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You cannot possibly have a
better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

This excellent Cocoa main-

tains the system in robust

health, and enables it to resist
winter’s extreme cold.

Epps’s
Cocoa

You will find it the
very Cocoa you want.

St Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Street
NEW YORK
European Plan —— Convenient Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON

The Convenient Location, Tasteful Appointment, Reas-
onable Charges, Courteous Attend and Cuisine of
Exceptional Excellence are Characteristic of this Hotel,
and have secured and Retained for it a patronage of the
Highest Order.

YOUR AILMENT IS NATURE'S
REPROOF.

To overcome that ailment
You require Nature’s Assistance.

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

Is Nature’s Own Remedy.

NO FAMILY SHOULD EVER BE
WITHOUT IT.

CAUTION.—Examine the Capsule and see

that it is marked ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT,' other-

wise you have the sincerest form of flattery—
IMITATION

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT
SALT’ WORKS, London, S.E., Eng.,
by J. C. ENO’S Patent

Wholesale of Messrs. Evans & Sons, Ltd.,
Montreal and Toronto, Canada.

CANADIAN
HOUSEKEEPERS

MAY IS THE USUAL
House~Cleaning Month

E

Us
Gillett’s L
IT EATS DIRT, IT IS THE
MOST ECONOMICAL.
MOST LABOR SAVING.

MOST SATISFACTORY
CLEANER TO USE.

E. W. GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED
TORONTO, ONT.

PRESS OF THE HUNTER, ROSE CO., LIMITED TORONTO
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“ An Hotel that satisfies the most exacting demands.

RO ITEL CECIL

LONDON

The most conveniently situated Hotel in London. Within
a few minutes’ walk of all the principal Theatres, and in
the centre of the Shopping District.

Telegraphic Address :

¢ Cecelia, " London. Bedrooms from 5s. per day

Including Light and Attendance
Breakfast, 2s. 6d., 3s., and 3s. 6d.

Lunch, 3s. 6d.; Dinner, 5s.
(In Table d’Hote Room)
For Illustrated Booklet giving full particulars of

Tariff, etf apply wo the Ontario Publishing
» Limited, Toronto, Canada.

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

Al SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"”

Sole Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent for Canada—J. M. SCHEAK, 206 Carlaw Buildings, Wellington Street West, TORONTO

IT HAS NO EQUAL events all

“Tbe Queen of Toilet Preparations” 't entiely Removes and

FOR KEEPING f JBEETHANS /) > RO eSS
THE SKIN 9 i
SuboTH . s,
3 ’ N PR THE SKIN
3 AND WHITE. _ Mfggmuva AND REFRESHING. Zro Semrisuon.

the 8
AT AL seasons M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England. .3 ars wares.
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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ANNOUNCEMENT

The July CANADIAN
contributions, with the
each of the departments.
the summer season.

“Bridging the St. Lawrence” is an article which will commence
with the Victoria Tubular Bridge and will give the history of these
interesting bridges. Of course, none of them has meant so much to

Canada as the first, which was undertaken and completed seven years
before Confederation.

Confederation as it was worked out during the first session of
the first Dominion Parliament is now being described in a series of

historical sketches by a journalist who was present. These are delight-
ful reminiscences and should be widely read.

“Where Trouting Streams Run West "’ is the title of an angling
article describing fishing in the Canadian Rockies. The writer is Julia
W. Henshaw, an expert with the rod and the camera,

Governor Laurence and the Acadi
article by that venerable student of histor
Nova Scotia.

In the Geyser Land, by Beatrice Grimshaw, will describe some

of the wilder scenery in interesting New Zealand. Miss Grimshaw
has travelled extensively in thoge

MAGAZINE will contain a varied assortment of
usual interesting matter and illustrations in
Its character will be somewhat affected by

ans is the title of g short
y, Judge A. W. Savary, of

_— —_—————

parts and has taken large numbers
of interesting photographs, many of which will be reproduced to
accompany this article.

The Fascination of the Uttermost South, by C. Reginald
Ford, a member of the National Antarctic Expedition of 1901-4, under
Captain Scott, should be of exceptional interest. Mr. Ford was in
| Canada for a while last year and is now in Australia. He is a good
raconteur and his analysis of the emotions of the man who finds him-
self in an unknown world is extremely vivid.
|
1
|

| S'hort Stories by a number of the best native writers will, ag
usual, be found in the issue.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF T

HE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS

A YEAR POSTPAID

e ———————————
e e ———————————
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ONDON

Overlooking Trafal-
gar Square, the
finest position in Lon-
don. Well known to
many Canadians for
comfort and excellent
management. Close to

Royal Palaces, West-

minster Abbey, Hous-
es of Parliament, and
fashionable centres.
Orchestra. Luxurious
suites of rooms with
private bathrooms

attached.

iy 42 ;l {
) uu‘,.‘“ 1 "
s f‘““ aa

Proprietors :
GORDON HOTELS fMITED

For Nlustrated Booklet giving full
particulars of Tariff, etc., um»ly to the
Outario Publishing Co., Limited,
Toronto, Canada.

Advice to Tourists

RAVELLERS to Great Britain should take a bank draft on London, which

may be cashed at the Hotel office or deposited directly in the bank. The

hotel clerk will keep the money in his safe and hand out the money in small

quantities as the owner desires. For short visits this is preferable to periodical

calls on the bank necessitating a journey. Some travellers prefer a book of
express orders, and these seem to be growing in popularity.

It is well to arrange carefully for a cable code and a mail address before
leaving home. These little points seem insignificant until a man gets 3,000 miles
from home. A hotel is not the best place in the world to have mail addressed
to, unless you are stopping there some time. A private address with some private
friend is better. The Allan office in Liverpool is very careful, and the High
Commissioner’s office is also good.

The hotel staff should be consulted by all novices as to cab fares, excursion
routes, and any general point in travelling. These men know their business and will
give reliable advice. For Continental travel the novice should consult an agency
which has branches on the Continent for his first trip. Here passports, baggage,
customs, foreign customs and a number of smaller items come into consideration.

The traveller who meets with disappointments and delays is the one who
neglects his preparations and is afraid to ask experience for advice. Experience

will be found in friends, in professionals, railway officials and in guide-books.
Each kind has its uses.



6 BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

THE BANK OF ENGLAND AND THE ROYAL EXCHANGE F
This is the heart of the ancient *City”

KINGSLEY HOTEL o85S0

"HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

THACKERAY HOTEL -850 Tan,

GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON

HESE well-appointed and commodious TEMPERANCE HOTELS will, it is believed, meet the requirements
at moderate charges, of those who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the larger modern Licensed
Hotels. These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, spacious

Dining, Drawing, Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.
FIREPROOF FLOORS PERFECT SANITATION TELEPHONES NIGHT PORTERS

BEDROOMS FROM 2/6 TO 5/6

Inclusive Charge for Bedroom. Attendance, Table d’Hote, Breakfast and Dinner from 8/6 to 10/6 per da
Kingsley Hotel, ** Bookeraft, London” _ Telegraphic Addresses —— Thackeray Hotel, * Thackeray, Loudon¥

For Ilustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

T . T P B R Y P

BIOSCOPES AND STEREOPTICANS

THE PAMPHENGOS is the finest oil-lighted lantern extant. "ex‘t-O'f- K i n& “ e i rs Wa nted

Nearly 4,000 sold. 130 Candle Power. Brilliant 12 ft. pictures. Reduced to

£358. Magnificently Illustrated Catalogue, post free, 6d. List of 100,000 Slides, | A FORTUNE MAY AWAIT YOU.

6d., post free. Cheapest and Best Lantern and Bioscope Outfits in the World.

Hughes’ Drawing Room Cinematograph,
£3 3s. Hughes’ Imperial Bioscopes are always
dissinctive. Film registered, reversed and ecoloured
while running. Splendid results. The King of

UNCLAIMED

Greatest money-taker known. Animat-

Established over
30 Years.

£12 12s. Delightful results. Coins

and Slides.

Living Picture Machines. A combined lantern
and cinematograph, from £16 16s. 0d. Hughes’
Cinematograph Peep Show.
L]
ed pictures in the open for 20 people. |
Complete, £21 10s. Fourteen viewers, £ 1 00’ 000’000 IN CHAN CER L

AND ELSEWHEKE,

money. Grandly Illustrated Catalogue 5 i %
of allyCinemutog’mphs, Apparatus, efc, | Every man and woman should buy DOUCAL $ Complet
post free, 9d. Grandly Illustrated Film | | Index Register to Next-of-Kin, &c, containing nearly 508
List, post free, 7d. ’ pages, which gives valuable infofmation_ regarding l\loney n
The Great Lantern House shengery and elgawhere, - Frice 18 Centa, Post Fiees
| & £ i
for Optical Lanterns | offl},"hmum-" & c?l. undertake Searches and Enquiries
‘ y description in all parts of the World. No Agents,

'| F.H.DOUCAL & CO0., Law Agents. Established 1844,

W. C. HUGHES ®. CO,, Specialists r 453, Strand, London. Over 60 Years' Reputation.,

Brewster House, 82 Mortimer Rd., Kingsland, London, N., England.

—|



BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

el
A3 ‘;‘
L

bR

R HOTER. RUSSE] .

LONDON, ENGLAND

VERY environment that goes to make the life of the visitor congenial. Ideal location
E for the tourist visitor. Within easy reach of all the places of amusement, public buildings,
in the very centre of the town, close to the leading railway termini and British museums,
On high ground, overlooking the well-wooded grounds, verdant lawns, and carefully tended
gardens of the historic Russell Square, ensuring composure at night amid quiet surroundings and
bracing air. “Internally arranged on the American plan, with a magnificent garden in the centre ’
of the house, on which all public compartments converge. This garden during the season is the
rendezvous of the Canadian in London and scene of brilliant functions and social gatherings. The
bedroom accommodations at the Hotel Russell are luxurious in the extreme, without equal in Europe.
Charges, as with the whole group of the renowned Frederick Hotels, are extremely moderate.

Full Information and Tariffs from the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited, 15 Wellington Street E., Toronto.

OTHER HOTELS OF THE FAMOUS FREDERICK GROUP COMPRISE

THE HOTEL MAJESTIC AT HARROGATE— | THE ROYAL PAVILION HOTEL AT FOLKE-
The leading hotel at this the most fashionable of English | STONE—On the main route from London to Paris,

Spas, annually becoming more, popular with the adjoining the harbor landing stage.
Canadian visitor. Y
THE HOTEL METROPOLE ATWHITBY—Well
THE HOTEL BURLINGTON, DOVER-—The known as the Harrogate “‘after cure resort” Hotel.
finest hotel on the Dover-Calai_s route to Paris, and com- THE SACKVILLE HOTEL AT BEXHILL-The
manding a position overlooking the whole sweep of most elegant hotel at the daintiest watering place on the
Dover Bay. South coast.

HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL—London's most magnificent terminus botel, in conjunction with the Great Central
Railway, the direct route to Stratford-on-Avon, the Penn County, Sulgrave Manor, the ancestral home of the
Washingtons; Nottingham, the centre of the Dukeries ; Manchester, and other great commercial centres of the North.
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THE WEST STRAND AND CHARING CROSS STATION (r1GHT)

This is a view looking east towards Fleet Street which is really a continuation of the Strand.
has been considerably widened in recent years. Three centuries ago it was bordered by Palaces.

The last one to disappear, Northumberland House, remained until 1874.
House farther east is the only one remaining

Somerset

The Strand

J. M. BARRIE
In “My Lady Nicotine,” page
17, says:—

If there is one man in London P ey
who knows tobaccos, it is myself. By jove Barrie is right!
There 1\ only one mixture in London ::i{ﬁgovu};‘g n:flé‘;;?‘}'u"’}i
deserving the adjective superb, I of fragrance and never
will not say where it is to be got, burns the tongue.’
for the result would certainly be
that many foolish men would smoke
more than ever; but I never knew
anything to compare to it. It is
deliciously mild yet full of fragrance,
and it never burns the tongue. 1f you
try it once you smoke it ever after-
wards. It clears the brain and
soothes the temper. When I went
away for a holiday anywhere I took
as much of that exquisite health-
giving mixture as I thought would
last me the whole time, but I always
ran out of it. Then I telegraphed
to London for more, and was miser
able until it arrived. How I tore
the lid off the canister. That is a
tobacco to live for.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS
CARRERAS. Ltd., LONDON, ENGLAND

Agents in Montreal—FRASER, V.GER & CO.
209 and 211 8t. James Street
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WEAR THIS SERGE THIS SUMMERS}

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

Better serge is not woven than these ROY AL
> SERGKES we make in many weights and
2? colors— navy blue, black, grey, green, red, ete.
Suited to everyone's wear and anyone’s purse,
Request samples and prices. Old Country
quality—better values than you can obtain
elsewhere in serges, tweeds, dress fabrics,
silks, flannels, delaines, cottons, winceys, ete. (§
Samples freely sent for the asking.

No. 358
Costume
from

$15.20, tc SPECIALTY FOR BOYS' WEAR

xe;;g:f’ WONTAREWILWARE TWEEDS
Cream 54 inch, $1.20 and $1.45 yard
Serge.

Cheaper R A &
mampals $(i.\1‘:be make to your measure Costumes from

1- ) | - Skirts from $2.45. Girls’ Dresses from
; F‘F from$8.75 &3 9). "Men's Suits from $890 Boys' Suits
FEER

from $2.60. Shrinknaught Suits from $10.25.

Write for Illustrated Price List, etc., post
free on request

EGERTON BURNETT,
LIMITED
R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON No. 10a. Coat and Trousers

in “*Shrinknaught” Twill,
SOMERSET, ENGLAND $8.65 to order

LHLOLLE
Ml dddd el d el dldrlooddddddoodd ottt dtsodtdd
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In séts of 6 cards,
P I CTUR E P os T CA R D beautifully printed
in colours.

““North American Indians,” 6d.; ‘‘Life in the British Navy,” in 4 sets,
6d. each; ‘‘Sacred Art,”1s.; ““World's Composers,” 1s.; ‘““Royal Colonels,”
6d.; “‘International Courtship,” 6d. ; *‘Children Studies,” 6d.; ‘‘Flowers, "6d.;
““National Art,” 6d.; ‘“Motoring,” 6d.; ‘“English Actresses,” 6d.; ‘“Types
of English Beauty,” 6d., 1s. and 2s.; ‘‘Liners,” 6d.; ‘‘Battleships,” 6d.

STANDARD ATHLETIC BOOKS

“Strength, and Hotw to Obtain It,”” with two Charts for Men, Women and
Children. Contains ‘*How to Exercise,” ‘‘Exercises for Women,” 2s. 6d.
“Body Building; or, Man in the Making,” including six sets of exercises
for Indigestion, Developing the Arms and Shoulders, Development of the Chest,

Constipation, etc., 1s. Both by SANDOW.

“Quickness, and How to Increase It,” being an aid to the acquirement of

agility, 1s.; and “Breathing for Health, Athletics and Brainwork,”
1s. By EUSTACE MILES, M.A. (Five years Tennis Champion.)

Military Text Books and Manuals, revised to date on almost every subject,
kept in stock; from 6d. to 10s. 6d.

Toronto, Canada:—SMITH.&.TODD, 21 Richmond St. W., or

London, England:—GALE & POLDEN, Ltd., 2 Amen Corner,
Paternoster Row, E.C.
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LONDON—PICCADILLY CIRCUS

Where four or more streets meet in the busy portion of the city, the corners are pushed back
anr the space thus gained is called a ‘‘ circus”

SEND YOUR ADDRESS for PEACH'S 1906
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE & BUYERS'
GUIDE. It puts you into immediate touch with

-
PEACHS,~*CURTAINS
| the world's greatest Lace Centre and shows you

just how to buy direct at factory prices. Saves you dollars and gives you the best,

DIRECT FROM THE LOOMS.
LACES, LACE CURTAINS, LINENS, HOSIERY, LADIES’ and GENTS’ CLOTHING,
POP“lﬂr Parcel’ $6.30’ post'age Free: g pairs of Curtains made specially for this Parcel,

cru, if desired. Sent separately as follows :
1 pair superb Drawing-room Curtains, 4 yds. long, 2 yds. wide, post free, $2.45
2 pairs handsome Dining-room Curtains, 3} yds. long, 60 ins. wide, post free, 2.95

2 pairs choice Bedroom Curtains, 3 yds. long, 43 ins. wide, post free, 1.70
The B pairs if sent in one Lot, $6.30, post free, well packed in oilcloth, direct
to your address in Canada. $7.10

Customers throughout the Empire testify to the value and reliability, Send for our Great
Catalogue. Tells you all about LACE CURTAINS, MUSLINS, FURNISHING DRAPERIES, HOUSEHOLD
LINENS, HOSIERY, DRESS MATERIALS, BOOTS and SHOES, etc. You will be astonished at our
prices and delighted with this handsome book. We put the best materials and workmanship into
our goods.

Our 49 years’ reputation is your guarantee. Prize Medals, Foronto, 1892 ; Chicago, 1893.
ESTABLISHED 1857.

Price Lists may be obtained from the office of this Paper; apply at once.

SAML. PEACH & SONS, The Looms, Box 562, NOTTINGHAM, ENGLAND
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Single

Bedrooms
Double
Large and small

Suites with
Private Baths.

from 5/-

from 8/-

ST. ERMINS HOTEL

ST. JAMES’' PARK, LONDON, S.W.
SOCIAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE MOTOR

Situated in a quiet position between Charing Cross and Victoria Stations and a few minutes’
walk of Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliamept.

UNION

Breakfagt 3/-
Luncheon 3/-
Dinner 4/.

Inclusive terms
on application.

“Erminites, London"

Telegramu:

IF YOU ARE REQUIRING
CLOTHES

fou should order them from London and
thereby obtain

THE BEST QUALITY AT THE MOST
MODERATE PRICES.

JOHN J. M. BULT

Frock and Dress Coat Specialist,
Has oneof the Largest Assortments in London ot
TWEEDS, CHEVIOTS, FLANNELS,
SERGES, OVERCOATINGS

and will be glad if you will Write for Patterns
and Self-measurement Forms.

SOME SPECIALTIES

Frock Coat and Vest from - $15.35

Dress Suit (Silk Lined) - - 20.50
Lounge Suit - . - - 12.15
Norfolk and Knickers - - 14.60

A Register is kept of all Customers’ Measures.

140 FENCHURCH STREET
LONDON, ENGLAND
CASH TAILOR

—J

| Trial Bottle

TRY ALEXANDRE'S

GREY HAIR|SHADEINE

NDON MADB

T0 COLOUR

Trade Mark,

124c. Copyright

| SHADEINE colors grey or faded hair BLONDE, LIGHT or DARK BROWN,

BLACK, AUBURN and GOLDEN. Contains no lead, silver, mercury or
sulphur. Absolutely harmless. Guaranteed not to burn or produce au un-
nat ral tint; is permasent, washable and free from grease. Medical cer-
tificate enclosed. Large bottle, 85¢. Trial bottle, 12 1-2¢c. Of all chemists,
and Messrs. T. EATON CO., Limited, Yonge St., Toronto. L. ALEXANDRE,
58 Westbourne Grove, London W., England.

The G.W.W.
Lantern Slides

have been declared by the greatest Lantern
Expert in the country to be

“THE BEST IN THIS WORLD.”

There is nothing like them in the market
either for quality or the extent of the series,
which contains many thousand views of Eng-
land, Scotland, Ireland and the Continent.
Lists free on application to the sole makers

WILSON BROS.

LOCH HEAD HOUSE, ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND.
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LONDON,

ST PAULS FA

ST. PAUL'S, AS SEEN FROM THE SOUTH SIDE OF THE RIVER

Note the freight scows which are much used for transporting merchandise up and down the river, from
and to ¢he docks which are to the east

WILD’S

Home Comforts, Cleanliness
and Quiet

30-40 LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, ENG.

ALSO AT 70 @& 71 EUSTON SQUARE

FIRST
CLASS

TEMPERANCE HOTELS

CENTRALLY SITUATED FOR CITY
AND WEST END TRAINS

CLOSE TO EUSTON, MIDLAND, AND
G.N.R. STATIONS

SULPHOLIN

LOTION
The Famous Qlriyn Fluid

English .....
ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES, BLOTCHES
Disappear in a few Days

There is scarcely any eruption but will yield
to SULPHOLINE in a few days, and commence to
fade away. Ordinary Pimples, Redness, Blotches,
8curf, Roughness, vanish as if by magic, whll.‘
old, enduring Skin Disorders, however deeply
rooted, SULPHOLINE successfully attacks. It
destroys the animalculae which mostly causes
these unsightly, irritable, painful a tions,
and produces a clear, smooth, supple, healthy
skin. Bottles of SULPHOLINE sold everywhere
in Canada.

GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY

LAIR ¢

GOUT
PILLS,

urT,
RHEUMATISM,
SCIATICA,

LUMBAGO, f
NEURALGIA.
The Excruciating Pain is quickly relieved, and cured in a
few days by these celebrated Pills. = Sure, safe and effectual,
Lyman, Sons & Co., Montreal #nd Toronto.
All Druggists and Stores, 40c. and $1.00 a box.

Wholesale Agents, LYMAN BROS., Toronto

o



BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION 13

PICTURE
POST CARDS

PLAIN OR COLOURED, from Customers’ Photographs.

Printed by recently improved processes

in moderate quantities
at reasonable prices
with promptitude

Post Cards Frinmd by us get the benefit of Rebate of Duty in Canada.

Samples and full particulars on receipt of business card.

G. W. WILSON & CO.

2 ST. SWITHIN STREET, ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND.

A PRACTICAL EDUCATION

g F i ¢ e

NORTHER,

OWEN SOUND, ONT.

*. will double your earmnf power. It only requires
a few months at this Institution to complete a
thorough practical Business Course or a Short-
hand and Typewriting Course and fit you for a
remunerative position.

Students admitted at any time. Full partic-
ulars at any time free.

C. A. FLEMING, Principal

STEEDMANS
POWDERS

ARE THE

BEST

FOR

CHILDREN

THEAGED

3 / . =
: “RETAINED WHEN ALL
OTHER FOODS ARE REJECTED”

LONDON, Meo, RECORD..

Benger’s Food can be obtained through most wholesale druggists and leading drug stores.

AGENTS FOR
LEA & PERRINS'

QRS

LIMITED

ot & BLAC KWE[W

WORCESTERSHIRE

{s

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO THE KING AND
EMPEROR OF INDIA

CELEBRATED OILMAN’S STORES
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* * * *

FREE TO PICTURE
LOVERS

Illustrated Fine
Art Catalogue
of Eongravings,
Photogravures,
Etchings, &c.
(published at 21s,
each and up-
wards, and UN-
OBTAINABLE
ELSEWHERE,
now offered from
2s. 6d.each), sent
post free on
application to
any part of the
world on receipt
of request men-

"WEDDED " A _
From the painting by | tioning Cana-

Lord Leighton, P.R.A. | ;4 Magazine.

Address The Becretary:

OXFORD FINE ART GALLERIES
Artistic Photographic Co., Ltd.

90 and 92 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. Est. 1880

* * * *

|
|
|
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A  happy, healthy
child has a natural
appetite for sweets.
Be sure the sweets are
pure and wholesome.
sweet of

the merry children of

A favourite

merry England is

Callard & Bowser’'s
Butter-Scotch.

TRADE

The ' Lancet” says:— '
‘

“Really wholesome
confectionery.”

MANUFACTORY, LONDON

TO MOTHERS

Children Teething have all their
troubles relieved by taking the
Celebrated

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S

TEETHING POWDERS

BE SURE AND SEE

TRADE MARK,

Absolutely Free from Morphia
or Opium, hence

SAFEST AND BEST

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES

125 NEW NORTH R(MD LONDON ENGLAND

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.

|
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WHAT THEY SAY ABOUT IT

(Giant Circumstance

By JOHN OXENHAM

“ GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE is a story of more than passing interest and merit.”
REvV. ROBT. HADDOW, in 7The Westminster.

““The story is full of wholesome interest."”
REvV. J. N. DUNCAN, in Pres. S. S. Publications.

“GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE tells the love story of a manly man and a woman such
as we all may feel the better for knowing, even in the pages of fiction.”
MR. ACLAND, in The Toronto Globe.

¢ MR. OXENHAM before this has written novels of more than average excellence, as
for instance, his story of Siberia, HEARTS IN EXILE, and a romance of missionary
life, WHITE FIRE, published last year. But neither of these books possessed the same
charm as that which belongs to his latest story, GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE. In the first
place MRr. OXENHAM, although he writes fiction, takes a serious view of the meaning of
life. This sometimes becomes almost painfully intense. But at least the reader is never
left with a feeling of the worthlessness of life when one of his stories is ended. But in
Giant Circumstance the outlook is admirable without being painful, and the reader can
therefore promise himself an evening's enjoyment of an agreeable book with a great deal
of happiness in it, which will give him at the same time a consciousness of noble endeavour
and of an underlying purpose in life. Altogether MR. OXENHAM has written a novel which
cannot very well fail to become a popular success, and is at the same time worth reading,
even for those who are not interested, as a rule, in popular fiction.”
Miss MACMURCHY, in The Toronto News.

““The story is vividly told, in short it is a good story, strong and interesting, and
should have many readers.”
Miss E. McMANuS, in Ottawa Free Press.

“ MR. JouN OXENHAM has written no finer novel than GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE.”
MR. JOHN READE, in Montreal Gaszettle.

« GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE is a novel that possesses many of the elements of
success, and it is likely to be popular.”
MR. R. S. SOMERVILLE, in The Montreal Herald.

“GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE will be eagerly sought by many readers in whose
favor this author is steadily mounting."” :
RurH RUTHERFORD, in Winnipeg Town Topics.

““ Those who relish a good story well told will welcome GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE,

and will set it on a level with the best of MR. OXENHAM'S books.”
British Weekly.

Fine Color Illustrations, Cloth, $1.50; Paper, 75c.

