every window in the front of
the house was broken.

The next morning I had about a
dozen of these prisoners to try for
various offences. Disorderly conduct,
assault, throwing missiles on the
street, ete. It took me nearly a week
to try them, but I did not gx:udge the
time for I went into it with great
formality, inquiring into every min-
ute detail in order to get a complete
story of the most t‘ypica.l Irish row I
ever had to deal with.

3%

MISCELLANEOUS INCIDENTS

OxE of our detectives gives me the
following two incidents :

Some years ago a shop was burg-
glarized in the city. Two detectives
were sent down to investigate and on
the way back met a coloured man
who kept a little shop. He told them
that a couple of tough looking cus-
tomers had been in his place, just a
short time before, trying to sell some
things which he felt sure they had
stolen. He did not buy from them
put arranged for them to call back in
two or three hours. “Now,” said he,
“if you will just kgep away from
around my place I will see that you
have them safe in the cage before
‘nwn"’

He told the officers tha‘g these men
were in the habit of shooting crap in
a certain lane with a number of
others, and asked them to arrange to
have two men at each end of it at a

in time, the two nearest to whei';

e was going on were to wa
:?1: gx:re they could be seen. There
would be a scramble for the other
Two of the men woultfi lilave

i rks on the backs of their
. m‘eGrab the fellows with the

on, and the job that was done
:::kxsngh’t will be cleared up.”

Shortly afterwards the two men
came, as they thought, to dispose
of their booty. The darkey had been
watehing and saw them coming. He
rubbed some chalk on the palms of
his hands and was ready for action.

'
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His offer was so ridiculously low,
that they turned in disgust to go
away and just as they did a big black
hand came down on each of their
shoulders, with the remark, “Well,
boys, it’s the best I can do for you.”
The suggestions were carried out to
the letter. The two men were caught
with the goods on them. When taken
to police headquarters their coats
were carefully brushed while the
search was in progress.

I do not think that they ever un-
derstood how they happened to be
caught out of a gang of twenty,
when they were the only two that had
stolen property in their possession.
They thought perhaps, that luck was
just against them.

o
w

In September, 1913, a shrewd look-
ing gentleman who called himself
Robert Vincent and gave his address
as the Prince George Hotel, got in
touch with a lumber dealer of Tor-
onto named Daniel Madden and placed
before him a very tempting proposi-
tion to make some easy money by pur-
chasing a block of stock in the Wheloe
Reinforced Cork Boat Company,
which he had been fortunate enough
to get hold of through a sick farmer
he had met, who had no idea of its
value. Said stock could be purchased
for about $5.00 a share, and he
knew a broker in Philadelphia who
was buying all he could get hold of
for $8.50 a share.

Madden got somewhat suspicious
and consulted the Police Department,
with the result that two men were
instructed to follow up the matter
and keep in touch with develop-
ments. The result was that Vincent
and the sick farmer were caught in
the aet of trying to sell Madden
$20,000 worth of stock in a concern
that never existed. Both men were
locked up on charges of vagrancy,
and subsequently a charge of attempt-
ing to obtain money by false pre-
tences was laid. At the time of their
arrest they had more than $4,000 in
their possession, which they would
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have cheerfully parted from in ex-
change for their freedom if the police
had been purchasable. Investigation
proved them to be confidence men of
international reputation. Vincent’s
correct name was Charles Gondorf.
The sick farmer who gave his name
as John Fair, turned out to be
Samuel Gerne for whom the police of
the United States had been searching
for more than two years, on a charge
of getting $40,000 by a game similar
to that which they were trying to
carry out here. Gondorf had been
arrested in New York City on this
same charge, and was out on $25,000
bond when arrested here.

These men during their criminal
career had got hundreds of thousands
of dollars, had been arrested several
times, but through influence of
erooked politicians, bribery, ete., they
never had been convicted or spent
more than a few hours in jail while
the machine was put in motion. The
methods which had kept them out of
jail in the United States helped to
keep them in jail in Canada; for al-
though represented by a Toronto law-
ver from Welland, who was also a
Member of Parliament, a lawyer from
New York City, and also one from
Chicago, not to speak of a New York
politician, and a gentleman from a
prominent bonding company, who
were prepared to put up twenty
thousand dollars bail for their ap-
pearance, they spent six weeks over
the “Don” on remand or awaiting
trial. At last they were brought before
a High Court Judge, and were allow-
ed out on five thousand dollars bail.
Gerne was rearrested and taken back
to New York for trial. Gondorf got
out of the country as soon as he
could get a train to take him. Neither
of them turned up for trial and the
bond was handed over to the Govern-
ment. Through their unceremonious
treatment in the Toronto Police
Court, they must have lost their
prestige in their own country, for
shortly after their return to New
York Gondorf was sent to Sing Sing
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for five to ten years, and Gerne from
one to three years.

In carrying out their bogus stock
swindling transactions they had one
of their gang conducting a b
brokerage office in the “Driscoll”
Building in Philadelphia, while an-
other member of the outfit was super-
vising a “phoney” boat factory at Lin-
den, N.J., where the unsinkable cork
boat was supposed to be made. With
the exception of the New Jersey mos-
quito Swamps, the nearest water was
twenty miles away. In selling the
stock the intended vietim was always
requested to call up by ’phone the
Philadelphia broker, and find out
what he was paying for it, or the
manager of the Linden factory for
information regarding the number of
boats they were turning out. The
information was a}z*ways satisfactory.

One day I was trying a prisoner for
stealing a watch from a man’s pocket.
The evidence was very clear; the
watch was traced to the thief and re-
covered. The counsel for the de-
fence cross-questioned the complain-
ant with great vehemence, and asked
him if he had not mislaid or lost his
watch. The witness denied this, and
said it had been picked from his
pocket. ~The counsel vehemently
argued that this was impossible with-
out it being noticed. The Crown At.
torney, Mr. Corley, was sitting close
alongside of the counsel, who was in.
tently engaged in the cross-examing.
tion, and he very deftly slipped the
counsel’s watch out of his
without his knowledge, and took it
around to the Chief Inspector in
charge of the Court and asked him to
hand it up to me on the Bench, T
laid it on my calendar till the counse]
had concluded his tirade upon the
witness, and looking at the clock on
the wall of the Court I took out my
watech and asked if the clock wag
right. The counsel looked for hig
watch and said,

“Someone has taken my watch. T
had it a few minutes ago.”
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I said, “perhaps this is your wateh,
it was handed to me by the Inspector
just now, when you were insisting that
no one could take a watch from aman
without his noticing it. See if this
is your watch.

He knew then that Mr. Corley had
picked his pocket. He took the joke
very good naturedly, althg)ugh he was
sometimes chaﬁed%about it.

he following report appeared in
1'1:5 Toronto News March 3rd, 1913:

Sent a Lawyer to say he was dead!
Magistrate Denison called upon to arbitrate
the McGrath difficulties.

comedy in the Police Court this
mo'll':;ng was ysnpplied by the well-known
headliners Mr. and Mrs. Mike MeGrath.
Mrs., McGrath said that Mike had refused
to l;'y her the $3.00 per week that the

had ordered.
Co.'}? gave her $5.00 a couple of days

17 gaid Mike. :
"’Goloﬂ, you villain, you never did,”’

wife.
“Blllli: stole $300 off me, your Honour,’’

Mike. :
‘e‘e?a;d, you low, low thing! I never did.

make your money anyway?
g;' ”ﬁiiggy?;ooze’f” continued his better

¢¢1 didn’t sell booze. It was you that
,,.,,{eg to sell it, and I stopped you,’’

Mike.
"‘ffa‘:ﬁg on him, your Honour,’’ econ-

rs. Mike, striking a dramatic
tined ‘?IThe granc’lfather of twenty-five.

g: ¢ a nice-looking bum? He sent a
'te:l ehere to report that he was dead.’’
¢i‘well, he isn’t is he?’’ commented

Magistrate Denison.
Mike Pays Up
«¢No, I’m not, your Homnour,’’ verified
Mike l¢gnd I never sent a lawyer to say
4 )

X ceWell, will you pay her the $3.00%’’

Magistrate. :
"?&“},:?er mag It’s worth it to get rid

. I’ve been keeping her whole
::nl;]e; for years,”’ said Mike, as he

hand er the cash. :
Thzd :avse was then adjourned until

ealled on. 5

derly Scotch woman was

e eloneyday for stealing some
articles in a department shop, and
came up in court the next morning
for trial. The Police Court Matron,
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the late Mrs. Whiddon, was looking
after her, and the woman was in great
distress, asking her what she ought
to do. Mrs. Whiddon said she might
get a lawyer if she could pay for one.
The woman told her that her husband
had $200.00 in the bank which they
had saved up, and she asked her to
see her husband about getting a law-
yer. Mrs. Whiddon found the hus-
band waiting for the court to open,
and she advised him to secure a law-
yer for his wife.

“I canna dae that,” he replied,
“I canna afford it.”

“Your wife told me you had over
$200 in the bank.”

“Ou aye, I ken that, but that was
saved up for an eg{mirgency.”

A man was up before me onece for
stealing a sovereign from a neighbour.
There was a strong case of suspicion
but the man insisted the sovereign
which was found in his possession
was a keepsake which had been given
to his wife at their wedding. The
wife was called to corroborate this,
and she swore that the sovereign had
been in their possession since her
marriage. I asked in what year they
were married, and when she told me,
I said, “Then this cannot be the same
one for it was not coined for several
years after”.

I convicted the thief and gave the
sovereign back to ;he owner.

I have often received peculiar let-
ters. The following is from a poor
woman whose son was up for some
small theft:

Colinel Denison
Ser

Toronto, Oect. 12th,

Mrs. Goaldstone is appealing
to you for leanisy for my son that as
erred and strayed like a lost sheep, wich
he is truly sorry. He is a kind good boy
to me, never toches drink I am a widdow
and geting old it is a sad blow to me I
am a respectable ‘woman and worked
nearly 20 years for the late Mrs. :
and assist in the pantry meny times when
you was at her diner partyes. I lost a
kind good friend to me, as you are a
parent be lenient to your humble servant.
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A man stole a good suit of clothes
from another man’s house, and left
his own old suit in place of it. He
escaped and was not arrested for
some months, and was then brought
before me for the theft. After hear-
ing the evidence, which was strong
against him, I asked him if he had
anything to say. He claimed that
the complainant had stolen his suit
first. I asked him if he had another
suit of clothes. He said, “No.”

I said, “Then you must have been
naked when you stole the complain-
ant’s,” and I promgtly sentenced him.

A little old-fashioned woman unac-
customed to the ways of Court was
in the witness-box giving evidence
evidently for the first time.

As she was telling her story to the
Crown Attorney, 1 suddenly asked
her a question. She was a little af-
frighted by this unexpected atten-
tion, and making an old style curtesy
she replied with some awe, “Yes, Oh,
Lord”.

I have been called “Your Worship,”
“Your Homour,” “Your Reverence”
and “Your Majesty”, but seldom has
anyone shown such respect for the
Court as this old l;ody did.

A Horse TaEFT CASE

Ox one occasion some years ago I
had a most peculiar case, in connec-
tion with the straying of a young
horse belonging to a widow which
escaped from its pasture, and found
its way to a farm some miles away,
where it joined the farmer’s horses.
The farmer thought he recognized it,
as the property of a neighbour who
lived not many miles away. He al-
lowed it to pasture with his own
horses, until the neighbour would
come for it, or until he met him to
tell him about it. Through careless-
ness the matter lapsed for some weeks
and when he told his friend that his
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horse was with his horses, the friend
denied knowing anything about it,
and said his horse was at home. The
horses were very much alike.

The farmer after further delay and
further efforts to discover the owner,
sold the horse to a man, for fifteen
dollars, who not long after sold it to
a pedlar for forty-five dollars. The
pedlar used it in his business for
a considerable time. One day the
railway man at a railway crossing on
Bloor Street, saw the pedlar driving
the horse, and was satisfied that it
was the widow’s horse that had been
stolen or had strayed away months
before. He told the widow of it, and
she asked him to tell the pedlar if he
saw him again, to call and see her as
she had some things she wanted to
sell.

When the pedlar came to her place
she recognized the horse at once as
the one she thought had been stolen
from her field. The pedlar was
charged before me with stealing the
horse. He said in defence that he
had bought the horse from a man he
knew (some time before) and that he
could procure him. When this man
was brought before me, he admitted
that he had sold the horse but said he
had bought it from a farmer named
Moffatt for fifteen dollars. Moffatt
was summoned to appear in Co
and told of the horse having strayed
into his place, and that not being able
to find the owner, he had sold it for
fifteen dollars.

After hearing all the evidence I
said, “This horse belongs to the widow
and always has,” and I told Moffatt
to pay back the fifteen dollars to the
man to whom he had sold the horse.
I told the purchaser to pay back the
forty-five dollars to the pedlar from
whom he had received it, and said.:
“The horse will go to the owner.””
This was settled in a few minutes,
and I think on equitable principles
and without costs.
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A COMMON GARDEN IDYLL

BY ADAM HAROLD BROWN

@ N a certain Spring after-
N noon, Mr. Bowermeek—a

I small man with an aes-
/ thetic temperament with-
out the taste — strode
through the side passage-
way of his semi-detached residence,
and before crossing his own heartl_l-
stone, peeked over the femce. This
observer was a man of parts; in other
words, believing himself closely asso-
ciated with the “tenth” Muse, he was
fairly effervescent with what he cal_led
lyrical rhyme. In fa_ct, poetical
aphorisms flowed from his mouth like
road-oil on a dusty pavement. Had

ou met him on the street and men-
tioned Lord Byron, Messrs. Longfel-
low and Browning, or any of ‘those
chaps, he would have beamed his ap-
proval. Further, if you had a mild
eye, he would spout a few original
lines and complain that nowadays th’e
sordid barons of the press couldn’t
appreciate the real stuff. Yes, in the
making of verse he was simply versa-

%he Bowermeeks’ immediate peigl_l-
bours were a family of the historie
name of Smith. Though having mov-
ed in only a week before, the heads of
the respective houses had but a pass-
ing acquaintance. At present this
Smith person, hands on hip, was stol-
idly surveying his earth-plots. Afte_r
digging them up in a decidedly busi-
ness-like way and cutting trenches
without the slighest imagination, he
had sown seeds in a perfectly conven-
tional manner.

‘When Mr. Bowermeek looked_over
the fence his eye became exceedingly
eritical.
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“Hi, Smith!” he called with scorn-
ful dignity, “what’s that you're mak-
ing 9” ;

“Eh?” ejaculated Mr. Smith, turn-
ing with a start. “Oh, it’s you is it?
Well, according to the Standard Die-
tionary, it’s a garden.”

Mr. Bowermeek hardly restrained
his mirth. ““Itisa garden,’” he up-
spoke. “A garden? Heavens, what a
Jjoke!” was his impromptu effort.
“But what,” he wanted to know,
“what are you going to do with it?”

“Nothing much,” was the cool re-
ply; “only helping to feed the world.
That’s all. I tell you, Bowermeek,
we’re not going to be starved by those
durned Bolshevikies”

The other stared. “Goodness, gra-
cious! You surely don’t think there’s
any chance of starving9”

“Perhaps not; but look at the way
food prices ha’ gone up—still goin’
up—and ain’t coming down. Remem-
ber how it was a few years ago ?”

“But, my dear sir, that was in war-
time. Now all is changed. Why, The
Planet says—>

“You're too optimistic, Bowermeek.
I'm no political guy, but I know that
for a long time after peace we’ll need
all the food we can raise. That’s why
I'm growing vegetables.”

“But why vegetables only?” the
critic argued. “Why not flowers
too? Nature’s beautiful florescence
blooms—”

“I’m a practical man,” Smith re-
turned, “not a poetry nut like you.
This is built to grow things, not make
rhymes.”

“Then, Smith,” Mr. Bowermeek
called over his shoulder as he entered
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his own back door, “put in your appli-
cation for the Gardeners’ Union.
Pretty good that,” he chuckled to him-
self, eyeing the silent range. “It takes
me to make these witty retorts.”
“Is that you?” called the wife of
his bosom from the dining-room.
“Yes, my dear,” replied the mild
voiee in question. “It’s me! The gen-
eral news is pretty good to-night. I
got a copy of The Evening Planet—"
Mrs. Bowermeek, entering the kit-
chen, glanced out of the window.
“Mr. Smith’s been working there
since five o’clock,” she hinted.
Her husband peered over her shoul-
der, scorning the Smith domain.
“That fellow says he’s going to feed
the world, Amazonia. And he calls
that mixture a garden! That!”
“Well, it looks like a garden to me.”

“Bah! No science there! No
theory! No—. Now if I was to start
a garden—"

“Yes, that’s what I've often

thought,” cut in his wife. “Why don’t
yout”

“Eh, what?” cried Mr. Bowermeek,
turning quickly. “Me, Oh, er, why,
you see—"

“I see a man who loafs around from
half-past five to eight.”

“Hang it all, Amazonia, I will start
3 g!?’rden and show you all what I can

0

“Do you really mean it?” she asked
doubtfully.

“Such is my manifest intention,”
with dignity.

“Then we won’t need to buy any
vegetables this summer,” replied Mrs.
Bowermeek.

“Don’t be mercenary, my love. I
mean to grow flowers as well. Na-
ture’s—"

“You can’t eat flowers,” was the
retort. “They may be beautiful, but
they soon fade.” M3

“¢A thing of beauty is a joy for
ever, ” quoted the poety with relish.

“Well, all right; so long as you
don’t grow any free verse.”

But Mr. Bowermeek was slightly
nettled. “Now hear me, 'Amazoma.,”
he cried, striking a favourite street car
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attitude, highly favoured by the late
Mark Antony, “by the sweet-tongued
Keats, by the flute-throated Tenny-
son, I shall make such a garden and
raise such flowers and vegetables fit
to, ahem, to set before a king.”

And with this mild plagiarism from
Mother Goose, he beat a safe and
speedy retreat upstairs.to peruse the
thrilling ecolumns of The Planet.

“Dear me,” sighed Mrs. Bower-
meek as she lit the gas stove. “I'm
sure he’ll get tangled up in some-
thing.” Then, requesting her daugh-
ter Carolina to set the table, she pro-
ceeded to fry the evening potatoes.

But soon after six another question
arose. “I don’t know what’s keeping
your father, Carrie,” that damsel was
informed. “Supper’s all ready, and
I’ve rattled a plate at the stairs, but
he doesn’t hear. ’Tisn’t like him.”

“I’ll go up and tell him,” said Caro-
lina, laying aside the romantic novel
she was reading. She reappeared in
a few minutes, followed by her eap-
tured parent.

“T never heard you, my dear,” he
advised his wife. “I became so en-
grossed in The Planet’s news—"

“Think our baseball team ’ull win
the pennant this year, Pop ¥’ inquired
Master Alfred Bowermeek, aged ten,
whom the tactless neighbours referred
to as a “limb”.

“I guess so, Alfred,” abstractedly.
“But,” he addressed his better half
“T discovered that The Planet is de:
voting a page to ‘Amateur Garden-
ing,” like they do other years. This
time it’s conducted by a remarkah
intelligent man; he has the nom-de-
plume of ‘Uncle Bill Farmer’. News-
papers, I believe, sometimes use ficti-
tious names.”

“Ts that so?” murmured Mrs. Bow-
ermeek, who was always suspicious of
the public press.

“Yes; but this ‘Uncle Bill’ has a
high intelligence. He says that gar-
dening, digging and hoeing is a very
healthy exercise for boys between
eight and sixteen.”

“Aw gee!” wailed Master Alfred,
who had visions of a ruined summer,
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“What’s he know about it anyway?

Making us work all day! He must
be crazy!” § :

“Donyt be disrespectful, sir!” chid-
ed his father.

“Aw, this crazy farmer fellow’s got
no more sense 'n a cat!” :

“Silence, sir,” Mr. Bowermeek,.Just-
ly incensed, caught his son a fillip on
the ear. It was only slight, and for
a moment Master Bowermeek was un-
decided whether to yell or to be sur-
prised. But his mother decided for
lm‘!‘II‘IOW dare you, Mr. Bowermeek ?”
she cried, patting her angel’s ear.
“What a thing—to fly into a temper
and strike your innocent child! I'm
ashamed of you, Mr, B.!” :

“T never meant to hurt him,” pro-
tested the defendant. “Let me ex-

Jain, Amazonia.”

1t took the rest of the meal to soothe
the ruffled lady of the house.

The next afternoon, Mr. Bower-
meek made a careful reconnaissance

back door.
at‘%ls you’re back, eh ¥’ was his wife’s

ng. : 3
“Yes, my dear,” he replied quickly ;
“hope you're feeling well. Are—” 2

“What’s that you’ve got there?
she interrupted, pointing to a parcel
he carried tucked undgr one arm;
“more books, I suppose.’

“Why, oh, er, yes, my love, these
are a couple of books,” he admitted.
“But,” he hastened to add, “I picked
them up cheap.” ;

“Anything you want is always
cheap,” Mrs. Bowermeek spoke with
cold emphasis. “I don’t suppose you
know where they are giving away a
few dresses or bonnets, do you?”

“Now, my dear,” begged the little
man. “Just wait a moment. Think
what these books mean to us! ’l‘hm}f
what we’re going to save! Think—

“T’m tired,” was the weary retort,
“of always doing your thinking.
‘What are those books?” o

“They’re on amateur gardening,
he replied with inward relief.
“Thought I might as well have a little
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advice on the subject. This ene is
called ‘Helpful Hints for Home Gar-
dening,” by the celebrated Professor
Grubbe. It ecertainly looks good.
Hum-mm. This other one by the
learned Dr. Josephus Bush is entitled
‘The Gardener’s Friend, or How to
Plant a Ten Acre Lot Fine! Then
this paper is The Evening Planet.
Pleasure as well as profit. Eh! What’s
this? Why, bless my soul!” This af-
fectionate appellation was called forth
by the startling appearance of Mas-
ter Alfred Bowermeek, who shot in
the back door, his hands and face
streaked with congealed clay, while
portions clung to his youthful an-
atomy.

“What d’you mean coming in
like—¢” began his father.

“Me an’ Percy White’s been havin'
a fine time,” answered the ingenuous
youth, “digging a trench in the back
yard. The earth’s soft an’ mushy,
an’ we got down about two feet.”
Breaking off, he stared at his par-
ents.

“What’s this!” The little man was
hotly aroused. “Digging in the back
vard? Listen to me, Alfred. I am
going to make a garden in—”

“Go and scrape that mud off, young
man,” commanded Mrs. Bowermeek
sternly. “Don’t you dare come track-
Ing up my clean kitchen.”

“But attend to me, Alfred. T in-
tend to plant flowers and vegetables

in the yard, so in future you are not

to dig there.”

“But, Pop, it’s the only place I have
to play in.”

“Not another word, Alfred, not an-
other word,” reproved the elder Bow-
ermeek, “play somewhere else. Dig
in Willie Smith’s yard. T intend to
use ours.”

“Huh!” remarked Master Alfred.
He slid toward the dining-room door,
but under the menace of his mother’s
finger slouched stoopwards to remove
the alluvial deposits.

“Dear me,” thought Mr. Bower-
meek, standing helplessly in the
middle of the floor; “It’s very annoy-
ing. Faney if he had dug it up after
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I had planted the seeds! That re-
minds me: I'll need some seeds. I
suppose I'd better dig it up a bit.
Loosen the earth, eh? Don’t seem to
care about doing it, but 1I’d best get
it over. I'll go over the books after
dinner.”

With the air of a martyr, he search-
ed for and found the family spade,
and like a well-fed alderman planting
a memorial tree, he began to dig. He
could hear Smith pottering around in
his garden.

“Poor creature,” reflected Mr. Bow-
ermeek, imagining a luxurious vegeta-
tion ; “how envious he will be of me!”

After the dinner things were clear-
ed away, and Master Alfred had un-
willingly begun to study his lessons,
Mr. Bowermeek picked up “The Gar-
dener’s Friend”. He read the first
three pages with a tranquil smile; at
page five his face assumed a worried
look ; at the ninth page a frown dark-
ened his Shakespearian brow, and at
the tenth he closed the book.

“Ahem, my dear Amazonia,” he
said in answer to her facial query,
“this is rather heavy reading. I think
I am quite competent to go ahead my-
self. I’ll see what The Planet has
to say.” Then for some time the only
sounds were the weary sighs from the
young student.

“Ah, this is the stuff,” Mr. Bower-
meek chuckled. “Here’s a clever
‘Amateur Gardening’ page. This
Unele Bill Farmer’ knows what he’s
talking about. Just listen to this—
does my reading interrupt you, Al-
fred 1”

“Sure not, Pop,” replied the ami-
able student, delighted at any inter-
ruption. “Are you going to read the
jokes ?”

“Ahem!” began Mr. Bowermeek,
too ocupied to notiece his son’s remark.
««phere are stated to be many ways
to successfully raise a crop of sweet
corn,’ ” he read, “ ‘but the one given
below is found extremely satisfactory.
First, after plowing and watering the
field, carefully rake the ground. Then
dig circular abrasions 1n the earth 8
inches apart and 4 deep, I which

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

gsecrete the seeds.” That’s well put!™
approved the would-be gardener, “He
says, ‘if a cyclone, a cloutburst, or a
drought does not assail the newly
planted field, there is every reason to
expect a bountiful crop.’ There’s a
lot more about other vegetables as
well as flowers. I’ll make a list of the
seeds I want, and I'll buy The Planet
every night.”

“But you don’t want to raise corn,”
said Mrs. Bowermeek dryly. “Do
you?”’

“Of course .not,” he gave such a
foolish question the scorn it deserved.
“This only illustrates the ingrained
cleverness of the man.”

After which retort courteous, Mr.
Bowermeek found a last year’s seed
catalogue and soon was lost in a maze
of cosmos, fuchsias, gloxinias, azalia
indica, refer to page so-and-so, ete.
He did not gain much satisfaction
from it. When the conventional good-
nights had been bandied back and
forth, falling asleep (as was usual)
he dreamed of flowers, vegetables, gar’.
dens, back yards, and cornstalks tall
as the tallest bank building; he
dreamed of himself fondly embrac-
ing the talented farm-editor of The
Planet, or being erowned with lan
he couldn’t remember exactly which it
was.

Next day he bought the seeds. Be-
fore dinner he planted sweet peas,
cauliflowers, nasturtiums, begonias
and artichokes. Barely waiting until
dessert was decently finished, he rush-
ed out again, the red light of action
gleaming in his eye, and succeeded in
“secreting” a bed of radishes, a row
of string beans, some scarlet dahlias,
and six tomato plants. Then, straight-
ening himself, he beamed on his
hagdiwlrlork.

t that moment his neighbour
his head over the fence. ¥ o

“T bet the profiteers would be mad,”
he said rather facetiously, “if they
knew what you’re at. You've cer-
tainly got a great conglomeration,
Bowermeek. I stick to carrots, beets
and beans. Is that a tulip bulb you’re
going to put in?”
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Mr. Bowermeek snorted. “Don’t
try to be funny, Smith. ‘What’s wrong
with this tulip ?” ;

“Oh, nothin’. Only it otta be plant-
ed in the Fall. But you’re doing the

atriotic thing, Bowermeek, even
5—.” The insufferable creature dis-

ed.

aplpie:; dare he patronize a higher
intellect? How dare he criticize?
Though it might be best to keep the
tulip till the autumn. But such ex-
ernciating taste! Carrots, beets and
peans! Ugh!

It was g%'owing dark, and Mr. Bow-
ermeek felt very stiffi—he had been
working for nearly half an l,mur. So
he retired to receive his wife’s antare-
tie stare and the advice of “Uncle Bill

er”.
Fa'll:l!ia week following he watched anx-
jously for floral signs, and their non-
arrival puckered his brow with worry.
Do not think this versatile gentleman
had never attempted a garden before.
He had; in fact several times. But
other years a few weeks after the
seeds had been planted, he wandered
on another tack, and if the flowers did
appear, his mind soared above them.

One hot evening in June, wander-
ing to the front door to have a look
at the weather, he found Carolina en-
tertaining a young man.

“Alllllellx:lgl” {nsmuated Mr. Bower-
mee‘iks‘ that you, father?” asked his
daughter languidly. “This is Mr.
Fustle. He’s a reporter on one of the

- ers.”
blq‘g:l?ghted to meet you, my dear
friend,” chortled the genial
}ymgt. “You’re a reporter, eh? It
must be very interesting work. On
what paper are your talents engaged,
if I may inquire?”

Mr. Fustle looked bored, but played
up nobly. He was a medium-sized

outh, with a complexion slightly re-
ﬁeved by freckles, and curly hair. He
considered himself a natty dresser,
which was amply proved by his gor-
red tie and glittering tan boots,
topped by the cutest hose. All these
things counted, and he was admiring-
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ly dubbed by his confréres “a hot
sport”.

“I'm on the staff of The Ewvening
Planet,” the youth replied, hoping
the old chap would soon go in.

“‘The Planetl’-” gasped Mr. Bow-
ermeek. “Why I read it every night.
It’s a very fine paper.”

“Yep,” replied Mr. Fustle, “it’s
pretty good.”

“What branch—er—position do
you oceupy on the staff ¢

“Oh,” was the modest reply, “I
generally go over the editorials before
they’re printed; put in the pep, you
know. Course I write a good many
things myself, but I mostly fix up the
other fellows’ stuff.” He thought of
dubbing himself managing editor,
but decided he’d gone the limit.

Mr. Bowermeek’s -mouth falling
ajar, he stared at his informant with
wide eyes.

“There is one column in your paper
in which I am much interested,” he
began earnestly. “It is the page on—
er—gardening, conducted by a person
called —er—‘Unele Bill Farmer.’ Do
you know——%”

“It’s pretty good stuff,” cut in Mr.
Fustle. “You like it?”

“It’s excellent. Er—ah, is he a
farmer 9”

“Well not exactly a farmer,” an-
swered Mr. Fustle, with a silent grin,
“but there are lots of chaps that know
more about farming than the farmers
themselves.”

“Quite true,” agreed his delighted
hearer.

“Isn’t the moon lovely, rising above
those flaky clouds, Charlie?” re-
marked the ignored Carolina, shoot-
ing a pained glance at her tactless
parent, which was lost in the dark.

“Eh? Oh sure!” responded the
mainstay of The Planet, then per-
ceiving more was expected, he added
with unction, “It certainly is!”
Wish the old boy would fade away
and have a snooze, he thought. Just
then an idea flashed through his fer-
tile mind. “Have a cigarette,” and
he gallantly offered his box.
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“Eh, what?” cried Mr. Bowermeek,
with a pleased’ smile. “Why, er,
Charlie, don’t care if I do.” He ex-
tracted one, and after a covert study
lighted it with an “eight day” match.
«] don’t know how long it is since L ;
smoked one of these things,” he re-
marked, giving a backward glance
through the open door. “Ahem, it’s
very nice, but if you young people will
excuse me, Ill take a look at my
garden.”

In the privacy of his own back
yard, he minutely inspected the white
circular object. “It is funny,” he
ruminated, “that men prefer to smoke
pipes.” And then this particular
cigarette, in the heyday of its youth
and glory, was ignominiously thrust
into the ash can.

At breakfast the next morning Miss
Bowermeek inquired what her father
thought of Mr. Fustle.

“Why,—er—my dear,” was the re-
ply, “I thought him a very estimable
young man. Yes, indeed. His tan
boots reminded me of your mother’s
tomato catsup.”

“He does dress stylish,” agreed
Carolina. “Those socks must have
cost quite a bit. But, father, I want
to tell you——"

“Young people are awful extrava-
gant nowadays,” put in Mrs. Bower-
meek. “Now when I was a gir 5
This gem of youthful reminiscence
was lost, for Master Alfred, swallow-
ing a piece of toast the wrong way,
had to be thumped on the back.

For three successive nights Mr.
Bowermeek kept away from the front
stoop. But on the fourth he could
resist no longer. He passed through
the house and stood framed in the
un-Gothic doorway, prefacing himself
by a gentle cough. : )

The reportorial one was informing
Carolina that he feared the entire
Planet would fail, bust, and utter-
ly smash up if its saving genius, one
Mr. Charles K. Fustle, agan ’went
away. At the slight “ahem” he
looked up, and the conversation drop-
ped.  Carolina remarked it was a
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beautiful night, the polite youth re-
sponded “sure,” and Mr. Bowermeek
cleared his throat.

“Speaking of newspapers,” he be-
gan with splendid irrelevance, “I sup-
pose in your work you find it neces-
sary to read a good deal of the old
masters, eh?”

“The what ” Mr. Fustle ejaculated.
“D’you mean the fellows that write
the sport page or prohibition news?”

“1 pefer to the old writers and
poets, such as Keats, Byron, and
Longfellow.”

“Oh them !” answered the authority
as if he and the aforementioned per-
sons lived in the same flat. “Sure, I
know their stuff. Byron does some
good work, but that crazy loon Keats
makes me sick.”

“Wh-w-what I’ gasped Mr. Bower-
meek, nearly losing his temper, and
falling back against the door. “Keats!
Don’t be disrespectful to those great
men who have gone! Oh dear, I
must go to my garden!”

He staggered through the house in
a dazed way. “He doesn’t like Keats!
The upstart!” muttered Mr. Bower-
meek, “worming himself into my
favour only to bite the hand that
would willingly talk with him. Oh
wretched boy, I have been misled!
Oh ungrateful young man! taking
up my porch and stealing my inne-
cent child’s heart! What!” he
cried, beset by a terrible thought,
“can the villain mean to——I can
hardly believe it! But I noticed he
grew red when I spoke to him, and
Carolina seemed embarrassed.
was that? Supposing he has induced
her to fly! Oh dear! What should
I do? It is my duty as a parent to
protect my child. I will go and un-
mask the soft-spoken deceiver who
doesn’t like Keats!”

Through the darkened house he
peered. Then changing his mind, he
cautiously went around the side way,
He peeked round the brick corner,
Horrors! The porch was empty!

Stepping out he caught sight of
Carolina and Mr. Fustle disappear-
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ing up the street. Mr. Bowermeek
staggered back against the door jam.

“Too late!” he gasped. “They’re
gone! Oh, I am thankful Amazonia
is not here; it would break her heart.”

It was growing dark and M}'.
Bowermeek was glad, for it hid his
grief. A red automobile cavorted
past, seattering a perfume of attar-de-

line; to the distracted gentleman
it seemed as if the tail-li_ght ‘wmked
unkindly. He had a wild idea of
ringing in a fire ala_rm, but he got a
grip on himself in time. The leering
man in the moon had witnessed the
entire scene, yet he offered no satis-

ion.
fa(‘!‘tIowill follow at once,” he thought.
“] must overtake them.”

Poetry and romance would have
the irate parent pursue the eloping
couple in a post chaise or on a sorrel
eob; Mr. Bowermeek thought Of.thl-s
hazily as he tried to assume a digni-
fied tread when passing the obnoxious
Smith house. :

At the corner he paused. irresolute.
] think they turned up this way,” he
murmured. He was now on a semi-
business street, where the glqrmg
store windows sneered at his misery
and the careless pro_menaders gave no
heed to the hatless little man.

«What shall I do when I ecatch
him$” he pondered. “Will I choke
him? Or would it be better to treat
him with contempt? No; I think I
will simply shoot him and get it

»

over. : :

A lighted window threw an irregu-
lar yellow splash on the pavement.
The coloured jar on each side, and
the row of patent-medicine bottles be-
gpoke the drug-store even before you
heard the buzz of the soda-water
fountain. Mr. Bowermeek looked in.
Then he straightened himself with
an electric jerk. For, seated calmly
at the counter, oblivious of the furore
they had created, were Carolina and

oung Mr. Fustle. They were both
iymbibing very pink coloured ice
cream soda. He was doing the talk-
ing — a great deal of it — and she
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punctuated her rapt attention with
sodafied giggles.

Mr. Bowermeek looked, saw, and
turned away. His revulsion of feel-
ing was terrible; that is to say, he
slunk home like a man who had been
buncoed out of fifty dollars.

Summer, as the poet would remark,
was fleeting like a passing dream.
Mr. Bowermeek thought of this dimly,
standing disconsolate in the middle
of his dejected garden.

The sweet peas had risen to a height
of four feet, eight inches, and then
drooped; some of the other flowers
did appear, but they were not what
they should have been. However

the mnasturtiums flourished right
merrily, thereby gladdening his
heart.

But the vegetables,—ah, there’s the
rub! Denizens of the garden stratum
showed a particular liking for the
carrots; the radishes were surrepti-
tiously devoured by Master Alfred
and his confederates, who in turn
blamed it on the family cat; while
the least said about the cauliflowers
and artichokes, the better. And the
tomato plants, pride of Mr. Bower-
meek’s heart, hung out four unhappy-
coloured pieces of fruit, which in the
course of a single night, withered
and shrunk to nothing more than woe-
begone pulps.

One morning at breakfast Mrs.
Bowermeek fixing her vis-d-vis with
an icy eye, remarked that she thought
a man who didn’t know how to run a
garden shouldn’t try. To which her
husband replied that he knew very
well how to run one.

“It doesn’t look like it,” the lady
retorted. “Now there’s Mr. Smith’s—"

“You know, Amazonia,” he tried to
ignore the hateful name, “you know
I have been grossly misled ; this—er—
‘Uncle Bill Farmer’ is a fraud and
an impostor!”

“Father,” said Carolina, “you have
no right to speak of him in that way.”

“Of who?” demanded the head of
the house of Bowermeek.
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“Why, don’t you know? Charlie
Fustle writes The Planet’'s gardening
page. I wanted to tell you, but you
always looked so worried and——
queer. That night you talked about
Keats he was telling me about his
adventures over in France. Of
course he wasn’t in any big battle—
but he’s a hero just the same. Don’t
you think so, father?” Carolina
blushed quite prettily. But for a
moment the silence was intense.
Then :

“I always knew,” Mr. Bowermeek
rose nobly to the occasion, “I was
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always convinced he was an extreme-
ly fine young man.”

But viewing his disconsolate earth
plots that evening, can you wonder
his mind was rather confused? The
garden was a failure, that was certain.
The expert advice had merely been
camouflage after all. His airy dreams
of the moment had tumbled like a
house of cards. Moreover, Mrs. Bow-
ermeek remained autocrat of his
baronial keep, and the little man was
no philosopher.

But he was an optimist, which suf-
fices for a great deal.

* 5 *
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BY MAY

HE business,” said Mr.
Rawlden, “is confiden-
tial.” .
There was an ensuing
pause during which the
’ two men took each
r’s measure. .
otl,ljleohn (Gesdell nodded. “Of course,”
he replied cautiously, “we have a great
deal of confidential business to do for
ients.”
ou{i::vllden raised his brows as he
glanced round this inner sanctum be-
ing to the famous jewellers. He
had heard, it is true, of society ladies
wning or selling family heirlooms
and having their counterparts made
in paste wherewith to deceive their
husbands. Yes, he had heard and re-
marked as much to the keen-eyed busi-
ness man who had every appearance
ntleman.
Of;ogt;eng Gesdell smiled. “One does
not talk of such things,” he remarked,
“in fact, one does not talk of business
»
“H‘il:.client’s face brightened. “Good,”
he said in quite naive satisfaction,
“that is what I like to hear. Again I
t my business is confidential,
may I rely on your diseretion 9
Rawlden slipped his hand into his
pocket, took out a small leather
case, deliberately opened it and
prought out a folded paper which he
across to the jeweller. The lat-
ter spread it out upon the tapl_e and
studied the pencilled sketch critically.
«Diamonds ?” he queried, looking at
the paper from several angles.
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“And emeralds,” said Rawlden,
drawing a deep breath, “that is the
sketch of a tiara which has been in
my step-mother’s family for genera-
tions. She is the last living represen-
tative, she had hoped to leave it to
my step-sister, who if she married
was to take my mother’s maiden name.
My sister, however, eloped when she
was seventeen and went abroad, where
she died. The tiara has for many
years been in my possession. In March
it was stolen from me; I did every-
thing in my power to discover the
thief, but the detectives have been at
fault. Still, T hope, I am convineed,
it will eventually be discovered. In
the meantime a niece has unexpected-
ly put in an appearance. She is my
late step-sister’s only child, orphaned.
My mother has received her. It will
soon, I know, be a question of produe-
ing the tiara to give to Cynthia. If
it had not been for her arrival I feel
sure my mother would never have
asked to see the jewels again, for her
resentment against my sister was
acute. The girl changes everything,
and I dread the consequences should
my mother ask for the tiara and I fail
to produce it. My mother has a dis-
ease of the heart, and the shock, the
anger occasioned by such a loss, might
be fatal. You will now understand
why I want this work done at once, so
that if the original jewels should not
have been traced before my step-
mother asks for them I can satisfy her
with the paste representation until
the jewels are safe once more in my
keeping.”
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John Gesdell was pondering over
the sketch as his client spoke. It was
certainly an elaborate explanation to
give a mere jeweller, but Gesdell was
used to all sorts of eccentricities in
his clients’ manner of giving orders.

“The work shall be put in hand at
onee, sir,” he said, “though I can give
no date for its completion. There is
a great deal of fine handling needed
here which I shall have to do myself.
But you can rely upon my getting it
done as soon as possible.

Rawlden nodded and rose.

“If you could give an approximate
date,” he said carelessly, “I would call
for it.”

Gesdell hesitated.

“I am afraid that is impossible,” he
replied, “it is most uncertain. Kindly
leave me your address and I will drop
you a line when the tiara is finished.”

He had an intuitive knowledge that
the other hesitated, and again a vague
suspicion, born first half an hour be-
fore, flashed across his mind. He
looked keenly at this client, and the
latter, flushing duskily, drew out a
card and laid it on the table. Ges-
dell glanced at it—the address Bar-
tram Bawlden had given was that of
a business firm,

‘When Rawlden had gone after ur-
gent repetitions about wanting the
tiara at once, Gesdell sat down and
drew the pencilled sketch close again.
It was well done with neat markings
where emeralds and diamonds were
to be placed, yet Gesdell did not seem
satisfied. He frowned as he studied,
comparing the sketch with some other
illustrations.

“Queer,” he murmured, “that set-
ting is and yet is not conventional.
1 dare swear that design, irregular as
it is, was not the formation of a tiara
which has been handed down from
one generation to another. There’s
something wrong—somewhere.”

In his way Gesdell was a connois-
seur in jewels and their setting. Jew-
eller by trade he was gentleman by
birth and a rich man into the bargain,
yet, being on the right side of thirty
and a bachelor, he preferred sticking
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to trade where many men in his posi-
tion would have gone into society
which ever opens its doors to the gol-
den key.

He laid down the drawing at last,
and took up the business card. As
he did so he started, half closing his
eyes as a man who suddenly recollects
what has escaped his memory.

“Rawlden and Quandy,” he mur-
mured. “Of course! And this step-
mother of his must be the old Mrs.
Naughton I have heard Bessie men-
tion, she lives at Chitley’s Court, not
a mile from Bessie’s house. H’'m. I
wonder now if Bessie could have me
down for a week-end.”

He took up the telephone receiver
with the promptness of one who acts
on quick resolve, and two hours later
was seated on the train on his way to
Harleton in Herts., scarcely aware
himself why he was going.

Mrs, Emsden was delighted to see
the brother who had been her closest
chum since childhood.

“You dear,” she said, hugging him
“but why have you come after yarn:
ing so xzuch about the press of busi-
ness? Are you going in for ne
breakdown ?” e

Gesdell laughed.

“T look like it, don’t 19" he reto
“but the fact is I am interested in
someone in your neighbourhood. Will
you for once let me ask questions
whilst you refrain like the heroie soul
you are from asking me any in re.
turn #”

Bessie Emsden grimaced.

“You are a privileged person,” she
said, “I promise—though I don’t like
doing so a bit.”

So Gesdell asked his questio
after half an hour’s brisk colxlltear::
tion was in possession of certain facts,

Old Mrs. Naughton lived at the
Court; she was something of an in-
valid and had a step-son whom Bessie
disliked much, and described to her
brother’s complete satisfaction. ILast
week—no! this week as ever was, a
grand-daughter had arrived; very
pretty, very colonial, very uncon-
ventional, very young.
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“Of course, the old cats of the
neighbourhood are talk_ing,” added
Bessie, “they must gossip or they’d
bust, and they are horrified at this

thia Crysingten going to town in
the milk cart, riding the donkey bare-
backed through the village, ete. I
like the girl. She came to apologize
because her dog ‘rooted’ the gar-
»

“i}ood,” said Gesdell, “let it rootle
again and invite her in every time.
Chum with her, old girl, if you want
to please me, perhaps you could even
ask her in to tea to-morrow %” :

Bessie said she could—and she did.
‘What is more, the fair Cynthia came,
saw—and I was going to say con-
quered, only I'm not so sure that she
was not conquered herself! e,

She was a very pretty girl, in the
yivid, blue-eyed type, with masses of
untidy brown hair and a gorgeous

lexion.
eo!glln)e and Gesdell were hand ana
glove at once, fraternizing over a pet
dog which had caught its foot in a
trap. Gesdell helped to bind up a
bleeding paw and incidentally noted
the courage of this girl, her simpli-
city, her tender heart, and her friend-
ly bearing. He longed to ask ques-
tions about her uncle, but refrained.
The case was so curious, his suspi-
eions so unfounded, but when he left
on Tuesday morning he had a request
to make his sister. ;

“Chum with old Mrs. Naughton’s

d-daughter,” he urged. “I have a
__er—business reason for the request
whieh I can’t explain at present.”

Bessie Emsden laughed as she pat-
ted her brother on the shpulder. “T’ve
never heard it called business before,”
was her absurd reply, “but of course
1l chum with Cynthia, who is a
dear— and she helps cl)n a cerg;'lsltl;

mine about love at

‘?‘egg of

John Gesdell returned to town and
pusiness. He set to work the same
day on the tiara. It was fine work
as he had said to Rawlden, and he
found it most interesting because the
pattern was perfectly irregular. He
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knew exactly, being a connoisseur in
antiques, how those jewels ought to
have been set, and he became more
and more convinced that the original
pointing of that tiara was not in the
least like the design.

“I would give a good deal to see
that original,” the young man mused.
“Great Scott! it must have been worth
a fortune;—curious that the stealing
of such an important piece of jewel-
lery did not get advertised in the
papers.”

But altogether the business was a
“blind alley”, though all the time
Gesdell was asking himself the ob-
vious question—had Rawlden still
got the original tiara, and meant to
palm off the counterfeit on his niece?
Yet if so, how did the design come to
be bungled ? For Gesdell was sure the
Naughton heirloom had never been
pointed like the paste representation.

He went down to Harleton more
than once — after learning from
Bessie that Bartram Rawlden was
away from home—whilst Bessie, be-
ing feminine and therefore match-
making, saw to it that Cynthia was
always invited to meet him,

She was charming, that girl, Ges-
dell would have told you that a man
could not have been ordinary flesh
and blood who failed to fall in love
with her. He was “head over ears”
an hour after his first introduection,
and suffered the wusual agonizing
pangs of doubt and fear owing to
Cynthia’s  unresponsiveness.  She
treated him with a gay and quite
unconventional camaraderie where he
wanted blushes, shy glances, and
timid overtures to meet his own.
Cynthia’s laugh was as joyous as a
lark, her glances frank. Her hand-
shake the grip of a boy. She was in
fact as different from the ordinary
young woman, who eyes every eligible
young man as a possible mate, as
could be.

“I'm bubbling with excitement,”
she told Gesdell one Sunday. “Gran-
nie is going to give me a wonderful
present on my birthday, and I am to
wear it at the Rampton Hunt Ball.
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Guess what it is. I’ll not give you
more than two guesses.”

“An emerald and diamond tiara,”
said Gesdell promptly, watching the
pretty face opposite in keen serutiny.
Cynthia opened her eyes very wide.

“How did you know?”’ she ecried,
“] haven’t even told Bessie yet.”

Gesdell’s smile was enigmatical.

“So I am right,” he replied.

“You knew—it couldn’t have been
a guess. Yes, it is an emerald and
diamond tiara. The ‘Naughton’ tiara,
Girannie calls it, she told me all about
it last night,”—and the young girl’s
face grew wistful. “Do you know1”
she added, in a burst of confidence,
“about my mother — and Grannie
thinking that there never would be
anyone to wear the Naughton Tiara
again ¢’

“Yes,” said Gesdell, “I know. But
tell me, how does it come to be the
‘Naughton’ tiara?”

“Grannie told me that too,” nodded
Cynthia. “She married an Alan
Rawlden, but he took her maiden
name. That is always the way. When
I,” she blushed furiously, “if I,” she
supplemented, then broke off in that
hopeless embarrassment which takes
bashful eighteen unawares at times
when alluding to a subject we may
suppose to be very near her heart!

Mrs. Emsden happened to come in
at the moment, and Cynthia greeted
her with effusion. “Mr. Gesdell and
I have been talking secrets,” she said,
giving Gesdell his cue, “and 1 have
news for you too. I am going to the
Rampton Hunt Ball on the 30th. I
do hope you are going to be there.
Unele Bartram is taking me—and if
you go you will see my secret, for 1
shall be wearing it!”

Mrs. Emsden was delighted, though
entirely on the wrong tack. She sup-
posed the “gecret” would confess
itself in a bran new engagement ring,
and so looked mighty wise and smil-

ing, so that Cynthia flushed up again

and prepared to beat a hasty retreat.

“Of course, dear, I shall go to the
ball,” eried Bessie, following her little
friend, “to take care of John, as
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naturally he will be going, and I shall
certainly have a new dress for the
occasion.”

She was well snubbed by John him-
self afterwards for daring to take
him so publicly for granted; but
Bessie had the best of the argument
when he had to admit it was his in-
tention to be present at the ball.

It did not surprise Gesdell to re-
ceive a call early next week from Bar-
tram Rawlden. He had been expeet-
ing this visit and in fact working to-
ward this end. So far he had sue-
ceeded in keeping from his client the
fact that he had been down to Harle-
ton, and he trusted to a proverbial
luek that Rawlden — having been
away from home since his yo
niece’s coming — would not have
heard his name mentioned, or in
way connect him with Cynthia’s
friends. And he was right.

Cynthia had talked to her grand-
mother freely about Bessie Emsden,
but had only most casually mentioned
her new friend’s brother, and the lat-
ter’s name had not come to Rawlden’s
ears at all.

So far so good, and Gesdell knew at
onece that he was safe when Rawlden
asked if the tiara were finished.

“My mniece is to receive it next
week,” he said, “though after all
there need not have been all this
trouble about the matter. The private
detective who has charge of the case
tells me he hopes to place the tiara
in my hands in a month’s time. So
all is well that ends well. I do not
mind expense as my mother’s heart
is so weak. The shock of hearing her
treasured jewels had been stolen
would certainly have killed her.”

“What is the reading of the rid-
dle?”’ thought Gesdell after Rawlden
had gone, taking the paste tiara with
him ; but puzzle as he might the con-
undrum remained inexplicable. Of
one thing, however, he was certain—
that paste tiara, triumph of jeweller’s
art as it was, was no faithful repro-
duction of the original. And John
Gesdell did not trust Bartram Rawl-
den.
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The night of the Rampton Hunt
Ball arrived in due time, bringing
Gesdell once more to his sister’s house.
He found her not only in raptures
over her own new gown of amber-
eoloured charmeuse, but with her own
eonviction that her cherished “match”
was actually to be announced that

night.
velx‘Byrothegrs; so seldom marry the girls
their sisters plan for them that when
such arrangements do come off there
is an added kudos about them.

Gesdell did not quite fill the role of
anxious lover, though the anxiety was
there all right, and found outlet in
the grumpiest of humours which did
not improve by Bessie telling him she
knew “exactly how he felt”.

Exactly how he felt indeed! Why!
he did not know himself. The Hunt
Ball was a brilliant function brilliant-
ly represented. There was an unusual
gprinkling of men in pink, and the
ladies had been careful in the shad-
ing of their dresses to tone with their

ners’ bright attire. :

Bessie Emsden was soon dancing
away as gaily as a girl of eighteen,
pbut Gesdell hung back, standing
apart from the butterfly group of
irls and youths. He was Watghmg

r his “belle of the evening,” pictur-
ing her just such a vision as Tenny-
son’s Maud with a “little head sun-
ning over with curls” and all the
joyous youth of her personality. He

ved her. Yes, he knew that wal
enough as he stood there, Wherez in
spite of his trade-rank, he had a right
to stand with the1 gentry of the

as an equal.

eou“ll?g " come!” exclaimed Bessie,
eoming up to him presently, her

retty face incredulous. “What can
gnve happened? Cynthia is the first
débutante I ever heard of being so
Jate for her coming out ball, and she
was so keen.” >

“Well, she’s not come anyhow,
gnapped Gesdell sourly. “And I
very much doubt if she means to do
go0. 1 suppose she thinks it a joke to
sell a fellow a pup like this,”—and he
went off to the smoking lounge be-

cause he did not choose to wait for
Bessie’s sympathy.

But Bessie Emsden had discretion,
and knew better than to show pity to
a disappointed swain.

Neither Cynthia nor her uncle ap-
peared at the ball, and their defec-
tion was much eriticized by those who
felt interest in the “new” grand-
daughter who had so mysteriously ap-
peared to gladden the heart of old
Mrs. Naughton.

Cynthia had already won friends
and admirers for herself in the neigh-
bourhood, as well as crities and dis-
paragers who sneered at her uncon-
ventional ways and colonial hoyden-
ishness.

John Gesdell overheard many of
the criticisms passed and champed
over the unfriendly ones in wrath.
Altogether the Rampton Hunt Ball
was a hopeless failure as far as he
was concerned, and he was thoroughly
disagreeable during the drive home.

Of course, Bessie was disappointed
too — dreadfully disappointed, she
declared, but she had so obviously en-
joyed herself in spite of certain
blighted hopes that John would make
no confidante of her.

“I really expect old Mrs. Naughton
is ill,” said Mrs. Emsden, more cheer-
fully, “the doectors say she may go off
any minute with that heart of hers,
and I suppose Cynthia’s appearance
on the scene and the very fact of her
début into society have been a strain.
I must go round to-morrow morning
to inquire.”

“I shouldn’t bother to do anything
of the kind,” retorted John, “ten to
one you will not be wanted. Prob-
ably Miss Cynthia never intended to
come to the ball at all.”

He wanted Bessie to be shocked, to
argue, to reproach him for a remark
he did not believe in himself, but she
did nothing of the kind, merely ask-
ing him to pull up the car window as
it was chilly.

Gesdell returned to town by the
early train next morning, feeling as
cheap as a man can do after being up
all night not enjoying himself. Prob-
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ably he made himself unusually dis-
agreeable at business, and was bored
stiff with life by the luncheon hour
when, as he was in the act of putting
on his hat, a telegram was brought to
him.

1t was from Bessie and ran as fol-
lows :

“Come at once.
trouble.”

“Just like Bessie,” thought the un-
grateful brother, “saves sixpense, and
gives me the fiend’s own journey down
to Harleton.”

But he lost no time in starting.

Bessie met him in the hall and
caught both his hands.

“My dear boy,” she cried, “I had
to wire because this needs someone to
use their brains. Cynthia is in des-
pair. It is all about the wretched
tiara.”

“Go on,” Gesdell, “go on.”

There was no object in saying he
had half expected this.

“Cynthia came down to me soon
after breakfast,” said Bessie, “I be-
lieve she had come to see you. She
was half crazy with grief. Would
you like her to tell you it all as she
told it to me? She is in the library?”

John did not reply, he just walked
off to the library—and there was
Cynthia.

She was erying, poor little girl, but
ghe gulped down her tears at sight of
Gesdell, who came forward and took
her two hands.

There was something wonderfully
comforting in the way he took those
hands and held them—fast.

“Little girl,” he said simply, “I
can help you and I'm going to help
you. Tell me the whole tale, that is
all I ask.”

She looked up at him, at first just
a beautiful child, in sorrow and dis-
tress, then with that deeper expres-
sion dawning in her eyes that he was
so glad to see. : : ;

“T told you,” she replied without
hesitation, “about the Naughton tiara.
Grannie gave it to me on my birth-
day three weeks ago. Uncle Bartram
brought it down. I never was S0

Cynthia in

pleased about anything, it was just
lovely. Grannie talked of it being
an heirloom, and of more value in the
eyes of any Naughton than any
money. I could hardly believe it was
mine. I—well, if you were a girl
like me you would understand—"

“The tiara was put away in a spe-
cial safe, and Uncle Bartram gave me
a key.” Y

“Don’t look at it too often,” he
said jokingly,“remember I am in town
and not here to look after you—and
| s

“He said it so oddly that I was
eross, for I never did like him, and I
daresay I was rude, for Grannie was
vexed—so vexed that I almost took a
dislike to my beautiful tiara which I
thought she valued more than me,
So I never looked at it—till last night,
when I got it out after I was dressed
for the ball, and Henjer, my maid,
fastened it on. Grannie was up in
her boudoir, and I went straight up
to her. Uncle Bartram was there
pacing up and down, and Grannie lay
back in her big chair looking oh! se
white.