THE COPP, CLARK COMPANY, Limited

PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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Our Spring Books

Mountain Wild Flowers

of Canada
By JULIA W. HENSHAW, A simpleand popular
guide to the homes and descriptions of the flowers
that bloom above the clouds, with a colored frontis-
!)icce and one hundred black and white full-page
llustrations, all reproduced from the original
ehotogmphﬂ taken by the author at high latitudes.
Vith handsome cover design by '‘Chas. W. Jefferys.

Cloth $2.00 net.

Studies in Plant Life
in Canada

Wild Flowers, Flowering Shrubs and Grasses |
By CATHARINE PARR TRAILL. With eight

full-page illustrations in natural colors and twelve
in black and white, all reproduced from paintings by
Mrs. Chamberlin, the well-known artist of Cana-
dian wild lowers. Cloth $2.00 net.

Canadian Literature
By ARCHIBALD MacMURCHY, one time Rector
of the Collegiate Institute, Toronto. A handbook
treating of leading Canadian (English) writers
and their works. Cloth $1.00.

Wesley and His Century

By W. H. FITCHETT, D.D.,author of “Nelson and |

His Captaing,” *‘Deeds That Won The Empire,” etc.
Price, Cloth $1.50 net, by mail, $1.65.

A Parson’s Ponderings
By REV. CANON LOW, author of **The Old Faith
and the New Philosophy.” Cloth, 60c.

Sankey’s Story of the Gospel
Hymns and of Sacred

Songs and Solos
By IRA D. SANKEY. Cloth, illustrated, net 75¢.

Our Canadian Heritage
Its Resources and Possibilities. By FREDERICK
A, WIGHTMAN. Cloth, 287 pages, $1.00.

The Sovereignty of Character
Lessons from the Life of Jesus. By A.D. WATSON,
M.D. Cloth $1.00.

The Church of Christ
By REV. T. A. WATSON, B.D. New edition,
enlarged, cloth 50c. net.

A Vision of Immanuel
A Poem. By REV. J, JOHNSTONE. Cloth 50c.
net.

Canadian Nationality
The Cry of Labour and Other Essays
By W. FRANK HATHEWAY. Cloth, 75¢.

The Skipper Parson

On the Banks and Barrens of Newfoundland. By
JAMES LUMSDEN. Cloth, illustrated, $1.00.

' Fenwick’s Career

By MRS. HUMPHRY WARD.

| Cloth,
1 trated, $1.50.

illus-

| Broke of Covenden
‘ J. C. SNAITH. Paper 75c., Cloth $1.25

The Expiation of Eugene
By FREDERICK H. BALFOUR. Cloth $1.25.

The Scarlet Pimpernel

By BARONESS ORCZY. Paper 75¢., Cloth $1.25.
One of the most popular new books in England.

A Son of the People

By the author of The Scarlet Pimpernel.
75¢., Cloth $1.25.

The Mayor of Troy

By A. T. QUILLER-COUCH. Cloth $1.25.

| The Opal Serpent

By FERGUS HUME. Paper 75¢., Cloth $1.25.

Paper

Count Bunker

By J. 8. CLOUSTON, author of Lunatic at Large.
Paper 75¢., Cloth $1.25.

A Motor Car Divorce

By LOUISE CLOSSER HALE.
Cloth $1.25.

When It Was Dark

By GUY THORNE. Illustrated Edition, Cloth $1.25

The High Toby

By H. B. MARRIOTT WATSON.

Paper 75¢.,

Cloth $1.25

The House with the Green

Shutters
By GEORGE DOUGLAS. Special paper edition 35¢c.

Wacousta

A Tale of Pontiac's Conspiracy. By MAJOR
RICHARDSON. A thrilling story of the attack
on Fort Detroit in 1763. With five full-page illus-
trations and cover design in four colors by Chas.
W. Jefferys. Cloth $1.50.

Roland Graeme, Knight

By AGNES MAULE MACHAR. New Canadian
Edition. Cloth $1.00.}

ON SALE AT ALL BOOKSELLERS

WILLIAM BRIGGS, PUBLISHER, 29-33 RICHMOND ST. W., TORONTO
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Bishop St;a;ilan School

(WYKEHAM HALL)

College Street, Toronto

THIRTY-NINTH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN

For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal.

T R I N ITY ANDSOME Modern and Fireproof Build-
ings—Magnificent and Healthy Situation.

: Boys are prepared for the Universities, Royal
COL Jl::C:lE: Military College, Professions and Business.

Special attention given to younger boys.

S C H : : L FOR CALENDAR AND ALL PARTICULARS APPLY TO

FRRmO, o REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M.A., (Cambridge), LL.D.
PORT HOPE, - ONTARIO Head Master.,

The finy's Own Paper
Ghe Girl's Qun Paper

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
juvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’
stories contribute to their pages and every issue is beautifully
illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and home-
life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a useful
character—the kind in which boys and girls delight. Sub-
scribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, ten cents per copy, $1.20 per year.

MWartuirk Bros. & Rutter, Linite

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS,———  TORONTO
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Toronto Conservatory of Music
FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 4th
Highest Artistic Standards, Diplomas, Scholarships, Free Advantages

Send for Illustrated Calendar.

EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

UPPER SCHOOL BUILDING
ST. CATHARINES, ONT. Upper School—Boys prepared tor the Universities and for

RIDLEY COLLEG

y Lower School—A fi

ne new building, under charge of

For Calendar, etc., apply to REV. J. 0. MILLER, M.A., Principal

Havergal College

TORONTO

PRINCIPAL-MIS8 KNOX, University of Oxford, first-
class Cambridge University Diplema in teaching.

Assisted by three Heads of Departments: House—Miss
Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; Junior House and
School—Miss Wood, B.A., London, England ; Day School—
Miss Jones, L.L.A., St. Andrew’s, and by a staff of twenty-
two resident Mistresses, mostly graduates of English or
Canadian universities, and by thirty visiting teachers and
masters.

Pupils are prepared tor matriculation of the University ot
Toronto, for the Havergal Diploma, and for the examina-
tions in music of the Conservatory and the Toronto College

ot Music, and in art of *“ The Royal Drawing Society,” Loun-
don, England.

The College offers exceptional conversational advantages
in French under a resident French Mistress, assisted by six
resident specialists in modern languages. ¥

Particular attention is given to physical training by two
graduates of the Boston Normal School of Physi, Culture,
who reside in the College, and give individual care to the
pupils.

Large grounds adjoin the College and afford ampl
for tennis, basket ball, cricket, etc., in summer.P:n:lp.f::
hockey upon a full-sized rink in winter.

The Junior School has its own staff and is entirely separ.
ate from the Upper School. The Curriculum includes,
among other subjects, elementary courses in
Wood Carving, Basket Weaving and Domestic Science. 2

French is taught in the Kindergarten, and is continued by
a graduated course throughout the Junior School.

For information apply to the Bursar.

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE

Residential and Day School for Boys TORONTO

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THE SOUTH

<
*
*

Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Rm‘
prepared for Universities, Royal Miilitary Colle
ness. Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.ﬁ

- G. Williams, Esq,, B.A., Vioel-l;:?nl;;:;:




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 19

Blen Adawr

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

Thorough in all its departments. Gives careful indi-
vidual atten ion, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training.

Offers great advantages in Music, Art, and Languages.
Native French, and German teachers,

Large stafl of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fessors and Teachers,

Pupils are prepared for the Universities, and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Torcnto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Mvsic, and the Toronto
College of Music*

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

102 Bloor St. East, Toronto

Under the joint management of MISS
SCOTT, formerly principal of Girls’ Depart-
ment of the Provincial Model School, Toronto,
and M1SS MERRICK, formerly of Kingston.

For Circular, apply to Miss Scott.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West
TORONTO, CAN.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed and convenient. Students prepared for
University and Departmental Examinations. S
ialists in each department. Affiliated with the To-
ronto Conservatory of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher,
Musical Director ; F. McGillivray Knowles. R.C.A.,
Art Director. For announcement and information,
address the Priacipals,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.
MISS S. E. DALLAS, Mus. Bac,

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor, the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received
For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER
in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major 8treet, Toronto
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QUEEN’S COLLEGE AND UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE of this University, leading to the degrees of B.A, and M.A., D.Sc. and Ph.D., embraces
Classical Literature, Modern and Oriental Languages, English History, Mental and Moral Philosophy, Political
Science, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry, Mineralogy, Geology, Botany and Animal Biology. This course can
be taken without attendance.

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

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

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degree of M.D. and (.M.
THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degree of B.Sc.

THE ARTS AND LAW COURSES can be taken without attendance.

For calendar and further information, apply to the Registrar, GEO. Y. CHOWN, Hingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING asSsssner
Affliated to Queen’s University ; KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc. II. Three Years’ Course for Diplom
P a.

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.

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

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

For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario

SI. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONTARIO
A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY Fing
SURROUNDINGS

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work, There
ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—13 fulli; employed qualified alsaLlS sound-proof piano rooms and a large Assembly Hall,

teachers, of whom 9are in residence, and of these 3 are European ARGE LAWNS tor games and recreation. Fuu‘sized
trained teachers of Modern Languages. 3 out-door skating rink in winter,

28 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the school,
Culture 3, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 2. ' : Specialists in every department.

DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 45 are in residence; RECORD—1904-05: 6 at Toronto University; 3 at Trinity.
classes average 12 each. ) 2 at McGlll; 22 passed examination in Musicat Toronto Unive“- »

PREPAIEATION FOR THE UNIVERS_[TY' a specialty; | and 4 at Conservatory of Music winning 9 1st and 6 2nd d.lt’
extended course for those not contemplating auniversity education, | honors. Ss

ILLUSTRATED BOOK‘LBT. FREE TO ANY ADDRESS GEORGE DICKSON, M-A., Direct
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, Lady Principal [Late Principal Upper Canada College, Toronto) e
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McGILL UNIVERSITY

MONTREAL

GH}L Curriculum comprises courses in Arts, Applied Science (Civil, Mechz wnical, Elec-

trical and Mining Engineering, Railways—theory and practice, Metallurgy, Pr ractical
Chemistry, and Architecture), Law and Medicine.

The courses in Arts, Applied Science, and Law are open to Partial Students without
Matriculation. .

Matriculation Examinations preliminary to the various courses of study are held annually at
Montreal and at local centres in June, and at Montreal in September.

A number of First Year Entrance Exhibitions in Arts, ranging from $100 to $300 in value, are
offered for competition in June, and a number of Second Year Entrance Exhibitions, and
Third Year Scholarships, tenable for two years, are offered for competition in September.

Residential accommodation may be obtained in Strathcona Hall. The diningroom and
restaurant service of the McGill Union provides meals for 400 students.

Particulars of Examinations and copies of the Calendar containing full information, may be
obtained on application to

THE REGISTRAR, McGILL UNIVERSITY, MONTREAL, QUE.

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-

versity. Situated on Sherbrooke Street, in close proximity
to the University buildings and laboratories.  Students of the
College are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill University
on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes. In
addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of
the University, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gym-
nasium, skating-rink, tennis-courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhi-
bitions awarded annually. Instruction in all branches of music
in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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as the

g Conrlpent -

LIFE AND MONEY

and our attitude toward them—
in the present and for the fu-
ture—are subjects for careful
thought. The wise expenditure
of one's income—the judicious
investment of a part of it as a
provision for the declining years
of life—require the exercise of
the best judgment.

As a means for providing for
this period of life—and at the
same time of protecting depend-
ents from possible want—there
is nothing which will so surely
serve this purpose as a policy
of endowment insurance—in a
strong Canadian Company such

as the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

Policies issued on the non-
participating system—at rates
as low as consistent with safety;
a definite contract to pay—with
no uncertainty.

HOME OFFICE: TORONTO, ONT.

J. L. BLAIKIE - - -
L.GOLDMAN, A.L.A,, F.C.A., Man. Director
W. B. TAYLOR, B.A,,LL.B.,, - Secretary

President

gy 1905
Another Successful Year

FOR THE

Northern [ife

Insurance written . $1,3883.385.00 7/0
Insurance in force . 4,710,664.00 14%/
Premium income 161,440.61 167
Interest income . 03,078,211 9
Total assets . . . . 088,344.13 21%

‘“ Goyernment reserve
sccurity 107 Policyholders 394,269.91 27%

To Acenls Who can Produce Busincss
Good Contracts will be Given

.JOHN MILNE, Managing Dire@or

LONDON, ONTARIO

THE COST OF LIFE INSURANCE

is reduced to a minimum in
The Great-West Life Assur-
ance Company, for the ob-
vious reason that all avail-
able funds are invested at
an unusually high rate of
interest—on absolutely safe
security.

Practically all investments
are in first Mortgage on ap-
proved real estate—agreed
to be the most desirable in-
vestment for a Life Com-
pany’s funds.

RATES ON REQUEST

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE, WINNIPEG

Ask for a Great-West Calend Free on request




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Well Founded Success

It is not the business written in any one or more years but

the business retained on a company's books which shows
successful underwriting.

During the last 10 years

OF CANADA

has increased its business in force from $/9,278,424 to
$43,638,288 a gain in net amount of insurance in
- force in Canada of $24,359,864—the largest net
increase in Home business of any Canadian Life

Company over the period named.

The business that STAYS is the business that PAYS
both the assured and the Company.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, A. HOSKIN R 4
President HON. JUSTICE BRITTON, | ' C0 " rcocents

GEO. WEGENAST, Manager

W. H. RIDDELL, Secretary
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ATIONAL~TRUST-
COMPANY-LIMITED.

18~22 KING ST.E. TORONTO.

31 I

CAPITAL $1000,000 RESERVE $400,000
ASSETS UNDER ADMINISTRATION $9,400.000
i P oy

ACTS AS—
Executor and Trustee under Will.

AFFORDS ITS CLIENTS—
1. Security.
2. Business Management.
3. Prompt Investment of Trust Funds.

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital paid up, - - $1,000,000
Reserve Fund, - - $1,000,000
Undivided Profits, - - $ 133,133
DIRECTORS
S. J. MOORE, Esq., President D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-President
HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. THOMAS BRADSHAYW, Esq.
JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

GENERAL BANKING SAVINGS DEPARTMENT
BUSINESS AT ALL BRANCHES

SS——
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WITH MORE THAN

$25.000,000.00

of carefully invested funds, we are giving our depositors and debenture
holders a security from which the element of risk is eliminated.

That this is appreciated by the investing public is evidenced by the fact
that during the year 1905 the funds placed with the Corporation for invest-

ment increased from

$15,892,546.22 to $16,799,212.68

Send for pamphlet containing last Annual Report, Financial
Statement, Ete.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET

TORONTO, ONTARIO

TIIE

CANADIAN GAZETTE

A Weekly Journal of Information and Comment
upon Matters of Use and Interest to those
concerned in Canada, Canadian Emi-
gration and Canadian Investments

Edited by THOMAS SHINNER

Compiler and Editor of ‘‘The Stock Exchange
Year-Book,” “The Directory of Directors,” &ec.

EVERY THURSDAY PRICE THREEPENCE

EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISEMENT OFFICES !

I ROYAL EXCHANGE BUILDINGS, LONDON

SUBSCRIPTIONS—For Canada and the Con-
tinent, the charge, including postags, is 4d. per
Copy, 4s. 6d. for Three Months, gs. for Six
Months, and 18s. for Twelve Months.

Lond:rEl Life

Insurance Company
LONDON, CANADA
HOLDS

No Speculative Securities
EARNS

A High Rate of Interest

ON ITS INVESTMENTS
(5.73% IN 1905). PAYS

Profits Equal to Estimates

Get full particulars from any Agent
of the Company or write direct

to the Head Office
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Bank of Hamilton

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON

HON. WILLIAM GIBSON -
J. TURNBULL . - - -

President
General Manager

Pald-Up Cnpltal .................. $ 2,500,000

ROBOIVE. . ., Jilehinsdiisndont oyt ees 2,600,000

Total Assets ........................ 29,000,000

Branches:
Abernethy, Sask. Fordwich Manitou, Man. Ripley
Alton rgetown Melfort, Sask. Roland, M;
Atwood Gladstone, Man, Mllml Man., Saskatoon, Suk
Battleford, Sask. Gorrie dland Simcoe
Boeamsville Grimsby Mmon Southampton
rlin Hagersville Minnedosa, Man, Stonewall, Man,

Blyth Hamilton Mitchell Swan Lake, Man.
Bradwardine, M. i Barton 8t. Moorefield. Teeswater
Brandon, Man, Deering Br.Moose Jaw, S8ask. Toronto—
Brantford East End  Morden, Man, College & Ossing’'n
Carberry, Man, \ West End Niagara Falls ueen & Spadina
Carman, Man. Hamiota, Man. Niagara FallsSouth Toronto Junction
Chesley Indian Head, Sask. Orangeville Vancouver, B.C.
Delhi Jarvis Owen Sound Wingham
Dundalk Kamloops, B.C. Palmerston Winkler, Man.
Dundas Kenton, Man. Pllot Mound, Man, Wlnnlpog Man.
Dunnville Killarney, Man, Plum Cuulee Man. Winnipeg, Man.—
Ethel Listowel Port Elgin Grain Exchange
Fernile, B.C. Lucknow Port Rowan Wroxeter

Correspondents in Great Britain—The National Provincial Bank of
England, Limited,

Correspondents in United States.—New York—Hanover National Bank
and Fourth National Bank Boston—International Trust Co. Buffalo—
Marine National Bank. Chicago—Continental National Bank and First
National Bank. Detroit—01d Detroit National Bank. Kansas City—National
Bank of Coinmerce. Philadelphia—Merchants National Bank. St Lonis—
Third National Bank. San Francisco—Crocker-Woolworth National Bank.
Pittsburg-—Mellon National Bank.

Collections effected in all parts of Canada promptly and cheaply
Savings Banks at all ofMices.

Correspondence Solicited

CANADIAN ‘\[4(1 1/1’\7E ADVE]\YISL[\’

PAID ON DEPOSITS

DEPOSITS MAY BE MADE BY MAIL
SUBJECT TO CHEQUE WITHDRAWAL
INTEREST ALLOWED ON THE
DAILY BALANCE

CENTRAL
CANADA

LOAN AND SAVINGS CO.
26 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO

Capital (subscribed) - $2,500,000
1,500,000

1,000,000

Capital (paid up) - -
Reserve Fund -
President

HON. GEO. A. COX

E. R. WOOD G. A. MORROW
Man, Dir. Asst. Man,

HEAD

Capital and Assets

TTEE

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HAMILTON, CANADA

Paid to Policyholders in 1905
Assurance written in 1905

OFFICE

$3,293,913 93
286,425 35
3,329,537 08

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER
President and Managing Director
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NO PERSON

whose life is worth anything can afford to
be without life insurance.

A life insurance policy is a friend which will
never fail you. It is payable when your
family is most in need.

No better contract can be secured than the
Accumulation Policy issued by the Con-
federation Life.

This policy furnishes the maximum of protection
at the minimum of cost. It is free from con-
ditions and contains clear and definite guarantees.

A letter to the Head Office, Toronto, or to any
of the Association’s Agents will bring you full
and interesting information which it will be
greatly to your advantage to have.

CONFEDERATION

LIFE

ASSOCIATION

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
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Educational Contest Lists

DESTROYEDEBY FIRE

Contest Extended to July 31st, 1906

Messrs. Armour Limited, Toronto, regret to advise all who have so kindly for-
warded lists of names as per conditions of their Educational Contest, that their
building, with its entire contents, was destroyed by fire on the evening of March
19th, and all records of lists they have received, as well as all lists were destroyed,
and we ask that all who had sent in lists previous to this time, mail us duplicates.
No metal caps required with duplicate lists. To make up for time lost by the fire,and
to give all competitors a fair and equal chance, we have consented to extend the
Educational Contest until July 31st, 19o6.

We offer $200.00 in gold to those sending in the largest lists of correct words made from the
twelve different letters used in spelling the four words,

Armour’s Extract of Beef

$100.00 in gold will be given as the first prize.
$25.00 in gold will be given as the second prize.

$10.00 in gold will be given as the third prize.
$5.00 in gold will be given to each of the next five.
$2.00 will be given to each of the next twenty.

CONDITIONS

Use only the following twelve letters : A-R-M-O-U-S E-X-T-C F-B. No letter
to appear in the same word twice.

Only such words may be used as are found in Webster’s International Dictionary.

No proper names, foreign words or names of persons,towns or places are to be used.

Words spelled the same, but having different meanings may be used but once.

All contestants must attach to their lists a metal cap taken from a jar of
*“ Armour’s Extract of Beef.” Failure to do this puts the list out of competition.

The names of the winners of these prizes will be determined by judges, whom
we shall appoint.

Werite only on one side of the paper. After making out your list, state the
number of words it contains, with your full name and address at the top of each
piece of paper, and mark on the outside of the envelope ‘‘Educational Contest
Department,” and mail to our address as below.

Armour’s Extract of Beef is sold by all druggists and grocers. It yours cannot
or will not supply you, a small jar will be mailed you, post paid, on receipt of 25
cents in cash or stamps.

ARMOUR LIMITED, 77 Front Street E., TORONTO







THE HUGUENOT
After the Painting by Sir John Everett Millais
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The Story of a Picture

Sir John Everett Millais’ ¢¢The Huguenot”’

By FREDERICK DOLMAN

R 7| O artist,” wrote Sir John
;*?:'}’2“- Millais in his only pub-
’%\“;‘é )| lished piece of literary work,
A T houghis on our Art of To-
day, “ever painted more than
four or five masterpieces, however high
his general average may have been.”
Whilst accepting this dictum, the admirers
of Millais might differ a good deal as to
the “four or five masterpieces” in his
case. The nearest approach to unanim-
ity would, perhaps, be obtained in re-
spect to “The Huguenot”—they would
not all place the picture as the first or
even the second, but few would question
its claim to inclusion in the small and
precious company. The story of “The
Huguenot” may therefore be told as typi-
fying, practically, as well as any single
picture can be said to typify, the work of
John Everett Millais.

This much can be said, notwithstand-
ing the fact that “The Huguenot” was
produced quite early in the artist’s life—
when he was only twenty-three years of
age, to be exact. For Millais’ genius was
a plant of rapid growth, owing little or
nothing to academic training. He could
draw before he could talk, at nine was
working from the cast in the British Mu-
seum, at eleven was a student at the
Academy schools, and whilst still in knick-
erbockers won their most important prizes,
the appearance of “Mr. Millais” causing
a positive sensation of amazement and
incredulity at the formal distribution.
So entirely wrapt up in art was his child-
hood that Millais is said to have received
no ordinary schooling after the age of ten,

99

and the literary and general knowledge he
possessed in manhood were almost en-
tirely of his own acquirement. He was
but seventeen when his first picture,
“Pizarro Seizing the Inca of Peru,” was
hung at the Royal Academy and was
mentioned by an eminent French critic as
one of the best historical pictures of the
year. Three years later his original genius

showed itself in “Lorenzo and Isabella,”
one of the first manifestations of that re-
volt against dominant art traditions which
was called the pre-Raphaelite movement.
Although bitterly attacked by the conserv-

STUDY FOR THE FIGURES IN ‘““THE HUGUENOT”

A facsimile (exact size) of a sketch in the
possession of Mr. John G. Millais
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S$TUDY FOR FIGURES IN ‘““THE HUGUENOT”

A facsimile, exact size of original sketch

ative majority among the critics, the
picture, at this early age, gave reputation
to Millais and actually led to his election
as an Associate of the R.A., an election
which had to be revoked, however, when
it was found that the artist was not yet
twenty-one. Upon the work of this early
pre-Raphaelite period the whole of the
work of his brilliant career was based;
the method and style of ““The Huguenot”
continued, in the main, to be his method
and style for the rest of his life.

Of the circumstances under which *“The
Huguenot”” was painted, Sir John Millais
has left a fairly complete record in the

diary and letters as pub-
lished by Mr. J. G.
Millais in his admirable
Ry “Life” of his father. It
N was begun in the
autumn of 1851, whilst
o\ the artist was rusticat-
ing in Surrey. Millais
was staying with three
fellow-painters — Hol-
man Hunt, Charles Col-
lins, and his brother
William—at Worcester
Park Farm, near the vil-
lage of Cheam. Millais
had just completed
“Ophelia,” for which a
picturesque little pond
in another part of Sur-
rey had been of service.
Turning about for a new
subject the sight of an
old wall in the farm
garden suggested to him
the painting of two lov-
ers whispering their con-
fidences to each other,
as they nestled together
under its friendly
shadow and amidst the
fragrance of the flowers.
Millais at once started
to work upon the back-
ground of his proposed
picture.

The four friends
worked hard at their
respective tasks from
early morn to dewy eve.
After dinner, drawing
their chairs around the fire which chill
October made so agreeable, it was their
custom to talk over their day’s work,
and frank critics they were of each
other’s shortcomings. Holman Hunt
objected to the scheme of Millais’ pic-
ture as being conventional and common-
place; a pair of lovers softly communing
together had been the theme of the
painter ever since the world began to
draw; whilst, regarded from another point
of view, the bare presentation of such a
scene on canvas was a sacrilege on the
greatest of human feelings, which ought
not to be made even in the name of

y
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Art. At first Millais
turned a deaf ear to these
reproaches, but as the
argument was repeated
night after night, it
eventually unsettled him
in his purpose. Hunt
suggested an incident
during the War of the
Roses. The Lady was
to be an adherent of
the Red Rose, her lover
of the White Rose, the
latter had scaled the
walls of her castle-home
and was inducing her to
fly with him. The old
wall in the farm garden,
however, did not alto-
gether correspond with
what historical accuracy
required in such cir-
cumstances, and this
idea being abandoned,
discussion arose as to
the possibilities of a
similar incident arising
out of the struggle be-
tween Puritans and
Cavaliers.