“Come here, Cynthia,” she said in
a new sort of voice, and when I knelt
at her feet, thinking she would say
something nice she put up her glasses
and stared at the tiara. I heard her
give a queer little gasp, and I got
frightened and asked her what was
the matter.

“Take off the tiara,” she said, and
when I did so Uncle Bartram came
over and they both looked at it in
silence.

Then Unecle Bartram said hoarse-
ly

“That is not the Naughton tiara,
It is not the tiara I gave Cynthia
three weeks ago; the pointings are
absolutely different. It is nothi
but a clumsy, paste make-believe. The
story I heard in town must be true®
“T didn’t understand, I was looki
at Grannie, who looked as if turneq
to gray stone.
“@rannie,” I cried, “what does it
mean? Of course this is the same
tiara—my beautiful tiara.”

S ————-
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But Grannie had dropped the
Je‘zzlsthief’s daughter,” she said, in
an awful voice, “and a thief. I
might have known. The Naughton
tiara has been sold, lostfdestroyed‘.
I shall never see it again. And I

trusted you.” ¢
Cynth};a covered her face with her

hagldts was terrible,” she moaned,
“terrible to hear her speak like that,
and then she just swayed forward
and I would have caught her, but
Unecle Bartram pushed me aside, cry-

out, “You have killed her, you
wicked girl. Go away at once,’—and
I went, I was so frightened. I came
here. I—oh, Mr. Gesdell, do tell me
what it means?” :

Gesdell’s face was so grim that no
wonder her ery ran piteously, but the
next second the look in his eyes re-

her.
“"%li‘:edmeans,” he said, “that your
unele has not proved to be a suf-
ficiently clever criminal. Will you
come up to the Court with me and
hear the explanation 9’ :

They looked at each other, reading
the secret which lay between them

ken.
yefl‘}:lel:ls—p—o“Y es,” said Cynthia, “T will
ith you.”
anlfli:':tna{urally Gesdell drew her
to him, and kissed her—he knew he
eould not have been mistaken just
now, and there could have been no
words spoken in such a erisis.

Mrs. Naughton was not dead. Ter-
rible as the sudden strain had been,
certain as anyone might have sup-

. that it would kill her—it had
not done so! She had rallied, and
the hastily-summoned doctor ‘had

astounded on }gs second gxs1t to

far she had recovered.

ﬁn'ghl;::is no doubt at all that her
n was even more astounded

the doctor at this phenomenon.
What the full extent of his feelings
must have been will be understood
¢ As zlh);nce—or fate—had it, Ges-
dell was able to stop the doctor’s car
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in the drive; when he rejoined Cyn-
thia he was smiling.

“It’s all right,” he said, “Marley is
no fool. He will be back directly in
case he is needed.”

Then they went on together.

It was Cynthia who, with her ready
disregard to convention, opened the
garden door, and let herself and her
companion in to the house.

“This way,” she whispered, “we
need not go through the hall, but
straight up to Grannie’s room by the
back-stairs.”

Stealthily they stole upstairs. On
the landing they met Mrs. Naugh-
ton’s maid, who was all for stopping
their entry into her mistress’s room.

“Mr. Rawlden is in there, Miss
Cynthia,” the woman protested.
“I__—_’,

“No one need know you met us,”
retorted Cynthia, who was showing a
splendid though white-faced pluck.
She opened the door as she spoke.

When Rawlden saw Gesdell he
cursed furiously—but he was too late.
Cynthia was by the bedside where
Mrs. Naughton lay propped up by
pillows.

“Grannie, dear,” she cried, “I have
brought John Gesdell to explain
about the tiara. Will you listen ¢”

The sick woman looked from one to
the other. It must have been her
step-son’s face that convinced her.

“Go on,” she whispered.

It was Gesdell who replied by draw-
ing out the sketeh of the tiara he had
copied in paste. This he laid before
Mrs. Naughton and told his tale.

It was all transparently clear now.

Rawlden had never lost the Naugh-
ton tiara, but when he heard he would
be called on to give it up he had a
faulty copy made in paste. On Cyn-
thia’s birthday he had given her in
his step-mother’s presence the original
heirloom ; but, having a second key to
the safe, had the same night taken
out the original and substituted the
paste tiara, relying on Mrs. Naughton
instantly recognizing the defective
design. Then, on the night of the
ball, he had come down early and told
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his step-mother that he had heard
tales of his niece’s gambling habits,
and the influence of some ne’er-do-
well colonial with whom she was in
love. He had ended with the hint of
how he had also heard of a startling
rumour about jewels sold for a great
sum to save this lover from ruin, and
hardly had he finished his tale when
Cynthia in the pasta tiara had ap-
peared.

All this story in detail was not of
course pieced out during that short
dramatie scene in old Mrs. Naughton’s
room. But Gesdell’s statement, the
drawing, his receipted account, to-
gether with Rawlden’s wordless fury
were proof enough. The climax, how-
ever, was reached outside the invalid’s
room where Cynthia remained with
her grand-mother, whilst Rawlden
followed Gesdell only to learn that
the police summoned by the doctor
were in the house, and a search for
the real tiara was in progress.

As Gesdell had said, Rawlden was
not sufficiently clever to play the
rogue. He had trusted too much to
chance, and belief that John Gesdell
of Gesdell and Co., would never hear
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of the private scandal of an old
family heirloom.

The long arm of coincidence had
been against Bartram Rawlden, or
maybe a higher power had intervened
to right the wrong. At any rate the
culprit made his exodus from home
that night in fear of imprisonment,
nor was he heard of for many months
afterwards. Mrs. Naughton with the
marvellous rallying power of many
heart cases recovered from the second
shock of joyful reaction quite easily,
and all that remains is to ring down
the eurtain on Gesdell’s reward. All
true lovers know already what that
was, but equally so they want to hear
what is not intended for their ears.

It was after all the excitement was
over, when the famous tiara had been
found, Rawlden missing, and Mprs,
Naughton asleep, that Gesdell came
into the library where Cynthia was
awaiting him.

She turned from the hearth as he
entered, and smiled upon him.

“Before I thank you, sir,” she said,
“T want to know why you kissed me
just now#”

Gesdell’s answer was entirely satis-
factory.

o
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THE LORD
Bt THE GLASS. HOLSE

BY CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS

IN the sheltered Caribbean
cove the water was warm
A as milk, green and clear
i as liquid beryl, and shot
through with shimmer-
ing sun. Under that
stimulating yet mitigated radiance
the bottom of the cove was astir with
strange life, grotesque in form, but
prilliant as jewels or flowers. Long,
shining weeds, red, yellow, amber,
purple and olive, _waved sinuously
among the weed-like sea-anemones
which outshone thgm in coloured
sheen. Fantastic pink and orange
erabs sidled awkwardl_y but nimbly
this way and that. Tiny sea-horses,
yet more fantastie, slipped shyly
from one weed-covert to _another,
aware of a possible peril in every
gay but menacing bloom. And just
above this eccentric life of the shoal
sea-floor small ﬁshe:s of curious fo_rm
shot hither and thither, live darting
gleams of gold and azure and ame-
thyst. Now and again a long black
shadow would sail slowly over the
scene of freakish life—the shadow of
a passing albacore or barracouta. Z‘[n-
stantly the shining fish _w'ould hide
themselves among the shining shells,
and every movement, save that of the
uneconsciously waving .vqeeds, would
pe stilled. But the sinister shadow
would go by, and straight-away the
gea-floor would be allve. again, pusy
with its affairs of pursuit and flight.

The floor of the cove was uneven,
by reason of the small shell-covered
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rocks and stones being strewn over it
at haphazard. From under the
slightly overhanging base of one of
these stones sprouted what seemed a
cluster of yellowish gray, pink-mot-
tled weed-stems, which sprawled out
inertly upon the mottled bottom.
Over the edge of the stone came
swimming slowly one of the gold-and-
azure fish, its jewelled, impassive eyes
on the watech for some small prey.
Up from the bottom, swift as a whip-
lash, darted one of those inert-looking
Evsefd-stems, and fastened about the

Fiercely the shining one struggled,
lashing with tail and fins till the
water swirled to a boil over the
shell-covered rock, and the sea-ane-
mones all about shut their gorgeous,
greedy flower-cups in a panie. But
the struggle was a vain one. Slowly,
inexorably, that mottled tentacle
curled downward with its prey—and
a portion of the under side of the
rock became alive! Two ink-black
eyes appeared, bulging, oval, implac-
able; and between them opened a
great, hooked beak, like a giant par-
rot’s. There was no separate head
behind this gaping beak, but eyes and
beak merely marked the blunt end of
a mottled, oblong, sac-like body.

As the vietim was drawn down to
the waiting beak, among the bases
of the tentacles, all the tentacles
awoke to dreadful life, writhing in
aimless excitement although there
was no work for them to do. In ga
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few seconds the fish was torn asunder
and engulfed — those inky eyes the
while unwinking and unmoved.
darker, livid hue passed fleetingly
over the pallid body of the octopus.
Then it slipped back under the shel-
ter of the rock. And the writhing
tentacles composed themselves once
more to stillness upon the bottom,
awaiting the next careless passer-by.
Again they seemed inert trailers of
weed, not worth the notice of fish or
erab. And soon the anemones nearby
reopened their treacherous blooms.

Whether because there was some-
thing in the gold-and-azure fish that
disturbed his inward content, or be-
cause his place of ambush had some-
how grown distasteful to his soft-un-
armoured body, the octopus present-
ly bestirred himself and crawled
forth into the open, walking awk-
wardly on the incurled tips of his
tentacles. It looked about as comfort-
able a method of progression as for
a baby to creep on the backs of its
hands. The traveler himself did not
seem to find it altogether satisfactory,
for all at once he sprang upward
nimbly, clear of the bottom, and
gathered his eight tentacles into a
compact parallel bunch extending
straight out past his eyes. In this
attitude he was no longer clumsy, but
trim and swift-looking. Beneath the
bases of the tentacles, on the under
gide of the body, a sort of valve
opened spasmodically and took in a
huge gulp of water which was at once
ejected with great force through a
tube among the tentacles. Driven by
the strange propulsion of this pulsing
stream the elongated shape shot
swiftly cn its way — but travelling
backward instead of forward. He
made his way straight to another rock
weedier and more overhanging than
the first. Here he stopped, settled
downward, and let his tentacles
sprawl wide, preparatory to backing
into his new quarters.

This was the moment when he was
least ready for attack or defence; and
just at this moment a foraging barra-
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couta, big-jawed and hungry, shot
down upon him through the lucent
green, mistaking him, perhaps, for an
overgrown but unretaliating squid.
The assailant aimed at the big, succu-
lent-looking body, but missed his aim,
and caught instead one of the ten-
tacles which had reared themselves
instantly to ward off the attack. Be-
fore he realized what was happening,
another tentacle had curled about his
head, clamping his jaws firmly to-
gether so that he could not open
them to release his hold * while yet
others had wrapped themselves about
his body.

The barracouta was a small one;
and such a situation as this had never
come within range of his experience.
In utter panic he lashed out with his
powerful tail, and darted forward,
carrying the octopus with him. But
the weight upon his head, the crush-
ing encumbrance about his body, were
too much for him, and bore him slow-
ly downward. Suddenly two ten-
tacles, which had been trailing for an
anchorage, got grip upon the bottom
—and the frantic flight of the big fish
came to a stop abruptly. He lashed,
plunged, whirled in a circle—but all
to no purpose. His struggles grew
weaker. He was drawn down, inex-
orably, till he lay quivering on the
sand. Then the great beak of the
octopus made an end of the matter;
and the prey was dragged back to the
lair beneath the rock.

A long time after this a shadow
bigger and blacker than that of any
albacore—bigger than that of
shark or saw-fish—drifted over the
cove. There was a splash, and a heavy
piece of chained iron slipped down
spreading the swift stillness of ten-ol’-
for yards about. The shadow ceased
drifting, for the boat had come to
anchor. Then, in a very few minutes,
because the ereatures of the sea seem
unable to fear what does not move
the life of the sea-floor again bQ:
stirred itself, and small, misshapen
forms that did not love the sunlight
convened in the shadow of the boat,
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Presently, from over the side of the
boat descended a dark tube, with a
bright tip that seemed like a kind of
eye. The tube moved very slowly
this way and that, as if to let the eye
sean every hiding place on the many-
coloured bottom. As it swept over
the rock that sheltered the octopus it
came to a stop. Then it was softly
withdrawn.

A few moments later a large and
tempting fish appeared at the surface
of the water, and began slowly sink-
ing straight downward in a most
curious fashion. The still eyes of the
octopus took note at once. They had
never seen a fish behave that way
before; but it plainly was a fish. A
quiver of eagerness passed through
the sprawling tentacles; for thgxr
owner was already hungry again,
But the prize was still too far away,
and the tentacles did not move. The
eurious fish, however, seemed deter-
mined to come no nearer. And at
last the waiting tentacles came steal-
thily to life. Almost imperceptl})ly
they drew themselves forward, writh-
ing over the bottom almpst as casu-
ally as weeds adrift in a light current.
And behind them those two great
inky, impassive eyes—and then the
fat, mottled, sac-like—body—emerged
furtively from under the rock. The
bottom here was covered with a close
brown weed; and at once the body
of the octopus and the tentacles, be-

to change to the same hue. When
the change was complete, the gliding
monster was almost invisible. He was
now directly beneath that incompre-
hensible fish; but the fish had gently
risen, so that it was still a little out
of reach.

For a few second the octopus
erouched, staring upward with mo-
tionless orbs, and gathering himself
together. Then he sprang straight
up, like a leaping spider. He .ﬁ{(ed
two tentacles upon the tantalizing
prey then the other tentacles str}nght-
ened out, and with a sharp jet of
water from his propulsion tube he
esayed to dart back.
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To his amazement the prey refused
to come. In some mysterious way it
managed to hold itself—or was held
—just where it was. Amazement gave
way to rage. The monster wrapped
his prize in three more tentacles, and
then plunged his beak into it savage-
ly. The next instant he was jerked
to the surface of the water. A blaze
of sun blinded him; strong meshes
enclosed him, binding and entangling
his tentacles.

In such an appalling erisis most
creatures of sea and land would have
been utterly demoralized by terror.
Not so the octopus. Maintaining un-
daunted the clutch of one tentacle up-
on his prize, he turned the others,
along with the effectual menace of his
great beak, to the business of battle.
The meshes fettered him in a way that
drove him frantic with rage, but two
of his tentacles managed to find their
way through, and writhed madly this
way and that in search of some tan-
gible antagonist on which to fasten
themselves. While they were yet
groping vainly for a grip, he felt
himself lifted into the strangling air,
and crowded—net, prey, and all—
into a dark and narrow receptacle
full of water. Though he was suf-
focating in the unnatural medium,
and though his great unshrinking,
eyes could see put vaguery outsiae
their native element, he was all fight.
One tentacle clutched the rim of the
metal vessel ; and one fixed its deadly
suckers upon the bare black arm of a
half-seen adversary who was trying
to crowd him down into the dark
prison. There was a strident yell.
A sharp, authoritative voice exlaimed
—“Look out! Don’t hurt him! 7'l
make him let go!” But the next in-
stant the frightened darky had whip-
ped out a knife and sliced off a good
foot of the clutching tentacle. As the
injured stump shrank back upon its
fellows like a spade-cut worm, the
other tentacle was deftly twisted loose
from its hold on the rim, ang the
captive felt himself forced down into
the narrow prison. A eover was clap-



146

ped on, and he found himself in dark-
ness, with his prey still gripped se-
curely, Upset and raging though he
was, there was nothing to be done
about it, so he fell to feasting indig-
nantly upon the prize.

Left to himself, the furious pris-
oner by and by disentangled himself
from the meshes of the net, and com-
posed himself as well as he could in
his straightened quarters. Then for
days and days thereafter there was
nothing but tossing and tumbling,
blind feeding, and uncomprehended
distress, till at last his prison was
turned upside down and he was
dropped unceremoniously into a great
tank of glass and enamel that glowed
with soft light. Bewildered though
he was he took in his surroundings
in an instant and darted to the shel-
ter of an overhanging rock on the
tank floor. Having backed his de-
fenceless body under that shield he
flattened his tentacles anxiously
among the stones and weeds in the
tank bottom, and impassively stared
about.

It was certainly an improvement
on the black hole from which he had
just escaped. Light came down
through the clear water, but a cold
white light, little like the green gold
glimmer that illumined the slow tide
in his Caribbean home. The floor
about him was not wholly unfamiliar.
The stones, the sand, the coloured
weeds, the shells—they were like, yet
unlike, those from which he had been
snatched away. But on three sides
there were white, opaque walls, so
near that he could have touched them
by stretching out a tentacle. Only on
the fourth side was there space—but
a space of gloom and inexplicable,
moving confusion, from which he
shrank. In this direction the floor of
sand and stones and weeds ended with
a mysterious abruptness; and the
vague openness beyond filled him with
uneasiness.  Pale-coloured sha:pes,
with eyes, would drift up, sometimes
in erowds, and stare in at him fixedly.
It daunted him as nothing else had
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ever done, this drift of peering faces.
It was long before he could teach him-
self to ignore them. When food came
to hima—small fish and ecrabs, des-
cending suddenly from the top of the
water—at such times the faces would
throng tumultuously in that open
space, and for a long time the many
peering eyes would so disconcert him
as almost to spoil his appetite. But
at last he grew accustomed even to
the faces and the eyes, and disre-
garded them as if they were so much
passing seaweed, borne by the tide.
His investigating tentacles had
shown him that between him and the
space of confusion there was an in-
comprehensibe barrier fixed, which
he could see through but not pass
through ; and that if he could not get
out, neither could the faces get in to
trouble him.

Thus well fed and undisturbed, the
octopus grew fairly content in his
glass house, and never guessed the
stormy life of the great city sleepless
beyond his walls. For all he knew,
his comfortable prison might have
been on the shore of one of his own
Bahaman Keys. He was undisputed
lord of his domain, narrow though it
was; and the homage he received
from the visitors who came to pay
him court was untiring.

His lordship had been long wun-
threatened, when one day, had he not
been too indifferent to notice th
he might have seen that the faces in
the outer gloom were unusually nu-
merous, the eyes unusually intent.
Suddenly there was the accustomed
splash in the water above him. That
splash had come to mean to him just
food—unresisting victims; and his
tentacles were alert to seize whatever
should come within reach.

This time the splash was unusunally
heavy, and he was surprised to see a
massive, roundish creature, with a
little, pointed tail sticking out behind,
a small, snake-like head stretched out
in front, and two little flippers out-
spread on each side. With these four
flippers the stranger came swimming
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calmly towards him. He had never
seen anything at all like this daring
stranger; but without the slightest
hesitation he whipped up two writh-
ing tentacles and seized him. The
faces beyond the glass surged with
excitement. When the turtle felt
that uncompromising clutch his tail,
head and flippers vanished as if they
had never been, and his upper and
lower shells closed tight together till
he seemed nothing more than a life-
less box of horn. Absolutely unre-
sisting he was drawn down to the‘ im-
passive eyes and gaping be‘ak of his
captor. The tentacles writhed z'xll
over him, stealthily but eagerly in-
vestigating. Then the great parrot-
beak laid hold on the shell, expecting
to erush it. Making no impression,
however, it slid tentatively all over
the exasperating prize, seeking a
weak point. .

This went on for several minutes,
while the watching faces outside the
glass gazed in tense expectancy.
Then at last the patience of the
octopus became exhausted. He re-
newed his efforts and th.en g_rapsed the
unyielding shell, tumbling it over and
over, biting at it madly, wrenching it
insanely with all his tentacles. And
the faces beyond the glass surged
thrillingly. : 3

Shut up within his safe armour,
the turtle all at once grew tired of
being tumbled abogt, and his wise dis-
eretion forsook him. He did not

mind being shut up; but he objected
Some pru-

to being knocked about.
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dence he had, to be sure, but not
enough to control his short temper.
Out shot his narrow, vicious-looking
head, with its dull eyes and punish-
ing jaws, and fastened with the grip
of a bull dog upon the nearest ten-
tacle close to its base.

The rage of the octopus swelled to
a frenzy; and in his contortions the
locked  fighters bumped heavily
against the glass, making the faces
shrink back. The small stones were
scattered about and the fine silt rose
in a cloud that obscured the battle.

Had the turtle had cunning \to
matech his courage, the lordship of
the glass house might have changed
holders in that fight. Had he fixed
his unbreakable grip in the head of
his foe, just above the beak, he would
have conquered in the end. But as it
was, he had now a vulnerable point ;
and at last the octopus found it. His
beak closed upon the exposed half of
the turtle’s head, and slowly, inexor-
ably, shore it clean off Jjust behind the
eyes. The stump shrank instantly
back into the shell; and the shell be-
came again the unresisting plaything
of the tentacles, which presently, as if
realizing that it had no more power
to retaliate, flung it aside. In a fow
minutes the silt settled. Then the
eager watchers saw the lord of the
tank erouching motionless before his
lair, his ink-like eyes impassive and
implacable as ever, while the turtle
lay bottom side up against the glass,
no more to be taken account of than
a stone,




THE JANE IN THE CRASE

BY PAUL A. W. WRALLACE

mm ETWEEN the two of

§ them, little Red Hallo-
ran and Coaly Barnes,
my job was pretty well
minced up, that Satur-
day morning at Shorn-
cliffe Camp. Not that I grumbled.
One of the first things a soldier learns
is to be cheerful when interrupted in
fatigne duties, and, in this matter,
Canadians are as quick in the uptake
as any.

First of all, little Red Halloran
stuck his apple cheeks in the doorway
and, anchoring himself to a post, fixed
his eyes on my broom while I went
through the motions of sweeping.

“C'n I help you clean up?” he
asked.

“There’s no police round,” I said.
“You might risk it. But I don’t see
that it’s up to you to get dirty over
our job.”

Cleaning the garage, of course, is

the despatch riders’ fatigue, and Red
Halloran was not one of us. He was
a “push-bike” orderly. In that job,
you have clean hands but no glory,
for you never travel far outside the
camp.
“But you might offer me some ad-
vice,” I went on. “I’m just figuring
whether it wouldn’t be better after
all to sweep out towards the door.
Sweeping in’s a lot safer in case of
premature inspection, but sweeping
out saves a shovel and bucket in the
end because you can shoot the stuft
right out into the road.”

Red, thus appealed to, stepped for-
ward to glance eritically about the
shed. The place had a homey look,
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just as it was, for despatch riders,
A camouflage of oil and carbide hid
the floor. Old engine wreckage,
empty petrol tins, tools, oilskins, and
a forage cap (the loss of which had
embittered Luke Sharpe’s speech for
three days past) made a bone-yard”
behind the stove. A tin of muddy
grease, two gunny sacks, some cotton
waste, and a pool of coal oil lay un-
der the table, with old dead lamps
and soundless horns and leaky pumps
in a clutter above.

“Sweep in,” decided Red, “and hide
the dirt under the gunny sacks?”
For ten minutes, he had nothing more
to say, but he used plenty of “elbow
grease,” going at the job like a recruit
and nearly spoiling it. By getting
the work done too soon, he would run
us the risk of being drawn into the
worse fatigue of serubbing the bar-
rack-room across the way. It was
Coaly Barnes who turned up to re-
move that risk.

An oath came crackling thr
the door with Coaly on the %eels gﬁt

“Holy jumped-up Jerusalem! ‘ex.
ploded Coaly. “Where’s my bus?”

I told him that I had wheeled all
the buses out to get a freer swing for
the broom.

“Nix !” snorted Coaly. “Mine ain’t
there.” He kicked an empty can flat

: « D .

?tg.’a,unst the wall. “Someone’s pinched
Red and I eased up to attend.

“I gotta go to London ten o’clock
on that machine,” Coaly rushed on
“It aint the despatches, but I got a
date on up in the Big Smoke I don’t
want to fall down on.”
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“You got a date on?” repeated Red
Halloran, letting a handful of sweep-
ings go back to the floor.

“With the Jane,” nodded Coaly.

“See her often?” pursued Red.

“Every turn I get at the Londqn
run,” said Coaly. “Say, I wonder if
one of the fellows took the bus out
round Brigades. Where’s the Corp?
I’ll chase him up an’ see.”

Little Red Halloran took to the
table and swung his legs. .

“So Coaly’s got a Jane up in the
Smoke,” he said, punching the bag
of an old horn to make it gasp.
“Pretty jake for him, with the Lon-
don run so often. You fellows take it
in turn, eh ?” ;

I nodded and waited, leaning on the
broom, for Red to go on.

“] guess I'm a kind of a queer guy
myself,” he said, unsecrewing the
stem of a horn and blowing into the
reed to test it. “I’m no great. cheese
in society. Square pushin’ aint my
line. Still,” the horn squawked and
he dropped it to screw up the stem
again, “at the same time, I aint de-
nyin’ I got a girl friend myself.”

The confession was cut short by

Barnes spluttering in again.
Co‘%};n of a seI:L cook!” he shouted.
“Pinchin’ a fellow’s bike! I wont
half pound him into chain greace
when I catch him!” : '

“Surely no one stole it,” I put in.

Coaly kicked a splinter off the door.
“Tt aint likely the old crock sprouted

wings an’ went off to try ’em out by

jumpin’ over the cliff,” he reto_rted.
“If it aint here—an’ it aint, an’ if no
D. R’s took it—an’ they aint, 1.:hen
some outsider’s got it. .Well, if:a
D. R. ’ud took it, I’d a-said he boned
it, but if an outsider takes a thing he
don’t bone it, he pinches it. Aint that
right, Red?” >

To save friction, Red mumbled “I

»

S';us: he pinched a white-washed
elephant,” Coaly went on. “I made
her a dud before I put her in, last

: »

“How?” I asked.
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“Bit of wire in the breaker box to
short the . . . mag,” replied Coaly.
Aint many guys wise to that. I bet the
machine’s layin’ about here some-
wheres in the bushes where the gink
chucked it when he got played out
pushin’ it with his hands. Give us a
hand to look for’t, will you, just a few
minutes

Red and I, under Coaly’s orders,
scoured the camp, but we found no
trace of Coaly’s bus. We were called
in to learn that the search was off.

“Guess I better quit mournin’ an’
hit up the Corp for another,” said
Coaly. “But it does make a fellow
sore. They can call this war off, for
all T give a damn.”

Red and I went back to the shed
and took up our positions, he on the
table, I leaning on the broom.

“You've fixed that one already,” I
said as he fingered the mended horn.
He unserewed a fresh one.

“I was goin’ to tell you about this
here Jane,” he said with the reed at
his lips. “I aint seen her for months.”
The reed punctuated with a shriek.
“Myrtle’s a queer name, aint it I
met her in London.” He ran the last
two sentences together as though to
skate over the thin ice quickly and
get to something solid. “At Piceca-
dilly Cireus,” he went on. “I saved
her from bein’ run over by a bus by
vankin’ her off her feet. She was
sore at me till she caught on how close
she was to cashin’ in. After that she
was different. She writes every week.
What would you do about it1”

“If she’s the right sort of girl—”
I ventured.

“Oh, she’s a classy kid, all right,”
Red assured me. “None of this
‘Hello Canadian’ stuff on the Strand.
She don’t always remind you she’s a
chicken at all. Likes outdoors an’
games an’ all. A kind of a chum.
You get me?”

“Then I’d answer the letters,” I ad-
vised.

“I do,” he said, and covered his con-
fusion with a fearful blast from the
horn.
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At the doorway, squealing brakes
told of Luke Sharpe’s return from
“Eighty-thirty Brigades.”

“Hello, Coaly !” we heard Luke ex-
claim. “How the blazes did you get
here 1”7

«I got here by standin’ in the same
dashed place I've stood for half an
hour, fixin’ a borrowed bike,” said
Coaly.

“I" thought you was down in Sea-
brooke,” Luke persisted.

“Can’t I be somewhere’s else?”
growled Coaly.

“Yes, but nacherly, when I see
your bike standin’ down there, I ex-
pect you’re somewhere near,” ex-
plained Luke. “How did I know you’d
lent it out?”

“My bike!” exclaimed Coaly.
“Standin’ alone! I didn’t lend it.
Hey !” he summoned me. “What did
I tell you? The gink who pinched
it couldn’t make it go by kickin’, so
I guess he got the bright idea to start
it by coastin’ down Seabrooke Hill.
That stunt didn’t fizz, so he left the
bus at the bottom under the archway
an’ beat it. Jake-a-loo, boys! I'm off
to fetch her home.”

“I’'m glad he found it,” said little
Red Halloran from his perch on the
table. I was busy with some dis-
coveries behind the stove. There was
a tow rope to wind, a hoop of hay
wire to hang on its nail, and a
quantity of coal to hide in the tool
box lest the inspecting officer should
inquire how we managed to provision
ourselves so greatly in excess of the
authorized issue.

All at once Red slid from the table
and placed a hand inside the breast
of his tunic. I recognized that

ptom.

«Did I show you the kid’s
sicture?” he asked, knowing perfectly
well that he hadn’t.

I examined the posteard photo-
graph  (representing an ox-eyed
Athene done into Cockney) longer
than the photographer’s skill merited.
The fact is that I was at a loss to fit
ny tongue with the right words. I
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have noticed my barrack room
friends, trapped this way, wriggle out
with the standard comment: “Some
Jane!” But that does not satisfy the
owner of the print. If you want to
get in right, you must notice more
than the sex of the girl.

After some figuring, I made a lucky
shot. I said: “Some eyes!”

“You bet, eh?’ said Red, jumping
at the bait. “The biggest I ever see!
I been around the world a bit between
Winnipeg an’ Toronto, but I never
see the beat of her anywhere at all.
Look at her neck. Aint it a peach?
An’ her shoulder! Say, believe me—
By gosh, you know—dJust as round—
There aint a wrinkle in it or a bone !”?

Then the thing that had been on
his mind all morning popped out.
“But of course it wouldn’t do to
marry an English girl,” he said, and
paused, hoping to be contradicted.

I didn’t fail him. “I don’t see
why not,” T said, “if she’s willing to
go back with you.”

“QOh, she’s willin’ enough,” he de-
clared, “if she don’t change her mind
once she’s out there. She don’t know
nothin’ at all about the country. She
thought the North Pole was in Can-
ada till T told her it wasn’t, it was in
Russia.”

“English people usually like Can-
ada after they’ve been out a little
while,” I put in.

“She believes in the King,” he
countered to conceal his delight at
my encouragement, “an’ she calls me
a ‘C’nidyan.”’ Them things makes all
the difference, don’t they? Yep, it’s
some neck,” he added inconsequently
with a quick glance at the photo as it
went into his pocket.

For the third time, Coaly Barnes,
who seemed bent on throwing all the
contrast he could into my morning
with Red Halloran, blustered in at
the door.

“Hey, one of you guys, take my
boat round an’ fill her up, will you»
he commanded. “She’s runnin’ jake
Oh, I fooled the gink that tried to
elope with her, didn’t I, eh? She’s
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got enough oil. Just give her gas.
I’ll go an’ get my despatches.”

As I stepped over to his old C-37
and dropped it off the stand to take
a running start, my eye caught the
flutter of a rag on the brake rod. I
looked more carefully and put the
machine back on the stand again.
From a wounded motoreycle leaning
against the wall, I thieved repairs
for Coaly’s brake.

When Coaly came out of the office
with a bagful of despatches balanced
against a bigger bagful of “square
pushin’ duds” on his shoulders, I was
ready for him. :

“You owe me sixpence for saving

life,” I said.
yo‘l‘];;roﬁteerin’,” he grinned.

“Look at this,” said I, and I showed

im bits of the old brake. :
hml(iJoaly gave a short laugh. “T like
to take a chance,” he said, “because
it’s sport. But I like to know vyh_en
Pm takin’ it. Lucky_I was ridin’
uphill. If I’d been goin’ down, that
cotton wouldn’t of he_ld two seco_nds.
I guess the horse thief that swiped
the bus had a spill an’ busj; the brake
an’ tried to fix it with his handk.er-
chief. Maybe there’s a name on it.”
He stretched it out, corner by corner.

was a name.
Th(?}gzly turned on little Red Hal-
loran. “Were you in on this deal?”

For answer, Red sullenly reach(.ed
for the hankerchief and pocketed it.

“I like every kind of guy but a
sneak,” said Coaly.
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The blood shot to Red Holloran’s
face, but he said nothing.

Coaly stood glaring at him. “T’ve
a good notion to send you to hospi-
tal,” he said, “It might learn you to
quit doin’ things behind a fellow’s
back. But youw’re too much of a kid
to hit. Grow up as quick as you can,
eh ?”

Red flared back: “Chase yourself,
What’s the holler about I did bone
your rotten bus, if that’s what’s bitin’
you. I aint goin’ to stick to no push-
bike for duration, no fear I aint. I’ll
bone your bus again an’ keep on
bonin’ it till I can he a despatch
rider. 'Who’s goin’ to stop me! Aw,
shut up, you Shorneliffe hero, you're
not the onl #

Coaly cleared for action.

Red hurled what we thought would
be his last defiance till after sick
leave. “You needn’t think you're the
only guy that’s got a Jane to ride up
to in London,” he shouted.

The effect on Coaly surprised us.
His arms dropped and his face spread
to a grin.

“You with a Jane1” he said. “Why
in Christopher didn’t you say so be-
fore, kid?” He Jerked his thumb to-
ward C-37. “The olq crock’s yours
whenever I aint ridin’ it. Only use
daylight.”

Five minutes

later, while I was

sandpapering the handle of the broom
for a better grip, I heard Coaly out-

side the garage let out two words:
“Some Jane|”
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CHAPTER XX

sl FTER his  Christmas

B 1oliday David settled
down to work with a
stubborn determination
which argued well for

2 results. Rosme found it
difficult to settle down at all. The
difference in their states may be ex-
plained by remembering that Rosme
lived in expectation while David had
ceased to expect anything. Rosme
expected that David would call. David
knew that he wouldn’t.

(lara had returned to town and was
boarding with Carrie Brown. She
looked thinner and wore at times a
strained expression which David at-
tributed to grief for her mother. It
made his manner kinder than ever, so
kind that often she bit her red lips
to keep from slapping him. David’s
courtesy bored her indescribably. And
she was very much worried about Wil-
lard.

Willard, she knew, was gambling
recklessly. It amused him to tell her
of some of his wildest escapades; a
confidence which Clara took as a com-
pliment, but which was, in fact, the
exact opposite. His failing interest
in the girl had revived a little on hear-
ing that her engagement to David had
become actual. He considered that
she had “brought it off” very neatly,
and Clara had been right in thinking
that her independence of him pricked
his pride. But at the best it was a
pin-prick only, and the strained look
grew in Clara’s eyes as a mocking one
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grew in his, She had not even the
pursuit of David to occupy her now,
the slim ring with the flashing dia-
mond (chosen by herself) had written
a very satisfactory, if dull finis to
that.

David had very soon told John
Baird of his engagement. He made
the announcement without comment
one night after a few days of specially
brilliant work. John had met it with a
silence grimly non-committal. “I told
you so,” was one of the few unpleasant
remarks to which he was not addieted.

“You’ll not be thinking of marriage
for a long time yet?” he asked sourly.

David said that nothing had been
decided.

For an instant the keen, old eyes
peered into the young, troubled ones,

“Don’t hurry it!” said John Baird
turning away. ¢

During the three months which
had intervened since that wonderful
night in the snow-delayed train, Rosme
had reached the point of refusing to
consider David at all. He had not
thought fit to continue their acquain-
tance. Very well! Rosme held her shin-
ing head very proudly erect. If she
was hurt, no one knew it. No one, that
is, save Madam Rameses and what
Madam knew was never spoken of. If
she longed to ask questions she re-
pressed the longing with noble forti-
tude.

Rosme decided that she herself
would never marry. It was muech
better to be independent. A success.
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ful business woman is a happy person
and Rosme intended to be very sue-
cessful. Things were booming at the
office and the Lot Bothers, noticing an
indefinable change in her manner,
raised her salary in a panie. It is
pleasant to have one’s salary raised.
Rosme assured herself almost every
day that she was very happy.

On this particular morning Rosme
got down to work early and, as David
in his eagerness was early too, they
almost ran into each other at the office
door. The unexpectedness of the
meeting gave her no chance for any
feeling of self-consciousness and she
was able to say “How do you do?”
in the flat and automatic manner,

mon to people who greet mere ac-
(cl?l?intancesP So perfectly did she do
it, that David was conscious of a
shoek. Hitherto, whenever they had
met, Rosme had been her frank and
friendly self, now, that self might
never have existed for all the evidence

ave of it.

Sh?‘Iga,m a little ahead of time this
morning,” said she, qnlocking the
door. “I am afraid neither Mr. Lot
nor Mr. Joseph Lot are dow1_1 yet.
‘Which of the firm did you wish to
m"’

“I—why, I don’t know, I'm sure.”

Patting a few wandering tendrils
into place, with what she hoped was a
businesslike touch, _she procqeded_ to
uncover her typewriter, and in dou}g
so became politely aware that David
was still standing.

“Oh, do sit down!” she urged hos-
pitably. “One or other of the firm
is eertain to be in directly.” ;

David felt himself descend into an
jmmense depression. But his ner-
vousness vanished. One can’t be
nervous with a girl who is hardly
aware of one’s existence.

“I didn’t come to see the firm,” he
announced briefly. : .

“No?” Pure surprise this, nothing

re.

m‘:‘I came,” blundered David, “to see
if I could find Herr Stumpf.”
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It was Rosme’s heart that sank now
—he hadn’t come to see her, after alll
But David noticed nothing in her
face save half-amused interest.

“Herr Stumpf is to meet you here ¢”

“I had better explain,” stifly, “I
have a letter for him, rather import-
ant, and I find that I have not his
address. I remembered that you
spoke of him. I thought that per-
haps you might know it.”

“Why, of course. I'll get it for you
in a moment.”

With the most obliging, but unflat-
tering haste Rosme crossed the room
to a small cabinet and began leafing
over a card-index,

“That’s strange!” said Rosme’s
voice musingly. She had gone
through all the cards with the ease of
long practice. “Herr Stumpf’s ad-
dress doesn’t seem to be here at all.”
She rummaged rapidly through a
drawer of loose visiting ecards and
picked up ome. “Here is his card,
but there is no address on that either.
It looks,” she said smiling, “as if our
friend had no human habitation what-
ever. He probably disappears at
night. I shouldn’t be surprised.”

And as she hesitated, Mr. Joseph
Lot came in. M, Lot, being present-
ed, was pleased to meet Mr. Greig.
Was there anything he could do for
him ¢ Something in the specialty
line? No?

David intimated that his desire was
to get a letter to Herr Stumpf.

r. Lot was gracious. He would
be delighted to serve his friend
Stumpf in any way.

With a sigh David produced the
letter. His business was concluded.
There was no shadow of an excuse for
remaining longer. In his bitter dis-
appointment he cast on Rosme a
glance which unwittingly told her
more than an hour of conversation
would have done. It told her so
much that her heart, already a traitor
anyway, relented.

“If you are coming back this way
at noon,” she suggested casually, “you
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might drop in to make sure that Mr.
Stumpf has called.”

“QOr if you were to telephone to his
hotel”—began Mr. Lot.

“Oh—I never telephone!” stam-
mered David. “That is, I am coming
right past the door, it will be much
gimpler to look in. Thank you so
very much.,” He retired in good or-
der, blushing furiously.

As, in the morning, David had
met Rosme just going into-the office,
o at noon he met her just coming out.

“It’s all right,” she said “Herr
Stumpf has your letter. ~And he
didn’t like it all.”

“Didn’t het What did he say?”

“Tt was the things he didn’t say that
mattered. He looked so particularly
bland and smiling that I knew he
must be swearing frantically inside.”

They walked on together—why not,
since they both happened to be going
in the same direction?

“Only we’ll have to have it right
here,” she said, “for it’s half-past
twelve already.”

“Here,” was a cosy little place
around a corner and up some stairs,
an inn, well and favourably known to
people in a hurry. The room they
entered was almost full and from a
certain atmosphere of chatter and per-
fume David was very much afraid
that most of its oceupants were wo-
men. He felt very shy.

“Don’t you like it here ?” she asked.
“Don’t you think it’s more comfy than
the bigger lunch-rooms ¥

“Yes, very much so. I mean, I
think it must be—when one gets the
habit. But tell me mnow, on your
honour, is there another man in the
room? I’m afraid to look.”

Rosme laughed. “Poor thing ! But
cheer up. There are no less than four
of your own sex to support you—able-
bodied ereatures too. And over there
by the archway is a special friend
of yours, Murray Willard. He doesn’t
look at all frightened.”

“Willard here? Oh, then, I'm safe
enough. In an emergency one could

always count on old Willard. But
I didn’t know that you knew him%”

“T don’t know him, exactly. But I
have met him and I often see him
about with Herr Stumpf.”

“I didn’t know that Herr Stumpf
knew him either.”

“Oh, Herr Stumpf knows lots of
young men. They are a specialty of
his. Is your friend an inventor by
any chance ?”’

“He has a nice fancy in the arrange-
ment of ties.”

“Then Herr Stumpf must be in-
terested in neckwear. For he evi-
dently finds Mr. Willard useful.”

“But I can see no reason ”

“You wouldn’t. Herr Stumpf’s
reasons are not visible to the naked
eye.”

David smiled. “You make him out
a kind of ogre making meals of youth.
Fee, fi, fo, fum! Like that.

“Just like that, exactly.”

“Then if he tries to make a mouth-
ful of Willard, I can see him suffer-
ing from indigestion. Murray knows
his way about.”

“Even then he would be no mateh
for an ogre,” persisted Rosme. “And
that would be too bad, for Mr. Wil-
lard is so very good-looking. Don’t
you think so? His companion is
handsome, too. And she is looking
at you.”

“Is she? It makes me wish I had
eyes in the back of my head.”

“Be patient! You’ll see her pre-
sently for they will pass us going out,
Or perhaps a deseription will do—fo;-
you know her, I think. She is tall
and dark, quite striking. She wears
a large black lace hat.”

At the mention of the hat David
looked up with sudden intentness,

“T saw her speak to you once—at
the station,” pursued Rosme with a
mischievous gurgle. “Now, who is
she?—give you three guesses.”

“One is enough. The lady you
describe must be Miss Sims.” =~

“They’re coming now,” she mur-
mured.
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David half rose expecting that
Clara might stop to speak to him. But
Willard seemed in a hurry and the
two passed out with only a smile and
gesture of greeting.

“They make a handsome couple,”
said Rosme. “Is she engaged to him ?”
The carelessness with which she add-
ed the query was almost too perfect.

There was a slight, a very slight
pause and then, “No, she is engaged to
me,” said David.

“To you? How ripping! And how
stupid of me not to guess. But some-
how I had the idea that your fiancée’s
name was Millar$”

This was well done of Rosme. Her
gaze was limpid and her voice warmly
sincere.

“You know about it then?”’ asked
David heavily.

“Why of course!” It was a gallant
fib. Rosme, after a second of sicken-
ing shock, had rallied her forces and
run up her flag. If she were hit no
one would guess it—he least of all.

David, looking at her gloomi_ly, saw
nothing save the pleasant excitement
of a girl who hears some interesting
news about another. Se had known
of his engagement all the time and
had not cared enough to remember his
fiancée’s name!

Aren’t you going to drink your
eoffee 7’ asked Rosme with the admoni-
tory kindness of one who makes all
allowances for a man in love.

David raised his cup absently,

“Careful! It may be hot.”

“No such luck!” He set down the
cup still untasted. “But — you
needn’t go yet, need you?”

“As a poor slave of industry, I’'m
afraid I must. It is five minutes to
one.” )

They made their way out of the now
erowded lunch-room into the sunny,
blowy street wher.e spring kept hol}-
day. But something had changed it
while they had been away. They
were no longer a part of the happy
carnival. They stood outside its
amagie, looking on.
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“Are you wondering if I got the
news from Milhampton?”’ asked Ros-
me teasingly (brave little hypoerite).
“I didn’t. I don’t think it has reach-
ed there yet. Very wise of you!
When I marry I don’t intend to let my
dear home town know anything about
it for ages.”

“Why ?” the question was mechani-
cal.

“You'’ve lived there——you ought
to know |

David walked back as far as the
office. Once he ventured to ask if he
might buy her some violets. But she
shook her head.

“I have some already, you see,” she
said, allowing her hand to stray car-
ressingly to the flowers in her belt,

She did not add that she had bought
them herself.

XXI

Rosme had made no mistake about
the effect of David’s letter upon Herr
Stumpf. It annoyed him exceed-
ingly. He had anticipated no trou-
ble with young Greig and the brief
though courteous refusal was corre-
spondingly provoking. Beneath his
breath Herr Stumpf indulged in
words of great vigour and many let-
ters. He almost forgot his customary
smile until he looked and saw Miss
Selwyn’s eyes upon him.

“He iss a frient of yours, this Mr.
David Greig—so?” he asked, beaming
upon her in his benevolent and father-
ly manner,

“Yes,” said Rosme briefly.

“These young men,” he said, “they
are so voolish! It iss sad to see von
make the gread mistake. But whad
can von do ¢’

“Nothing,” said Rosme.

Herr Stumpf shrugged with kindly
despair and turned away.

“Oh, Herr Stumpf!” called Rosme
remembering. “So many people in-
quire for you here. It might be a
convenience if you were to leave your
address.”

The smile became positively beatifie,



156 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“My address? I am charmt, my
dear young lady. Id iss unfortunate
that at presend I haf—vat you say—
no name, no number! Nodins but a
hotel. For one so unsettled id iss
most gonvenient. At the King Ed-
ward vill find me always. You are
most kind.”

Herr Stumpf’s car was waiting at
the door. He drove carefully and with-
out undue haste to a handsome house
upon a certain avenue. Both house
and avenue were well-known in the
city and the name of the owner of the
house was not German whatever his
appearance might be. Herr Stumpf
did not enter at the front door but
was admitted modestly through a door
at the side which led, by a small hall,
directly into the private library of the
owner of the house. Here he was met
by that gentleman himself, a tall,
handsome man of middle age and mili-
tary bearing. At present he sat be-
fore a desk carefully bare of papers.

His profile being sharply outlined
against the window showed rather too
plainly the flatness of the back head
and the thickness of the neck which
were the only unprepossessing things
about him.

The two men, so different in appear-
ance and apparently so different in
station, met on occasions like this as
friends and equals.

“Well, Stumpf?”’

Herr Stumpf selected a cigar and
lowered himself to the easiest chair.

“It is not well,” he grunted dis-
contentedly.

“You didn’t get it?”

Stumpf proffered David’s letter
without comment.

“What happened ?” asked the other
briefly.

“I don’t know yet.”

Herr Stumpf, having no further use
for his careful English spoke quickly
and in German: “What I want to
know is—the real importance of the
matter ?” : !

The other tapped the desk impati-
ently.

“I thought you knew that! It is
of the first importance. If the en-
gine does what you say is claimed for
it, it is exactly what we want for
Wedderdorf’s new plane. We've got
to have it.

“As the day!” Stumpf’s smile was
perilously like a sneer. “I think we
can take it for granted that what he
claims for it is true. Besides young
Willard, from whom I got the tip in
the first place, has heard the two of
them ,old John Baird and this Greig,
talking it over and he says Baird has
pronounced it good. You know what
that means.”

“Well—this engine is the matter at
the moment. This Willard is a friend
of Greig; how about working through
him 97

“T intend that, if we decide to take
up the matter in earnest. I have
Willard pretty well where I want him.
I have been most obliging in regard
to his unfortunate losses and a con-
siderable amount of his paper is in my
pocket at this moment. Being a gam-
bler myself I have much sympathy
for his inherent weakness for a stiff
game.”

The other nodded, yet frowned.
“That is very well,” he said, “but the
hold is not strong enough for any ser-
jous matter. A debt of honour?—
Ach, it is not enough!”

“It is a great deal to these young
men. They have foolish notions. But
there is more.” He took from his
pocket-book a slip of paper and held
it for the other man to see.

“Forged ?”

Stumpf nodded. “His uncle’s name,
you see? Very well done, too. I have
kept this for some little time. He
thinks it cashed and all danger over,
His uncle, it appears, is criminally
careless about money matters. He is
quite in the habit of writing his
nephew cheques, and forgetting about
them. The young man thinks he is
quite secure. But he was very ner-
vous for awhile and has never re-
peated his—experiment.”
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You have something tan-
gible to go on. Ask him to procure
for us the Greig engine. Offer him a
ecommission in the usual way. No
more may be necessary. Do not let
him get the idea at first that we are
overly anxious. If that method fails,
we can try others.”

“You are right.
there is wo’rk to 510. 2

man’s engine. :

yo?Inegheaved hi%nself out of the chair
but before he reached the door the
other stopped him for a final word.

“Listen !” he said, “you understand
of course that in any case and what-
ever happens, we, you .and .I and our
associates, must not be implicated. We
have much work to do I_xere yet. En-
deavour to use this_ Wlllard_ without
arousing his suspicions but if befox:e
the affair is ended he does suspect—if
by the high bribe you have to offer or
in any other way he becomes informed
of any of our purposes—well, at pre-
gsent I look to you to see that this does

“Good!

In the meantime
I got to get the

not happen! We must be left to work
undisturbed.”
“] quite understand.” Herr

f’s smile for once had vanished.
Isit:lcll:)gked very thoughtful. “I shall
be ecareful,” he added as he opened the
do;): .wa.s noon by this time angl‘ Herr
Stumpf was hungry. He took his little
car out to lunch and spent the after-
noon busily about his various oceupa-
tions. At eight o’clock he dined with
a lady friend and la:cer on in the even-
ing, he presented himself, happy and
smiling, at a certain house in a quiet
street, where one is admitted freely, if

is known!
on;i:;'e he was pained to find his
young friend, Murray Willard, play-
i B
mg‘lptglli)%ght id vas your indendion to
take a vacation from this so delideful
e,” he saidhta]flﬁmg him fratern-
on the shoulder.
an?"otl?,) go to—Oh, it’s you St_umpf!”
“Of all the rotten luck !”_sald Mur-
ray throwing down his cards.
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“Stumpf, I'm cleaned out! Even as
it is I don’t believe I’ll be able to man-
age all that’s coming to you to-night.”

“Do not let that disdurb you, my
dear Willard. I do not worry mine-
self. A debt of honour mit you—
bah! I say no more!”

“It’s quite all right, of course,”
said Murray, flushing hotly.

The two left the table and proceed-
ed to refrésh themselves,

“I haf a ledder from your young
frient, Greig, to-day,” said Herr
Stumpf. “He iss not wise, that young
man! He refuses my so eggcellent
offer.”

“Does he?” Willard’s tone was in-
different.

“I am surbrised,” declared Herr
Stumpf with more emphasis, “sur-
brised and disabbointed.”

“Why ?” listlessly. “I thought it
was mostly for his sake that you were
going to handle the thing at all. You
said so.”

“That is true, in a measure. Id iss
an admirable obbortunity for your
frient. But also nod a bad thing for
me. I vill be frank. I will hide
nodding. The firm I rebresent vill be
most glad to obtain your frient’s
engnie.”

“Oh—I see.”

“If you can of assisdance be,” Herr
Stumpf saw that the time for plain
speaking had come, “my firm will not
object, I am sure, to paying youn the
usual gomission.”

“The usual commission ¥

“On a dransaction like this there is
a gomission to the go-between, always.
Id iss a pisness obbortunity I offer
you.”

Willard fingered his glass, thought-
ully.

“I know something about the values
of these things” he said. “Tell me
roughly what it is that you offer
Greig.”

With business-like clearness Herp
Stumpf explained the offer,

“It sounds fair enough,” agreed
Willard. 5
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“It is fair, my frient. Id iss a lit-
tle more than fair. Id iss bedder than
he could bossibly get elsewhere. He
himself will admid it.”

“What is the commission ?”

Herr Stumpf extracted with some
trouble a bulky pocket book from his
waistcoat pocket. From it he pro-
duced certain bits of paper.

“These,” he said quietly.

Willard went a trifle pale. Herr
Stumpf had been so very decent of
late that Murray had almost forgotten
how many of these bits of paper he
held.

“I thought,” he said, “that your
firm paid the commission, not you.”

“That iss so. They will pay me.
1 will return your 1.0.U’s. We shall
both benefid.”

“I see'”

Murray thought indeed that he did
see. Herr Stumpf was working for

his own hand after all. He wanted,
naturally enough, to have those
promises to pay redeemed. He knew
that the giver of them had no money.
Therefore he thoughtfully put in that
person’s way an opportunity of earn-
ing some. It seemed quite honest and
above board.

“T don’t blame you for wishing to
secure yourself,” went on Willard
coldly. “I shall be glad to pay you
in this way if possible. I will do my
best to make Greig see the good points
of your proposition.”

“That is right! And do not
think me endirely selfish, my young
frient. I know, too vell, how these
debts of honour drouble the sensitive
mind! And now that you half your
way to freedom so blain before you,
vat do you say to another hand? The
night is yed young and the luck may
change!”

(To be continued.)

PRAIRIE ROSES

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

N AME me your hot house beauty

Fairer than these;

These have harked to the far-travelled wind,
And to journey-men bees.

Songs of the winsome heaven,

Wide and so blue;

They have caught from the music sweetness,
And they tender it you.

‘When the bird leans on the spray

And sings so clear,

My prairie rose will listen to that,
And will say, “Did you hear ?”

‘When comes a morning of June

In hush and light,

*Mid the poplar green my roses nod, :
Each with her dewdrops bright:

Each woven of sunset hues,

Bach one so frail—

What is sweeter than prairie roses
v By my June prairie trail ?
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FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

A Canadian who enjoys a reputation for intelligence declared the other
day that nothing could induce him to read a story if the scene was laid in
Canada and that when he found mention of Toronto, Montreal or Winnipeg
in a book he threw it aside. This was not because he had contempt for these
cities or for Canada but because he thought there was no romance in Canadian
history and no material for fiction in the life of the people. This is not an un-
common attitude among Canadians towards books as well as towards maga-
zines “made in Canada”. Moreover although many of us gird at Americans
and profess contempt for American habits and ideals we actually like our
boots, clothes, newspapers and magazines to be made in an American fashion.
The fashion may be good enough, for gibing at the United States is a feeble
and inane exercise. There are so many things in the United States which
command regard and respeet that it is unnecessary to look for the things
which inspire contempt.

Nothing is good merely because it is “made in Canada”, but we sheuld
take care that we do not condemn our own things for no other reason than
that they have the genuine flavour and spirit of the country. We can afford
to be “affectionately disposed” towards our own publications and our own
writers, but no book can live except upon its merits. Nor can writers produce
for a market which does not give a reasonable return. “Ralph Connor”
finds fietion profitable not because he writes in Canada but because he pro-
duces stories which have a world market. Few books which sell in Canada
only are worth writing for any return they give to the author. He must write
for love of his subject or love of his country. If he is to live by his pen he
must go to the United States or Great Britain or produce books which will
have a sale in those countries . And practically only fietion written in Canada
can have any considerable sale outside its borders.

The blunt truth is that it is difficult if not impossible for anyone to live
by his pen alone in Canada unless he draws a regular salary from a newspaper
or some other publication or has other certain sources of income. This is
why we have less historical and biographical writing than we should have and
why so many Canadian writers leave the country or turn from purely Cana‘iian
subjects. American authors produce for a market of more than one hundred
million people and Canadian writers for nine million people of whom one third
are French speaking and do not buy English books and newspapers as freely as
those that are printed in their own language. Moreover the population of
Canada covers such vast distances that it is difficult for any publication to
secure a national circulation. This is why news services have been subsidized
and why postal rates are fixed below the cost of carriage. Canadian publica-
tions are “protected” just as many manufacturers are “protected”, for national
reasons. The chief consideration behind this policy is not the interests of
publishers but the general national interest and wise, sympathetic, far-looking
recognition of the almost overwhelming strength of American competition.
Under all the conditions the newspapers, periodicals and magazines of Canada
are of high quality, and it is not their fault if the returns for historical
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economic and purely literary workmen are not such as to encourage devotion
to general literature.