While the advantages
and difficulties of this
siibject were under con-
sideration, Millais sud-
denly recalled a certain
scene in the opera of
The Huguenots, which
he had recently wit-
nessed in London. The
scene, of course, was
that at the close of the
Third Act, when the Catholic heroine,
Valentina, vainly tries to persuade the
Protestant hero, Raoul, to remain with
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STUDY FOR FIGURES IN ‘““THE HUGUENOT"
Exact size of original sketch
which, natural enough at this age, re-
mained with him until his death. He got
his mother, then residing in Russell
Square, Bloomsbury, to gather together

her and avoid the danger of St. Bartholo-
mew’s Day, the young Huguenot chief,
despite his love for Valentina, resolutely
going forth in order to warn his followers
and share their peril. This episode, he
instantly decided, should be the subject
of his picture, Hunt and his other com-
panions warmly approving his decision
when it was explained to them.

This decision taken, Millais set to work
again with the energy and enthusiasm

for him at the British Museum all the
necessary historical data respecting cos-
tume, etc., in readiness for his return to
London in the early winter. In the mean-
time he worked at the background of his
picture, painting the old farm wall with a
thoroughness which is most impressive,
when represented by the entries in his
diary. All through October and Novem-
ber as the diary attests, he was giving
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FACSIMILE OF ORIGINAL STUDY FOR ‘“THE HUGUENOT"

Exact size of sketch

almost undivided attention to the wall.
It was not until December sth that he
records “Finished well.” The task, it
need hardly be said, was not nearly so
simple as it might seem if we looked at
the picture to-day, mellowed as its colours
have been by time. St. Bartholomew’s
Day, with which the picture is necessarily
associated, is in August, and Millais,
painting his wall on the brightest days
that were vouchsafed to him in Surrey
during October and November, had to
bear this fact steadily in mind. When
the picture came to be exhibited he was
accused of having forgotten it by one critic,
who asserted—evidently with the little

knowledge that in horticulture,
as in other subjects, is often a
dangerous thing —that nastur-
tiums never flowered in August.
As a matter of fact, it is believed
that the nasturtiums in the back-
ground of this picture were
painted by Millais from some
studies which he had made in
a Surrey garden during the pre-
ceding August. But to adapt the
climatic effects of late autumn to
those of the height of summer
required a painstaking care and a
vigilant regard for opportunities,
which fully explain the length of
time devoted to this piece of
painting by an artist who was
by no means usually a slow
worker. In the result there was
ample repayment, for in the
beautiful colouring of the back-
ground in “The Huguenot” is an
important part of its charm.
The background in such a
picture, with only two simple
figures, often contains—as Millais
doubtless realised keenly—the
secret of its success.

All through this period of con-
centration on what, in one sense,
was a small piece of work,
Millais was living, it is interest-
ing to note, a boyishly happy
life. At any rate, that is the
impression given to us by the
entries in his diary. He romps
with the farmer’s children, and
roars with laughter when they give
him the nickname of “Long Limbs.” He
chops wood for the house fires, and rejoices
in the healthy and invigorating exercise.
When, as the autumn advances, he finds
the need of protection from the weather
whilst painting the wall, the young artist
hits upon the expedient of a straw hut,
and constructs it with his own hands.
Then, there is the story of a practical joke
which Millais played upon his hosts that
illustrates the high spirits with which he
entered into work and play. It was a
very wet afternoon and work out-of-
doors was impossible. As a means of
relieving the tedium of his imprisonment
in the farmhouse sitting-room, Millais, on

s oo ) 2



THE STORY OF A PICTURE

the impulse of
the moment,
began paint-
ing the door of
a cupboard,
which was
much prized by
the farmer’s
wife. When
this lady enter-
ed the room the
picture was on
the point of
completion,
and she be-
came very
angry over
such a dese-
cration of her
household, de-
claring that the
nasty paints
must be imme-
diately washed
out. Before
this could be
accomplished,
the vicar’s wife
happened to
call, and was
promptly
shown Millais’ '

misdeed. In-
stead of sym-
pathising with
the indignant
dame, how-
ever, she carefully examined the offend-
ing painting, and then quietly offered
a beautiful Indian shawl she was wear-
ing in exchange for the cupboard door.
The farmer’s wife eagerly closed with
such a bargain, and her anger was
changed to delight.

As soon as the background of “The
Huguenot” was satisfactorily finished,
Millais packed up his traps for London
in order to get to work on the figures.
Before leaving Worcester Park Farm,
however, the design of the picture, as sug-
gested by the scene in Meyerbeer’s opera,
had been modified in several respects
more than once. In the diary he refers
several times to making pencil sketches

THE LATE SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS

President of the Royal Academy, 1896

for “The Huguenots,” four of them

doubtless being those which, by the kind-
ness of Mr. J. G. Millais, are reproduced
in these pages. As these clearly show,
the artist at one time contemplated in-
troducing more than two figures into the
scene. He seems to have intended hav-
ing one or two priests standing by the
Huguenot’s side, and with the symbols of
their church uplifted endeavouring to
second the girl’s efforts in shaking his
resolution. The idea was happily aban-
doned in favour of the simpler motif. But
after consulting The Protestant Reforma-
tion in France, Millais modified the pic-
ture in another direction, the shape which
it finally took being explained in a very
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interesting letter which he wrote to one
of his friends towards the end of his stay
at Worcester Park Farm:

“It is a scene supposed to take place (as
doubtless it did) on the eve of St. Bartholo-
mew’s Day. I shall have two lovers in the
act of parting, the woman a Papist, and
the man a Protestant. 7The badge worn to
distinguish the former from the latter was a
whitescarf on the left arm. Many were base
enough to escape murder by wearing it. The
girl will be endeavouring to tie the handker-
chief round the man’s arm so as to save him;
but he, holding his faith above his greatest
worldly love, will be softly preventing her.
I am in high spirits about the subject, as 2
is entirely my own, and, I think, contains the
highest moral. It will be very quiet, and
but slightly suggest the horror of a massacre.
The figures will be talking against a secret-
looking garden wall, which I have painted
here.”

The rest of the picture was painted at
the house of the artist’s parents in Blooms-
bury Square. It is recorded that Millais,
accompanied by Holman Hunt, witnessed
another performance of the opera in order
that he might study the pose of the two
figures in the particular scene which had
inspired the picture. Many of the figures
in Millais’ pictures were painted from
volunteer models, and this was the case
with the man’s figure in “The Huguenot.”
The volunteer was Mr. Arthur Lempriere,
then a young officer in the Engineers, who
afterwards rose to the rank of major-
general, and member of a family who were
old friends of the Millais family in the
Channel Islands. Mr. Lempriere gave
the artist all the “sittings” required, with
the exception of several just before the
completion of the picture, when the ser-
vices of a professional model had to be
obtained. He always remembered, as
illustrating the painter’s method of work,
that after several sittings Millais scraped
the head out of the canvas because it did
not please him, and did the work over
again. When the picture was finished,
Millais sent his friend, as “model’s fee,”
a water-colour drawing, together with a
canary bird and cage.

Millais had likewise two models for the
young lady in “The Huguenot,” Mrs.
George Hodgkinson, a cousin of the artist,
and Miss Ryan, a beautiful girl, who
“sat” professionally in the studios of most
of the leading artists of the time. Miss

Ryan married shortly afterwards and had
a sad after-history, beauty in her case
proving to be a fatal gift. Otherwise,
Miss Ryan would probably have figured
in many of Millais’ later pictures. In
“sitting” for “The Huguenot” she had a
comparatively easy task, but now and
again Millais’ method of work led him
to be somewhat exacting from his models.
In painting his “Ophelia”—which im-
mediately preceded ‘“The Huguenot”—
he induced his young lady model to lie in
a bath filled with water, which a spirit
lamp placed underneath kept warm. The
object of this experiment was to enable
the artist to obtain the effect of water upon
Ophelia’s hair and clothes. One day the
spirit-lamp went out and the water in the
bath got rapidly colder. Millais, ab-
sorbed in his work, did not notice the
accident, and the young lady with a
heroic, but mistaken sense of duty to art,
silently endured the coolness of the water
till the artist had finished. As the sequel
the model had a serious illness, and on her
recovery her father made a heavy claim
for damages against Millais, which he
compromised by the payment of the doc-
tor’s bill and other expenses.

“The Huguenot” was duly accepted
and fairly well hung at the Academy of
1852. As far as the general public were
concerned, it was a great and immediate
success. “Crowds stood before it all day
long,” wrote a well-known art chronicler.
“Men lingered there for hours and went
away but to return. It had clothed the
old feelings of men in a new garment, and
its pathos found almost universal accept-
ance.” But the popular verdict was by
no means endorsed by all the critics. The
criticisms were for the-most part, how-
ever, of a somewhat captious character.
It was pointed out, for example, that the
maii’s arm could not reach so far around
the lady’s neck, and that he was seemingly
in the possession of only one leg.

It was probably because of such crit-
icisms .that the artist was not able to
obtain more than £250 for what was the
most discussed picture of the year. It
was purchased by an art dealer and pub-
lisher, Mr. D. T. White, the predecessor
of the firm of Messrs. Henry Graves and
Co., who paid this sum in instalments,

-



THE KNIGHT ERRANT

After a Painting by Sir John Everett Millais, now in the Tate Gallery, London

105



106 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

THE NORTHWEST PASSAGE

After a Painting by Sir John Everett Millais, now in the Tate Gallery, London

which were voluntarily increased by £50
when engravings of the work were be-
ginning to obtain a large sale. It was
first engraved in mezzotint by Mr. T. D.
Barlow, R.A., in 1856, and has been since
engraved two or three times in other styles,
the total sale of the prints undoubtedly
being very large. It stands to the credit
of Punch—Tom Taylor himself wrote the
laudatory notice—that in its pages was
first prophesied the distinguished position
which “The Huguenot” was destined to
obtain among English pictures of the
nineteenth century. “The Huguenot,”
it may be added, is now in the possession
of Mrs. Miller, of Preston, having left
the dealer’s hands, needless to say, at a
much higher price than was paid to Mil-
lais.

As this story of “The Huguenot” clear-
ly shows, the method of Sir John Millais
in the production of such a picture was
exceedingly simple. A few pencil sketches

such as are reproduced in these pages,
one or two studies in colour, and the artist
set to work upon the picture itself. If
he went astray in his purpose, if anything
failed to satisfy him, the offending piece
of work was scraped out from the canvas
and a fresh start made. This method, so
different from that of Lord Leighton and
Albert Moore, was not incompatible with
extreme care. “I may honestly say,”
Millais once wrote, ‘“that I never con-
sciously placed an idle touch upon canvas,
and that I have always been earnest and
hard-working.” But Millais had a horror
of the labour which shows itself in a pic-
ture—to him the highest achievement was
the art which conceals art. He was fond
of saying that half his pictures—and those
in oils alone number between three and
four hundred—he would like to throw
into the sea if he might choose the half
which were to be thus sacrificed. In-
cluded in them would be most of the

i’
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THE BLIND GIRL
After a Painting by Sir John Everett Millais

works on which he had bestowed the
greatest amount of labour.

“The Huguenot”” would assuredly come
within neither category. It probably rep-
resents the average of the artist’s work in
the matter of speed. The extreme ex-
ample of expedition was probably “ Cherry
Ripe.” This was a portrait of a little

girl, Miss Edie Ramage, who was the
belle of the fancy dress ball given by the
proprietors of the Graphic in 1879. She
was dressed in the character of Sir Joshua
Reynolds’ “‘Penelope Boothby,” and on
the morning following the ball was taken
in the same costume to Millais’ studio.
Sir John was charmed with the child, and
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arranged there and then to paint her por-
trait for a thousand guineas. It was
begun and finished within a week, and in
the artist’s own opinion was one of the
finest things he ever did. The public
thought so, too, 6oo,000 copies of the
Christmas Number of the Graphic, in
which a coloured reproduction was the
picce de résistance, being sold. “Cherry
Ripe” is almost paralleled, having regard
to the character of the two works, by
“The Last Rose of Summer,” exhibited
in 1888. This was a portrait of his
daughter painted in four days, and it held
an equally high estimation in his own
judgment.

These may be compared with the
amount of time given to the production
of “The Vale of Rest.” It is recorded
that when working at this picture Millais
was at a standstill for a whole month
because “the line of a woman’s back
conflicted with the rest of the composition,
and he did not see how to prevent it.”
Even with such painstaking care the pic-
ture, as it was hung at the Royal Academy
in 1858, did not fully satisfy him; some
time afterwards it was largely repainted.
As finally completed, the picture was a
great favourite with Millais, and yet for

years it remained unsold at the price of
4500.  Time brought its revenge when
at the Graham sale in 1886 it was knocked
down for three thousand guineas, Mr.
(afterwards Sir) Henry Tate purchasing
it for presentation to the nation.

A somewhat similar incident happened

in the painting of “Knight Errant,” the

one important example which Sir John
Millais has given us of the nude figure.
As first painted, the girl’s head was to-
wards the spectators. But in this form
the artist was dissatisfied with the work,
which he contemplated destroying. As
an alternative, Millais cut the head out of
the canvas and had another piece of
canvas sewn in upon which he painted
the head in profile, which, being done,
made the picture more pleasing in his
eyes. These occasional contretemps were
doubtless the defect of Millais’ mcthod in
thinking out a subject mentally, and doing
so little in the way of preparatory sketches.
With respect to one picture—“The Res-
cue,” a vivid representation of a London
fire scene—Millais did make the experi-
ment of preparing a complete cartoon,
which was traced on to the canvas. It is to
be supposed that the experiment was quite
unsuccessful, for it was never repeated.

When Twilight Came to the Garden

BY DOUGLAS ROBERTS

HE garden moved with the life of day,

Then stilled as the great day waned;
And saw how the darkness fought the light,
So the skies and the world were stained;

How from the western twilight field
The bleeding day withdrew;

And the garden wept, then silently slept,
’Neath numerous tears of dew.

The flowers drooped in the breath of night,
And grieved at the night’s delay;

Till donning the tints of the eastern skies,
They danced at the birth of day.



A New York Season of Drama

Second Paper

By JOHN E. WEBBER

WN‘; ANADA must bear the re-
(‘%, |proach of having done little
/n@:’y il or t1110thing updtofthe present
sl either toward fostering a

Sﬁ’/}' national drama, or for the

encouragement of dramatic art. She

depends—a fact which economic condi-
tions will sufficiently explain perhaps—
for her chief supply of theatrical enter-
tainment on this great American market.

But she does now and then contribute a

real “star” to the dramatic firmament,

and one of the fairest of these is Miss

Margaret Anglin, whose highly successful

Broadway debut in Zira proved such an

important event of the earlier dramatic

season. The recognition of this talented
young actress was instant and complete,
and the achievement places her at once
in the front rank of contemporary artists.

Zira, an adaptation of Wilkie Collins’
The New Magdalen, with the locality
changed to South Africa, and the time
made coincident with the last days of the
Boer War, while furnishing some highly
theatrical situations, notably the clash of
the two women in the third act, is not an
altogether worthy vehicle for so accom-
plished an actress. Its dramatic sincerity
is frequently open to question, and the
keynote is strangely out of tune with
modern thinking. Yet even this melodra-
matic heroine of a century ago Miss
Anglin managed to clothe in a new and
unexpected dignity, and in the scene
alluded to which forms the dramatic climax
of the piece, rose to tremendous heights
of real acting power.

Miss Anglin seems to have all the
natural equipment of a successful actress—
personality, temperament, a fine stage
presence, a rich, musical voice (rare
enough on this American stage), magnet-
ism, and histrionic qualities of a high order.
Of her deeply artistic conscience, we
have long been aware, but this sudden
maturity and unfolding of her powers
were unforeseen, even by those who have
109
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followed her career with confidence. To
see her now ina great role, sayas‘‘Magda,”
should be an early experience, and view-
ing the splendid technique at her com-
mand, even the big Sudermann role would
seem justified.

The literary event of the early season
was Mr. Fiske’s notable production of
Maurice Maeterlinck’s Monna Vanna
with Mme. Bertha Kalich in the leading
role. This happened also to be the first
presentation of this great drama on any
English stage, although for some time
successfully played at various European
centres. There were unavoidable dis-
appointments in the casting of so many
important parts, but these are minor in
view of the larger achievement. And

MARGARET ANGLIN AS ‘‘ZIRA"
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MISS ELLIS JEFFREYS IN THE ‘‘PRINCE
CONSORT”

that a play of such rare poetic beauty and
intellectual interest should be produced
at a time when these qualities are supposed
to be the theatres’least concern,commands
our highest admiration and praise. In
material splendour alone the result was
a distinct achievement, and rarely have
we seen a performance of such innate
dignity or more serious artistic purpose.
From the rising of the curtain on the
besieged city of Pisa, with the scene of
the sacrifice of Giovanna, Guido’s beauti-
ful wife, who to save her people from
hunger and death accepts Prinzvalle’s
terms, “to come to his tent alone, clad
only in a cloak”—to its fall on Pisa’s
deliverance and Giovanna’s return un-
dishonoured, with their deliverer—the
drama moves in stately measure through

a vast pageant of medizval emotion, sus-
tained and elevated always by lofty im-

agination, and throbbing with lyric rap--

ture at almost every moment of the way.

Mme. Kalich, the interesting and clever
actress, whom the play practically in-
troduces to the English stage, haslong been
in the Yiddish theatres of the east side,
where her activities have heretofore been
confined. There are necessarily imper-
fections and crudities in her technique,
and new standards of acting to be acquired
before the transit from an east side to a
Broadway ‘‘star” can be considered ac-
complished. But the quality is there, and
that of a superior sort, and her perform-
ance disclosed a wealth of tragic resources
and a pagan richness of temperament
seldom found on our colourless stage.
And once, at least, in the big final scene,
she met the demands of the situation with
a fine burst of tragic emotion.

The dramatisation of novels is almost
invariably disappointing, and our per-
sistent efforts in this direction, in the face
of adverse experience, is an interesting
commentary on the literary condition of
the American play market. Causes, if
we were seeking them, are readily enough
suggested in our material pre-occupation,
and the absence of any distinct intellectual
movement in the country. In fact so
firmly are we caught in the vortex of our
industrial well-being as to seem blissfully
indifferent at times to our mental and
spiritual whereabouts. And with the
soul’s springs run dry, how should art
flourish! It may also be that contem-
porary life does not lend itself readily to
artistic interpretation, for the “ American
types we have had presented are either like
the “Music Master” direct importations
from an older order of things, seen tem..
porarily against an American social back
ground, or like the “Squawman” and
“The Heir to the Hoorah,” hail from
that romantic and idyllic west where
nature’s wilds are still unbroken by the
ploughshares of Mr. Carnegie’s shops.

The dramatic version of Mrs. Hum-
phry Ward’s The Marriage of William
Ashe, to which we return, while not a
noticeable exception to the rule laid down,
was especially fortunate in its presenta-
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tion, and provided at least a
much needed literary flavour to
our dramatic repast.

The Walls of Jericho, by
Alfred Sutro, proved a highly
successful first venture in Mr.
Jas. K. Hackett’s managerial
enterprise, and with a one act
piece, A Maker of Men, served
to introduce the well-known
translator of Maeterlinck as a
dramatist on his own account.
Both are dramas of rather dis-
tinct moral purpose, written to
defend certain homely, old-
fashioned virtues from modern
iconoclasm.

A Maker of Men, for instance,
which had such an exquisite
presentation at the hands of
Margaret Illington in the role of
wife, is a prose rhapsody on
simple domestic life at a hundred
pounds a year. While The
Walls of Jericho openly scores
society for Bridge and other
vices that are supposed to thrive
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in its exclusive circles, extol-
ling at the same time the
cardinal virtues of mother-
hood and wifehood, it is not
so deep as a well perhaps,
but certainly as wide as a
church door, and far too
obvious for a social satire
such as it sets out to be. It
has acting qualities, however,
and the capable presentation,
with Mr. Hackett and Mary
Mannering (Mrs. Hackett) in
the leading roles, though
somewhat broad, had much to
do with the play’s popularity.

Madison Square Theatre,
the little theatre around the
corner, under the direction
of Mr. Walter N. Lawrence,
offers another encouraging
example of the artist’s con-
science in theatrical man-
agement. Mrs. Temple’s Tele-
gram and The Firm of Cun-
ningham’s were the success-
ful offerings of a year ago,
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and this year T'he Prince Chap, The Man
on the Box (a dramatisation of Harold
McGrath’s novel, by the way), and The
Greater Love, have found equal favour.
Utmost care in casting and rehearsing
are the features of this theatre’s work,
and the result has been a finesse and
subtlety of execution that invariably ap-
peals to the discriminating playgoer.

Other successes of the early season,
major and minor, but worthy of note,
were Mr. Augustus Thomas’ De Lancey,
a less important comedy than his Mrs.
Leffingwell’s Boots, but expressly written
for Mr. John Drew, and admirably
suited to that actor’s well-known talents.

Pierre Berton’s La Belle Marseillaise,
a stirring romantic comedy of that ro-
mantically unfailing period, the Napo-
leonic era, in which Miss Virginia Harned
found abundant scope for her versatility
of dramatic expression, and the display
of her own personal beauty and charm.

In Clyde Fitch offerings we had Her
Great Match and The Toast of the Town,
each in the hands of interesting and clever
actresses, through whose attractive per-
sonalities the pieces attained a certain
degree of success. The Squawman, an
interesting melodrama of Western life,
with a strong infusion of British sentiment
and character, with Mr. William Fever-
sham in the title rdle, also scored one of
the popular triumphs of the year. As
Ve Sow is another melodramatic offering
of considerable human interest, having
to do with the lives and experiences of
the honest Cape Cod folk.

The Prodigal Son, a dramatisation of
Hall Caine’s novel of similar title, deserves
to be mentioned in more important com-
pany perhaps, but in spite of a sumptuous
mounting, and a talented cast, it did not
find favour with the public. Still failures
were rife at that time, and our ‘“moral
awakening” had not yet come.

Shakespeare has been receiving a fair
share of public attention, and between
judicious modernising and Elizabethan-
ising, will no doubt continue to wear a
look of novelty for some time to come.
Although joyous worship of the immortal
bard, under modern conditions, is not
to be expected, there still remain fortu-
nately the Shakespearean conscience and
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the Shakespearean convention. The Greet
players in their Elizabethan propaganda
had a season of several weeks’ duration at
Mendelssohn Hall, and were freely patron-
ised by ladies’ seminaries and other in-
stitutions of learning. The work of this
company, however, falls so far short of
the inspired standard which Miss Mat-
thison set, as to be scarcely recognisable.
There is no longer either distinction or
inspiration in the performances, and
whatever interest remains is of an anti-
quarian rather than dramatic order.

In sharp contrast to the destitution
of the Elizabethan stage, both in scenic
display and acting ability, was the second
New York season of the Sothern-Marlowe-
Shakespearean combination—a conjunc-
tion of ‘stellar” talent effected a year ago
for the purpose of producing Shakespeare
in some worthy manner. The initial
offerings were Hamlet and Romeo and
Juliet, and to these have now been added
Taming of the Shrew, Twelfth Night and
The Merchant of Venice. The second
season was under the same distinguished
social patronage as marked the first, and
constituted one of the brilliant episodes
of the dramatic year. Miss Marlowe’s
charms of acting and beauty of person
have long been the admiration of the
American public, and her poetic “ Juliet”
was ever a delight to mind and eye.
“Katherine” and ‘Portia,” however,
though each charming in its own way,
were less successfully conceived and
carried out. But “Viola” rivals even
her own fair “Juliet.” Mr. Sothern
proved a rather athletic Petruchio, but
his “Shylock” and ‘“Benvolio” were
finished performances of the highest
merit.

America has, no doubt, derived her
chief dramatic inspirations in the past
from the parent English stage, and New
York still turns Londonward for the
artistic flavour of its season’s work.
Happily the bond between these two
centres of the English-speaking theatrical
world is drawing closer, and an Anglo-
American stage has become now a mere
question of marine knots which improved
shipbuilding will ultimately bridge. In
which physical fact we may recognise
one of those broad economic sweeps
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(not often taken into calculation) by
which we are being constantly impelled
toward our artistic and every other
destiny. This year we have been less
favoured than formerly in respect to
distinguished visitors, the only arrivals
under this class during the first half
season being Mr. E. S. Willard and
Madame Sarah Bernhardt, whose simul-
taneous appearance brought the season up
to Christmas week with a fine glow of
dramatic life.

A year ago, on the other hand, besides
the ever popular Mr. Willard, and that
still more serious favourite, Mr. Forbes
Robertson, we had the opportunity of
renewing acquaintance with Sir Charles
Wyndham after an absence of twenty
years, and of extending American hospital-
ity for the first time to that delightful,
lovable, old English comedy actor, Mr.
Edward Terry, whose ““Dick Phenyll” of
classic fame seemed to restore to us one
of the lost arts. Mrs. Patrick Campbell
and Miss Ellis Jeffreys were also with us
then.

Mr. Willard, for his New York engage-
ment, added to his well-known reper-
toire, Sydney Grundy’s adaptation of
A Pair of Spectacles, and a dramatisation
of Kipling’s The Man Who Was. With
the Grundy comedy Mr. John Hare has
made us quite familiar. But Mr. Wil-
lard’s was the first presentation in America
of the Kipling piece, although Mr.
Beerbohm Tree had already produced it in
London with considerable success. As
“Benjamin Goldfinch” Mr. Willard found
no particularly new field for the display of
his well-known charms of acting. It was
a pleasing and agreeable performance—
in fact very much Mr. Willard as his roles
so frequently are. In The Man Who
Was, however, the actor strikes an entirely
new note, revealing himself at once as a
character actor of splendid depth, and
possessed of mimetic gifts and acting
resources to which his other rdles offer
only passing clues. It is not a sustained
dramatic performance, of course, in fact
may also be measured in moments. But
those moments are intense, vivid, even
thrilling, and wholly convincing in their
dramatic appeal.

The work of Mme, Sarah Bernhardt is
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too well known to call for extended com-
ment at this late date. For an entire
generation she has been the most con-
spicuous artist in the world’s stage—
the summit and crown of all that the
modern world, old and new, has achieved
in the art of dramatic expression. Now
she comes to say farewell, to remind us
that the immortal is mortal after all, and
that she is growing old. It is impossible
to realise this except by a mathematical
process, so perfect is the nightly illusion
of youth still. Not in face and feature
alone—these are easily enough ministered
to by the accessories of the toilet—but
in the lithe grace, the supple form, the
elastic step, the vivacity and sprightliness
of every move, lie the deeper, subtler decep-
tion. Her acting, too, shows all of its
old time vitality, and if it be true that
the meridian is passed, and that shadows
lengthen and deepen on the hillside, the
summit is still bathed in glorious sunlight.

As an interpreter of the woman heart,
Bernhardt has had no equal. Some of
the types, however, which she has most
successfully portrayed are not universal
by any means, but representative rather
of conditions that are local and in the na-
ture of things ephemeral. Indeed, only
the genius of their interpreter has saved
many of them alive to this day. But
everything that Bernhardt touches turns
to gold, even such exotic types as ‘“Cam-
ille” and “Sappho.” And so fine, so
rare, so perfect is the medium of the
transforming art that passion itself takes
on ideal qualities not far removed from
spiritual.

Coming down from the summits of
Bernhardt’s genius, we again enter the
lowlands, and the later half season.
The scene before us is one of increased
activity, incident to the New Year changes,
and many of the offerings bear witness to
the spirit of festivity which is abroad
at such time. Others command our more
serious interest. While still conspicuous
in the field, are some of the successes
already achieved in the earlier season.
In immediate prospect, too, and holding
the promise of as high, or even higher
achievement, are three plays which we
shall notice presently, as representative
of the later season’s work. Alfred Sutro’s
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The Fascinating Mr. Vanderveldt, Henri
Lavedan’s The Duel, and R. C. Carton’s
inimitable Mr. Hopkinson.

Among the successful new offerings in
lighter vein were Julic Bon Bon, an ex-
ceptionally entertaining comedy of New
York life by Clara Lipman, who also
enacts the title rdle, and an out and out
clever farce comedy by Leo. Ditrjchstein
under the suggestive apothecary title
Before and After. Each of these struck
a note of instant popularity.

Miss Henrietta Crossman too, one of
our most charming comediennes, opened
at the Garrick in a new version of Sardou’s
comedy A Scrap of Paper, under the
euphonious if misleading title of Mary,
Mary, Quite Contrary. ‘This, with a seri-
ous one act drama Madeline by Mrs. W. K.
Clifford, providing a double bill of con-
siderable strength and dramatic range.

Mr. Henry Miller (another distinguish-
ed Canadian actor by the way) replaced
Zira at his theatre with a production of
H. V. Esmond’s Grierson’s Way. But
in spite of Mr. Miller’s own artistic per-
formance in the central role, the piece
proved as sorry a failure as the same
author’s Love and the Man, which
Mr. Forbes Robertson producéd a year
ago.

ng. Richard Mansfield’s annual en-
gagement is always an event of the
season, and occurring, as it did, in Lent,
provided the only important break in
that season of dramatic fast. Whatever
one’s personal opinion of the merits of
Mr. Mansfield’s acting may be, there is
no denying the place he holds in the
estimation of the public. By common
consent he is upheld as the foremost of
living American actors, and whether his
individual work as an actor entitles him
to sucha place or not, his efforts to foster
the bestin dramatic art in this country, com-
mand the admiration of all. His exacting
repertory, to which has now been added
no less than Schiller’s classic Don Carlos,
is abundant evidence of this desire. That
an artist of his apparent temperamental
inflexibility should appear in so many
and such various rdles, with a certain,
though not by any means equal, distinc-
tion in all, argues much for the sincerity
of his art, as well as for the strength of

115

his own personality. But perhaps this
is as far as praise should go.

Myr. Hopkinson, of which we spoke, is
by common consent the drollest piece of
Cockney humour that has come out of
England in a generation. And Mr.
Dallas Welford, who enacts the humorous
title réle in the American production, is
voted the funniest man that has crossed
the Atlantic in many a day. Moreover,
this latest English arrival is an artist,
subtle and finished, producing his efforts,
broad as they are at times, legitimately,
and without unnecessary exaggeration or
the slightest tendency to buffoonery.
Mr. Hopkinson is the story of a little vulgar
Cockney bounder, heretofore a grocer’s
clerk, who finds himself suddenly rich,
through inheritance. By reason of this
wealth, too, he is sought by the impecuni-
ous members of a certain smart set, who
agree to take him up. And his subse-
quent efforts to qualify socially for the
part supply an inexhaustible fund of
humorous entertainment.

One of the most brilliant engagements of
the entire season was the return visit of
that charming English actress, Miss Ellis
Jeffreys (who has since appeared in
Canada) in Mr. Sutro’s new and clever
comedy The Fascinating Mr. Vander-
veldt. Miss Jeffreys made her American
debut a year ago as “Queen Xenia” in
The Prince Consort, afterwards appear-
ing in the more buoyant rdle of “Lady
Gay Spanker” in a distinguished revival
of London Assurance. Recognised at
once as an artist of exquisite modulations,
and possessed of rare personal grace,
social charm, and quite remarkable
beauty, Miss Jeffreys became an instant
favourite in both the social and dramatic
world of this metropolis. In the recent
engaging role of “Lady Clarice How-
land”—a prepossessing widow of thirty,
drawn into the matrimonial market by
an over solicitous mother and sister, to
whom her protracted widowhood has
become a source of anxiety, financial and
otherwise, Miss Jeffreys found still further
opportunity for the display of the fine
arts of the comedienne as well as of the
charms of an English lady.

Hardly less interesting than the per-
formance is the new réle in which the
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comedy presents the author, Mr. Sutro.
The apotheosis from a writer of drama
of such obvious moral purpose as The
Walls of Jericho and A Maker of Men,
to this delightful comedy of manners and
morals, which Mr. Winter found “as
bright as gold, and as sweet as roses,”
with its fine literary breadth, its naive
understanding, its generous but whole-
some reading of life, so amiable of human
follies, so accidental in its seriousness,
and sparkling always with the gayest of
wit and humour. With its artistic values
all so nicely adjusted, is truly an event
in letters of more than passing interest.
It is as if the author had suddenly emerged
from the dressing gown and slippered
quiet of his English fireside, in which
the others were plainly conceived, and
found himself on Piccadilly in frock coat
and tile. Neither article of dress in
quite the latest mode perhaps, but care-
fully brushed withal, and the latter tilted
to a proper angle rearward. True, he
pays his sixpence to morality in the end,
but only sixpence, and with so much to
the good, why carp over a trifle?

The Duel, by Henri Lavedan, the
noted French academician, with which
we conclude, has in Mr. Louis Parker’s
excellent translation produced the same
profound impression in New York as
attended its presentation in Paris some
time ago. As a drama of serious argu-
mentative interest, this is the season’s
masterpiece and achievement. It handles
a treacherous modern problem with
philosophic insight, breadth and sub-
tlety, and the argument, by which the
situations are developed, is carried on at all
times with dignity and fine intellectual
vigour.

The Duel is nominally one between
the church and atheism, with a woman’s
soul for the prize. Or in less rhetorical
statement, it is the secular versus the re-
ligious attitude towards a social question,
the ever perplexing one of marriage.
“Dr. Morey,” an eminent specialist in

hereditary diseases and a sceptic in -

religious opinion, has conceived an attach-
ment for the ‘“Duchess de Chailles,”
whose husband, an incurable, has been
taking treatment at the specialist’s sani-
tarium.

The feeling is reciprocated, but the
duchess who is conventional at heart
resists and, in her self conflict, falls back
upon the church and the confessional.
This intervention of the church is particu-
larly exasperating to the secularist, and
to add further piquancy to the situation,
the unknown young priest, of whom the
duchess has sought spiritual aid, proves
to be the doctor’s long estranged brother.
An accidental meeting finally brings all
three together in a scene of intense
dramatic interest. When the intellectual
conflict has exhausted itself, human con-
siderations assert themselves, and the
ethical duel becomes at length a selfish
conflict between mere men, and brothers,
for the love of a woman.

The Duel is the big ethical drama of
the year, big in thought, big in theme,
and big in execution. Mr. Otis Skinner
heads an unusually strong cast in the
presentation, and his own performance
of the “Abbe Daniel” will rank as the
best individual acting effort of the season.
And with the single exception of his per-
formance with Mrs. Le Moyne some years
ago of Browning’s In a Balcony, the
most finished piece of work he has done.

Nature’s Seers

BY INGLIS MORSE

THE clouds and rains and winds

Are Nature’s seers,
Which voice the coming change,

" As night breaks and the dawn clears.
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When the Dominion Was Young

The Second of Six Historical Sketches

By J. E. B. McCREADY

CONSIDERABLE number
of the New Brunswick sen-
ators and members of the
first Parliament, together with
a goodly quota from Nova
Scotia of the members of both Houses,
who had come to St. John on their way
to Ottawa, and three or four representa-
tives of the leading newspapers of both
Provinces, set sail from St. John for
Portland on a chilly November morning
of 1867. There was then and for nine
years later no railway connection between
the eastern and western Provinces of
the new Dominion. The Intercolonial
Railway was but in embryo, and the
Grand Trunk from Portland to Montreal
formed the only direct outlet for the
St. Lawrence Provinces to the Atlantic.

It seemed more then than it had been,
or now is, to be a member of Parliament.
In the Nova Scotia and New Brunswick
Legislatures the members had received
a sessional allowance of $300 each, and
the heads of cabinet portfolios $2,400 a
year. In the new Parliament to which
we were going these Senators and Com-
moners were to receive $8co each, and
the Cabinet Ministers $5,000 each. These
modest figures have since been increased
once or twice, then- they seemed quite
princely. Moreover, these honours and
distinctions were new. It is needless to
say that the representatives on their way
to attend the first session of a national
Parliament felt their importance. Like
Benjamin Franklin when first he donned
a long-tailed blue coat, they felt ““tall and
strong and dignified.”

I remember that as we sailed down
the Bay of Fundy there arose a consid-
erable discussion as to the proper title
of a Senator. ‘“Honourable” seemed
quite too small and insignificant a desig-
nation. Why, even the members of the
petty Legislative Councils were styled
Honourable! “In my opinion,” said a
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Senator from Nova Scotia, ‘‘the proper
title is ¢ Senator of Canada.”” And then
he threw himself back in his chair with
the air of a statesman whose infallible
dictum had settled a great and weighty
matter of national concern.

Joseph Howe was on board, clad in
grey. And, oh how the Nova Scotia
“ Antis”—anti-confederates—idolised their
venerable leader. Sometimes he read,
and once as he read he laughed. A
stranger at the other end of the table also
read and laughed. FEach soon attracted
the attention of the other. “May I
ask,” inquired the stranger, “what is
the volume that seems to amuse you as
much as mine amuses me?” “Cer-
tainly,” replied Mr. Howe, “it is the
Memoirs of Sir Jonah Barrington, first
volume.” “I have the second volume,”
replied the stranger. Sometimes to the
delight of his phalanx of anti-unionists,
Mr. Howe talked. He was, indeed, a
most engaging conversationist. And then
his admirers stood around his chair, they
buzzed about him like bees around their
queen bee, sometimes touching him rev-
erently, laughing at his jokes, listening
admiringly to his abundant store of
anecdotes. Among other things he told
us of his trip through Ireland on a jaunt-
ing car with Sam Slick for a companion,
and protested that there was more fun
in Ireland to the square acre than in
any other country under Heaven. At
dinner his devoted followers heaped his
plate with good things in the presence
of his enemies, and when, after the re-
past, he dozed in his chair, a hush fell
on the ship, and it was whispered that
the great man slept.

We reached Portland at 3 o’clock in
the morning, and Uncle Sam’s customs
officers were on hand to remind us that
we were now in a foreign country. The
late Joseph C. Crosskill, of the Halifax
Reporter; the late Samuel Watts, of the
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Woodstock, N.B., Sentinel, and myself
representing the St. John Telegraph,
hastened to the nearest official and told
him we were newspaper men going
through to Ottawa. ‘“All right, boys,”
he said, as he chalked our trunks un-
opened. Just then along came Senator
R. L. Hazen, of St. John. Addressing
the customs officer he said, “I am a
member of the Senate of Canada. If
you want to search my luggage you can
do so.” The officer replied quietly, “I’ll
look at it, all the same.” So the news-
paper men got first to the hotel and were
at table partaking of refreshments be-
fore the parliamentary contingent ar-
rived. The latter were not all in the
most agreeable mood. They murmured
against the customs regulations and cast
envious glances at the feasting newspaper
men. One Senator as he passed our
table paused to remark, “All a man needs
is to say that he belongs to the press and
he can go anywhere and do anything.”

The trip up the Grand Trunk was
uneventful. It was night when we
reached Ottawa. The following morn-
ing a party of the Maritimers went out
to see the sights. Reaching Parliament
Square and surveying thence the three
splendid edifices to the north, east and
west, we paused. One member lifted
up his hands and exclaimed in a single
word the thought of many—‘Extrava-
gance!” These Canadians—the people
of Ontario and Quebec—were clearly
extravagant in the opinion of the Mari-
time men. We had heard before of
“the miles of cornice and acres of plas-
ter,” but now we saw with our own eyes
the gigantic piles, the tall towers and
gilded vanes, and we #knew that the
“Canadians” were extravagant. As we
entered and gazed upon the columns of
marble and polished granite, and all the
splendid appointments of the two cham-
bers and the library, this impression was
deepened. We did not then know that
at the first session, so soon to begin, some
thirteen millions of dollars was to be
voted. How times have changed! Now
our Parliament without hesitation votes
six times the original thirteen millions
in one session.

The opening was a grand affair to the
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men from the east, although Lord Monck
was the plainest and least ostentatious
of all our Governors-General since the
union of 1867. Ottawa was a garrison
town then, and the officers of the Prince
Consort’s Own Rifles were present, in-
cluding Lord Cecil, brother of the late
Marquess of Salisbury, and many other
scions of the British nobility, their rich
uniforms spangled with medals adding
lustre to the scene. The two days’ cere-
monial of opening was a new feature to
the Maritime men. And then there were
the mace and the wonderful genuflexions
of the Usher of the Black Rod, Mr. Kim-
ber. No provincial Legislature east of
Quebec ever had a mace. Canada had long
ago adopted it. (An earlier mace was
captured by the American invaders when
Little York (Toronto) was sacked and burn-
ed in 1813,andis now preserved as a trophy
at the U.S. Naval Academy, Annapolis,
Maryland.) The mace formed a sub-
ject for inquiry and speculation. There
it was, a copy we were told of that which
lies upon the table of the greatest delib-
erative assembly in the world. A pon-
derous club of metal, its body of silver
covered with gold, and its top surmount-
ed with an orb and crown. Indeed, it
had cost £8co sterling. The mace, we
were told, though modelled after the war-
club of the middle ages, is the symbol
of the power and prerogatives of Parlia-
ment. It is related to the sceptre of
kings, and even to that of Jove himself,
and by which he sometimes swore a
tremendous oath inviolate to gods. The
functions of the mace, in the language
of Haversham Cox, ‘“befit that an-
cient symbol of the authority of the Com-
mons which is associated with so many
eventful passages in English history, and
which was never yet insulted with im-
punity, but when liberty received a
wound.” And yet some of the Nova
Scotian Antis made light of it. “What
is it for?” was asked. “The mace?”
replied Dr. Forbes, of Queens; “Oh, I
suppose it is to give spice to the proceed-
ings!” We did not then know, what we
all know now so well, that without the
mace ‘there can be no real Parliament,
and that it is so sacredly inseparable
from Mr. Speaker, that to pass between
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him and it during a sitting would be
parliamentary sacrilege. Fortunately no
man has yet ever ventured to do so, and
the fates only know what would happen
if one did.

On the first day of the opening, after
returning from the Senate, whither it
seemed they had been called in vain,
came the election of Speaker. This for-
mality as carried out was then a novelty
to the men from the east. The members
were in their allotted places, Ministers
and Opposition leaders confronting each
other and the Clerk, W. B. Lindsay, at
the table. Sir John Macdonald arose,
the first to speak in the new Parliament
he had done so much to create. He ad-
dressed the Clerk, who arose and silently
pointed his finger at Sir John. The lat-
ter, in a few complimentary words, nom-
inated Hon. James Cockburn, of North-
umberland, as Speaker. When he was
seated Hon. George E. Cartier arose and
addressed the Clerk, who arose and ex-
tended a digit as before, remaining stand-
ing and pointing, while Mr. Cartier, speak-
ing in French, briefly seconded the nom-
ination. It seemed there was to be no
other nomination, and the Clerk was
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about to declare Mr. Cockburn elected
Already Sir John and Mr. Cartier had
stepped briskly out into the open space
before their desks to escort the Speaker
elect to his throne, when suddenly a
voice from the back bench on the right,
speaking in French, called a halt. It
was the voice of Joseph Dufresne, of
Montcalm, who objected that Mr. Cock-
burn did not speak the language of the
people of his Province, and insisted
warmly that the Speaker should be con-
versant with both the English and French
languages. Mr. Cartier replied in French
in a conciliatory tone that though Mr.
Cockburn did not speak French he
understood it very well. Thus the first
question debated in the Parliament of
the Dominion was the interminable one
of the dual language system. There
were some angry mutterings from the
French members, but Mr. Cockburn was
at once declared elected and escorted to
his chair. There, standing, he made the
prescribed acknowledgment, and the Ser-
geant-at-Arms, D. W. Macdonnell, placed
the mace upon the table. So the first
House of Commons was organised and
constituted.

TO BE CONTINUED

Noon Day

BY KATHERINE HALE

BUT yesterday the piper Spring

Sat blowing tunes that turned to green
And through the little naked boughs
The colour of his song was seen.

As soft the tunes the piper played

So soft the green—Ilike mists of night.
Then wound our love, a slender lane,
With dear, indefinite delight.

But now—before we knew—'tis June.
So deep, so dark the leaves have grown.
The pipe is lost: the lane has led
Down to the Gate of Life—My Own.



Art and the Tanft

By ARNOLD HAULTAIN
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= |HE Tariff Commission, un-
ial—r—)\i‘ fortunately, has brought its
‘ f‘\j ki-'."i long and arduous series of
RO |G sittings to a close. Only
DL i, one instance, so far as
the present writer is aware, did there ap-
pear before it any but representatives of
the industrial and commercial classes.
Yet, I venture to think that there are
in the Canadian Customs regulations
anomalies affecting not a little the in-
terests of the literary and artistic classes
which might with justice have been
brought before its notice. Compared
with the manufacturers of implements
and the vendors of edibles, the makers
and lovers of pictures and books no doubt
are a feeble folk. Yet they form a por-
tion of the community, and if their ex-
istence is so far recognised as that such
things as pictures and sculpture and
books are made subjects of statutory
legislation, they have a right surely to
be heard as to the effects and tendencies
of such legislation.

Madame Bernhardt is reported to
have called Canada semi-barbarous, and
to have declared that we neglected
literature and the arts. I am not sure
that the Divine Sara did not speak more
truly than she knew; but it is against Ca-
nada’s politicians, not against her people,
that she should have aimed her gibes. Few
people, in their way, are more literary
or more artistic. Has any country in the
world a state-aided education so literary?
And how we pride ourselves upon our
Mm. Fréchette, our Dr. Drummonds, our
Archibald Lampmans, our Bliss Car-
mans, our Charles G. D. Robertses, and
our Sir Gilbert Parkers! Do we not,
too, wax voluble about our Canadian
literature, and strive by many means to
evoke for it a patriotic support? We
pet our painters. We give our poets
berths in the post office. Though by
the grace of nature an agricultural com-
munity, and by the grace of a protective
tariff a manufacturing one, few peoples
are so keenly susceptible to the benignant
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influences of the gentler arts, to poetry
and minstrelsy, to the play of fancy, to
imagination, to intellect, to emotion.
No; had The Bernhardt been cognisant
of this, she would have held her peace.
It is against our politicians she should
have aimed her gibes.

For example, my attention has recently
been called to a delicate little puzzle in
connection with art and the Canadian
tariff. The duty on works of sculpture
is thirty-five per cent. ad wvalorem if
executed in marble or granite, thirty per
cent. if executed in any other material—
a refinement of discrimination, the reason
for which (let me say in passing) is
beyond my  unpolitical understanding.
Now, suppose a Canadian sculptor (as
in this branch of art might be extremely
probable—indeed beneficial) chose to
reside abroad. Does it not seem just a
little hard that if his friends, or say his
native town, chose to honour or en-
courage him by sending him an occasional
commission, does it not seem a little hard
that the work of his brain and of his
chisel should be subjected to this virtu-
ally prohibitive tariff? Canadian paint-
ers may import their pictures free. What
grievous sin have Canadian sculptors
committed against their native land that
their works should be thus rigorously
excluded from its shores? I have been
at pains to consult one of the very best
known of our Canadian sculptors (resid-
ing in Canada) upon this point, and the
only light he can shed upon the subject is
this: “Dear Sir, I can only say that the
law is the law, as I know to my sorrow.
There is no reason why it should be so.”
Ever since I have been in Canada I have
heard complaints (to me, I confess,
apparently much uncalled for) about
the pricks against which Canadian art
and Canadian literature have had to
kick. But here surely is an anomaly
into which, though small, it might be well
to inquire. I do not suppose that any
Canadian sculptor living in Canada would
for one moment: object to competition
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with a fellqw-Canadian sculptor living
somewhere - else. For myself, I do not
think he would—or should—object to
any competition whatsoever. Art and
literature recognise no political boundaries.
On the contrary, literature and art are
keenly interested in what writers and
artists are doing the wide world over,
and much would they give for the freest
opportunities for seeing and becoming
acquainted with their work.  Fancy
Vienna putting up a barrier against ideas
from Berlin, or Paris excluding thought
and imagination from London! To put
an embargo on ideas, to exclude the pro-
duct of thought and imagination by a
customs line, is to the writer and to the
artist a thing not only abhorrent but
absurd.

But this thirty-five per cent. duty on
works of sculpture is only one example
out of many which show the attitude
taken by our politicians towards art and
literature. Take the ten per cent. duty
on books. It is not excessive, certainly;
but why should there be any? Books,
1 presume it will be conceded, are written
for readers. And readers seek in books
inspiration, information, or enjoyment.
Whom does this duty benefit? Not the
readers of course, because it increases
the price. Not the foreign author, for
it lessens his sales. Not the native
author, for, on the one hand, the more
books any author has access to the better;
and, on the other hand, the greater the
taste for books also the better. Besides,
nobody is going to buy my book, or my
picture, or my statue, because he has to

y duty on somebody else’s! Heaven
forfend that I should ask him to! What
more degrading, what more derogatory
to the amour propre of an artist—whether
in sound, colour, form, or words—than
a fiscal embargo on the work of a fellow-
artist! If the duty is imposed for revenue
purposes only, perhaps one should not
complain. Yet, why the raw materials
of the intellectual worker should be sub-
jected even to this tax I fail to see. Raw
materials in the realm of trade are usually
admitted free. This duty on books is a
duty on the very fount and origin of intel-
lectual inspiration, information, and pleas-
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ure. It is the most ridiculous tax that a
nation calling itself civilised could levy;
and in a young country like Canada,
whose leisure class is small, and whose
intellectual class is poor, it is worse than

‘ridiculous, it is cruel.

The repeated attempts of Canada to
obtain an exclusively Canadian copy-
right, is another instance of this short-
sighted policy. If I understand the law
of copyright as it now exists, a book pub-
lished anywhere in the British Empire
is ipso facto copyright throughout the
Empire—nay, more, in all the countries
signatory to the Berne Convention. And
these include nearly all civilised nations
(the United States declined to sign).
What more could one want? You pub-
lish in Montreal or Toronto, and not a
publisher (outside the United States)
dare put a finger on your book. And
vet, if I am not mistaken, Canada does—
or perhaps I should say did—want more.
If T am not mistaken, more than one of
her politicians has more than once asked
that if a foreign author did not print his
book in Canada, any Canadian publisher
might put his finger upon it, might indeed
lay thievish hands upon it, and publish
it willy-nilly- the author’s consent! If
I am wrong, perhaps the Canadian
Copyright Association will correct me.
But if T am right, what I ask is this:
What possible benefit could accrue either
to the Canadian reader or to the Canadian
writer if the foreign author were put to
the double expense of printing here as
well as in his native land? Besides,
why dictate to a producer how he shall
dispose of his wares? What right has
any government to say to a man, If you
do not print here, we shall let our pub-
lishers steal your book? Surely what a
man produces belongs to him and to
nobody else, be it a boot, a boiler, or a
book.

The simple fact of the matter is this.
In the United States there .is a heavyl
duty on things literary and artistic. But
in the United States the printers, paper-
makers, typefounders, typesetters, bind-
ers, and publishers have prevailed upon
the government to permit them to steal
any book that is not set up, printed,
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bound, and published by them—be-
cause they want more work and wages.
They do not care a straw about the
foreign author. What is he to them?
Not theirs to argue about abstract justice.
What they want is concrete work and
concrete wages. Well, Canada, I am
afraid, has been trying to do something of
the same kind. It is in the interest,
then, of the mechanical classes, not in
the interest of the intellectual classes,
that these duties and restrictions are
imposed. The very last thing the in-
tellectual classes ask for is “protection”
of any kind. To them the word is mean-
ingless. I venture to say there is not a
painter or a sculptor or a musician or an
author in Canada who wishes the slightest
hindrance to be put on the importation
of any painting, statue, song, or book
from any quarter of the globe, so it were
good. (About worthless work there may
be a difference of opinion; but you will
look in vain through the list of dutiable
articles in the Canadian Customs Tariff
for any mention of this.) So it be good
the more the better. The only conclu-
sion to be drawn is that it is in the inter-
est of the mechanical trades that these
impediments are put. Well, does it really
redound to the benefit of Canada as a
whole thus to make the interests of her
intellectual classes subservient to those
of her mechanical ?