Furthermore, if one may state the fact without any suggestion of griey-
ance, there is less recognition for writers in Canada than in many other coun-
tries. In the United States many of the chief ambassadorial positions seem
to be reserved for those who have achieved distinetion in literature. From
Franklin, on to Lowell and down to Thomas Nelson Page the tradition is
continuous, honourable and distinguished. In Canada, however, all appoint-
ments of distinetion go to politicians, active or otherwise, and such recogni-
tion as writers obtain is confined to inferior places in the Civil Service or to
petty appointments which carry more of humiliation than of honour. As
John Wesley once said: “They who love you for your political service love you
less than their dinner and they who hate you hate you worse than the devil.”

One knows that this may be misunderstood but it is well at times that the
truth should be spoken even at the risk of misunderstanding. Politieal
inbreeding is one of the evils of public life in Canada and is more acute than
in any other country of which one has knowledge. There is a complete
repudiation of the British and American tradition in the attitude towards
writers of distinetion. Nothing really seems to be recognized except devotion
to party, while generally such recognition as writers receive in this conneetion
is not worth having. If, as we are told so often and with such ardour and
urgency, we have become a nation, it is desirable that the Canadian people
should show a more active sympathy for national publications, and we could
even afford to disturb the impression that devotion to partisan politics is the
only service for which there can be decent recognition in this country. All of
which is said by one who has published his “Reminiscences” and neither seeks
nor expects any preference from governments.

II

Wherever there is “daylight saving” throughout Canada it is an incon-
venience and a nuisance. It cannot be otherwise, unless like time is adopted
by the railways, and is general over the country, and indeed over North
America. Those communities which would not conform to the regulation
when it was in general effect punished themselves and subjected visitors from
elsewhere to confusion and annoyance. Those communities which now insist
upon “daylight saving” commit the same offence. There is no doubt that
most of the towns and ecities would like the additional hour of dayligcht. But
it is true that the system is more adapted to an industrial than to an agrieul-
tural country. It was for an industrial country that it was originally devised.
No one stopped to consider whether or not it was of general application.
The statute books of all countries are littered with laws that never should
have been adopted. Of all states democracies are the greatest imitators,
and, unfortunately, they are reluctant to repeal laws which never should have
been enacted. Thus disrespect for all law develops, and courts and parlia-
ments lose authority. Many of us would like to have “daylight saving»
re-established, but possibly if we had thought of the agrieult.ural rather than
the industrial population, the system never would have gone into effect in this

country.
III

It is possible to water a “merger” until it becomes an agency of publie
plunder. On the other hand, there are advantages in huge combinations of
capital if excessive stock issues are avoided, and the assets represent actual
value. Nor are all issues of common stock at less than par necessarily
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evil or objectionable. There are many enterprises in which the element of
risk is so great that capital can be secured only if success means exceptional
returns. Who would have bought common stock of the Canadian Pacifie
Railway at par when the road was projected? So, other great ventures which
have become the bulwarks of nations, had no attraction for capital in the
pigneer stages. How many projects first denounced as conspiracies to put
mﬁlions into the pockets of plundering promoters have done little more than
empty the pockets of the original investors. But there are dropsical “melons”,
and when great projects are afoot, press and parliament can afford to be
vigilant.

g There is a change in the public attitude towards industrial and financial
combinations. It is certain that such a concern as the United States Steel
Corporation can give higher wages to labour and yet manufacture more
cheaply than small competing industries. This labour begins to discover,
and the knowledge may have far-reaching effects in the future. The Union
of Indianapolis, which describes itself as the oldest Labour newspaper in the
United States, said a few weeks ago: “Capital vitalizes us—that is most
important. Left to our own resources we would have as ! 2d working conditions
to-day as our ancestors had when modern industry was a-borning. Left to
itself, capital would have a multiplicity of petty masters, and no capacity to
serve labour. Labour to-day commands a great price in that service that
has to do with manual skill or brawn; it takes a larger share of its ultimate
value than ever before; it works under beneficent conditions generally. It
has broadly the goodwill of the employer, who is much concerned about the
health and social and economic welfare of the employees, because he has a
fine concept of human rights.”

The fact that the huge concern can pay higher wages and give lower prices
to the publie, owing to possession of greater capital, ability to buy raw mater-
ials in greater quantities, and therefore at lower figures, and through greater
specialization and standardization in production and by virtue of better storage
and shipping facilities, affects the position of smaller rivals. They have to
meet the wage standards which the very strong ccmpany establishes, and they
cannot sell at higher prices. Indeed, the example of the great plant forces
all wages upward. Fox: all wages tend to rige to the level which obtains in the
more powerful industries. We have seen in the United States and Canada
that advances in railway wages affected wages in the whole round of industries,
in agriculture, in the shops and in all other pursuits. Unquestionably one
reason why organized labour so generally favours nationalization of railways
is that wages can be forced upward more readily when governments can be
attacked and demands re-enforced by political considerations. And the leaders
of labour know that advances in a single calling or industry sooner or later
affect all wage earners. So, great industrial companies begin to fix wages for
labour and conditions for living, and it is conceivable that a close and sym-

thetic relation between such concerns and organized labour may develop.

Possibly these huge companies often yield very generous returns to share-
holders, but there is little evidence that they increase prices to the public and
much evidence that they often reduce prices. This is demonstrated by the
experience alike of the United States and Great Britain. In Germany the
deliberate object of such consolidations was to capture foreign markets and
perhaps there was less concern for domestic purchasers. Ordinarily, however,
the industry with the capital necessary to establish strong export connections
can sell cheaper in home markets than rivals with less a@equate resources and
no export markets. Whatever opinions may be entertained regarding prices
of agricultural implements in Canada it is certain that the industry has profiteq
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greatly by its export conneetions and just as certain that Canadian manufact-
urers do not sell at lower prices in foreign countries. But that story per-
gists and probably will persist as long as we have a tariff controversy in
Canada. Moreover, without a tariff debate what Canadian could be happy?
But however we may divide over tariff, there is a growing opinion in the
United States and in Canada that “big business” with reasonable capitaliza-
tion and under responsible control is “good business”, assuring high wages to
workers, fair prices to consumers, and a certain return upon capital. Better
combination than destruction of industries. Waste of capital is as profligate
as waste of labour. For all such waste the public pays eventually and no
tribunal, political, judicial or moral, can decree otherwise.

v
Brigadier-General McLean is in trouble over a reference to the wives of

soldiers who were in domestie service before marriage. It is clear that he did
not mean to give offence, but the statement was unhappy and unfortunate.
There is no conceivable reason why women who were in domestic employ
should be singled out in any connection from other women. There is ne
more honourable avocation, and it is unfortunate that the dignity of suech
service is not too fully recognized. As between women who work in the home
and those who work outside there is surely no ground for invidious distine-
tion. This, no doubt, General McLean would freely admit, but unhappily
his reference could easily be misunderstood, and he should not have been
thinking of what any soldier’s wife did before she was married. For a state-
ment which was not intended to give offence he will be pursued for some time
and probably by thousands of people his real character, generous and lovable
will be misinterpreted. ;

How many public men have suffered from injudicious utterances! Unless
a man has great discretion and balance he is likely to blunder into doubtful
gtatements when he is on his feet. The word once said cannot be recalled. It
is not always possible to put the blame on the reporters. When I became
editor of The Globe 1 had a warning from Hon. Edward Blake that it was
possible to do more mischief with a single sentence than could be repaired in
a whole Saturday edition. Once a reporter of The Globe interviewed a
railway president who hesitated as to the wisdom of a particular statement he
desired to make. Finally he decided to take the risk, but explained that he
would have to hold the reporter responsible if it should seem necessary later
to repudiate the statement.

Sir Richard Cartwright had much trouble over a reference to Sir John
Maedonald and Sir David Macepherson which was interpreted as an attack upon
all Scottish electors. Speaking at Aylmer in 1878 he said: “Sir John Maedon-
ald and Senator Macpherson are both distinguished members of ancient and
honourable Highland clans. Doubtless their predatory instinets are heredi-
tary. You know, gentlemen, what Sir Walter Scott said long ago:

Show me the Highland Chief who holds
That plundering Lowland flocks or folds,
Is aught but retribution due:

Seek other cause ’gainst Roderick Dhu,

Or against Senator Macpherson or Sir John Macdonald. 1 wish to be just,
and I believe that the present is a very curious instance of the truth of the
saying that instinct is stronger than reason. The ancestors of these gentlemen,
in times gone by, stole many a head oﬁ black cattle, and.lf they got caught they
were sometimes hanged for it. Their descendants milk the Northern Rail-
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way cow on the sly, and get presented with a testimonial.” Cartwright
was just as unfortunate in his characterization of the Atlantic Provinees
as “the shreds and patches of Confederation”. So Liberal statesmen lived to
regret the confident prophecy that the revenue from the mountain sections of
the Canadian Pacific Railway would never provide axle grease for the loco-
motives. British Columbia was slow to forgive Hon. Edward Blake’s descrip-
tion of that Province as “a sea of mountains”. Never has there been a more
tumultuous political meeting in Toronto than that at Massey Hall when Hon.
S. H. Blake described the members of the Protestant Protective Association as
“bastard Protestants”. During the fierce attack on the “Ross Bible” a school
trustee of Toronto accommodated the Liberal party with the pious statement
that he would have “the whole d—— Bible or nothing”. Hon. Thomas White
was never allowed to forget the admission of The Gazette, of Montreal,
which was under his editorial control, that it was sometimes necessary to bow
to “political exigencies”. For years the Liberal press and party exploited
The Toronto Mail's warning that if protection was inimical to British
connection “so much the worse for British connection”,

Sir Charles Tupper’s alleged confidential confession that he had “no
confidence in the breed” was put to service in many political contests, although
conclusive evidence that he had made the statement never was produced. The
threat to “haul down the flag” as a protest against federation of the British
North American Provinces was an enduring handicap in Parliament for
Hon. A. G. Jones of Halifax. The Liberal press devoted columns of black
type to The Mail’s description of the delegates to a provineial Liberal Con- .
vention at Toronto in 1883 as a “somewhat dull-witted mob of semi-civilized
partisans, needing some old clothes, a few spelling books, a ration of cut plug
and the promise of a bath”. One thinks of the derisive placard carried by
United States Republicans many years ago, “Skules and collidges is the great
enemie of the Democratic party”.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s declaration that if he had been a halfbreed on the
banks of the Saskatchewan he would have taken up his musket against the
Government was used against himself and the Liberal party for many years,
but he never apologized or repentgd. Ipdeed, he was curiously indifferent to
personal attacks and rarely committed indiscretions in Parliament or on the
platform. This was not an “indiscretion”, but a statement made with deliber-
ation and definite purpose. When he first came to speak in Toronto at the old
Horticultural Pavilion in 1886 he walked up from the Union Station to the
Rossin House, and only smiled when one of a group of men on the street
corner called out in a tone of anxious concern that he had neglected to bring
his musket. Probably Laurier would have lamented, as did the Duke of
Marlborough, if he had ever “condescended to make an explanation”. There
seems to be no record of any utterance by Sir John Macdonald which hurt his
friends or helped his foes. The phrases for which he was most bitterly
attacked were those that he was least anxious to modify or recall. His “indis-
eretions” were a part of his political capital.

Nothing was ever said in a political contest in Canada so fatal to the party
in whose interest it was spoken as Rev. Dr. Burchard’s characterization of the
Democrats of the United States as the party of “Rum, Romanism and Re-
bellion”. There seems to be no doubt that the luckless phrase defeated Blaine
and made Cleveland President. In Col. Henry Watterson’s Reminiscences
there is a reference to the New York banquet, which has been called Bel-
shazzar’s feast, where Burchard used the fatal sentence. “I did not hear the
words, ‘Rum, Romanism and Rebellion’ Mr. Blaine told me, ‘else as you
must know I would have fittingly disposed of them’. I said, ‘Mr. Blaine, you
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may as well give it up. The doom of Webster, Clay and Douglas is upon
you. If you are nominated again, with an assured election, you will die before
the day of election. If you survive the day and are elected you’ll die before
the 4th of Mareh.’ He smiled grimly and replied, ‘It really looks that way’ ”.
The tongue, we have high authority for believing, is an unruly member, and
after all it is surprising that in the fervour and passion of political contro-
versy so few fatal indiseretions are committed. But this comforting evidence
of human wisdom will not help General McLean at the moment.

v

One can easily understand why Mr. Drury hesitates to sanction any in-
crease of sessional indemnity for members of the Legislature. He knows
that the Government would be attacked for conniving at a “raid on the
Treasury” and fears that all the professed concern of farmers and Labour
for “retrenchment and reform” would be treated as insincere and hypocritical.
I frankly confess, however, that I am in complete sympathy with the move-
ment in the Legislature and in the House of Commons for higher indemnities,
The people have no right te demand unnecessary sacrifices from public ser-
vants. Labour members and farmers alike will discover that a seat in
Parliament involves serious neglect of private business and a drain upon
their pockets far greater than they could have expected. It is useless to argue
that they should live cheaply, for there are continuous expenditures which
they cannot avoid. If they are to spend months at Ottawa, as even in
Toronto, a thousand dollars soon disappears. There are skinflints who can
save money on the present indemnities, but they are not numerous and
generally they are the least desirable element in legislatures and parliament,

One remembers all that is said of the danger of turning parliament over to
“professional politicians” but the faet is that “professionals” will be just as
numerous under a lower as under a higher indemnity. It is never the
indemnity which brings Parliaments into disrepute but quite other causes
and very often the attitude of constituencies towards public life and publie
service.  No one would suggest that low salaries would give dignity and
efficiency to a private business and it is a curious notion in a democracy
that men who are elected to do the public business should be content with
inadequate remuneration. Ministerial salaries at Ottawa reflect nothing but
diseredit upon the Canadian people. The Prime Minister should receive at
least $25,000 and other ministers not less than $20,000. To refuse decent
remuneration means that only men of ample private incomes can hold office
at Ottawa with comfort and dignity. There must be some decent relation
between the salaries of ministers of the Crown and those that are paid to the
heads of private business enterprises, if government is to be efficient, and the
political leaders of the country are to enjoy public respect and publie
confidence. ;

‘What is true of ministers is just as true of judges now so underpaid that
the leaders of the bar hesitate to accept judicial positions. The analogy
between judges and ministers of the Crown is not complete, however, for judges
hold a life tenure of office, while the minister, by a ehange of Government, may
be thrown upon his own resources to discover that all his professional and
business connections have been destroyed and that to make a living for himself
and his family is a difficult and often a desperate problem. Democracies are
not generous. They demand absplupe and undivided devotion to the publie
interest. They care little or nothing if their servants are broken in the process.
And democracy in Canada is as niggardly and ungrateful as in any other
country.
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LETTERS OF ANTON CHEKHOV

Translated by CONSTANCE GARNETT.
Toronto: The Macmillan Company
of Canada.

m NTON CHEKHOV is
¥ notable, apart from the
peculiar quality of his
(| writing, for being the
.\‘\ first Russian to gain
~% a reputation for short
fietion by using newspapers rather
than magazines. His letters reveal
the fact that he had a great follow-
ing, and in some of them he com-
plains about the attentions that are
bestowed on him. The history of his
life, which is given as an‘mtroductl.on,
is exceedingly interesting, showing
how the son of a vassal educated him-
self, even to taking a university
course, how he contrived to travel
widely, going abroad to China, India
and Southern Europe, and earning at
the same time an increasing reputa-
tion as a writer. He wrote_what one
might properly regard as 1mporta1§t
Jetters to friends and members of his
family. We shall quote part of one
that is purely personal, written when

Chekhov was in the fifth class of the.

Taganrog High School, to Mihail
Chekhov, a cousin:

oo M- 1 et ld?terhsq;o m)l'l motl[)ler,

re of yo lease give t to her when
yc;;e uorfe yal?;nep with %\ier. There are things
in life which one can confide in one person
only, whom one trusts. It is because of
this that I write to my mother without
the knowledge of the others, for whom my
secrets are quite uninteresting, or, rather,
unnecessary . . . My second request is of
more importance. Please go on comforting
mother, who is both physically and mor-
ally broken. She has found in you not
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merely a nephew but a great deal more and
better than a nephew, My mother’s char-
acter is such that the moral support of
others is a great help to her. It is a sili{
request, isn't it? But you will understand,
especially as T have said “moral,” ie., spirit-
ual support. There is no one in this wicked
world dearer to us than our mother, and so
you will greatly oblige your humble servant
by comforting his worn-out and weary
mother,

*
STORM IN A TEACUP

By Epex PuiLrrorrs. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

A MODERN industry, the making
of paper, forms the background
of this entertaining comedy of the
middle-class in England—in Devon-
shire, to be more precise. A young
wife picks a quarrel with her husband
whom she finds commonplace and en-
gages in a fantastic elopement with
her husband’s fellow-craftsman, Jor-
dan Kellock. Both men had long
long loved this same woman, but Ned
Dingle, perhaps because of his youth
or his sunny, easy-going disposition,
wins her for his bride. Kellock ac-
cepts the situation philosophically, re-
maining a friend to both husband and
wife—until he sees that the girl is not
happy, and then he feels that it is
time for him to interfere. He and the
girl consider the situation and con-
clude that it would be better if she
should go and live with him. She
goes, but they do not live together as
man and wife, because Kellock’s cons-
cience would ot permit it until they
should become properly married. That
happy condition, however, is imposs-
ible without a divorce, a thing not
easily obtained in England. So they
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just go on in that way, l)oth'men wo.rk-
ing in the mills and the mills serving
as an interesting background and af-
fording opportunities for some excel-
lent drama. The scene where Jordan
Kelloek loses his “stroke” in one of the
delicate processes of paper making is
unusually strong. l_&fter that the
trend of events, especially for the girl,
is back to her husband, who is con-
strained to welecome her because he be-
lieves that she has not broken her
marriage vows in one important par-
ticular. Here is the author’s state-
ment :

“And elsewhere Dingle pondered the prob-
lem. Curiously enough, only a point, which
had seemed unimportant to anyone else,
held his mind. Kellock had thought Medora
was changed, and such is human inconsis-
tency, that whereas Ned had told himself
for six months he was well rid of a bad
woman, now the thought that he might re-
ceive back into his house a reformed char-
acter annoyed him. If he wanted anybody,
it was the old Medora—not the plague,
who left him for Kellock, but the laughter-
loving, illusive help-mate he had married.
He did not desire a humble and repentant
creature, ready to lick his boots. He was
very doubtful if he really wanted anybody.
Once the mistress of any man, he would
never have thought of her again except to
curse her, but she never had been that. She
had doubtless shared Jordan’s exalted ideals.
That was to her credit, and showed she
honoured her first bushand and the stock
she sprang from.

%%
YOUTH RIDING

By Mary Carony~ Davies, Toronto:
The Maemillan Company of Canada.

ONE of the best known of American
women poets is the author of this
charming volume. The style is highly
musical, and in spots one comes into
intimate touch with life. We select
one of the simpler poems:

THE DANCING DRESS =

My little dancing dress is sad,
It is so long since we have been

Very close of kin.

Together once we used to bow;
We are only strangers now.
In very lonesome folds it lies;
1 look at it with casual eyes.
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Once at my slightest touch it stirred;
It quivered at my body’s word:
And it and I were only one.

We were a shadow and its sun;
We were a nest and its weetless bird;
We were wine in its glass.

We were wind and grass;
I was a bud and it the bough.
—these things are all over now.

It is long since we have been
Very close of kin—!

K
"W

WHEN CANADA WAS NEW
FRANCE

By George H. Locke.
M. Dent and Sons.

HE chief Librarian of the Publie

Library, Toronto, here gives not
only the history of Canada under
French occupation, but as well a pie-
ture of the life of the people and a
deseription of the country as it ap.
peared then from the Gulf of S,
Lawrence to the Great Lakes. The
chapter headings are as follows: “Car-
tier and the St. Lawrence”, “Cham-
plain and the Great Lakes”, “Joliet
Marquette and the River of a Hun:
dred Thousand Streams”, “La Salle
and the Greater New France”, “Rad-
isson and the Great Northwest”
“Montcalm and the Fall of Nev;
France”, “Pontiac and the Last Hope
of Indian Supremacy”, “The Gray
Gowns and the Black”, “The Iroquois
and the Hurons”, “The Coureur-des-
Bois and the Voyageur”, “The Seig-
neur and the Habitant”, “Stories
Which Illustrate References in this
Book”, “Poems which Illustrate Re-
ferences in this Book”.

3

STARVED ROCK

By Epcar Lee Masters. Toronto:
The Maemillan Company of Canada.

lN this book the very opposite is
found to the simplicity and sap-
donic frankness of “Spoon River An.
thology”. To all who like freakish
poetry we commend it. Most of the
pieces are too long for complete re-

Toronto: J.
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production; we select the last two
stanzas of the title poem :

STARVED ROCK

This is the land where every generation

Lets down its buckets for the water of Life.

We are the children and the epigone

Of the Illini, the vanished nation,

And this starved scarp of stone

Is now the emblem of our tribulation,

The inverted cup of our insatiable thirst,

The Illini by fate accursed,

This land lost to the Pottawatomies,

They lost the land to us,

Who baffled and idolatrous,

And thirsting, spurred by hope

Kneel upon aching knees,

And with our eager hands draw up the
bucketless rope.

» . ~

This is the tragic, the symbolic face,

Le Rocher or Starved Rock,

Round which the eternal turtles drink and
swim

And serpents green and strange,

As race comes after race,

War after war,

This is the sphinx whose Memnon lips spell
dirges

To Empire’s wayward star,

And over the race’s restless urges,

Whose lips unlock
Life’'s secret which

change.

The author of this book is weak in
punctuation, a very important factor
in poetry, and he spells Saviour with-
out the u—S-A-V-1-O-R,

3
o

THE HEART OF CHERRY
McBAIN

By Dougras Durkin, Toronto: The
MussoN Book Company.

AKE a railway construetion camp
T in Western Canada, Keith Me-
Bain, the contractor; Cherry, his
motherless daughter; King Howden,
settler and carrier of His Majesty’s
mails; Bill McCartney, foreman of

is vanishment and
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the construetion camp, and the men of
the camp, and you have the setting
and personnel of this attractive new
Canadian love story. It is a novel
written by a Canadian, with the scene
laid in Canada, the publishers Can-
adians, and the printing and binding
all done in Canada. It contains many
strong situations, especially whenever
Bill McCartney, the bully, and King
Howden appear together, and several
pleasing love scenes almost whenever
King and Cherry appear together.
Cherry, being motherless, and accept-
ing the responsibility of looking after
her father, who through drink has lost
his netve if not his fortune and is
rapidly becoming a tool of the schem-
ing MeCartney, repeatedly finds her-
self in a very embarrassing position.
But her innate goodness, great
strength of character and the timely
intervention of King Howden bring
the story to a satisfactory conclusion.
b

A LITTLE BOY LOST

By W. H. HupsoN. Toronto: J. M.
Dent and Sons.

THIS delightful fairy tale is here
% presented in an American edi-
tion, with beautiful line drawings by
A. D. McCormick. The writer, whose
charm of style has long been recog-
nized, especially ni England, confesses
in a letter addressed to his American
publ_lsher, that a long time ago, in
looking through his collection of child-
ren’s books, he conceived the idea of
writing a book that might have suited
his peculiar taste in childhood, as he
recalled it, “the impossible story to
be founded on my own childish im-

pressions and adventures”. This book
is the result.
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BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

THE POST-OFFICE *

HE place and importance of the post-office, except in
T large cities, diminishes year by year. Several causes

appear. The newspaper undoubtedly was the first, but
it never was so great a factor as it has been since the estab-
lishing of rural routes. Nor was the telegraph. The tele-
graph, indeed, never got close to the isolated village or the
farm, but now the telephone, the greatest factor of all, has
revolutionized the social life of the country districts and
robbed the general store and the post-office of their erstwhile
importance as centres of gossip and disseminators of news.

The post-office of forty years ago as it is recalled by at least
one person had many characteristics that were common to
most of the post-offices attached to general stores throughout
rural Ontario. It had, for one thing, an imposing false front
that extended up above the second story, a type of architee-
ture that still obtains in equally ludicrous proportions in many
new towns throughout the West. A verandah stood up as
high as the second story, with a platform and railing on top,
and on to it my aunt oftentimes used to step from the upper
rooms when she saw a little lad toddling across the street to
get a bull’s eye or stick of taffy.

“What are you after now?” she would say, as she leaned
over the railing and smiled down at the youngster with as
sweet a smile as anyone could wish to see. And then some
wonderfully tall man who happened to be sitting whittling
on the platform below, or perhaps it might have been my
uncle from the store, would life him up to my aunt, who would

*A recent report of the Postmaster-General informs us that the
receipts for the year of the largest post-office in the Dominion
(Toronto) were $4,137,678, and of the smallest (McLaggan, New
Brunswick) two dollars, Montreal, with receipts of $2,353,045, came
next to Toronto, and Glengarry, Nova Scotia. wﬂh'i-hree_ dollars, came
next to McLaggan. Horseshoe Canyon, Alberta, tied with Gl e
but it was closed. Closed also was Turenne, P.Q., with receipts of only

one dollar,
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carry him inside and show him the goldfish and regale him
with jelly cake and dandelion wine. Pity all little boys who
haven’t any aunt living above the post-oﬂice above the store,
just across the way!

The old mail-carrier used to drive up the hill about three-
thirty in the afternoon of every lawful day. From the ver-
andah it was a great sight to see him coming, his old gray
nag tugging patiently against the incline and the dust
gray wheels of the buggy following, round after round. But
it was a greater sight to look down on him as he stopped in
front and waited for someone to lift the mail-bag from the box
at the back. For he was s0 old and so fat and so sottish that
it must have been impossible for him to move from his seat
except when he rolled out at the end of the journey in some
remote part of the universe away back beyond the Boundary.
He himself was always referring to the Boundary, for by it
he timed and measured and weighed everything, and it was
to it, and perhaps even a short distance into the strange realm
beyond, that this same little boy heped some day he might
adventure.

Perhaps elsewhere, apart from fiction, there have been young
mail-carriers, with young horses and new buggies, but all that
1 have ever known have been old, and everything about them
has been old. They have been wooden-legged or palsied or
slightly touched above the ears. All but one. Him I recall
because he had a French name, wore long hair, was Pére Goriot
come to life again, and mostly because he came into the village
late one night, oh, very late, so late that all little boys should
have been in bed and fast asleep. I coaxed to be led out to see
him, for he stood in the middle of the road, a lantern upraised
in his hand, a spot of light in all the circumambient darkness.
Something had happened, I know not what, but as we drew
closer I could see the anxious look on the faces of the few vill-
agers who had waited for the mail. What attracted me most
of all was the lantern, for it was much larger and different
from the newer kind that my father used when called out on
dark nights to attend the sick. It was very different from
the electric flashlight in use to-day! The old mail-carrier held
it up and opened one of its four windows. Then I got a glimpse
within and saw fluttering there what must have been the flame
from a stout tallow candle.

“T’ll have to go back and look for it,” he said, and he pinched
the light with long, gnarled fingers.

I never knew what it was he went back to look for, and I
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was the young wife whom my father told me he had brought
there to languish and die. He had come from the land of
Jacques Cartier, my father told me, and I knew he meant
a country that was far away, even away beyond the Boundary.

0O1d Bill had a wooden leg, and I am not sure, as wood was
cheap then, that he had not also a wooden head. He had at
least a phenomenal capacity for conversation, and peculiar as
it may seem to most persons, he loved to talk about himself,
The things that he had seen and done seemed never to weary
his otherwise lymphatic mind, and if he had a passenger going
out to take the train the time would fly and he wouldn’t notice
its going. And most of all he loved to tell about what he had
been. First of all, he hadn’t always been a mail-carrier. Why,
bless you, he had been before the mast for fifteen years, going
round the Horn, back and forth twenty times, and flaunting
it in almost every port between Plymouth and Singapore. He
had been a chemist in the Old Country for twenty years, had
taught school in Torbay for ten years, had been a grave-digger,
when out of luck, for five years, digging the grave that re-
ceived the last mortal remains of the Duke of Wellington ; had
been a Methodist parson for twelve years, a jockey for nine
years, an actor for eighteen years, playing mostly the roles
of heavy villain and low comedian. He had kept a tavern in
this country for five and twenty years, and never would have
quit had the rheumatism not struck him so hard that he
couldn’t raise his arms as high as the bar. In all his many
vicissitudes he must have served at least 114 years.