So too, with painting. A\ duty of
twenty per cent. is levied on all pictures
saving only those by artists of repute.
Who decides upon the repute we are not
told. (Copyrights are registered in the
office of the Department of Agriculture).
I presume the appraisers of the Custom
House will settle the precise moment at
which a future Turner will become
reputable. Monticelli must have puzzled
them a bit in days gone by. (I wonder
what decisions were arrived at during
the Whistler yersus Ruskin trial . The
Ontario Society of Artists, too, I believe,
desire a duty of $10 per picture on all
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paintings; and the reason adduced is that
unscrupulous dealers palm- off “daubs”
as the works of artists of repute. No
doubt it is often difficult to prove that a
supposititious Corot is not a veritable
Corot—they tell us that the former
abound. Yet that the connoisseur should
be mulcted in order that the ignorant
may be protected seems a curious
justice.

Why cannot politicians leave art and
literature alone? Surely the revenue
produced by these curious and laborious
m:ddlings is not commensurate with the
ill-feeling which they arouse. Why may
I not buy a picture by a painter unknown
if I like it? I can buy a miserable, a very
miserable, magazine duty free—and al-
most post free, if it comes from the
United States.

This reminds me that there is that
delicate little matter of postage on period-
ical literature. Far be it from me to at-
tempt to weigh in the balance the respec-
tive merits of English and American
magazines. But what I do know is this,
that if I want a Quarterly or a Contem-
porary Review 1 have to pay eight cents
a pound postage on it; but if I want a
Harper or a Munsey 1 have to pay only
one cent a pound. Why there is imposed
upon the literature of the mother land a
postal rate seven hundred per cent. greater
than that imposed upon the literature of
a foreign and rival country. . . . . Well,
perhaps I had better just say that this
too is beyond my unpolitical under-
standing. But this, I take it, is in the
hands of the Imperial, not in those of
the Canadian, post office authorities.
Surely it would be worth some sacrifice
to somebody to wean our youth from
ideas American and to feed them on
literature Imperial. Some day this may
cost the Empire much.

The Divine Sara then, perhaps, spake
more truly than she knew. ' But, as I
have said, it is against our politicians
that she should have aimed her gibes.
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By NELLIE L. McCLUNG

sAHO is this young gentleman
i °r lady?” Dr. Clay asked
Ml of Pearlie Watson one day
fdl when he met her wheeling
2] a carriage in which was a
very fat baby.

“This is the Czar of all the Rooshias,”
Pearl answered gravely, “and I’'m his
bodyguard.” :

The doctor’s face showed no surprise
as he stepped back to get a better look at
the Czar.

“See the green plush on his kerridge!”
Pearl said proudly, “and every stitch he
has on is handmade, and was did for him,
too, and he’s fed every four hours, rain or
shine, hit or miss!”

“Think of that!” the doctor exclaimed
with emphasis, “and yet some people tell
us the Czar has a hard time.”

Pearl drew a step nearer, moving the
carriage up and down rapidly to appease
the wrath of the Czar, who was expressing
his disapproval of the delay in a very
lumpy cry.

“I’m just 'tendin’, ye know, about him
being the Czar,” she said confidentially.
“Ye see I mind him everyday, and that’s
the way I play.
day I never had no time to play cos we
wuz so pore, and that started me. It'sa
lovely game.” .

The doctor nodded. He knew some-
thing of ’tendin’ games, too.

“T have to taste everythin’ he eats for
fear of Paris green in it,” she said, speak-
ing now in the official voice of the body-

rd. “I have to stand betune him
and the howlin’ mob thirstin’ for his
gore!”

“T believe he howls more than the
mob,” the doctor said smiling.

“He’s afraid we’re plottin’,” Pearl
whispered. “Can’t trust no one. But
he ain’t howlin’; that’s his natcheral
voice when he’s talkin’ Rooshian. He
don’t know one English word, only ‘goo,’
but he’ll say it every time. See now.
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Maudie Ducker said one

See
baby

How is um pecious luvvy-duvvy?
the pitty manny! Pull um
toofin.”

The Czar, secure in his toothlessness,
was not at all alarmed at this threat, and
rippled his fat face into dimples, triumph-
antly bringing forth a whole succession of
“g005~”

“Ain’t he a peach?” Pearlie said with
pride. “Some kids won’t show off worth
a cent when you want them to, but he’ll
say ‘goo’ if you even nudge him. His
mother thinks ‘goo’ is an awfully childish
word, and she’s at him all the time to say
‘daddy-dinger,” but he don’t seem to take
to it. Say, Doctor,” Pearlie’s face was
troubled, ““ what do you think of his looks ?
Hasn'’t he a fine little nub of a nose? Do
you see anything about him to make his
mother cry?”

The doctor looked critically at the Czar,
who returned his gaze with stolid indif-
ference.

“I never saw a more perfect nub on any
nose,” he answered honestly. “He’s a
fine big boy, and his mother should be
proud of him.”

“There now, what did I tell you?”
Pearlie cried delightedly, nodding her
head at an imaginary audience. ‘‘That’s
what I do be sayin’ to his mother, but
she’s so tuk up with pictures of pretty
kids with big eyes and curly hair, she
don’t seem to get used to the Czar here.
She says his nose is so different, and his
voice is not what she wanted. He does
cry lumpy I know. You see, the kid in
the book she’s readin’ could say ‘ Daddy-
dinger’ long before it was as old as the
Czar is. He can’t pat-a-cake, or wave a
bye-bye, or this-little-toe-went-to-market,
or nuthin’. I never told her what Danny
could do when he was this age, but I'm
tryin’ hard to get him to say ‘Daddy-
dinger,” she has her heart so set on it. I
must go now.”

The doctor lifted his hat, and the im-
perial carriage rolled on.
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Pearl had gone a short distance when
she remembered something.

“I’ll let you know if he says it, Doctor,”
she shouted.

“All right,
smiled back.

When Pearl turned the next corner she
met Maudie Ducker. Maudie had on a
new plaid dress with velvet trimming.

“Is that your Sunday dress ?”” she asked,
looking critically at Pearl’s faded little
brown wincey.

“My, no!” Pearl answered cheerfully—
the family honour had to be sustained—
“This is just my morning dress. I wear
my blue satting in the afternoon and on
Sundays, my purple velvet with the watter-
pleat and basque-yoke of tartaric plaid,
garnished with lace.”

“Yours is a nice little plain dress—that
stuff fades tho’—Ma lined a quilt for the
boys’ bed with it, and it faded grey!”

Maudie Ducker was a “perfect little
lady.” Her mother often said so. The
number of days that Maudie could wear
an apron without its showing one stain,
was simply wonderful! Maudie had two
dolls with which she never played. She
could not bear to touch a baby because it
might put a sticky little finger on her pina-
fore.

When Maudie made inquiries as to
Pearl’s Sabbath-day attire, her motives
were kinder than Pearl thought.

Maudie’s mother was giving her a party.
Hitherto the guests on such occasions had
been selected with great care, and with
respect to social standing, blue china, and
correct enunciation. This time they were
selected with still greater care, but with
respect to their father’s politics. All
Conservatives and undecided voters’ chil-
dren were invited. The fight-to-a-finish-
for-the-Grand-Old-Party Reformers were
not invited.

Algernon Evans (otherwise known as
the Czar of all the Rooshias), only son of
J. H. Evans, editor of the Millford Mer-
cury, could not be overlooked. Hence
the necessity of inviting Pearl Watson,
his bodyguard.

Millford had two weekly newspapers,
one Conservative in its tendencies, the
other one Reform. Between them there
existed a feud long-standing, unquenchable,

Pearl, thank you,” he
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constant. It went with the subscription
list, the printing press, and the good-will
of the former owner when the paper
changed hands. It blazed in the editor-
ials, it even coloured the local news.

McSorley, the Liberal editor, being an
Irishman, was not without humour; but
Evans, the other one, revelled in it. He
was like the little boys who stick pins in
frogs, not that they bear the frogs any ill-
will, but for the fun of seeing them jump.
He would sit smiling over his political
editorials with utmost good humour—
sometimes throwing himself back in his
chair and laughing like a light-hearted
boy, and then those who heard him
knew that the knife was turned in some
one.

One day, Mr. James Ducker, lately
retired farmer, sometimes insurance agent,
read in the Winnipeg Z'elegram that his
former friend, the Hon. Thomas Snider,
had chaperoned an Elk party to St. Paul.
Mr. Ducker had but a hazy idea of the
duties of a chaperon, but he liked the
sound of it, and it set him thinking. He
remembered when Tom Snider had enter-
ed politics a few years ago, with a decayed
reputation, a strong and growing thirst
for alcoholic stimulants and about four
dollars in cash. Now he rode in a private
car, had a suite of rooms at the Empire,
and the papers often spoke of him as
“mine host Snider.”

Mr. Ducker turned over the paper and
read in another column that the genial
Thomas had replied in a very able man-
ner to the toast, “Our Guests,” at the
Elks’ banquet at Ryan’s, St. Paul. Where-
upon Mr. Ducker became wrapped in
deep thought, and it was during this pas-
sive period that he distinctly heard his
country’s call. The call came in these
words: “If Tom Snider can do it, why
can’t I?”

The idea took hold of him. He began
to brush his hair artfully over the bald
spot. He made strange faces at his mir-
ror, wondering which view of his coun-
tenance would be best to have photo-
graphed for his handbills.

He saw himself like Cincinnatus of old,
called from the plough to the Senate, but
he told himself that there couldn’t have
been as good a thing in it then as there is
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now, or Cincinnatus would not have come
back to the steers!

Mr. Ducker’s social qualities developed
amazingly. He courted his neighbours
assiduously, stopping to have protracted
conversations with men whom he had
known but slightly. Every name on the
voters’ list began to have a new signifi-
cance.

There was one man whom he feared—
that was Evans, editor of the Conserva-
tive paper. Sometimes, when his fancy
painted for him a gay and alluring pic-
ture of carrying ‘“the proud old Con-
servative banner—that has suffered defeat,
but, thank God, never disgrace!” (quota-
tion from speech he was preparing) “in
the face of the foe,” he would inadvert-
ently think of Evans, and it gave him
goose-flesh!

Mr. Ducker had lived in and around
Millford for some time, and so had Evans.
Evans had a most treacherous memory—
you could not depend on him to forget
anything.

When Evans was friendly with him
his hopes ran high, but when he caught
Evans looking at him with a boyish smile
twinkling in his eyes his vision of chaper-
oning an Elk party to St. Paul became
very shadowy indeed!

Mr. Ducker tried diplomacy. He with-
drew his insurance ad. from McSorley’s
paper, and doubled his space in Evans’,
paying in advance. He watched the
train for visitors and reported them to
Evans. He wrote breezy little local briefs
in his own light cow-like way for Evans’

T.
pa{\){er. Ducker was very hopeful. A
friend in Winnipeg had already a house
in view for them, and Mrs. Ducker had
decided what church they would attend
and what day she would receive, and
many other important matters that it is
well to have off one’s mind and not leave
to the last. Maudie Ducker had been
taken into the secret, and she began to
feel sorry for other little girls whose papas
were content to let their families live
always in such a poky little place as Mill-
ford. Maudie also began to dream
dreams of sweeping in upon the Millford
people in flowing robes and sparkling
diamonds. Wilford only, of the Ducker
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family, was in darkness. His mother
said he was too young to appreciate the
Change.

The approach of Nomination Day has-
tened the date of Maudie’s party. Mrs.
Ducker told Maudie that they must invite
the Czar and Pearlie Watson, though of
course she didn’t say the Czar—she said
Algernon Evans and that little Watson
girl. Maudie objected on account of
Pearl’s scanty wardrobe and the Czar’s
moist little hands, but Mrs. Ducker, know-
ing that the Czar’s father was their long
suit, stood firm.

Mr. Ducker had said to her that very
morning, rubbing his hands and speaking
in the voice of a conspirator, ‘‘We must
leave no stone unturned, my dear; this is
the time of seed-sowing. We must pull
every wire. The Czar was a wire, there-
fore they proceeded to pull him. They
did not know that he was a live wire until
later.

Pearl’s delight at being asked to a real
party was good to see. Maudie need not
have worried about her appearing at the
feast without a festal robe, for the dress
that Camilla had made her for the musical
recital was just waiting -for an occasion
to air its loveliness. Anything that was
needed to complete her wardrobe was
supplied by her kind-hearted mistress, the
Czar's mother.

But Mrs. Evans stood looking wistfully
after her only son, as Pearl wheeled him
gaily down the walk that bright afternoon.
He was beautifully dressed in the finest of
mull and Valenciennes. His carriage was
elegant. Pearl, in her neat hat and dress,
was a pretty little nurse-girl. But Mrs.
Evans’ sweet face was troubled. She was
thinking of the Mellin’s Food Baby she
had so coveted, and Algernon was—so
different, and his nose was—strange, too,
and she had massaged it so carefully, and
when, oh! when would he say ““Daddy-
dinger” ?

Algernon was not envious of the Mel-
lin’s Food Baby that afternoon, nor wor-
ried about his nose either, as he bumped
up and down in his carriage in glad good
humour, and delivered full-sized gurgling
“go0s” at every person he met, even
throwing them along the street in the
prodigality of his heart, as he waved his
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fat hands and thumped his heavy little
heels.

Pearl held her head high and felt very
much like the bodyguard as she lifted the
weighty ruler to the ground ‘inside the
Ducker gate; Mrs. Ducker ran down the
steps and kissed the Czar ostentatiously,
and as she carried him into the house, she
poured out such a volume of admiring
epithets that Pearl followed in dazed
bewilderment, wondering why she had
not heard of all this before.

Two little girls in very fluffy short skirts
sat demurely in the hammock, keeping
their dresses clean, and wondering if there
would be ice cream within doors. Maudie
worried out “Mary’s Pet Waltz” on the
piano to a dozen or more patient little
listeners. On the lawn several little girls
played croquet. There were no boys at
the party. Wilford was going to enter-
tain the boys, that is the Conservative
boys, the next day. Wilford stood at the
gate disconsolately. He had been left
without a station at his own request.
Down at the tracks a freight train shunted
and shuddered. Not a boy was in sight,
and Wilford knew why. The farmers
were loading cattle cars. '

Pearl went around to the side lawn
where the little girls were playing croquet,
holding the Czar’s hand tightly.

“What are you playin’, girls?” she
asked.

They told her.

“Can you play it?” Mildred Bates
asked.

“I guess I can,” Pearl said modestly.
“I am always too busy for games like
that.”

“Maudie Ducker says you never get
time to play,” Blanche White said with
sincere pity in her voice.

“Maudie Ducker is away off there,”
Pearl answered with dignity. “I have
lots of fun, and don’t you forget it, and it
isn’t this frowsy standin’-round-doin’-
nothin’, that you kids call fun, either.”

“Tell us about it, Pearl,” they cried,
flocking round her. Pearl’s stories had a
charm for them.

“Well,” Pearl said, taking the Czar on
her knee as she sat on the grass. “Ye
know I wash Mrs. Evans’ dishes for her,
and lovely ones they are, too, all pink
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and gold with dinky little ivy leaves
crawlin’ out over the edges of the cups;
I play I am at the seashore and the tide is
comin’ in o’er and o’er the sand, and
round and round the land, as far as eye
can see. I put all the dishes into the big
dish-pan, and I pertend the tide is risin’
on them, tho’ it’s just me pourin’ on the
water. The cups are the boys and the
saucers are the girls, and the butter-chips
are the babies. Then I rush in to save
them, but not until they cry ‘Lord save
us, we perish!” Of course I yell it for
them, good and loud, too, you bet;
people don’t just squawk at a time like
that—it often scares Mrs. Evans even
yet. I save the babies first. I slush
them around to clean them, but they
never notice that, and then I stand them
up high and dry in the drip-pan. Then
I go in after the girls and the boys, and I
save the mothers and fathers, too, that’s
the plates, and I rub them all well so’s
they won’t ketch cold, and I get them all
packed off to bed in the china cabinet,
every man-jack o’them singin’, ‘ Are we yet
aliveand see each other’sface.” Mrs. Evans
sings it for them when she’s there, and
they soon forget they were so near death’s
door. Then I get the vegetable dishes
and the bowls and silverware, and all
that, and I pertend that’s an excursion,
and they’re all drunk, not a sober man on .
board. The capt’n commands them to
make merry, and they’re singing ‘We
won’t go home till mornin’, when crash!
a cry bursts from every soul on board.
They have struck upon a rock and are
goin’ down! Water pours in at the gunnel
(that’s just me with more water and soap,
you know), but I ain’t sorry for them,
they’re old enough to know that wine is
a mocker, and strong drink is ragin’. But
you bet they get sober prit’ quick when
the swellin’ waters burst over them, and
come rushin’ upon deck with pale faces,
and I’ve often seen a big white bowl—
he’s the capt’in—whirl round and round,
dizzy-like, and say “Woe is me!” and
sink to the bottom. Mrs. Evans told me
that’s what he says. Anyway, I do save
them all at last, when they see what
whiskey’s doin’ for them. I rub them all
and send them home. The steel knives
they’re the worst of all, but tho’ they’re
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black and stained with sin, they
are still our brothers. So I give them
the Gold Cure—that’s the bath-brick,
and they make a fresh start.”

“That's a lovely game,” Lily White
said rapturously.

“When I sweep the floor,” Pearl went
on, “I pertend I am the Army of the
Lord that comes to clear the way from
dust and sin, and let the King of Glory in.
Under the stove the hordes of sin are
awful thick—they love darkness rather
than light, because their deeds are evil.
But I say the ‘Sword of the Lord and of
Gideon!” and let her have it! Some-
times I pertend I'm the woman that lost
the piece of silver, and I sweep the house
diligently till I find it, and once Mrs.
Evans did put ten cents under the door
mat just for fun, for me to find, and I
never know when she’s goin’ to do some-
thing like that for me.”

Here Maudie Ducker, who had joined
the group on the lawn, and was listening
in dull wonder, cried, “O, here’s Pa and
Mr. Evans they are going to take our
picture!”

The little girls, roused out of the spell
that Pearl’s games had woven around
them, immediately began to group them-
selves under the trees, and to arrange
their little skirts and frills.

The Czar had toddled on his uncer-
tain little fat legs around to the back
door, for he had caught sight of a red-
head that he knew and liked very much.
It belonged to Mary McSorley, the eldest
of the McSorley family, who had brought
over to Mrs. Ducker an extra two quarts
of milk which Mrs. Ducker had ordered
for the occasion.

Mary sat on the back step until Mrs.
Ducker should find time to empty her
pitcher. Mary was strictly an outsider.
Mary’s father was a Reformer. His
paper was in opposition to dear Mr.
Evans’ paper. Mary was never well
dressed, partly accounted for by the fact
that the stork had visited the McSorley
home so frequently. Therefore, for all
these reasons, any one sufficient in itself.
Mary sat on the back step, a rank out-
sider.

The Czar, who knew nothing of these
things, began to “goo” when he saw

Mary. She reached out her arms, and he
stumbled into them. Mary fell to kiss-
ing his bald head. She felt more at
home with a baby in her arms.

It was at this unfortunate moment
that Mr. Ducker and Mr. Evans came
around the rear of the house. Mr. Evans
was beginning to think rather more fa-
vourably of Mr. Ducker as the prospective
Conservative member. Poor old goat,
there are plenty worse (he was thinking);
he has no brains, but heaven help us!
what would a man of brains do with that
bunch in Winnipeg? Brainy men make
the trouble. The Grits made that mis-
take once—just once—and see what
trouble they got into!

Mr. Ducker had adroitly drawn the
conversation to a discussion of children.
He know that Mr. Evans’ weak point
was his little son Algernon.

“That’s a clever looking little fellow
of yours, Evans,” he had remarked care-
lessly as they came up the street. (Mr.
Ducker had never seen the Czar closely).
“My wife was just saying that he has a
remarkable forehead for a little fellow.”

“He has,” the other man said smiling,
not at all displeased. “It runs clear
down to his neck.”

“He can hardly help being clever if
there’s anything in heredity,” Mr. Ducker
went on with infinite tact, feeling his
private car drawing nearer and nearer.

Then the Evil Genius of the house
of Ducker awoke from his slumber, sat
up, took notice, and smiled. The house
that the friend in Winnipeg had selected
fell into irreparable ruin. Poor Mau-
die’s diamonds vanished at a touch! Mr.
Ducker’s dream of carrying the grand
old Conservative banner in the face of
the foe, ceased to be a dream and be-"
came a nightmare!

They turned the corner and came upon
Mary McSorley, who sat upon the back-
step with the Czar in her arms. Mary’s
face was hidden as she kissed the Czar’s
fat neck, and in the general babel of
voices within and without she did. not
hear them coming.

“Speaking about heredity,” Mr. Ducker
said suavely, speaking in a low voice,
and looking at whom he supposed to be
the latest McSorley, “it looks as if there
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must be something in it over there. Isn’t
that McSorley over again? Low forehead,
pug nose, bulldog tendencies.”  Mr.
Ducker was something of a phrenolo-
gist, and went merrily on to his own de-
struction.

“Now, the girl is rather pleasant look-
ing, and some of the others are not bad
at all, but this one is surely a regular
little Mickey. Now, Evans, I believe a
person would be safe in saying that that
child will not grow up a Presbyterian,
what do you think ?”

Mr. Evans was the Worshipful Grand
Master of the Loyal Orange Lodge, and
well up in the Black, and Mr. Ducker
was sure that this remark would appeal to
him. It did.

“Ignatius McSorley will never be dead
while this little fellow lives,” Mr. Ducker
continued, laughing gaily and rubbing
his hands.

The Czar looked up and saw his
father. Perhaps he saw the hurt in his

father’s face and longed to heal him of
it, or perhaps the time had come when
he should forever break the goo-fetters
that had lain upon his speech. He wrig-
gled off Mary’s knee, and toddling un-
certainly across the grass, held out his
dimpled arms with a glad cry of “ Daddy-
dinger!” <

That evening while Mrs. Ducker and
Maudie were busy fanning Mr. Ducker
and putting wet towels on his head, Mr.
Evans sat down to write.

“Some more of that tiresome election
stuff, John?” his pretty wife asked, as
she proudly rocked the emancipated
Czar to sleep.

“Yes, dear, it is election stuff,” he
answered, as he kissed her tenderly,
“but it is not a bit tiresome.”

Several times during the evening and
far into the night, she heard him laugh—
his happy, boyish laugh. James Ducker
did not get the nomination.

Mother

BY H.

o’ Mine

REMBE

MOTHER o’ mine, dear mother o’ mine,
Oh! when I think of thee,
Tears fill my eyes, yet all my heart

Is filled with joy and glee.

Thou wast so good, thou wast so true,

So full of love and grace—
There’s nothing in the wide, wide world

Like at mother’s heart a place!

If thee I forget, dear mother o’ mine,

If I e’er forget thy love,
T should be forgot throughout all time
In this world and above

BT .



TANGIERS—BIRD'S EYE VIEW OF THE CITY

An Experience in Tangiers

By FRANK CARREL

FJANGIERS has a population
()f about 35,000, and is a
smo.ll ill-built town, situated
: on two hills. Its Lollectlon
L Sall of miserable flat-roofed and
wmd(m less houses front on narrow, irreg-
ular, unpaved, filthy streets, from which
come a succession of fearfully bad odours.
It has fortifications and walls, which
would not be worth much now, but at the
time it was taken by the Portuguese in 1471
were probably of some service.

Tangiers was given to Charles II, King
of England, as part of the dowr) of
Catherine of Braganza, and was held by
the English until 1683, when on account
of the expense and the inclement climate
(now considered differently) it was evacu-
ated, and the fortifications dismantled.
It was subsequently a nest of pirates.
Of late years it was visited by Europeans
as a health resort, but has now become
over-run with an unruly and uncontrolled
population. We were not long in the
precincts of the city before being quite
satisfied of this fact in more ways than
one, and it was with good fortune that we
managed to get away with our clothes and
belongings, not to speak of our lives.
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The street in front of our hotel was
about six feet wide, and here it was in-
tended that we should mount our donkeys
for our sight-seeing ride through the town.
We did so, but it was a task and under-
taking which might test the whole Lon-
don police force. The donkeys came
from somewhere, but principally the little
doorways in front of the hotel, where they
were kept in reserve for the coming of our
party. The mounting process was like
Balaam let loose. It seemed that everyone
who climbed on a “moke” found three
or four owners squabbling and fighting in
iront of him for the position of running
behind and directing the little animal as
we went along. We had half a dozen
guides, but we needed half a regiment
instead to make one feel that his life was
safe. Then there was the presentiment
of rolling off the odd-shaped, stirrupless
saddles on to the hard cobble stones, for
you never knew when your foot-postillion
would startle the donkey with a crack on
the back or a poke in the side with a sharp-
pointed stick.

The streets were crowded and congested,
being full of pedestrians in every kind of
Oriental garb and garment possible.
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in very small cells.
Most of them were
there for debt and
piracy. Our guide
told us that any of
them could purchase
his liberty at any
time, if he could
secure the neces-
sary money. On the
floor of the entrance
was a pile of bread
loaves weighing less
than a pound each,
one of which, with
water, is the daily
ration of a prisoner.
Next to the prison,
up an alleyway, was

TANGIERS—THE TOWN GATES the Governor’s ha-

Women walked about with faces covered.
Large, handsome men, with huge fezes
and a flunkey to clear the way in front, and
another to protect them in the rear, seem-
ed to have the right of way, and every-
body salaamed and stepped aside to let
them pass by. These distinguished
gentlemen were officials, priests,

rem, which could

only be visited by the ladies in our party,

who reported to us afterwards that it was

composed of eight women, two extremely

large, six hideously ugly, and one fairly
good-looking.

On another side of the square was the

or some elevated caste.

We rode at varying speeds
through the motley town until we
came to a square, known as the
Kasbah, at one corner of which
was a group of about fifty profes-
sional blind beggars, huddled to-
gether in ragged clothing. I was
informed they were waiting for the
Sultan to send them something to
eat and keep them from starving,
which he does about three or four
times a week. From the back of
my donkey I attempted to take a
kodak picture when half of them
arose and made at me with up-
lifted walking sticks. It was too
late! I had them, and also suffi-
cient time to raise my camera
stand in defence. Although sup-
posed to be blind, they appeared
to see quite plainly, and made no
mistake in the direction they took
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to get near me. A
We made a halt at the jail,
where 170 prisoners are chained

TANGIERS—PRINCIPAL MOSQUE GATE
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Court of Justice, consisting of a small
building with open front, much resem-
bling a covered-in stage of a small open-air
theatre, and, sitting in the doorway of an
inner chamber, was a grey-bearded Pasha.
He sat on a throne which looked like an
old-fashioned footstool, while along the
two sides of the enclosure, or in the wings,
were seven or eight serious-looking Moors
sitting on the ground with legs crossed
and backs against the wall. The latter
were the learned representatives of the
legal fraternity of Tangiers. There was
also a dirty-looking soldier with a cunning

EXPERIENCE
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This, we were informed, was the residen-
tial part of what little foreign element
live there. In the centre of the open
space were a number of dirty, ragged
tents, under which were housed several
beggarly looking families, or gypsies. We
crossed this square, and began a descent
to the town again, passing three or four
respectable residences of the foreign con-
suls. Then we arrived at one of the most
interesting sights of Tangiers, the great
Soko, or market-place. Here all the
native traffic is carried on. We saw
strings of laden camels, with their drivers

TANGIERS—THE ARRIVAL OF OUR PARTY IN THE PRISON SQUARE

face lolling about. We were, however,
fortunate in seeing a case tried, which
was most amusing. The prisoner at the
bar was a man brought before the court
by a decrepit old miser for a debt of two
shillings. The accused acknowledged the
claim, but pleaded abject poverty, and
for a time carried on like a wild man.
How the case ended we never knew. If
he did not pay up he would probably go
to jail.

We continued on through little narrow
streets, climbing more hills, passing more
processions of the native mixture of in-
habitants until we came to another open
square, surrounded by a few houses.

from the far interior; fruit stalls, and stalls
piled high with gaily-covered carpets and
wearing apparel; the snake-charmer and
the story-teller, each with his eager
audience on the ground before him;
groups of squatting women, enveloped up
to the eyes in haiks, looking like small
tents, and the throng of idlers in pictur-
esque Eastern costumes. All went to make
up a picture as un-European and novel
to the tourist as fancy can paint. Every
now and again could be heard the voice
of the Muezzin from the minaret calling
the faithful to prayer, or announcing the
flight of the hours by his sand-glass.

We rode through the strange crowd,
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TANGIERS—GRAND SOKO (MARKET)

who elbowed and crushed against us at
every turn. This seemed to stimulate
our donkey-owners to cruelly use their
sticks more furiously than ever, and to
drive the animals among the pedestrians
without respect for anyone. We descended
more hilly streets of the same size and
width, about six feet, passing several
mosques into which no European dare
enter. Beyond their tessellated towers
and gabled roofs of glazed green tiles,
they possess no special or extraordinary
features. One of them is said to be
occupying the site of an English cathedral.

It was the same medley of people we

passed and repassed
—the Genouah from
Timbuctoo, with their peculiar head-dress
of shells and strings, and their clanking
symbols; the Susi, in dark blue linen, or
black and brown jelabas; the mountain-
eers, tall and fair; the men from the
Ghurb, or fertile plains, enveloped in the
numerous folds of their coarse #haiks;
while the rich town Moors, on gaudily-
caparisoned horses or mules, stood out
conspicuous among them all.

When we arrived at the entrance to
our hotel, there began a scene which
many of the party will never forget. Our

donkey-owners im-

TANGIERS—THE AUTHOR MOUNTED, AND IN THE REAR
THE DRIVER OF THE DONKEY

mediately demanded
money, although they
had already been
paid by our excursion
organisers. To this
unwarranted demand
we more or less re-
sponded with a six-
pence or even a shil-
ling. This did not
satisfy them; they
held out for half-a-
crown, or two shil-
lings. Some of our
party immediately
resented the request,
and they were sur-
rounded by hundreds
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of friends of the donkey-owners who
proceeded by threats and menaces to
badger the strangers. Some were driven
into corners where articles such as
canes, umbrellas, cameras (mine was
held in ransom in this fashion), were
snatched away from them, and held by
two or three until they got what they
wanted. There were no police, and our
few guides had all they could do to keep
the entrance to the hotel clear for those
of us who could run the gauntlet in
safety. It was a dangerous experience,
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tinuous clamour was kept up during the
lunch hour.

The meal was fairly well served by
splendid looking Moors, who had no
scruples about soliciting their “tips” at
the conclusion of the repast as though it
were part of the bill of fare. Then, when
we got out of the dining-room, we found
several of these natives with large Moorish
brass plates, standing at almost every
corner, and we were told that we were
expected to put something in them for
the benefit of that part of the hotel staff

ALGERIA—NATIVES AT WORSHIP

for had one of the party allowed his temper
to get beyond his control, as we were all
inclined to do, and struck one of the
natives, it would not only have been seri-
ous for him, but the rest of the foreign
visitors as well. Almost all those around
us were armed with long knives. Further-
more, if there was any arresting to be
done by the miserable army, if called out
to quell such a disturbance, it certainly
would have been the Europeans who
would have been the victims. We for-
tunately all got inside the hotel door,
which was being garrisoned by more than
half the hotel staff. Nevertheless, a con-

which could not be seen, but our party by
this time were getting tired of this kind
of begging, or had no more money to
contribute, and they were poorly pat-
ronised.

There was a feature of the luncheon
which was rather amusing to a Canadian.
Our orchestra consisted of a Portuguese,
who played the harp, and a Spaniard,
who played on a mandolin. This com-
bination surprised us all by starting with
“Marching through Georgia,” following
with “Way Down upon the Suwanee
River,” and “The Old Folks at Home.”
After the playing of the latter I was
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placed them in the
centre and formed
a cordon around
them; then every-
body held together
as closely as pos-
sible, and jostled
and edged a passage
through the unruly
mob as best we
could under the cir-
cumstances. Need-
less to say, it was
a very trying and
disagreeable experi-

ALGIERS—INTERIOR OF THE GREAT

deputed to have the music changed to
something Oriental or characteristic of the
country we were visiting. I must not
omit to mention that the musicians also
went around with a plate, so that in addi-
tion to paying for our lunch, it seemed
that we were expected to pay for every-
thing that went with it.

But with all these inside troubles and
professional beggars we had no idea what
was waiting for us outside, It appears
that the donkey-owners had taken their
animals somewhere, probably to a stable,
although I doubt their ever seeing such a
fold, and had returned to the hotel front
and there awaited us, with about several
hundred supporters,including men,women
and boys,determin-
ed to continue their
badgering for more
money. We left
the hotel for the
pier, a five-minute
walk, never dream-
ing of molestation.
Nevertheless every
inch of the way
had to be fought,
and it was all we
could do to keep
the ladies protect-
ed from having
their dresses torn
from them or their
parasols and bags
snatched out of
their hands. We

ence. We all man-
aged to arrive at the
first gate of the pier,
where we left a great majority of our
importuning friends on the outside. We
had to pass three gates to reach the
end of the pier where we embarked on
our steam launches to join our ship.
Even inside these three barriers we found
vendors, but our party was a good-sized
one, and we were able to hold our own.

We might have left the town in peace
but for a scene which caused considerable
excitement when we were in the launches
ready to start. Two powerful Arabs
jumped into one of the boats and demand-
ed money from one of our passengers who
was about to use his stick on the in-
truders, when it was explained that these
men, unsolicited, had performed some

MOSQUE

ALGERIA—PLAYING DOMINOES
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little assistance when the launches
came to the wharf. They demand-
ed eight shillings, and to ami-
cably settle the excitement, our
excursion organiser gave them
the money.

When we saw the last of Tangiers
that night, as we steamed out of
the wretched harbour, few were
SOITY, notwithstanding that our
stay was the most exciting of
any we had experienced on the
cruise. Many good stories were
told that evening in the smoking-
room of the roguish tricks of those
natives of Tangiers, who knew
a shilling from a sixpence as well
as any beggar in London. One
gentleman had to pay two shillings
to redeem his walking-cane from
several small boys who got him
in a corner, threatening him in
a very wild manner. After lunch
one of them turned up with a lead
piece, accusing him of having
given it to them, and demanding
to have it changed. This was
too much for the gentleman’s con-
stitution, and after a very indig-
nant display of wrathful phrases,
the would-be impostor offered to

compromise for half the amount. THE VEILED WOMAN OF MOROCCO AND ALGERIA

Of course this is an old Medi-

terranean trick. company, but when being enacted bore a
Other such tales were told which seem-  different aspect.

ed very ludicrous when related amidst the We sailed for Gibraltar, the greatest

fumes of tobacco smoke and convivial fortress in the world, and the next day
we lunched in the
same hotel as the
members of the
Moroccan Interna-
tional Commission at
Algeciras, surround-
ed by a fleet of
foreign warships.
Our experiences in
Morocco were quite
sufficient to show us
the necessity for such
a congress as was
then being held. It
is to be hoped that
some police system
will soon be estab-

ALGECIRAS, SPAIN—ALL HOUSES HAVE THEIR GROUND-FLOOR lished in the Sultan’s
WINDOWS BARRED domains




SAN FRANCISCO CITY AND BAY, SHOWING THE

FERRY BUILDING (TO THE RIGHT WITH STEEPLE),

THE DOCKS, AND THE FERRY BOATS RUNNING TO BERKELEY, OAKLAND AND ALAMEDA.,
ALL THIS PART OF THE CITY WAS BURNED WITH THE EXCEPTION OF
THE FERRY BUILDING AND THE DOCKS TO THE LEFT

The Destruction

of San Francisco

By J. A. HOLDEN

HE early morning of April
b] 18th was warm and “close,”
in contrast with the typically
cool evening which preceded.
I had been awake, in my
home in Oakland, about half an hour
when I heard a rumbling in the distance.
This occurred about fourteen minutes
past five o’clock. My thought was, “Here
comes an earthquake.” Thinking it
would be like the one we experienced last
year, I did not trouble to leave my bed.
In a few seconds came the shock. Bang!
Then the house seemed to be thrown one
way, then back, then one end kicked up
its heels and then another. This lasted
for about one minute—sg9 seconds ac-
cording to the records. I was busy hanging
tight to the bed which was inclined to
move about the room.

A friend tells me that when she heard
the rumbling she ran to the back door
of her home, which, it happens, looks
towards our house. When the shock
came, the tall trees at the back of our
136

building bent right over almost to the
roof-tree, then back in the opposite direc-
tion. Then they danced a jig. Her
house was raised about four feet and
then dropped back in its original position.
Her observation agrees with my sensa-
tions.

We have been building a larger house
nearby on the hillside, and when the
earthquake struck us, I said to myself,
“Bye-bye new house.” When we went
out to see what had happened, there
stood our beamed, lath and plaster house
as if nothing had occurred. Outside
there is but one crack and inside but
two. To me it seems wonderful that
there are any houses standing after such
a shaking. Only one serious accident
occurred in Oakland; a wall fell upon a
lower building and killed five people.
But eleven miles away, across the Bay,
the people of San Francisco were not so
fortunate.

To describe what happened in detail
is impossible. The tall buildings rocked,
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grated against each
other, and swayed as
trees in a wind. Cornices
fell, chimneys toppled
over,and a fewbuildings
collapsed altogether.
Out in the Mission dis-
trict, for example, the
roadway sank ten feet,
and the houses fell,
killing and wounding
many people. Some
crawled out from the
debris, half naked and
besmeared with blood,
dazed and bewildered.
Some parts of lower Mis-
sion Street, over which
I have since travelled,
have sunk from one to
four feet, leaving the
buildings, which were built on piles,
standing that height above the present
level of the roadway. In other casés,
the buildings have sunk with the street.
In front of the huge Ferry Buildings at
the foot of Market Street, there are cracks
in the roadway from one to six inches
wide, and in places there are depressions
several feet in depth. The lodging
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THE MISSION DOLORES—A CHURCH BUILT IN 1776 BY THE
SPANISH FRIARS, THE FIRST WHITE SETTLERS IN
SAN FRANCISCO—DESTROYED BY FIRE

Photograph copyrighted by Detrort Pub. Co.
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SAN FRANCISCO CITY HALL—WRECKED BY EARTHQUAKE

houses in this district collapsed and
many lives were lost.

Yet the earthquake was as nothing
in comparison with what followed. It
was not thought that San Francisco would
ever have a great conflagration such as
was the fate of Boston, Chicago, Balti-
more, Ottawa, and Toronto. There
were many wooden buildings; in fact, al-
most all the build-
ings were of wood,
except the modern steel
and stone office build-
ings. Dr. Lyman Abbott
once wrote that San
Francisco was the most
wooden town he ever
saw. However, most of
the building material
was redwood, which
is slow burning. This,
with an efficient and
generous fire service, was
thought to be an ample
safeguard.  Neverthe-
less, as in Lisbon in
1755, so in San Fran-
cisco in 19o6—a con-
flagration followed the
earthquake and was
even more disastrous
to property. When the
fire in 1755 ceased, the
most beautiful city in
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MARKET ST, AND THE ‘“‘CALL” BUILDING AFTER BEING SWEPT BY
THIS WAS THE HEART OF THE

THE FIRE,
BUSINESS DISTRICT
Photograph by J. A. Holden

‘urope was a mass of ruins; when that
of 1906 had spent its fury the greatest
city on the Pacific Coast of America
was three-quarters ashes and debris.
Within twenty minutes after the earth-
quake, a hundred fire-calls were sent in
to the different stations. In a few
minutes more the whole
available force was out.
The engines got to work
but the supply of water
gave out immediately
—the engines gave a
cough, the nozzles spat
air, and the men gazed
at each other in con-
sternation. The suction
pipes were dropped into
the sewers, but that
supply was soon ex-
hausted. Black despair
settled upon every per-
son. The city was
doomed, for the flames
were gathering strength
in several quarters. The
soldiers were called out,
gunpowder and dyna-
mite were secured, and

THE CANADIAN
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a great fight began.
From hour to hour,
from day to day, it
continued, but the
flames spread relent-
lessly. Soon Golden
Gate Park, with its
1,050 acres, was the
only refuge, and at
one time it con-
tained about 200,000
homeless people —
millionaires, bankers,
merchant princes,
professional men,
workingmen, and the
inhabitants of China-
town, all were on
the one level. Food,
furniture and wealth
were gone; there
were only men, wo-
men, children and
domestic pets. A
hundred babies were
born that first night in the park, and
the general suffering for many nights
was intense.

On April 25th, just a week after the
earthquake, I decided to pay San Fran-
cisco another visit before sending my MS.
to THE CANADIAN MAcAzINE. It was

“EXAMINER’’ BUILDING IN CENTRE; ‘‘CHRONICLE’’ BUILDING
TO LEFT) ‘‘CALL’ BUILDING TO RIGHT

Photograph by J. A. Holden
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difficult to get over. but with the Editor’s
instructions in my hands, I secured a pass
from the Governor’s headquarters in the
Oakland City Hall. When I got out of
the Ferry Buildings, on the San Francisco
side of the Bay, I was almost lost. It was
difficult to tell just which was Market
Street, that great three and a half mile
thoroughfare. Up to the Call Building,
there was nothing to be seen but tottering
walls. I wanted to go up the street, but

the guard refused to allow me on account
I turned

of the dynamiting of the ruins.

back and went up
Clay Street,climb-
ing for a quarter
of a mile over
debris of all sorts.
In one spot I saw
seven horses and
three waggons
buried under a
fallen wall-—and a sickening sight it was.
From here I went to the Canadian Bank
of Commerce, corner of Montgomery and
California Streets, to get a photograph.
The building was completely gutted.
Just as I got the camera into position, all
the homeless pieces of tin cornice which
hang down everywhere began to clang,
and brick and mortar to fall. All plainly
said, “Earthquake.” I snapped the cam-
era and ran. Unfortunately the negative
was spoiled.

From here, I went up Fifth Avenue to
Kerney, past the Hall of Justice, to China-
town. From the Ferry to Chinatown was
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a fifteen minutes’ walk—but it took me
an hour and a half to climb all the ob-
structions. The underground city, with
its swarms of devils incarnate, was a scene
of desolation. The filth of which it was
proud was gone—Chinatown was at last
washed and purged. Its secret recesses
were revealed and it will never be rebuilt.

Over more debris and on, I at last came
in sight of the Hopkins School of Art.
Here over a million dollars’ worth of art
and architecture had gone up in smoke.
From this point one gets a view of the
whole city. I
stand and
gaze upon the
broadcast
ruin, envelop-
ed in a diaph-

Life beaTs wiTk Ornking
ler for DanFronciseo.

REFUGEES LANDING AT OAKLAND

Sketch by J. A. Holden"

anous pall of smoke—a huge graveyard of
cremated ambitions and hopes.

I have sketched some of the incidents
I saw. The scene at the foot of Broad-
way, Oakland, was typical of several
days. It was here that most of the relief
boats from San Francisco landed the
refugees from the burning city. The
wharves were constantly crowded with
persons seeking for relatives and friends
and many pathetic scenes were enacted.

When the water supply ran out, drink-
ing water rose to 5o cents a glass. The
steam-tugs and other boats on the Bay
came to Oakland and loaded up with the
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“Good God!
The dyna-
mite’s all done
and the city is
doomed.”
Thetales that
might be told
of the suffering
endured are
legion. The
sick and injur-
ed that were
caught by the
flames before
they could be
removed; the
unfortunate

precious fluid. Tanks, barrels, buckets,
bottles and even the holds and the life-
boats were filled.

People went crazy with fright and de-
spair. An incident of this kind occurred
near the Flood Building about four o’clock
on the morning of the third day after the
earthquake. The dynamite had all been
used. Realising what this meant under
the circumstances, one of the firemen,
bloody and begrimed with two days’ hard
fighting, distracted out of his senses,
rushed along Market Street shouting,

wretches who

took too much
liquor from abandoned saloons and were
overtaken by the advancing fire and
burned in the streets; the children who
were separated from their parents by
death or accident and wandered about
aimlessly until overcome by fire and smoke
or rescued by the noble men and women
whose first thoughts were always for
those who were helpless; the numerous
anguished persons seeking for loved ones
who might or might not have perished;
these are but outstanding incidents in
one of the world’s greatest tragedies.

Earthquakes and Volcanic Eruptions

By A. P. COLEMAN, Professor of Geology, University of Toronto

S| N this age of applied science
we are apt to think that the
| forces of nature have been
o) conquered and compelled to
'"‘»—'j do our bidding. We boast
of the millions of horse power developed
by harnessing waterpowers or burning
coal under boilers, and of our railways
and ships and steel-built cities; then
comes a minor volcanic eruption, throw-
ing the largest city of Italy into terror of
imminent destruction; or a slight shiver
of the earth’s crust toppling into ruin the
greatest city of the Pacific Coast,and we
are forcibly reminded that against the

larger forces of nature we are as helpless
as the anthill before the ploughshare.

Of the natural forces working about
us, some are fairly well understood and
even taken for granted, such as wind and
running water, drawing their energy
from the sun; but there are other forces
whose source of energy is the mysterious
interior of the earth far below any insig-
nificant drill hole or mining shaft which
man can sink. It is these subterranean
forces which cause earthquakes and
volcanoes, now and then destroying a
city and rousing our terror; and unfor-
tunately the hearths where they originate

w—
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are so far beyond the reach of study, that
we cannot predict their outbreaks for
even a day ahead, as our meteorologists
can the weather. Professor Matteucci
with his finger on the pulse of Vesuvius
can only record, but not foretell with any
certainty, the mountain’s actions; and
a great earthquake may come without a
moment’s warning.

Our theory of the causes of earthquakes
and volcanoes must depend therefore on
our ideas of conditions far below the
surface of the
earth. We know

that the temper- ‘;‘\
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has been proved that the earth as a
whole is as rigid as steel or even much
more rigid, so that no large part of the
interior can be melted. This is a very
curious result of modern investigation,
for the rocks of the surface have hardly
a tenth the strength of steel, and we know
from mountain structures that at a few
miles depth the strongest rocks cannot
support the weight above them but flow
like pitch under any shifting of the load.

We must think of the earth, then, as
having a thin
outer layer, cold
and brittle easily
cracked and
fissured, over-
lying a warmer
plastic layer
slowly yielding
to changes of
pressure, and a
hot interior of
which we know
little except that
it is as heavy as
iron and more
rigid than steel.
The earth is
slowly shrinking,
either by loss of
heat, or as some
think, because
its particles are
still settling to-
gether and giv-
ing off steam and

gases. As the
crust of the earth
is no longer
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cooling or losing gases it must adjust
itself by breaking or crumpling up as the
interior shrinks beneath it.

Earthquakes and volcanoes are only
incidents in the processes that elevate
continents, build mountain chains, and
deepen sea bottoms; and the real cause
of all these mighty changes is to be found
in the shrinking of the earth’s interior
and the wrinkling of its crust to adapt it-
self to the lessened surface.

Suppose that the land along the Pacific
Coast has long been slowly rising, while
the sea bottom has been settling down,
there comes a time when the rocks at the
junction of land and sea can no longer
stand the strain, but suddenly break and
shift a few inches or a few feet. There
is a violent shock which travels through
the earth’s crust outwards in all direc-
tions, and we say there has been an
earthquake. Earthquake waves are like
sound waves except that they travel
much faster, at a rate of from two to six
miles a second, and their undulations
are very long and low, the change of
level from hollow to crest being seldom
more than half an inch, and often less
than a millimeter (1-25 of an inch).

It seems incredible that so low a
wave should destroy massive buildings,
until we remember the fearful swiftness
of the blow coming at the speed of 10,000
to 30,000 feet per second. The whole
earth trembles when there is an earth-
quake at any point, so that the delicately
poised wire of the seismograph at the
Toronto or Ottawa observatory vibrates
and records a shock in California or
South America, or Japan; though the
record is a few minutes late because of
the time necessary for the waves to travel
the distance between the two places.

The slipping of the strata which makes
the earthquake may show itself to the
eye as open fissures or a “fault” in the
geological sense, one side standing higher
than the other. In a recent earthquake
in Burma, a fault crossed a river, which
now has a fall of about 20 feet, where the
water once flowed smoothly; and in
Alaska a rise of 47 feet was found at one
point after an earthquake.

Often the origin of the shock is due to
a shifting of the sea bottom, as proved by
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the breaking of cables., In such earth-
quakes the sea first retreats from the shore
and then rushes back as a wave 50 feet
high, sometimes sweeping away towns
and villages, and drowning thousands of
people. The coasts of Japan and of
western South America have been devas-
tated more than once by such ‘tidal
waves,”” The centre of disturbance in
the late earthquake in California must
have been inland, however, since no
serious ocean wave was noticed on the
coast.

tarthquakes may last a few seconds
or minutes or may continue for months or
even years, as in Calabria from 1783 to
1786; and they are apt to occur again
and again in the same region, with inter-
vals of years or of a generation between
destructive shocks. The line of faulting
allows slip after slip as the adjoining
areas slowly adjust their level to the
changing conditions.

From the human point of view the
history of earthquakes is one of dire
calamities, of cities ruined without warn-
ing, their inhabitants perishing by thou-
sands under falling walls. One of the
most disastrous was that of Lisbon in
1755, when 6o,000 people lost their lives
in six minutes, many of them by the
sinking of a new pier in the harbour to
which they had rushed to avoid the
falling buildings. The earthquake of
Ecuador in 1868, when 40,000 perished
in a quarter of an hour, was probably the
most fearful during the past century,
though there have been great losses of life
through earthquakes in Japan and the
East within recent years.

The late earthquake in San Francisco
does not compare in the number of its
victims with many of the thousands of
earthquakes recorded in the past, but it
has special interest as the first where a
great modern city with lofty buildings
has been shaken. It has been a surprise
to many that the tall steel buildings suffer-
ed so little when much lower structures of
brick and stone crumbled to ruins.
Evidently elasticity and firm binding of
the parts together so that the building
vibrates as a whole are prime factors of
safety in an earthquake region. The
most serious defect seems to have been
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the brittle material of the
watermains, which were
quickly shattered and car-
ried no water to fight the
flames which sprang up im-
mediately, sweeping the
great stretch of wooden
buildings so characteristic of
Pacific Coast cities.

Earthquakes often occur
in regions where there are
volcanoes, and it has sug-
gested that they are con-
nected; that, for instance,
the movements of molten
rock beneath the surface
might cause earthquakes;
but there are many earth-
quakes far from volcanic
activity, and we may con-
clude that neither is the
cause of the other, but that
both result from the ad-
justment of the earth’s crust
to its shrinking interior, as
mentioned earlier.

There is hardly any actual
fire in volcanoes and no real
smoke, so that the intense
heat of the lava must be ac-
counted for in some other
way. It is generally held
that everywhere a few miles
below the surface the rock
is hot enough to melt if it were not
under tremendous pressure, and that
a lightening of the load by the doming
up of the strata or the opening of
fissures in mountain-building may relieve
this pressure. The white hot layer of
rock then becomes liquid and expands
greatly, forcing itself upward through
fissures, and perhaps reaching the sur-
face. There it piles itself up as a hill or
a mountain with a cup-shaped crater, and
a new volcano has arisen. All deep-
seated rocks seem to be charged with
water and other gases, retained in spite of
the intense heat because there is no way
of escape. When the lava rises to levels
of less pressure the compressed steam ex-
pands and passes into the air as great
columns of steam, the “smoke” of the
volcano. When the lava is very hot and
fluid, as in the Hawaiian craters, the

LIBRARY OF AN EDUCATIONAL INSTITUTION, SHOWING
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steam escapes easily without explosions,
and the molten rock flows swiftly down
the mountain side like so much honey,
till it slowly cools miles away from its
outlet, or even pours over some cliff into
the sea with tremendous turmoil.