“You must be a pretty old man,” someone would remark.

“I am,” he would reply. “I'm just neat sixty.” He had
Leen just neat sixty for five years that we could count.

“But how did you lose your leg, Bill?”

This question always caused an embarrassing silence.

“How did it happen, Bill?”

After much baiting Bill would heave a deep sigh and answer
almost inaudibly : “I never knew.”

“It was in the Crimeer,” he would proceed if permitted to
do so, “and we wuz all fightin’ like ’ell, when somethin’ seemed
to bust and blow up, and blow down and both right and left
to onee. . . . When they picked me up I wuz minus one
leg and most o’ my faculties. But I come to in about a fort-
night. After that I quit the army and became a solicitor. It
wan’t no good, there bein’ too many solicitin’ after the war,
And that’s ow I come to come to Canady. Leastways, it wuz
one o’ the reasons.”
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Nobody ever quite knew the other reasons, mostly because Bill
himself couldn’t compose them to his own satisfaction. He was
most likely to impart secrets when tight with liquor, a con-
dition that was not uncommon to the man or to the day. But
perhaps there was some condonement. Carrying Her Majesty’s
mails was not at best a very enlivening occupation, and for
that reason, if not for one more human and personal, we might
sympathize with the man who while waiting for the train to
arrive preferred convivial company round the big box stove
in the tavern to the chance acquaintance of the station plat-
form. But whatever the reason, Bill oftentimes was visibly
in his cups, and on one memorable occasion he fell asleep and
permitted the horse to run the buggy into the diteh, break
away from the shafts and leave the mail-carrier low and wet,
mired by the roadside.

In course of time, as was natural, Bill awoke, and as he did
so a man coming along on foot overheard him talking to
himself.

“Be I Bill Bailey or bain’t I?” he said. “If I be Bill Bailey,
I’ve lost a horse; if I bain’t, I've found a buggy.”

On another and similar  occasion Bill fell asleep but never
woke again. They found him, lifeless, at the end of his jour-
ney—back near the Boundary.

Bill was succeeded by old Jim Hay, who was quite as old
as Bill, much more helpless and amazingly less garrulous. In-
deed, Jim Hay never was known to say anything. He just
sat in the buggy, sticking out over the edge of the seat like a
sack of wool and breathing and wheezing like a horse with
the heaves. He never touched the mail-bag, but waited until
someone eager for his letters would carry it into the post-
office and then put it in its place again.

I loved to look down from the verandah above and watch
old Jim jolt forward and then rebound when at length
the buggy stopped abruptly in front of the store. I used to
wonder who put the brass padlock on the mail-bag and what
was the meaning of the Queen’s insignia. But I never knew,
for nobody ever told me, that the post-office was an institution
of Her Most Gracious Majesty, whose birthday we celebrated
by going fishing every twenty-fourth of May. But one way
or another I came to know about the people who passed be-
neath the verandah, all loyal subjects of the Queen, even if
unappreciative of her graciousness.

There was big Jim Hill, who always was expecting a letter
from a brother who had gone over to Michigan; and little
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Billy Smith, who couldn’t read anything he ever did get. But
even if he couldn’t read he liked to look at the writing and
the little picture of the Queen’s head stuck on the outside.
Even if he couldn’t read, he liked to hear about Joe Bake’s
fine field of wheat, Norden’s fat cattle, and the latest additions
to the population. It seemed to be incredible, and yet every-
body knew it to be true, that Joe would consume a big basin
of thick sour milk, without stopping for breath, every chance
he got, and if it hadn’t been for the mail-carrier he would
have been the fattest man in all those parts. Norden was
noted for his Holsteins, and indeed only for these estimable
cattle our community would have received but scant notice
outside itself.

Norden long had been regarded as an impeccable bachelor,
and when at length he astonished the people by taking time
from exporting cattle to import a wife the attention of the
whole neighbourhood was turned from stock-raising to house-
keeping. But shortly thereafter Norden fell ill of a fever. So
ill indeed did he become that he supplied a new and sole topie
of conversation. Some persons said that he must have con-
tracted the disease when he was away getting married, and
others blamed it on the swamp at the back of his farm. One
or two ventured the opinion that it was a result of washing
in water from a stagnant cistern. At any rate he came out
of it with impaired hearing but a thankful heart.

Joke Bake, too much ocecupied with sour cream and the con-
tents of a well-stored pantry, had heard of the marriage but
not of the fever. And when the two met at the post-office,
one Saturday night when there was a good audience present,
Joe attempted in his own way to congratulate the groom.

“Well, Norden,” he began, “I hear you've gone and got
married.”

“I was pretty bad,” Norden replied, “but, thank God, I'm
better now.”

From the verandah one afternoon we saw the mail-carrier
approach, stop as abruptly as usual, jolt forward, rebound
into the seat and then settle down like meal in a sack. Presently
my uncle came out to get the mail-bag, but it was not there.

“Jim,” he said, “where’s the mail-bag ?”

Jim looked straight in front for the space of fifteen seconds,
then he reached for the whip. He turned the horse’s head
back towards the north, and, letting the whip descend, started
off again, the old horse on the gallop, careering pellmell down
the hill. The buggy rocked from one side to the other like
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a boat in the trough, and old Jim rocked with it. We saw
him dash past the carpenter’s, past the blacksmith’s, past the
cobbler’s, past the mill, past the township hall, between the
poplars, over the bridge with & booming sound, across the full
stretch of the valley, and up the confronting hill. 'We saw him
strike the long five-mile course that loomed ahead at the top,
all the while striking the horse with the bitter end of his bitter
lash. Not one word had he uttered, for Jim was a man of
gilence, as silent as a Trappist, and yet he knew how to make
the unfortnnate beast suffer for the failure of his own memory,

‘We saw him, still swaying from side to side, grow smaller
and smaller as the road dwindled to a point at the horizon,
and there at last he disappeared from our vision, absorbed
by the enveloping landscape.

But at that same point, half an hour later, he reappeared,
a speck coming out from the mist. He came as he had gone,
swaying and lurching, staring straight ahead, but uttering
never a word. His rage was too great for mere verbiage.
Thus, having no outlet, it settled back within himself, and
should be a warning to us all not to let the molehills of our
every day grow into mountains. For it was Jim’s last journey.
Like old Bill, he was found, an inert mass, somewhere back
near the Boundary. And the forgotten mail-bag lay at his
feet.

They talked about old Jim for a while, but soon he became,
as we all must become, a neglected memory. His place was
taken by another old man who was afflicted with the dance of
St. Vitus, and who indulged in a veritable passion for being
late. I have sometimes thought that the people used to like
it better when he came late: it gave them a reason for sitting
around the store and talking about old times. Yankee Tom
dearly loved to tell about the time he killed a wildeat with a
frozen turnip back in Gormaly’s bush. And Long Archie
always waited with pardonable impatience to tell about the
time he drove the sorel mare from Tuckersmith home with rain
falling in torrents a few feet behind him all the way but never
catching him.

“Speakin’ of wildeats,” Angus MeAlpin would begin, “makes
me think of the time the bear broke up the threshing at Mike
(O’Hara’s. Mike’s son Pat, who went out to Manitoba, could
get more work out of a set of horses than any other man in
Americky. He swung as pretty a lash as you ever saw and
could whistle like a si-reen. Well, one day they were thresh-
ing at the old man’s place, and, as it began to look like rain,
’long about noon time the old man was gettin’ anxious. The
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dinner bell rang, Pat stopped whistling, the horses stopped,
the machine stopped, and the men stopped.

“They had just got sot down at dinner when someone
sighted a bear hiking for the bush across the back lot. Every-
body jumped up and two or three of the men started after
the bear, headed by Pat carrying an old musket. Mike didn’t
say nothin’. He just sat down on a block of wood outside
and began to whittle. It looked more than ever like rain, and
someone said casual like that there wasn’t much chance of
gettin’ done that day, which made Mike whittle all the faster,
They couldn’t get started up again, with four men off, so they
just had to stand there and wait. In a little while Mrs. O’Hara
came to the door.

““What's the matter? she asked, lookin’ at Mike.

“‘Nothin’’

“‘Then why ain’t yez threshin’?

“‘Pat, the divil, and Bill, the divil, and Martin, the divil,
and Jerry, the divil, is takin’ a holiday.’

““Where hev they gone to?

“All gone to hell with the bear.””

It didn’t take much to remind the blacksmith of the time he
shod Charlie Mason’s blood stallion, away back in the days
when they made horseshoes by hand and fashioned nails on
the anvil.

“It must have been twenty—Ilet me see. .. ."” he would begin :
“It was the year Betsy Jordan died.”

“The year of the black frost,” someone would remark.

“It’s twenty years ago if it’s a day,” the blacksmith would
insist, beginning all over again.

“Do you remember Charlie’s two-wheeled cart with the
spring seat ?”” another would ask, breaking in.

But before anyone could answer some unappreciative lis-
tener, somg restless mortal who had no recollection of the late
sixties, would interrupt with the inevitable question, Any
mail for me?
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'w d rf l D. h Mild—yet with enough
Ah. onderiul Dish i e fover to

INGERSOLL CREAM
CHEESE is unexcelled
for table use.

Spread it on biscuits
and serve it for lunch.
Spread a thin layer of
it over a dish of spaghetti
and tomatoes and put it in
the oven to bake. Serve it
hot for the evening meal—
it is so nourishing. It is a
wonderful dish.

THERE IS SOMETHING

about this Cheese which

makes you want to eat and

eat until the last little bit

is gone—and then you look
for more.

Get a package today
at your grocers

THE INGERSOLL PACKING
CO. LIMITED :: INGERSOLL, ONT.
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By Appointment

The Sauce of the Epicure
and the Gentleman

HERE is refinement and prestige in
serving Lea & Perrins’ Sauce, en-
tirely lacking when this first and original
“Worcestershirc” is replaced by second-grade
sauces and spurious imitations. No dinner is
complete without LEA & PERRINS—THE

BEST.
®

The Original % 2
Worcestershire Sauce 4 8

Illlllllll|l|lll|||l||ll||l||lIllIIIIIIIHI||I|II|I|IIIIHIlllIlllllIIll|I||l|||||IIIIIIIHIIIIIIH

7t L ARV ERRR

&)
@




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Y n il

f
|

Panelled Oak Dining Room wilh

Modelled Plaster Ceiling, showing Jacobean
Furnilvre, Refeclory Exfension Jable and
Jile Floor in ZJarge Squares. Designed and

Manqﬁacfared in our own Workshops.

Interior Decorators & Furnishers.

]ghornton~ mith (2

29 King STw, Toronto.
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Getting Husky, Son—
Grape-Nuts Agrees!

This delicious wheat and malted barley

food provides, in easily digestible form,

essential elements Nature requires for
growth, health and strength.

“There’s a Reason” for
Grape-Nuts

SEEEEET=
Grape Nutsf At Grocers Everywhere
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CORSETS
The Great

Canadian
Corsetry
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Where “D & A”, “La DIVA" or “GODDESS" corsets are made

A vast quadrangle flooded with light on four sides, filled with
the pure air which sweeps over Quebec from the Laurentians
and from the Gulf, is fitted with the very best and most perfect
machinery. Here expert designers, in touch with the Fashion
Centres of the world direct 1,500 skilled needlewomen, ete.,, and
this organization is the secret of the superior value of the
corsets produced by the Dominion Corset Company.

This Corsetry guarantees any corset it produces.

It is a purely Canadian organization, uses Canadian capital, and
employs Canadians in every department.

The largest concern of its kind in the British Empire.

DOMINION CORSET CO., Quebec, Montreal, Toronto,
Sydney, New South Wales, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
Christchurch, New Zealand.
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“ Wheat Bubbles

Puffed Wheat
is whole
wheat steam-
exploded, puf-
fed to 8 times
normal size.

The taste is

like toasted

nut-meats,

The texture
is flimsy and

flaky.

Children
Forget

All Other Dishes
When They Get This

You never tasted cereals that
compare with Puffed Grains.
Other grain foods lose their
charm when children once know
these.

Why not then serve
morning, noon and night.
in a dozen ways?

them
And

Both are whole grains with whole-grain nutrition.

Both are steam-exploded.
cess,

Every food cell is blasted by Prof. Anderson’s pro-
So every atom feeds. No other process so fits these grains for food.

Too Good, SomeTiMothers Say

Some mothers say that Puffed Grains
are too good. Children eat too many,
displacing other foods.

But Puffed Wheat in milk is the
greatest food that children ever get.
All the 16 food elements are there, and
fitted to digest. Whatever food Puffed

o\

After School
Crisp a Puffed Grain and lightly douse

i i like pea-
h butter. Let children eat

::ts or popcorn. Nothing you can serve

to hungry children is so good for them.

Wheat displaces, the child is better for
it. Few people ever get enough of the
minerals in whole wheat.

In the morning serve with cream and
sugar. At night in bowls of milk. For
variety’s sake serve both Puffed Grains.
But the greatest is Puffed Wheat.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

"Both Steam-Exploded-—to 8 Times
Normal Size

Use Like Nuts

Use Puffed Rice like nut-meats in home
candy making, or as garnish on ice cream.
The flimsy grains taste like toasted nut-
meats puffed.

The Quaker Qats (dmpany

Sole Makers

Peterborough, Canada

Saskatoon, Canada

3399
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Known the world over as the mark

which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currxns 0 His MajesTy

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

Conservation

CLARK’S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

“  Concentrated Soups

“  Peanut Butter

“  Stewed Kidneys

“  Ox & Lunch Tongues
“ Pate de Foie, etc., etc,

W. CLARK, LIMITED, .  MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License No. 14-216
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Brush teeth

As dentists urge—as millions now are doing

All statements approved by high dental authorities

Leading dentists all over America are urging
the adoption of a film-removing tooth paste.

Millions of people have already pr_oved .it.
In every circle nowadays you see white, glis-
tening teeth. Ask about them and the owners
will say, probably, that Pepsodent has done
it

By fighting film

Those results come from fighting film —
that viscous film which ever forms on teeth.
Most lack of luster is now traced to that, also
most other tooth troubles.

Film clings to teeth, enters crevicgs and
stays. The tooth brush does not end it. The
ordinary tooth paste does not dissolve it. So
much of it stays and hardens, until you have
it taken off in the dentist’s chair.

Film is what discolors—not the teeth. It
is the basis of tartar. It holds food substance
which ferments and forms acid. It holds the

Pepsadeni

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific film combatant, now advised by
leading dentists everywhere. |Druggists supply
the large tubes.

acid in contact with the teeth to cause decay.

Millions of germs breed in it. They, with
tartar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea. All
these troubles have been constantly increas-
ing for lack of a film combatant,

The way is found

Dental science, after years of searching,
has found a way to fight film. Five years of
clinical and laboratory tests have proved it
beyond question.

For home use the method is embodied in a
dentifrice called Pepsodent, made to meet
every dental requirement. And to make it
known quickly in every home, a 10-Day Tube
is being sent to everyone who asks.

A convincing test

The Pepsodent results are evident and
quick. A ten-day test will leave no doubt
about them. And a book will tell the reason.

Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the digestant
of albumin. The film is albuminous matter,
The object of Pepsodent is to dissolve it,
then to day by day combat it.

A new discovery makes this method pos-
sible. Pepsin must be activated, and the usual
agent is an acid harmful to the teeth. But
science has found a harmless activating
method. Now active pepsin can be constantly
afplied, and forced into every hiding place
of film.

Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. Note
how clean the teeth feel after using. Mark
the absence of the viscous film. See how the
teeth whiten as the fixed film disappears.

Look at your teeth now, then look in ten
days. Let your own teeth decide between the
old ways and the new. This is important.
Cut out the coupon so you won't forget.

r------m--

[}
Ten-Day Tube Free * ’

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, .
. Dept. 563, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, 111,
. Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to ’

A Only one tube to a family ‘
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in Good
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Prepared by
J. C. ENO, LTD.,
*' Fruit Salt” Works, London, Eng.

Agents for North America:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LIMITED
19 McCaul St., TORONTO

171 Madison Ave. New York City
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12 Cents

Supplies a Day’s
Nutrition

A boy needs 2,000 calories
of nutrition daily. In Quaker
Oats those 2,000 calories cost
12 cents.

The oat supplies nutrition
in well-balanced form. It is
rich in nearly every essential.
It abounds in needed min-
erals.

It is vim-food, food for
growth. For ages it has been
regarded as the greatest food
. - that grows,

Other foods up to $1.50

The calory is the energy measure of food value, . -
by which all foods are rated. | s
Note what 2,000 calories cost in other prime foods | l Cent |

at this writing. TN

Cost of 2,000 Calories ».
In Quaker Oats . ; : 13¢ f A
In Average Meats . . 90c a3
In Average Fish ’ . 81 -
In Hen’s Eggs . 5 . $1.20 —
In Vegetables . 22c to $1.50
Thus meat, eggs and fish will average some nine
times Quaker Oats. And many foods cost twenty One Cent & Dish
times as much. Serves Quaker Oats.

Not the Sole Diet

This does not mean that Quaker Oats should be the only diet.

But the oat dish is important, as every mother knows. It starts the day with almost
a complete food.

It will save 80 per cent on your breakfasts, compared with many foods. And that savy-
ing will cut down your average food cost.

The Quaker Oats breakfasgf was never so important as today.

" Qualker Oats

Extra-Flavory Flakes

This brand is flaked from queen grain only—just the rich, plump flavory oats. We
get but ten pounds from a bushel. : A ;
It makes the oat dish doubly inviting, and you get it for the asking, without extra
price. 3
Packed in Sealed Round Packages with Removable Cover 3403
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Westclox America —

HE America paved the way for

Big Ben’s success. Thirty-four
years ago it was the only Westclox
alarm. It entered the field as the
unknown product of an unknown
maker and pushed to the front on
sheer merit.

Bringing out other Westclox did
not dim its success. America still
tops the sales record.

Trim, alert, honest, this clock laid
down a policy which has stood the

Western Clock Co. Ltd.—makers of Westclox

Peterborough, Ontario

trim, alert, honest

test of time—quality. All other
Westclox follow its example of good
timekeeping.

Naturally, we’re proud of America.
But we are even more proud of the
construction principle that America
pioneered, which today stands back
of Westclox success: the needle-fine
pivots of polished steel that reduce
friction. Weéstclox, on the dial and
tag of an alarm clock, means faith-
ful timekeeping.
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HARMLESS, PURELY VEGETABLE, INFANTS’ AND CHILDREN’S
STOMACH AND BOWEL REGULATOR, FORMULA ON EVERY LABEL

GUARANTEED NON-NARCOTIC—NON-ALCOHOLIC

Make Baby Coo and Crow

‘t'he secret of health in infancy is keeping the stomach functioning
naturally and bowels open by using the safe, guaranteed preparation

MRS.WINSLOW’S
SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator

This open published formula appears on every bottle.

Senna — a prompt, efficient vege- Sodium Citrate—an effective reg-
table cathartic. ’ ulator of the bowels — used
frequently with other ingred- |
Rhubarb—a rejuvenator of digest- ients by learned doctors in
ive action. treating colic and diarrhoea.

Sodium Bicarbonate—highly valuable in treating
severe gastric indigestion in children.

Oil of Anise, Fennel, Caraway, Coriander, Glycerine, Sugar Syrup,
all of which help to make this the very best preparation that medical
skill can devise to quickly and safely relieve constipation, flatulency,
wind colic, diarrhoea and other disorders.  Yet it costs no more than
ordinary baby laxatives. Give it to baby and watch the smiles that follow.

At all druggists

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG COMPANY
215-217 Fulton St., New York ;

General Selling Agents

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO,, Inc.
New York Toronto, Can.
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MONARCH * KNI'T
JERSEYS

HETHER of cotton or wool, every garment is tested for
endurance and long wear. Buttoned shoulders or slip-overs
as you may prefer, in the popular shades of Navy, Maroon,
Grey and Heather. Correct sizes, ensuring a snug, yet comfortable
ﬁt. Moderate prices. Your dealer has an ample stock of the

newest styles.
THE MONARCH KNITTING CO., LIMITED
Dunnville, Ontario, Canada:
r Men, Women and Children, and

Manufacturers of Monarch Knit Sweaters fo
Mona{ch-Km't Hosiery for Men and Women; also Monarch Hand Knitting ¥ arns
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MONARCH - KNIT
Bathing Suits

ONARCH-KNIT Bathing
Suits, in refined and novel

color combinations, are probably
os stylish a garment for practical use as
could bedesired. Made of particularly fine
cottons and Worsteds, they have a reputa-
tion for long service es well as good looks.

Not the least of their attractions is a
special cuff on the bloomers, This neat,
useful device acts as a garter, }\olding the
leg of the bloomers in place so that it
cannot work up. In all sizes, of course,
for Men, Women and Children, end
moderately priced.

Your dealer has them.

THE MONARCH KNITTING CO., LIMITED
Dunnville, Ontario, Canada \

Also manufacturers of Monarch-Knit Sweater Coals for Men, Women and Children, and
Monarch-Knit Hosiery for Men and Women. e
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Eddy’s Butter Tub

On the farm, Eddy’s pails The storekeeper knows that this is
are a great convenience. Easy the most sanitary way to pack but-
to clean because there are no ter. Much superior to wood, which
scams or crevices, They will often imparts odors. Owing to their
not dent or fall apart, and toughness and durability, they can they never leak or come apart.
will stand a lot of hard be used many times over. They are
usage. light for shipping, too.

Eddy’s Milk Pail

| Popular with Everybody

EDDY'S Twin Bea-
ver Washboard is
also made of Indur-
ated Fibreware. It
is double-sided with
natural crimp on
each side. Very con-
venient. No metal
to tear clothes and
hands.

EDDY'S one piece tubs, pails, etc., meet with
favor everywhere, because they lighten labor
and last practically for ever.

They are made of wood pulp—moulded into shape
—pressed by machinery, dipped in solution, and
baked for days, till they emerge from the ovens
hard as flint, and with a glazed surface that is im-
pervious to all liquids, taints and odors.

They cannot leak—splinter—or fall apart. Hard and durable

as steel. Lighter than wood. Once you try one, you'll never
go back to the old style.

Washtubs
Washboards
Milk - Pails
Butter Tubs
Household
Pails

Fire Pails
Pigeon Nests
Cuspidors

THE E. B. EDDY CO., Limited, HULL, Canada
Makers of the Famous Eddy Matches
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So They Called the Expert In

Fred Brock of Baxter and Company was a good Office Manager. 'That was an
acknowledged fact, both among his business associates and the boys at the club.
People discussed his organizing ability and the capable staff with which he had

surrounded himself.

O.\'E thing troubled Fred, though: his fil-

ing system and certain details of office
routine, In the rush of two years of un-
precedented business he’d no time to re-
organize his system. As a result it had be-
come unwieldy; papers were becoming in-
creasingly difficult to find; complaint reports
were coming in with greater frequency from
the “Chief” and other department executives,
so Miss Thompson, the filing clerk reported.

That was just a year ago—before Fred
Brock called to his aid the System Service
Expert of “Office Specialty”. His business
day is much pleasanter for him now—since

the “Office Specialty” System Expert analyzed
his existing systems and submitted a plan
that would not only remedy the immediate
trouble, but make ample provision for nat-
ural expansion for some time to come.

This is the type of expert service that “Office
Specialty” is rendering to its thousands of
clients to-day—a concrete service backed by
the resources of a centralized System De-
partment whose cumulative experience in
solving filing and record-keeping problems
in many different kinds of business is offered
to you in your individual problem without

fee or charge, or without reservations of any
kind.

SYSTEM SERVICE

“Office Specialty” System Service Experts are
men who merit the name expert. They are
trained, practical men, They will gladly
make your office routine, record-keeping, or
filing problems their own. Their value to
themselves, and to us, depends upon the value
of their service to you. Put your office rou-

tine or record-keeping problem up to our
nearest Service Store.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY MFG. CO. LIMITED
Home Office NEWMARKET Canada

Export Sales Office—360 Broadway,
New York City

Filing Equipment Stores at:

Toronto Montreal Ottawa Halifax Hamilton

962

Winnipeg Regina Edmonton Calgary Vancouver
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All Colors

Guaranteed

VICKERMAN’S
SERGES

Black - Blue - Grey
ALL WOOL

THEY NEVER FADE

| .4 BVICKERMAN BSONSL™> &4

MAKERS NAME EVERY THREE YARDS

Your Tailor has Them

NISBET @& AULD Limited

TORONTO
Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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A shilling and three pence
in London.
Thirty cents here .
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MACHINE TOOL EQUIPMENT

For Railroad, Ship-building, Structural Steel,
" Bridge and General Machine Shops

"The John Bertram & Sons Co.
a . Limited :
: DUNDAS, 'ONTARIO ;

Halifax, Montreal, Toronto, k
Winnipeg and Vancouver
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COLONIAL “A"

Thin, without sacrifice of
accuracy. At all good jew-
elers. Pricedfrom $225.00
upwards, Other Waltham
models from $25.00 up-
wards.

Let your watch reflect
your character

T is the quality of your possessions rather
4 than their quantity which gives the true
index to your character.

No more than you would consent to wear
shabby ill-fitting clothes, should you carry
a watch of obscure make and unreliable
performance.

When you carry a Waltham you have the
satisfaction of knowing that you possess a
high-grade watch that commands respect
everywhere.

For more than sixty-five years the name
“Waltham” has received universal acceptance
as the World’s highest standard of watch
quality
Waltham Grandfather ~ Every Waltham Watch embodies exclusive
Hall Clocks, Mlami/ 1;1:: improvements In watch construction which
Leather (all colors S| 5 - g 3 4 .
Clichs s Bocs o refi: :mve bcqr;éicveloped at Waltham during this
ment. Ask your jeweler. ong period. %
Remember this also: an inferior watch is
always a liability, while a Waltham is always
an asset.

ALTHAM

THE WORLD'S WATCH OVER TIME

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

Makers and Distributors of Waltham Products
in Canada

Factories: Montreal, Canada; Waltham, U.S.A.

S .
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GoLp M EDAL SHOES

l.et us forget prejudice

Why cripple Canadian enterprise further with the prejudice that
certain things are better if they come from abroad? Let us
recognize that in many lines Canada can equal or excel others.

For instance it is no exaggeration to tell you that no shoe made
anywhere on this North American continent, no matter what its
price, surpasses the Hartt Gold Medal Shoe.

When you need shoes, try on a pair of Hartt
Gold Medal Shoes and see for yourself.

If you don’t know where to buy Hartt Shoes,

write us direct. N
THE HARTT BOOT & SHOE CO. 2 B
LIMITED 1\\ )H ﬁ\\\»‘

FREDERICTON, N.B.
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22,000 Canadian Men and Women
ask you to buy Made-in-Canada’ Shoes

22,000 Canadians are engaged exclu-
sively in the manufacture of Boots
and Shoes.

The industry provides them with over
$20,000,000 a year to spend within
the Dominion.

They buy food and clothing; pay rent
and taxes—they help swell the total
of Canadian trade.

AIJIJIED with these 22,000 men and

women are many thousands of
other workers who contribute to the
making of Boots and Shoes. These
include textile operatives; wire, nail
and metal workers; machine manufac-
turers; box and carton makers; coal
miners and dealers; railway men and
shippers; printers; packers and bat-
talions of clerks.

All these, and more, participate in
the 50 million dollars which is the
yearly value of the Canadian-Made
Shoes.

VERY pair of Canadian-made

Shoes you buy actually puts
money in the pay envelope of this
vast army of men and women,.
Every pair of imported Shoes you
buy reduces Canada’s capital stock
and puts money in the pockets of
foreigners who contribute nothing to
our national growth.

ANADIAN - made Shoes, grade
for grade, are the equal of the
best in the world.
The most scientific processes of manu-
facture are employed.
Canadian workmen are as conscien-
tious and skilled as those of any other
country.

SITUATED as we are between the

Old World and the New, every
authoritative idea of shape and style
and fashion is immediately seized and
developed.

The price of Canadian - made Shoes
is based entirely on actual production
costs. It represents 100% of value.

Canada produces footwear of every desirable type, and of standard quality in all
grades. When you buy Made in Canada Footwear you are assured, at fair prices
always, of the utmost that modern skill can produce in Comfort, Service and Style.
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“THE CHOIR INVISIBLE"

MARK '

The Spirit of Music is Truthfully Conveyed through
The Cecilian Concertphone; it creates true tonal bea\!ty
and adds rare quality to all records—This coupled with
Artistic and Beautifully finished Cabinet places The
Concertphone in a class supreme.

Write for Illustrated Catalogue.

THE CECILIAN CO., LTD.
247 Yonge St. - Toronto
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AMES HOLDEN MSCREADY

Yernnneg

SHOES SHOES

e

] Canadian Shoes for
Canadian Feet

il
Every pair of shoes bearing the ‘“Ames Holden’’ trade mark is the product
of Canadian labor and designed to meet Canadian conditions.

Think of the various kinds of boots and shoes that the millions of Canadian
families require! Think of their various necessities 1n sizes, widths, styles. i

As “Shoemakers to the Nation,” we fill these various needs and distribute
thousands of pairs of shoes to our 7,300 retailer-, one of whom is in vour
neighborhood. )

This Spring—ask your dealer for Made-in-Canada shoes bearing the
“* Ames Holden” trade mark—which is stamped on the sole of every pair of
“* Ames Holden’’ Shoes and of ““McCready”’ Shoes.

Make the **Ames Holden” trade mark your guide in buying
shoes and you will secure the best possible shoe value

AMES HOLDEN MSCREADY,ouren |

“Shoemakers To The Nation’'

Look for this
Trade Mark X _~

when you buy your
next pair of Shoes
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Moir’s.

%EE%?% Chocolates

Thousands of men commenced to eat Moir's
Chocolates while in service overseas. They
craved the nourishing candy with the dis-
tinctive taste and wrote home for more

Just as tea is now an afternoon
beverage with service men, so
have they become attached to the
habit of eating Moir’s Chocolates
whenever that old trench craving
for sweets comes upon them.
They know Moir’s Chocolates
have a hundred or more varieties
of fillings—and have found those
that suit their taste.

Moir’s Limited, Halifax, N.S.

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

(Canaoa omsure Mponcrurens

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

MINARD'S

fbr Sprains & Bruises

has
used it
since
he was

Nothing to equal

KING OF PAIN

THE first thing to do when you have an in-
jury is to apply Minard’s famous Liniment,
It is antiseptic, soothing, healing, and gives

uick relief,

he publisher of the best Farmer’s paper in
the Nruitime Provinces in writing to us states:
I would say that I do not know of a medicine
that has stood the test of time like MINARD'S
LINIMENT. It has been an unfailing remedy
in our household ever since 1 can remember,
and has outlived dozens of would-be competi-
tors and imitators,”

MINARD’S LINIMENT CO. LIMITED
Yarmouth, N.S. 1
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The last

corn

When you end your corn with Blue-jay,
it will be the last corn you let grow.

You will know how to stop the pain.
And how to quickly and completely end
all corns,

There are millions who use Blue-jay
now, and they never let a corn remain,

The new-day way

Blue-jay is the new-day way, the scien-
tific method.

It was perfected in a laboratory world-
famed for its surgical dressings.

It is supplanting the many treatments
which are harsh and inefficient.

It has made paring as ridiculous as it
is unsafe, for paring doesn’t end corns.

Do this tonight:

Apply to a corn a Blue-jay plaster or
the liquid Blue-jay—whichever you prefer.

Mark how the pain stops. Then wait a
little and the corn will loosen and come

What that corn does all corns will do.
Some 20 million corns a year are ended in
this way.

Don’t suffer corns. Don't have your
feet disfigured, They can be ended
almost as easily as a dirt-spot on your
face. They are just as inexcusable.

Don’t forget this, It means too much
to you.

Ask your druggist for Blue-jay.

/3973 Blue-jay
Plaster or Liquid

The Scientific Corn Ender

BAUER & BLACK, Limited Chicago Toronto New York
Malkars of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products

out.
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Horlick’s
.. Malted Milk

ccessfully everywhere mtnclz
Made under sanitary conditions from clean, ri
milk, with extract of our specially malted grain,
The Food-Drink is prepared by stirring the powder in watcr,
Infants and Children thrive on it. Agrees with the
weakest stomach of the Invalid and Aged.

Invigorating as a Quick Lunch at office or table,
And Get

Ask for Hor IICK,S The Original
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ASK YOUR RETAILER
FOR PRUE COTTONS

WIDE RANGE OF COLOURS AND DESIGNS,
FROM THE GAYEST TO THE MOST SIMPLE
AND CONVENTIONAL. THERE IS NOTHING
PRETTIER, COOLER CR LESS EXPENSIVE FOR :
SUMMER SERVICE, EITHER FOR CHILDREN
- OR ADULTS, THAN GOOD COTTONS - -

PRUE COTTON PRINTS MAY BE HAD IN A

DOMINION TEXTILE COMPANY
| Tt T ITED

Montreal -  Toronto

Winnipeg
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Nourishing Desserts

GROWN-UP'S as well as a child’s dessert should be more than just something
sweet to top off the meal; it should be a wholesome and nourishing dish which
rounds out and perfects the luncheon or dinner.

For instance, a good nourishing dessert which I have found to be a general favorite
with all the family is Chococate Blanc Mange. It is a favorite with the housewife,
too, because it does not have to be cooked over'the fire, and it is so easily and quickly
made.

A woman recently wrote me that this is now her hushand's favorite dessert because it is so smooth
;md creamy and is always just right. He was very fond of Chocolate Blane Mange, but every time she
made it of corn starch, he complained that it was lumpy and not smooth. A friend told her about my

recipe; she tried it and it was a revelation to her. Now her husband praises it and complaing because
she d(;:-s not serve it oftener—especially when they have .company.

CHOCOLATE BLANC MANGE

% envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine Y% cup.Sugar ~
14 cup cold water % teaspoonful of salt
1 pint of milk 1% teaspoonful vanilla

1 square chocolate or 4 tablespoonfuls of cocoa

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes. Scald milk and add sugar, grated chocolate or cocoa and salt,
When well blended, add the soaked gelatine and flavoring; pour into a wet mold or individual custard
cups, and chill. Serve with milk, cream or custard sauce.

Not only does Knox Sparkling Gelatine make many delicious desserts which require practically no
cooking at all—but being unflavored, it will blend with meats, fish, cheese, vegetables and fruits to make
many different kinds of meat and fish loaves, chees_e, vegetable and fruit salads—each adding an appetiz-
ing, luxurious touch to the meal-—although in reality they are most inexpensive.

Besides being a pure, super-refined gelatine, Knox Gelatine is a favorite with housekeepers because of its
economy. One package of Knox Gelatine goes four times as far as the ready-prepared packages and serves

four times as many people. Flavored packages serve only six people and do for only oné meal, while

one package of Knox will make twenty-four individual helpings and serves a family of six with a tempting
dessert or salad for four different meals. That is why experts call Knox the ‘‘4-to-1'’ gelatine—because
it goes four times as far as the flavored packages, besides having four times as many uses.

Special Home Service

If you are interested in other ‘‘Nourishing Des-
serts’’ and salads, write for my recipe books,
‘‘Dainty Desserts’’ and Food Economy'’, en-
closing a 2¢ stamp and giving your grocer’'s
name.

‘““Wherever a recipe calls for Gelatine—

it means KNOX’’

MRS, CHARLES B. KNOX

KNOX GELATINE
Dept. A., 180 St. Paul St. W., Montreal
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JOODSYEAR|
ervice Station|

Repairing a tube with the Tube repaired and ready
Goodyear Tube Repair Kit for talcing
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Get All the Tire Mileage
- You Buy!

HE average motorist is only getting about 60/ to 807 of the mileage
which is built into his tires at the factory.

This is the basic reason behind the Goodyear Service Station policy and
Goodyear Tire-Savers.

Many tires are ruined by poor tubes and lack of tube care.
Buy good tubes and give them the best of care.

Clean the rust from rims when you change a tire.
Be sure the inside of the casing is clean before you insert the tube.

Learn to use a sprinkle of Goodyear French Talc to prevent chafing
and friction.

Keep your valves clean and air-tight and the air pressure up.
Carry spare tubes in Goodyear Tube bags to prevent injury by loose
tools and from chafing.

Let your Goodyear Service Station Dealer show you the advantages of
Goodyear Heavy Tourist Tubes and how to use the Goodyear Tube Repair Kit.

He is glad to do this, and many other things that save tires, to increase your
mileage. He knows that long mileage tires bring customers to him.

He is taught by Goodyear that low-cost-per-mile has built’for Goodyears the
largest sale of any tire in the world.

To supplement his work, we will gladly send you, free, our Tire
Conservation Course.  Write us at Toronto, for this course.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co. of Canada, Limited

Toronto, Ontario
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IDGE
That Never Fails

THE best bridge to carry

you smoothly over tire
troubles—that abyss which
yawns for every motorist
—is a “Gutta Percha” \
Inner Tube. Rough usage )
and constant service

have little effect on /
**Gutta Percha'’ Inner

G

) .
% Tubes. g
i
) & )

“The Tubes 1t Pays To Buy’

r
/ XU
Gutta Percha & Rubber, si“

Hb Limited &<
S
GUTTA Head Offices and Factory: %:
RONTO S
5% 5 2
Branches in all LT -
leading cities of o
the Dominion y

INNER

: TOBES >y,
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“Gutta Percha”
High Grade
Inner Tube
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The “tight-squeeze’"—an hourly occurrence on every crossing and on every crowded street,
: 2. s » )
with cars of fifty different makes—more or less under the driver's control

How Can the Motorist Save Himself
from the “Other Fellow”

EW YORK CITY recorded over
N three thousand motor car
collisions last year in Man-

hattan Island alone.

Effective traffic regulation depends
on each individual driver having his
car under positive control.

If every driver could be as sure of his
car as the Packard owner, there would
be less congestion, and only the care-
less driver would get into ‘“‘accidents.”

HE Packard people believe that
first-class transportation must
deliver Safety, Ability, Comfort,
Economy, and Enduring Value to the
highest degree, ‘
Choose from the best sources of the
commercial parts makers—and your
assembled car still will not show these
features to the Packard degree.

You will get them only by starting
with unified engineering in the Pack-
ard manner.

Controlling parts by speci-
fications and tests— through

“Ask the Man

casting, forging, machining, heat-
treating, finishing and inspection.

Paying 12 cents a pound for your
steel, instead of taking a chance with
steel at 6 cents.

You will be led straight to the
Twin-Six Engine, with its sure and
flexible power, and a greater range of.
ability in high gear than any other
engine in the world. 3

To gears heat-treated through and
through—not merely case-hardened.

To clutch, brakes, universal and
bearings that give you the safety of
positive control—Packard designed
for the Packard car.

T makes little difference whether

the other fellow is to blame, or
merely subject to the whims and
weaknesses of his car.

The Packard owner has all the
chances of the road discounted, be-
cause he is sure of what his Packard
will do.

He is riding in first-class safety and
first-class comfort. Itcostshim less
all around than riding second class!

Who Owns One”’

PACKARD MOTOR CAR COMPANY, Detroit

e e B
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ENDURANCHE

HE long tour over Canadian highways

under varying climatic conditions demands

a car made to withstand the severest tests.

The endurance of the MclLaughlin Master-

Six has won nation-wide approval. Its many
good qualities have won for the MclLaughlin
the appropriate title—

“CANADA’'S STANDARD CAR”

McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO., LIMITED
OSHAWA, ONTARIO, CANADA
BRANCHES IN LEADING CITIES ~ DEALERS EVERYWHERE

Model K-Six-49 Seven Passenger Touring

([T T o NI T ZJIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIlIIIlIIIIIIINIIIIIHIIIIllIIIIIII]IIIIIIIIIlIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIIl!IlllllllllllllllllIIHIIll!llllllIllllllllllllllllnunmm

MLAUGHLIN MASTER SIX
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® WILLYS-KNIGHT 2

,
HE owner of a Willys- troubles, that he is almost un-
Knight always knows conscious that there is a
il what to expeet from his mighty motor under the
'\ k| sleeve-valve motor. Instead hood. 1
i of deteriorating it improves Owners of Willys-Knight [!”
'§| with use. Tts only change is cars naturally place a high |§ |
a change for the better. valuation upon the fine coach ‘W
‘ : work an i int- i
il I)epc'endable, quiet, smoot.h ments—l?utluix{ll(l)ll"?u(fnaf}?eone];- “
e power is always at the owner’s traordinary advantage of | i(
i

 §| command. So perfect is its owning cars that run better ;
1i performance and so free from  the longer they are driven. i ‘Hh
i E )
l.g WILLYS-OVERLAND LIMJITED
I Sedans, Coupes, Touring Cars and Roadsters

Head Office and Factories, Toronto, Canada
Branches; Toronto, - Montreal, Winnipeg, and Regina
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THE MASTER PRODUCT FOR EVERY CAR

Selected by Present Car Owners—because they know the value from actual testing-out,

Selocted by Prospective Car Owners—because they have heard of the value fr
actual testimony of Present Motor Car Owners. from the

DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER GOODS CO., Limited

Head Office and Factories - . TORONTO
BRANCHES IN' THE LEADING CITIES
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FOR BOYS
AND GIRLS

Your children’s health is of the first
importance.  Start them right by
clothing them with Jaeger Garments.
We stock Jaeger Pure Wool Under-
wear and Night
Wear, Dressirg
Gowns, Knitt: |
Suits, Golfers’
Coat Sweaters,
Jerseys, Camel
Hair Fleece Coats,
Gloves, Stockings,
cte. A fully illus-

rated catalogue

will be sent free on
application.
ForsaleatJaegerStores 4

and Agencies through-
out the Dominion.

DR.JAEGERS®itary Woolleaco | IMITED

System

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British “founded 1 883,

I

"SCHRADER  \&
UNMIRAL PU e
CONNLCTION

Simply screw this

pump connection to
ANYWHENT

IN CANADA. the regular coupling

of air hose from en-
gine or hand pump and leave
it there as a permanent part
of hose line.

You can then test the air
pressure in your tires with-
out removing hose from valve.
Simply place your tire gauge
over deflating pin.

Saves time and trouble of discon-

necting hose from valve. A handy
device for every car owner.

A SCHRADER'S SON_

334 King St. E., Toronto, Canada
London, Eng., New York, Chicago

—and Seal Brand
N Cof& —

Nothing else will do
No other can compare with Seal Brand,

Made only from the finest mountain-
grown beans, which have developed
slowly, absorbing goodness from the air,
the sun and the luxurious soil of the
cool wonderful Tropic Uplands.

Perfectly Blended and Roasted, the rich aroma and rare
flavour sealed into the Tins.

In %, x and 2.Ib. sizes. Whole, ground, and fine-ground, At all good grocers,
Write for “Perfect Coffee—Perfectly Made”, Mailed free on request.

CHASE @ SANBORN,

I

N\

Z SN

7

W =7

MONTREAL.
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Indulge your fancy when
you choose Penmans. If
style, fabric and shade
please you the name
Penmans is your certain
assurance of value, wearing
qualities—and  shapliness.

jgmﬁw

HOSIERY

ALSO UNDERWEAR AND SWEATER COATS 172

THE STANDARD OF EXCELLENCE
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SCENE:
E LAST COACH ON A
ggBURBAN TRAIN HEAD-
ING FOR A HOT DAY IN
THE CITY.
tleman seated just made
(1;’.: ck platform by a ﬂyx:nR
leap. The Bentleman standing
did the same.
leman seated is decid-
L’I.; ra’:-:n :::d a bit amm_v«( at
the cool, smiling and *“superior"*
visape of his standing friend.

What the Smiling Chap’s Ghink-
ing Goes Something Like Chis—

Why will they suffer? Certainly a heavy suit
in Surumer is a handicap to the day's work, and
means another notch of discomfort for every
jump of the mercury. Didn't they ever hear of

PALM BEACH SYUITS

the coolest, smartest, sanest raiment for a
Summer Day?

When you see the TRADE-MARKED LABEL
sewn in the Suit you'll know it's the penuine.

THE PALM ‘BEACH oMILLS
Goodall Worsted Company, Sanford, cMe.

A. Rohaut, Selliny Apent, 229 Fourth Avenue, oN. Y.

SIsTERED U8 ornce
THE GENUINE !ﬁ?ﬂ
WORSTE|

MFD. ONLY BY GOODALL D co.

Trademark registered
in the U. 8. Patent
Office and in Canada,

There is only One H
is Genuine

trademarked label inm
coat is your safejuard,

:

|

I”

|

ST SUPISY (RPN
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HERE are certain Candies which
have taken generations to
produce and can never be

successfully duplicated.

Such are “DELECTO” Chocolates—
the supreme achievement in G. B.
Chocolates — and the result of 50 years’
experience in making fine .Chocolates.

Originated by

GANONG BROS. LIMITED
ST. STEPHEN, N. B.

Makers for s0 Years
of Fine Chocolates. "

In %. 1,2and 5 pound boxes.
Ask for the “Delecto ™ Box.

= e
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G lgin Hatches

She szaerzhlf’ﬂdeﬂf

What’s the biggest job in the
modern factory?

“Making every minute count,”
answers the superintendent.

He's right. Production’s the

thing. Not a turn of a wheel must
be wasted.

TRADE MARK

Everything must work to sche-
dule—and hereis where the Elgin is
the Superintendent’s right-hand
man,

Work is begun by the Elgin—
finished by the Elgin—shipped to
the tick of the Elgin.

This means an orderly shop, an
even quality, and a maximum out-

put.
l | . In other words, an intelligent
{ =t working to the Elgin schedule spells
>4 l D T Achievement everywhere,
m :‘3. l : P Q

There is a Jeweler in JYour vicinily who
carries a pleasing selection of Elgin Watches
—faithful guardians of Time,

|

A

R i

i
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NEW PERFECTION

JJMGV@S

The Long Blue
Chimney which
supplies the
clean, white-tip-
ped cooking
Sflame.

Here’s The Reason

—the Long Blue Chimney which supplies cheap,
instant, specdy, clean cooking heat whenever
needed. It has won for the New Perfection Oil
Cook Stove the appreciation of hundreds of
thousands of housewives.

With the Long Blue New Perfection Chimney,
every drop of fuel goes into cooking heat——not
into overheating the kitchen. The flame is
applied directly under the utensils. There is no
smoke or odors and pots and pans are not
blackened. High, medium or low, the flame is
always visible., It can be adJusted to give the
heat desired and stays set.

A New Perfection Oil Cook Stove and a New Perfection Oven
and Warming Cabinet form the best combination for year round
cooking. The New Perfectwn gives you more satisfaction in the
kitchen and more time out of it.

Sold by good dealers everywhere. Ask for d.emonstration of
the Long Blue Chimney or write for New Perfection Booklet.

THE PERFECTIOX

Made in Canada

HOME OFFICE AND FACTORY

SARNIA - - ONTARIO

R L
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gumatism Left Him
As If By Magic !

Had Suffered
Over 50 Years!

Now 83 Years,
Yet A Big
Surprise
to Friends

Regains
Strength
Goes out
Fishing,
Back to
Business,
Laughs at
“URIC
ACID”

How the
“Inner
Mysteries’’
Reveals Startling
Facts Overlooked
By Doctors and
Scientists For Centuries

‘I am eighty-three years old and I doctored for
rheumatism ever since I came out of the army over fifty
yvears ago,’’ writes J. B. Ashelman. ‘“‘Like many
others, 1 spent money freely for so-called ‘cures’, and
‘Uric Acid’ until I could almost

I have read about A '
taste it. I could not sleep nights or walk without
pain; my hands were so sore and stiff I could not hold
a pen. ‘But now, as if by magic, I am again in active

business and can walk with ease or write all day with
comfort. Friends are surprised at the change.’’

HOW IT HAPPENED.

Mr. Ashelman is only one of thm_xands who suffered
for years, m\-ing_ to the .p.:ejlywral belief in Hu-_ old, f;a]s.n-
theory that ‘‘Uric Acid’' causes rheumatism. This
erroneous belief induced him and legions of ur}f(n'tm.\alv
men and women to take wrong treatments. lo_u might
just as well attempt to put out a fire with oil as to
try and get rid of your rheumatism, neuritis and like
complaints, by taking treatments supposed to drive Urie
Acid out of your blood and body. Many physicians and
seientists now know that Uric Acid never did, never can
ana never will cause rheumatism; that it is a.natural
and necessary constituent of the blood; that it is found
in every new-born babe; and that without it we could

Scal
""!['}],:.“.-';;mtm;wnts may seem strange to some folks,

: 0 all along been led to believe in the old
f.“lp‘.iémj_\“.in‘" humbug. It took Mr. Ashelman fifty
years to find out this truth. He lenrqod how to get
rid of the true cause of his rheumatism, other dis-
orders, and recover his strength frox_n “T}xe }nner Mys-

os '? a remarkable book now being distributed free
by &n authority who devoted over twenty years to
the scientific study of this particular trouble.

NOTE: 1i any rcader of this Magazine wishes the
1-02;k reveals these facts regarding the true
cause and cure of rheumatism, facts that were over-
looked by doctors and scientists for centuries past,
simply send a post card or letter to H. P C'leurwaten
No. 565 E. Street, Hallowell, Maine, and it will be sent
.r,y‘return mail without any charge whatever. Cut out
this notice lest you forget! If not a sufferer yourself
hxn;d this good news to some afflicted friend.

terics,

|

LIFT OFF CORNS!

Doesn’t hurt at all and costs only

a few cents

Magic!  Just drop a little Freezone on that
touchy corn, instantly it stops aching, then you
lift the corn off with the fingers. Truly! No
humbug! ;

Try Freezone! Your druggist sells a tiny bot-
tle for a few cents, sufficient to rid vour feet of
every hard corn, soft corn, or corn between the
toes, and calluses, without one particle of pain,
soreness or irritation. Freezone is the discovery
of a noted Cincinnati genius. :

The Joy Of A ]
Perfect Skin

E\ﬂ\ Know the joy and 8
 happiness that comes [%
\to one thru possessing M
ya skin of purity and 8

" beauty. The soft, dis-™

tinguished appearance it/
renders brings out your ™
natural beauty to its full-®
est. In use over 70 years. R

Gouraud's

Oriental Cream

Send IS¢ for Trial Size
FERD.T. HOPKINS & SON. Mon tre al

Your

Granulafed Eyelids,
Eyes inflamed by expo-
sure to Sun, Dust and Wind
guickly relieved by Murine

yes yeRemedy. No Smarting,
just Eye Comfort. At

Your Druggists or by mail 0c per Bottle,
For Book of the Eye free write by
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago.
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Arealvacationin

NovaScotia

' Come This Summer |
To the Land of Evangeline |

| To quaint, heautiful Acadia, Theocean, beau- |
i arbors, winding rivers, picturesque
able hotels, hospitable farm- |
\ps for both boys and
ishing, Bathing, Sailing,
Golf, Tennis. Moderate prices. |
York.

| Canoeing

A day from Ne

** Yarmouth Line’' steamers connect with

DOMINION ATLANTIC
: RAILWAY
332 Washington Street, Boston - 9 « Mass,
Write for particulars on Tour No. 105-W
R. U. PARKER, General Passenger Agent
Halifax, Nova Seotia

E PINES ~ovi‘Sco
NOVA SCOTIA
Comfortable hotel and log cabins snuggled
in beautiful grove overlooking picturesque
Dighy Basin. Golf, Tennis, Fishing, Bathing,
Boating. Motor launches, Automobiling, Rid-
ing. Reasonable rates, splendid accommoda-
tions. Under management
DOMINION ATLANTIC RAILWAY

Hotel Manager * e Pines.'' Dighy. N. 8.

OVERNIGHT FROM BOSTON | 1

Write for booklet N

Have you considered
Quaint, Curious and Unrivalled

QUEBEC

and the celebrated
Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts
for your vacation this year?
1f interested, write
QUEBEC CENTRAL
3 RAILWAY
for information
Only one night from New York and Boston

G. D, “'Mluworlh.]h-n(‘rul Passenger Agent
Sherhrooke, Que.

—r T T TETE XXX

==

) ON THE FAMOUS MUSKOKA LAKES

:: Windermere Muskoka Canada

Modern improvements. Best of e\_'erything,
’ Enchanting steamer trips through silver lakes
.’ pestudded with hundreds of wooded island

" WINDERMERE HOUSE

,‘Y

\:',3_

s

«

mountain lake in British Columbia,

opens July 1st.
social recreation.

Everything new.

Y
A=A
Nttt s ol SIS i *

3
inderm
The new rustic cabin summer resort in the Canadian Pacific Rockies,
on the sandy beaches of Lake Windermere, the loveliest warm water

See Beautiful Banff

and Lovely Lake Louise enroute

‘ Rail tickets to Lake Windermere from points in Eastern and Central
Canada allow stopovers at both these places.
boating, riding on mouutain ponies to great canyons and glaciers,
golf, automobiling, fishing and big game hunting in season. ;
Community hall for dancing and
American plan rates $4.50 per day with 50¢ reduc-
tion for those who stay a week or more.

Apply to Invermere Hotel Co., Lake Windermere, British Columbia
or any passenger office of the Canadian Pacific Railway. "

3
L ~——.

i 2 f‘: e
re’ Camp.

<

Then enjoy bathing,

Camp

Children under 11 half-price.

“ Highlands
of Ontario”’

|
| Hay fever unknown. One thousand to two
| thousand feet above the sea. Modern hotels
‘ in Algonquin Park, Muskoka Lakes, Geor-

gian Bay, Lake of Bays, Kawartha Lakes and
| Timagami. Fishing. boating. bathing, golf,

etc.

Write for free illustrated literature.

C. G. Orttenburger, Desk *‘A™
907 Merchants Loan & Trust
Building, Chicago, 11l
A. B. Chown, Desk “*A™’ |

1270 Broadway ‘
New York, N. Y.

- -
ST completed.
. Ona 1200 acre
M:dmnd in the Lake o
“Highlands of
i Upexce! l?oadng,l %
, dancing, golf. ;
‘ ?:l:,i:‘! unknown. 145 miles

north of Toronto. Write for

free literature. e D bl

Eﬂ‘l}i'gmu EEP H¥Sm Bid , Chicago

A. B. CHOWN, Desk W
Broadway. Ni

| Mushoka A
| LaBae de Chalour

Tance Edward Iand

Lower St Lawwgn
Wanhm%::::
Queboe wng
Northerst Ontaiye
Proirrvs Rockses.
& Ay | Pocinc coast N
W reee ca::s‘ow ABOVE PUBLICATIONS Gy
General Agent,

Boston, Mass.
Chicago, 111.

Detroit, Mich.
Duluth, Minn.

204 Washington <
64 W. Adams .\:M\ i
:
i
:

527 MajeStic Bujjas
o . 424 V. Superior Sing
Minneapolis, Minn. 311 Nicollet Ay Teet
New York, N. ¥ 510 Woolworth Ruiy e
Pittsburg, Pa. 214 Park po Qi

St. Louis, Mo. 317 Pierce
St. Paul, Minn. Cor. 4th & Jackson St

CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWaAys

TORONTO ONTARIO

The Walker House, Toronte g

g Lo xil e s s 4 ; . B. Adjoining Union Station in ) s Oy
gems. All water sports. Hay fever unknown, 157 ow York, N.¥. . ¢ g 1eart of 1S
L Bowling. Tennis on’ concrete. . ness district, 1 block from 8. S, bug

n GOLF Lovs, Bowting, Tennis on concrere: e Swnmer Hotel in Canada | Am. or Eur. plan. Special atte}:‘l‘lu\.«‘:
L — | Ladies & Children travelingalon on e

e. Bog
T
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*RESORT-& TRAVEL-DEPARTMENT
ONCLUDED

3 S AN AT A TR hdodomin ki o
" Write toour advertisers and refer to WH ERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. Ask us for travel advice. Enclose postage
here-to-go Bureau forms for July close June 1st at noon.

1920

Address
General Passenger Department
New York, New Haven & Hartford R. R.

New Haven, Conn.

New Englan
Vacations

Seashore, Mountains, Woods,
q{ Youth, su

—,

T
e~

" e

—
=

Lakes, Islands

nshine, sports, historic associations

Joyous Summer Playgrounds
Famous hotels, delightful smaller places, woodsy camps
Write for free booklets on White Mountains, Maine, New
Hampshire and Vermont Lakes and Woods, Berkshire Hills,
Cape Cod, Martha’s Vineyard, Nantucket, Narragansett Bay,

Casco Bay, Penobscot Bay, Mt. Desert,

ocean coast of five states,

Bar Harbor and the

New York, New Haven & Hartford R, R.—Boston & Maine R. R.—Maine Central R. R.