On the other hand, there are pasty
lavas from which the steam can escape
only by force with appalling explosions
like that of Krakatoa in 1883, when half
of a mountainous island was blown into
fragments and scattered over all the ad-
joining sea and islands, while fine dust
spread over millions of square miles. In
this eruption and the feebler one on
Martinique four years ago, no lava
flowed and everything given off by the
volcano was flung into the air by the action
of steam.

Most volcanoes lie between these two
extremes and pour out lava from some
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SAN FRANCISCO—THE BUSINESS DISTRICT AFTER THE FIRE

This view shows how the steel-frame buildings braved both

the earthquake and the fire

fissure, while steam explosions are scat-
tering loose materials over the country
round, as in the last eruption of Mount
Vesuvius.

The flow of very fluid lava once played
a large part in the history of the western
States, India, the north of Ireland and
other parts of the world, where thousands
of square miles are covered with sheets
of basalt; but at the present day this type
of eruption is less important. The small
lava streams of modern volcanoes make
fine spectacles at night, and sometimes
threaten or destroy villages on the flanks
of Atna or Vesuvius, but they seldom ad-
vance fast enough to cause loss of life.

Explosive eruptions, however, are the
most terrifying and dramatic geological
activities in the world at the present time.
Masses of red-hot lava are hurled thou-
sands of feet into the air, cooling as they
ascend and battering descending bombs
into fragments of all sizes down to the
finest dust. Bombs from Krakatoa fell
twelve miles away, pieces as large as a
man’s fist were tossed twenty-five miles
from the volcano, while finer sand and
dust buried the tropical vegetation for
hundreds of miles, darkening the sun so
that .noonday was as black as midnight.
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The ' condensing
steam of the explo-
sions fell as torrents
of rain, changing the
volcanic ash to mud;
and, as usually hap-
pens in eruptions,
vivid lightning flash-
ed through the dark-
ness.

The same effects,
though on a far
smaller scale, have
accompanied the late
eruption of Vesuvius,
the thickly falling
ashes crushing the
roofs of the nearer
towns and villages,
and covering the city
of Naples with a pall
of grey.

No volcanic erup-
tions or destructive
earthquakes have
been recorded in Canada, though a some-
what violent and long continued earth-
quake occurred in Quebec in 1663, when
the Indians declared that “the trees were
drunk.” No damage seems to have been
done, however, to the small settlements of
the time.

In Ontario there were, however, once
vast outpourings of volcanic rock and also
explosive eruptions near Lake Superior,
in the Sudbury district, and at other
points in the north; and doubtless there
were great earthquakes while the Lauren-
tian mountains were being elevated; but
these events date from the most distant
geological formations, and are now of
interest mainly for the ores brought up by
the eruptive rocks of the time.

Recent volcanic ash and even cones
with well-formed craters are known in
northern British Columbia and the Yukon,
but there has been no eruption in the
short known history of those regions, nor
have there been notable earthquakes; so
that we may safely look on Canada as
geologically the most quiescent country
in the world. Peace and stability are
characteristic qualities of Canada from
the geological point of view, since our
times of storm and stress ended long ago.



The Lost Earl of Ellan

A Story of Australian Life

By MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED, author of “My Australian
Girlhood,” “‘Fugitive Anne,” “Nyria,” elc., elc.

CHAPTER XI
AT ACOBARRA

s TIAL AISBET, the man by
W(R;‘j whom Qora Galbraith was
4 =if{ rescued, had been one of the
l ol pioneers of northern Aus-

< tralia. Acobarra, his house
—or rather collection of houses—stood
on a hill on the mainland overlooking
the Straits, and his flag, floating from the
highest point of the headland, dipped
to passing vessels of importance and was
saluted in return. Acobarra, part cattle-
run, part pearling station, had a life of
its own which though cut off, com-
paratively speaking, from civilisation, was
hardly less varied and exciting than the
life of the settlement.

When the pearling fleet was in, white,
black and yellow men congregated in a
little native quarter that ran along the
beach, and the more important of Aisbet’s
crews occupied the better-looking cottages
farther back among the palms. Aisbet
was absolute lord in his own domain. He
was a dead shot, and kept order in rough
but effectual fashion. The blacks, who
on the wilder parts of that coast are savage
cannibals, had begun making raids on
his station, but now regarded him as
“Debil-debil,” and kept away. The
Papuans, whom he occasionally visited,
were friendly and allowed him to do a
good trade in native products, and he was
a power in certain of the islands where
missionaries were sometimes glad of his
protection. He had himself married the
daughter of a missionary, once a beauti-
ful girl, still a handsome woman—
straight as a dart, athletic as a man, and
as good a sailor as her husband had in
his fleet of pearling luggers. So, too,
was their daughter of seventeen, who
helped her mother in nursing Oora back
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to life again. But it was now the time
for the pearlers to go out, and Mrs. Aisbet
always accompanied her husband, prac-
tically taking the command of the floating
station, and proving that there was no
cleverer trader in the Timor and Arafura
Seas. This year it had been settled that
her daughter should go with her on the
cruise.

Susan Galbraith thought it an ex-
traordinary life for civilised women to
lead, and decided that for her own part
she preferred the solitudes of gidya and
gum forest, and the legendary romance
of the bush, to the seething human interest
of a Torres Straits settlement. She was
a little jarred by the queerness of the Aco-
barra household, the unconventional Ais-
bet women, the black and brown servants,
the Malays and half-castes, the Dutch-
men—so-called, but who were mostly Ger-
mans—the beach-combers and “shell-
backs,” and all the other strange folk
who at this time came about the Acobarra
headland. Susan could not appreciate
the picturesqueness of her present sur-
roundings, which, however, she was ready
to admit would appeal strongly to her
sister, were Oora only in a condition to
enjoy them. But, alas, since Hal Aisbet
carried the poor blistered form on shore
wrapped in a sailor’s overcoat, Oora had
lain insensible to all that was going on
around, existence for her being only
alternations of delirium and stupor. Her
nervous system had received so severe a
shock, and the fever which followed on
those terrible hours of exposure was of
such serious nature that the doctor, whom
Hal Aisbet had fetched over from Thurs-
day Island, declared at first that she could
not recover. But she was still alive when
her father and sister arrived, having taken
the first possible steamer north, and every
day the flickering hope grew stronger.
Then good Patsy, who had remained be-
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hind, as she and her husband could not
both leave Narrawan without a manager,
got a bush friend and his wife to take
temporary charge of the station and the
two elder children, and with her baby
came north to her step-daughter’s assist-
ance, Mr. Galbraith going back by the
return steamer. -The family migration
was necessary, for it would not have
done to, interfere with Aisbet’s plans.
Though Oora was out of actual danger
at the date fixed for their pearlers’ depar-
ture, she was nevertheless too ill to be
moved for some weeks to come. It was
therefore arranged that the Aisbets should
lend their house to the Galbraiths until
Oora could be taken south.

The Aisbets were gone at last, and a
wondrous. quietude had fallen on Aco-
barra. The flag had been hauled down
from the flagstaff on the hill; the laggard
sailing boats of the pearlers were no longer
visible even as white specks in the sea;
it was afternoon, and Susan Galbraith,
worn out with nursing and relieved by
the knowledge that Patsy was there to
share her responsibilities, rested in the
verandah and realised how intensely
soothing to racked nerves was the sense
of lull that now pervaded the head station.
And apart from the cares of Oora’s ill-
ness, poor Susan was racked with anxiety
about her own unhappy love-affair. For
no word had come to her of or from
Wolfe. She was supposing that he had
gone up to the Yellaroi, and had no
notion that he had been on board the
Quetta. Being painfully assured of the
loss of her own relatives, Susan shrunk
from the harrowing details of the wreck,
and she had been in too close attendance
upon Oora to pay heed to casual visitors
from Thursday Island, or to any gossip
of the settlement which came through
them. Moreover, Wolfe’s name was not
down in the list of those lost or saved,
for he had only gone on board the Quefta
at Cooktown, and had not been entered
in the second-class passenger list. Be-
sides, he was in much the same critical
state as Oora from fever and exposure
on the raft, and consequently, with the
exception of Flash Sam, who for reasons
of his own was not communicative, no
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one at Thursday Island had any clue as to
his identity.

Susan, as she leaned back in her canvas
chair, worn and wraith-like, gave the
suggestion of a tired angel clad in white
muslin and incongruous black ribbons—
ribbons worn as a sign of mourning for
her uncle and aunt. The oval of her
face seemed to have elongated; her skin
was pallid and transparent; her hair,
simply parted and less elaborately dressed
than usual, appeared to have lost vitality,
and her soft blue eyes had a scared look.
In truth, she had been very much fright-
ened while watching at Oora’s bedside.
She had never before nursed anyone in
the grip of fever, and Oora had raved of
terrible things—it was no wonder that
Patsy felt shocked and astonished. In
her delirium she had seemed to be going
through experiences so revolting to Susan
that she had wondered how QOora could
have come out of them alive.

Bye-and-bye Patsy came round the
verandah from Oora’s bedroom looking
worried and puzzled. Patsy did not take
any more than Susan to the Polynesian
and Asiatic elements at Acobarra. The
cook was a Kling; the indoor servants
Japanese boys; the outdoor ones Chinese
and Kanakas. Now that the Aisbets had
left, except their two selves and a nurse-
maid Patsy had brought with her from
Townsville to mind the baby, there were
no white women on the place. The over-
seer who managed the cattle and looked
after things generally, lived in a cottage
apart and was unmarried. It was too
far for the ladies of Thursday Island to
come visiting and Patsy was wishing that
they were all back at Narrawan. Susan
saw, however, that something more than
social and domestic difficulties perplexed
her mother.

“Qora’s asleep,” Patsy began. ‘‘She.
just woke up to drink her beef tea, and
poor enough stuff it is that that creature
in the dirty turban makes. T’ll have to
be after getting her something that’s got
more nourishment in it. She’s that weak
I dare not let her lift her head, but the
worst of the fever is over now, I believe,
with that spurt last night. My word!
that bothered me, Su. However Oora
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could let herself go on like that I’'m sure
I can’t make out.”

She looked questioningly at Susan, but
the girl did not answer, and Mrs. Gal-
braith plumped into a cane chair and
fanned herself with a palm leaf.

“My goodness, it does feel nice to be
quiet after all that racket this morning,”
she said. “I declare I'd sooner live in
the middle of a mob of bullocks at Narra-
wan than here in a camp of pearlers.
And as for a tribe of good old bush blacks,
they’d be a treat after these nasty brownish
yellow breeds! The best thing they have
here is the mangoes!”

Patsy stooped and helped herself from
a basket of the fruit that stood on the floor
of the verandah. She attacked the mango
in an absent manner, spilling the juice over
her hands and lap, and then threw the
fruit away, to be swooped down upon by
a crow, while she rubbed herself with her
pocket handkerchief.

“Beastly things!” she ejaculated, not
making it clear whether she alluded to
the crows, the Malays, or the mangoes.
After a pause she exclaimed suddenly:

“Su, can you make it out?”

“Make what out, Patsy, dear?” Susan
had grown'very gentle of late.

“Why, make out who the man is that
Qora was raving about last night—that
man who seems to have been making love
to her, or that she was making love to,
out there in the sea after the wreck.
Seems a queer time to choose for such
blarney, with the water full of sharks and
people drowning all round. Do you think
her rambling could have been all fancy?”

“I can’t tell you, Pat.”

“Girls don’t go on like that all out of
their own head,” continued Mrs. Gal-
braith, sagaciously. “Sure, I never heard
anything so outrageous. Do you think
your poor Aunt Leitch could have been
aware of what Oora was after?”

“Aunt Leitch was drowned directly
the ship went down,” answered Susan,

sadly.

Mrs. Galbraith shuddered.

“Yes, yes, I know it was awful. I
can’t bear to think of it. I feel as if I
never wanted to hear the Quetta men-
tioned again. But I meant before that.
The man must have been a saloon pas-

senger? What was his name, do you
know ?”

“Oora has never spoken his name.
Patsy, I wouldn’t say anything more
about it. QOora will tell us the truth
when she comes to herself.”

“I’'m not so sure of that. She wouldn’t
have the face to own up to such doings
if she were in her right mind,” said Patsy,
who had strict Irish views as to propriety.
“Have you heard what became of the fel-
low? Was he saved, too?”

“I don’t know.”

“But didn’t your father ask any ques-
tions of anyone?”

“There has been nobody to ask ques-
tions of, Patsy,” replied Susan, impatient-
ly. “Oora was by herself in the water,
as you know, when Mr. Aisbet picked her
up. If he’d been any later, he said, she
must have gone. Mrs. Aisbet told me
she’d never seen anything so dreadful as
the blisters on Oora’s body.”

Mrs. Galbraith shuddered again.

“They’re bad enough now. But didn’t
your father make any enquiries over at
Thursday Island? Wasn’t he horrified to
hear Oora talking in such a way about a
man?”’

“He didn’t know much about how she
talked. It is nearly always at night, and
I’ve been taking the nights till you came.
I tried to keep Dad and the Aisbets out of
Oora’s room when she was excited. And
then Dad—” Susan hesitated.

“Well, what else, Su? Your Dad
would tell me himself, so you may as well,
now he’s gone.”

“Father was thinking a great deal
about Harry,” said Susan, speaking
slowly, as though she found the subject
painful. “You know he heard some-
thing at Thursday Island ?”

Mrs. Galbraith looked at her step-
.daughter with quickened interest.

“No, I didn’t know. Duncan said
nothing. There wasn’t time—my arriv-
ing only yesterday, and he going away
to-day, and there was all the station work
to tell him about. We shifted the sheep
from the Ten Mile, and then some of
the cattle Wolfe helped to get in headed
back again from the Iron Bark country.
Now, if Wolfe had only stopped on as
Duncan wanted, everything would have
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been all right, and your Dad needn’t have
hurried off like this. I suppose you
haven’t heard whether Wolfe is coming
back, Su?”

“No,” said Susan shortly, and turned
away.

“Well, I always said there was some-
thing queer about Wolfe,” observed Patsy,
placidly. “It isn’t a bit surprised I’d
be if he never turned up again at all.”

There was a pause during which Susan
kept her face averted, and Patsy seemed
to be weighing matters.

“I noticed that Duncan looked mighty
troubled last night,” she said, “but it
didn’t strike me that he’d have Harry on
his mind up here. Sure, now I under-
stand the whole thing, Su.”

Susan answered with an effort.

“Do you really, Patsy? It’s more than
I do.”

“Why, you see your father’s been fret-
ting his heart out these last months over
Har.y, though he was too proud to let on
that he was sore. It was after he lost the
track of the boy at Charters Towers, and
he’s been doing all he could to get on it
again. I know he saw Kirby the last
time he was down (Kirby was the local
solicitor), and I believe he told Kirby to
offer a reward. He wouldn’t say any-
thing to you, because of you and Harry
being twins, and knowing how bad you
felt about it. And Duncan’s that close
and stuck up in his opinion, it goes
against him to own himself in the wrong.
But I could tell my poor old man was
blaming himself for having been too
rough on Harry—thrashing him when he
was a kid, and chaining him up that
time. Sure, I’'m glad Duncan heard at
last. How wasit? What’s the news he’s
got, Su? Does he know where Harry is
now ?”

“No, Pat. That’s the trouble. Dad
only knows that Harry has been with bad
companions, and he thinks that some-
thing has happened to him—something
dreadful—and that they’re keeping it from
him.”

“But what is it, anyway, that makes him
think so?”

“T’Il tell you all I know. Dad was over
at Thursday Island, and went into a kind
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of bar place to get a drink. There were
some diggers and bushmen talking and
drinking, and one of them was a man
called Flash Sam, who used to come and
break in horses at our old station Bunda,
till Dad discovered what a bad lot he was
and sent him off. That was before your
time, Patsy. Harry and I were about
twelve. I remember the row there was
because of Harry being somehow mixed
up in it. He was always trying to go to
the men’s huts against Dad’s orders.
Well, Dad said it suddenly struck him

_that Flash Sam might know something

about Harry, and he went up and asked
him straight. Flash Sam was rather
taken aback, he said, and blurted out that
he and Harry had been mates for a time
at the Diggings. Father asked what Dig-
gings, and Flash Sam prevaricated and
contradicted himself, and at last said it
was at Charters Towers, and they had
been prospecting together afterwards, and
Harry had left him in the bush somewhere
near the Palmer. Oh, Patsy, think of
it! Our father’s son—a Galbraith—my
brother—the mate of a blackguard like
Flash Sam!”

“My dear, there isn’t much good in
taking it in that sort of way. It’s what a
lot of people besides Galbraiths have to
put up with in Australia. Sure, my own
brother died on the spree in a shanty out
west. Anyway, it couldn’t have been
Lady Susan’s blue blood that you’re so
proud of, Su, that came ot in Harry. I
expect he had a big drop in him of an-
other colour, and I shouldn’t wonder if
the thrashings hadn’t had something to do
with his being a bit crooked. I said that
once to Duncan. It was how I got to
know what he was feeling himself, and
I’d have bitten my tongue out afterwards
rather than have rubbed it in like that on
the poor old man. But my father who’d
knocked about a good bit, and knew
something, used to declare that to thrash
a boy was the safest way to send him to
the devil. You’ve got to lift up the wrong
sort, not beat them down, and poor Harry
seems to have been the wrong sort from
the time he was a kiddie.”

Patsy spoke in her frank way, not
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meaning to be unkind, but she added
hastily:

“Mind you don’t repeat that to the old
Dad.”

“Do you think I should?” exclaimed
Susan. “But I believe your father was
right. Harry might have been different
if he’d had affection instead of harshness.
And to have been such a lad when he
ruined his life!  It’s true though, he wasn’t
a real Galbraith. Oh, I know, I know,”
she went on miserably. ‘I know that he
drank and boasted, and cheated and told
lies. I know.it all and I loathe it all, but
I can’t get away from the fact that he’s my
twin brother.”

Susan’s enforced calm broke down and
she wept bitterly. Patsy tried to comfort
her, but it was some minutes before she
could be got to resume the story of her
father’s meeting with Flash Sam.

“No, Dad couldn’t get any definite
dates or particulars out of him as to when
he had last seen Harry. Flash Sam grew
abusive, and swore he wasn’t going to do
father a good turn when father had done
him such a bad one in turning him off
Bunda and setting the district against him.
He said if he did know what had be-
come of Harry he’d be even with us by
keeping us on tenter hooks if he could,
and that father had been very hard on
Harry and deserved to suffer for it. Poor
old Dad told me that with tears in his eyes,
Patsy, and I didn’t know how to comfort
him. I felt somehow like lead. I don’t
know what has come over me lately. I
don’t seem to feel about the things in the
way I used.”

“Never mind,” said Patsy. “One
can’t feel about things and sit up nights
on end for ever so long and nurse brain
fever—all at the same time. Don’t you
worry at not feeling, Su, but be thankful
that you don’t—if you don’t,” Mrs. Gal-

_braith added sharply.

Susan smiled through her tears.

“You are rather a comfort, Pat.”

“Well, go on. What next? It doesn’t
seem to me a bit like my old man to put
up with cheek from anybody. Two or
three years ago he’d have upped with his
stock-whip on Flash Sam. I’'m not one
to worrit, Su, but as you’ve begun it, I’ll
tell you that I've been uneasy about your
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father. He hasn’t got his old spunk, and
there are signs about him I don’t like
But this may account for them. How
long ago was it that he saw Flash Sam?”

“Oh, only a few days.”

“I wonder he didn’t go to the Resident
and get the Government people to look
up Flash Sam.”

“He did, but Flash Sam seems to have
gone away or hidden himself.”

“I’d have made him speak,” said Mrs.
Galbraith, savagely.

“Dad said he didn’t want to have a
row in the bar. Besides, some other men
came in, and one of the—a bushman or a
digger took off Flash Sam and began ask-
ing if he’d seen his mate—the other man’s
mate. Dad waited to get hold of Sam
again, but there was a lot of shouting and
drinking going on, and Dad said there
came some kind of a scrimmage, and when
he looked again Flash Sam and the other
man had gone off and were not to be
found. The bar-keeper didn’t even know
their names, and there was an end of it.
That’s all I can tell you, Patsy. Dad
may find out something more if he stays
at Thursday Island to-night. Or, per-
haps he won’t go down this steamer.”

“The Milligans can’t stop at Narra-
wan over the week, and he must get home,
or there’ll be ructions on the station,”
said Patsy. ‘“However, I expect some-
thing will turn up soon, and I’d sooner he
set Kirby to ferret the business out, for
if Flash Sam has to be paid for his in-
formation it had best be done through a
lawyer. Your father’s idea is to give
Harry a fresh start in New Zealand, or
somewhere down South. T’ll be thankful
when it’s done, and the poor old chap has
his mind eased of remorse.”

An infant’s fretful cry sounded from
the other end of the house. Mrs. Gal-
braith started up, saying, “There’s baby
awake. I’ll go to Oora and send the girl
to the child.” :

She went round the corner of the
verandah again, but presently came back.
“Qora’s sleeping quietly. Now, Su, just
you go and take a turn on the beach.
It will freshen you up, and you won’t
feel so down in the mouth.”

Susan took the advice, and putting on
her hat, strolled along the shore at the
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foot of the headland which sloped gently
to the sea. She left the jetty and the
little settlement of huts behind her, and
crossed a small rocky point overgrown
with jungle, beyond which was a tiny bay
and beach of coarse sand in which some
boulders of black rock were embedded.
The end of the point made a natural
breakwater, and in its shelter was a little
private bathing place used by the Aisbets.
The girl seated herself in the shadow of
the rocks above the bathing-place.

It was getting on in the afternoon and a
cool breeze had sprung up. The little
port was quite deserted to-day. Hal Ais-
bet’s schooner and all the pearling luggers
that he owned having gone out, only one
lugger and two or three small fishing
smacks left for the use of the station were
moored at the jetty. Susan found some-
thing dreamy and soothing in the slow,
regular boom of the surf, and in the
whistling sound made by the wind in the
tops of some cocoa palms behind her. The
sea looked peaceful and smiling. Green
islands made emerald patches here and
there; gleams of white sand showed bright
against the green. There were béche-de-
mer fisheries on some of the islands, and
she could see one or two small craft, their
sails bellying in the pleasant South-east
Monsoon.

Presently Susan noticed that one of the
boats was bearing from the direction of
Thursday Island towards the Aisbets’
jetty. It passed round the rocky point,
and Susan saw that a man in the stern
of the boat put up a pair of glasses and
looked at her. She wondered vaguely if
her father had changed his mind about
taking a steamer on the morrow, or if any
of the pearling party had returned. After
a little while she heard a step coming over
the neck of the point and turned, with a
startled movement, to see a man walking
towards her—a short, thick-set person in
a neat blue serge suit, which sat with a
jaunty air upon him, fitting his square,
burly form with particular trimness.
Susan recognised the brown, strong face
at once. It was her old Sydney admirer,
Lieutenant Brian Cordeaux.

She was not wholly unprepared for the
sight of him. She knew that the Clytie
was cruising somewhere in Polynesian
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waters, and guessed that Brian had re-
ceived her note bidding him welcome to
Narrawan.

Of course, Susan thought she ought to
have written again after the Quetta dis-
aster, but the Aisbets told her of how Mr.
Cordeaux sailed over to Acobarra before
her own arrival there, to enquire after
Oora, and she had understood from them
that he was not at present with his ship,
but spending part of his leave in seeing
something of bush life on the coast. Evi-
dently he had now returned from his trip.

g
CHAPTER XII

BRIAN GOES A-WOOING

USAN showed no particular agita-
tion at the sudden appearance of
Cordeaux, and he had no reason for sup-
posing that parting from him had caused
her suffering. Yet it was impossible for
him to doubt that since their last meeting
she had been going through a phase of
acute emotion. He was shocked at the
change in her, though he naturally at-
tributed it to distress about her sister’s
illness and grief at the loss of her relatives
in the wreck of the Quetta. So for the
first few minutes of their conversation he
would not broach the painful subject.

“I heard you were here,” he said,
“and that’s why I have come. Of course
to ask after your sister as well. I hope
she’s better ?”

“Yes, thank you,” answered Susan;
and he went on:

“You don’t mind my breaking on your
solitude? I saw you from the boat, so
instead of going up to the house, I thought
I’d come round and meet you. You
weren’t going back yet? May I sit down,
too?”

He did not wait for her permission, but
clambered to a jutting part of the little
cliff close to the boulder on which she
again placed herself. His position raised
him slightly above her, and he had to
bend forward to see into her face. She
had taken off her shady hat, for the cliff
sheltered them from the sun,and sat quietly
listening to him as he told her of his
recent doings. It seemed to him that she
had grown much more sedate. There



THE LOST EARL OF ELLAN

had been about her before a certain
subdued self-consciousness which he had
liked, and which now seemed lacking.
Had he been subtle enough to analyse
the reason for his approval of this quality
in her he would have understood that the
self-consciousness of a pretty woman is a
compliment to the man with whom she
is talking, for it shows that she is not
indifferent to his opinion. But Brian
Cordeaux was far too simple for any such
subtleties of analysis.

“The beach would be the jolliest place
in the world if it wasn’t for the mosquitoes
and sandflies,” he remarked, keeping
carefully to the commonplace. “Still,
you seem to be pretty free from them
here.”

“The wind has blown them away the
last day or two,” she answered. There
was silence, then he exclaimed abruptly:
. “Can’t I do anything?”

And as she turned to him in surprise, he
added ruefully:

“Jt makes me miserable to see you
looking so wretched and worn out. Of
course I know what a rough time you’ve
had. I've been so awfully sorry for you
all. And seeing you like this makes me
want to try and comfort you—though I
don’t know how. But I can’t even offer
you the consolation of chocolate nougat—
there isn’t a branch from Charbonnels in
Torres Straits. Do you remember how
angry you used to get when I chaffed you
for being like all Australian girls, fond of
lollipops?