MICHICAN
AV Bay View, Mich,
BAY V|Ew HOUSE Go. fda'nddteunis.
ting, bathing, fishing. Good beds, good
::?enalu.g ood roads, garage. !\p hay fever.
Beautiful outlook over Little Traverse Bay
34th season opens .lum:. IO_\\ rite for rates.
HE ISLINGTON, I CHE!
:!‘I.'A.‘\‘.I‘L‘,ll\ll(flll. Fine lm-miu’n'_& table. Dustless
pine-Iaden air. No hay fever. Fishing. All water
sports.  Write to R. S. Melchers for booklet.
KK ISLAND, WOLF LAKE
’l{-‘hfgun'u most delightful summer resort.
‘uuatln bathing, fishing, dancing. Booklet.
Write Wm. K. McIntyre, Grass Lakcﬁ{“‘.h.

‘“ 1000 Islands,” N. Y.

1000 ISLANDS

!
1 Nature's Playground
!
!

An ideal locality in which to spend your
sammer. Cool breezes, pure water, hrngmg
sir. Fishing, boating, golf, tennis. dancing,

4 othier amusements. Delightful excur-
sions, picnies, and shore dinners. I-,xm-l'lont
hotel, cottage, and garage accommodation.
| For information address

i Board
ob EY
Zugve Alexandria Bay, N. Y. . 777 |
- U W e cbiminetay 1D the Heart
Hotel Westminster, o "% o0 1
lands,” finestlocation on the St. Lawrence.
Bolll‘llll Bathing, Fishing, Golf, Tennis,
Baseball. Send for Booklet. Address H. F.
Inglehart, Alexandria Bay, New York.

ADIRONDACK MTS. N.V,
HAY th Lake. Capacity 125. Lat-
OHAW_K :st equipment, electricity,

& Cottages ruuning water every room,
Garage. C. M. Longstaff, Old Forge, N.Y.

~ MOUNTAIN VIEW COTTAGES
«+ pdirondacks.’” On the shore of the beautiful

- ';1 Lake where nature is supreme. Homelike.
F"“"l, hed reputation. Superior excellence of
m’ * Booklet, C. 0. PETRIE. 0ld Forge, N. Y.

» PAUL SMITH’'S HOTEL
e )di ondacks. Capacity 500. All rooms with
oyl r‘ Bur. service. Camps along St. Regis
oy A(;?)‘LF Dancing. Bathing. Boating. Fish-
!::"Wriw M. F. Whelan, Mgr., P"u“’Jﬁ_ hE
¥ .

~  HORNELL |

’—N—I—LL or in need of complete rest

or recreation investigate
'mgll N. Y. Everythingat command to restore

Steuben Sanitarium,
i therapeutic treatments,
pa. Frysical anc hygrr;l){. :{c.p Moderate rates,

MAINE
BASS HARBOR,

e IN
BARQUE BEACH INN i riarmox.
Mt. Desert scenery. Comfortable Inn among pines
atocean's edge. l’rn‘nlf' beach, Cool sea breezes.

LAKE PARLIN HOUSE AND CAMPS |

invite you to enjoy the grandest of va
1,600 ft. ahove sea level. Best trout fishing.
H. P. McKenney, Prop., Jackman. Me

Y 208548 AME S

In the famous Rangeley region. Elev. 2000 feet.

On high forest land on 2 mile lake. Private
cabins, open fireplace and bath. Trout and
salmon l?g»hving.m U<|LI]E;. Garage. Booklet.

York Beach 11 On Oce
ane " HOTEL MITCHELL gz, 0cosn

Combines Country & Seashore. Beach two

hundredft. away. Flghlng. Tennis. Booklet,

Mountainview Hotel & Cottages
In the forest on lake shore of the famous Rangeley
region. Bathing. Boating. Salmon and Y
fishing, both trolling and fly-casting

Best of every-
thing. \\'xjitgifnrr booklet t "Hnunhlnvlﬂv. Me.

OCEAN HOUSE, YORK BEACH, ME.
Leading hotel, directly on beach. Private baths.
Running water in rooms. -~ Golf, tennis, bathing,
fishing, orchestra. State roads. 'Booklet

MASSACHUSETTS

>, MAYFLOWER INN
J/\ AND COTTAGES —
N 9}3»6 Completed 1917. The most
B~ modern and beautifully ap-
3 - pohne(l resort hotel in New
~ - ™ England. Located on Mano-
met Point, adjacent to historie Plym-
outh. Ideal for Cape Cod motorists.
Golf unexcelled. Write for hooklet.
George R. Sanford, Manager, P. 0.
Plymouth, Mass.

trout

I . — . — —

HOTEL PURITAN

390 Commonwealth Ave,Boston

» The Distinctive Boston
‘2=t = = House. called by globe
trotters one of the most homelike
and attractive hotels in the world.
« Modest rates. Our booklet has quide

1o _historic Boston and vicinity.

' Send to me for it ¥ A.P. Costello, Mgr.
Rt e e i o R

‘-'-'-*

______NEW YORK CITY

™ ~ ~ Washington 8q.
HOTI&L EARLE xel\\- \u'frk 1‘1:!\
Those seeking an American plan hotel
Will find "The Earle, the most homelike
in the ecity. Centrally located. Our free
automobile bus meets all steamships.
KNOTT MANAGEMENT, 8. K. HILL, Mgr,

TOURS
€UurROPEAN TOURS

LMoforing A Specialty
JAPAN - CHINA" RO *THEWORLD
BENNETTS - TRAVEL-BUREAU

906 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK TEL VANDERBILY 5348

EUROPE IS OPEN ~  $460 AND UP

Cathedrals, Galleries, Lakes, Mountains,
Exceptional arrangements for Paris and
the battlefields. Small parties with u\'n'ﬂ
enced leaders, Sail May, June, and uly.
THE TEMPLE TOURS
80 BOYLSTON STREET. BOSTON 11, MASS

INTERCOLLEGIATE Q%552
EUROPE
Sail in June. Charches, Galleries, Alpine Summits,
Italian Hill Towns. Superb routes, splendid leaders.
Art, Musle, Literature, History, French
1022 LITTLE BUILDING, BOSTON 11, MASS

Trip to Europe FOR BOYS
Manager: Matthieu Jetteur, M.A., Ashe-
ville School, Asheville, N, (. Directors:
Jack Reardon, B.A., Taft School; Theo-
dore Johnson, M.A., of Bingham School:
S. E. Culver, M.A., of Hotchkiss School,
Announcement on request to My. Jetteur

PACIFI COAST TOURS

INCLUDI

AIASKA.CANADIAN ROCKIES

Under personal escort June July and A u-

gust. 36 page illustrated booklet No, 6 with

complete itineraries mailed on request.
COLPITTS-BEEKMAN =

333 \V_ashi»ngtn)n Boston 9,

CODE H ONT.

Have you arranged for your .\nmn.’.?.’liu}{u?"

1f not. do wot
until you write to MMO'TEL SUNSET
at h’mlm'n"\_‘

Ontario, for a booklet."*

Beautiful surroundings,

——

Ontario’s Popular Summer Resort
jarles C. Lee, Prop.
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Thousand Islands of the St. Lawrence

M;\K E it a holiday of interest—of delight, a refreshing voyage through the

[t is like a beautiful dream—this trip through the Thousand Islands.
The glint of sunlight filtering through the tree tops—the shimmering shadows of
the shore-line reflected in the blue river water—the castle cottages of millionaires,
vach set on its own little island—the “tang” of pine-laden north-country air,
The St. Lawrence River — wide as a lake in places, elsewhere narrowing
down to a mere channel between islands—provides one of the most satisfying fresh
water trips in the whole wide world.

“NIAGARA TO THE SEA”

But equally wonderful beauties await you farther down the St. Lawrence. Travel its
broad expanse as far as Quebec, From there let us take you up the famous river Sag
Splendid accommodation all the way on the boats of the Canada Steampship Lines, L.
And at Murray Bay and Tadousac the up-to-date “Canada Steamship Hotels”.

uenay.
mited.

Are you interested in Shrines and miracles? A few miles from Quebec is St. Anne de
Ih-uupr(»,l\\'lu'r(' for 250 years the townsfolk and the pilgrims have bowed t:);:.t"thgl' before way-
side altars—and in the great church of St. Anne itself—to do honor to the Saint in whose name
so many miraculous cures have been effected.

This 1,000 mile journey affords you an opportunity of seeing the most picturesque part of
America. And you will return from your holiday trip, refreshed and invigorated—satisfied
too, that vou have had the finest boat-trip holiday that you could conceive.

) < 2

Send 2¢ postage for illustrated booklet, map and guide to

John G. Pierce, Passenger Traffic Manager, Canada Steam-
ship Lines, 201 A. and O. Building, Montreal, Canada

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER Gl

Where Can You

Such Enjoyment As This?

Lawrence Rapids”! A churning, splashing, whirling volume of foam-
lashed water; where once, only the skilful Indian would venture—bus,
where now, the large boats of the Canada Steamship Lines travel with confident

ease, on their way from

“NIAGARA TO THE SEA”

Another feature is the stay at Quebec—that city so quaint, so interesting-
with its great stone walls, its twisting streets, its historic architecture. There is
not a foot of pavement but has its story to tell of gallant soldiers and hard fought
battle. And high up on Dufferin Terrace you may view from the parapet the vast
amphitheatre of the Lower St. Lawrence—a view that takes in 20 miles of tranquil
river.

But the grand. finale comes when you reach the River Saguenay. Picture
massive cliffs, rising almost perpendicular from the water till they seem to touch
the sky. Higher and more awe-inspiring than Gibraltar,

These are a few of many deligchtful features of this superb water trip that
commences on a glorious lake and takes you over great and beautiful rivers.

A boat trip offering the superior accommodation of the modern Steamship,
which, with its excellent cuisine and attentive service, combine to make this trip
from Niagara to the Sea—a holiday trip unequalled.

Are You Travelling West?

Break the long journey; travel by boat from Sarnia to the
“Soo”, Port Arthur or Duluth, ~ Write for particulars of
Upper Lake Cruises through the Great Unsalted Seas.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED

MONTREAL OFFICE VICTORIA SQUARE

WHAT can compare with the wonderful thrill as vou “shoot” the “St.

—
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MUSKOKA

LA BAIE DE CHALEUR

PRINCE EDWARD ] ;
ISLAND

ST.JOHN RIVER VALLEY

NOVA SCOTIA - BY - i
THE SEA

&
[” siinm @iis mana mone Sine w
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ationalzg

Way NIPIGON
: QUETICO

MINAKI

OUT OF DOOR

LOWER ST.LAWRENCE AND
MARITIME PROVINCES.

QUEBEC AND -
NORTHERN ONTARIO.

\\( PRAIRIES, ROCKIES &
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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 apparel 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.)

$332Z to $90°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto

\
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VACATION LAND OF PERFECT
SUMMER CLIMATE

Hay fever unknown. One thousand to two thousand
feet above the sea. Air scented with pine and balsam.
Modern hotels in Algonquin Park, Muskoka Lakes,
Georgian Bay, Lake of Bays, Kawartha Lakes and
Timagami. A short, pleasant ride from Toronto,
and you are in the midst of a charming summer
playground. Fishing, boating, bathing, golf and the
great out-of-doors. Write for free illustrated literature.

C. E. HORNING, D.P. A E. CELMOTT, D.PoN

Union Station, Bonaventure Station,
Toronto, Ont. Montreal, Que.
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-’Ever
Aramsicke—

S

Be guided by the experience
of thousands of travelers the
world over and use

MOTHERSILL’S
SEASICK REMEDY

It prevents and relieves nausea.
Officially adopted by Steamship
Companies on both fresh and salt
water. Contains no cocaine, mor-
phine, opium, chloral, coal tar pro-

,Wﬂnﬁoﬂ-@w.ﬂ
HE remarkable natural beauty of the
Tllotnl Champlain Golf Course, coupled
| with the charming sportiness of its 18 holes,
I has earned for it the undisputed leadership
of the American resort courses.
T is but natural that a resort of Cham-
] plain’s distinction should have a course
of such prestige. J
ENNIS, riding, boating, swimming and
Tdﬂn('ln;.: closely follow golf in pu})ulm‘lty
and are splendidly provided for. Golf and
Hotel Booklets on request.
New York Office, 243 Fifth Avenue.
GeorGge Low, JoserH P. GREAVES,
Golf Superintendent, Manager,
AMERICAN PLAN

ducts or their derivatives, nor other
habit forming drugs.

Sold by leading druggists — 60¢
and $1.20 on guarantee of satisfac-
tion or money refunded.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
DETROIT MICHIGAN

Alsoat 19
St. Bride St.,
London,

{88 OO0 e8] [ Coocrooonin e [ Coo ) (%8 CCCOOOToOn e .

(8 CCOOCOnD ] [ QOO ) [ GO ) (B8 OO0 ] [ oo )

“A Greater Exposition Than Has Been”

CANADIANNATIONAL

EXHIBITION

TORONTO |
Aug. 28th—Sept. 11th, inclusive

The Annual World's Fair where the nation shows its best product
of Mine, Field, Factory and Forest.

1919 attendance 1,201,000 in thirteen days.

Always striving for higher standards, the 1920 programme is
designed to achieve new records in all departments.

[ G000 %) (8 CCOOCOD 86| B GO oD B B8 ooy | (% oo )
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THE CANADIAN
ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly has been established for the purpose of
assisting in the development of the great latent resources of the Dominion
of Canada through the dissemination of conservative information relating
thereto, and to give entertainment, refraining from diseussion of religious,
racial, or political questions.

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly is an unusually well illustrated maga-
zine and besides containing authoritative articles on Canadian subjects, car-
ries departments devoted to affairs at Ottawa, angling and hunting, foreign
trade opportunities, and ships and shipping. Nor is fiction overlooked.

We are anxious to make this magazine a success, and to this end would re-
spectfully ask you to fill in the subseription form printed herewith, and send
to us together with Two Dollars in payment for a year’s subseription.

The Publishers,

' The Canadian Illustrated Monthly,
P. O. Box 2829, Montreal, Que.

Gentlemen :

Please enter my subseription to The Canadian Illustrated Monthly
for one year commencing with your next issue, for which I enclose
Two Dollars.
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Please remit in postal note, money order or cheque. If sending currency kindly register.
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May we send you this guide | B
of Buffalo and Niagars Faile?

No Dressing-table

is complete without a bottle of

URKAY&LANMAN,

Florida Water

This matchless perfume,
after a Century of success,
still stands today the ac-
knowledged favorite among
Toilet Waters.

In the Bath, on the Dress-
ing-table, after Shaving, in
fact however used, it is al-
ways delightfully refreshing,

Any reader of the Canadian Magazine
may obtain an illustrated guide to points ot
interest in and around Buffalo and Niagara
Falls. Sent free with our compliments,

B I T I I I I )

The Hotel Lenox, on North Street at
Delaware Ave., Buffalo, has become a tavorite
stopping place for Canadians visiting Buffalo
and Niagara Falls. The pleasant location of
the Lenox-—quiet, yet convenient to theatre,
shopping and business districts—adds much
to the comfort of tourists, as do the unusually
good cuisine, complete equipment and excel-
lent service,

AV /MU BV/ B

O I K

European plan. Modern. Fireproo).
Every room as oulside room, $2.50 up.

o SO O Yo

NI I I I I

On Empire Tours. Road map
and running directions [ree.
C. A. MINER,|
Managing Direclor
North St. at Delaware Ave.
Buffalo, N.Y.

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

VLBV 0V MV D

i

N7V

Ask Your Druggist for It.
Accept no Substitute

VYN

(DB

'HOTEL ST. JAMES Read The

-
Times Square, New York City Advel’tlsements
Just off Broadway at 109-113 W. 45th St. 4
3 Blocks from Grand Central Station. Th
“Sunshine in every room” €y save you money.

Much favored They lntIOduce you to

By wonien tras the newest styles—the
elling - without
e latest comforts for the

home—the best of the
40 Theatres, all ’ . .
principal shops worl d § 1nventions.

and churches,

3 to S minutes They are an invest-
walk. .
ment, an education and
minutes of all ire the on]y means of
subways, “‘I,” 1
s eeping you abreast of
cars, bus lines. progress.

descriptive booklet and rates :
Wﬂt:vfofog;ssconpovmy. President : Read The Advertlsements
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You who think you should know Canada better
—who are wondering where you should seek
this year’s vacation—why not visit the Can-
adian Pacific Rockies, the most magnificent
mountain region in the world?

Glistening snow-peaks ten thousand feet and
higher surrounding you-—trails to walk and ride
—good roads for motoring and driving—mile-
high links for the golfer—opportunities every-
where for the Alpine climber—warm sulphur
swimming pools—luxurious hotels at Banff and
LaKe Louise, and mountain chalets at Emerald
Lake and Glacier, with music, dancing, and a gay
social life—trout-fishing in season, sublime
scenery and big game for the camera (and in
September for the rifle)——camping in regions of
unparalleled majesty—these are a few of the
delights in store.

And this Mountain Garden of the Giants is so
easy to reach by

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Get particulars at any C.P.R. Passenger Agency
W. B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

—_
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| PACIFIC COAST TOURS &t

r
; ALASKA COAST —Stewart, B.C. OBSERVATORY INLET— Anyox, B.C.
i

A delightful ocean voyage midst
unsurpassed mountain scenery in
protected waters.

Visit VANCOUVER, VICTORIA sng
SEATTLE
See the

CANADIAN ROCKIES

Via the new Mount Robson route

STOP OVER AT JASPER PARK

Full information and illustrated
literature on application to a ny
agent of the Grand Trunk System

W. E. DUPEROW

General Passenger Agent
Winnipeg, Man.
S. S. Prince Rapert in Portland Canal peg

Make good stoves and
Looking utensils.

BOOKS .y =wnmon

Terms 20°/, dow:
/ conceivable subject and for all Exams. & weekly. We troust anny ah':::es:" $2, $3
2 e‘?lnl’) nd at half prices. New at lowest prices. Writefor Ca person
gt atc,uand send for Catalogue No. 23, post free. ritefor Catalogue to-day
State wan iAVE THE BOOKS YOU WANT. JACOBS BROS., Dismend Biperices
WE H Best Prices Given. 5T Avcade
Books Bought.& S dein 1S Toronte Area TORONTO, Can"

w. Ltd.,
121-125, Charing Cross Road, London, Englands
-125,
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Write for

““My Book’’

ROBINSON’S “PATENT” GROATS

For Nursing Mothers

A cupful of gruel made from

ROBINSON’S “PATENT™
GROATS, before rising in the

morning and the last thing at night,
enables mothers to nurse their babies
when all else has failed.

the latest booklet on the

care of Infants.

MAGOR SON & CO,, LIMITED

Sole Agents for Canada

191 St. Paul Street W.,
MONTREAL

30 Church Street,
TORONTO

T
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‘Che
Utmost
in
Style,
Comfort
and
Wear.

FOR MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN
In your summer wardrobe, do not forget a BALLANTYNE Bath-

ing Suit. They are all wool, are smart in style and very durable,
and being made of a fine knitted fabric, they are as comfortable

as they are sightly.
' At Most Good Dealers.

R. M. BALLANTYNE LIMITED,
Stratford, Can.
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There is no waste when
you “Buy a whole Ham”
—you can bake the butt, boil
the shank, and broil or fry
the centre slices.

The Dealer ,Speaks on
““ Quality”’

Premium

l‘ia'm

¢¢] RECOMMEND Swift's Premium because its
~ quality is absolutely uniform — because only
the choicest grade of meat is allowed to be branded

‘Swifts Premium’'—because its m'ld ‘cure’ is scien-

tifically exact—because just enough time is allowed
in smoking to secure a flavor that is only found in

Premium Ham

Every piece is finally tested before it is wrapped,

which ensures satisfaction to my customers, It is

equally good all through and needs no parboiling

before being broiled or fried. So I say: Swift
and Quality are synonymous— Ask for either,

and you get both.

Order from your Butcher or Grocer.

Swift Canadian Co.

!Limited 4

Toronto Winnipeg 8 ¥ Edmonton

»
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-
A point

for every

A Beverage
That Suits the

Occasion

writer

Perhaps you are in the
habit of serving coffee at
your little home dances.

Next time try O’Keefe’s
Dry Ginger Ale. It's no
trouble to serve and re-
quires no preparation. Be-
tween dances it is just the
beverage to add fresh zest
to the spirit of the evening,

|
|
|
| G
|
!

FineMedium,
Stub and
DRY GINGER ALE Ball pointed

has a delightful flavor that
is exceptionally pleasing.

Served with sandwiches
or cake, O’Keefe’s Dry
Ginger Ale adds a deli-
ciousness to refreshments
that is greatly appreciated.

O’Keefe’s possesses a [
brilliancy and tang that J
makes it popular wherever ~‘

|
|
|
|
it is introduced.
PERSONAL
Your grocer or dealer has |
O’Keefe’s. Ask him to ‘
El send you a case or two.
t
l
[
,

Steel Pens

Made in England

It’s the special Spencerian steel and the finely
worked, hand-made points that make Spencerian
Pens last so long and write so smoothly. Send -
10c for 10 samples, different patterns. Then
pick a style that fits your hand. Use that style
always. We will also include that fascinating
book, “What Your Handwriting Reveals”,

SPENCERIAN PEN CO. .
349 Broadway New York City

O’Keefe’s, Toronte
Phone Main 4202

O’Kesfe’s Beverages are also
procurable at Restaurants, [

}I Hotels, Cafes, etc. TRERFRY
! O
|

| 757 e

I q
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bNLY TABLETS MARKED
“ BAYER” ARE ASPIRIN

Not Aspirin at All without the “Bayer Cross”

The name “Bayer” on Aspirin is like 14 Karat
on gold. It positively identifies the only genu-
ine Aspirin,—the Aspirin prescribed by phys-
icians for over nineteen years and now made
in Canada.

Always buy an unbroken package of “Bayer

Tablets of Aspirin” which contains proper
directions for Colds, Headache, Toothache,
Earache, Neuralgia, Lumbago, Rheumatism,
Neuritis, Joint Pains, and Pain generally,

Tin boxes of 12 tablets cost but a few
cents. Larger “Bayer” pa kages.

There is only one Aspirin—*‘Bayer’’—You must say ‘‘Bayer’’
Aspirin is the trade mark Sregistered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Monoacetica.cldester
e.

of Salicylicacid. While it is w

1 known that Aspirin means Bayer manufacture, to assist the

ublic

against imitations, the Tablets 6f Bayer Company will be stamped with their general trade mar the

‘“‘Bayer Cross.”

Gray Hair Disappears

In From 4 to 8 Days
Science has discovered the way for restoring hair to its
natural color. It is offered to women in Mary T. Goldman’s
Secientific Hair Color Restorer. In from 4 to 8 days it will
end every gray hair.

@‘/Z’ﬂrygﬁldma@

Scientific Hair Color Restorer
FREE Send today for a trial bottle and our special
comb, Be sure and give the exact color of
your hair, Try iton a lock of hair. Compare the results,
and the pleasure of using. with the old way. ol
You'll not have gray hairs once you have tried this scien-
tific hair color restorer. Write now.
MARY T. GOLDMAN :
1733 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn,
Accept no Imitations—Sold by Druggists Everywhere

BOOK ON

DOG
DISEASES

AMERICA’S AND. HOW TO FEED
Mailed Free to any address
PIONEER by the Author.
H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc.
D 0 n 118 West 31st Street
REMEDIES NEW YORK, U.S.A.

e S RS

Comfort Feet That Itch
And Burn With Cuticura
For tired, aching, irritated, itchi:
;;7(::111!:l li?ths w}.thgtci\lx?i':::rfa goggh ol ovaeeeé
ntle applications of int-
rgengtearemgst successful. gt
Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50c, Sold
th houttheDominion. i s
Lrmane: Lisiced, $¢ Past S0 1o vcotsy

ans,
E‘Cuﬁcun Soap shaves without mug,




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

-3
<t

- Delicious, Delightful Foods— |

distinguished for high quality and

. distinctive flavors.

AS the exacting housewife selects with the greatest care
the foods for her table, so does this institution choose

and prepare all products which bear the Rose |
Brand. ‘

f By special processes all our own, the flavor and quality of
the tender meats and rich foods is retained and impl‘(;i'gxd

To-day, as for generations past, Rose Brand marks the highest
products of our institution. o

Use Rose Brand foods—distinguished for their purity, high
quality and distinetive flavors. S

: HAM, BACON, SAUSAGE, BUTTER, EGGS AND, LARD. |
ALSO THE FAMOUS SNOWFLAKE SHORTENING. $

CANADIAN PACKING COMPANY, LIMITED |
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CoOwAN'S
MAPLE
BUDS

IJust love them! »

Maple Buds are widely known
By a flavor all their own.

.
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The Louvain Pattern

You have an Eye
~ for the Beautiful

Go into the store and see the lovely
Louvain pattern asillustrated by this tea-
spoon. Your home may need the bright-
ening touch of a bit of new silver—or
there may be a new home in the making.

‘When you buy silverplate remember
what the trade mark 1847 Rogers Bros.
means—the time tried brand which your
parents and grandparents knew as the
best. Look for the full trade mark with
the 1847 date.

Sterling Silver —When your choice turns to
Sterling, ask your dealer to show you the Puritan
Pattern, one of our several attractive sterling de-
signs. All marked ‘“ M. B. Co.”

1847 ROGERS BROS.

SILVERWARE
The Family Plate for Seventy Years

MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY, Ltd., HAMILTON, ONT.

Made in Canada by Cantdians and sold by lead-
ing Canadian dealers throughout the Dominion
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" A Delicious Dish for Any Meal

TOASTED CORN

FLAKES are more
than a breakfast food.
They check children’s
hunger between meals
and provide a tempting,

( Telleggs
TOASTED

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

wholesome dessert for

the noon or evening

TED CORN FLAKE CO,
LONDON.ONT. a7

Jﬁcgmwafr/acm

repast.

One quality of corn flakes stands supreme in public tavor. These are the

GENUINE ORIGINAL

CORN FLAKES

which you should insist upon get.ting, plainly marked in red ink
across the face of the package with the words

““MADE IN GANADA” and “I.ONDON, ONT.”

BATTLE CREEK TOASTED.CORN FLAKE CO. Ltd., LONDON, ONT.




“Mine’s Best”

"Oh, I know mine is
best,” Dorothy says, “Just faste it,
Bobbie !”
And Bobbie says, “It's good, but mine’s
best.”
For Dorothy's party mamma has made up
six lovely dishes of

each of a different flavor, and all so good that three little girls
und three little boys hold one opmion: “Mine’s best.”
e Children know what is good to eat. Who ever heard of a child that did not like Jell-O, or ever saw
2 Voungsters who could agree as to which flavor was best—all being so good ?
two ’)I,‘he Jell-O Book tells how to make many new desserts and salads in the easy Jell-O way, which cuts
ut work and worry and most of the expense. A copy of the book will be mailed free to any woman
o
who will send us her name and address. :
Jell-O is put up in seven pure fruit flavors: Strawberry, Raspberry, Lemon, Orange, Cherry, Chocolate

o THE GENESEE PURE FOOD COMPANY OF CANADA, Limited,

Bridgeburg, Ont.



Your Choice of

Four Forms

Shaving Cream
Holder-Top Shaving
Stick
Shaving Liquid
Shaving Powder

The J.B. Williams Co.

6566 Drolet Street,

Montreal

If you prefer to use a
shaving cup, as many
still do, ask your
dealer for Williams’
Mug Shaving Soap or
Williams® Barber
Soap.

Williams 2=

THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Canadian Depot, 655 Drolet Street, Montreal

—
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“Good-natured before breakfast I®

“You know the greatest test of a friend is whether he can
be good-natured before breakfast. That's where my
friend Williams’ made his reputation, with his everlasting
good nature in the early morning. =

“No task is too stiff for him. Blondes and brunettes 1o
alike to his rich and creamy lather. He is net particul
about the weather. He just says ‘Come on, the water's fine
and gets busy. Even with a dull companion he plays ¢
game out to the last stroke.

“Nobody who has ever met him has had the face to resisy
his smooth manner. Ask the oldest patriach you knex
he'll put his hand on his beard and swear that Williames
is the best friend a man ever had.” :