He laughed agitatedly, and she could
not help laughing with him. He did not
stir her heart in the least, but she thought
what a good, kind brother he would have
made. If only Harry had been like him—
the very thought was a stab.

“I’'m so thankful that your sister is
better,” he went on. “She really is quite
out of danger now, I hope?”

“The doctor said so last time he saw
her,” Susan answered. ‘“He seemed to
think she would get well soon now. He
says she must have extraordinary stamina
to have lived through all those hours in
the water.”

“By Jove, yes!” Brian exclaimed.
“There isn’t a woman in a million who
could have gone through what she did.
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I expect it’s like a nightmare—the thought
of it.” N

Susan shuddered. ‘She was delirious,
but the fever has gone now, though last
night it returned a little. My step-
mother’s “coming excited her.” ' Susan
spoke confusedly, and added: “But now
she is quiet and sleeping peacefully.”

“That's good!” A sudden ‘thought
struck Brian, and he began impulsively,
“Do you know, I've wondered several
times if she could have been a girl some
fellows we picked up told me about.
There were three of them on a sort of raft
with a pole for steering gear.” He stop-
ped, seeing that a look of apprehension
had come on Susan’s face, and that she
shrank from the subject. '

“T daresay it wasn’t your sister at all,”
he went on lamely. ‘No, I come to re-
member that it didn’t sound as if the girl
could have been your sister.”

Susan drew a little breath' of relief.
“Why?” she blurted out. :

“Oh, well, I don’t fancy from the way
they talked that she could have been
exactly a lady. T expect she was one of
the second-class, or steerage people. Miss
Galbraith, you’ve turned quite white.
It’s a shame of me to go raising up what
must be a nightmare to you, too.”

“Yes, it is,” she answered frankly.
“Don’t talk about that awful time to
Oora or anybody. The doctor said we
mustn’t; he wants her to forget it.””

“I don’t wonder,” replied Brian, sym-
pathetically, “and Tl steer clear of the
subject and not ask any more awkward
questions. But T expect when she gets
over all this, your sister won’t be allowed
to forget her feat of endurance. She
might compete with the fellows who are
always trying to swim across the'Channel,
and T should think she would beat the
lot.” ¢

“Qora has always been a splendid swim-
mer. The blacks at Bunda taught her,”
said Susan. i

“And you?”

“Oh, I used to be awfully frightened of
sharks. But Oora was never frightened
of anything—on land or water.”

“That's lucky for her, but I don’t
think I care about women being as brave
as all that,” said Cordeaux. ‘“If everyone
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of them was, there’d be nothing for us
men to do in looking after them.”

“Do you think that’s all women are
good for—to be looked after?”

“No, some of them are meant to be
worshipped,” he answered huskily, “but I
like to do the looking after—when—I like
the women. I never hankered after
heroines in private life—there, you're
starting and shaking again, and it isn’t
even a sandfly this time,” he added,
tenderly.

“Well, you see, I am not a heroine.”

“I shouldn’t care for you so much if
you were. Don’t be angry with me for
saying that.” o e T

“I'm not angry.” 3 :

“No. I almost wish you were. You
seem too tired and too apathetic to be
angry.”

“I was saying something like that to
Patsy this afternoon.”

“That you felt apathetic?”

“Leaden—as if I couldn’t feel.”

“Perhaps that’s because you’ve been
feeling too much,” he hazarded. She
nodded, and then the concern in his face
and some freakish womanly impulse for
which she could not account made her
add—certainly not in an apathetic manner:

“Oh, I've been so unhappy.”

He put out his hand, strong, square-
tipped, capable—a true sailor’s-hand,
and laid it sympathetically on hers. But
she winced so unmistakably that he with-
drew it at once.

“I wish I knew what it was you’ve
been unhappy about. Your sister’s ill-
ness, of course—but only that partly.
She’ll be all right soon now that she’s
turned the corner. It’s wonderful how
quickly they pick up when the corner’s
turned. I'm afraid it’s not only your
sister.” ;

Her silence was confirmation of his
suspicions.

“Is it somebody else ?”” as she still kept
silence. He paled visibly under his tan,
and his lips twitched in his anxiety. “I
wish you’d tell me,” he whispered urg-
ently.

“I—I can’t.”

“But you can tell me this at least. Is
it only since you've been up here that
you've felt so unhappy ?”
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“No—mno,” she faltered. She looked
towards him for an instant and blushed
under his eager, perplexed gaze. “Never
mind, Mr. Cordeaux. It’s true that Dve
been unhappy, but I can’t possibly tell
you why. Please don’t ask me.”

“I must ask you one question. I do
beg you to answer it. Is it because of
any other man?”

She put out her hand remonstrantly
and shook her head in a way that might
have meant either a negative reply or a
mere rebuke.

He chose the first interpretation. “Then
there is no other?”

“Hush! hush! you mustn’t question
me. You have no right,” Susan cried.

“That’s true. But it isn’t my fault.
It’s the fault of Fate. Don’t punish me
for that. T wish I had the right.”

“Fate is responsible for a great many
things,” said Susan, trying to ignore the
passion in his tones.

“Well, Fate—or the Commodore of
the Australian Naval Station, or a ras-
cally Portuguese half-breed who incited
the natives of Namounea to kill some
British subjects—whatever you like to
call it, was to blame for my not telling
you six months ago that you were the
one woman in the world for me,” he said
impetuously. “There now, Miss Gal-
braith, it’s out, and all my prudent reso-
lutions with it.”

“Oh! oh! it’s very wrong and foolish of
you to act against your prudent resolu-
tions,” answered Susan, taking refuge in
banter.

“I know it is. But no man’s resolu-
tions will stand up against the suggestion
of another fellow. Ah! you won’t take
me seriously—but please—please, Miss
Galbraith, you must. I'm a blunt sort
of chap, and when I begin to speak I gen-
erally find that I say too much and that
the safest thing would have been to say
nothing. But at all events I hope I'm
straightforward.”

“Of course you are.
like you.”

“The only reason? Thanks. Now,
I want you to be just as straightforward
to me. If any other lucky devil has been
promoted over my head I.suppose I
must grin and bear it; but for goodness

That’'s why I
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sake, don’t tell me that I’ve got to retire
on a small pension of sisterly sympathy.”

She laughed. “I observe that notwith-
standing your extreme seriousness you
are still able to turn a joke.”

He made a rueful grimace.

“I was born so. Surely you wouldn’t
have me pull a stern and tragic face?”

Susan laughed again softly.

“T couldn’t fancy you pulling a stern
and tragic face.”

“Couldn’t you? Well, you should
have seen me when we had our brush
with the natives of Namounea. But
Miss Galbraith, I'm really as serious as
ever I can be. Won’t you answer me
frankly? Are you engaged to be mar-
ried to any other man?”

Susan looked out seaward, avoiding
his earnest eyes, while confused thoughts
surged vaguely through her mind. She
was so sore and miserable that she had
a wild impulse to tell him the truth. But
if he knew the truth he might not think
so highly of her, and Susan had the femi-
nine weakness of wishing to stand well
with every man—especially a man who
had ever admired her. Besides, she
could scarcely explain the situation with-
out betraying Wolfe’s secrets, and in any
case it was humiliating to herself. Susan
had a painful suspicion that she had let
herself love unsolicited. That was what
she minded most. That was what she
could not tell Brian Cordeaux.

So at last she answered deliberately,
but with a faint tinge of bitterness in her
tone, “No, I am not engaged to be
married.”

She could not help seeing from the sud-
den relaxation of his features and the
relief in his eyes how sharp his suspense
had been. ‘““Ah! then there’s hope for
me,” he cried. “I’'m not a bit afraid of
philanderers. You are not the sort of
girl to go in for half and half love-affairs.
Everything would have to be on strict
lines for you. You wouldn’t let yourself
down to anything else. There’s too
much dignity about you.”

Susan turned scarlet. She wasashamed,
yet glad that she had said nothing about
Wolfe.

“But, of course, that makes no differ-
ence,” she faltered.
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“Yes, it does, to me—all the difference.
It decides me to speak out. I thought I
wouldn’t, but I feel now that I must. Of
course you saw in Sydney that I was in
love with you?”

“No—no—don’t say that.”

“It’s true, and there’s no good in pre-
tending you didn’t know it. Well, I
thought a lot about the justifiability of
proposing to you, but I'm pretty sure I
should have made a fool of myself if
Fate hadn’t stepped in and carried you
off to Mossvale that week and me and
my ship to Namounea. Still, I'd fairly
well decided that I wasn’t in a position
to warrant my asking a girl like you to
marry me, seeing that I was only—"”

“Oh yes, I know,” she interrupted
with a nervous little laugh. “You told
me—I think almost the first time we met
—that you were only the younger son of
a younger son and had neither money nor
expectations. Iremember your words. I
saw that you wanted me to understand from
the outset that you weren’t the kind of well-
born Englishman for an Australian girl
to—"" She stumbled and laughed again.

He reddened uncomfortably.

“To waste powder and shot on. You
needn’t be cruel, Miss Galbraith. What
a beastly cad you must have taken me
for! I don’t know how such an idea
could have got in your head—in connec-
tion with yourself. As if you were the
type of Australian girl who—"

“Yes—who?”

She liked turning the tables on him,
and found keen feminine pleasure in his
confusion.

“Oh, well, there were some girls in
Melbourne and Sydney—I hate saying
disrespectful things of ladies—but these
weren’t ladies. You come across the
sort in every garrison town all over the
world. Here, I’ve heard Bushmen call
them ‘jumped-up ones.” They seem to
consider that a commission in Her Majes-
ty’s Navy is a kind of patent of nobility,
and their one chance of making a good
match. If they only knew what poor
penniless devils we mostly are!”

His tan face crinkled up all over with
involuntary amusement. But he soon
sobered down again.

“I assure you if you’d been in my
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shoes you’d have seen the necessity of
defences—in some cases at least. But
tell me—you didn’t feel sore over that
unlucky speech of mine, did you? You
didn’t go on thinking me a bounder?”

“Of course not. But you must own
that it was quite natural that I should
resent the imputation.”

“You know that I wouldn’t for the
world do anything you didn’t like. But
I want you to understand—?

“Indeed, you must not,” she replied.
“It’s no use, I do understand.”

“No, I think not quite. I was just
considering whether I ought to speak
about something which has lately hap-
pened. You're sure to hear about it, if
you haven’t already. It’s about my own
circumstances. There’s a good chance
of my being in a different position—in
a worldly sense. Perhaps you saw in the
papers that my uncle Ellan and his son
—his only son—were killed in a railway
smash in the States a little while ago. I
saw it in the English telegrams the day
after the Quetta business; I haven’t had
any letters yet, but, of course, it's true—
and—it may make a great difference to
me.”

Susan did not seem at the moment to
grasp the practical significance of  his
words, perhaps because of late her mind
had been running so much on death and
sudden catastrophe that she could not
realise death and catastrophe as possibly
bringing good fortune to anybody.

“Ididn’t know,” she said; “we haven’t
been getting the papers over here. The
Aisbets don’t seem to care about English
news. I am sorry,” she added, ““if you
have been in trouble like ours.”

“It isn’t that—personally speaking—
though, of course, it’s a terrible thing the
two of them being taken off all at once
like that—just sitting still in a railway
carriage. There’s my cousin Linne, poor
chap, with his life all before him and
everything a man could want to make
him happy. And here am I—who might
so easily have got a poisoned arrow into
me, like Goodenough the Commodore—
you know—I never was grazed. It’s
Linne T feel sorry about. The old Lord
was rather a terror in his way. Still,
you see, Miss Galbraith, if it was a ques-
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tion with you of being Countess of Ellan,
wouldn’t it make some difference ?”

“Oh, I see!” Susan exclaimed and
stopped short, arrested by the magic of
his words. To be a Countess! That
indeed would make a difference. Vet,
oh! if it were only Wolfe who might be
the Earl of Ellan—and she his Countess.
The thought thrilled Susan. But that
was impossible. Wolfe had nothing to
do with this man or his family. Wolfe,
in spite of his calm assumption that he
was as well born as she, could have no
connection with the bluer blood of Eng-
land—not even such as Susan might
claim through her ancestress Lady Susan
Galbraith. The modern Susan heaved
an involuntary sigh. She would have
been such a worthy Countess!

“Oh, you mustn’t think that that
would make any difference to me. How
could you think so?” she murmured
gently, the blood rushing to her face as
she reﬂectqd on all the difference it actu-
ally made." . “It seemed to me that if I
allowed such a consideration to weigh
with me I should be just like the dreadful
sort of Australian girls that you despise.
But of course it wouldn’t.”” And Susan
heaved a second unconscious sigh.

“No, no, you couldn’t be,” he cried.
“Oh, forgive me for saying what I did
about them. Let’s forget it. Can’t you
see that I never classed you with that
kind of girl? And can’t you see the dif-
ference that all this makes to me? If it
were my luck to inherit my uncle’s title
and estate I should feel that I had some-
thing worth having to offer you. He
wasn’t a rich man, but we could chuck
the service, and we'd live where you
liked—divide our time between Ellan and
Australia—if you chose. But, perhaps,
I’d no business to suggest this possibility.
You’ve only made me love and honour
you all the more by saying that it wouldn’t
weigh with you. I should know then if
you took me that it would only be for my
own sake. But I must find out first
whether the man who has a senior right
to the succession is alive or dead.”

Susan’s blush died down, and she asked
interestedly:

“There’s another heir, then?”

“If he’s alive. A cousin older than I
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am who got into a mess in England and
had to clear out, and has never been
heard of since—except once it seems—
and that was out here somewhere in New
South Wales. Do you know a place called
Casino?”

“T think it’s a little township right
away south.”

“Well, that’s where he was last seen—
in ’85. Four years isn’t a long time
though, and I don’t know why I should
have settled it in my mind that my cousin
Jem is dead. . . Well, yes I do.”

Brian’s innate candour forced him to
the confession: ‘“The fact is I did hear
something that makes me pretty sure he
is dead. But the man who told me looked
such an out-and-out villain—of the worst
Thursday Island type, and that’s saying
a good deal—that to tell the honest truth
I’m rather ashamed of having the smallest
truck with him. However, perhaps that’s
a point in the favour of the genuineness of
his information, for I should suppose that
James Cordeaux was rather the sort to
take up with disreputable characters, and
it appears that ‘up north’ at least, one
mustn’t let one’s self be hampered by moral
prejudices. Anyhow, there was nothing
to be done, but to let the chap bring his
proof—if he had it—and when he does, I
shall know better where I am. We'll
wait and see what turns up. But for the
present let me be your friend—just as I
was before. May I?”

“By all means, if you like,” she answer-
ed rather coldly. She got up from her
seat as she spoke and put on her hat, a
little bitter smile curving her lips at the
easy adaptability to circumstances which
her own nature found impossible to com-
prehend, but which is part of the inmost
being of the true British sailor. She
would have preferred him to be a trifle
tragic. It would have seemed more
natural and was quite to be expected.

“TJolly nip in the air, isn’t there?” he
said, as she rose to her feet.

“Yes, it’s getting chilly,” she answered.
“Po you see how late it is, T must be going
back to the house.”

Brian rose, too, and looked out over the
sea, which was coloured by the reflection
of the setting sun. “I’m going to throw
myself on your mercy,” he said. “Surely,
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you wouldn’t have the heart to send me
away in the dark?”

“Of course not,” she answered indif-
ferently. “Come up and see Patsy.”

“ Just what I’m yearning to do. Patsy!
What a delightful name, to be sure! Your
step-mother, don’t you mean? Will she
be as kind as you, I wonder? For
you are kind, Miss Galbraith. And I
hope you’ll be ever so much kinder. The
fact is, I’'ve been manceuvring for an
invitation to stay over here,and it was a
bitter blow to me when we sighted Aisbet’s
yacht making for Thursday Island, for I
was afraid you might be on your way to
the steamer. I found out, however, that
it was your father he was taking across,
and that Aisbet and Mrs. Aisbet were
going pearling. I hailed the yacht and
went aboard. Now, you know I knew,
that you were here,and that your sister
had fairly turned the corner. Your father,
was kind enough to say that you and Mrs.
Galbraith wouldn’t be altogether dis-
pleased to see me—he thought I could
cheer you up a bit. Aisbet told me he’d
lent you the house, but that his overseer
would put me up if I liked to stay and do,
some pig-sticking. There’s a lot of wild
pig about here, isn’t there?” i

“I believe so,” said Susan demurely.
Her quiet acceptance of the proposition,
nettled Brian.

“Of course, I don’t care a hang about
the pigs,” he said, grumblingly. “7 don’t
want to stick ’em—why should I-—poor
innocent things! I want to stay with you,
but I’'m not sure whether I ought to ask
it

“It seems to me you have asked it, Mr.
Cordeaux,” laughed Susan, forced into
good humour. ‘Faith, an’ haven’t ye a
dhrop of Oirish blood in yer veins?” she
added, caricaturing Patsy’s brogue.

¢TI don’t know what you mean,” and he:
stalked along over the beach beside her,
his blunt-tipped, yet rather aggressive,
nose held up in the air, but a joyous gleam
in his eye.

“Ah! you would if you knew Patsy.
She’s very downright, but she has a
wheedling way with her—something like
yours. It belongs to the race.”

“Does it indeed! Well, I'm partly
Scotch, of course, but would that I could
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claim common descent with Patsy. If
she hails from the north-east of Ireland
it’s not unlikely, for we know that the
same roots and branches that bloom in
that part of the bog-land have close
kinship with the land of heather and
cakes.”

“Dear Patsy! She was transplanted
‘lang syne,’”” said Susan; “but she has
the kindest heart in the world. And she
wouldn’t be happy, Mr. Cordeaux, if we
didn’t take you in—so you’d better come
to us.”

“And you ?” he said hastily. “Wouldn’t
you be happy? But I suppose I mustn’t
ask. Give me the chance of coming—
that’s all.” :

They were nearly at the house now.
The dusk had fallen quickly, and groups
of shadows flitted sombrely from point to
point along the land, pausing to settle
down here and there. A pale stretch of
grey, striped at one place with rose, show-
ed where the waters of the Pass lay behind
them, fringed by the uneven shore. The
little headland to their left stood up in
jagged points against the sky. The tops
of the cocoa palms were being lifted lazily
by a saucy young breeze, which had come
to play games with the shadows. It dart-
ed in a venturous gust upon Susan, laying
some sharp kisses on her averted cheeks
and stinging them into warmth. Tt brought
with it a whiff from the salt sea, and as it
passed Brian the breeze tossed to Susan
an overpowering sense of that young
man’s personality, with which it seemed
in some queer way akin. Never before
had she been so keenly conscious of his
presence, fresh, virile, sweet-smelling,
with a just perceptible odour of tobacco—
a strongly determinate presence. His
light, firm tread made easy work of the
heavy sand, and the boulders over whic
Susan stumbled. ;

The pair stopped simultaneously near
the entrance to the house. “What about
your things?”” said Susan. “Mr. Meikle-
john, the overseer, might lend you what
you’ll want for to-night. T suppose you’ve
nothing of your own here ?”

“Oh yes, I have,” laughed Brian, en-
tirely unembarrassed. “I’ve been in the
bush, you see, and I've learned something
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about bush ways and bush hospitality.
My traps are in the boat. I thought I’d
better bring them on the off-chance of
your keeping me. I got a fishing chap at
Thursday Island to bring me over here,
and he’s probably waiting for me down at
the jetty.”

“Then I should send him back again,”
said Susan; “there are plenty of boats
here and Kanakas and people who can
take you back to Thursday Island when
you want to go.”

“I shan’t want to go, if it’s left to me,
but unfortunately my skipper has a voice
in the matter. The limitations of leave
in H. M.’s Navy are a desperate considera-
tion, you know. Mine will be up before
long, and then I shall have to rejoin my
ship, if she’s in from Port Moresby. The
skipper promised me an extension, but
that was only if I had to go down to
Sydney, or to do anything about this
lost Earl of Ellan business. However,
I’m going to let that drop for the time, I
shall leave it to the lawyers and to Fate.
Jim Cordeaux will turn up if he’s alive
quite as soon as I want to see him, and if
he’s dead—well, I shall get the news. As
I told you, Miss Galbraith, I’ve discov-
ered there are ghouls in Australia only too
ready to earn a reward by ferreting out
even the most gruesome information. By
Jove! though—it will have to be well
authenticated before that reward is paid.
But I’m not going to think about that—I
say—you’re sure your sister won’t mind
my coming about the place.”

“Scarcely!” said Susan. “You prob-
ably won’t see much of her at first, but
when you do I shouldn’t wonder if she
makes great friends with you. She’s just
the kind of girl.”

“I mean to make friends with her,”
said Brian heartily. “You don’t know
what a fascinating fellow I can be when I
put my mind to it. I warn you that I’'m
going to ingratiate myself with Mrs. Gal-
braith and Miss Oora.”

“You won’t find it difficult,” said Susan,
with a touch of cynicism which he was
far too simple to detect. “I’ll tell some-
body to bring up your bag,” she added,
as she went on to the house, while he ran
with a light heart back to the beach.

TO BE CONTINUED



A Tale of the Pasquia Post’

The Last of Four Western Stories

By HERMAN

ORTH of Line fifty, the gloom

of night follows fast on the
jl;‘ trail of the setting sun. The
twilight is so short as to be
scarcely deserving of the
name, and it therefore behooves the trav-
eller to pitch camp while there is yet the
height of a good tall man between the sun
and the horizon. Let him fail in this and,
devoured of mosquitoes, he shall grope in
the dark for dry wood wherewith to build
his smudge.

A knowledge of this all-important fact
caused the Factor of Pelly to turn sharply
in his saddle when the last rays of the sun
were obscured by a distant clump of pop-
lars. He, with old Sandy and the Beaver,
was crossing the stretch of lake and slough
which lies between the base of the Pasquia
Hills and the sleepy waters of the Carrot
River. They were a good six days north
of Pelly—far beyond their usual hunting-
grounds—but furs had not been coming
in very lively of late, and the Commis-
sioner at Garry was a dour man and hard
to please.

“Where’s the Beaver?” the Factor
asked, in rather sharp tones. ‘““And why
has he not pitched camp? We’ll be eaten
alive, and that without sauce, in less than
ten minutes from now.”

“T'm thinkin’,” replied the trapper,
“that the red de’il’s pushed awa’ ahead.
They Obijays we fell in wi’ three days syn’
tell’t him a muckle o’ queer tales o’ these
pairts. An’ I'm no sayin’,” he added,
gazing suspiciously around, “that it’s no’
a fearsome place.”

Fearsome it certainly was. The weird
wailing of a solitary loon came from the
reeds of a marshy slough close by, the
night-wind rustled softly through the
gloomy spruce, and a distant owl filled the
air with his solemn questioning.

Pressing forward at a gallop, they soon
overtook the Beaver. The great wheels
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of the Red River cart had ceased to send
north their monotonous complaint—he
was waiting for them.

“What’s the matter, Beaver? Why
haven’t you camped ?” The cheery tones
of the Factor’s voice echoed and re-echoed
through the dismal swamps and woods.

“No like to camp. Heap bad spirits
here. Long time ago, heap long time, big
mooniah kill plenty Injuns, and bad Injuns
kill him. All killed, none left. Injuns
no like to come here any more.”

“Well, push on and camp at the first
high ground. Spirits are better company
than mosquitoes.”

The creaking cart lumbered on into the
gathering darkness. Swarms of mos-
quitoes rose from the long grass, sweeping
in clouds against the faces of the travellers,
settling behind their ears, and biting vic-
iously. The tortured horses frothed at
the mouth and whinnied their vexation;
and the dogs gave vent to human-like ex-
clamations of pain and misery, wiping
their chops with their paws. And thus
they moved forward, a slapping, snapping,
swearing procession of tormented impeni-
tents.

A half-hour of purgatory and the cart
came to another stop. Before it loomed
a large obstacle, which on riding forward
the Factor made out to be some large
building. He could see the projecting
gables dimly outlined against the dark-
grey sky; no smoke arose from the chim-
neys; all was dark, solitary, and silent.
A high stockade, from within which came
the dank smell of last year’s rotting leaves,
surrounded the big house; not a light
showed, and the melancholy creak of a
door swinging to and fro in the night-
wind was the only answer to the Factor’s
halloa. The atmosphere of mystery about
the place affected even the animals; the
horses sniffed the air suspiciously, and the
dogs crept whining between the legs of
their masters.

“ What place can this be?” asked the
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Factor. “I had no knowledge of any
house in these parts.”

“It maun be the auld post,” answered
the trapper. “Years agone, i’ the time
o’ Factor McKenzie, the Company had
an outpost i’ thees direction; but they’d
a micht o’ trouble wi’ the Injuns, an’
drawed it in. I'd a thocht it wad ’a’
burnt doon lang syn’, but there’s a power
o’ lakes an’ sloughs aboot here, an’ I
reckon they keepit the fires awa’.”’

“Well, climb over, Sandy, and chop
off that bar. We stay here to-night.”

“I'm no exactly likin’ the job. The
place has aye an uncanny luik.” The
Scotchman spoke in uneasy tones.

“Give me the axe, then.  We stay here
to-night, spirits or no spirits.”

A few vigorous strokes of the axe, and
the great gates fell in from the rotting
hinges. The dogs plunged across the
open space and rushed towards the build-
ing, barking furiously. A hollow echo
answered the noisy baying, and they saw
within the old house that which sent them
back, bristling and uneasy to the Factor’s
heels.

The superstitious Indian made trem-
bling haste towards the getting-on of a fire.
He gathered together the pieces of the
broken gate, and, bringing forth his
tinder-box, nervously chipped away with
flint and steel. A ‘spark caught; with
coaxing breath he gently fanned it to a
flame, and presently, the blaze shooting
upward, brilliantly illumined the time.
worn front of the old store. It was an old
Red River frame, and the plaster was
fallen away from the cracks between the
logs, leaving it the very skeleton of a
building. The shutters were all gone,
and the black spaces looked forth like
ghostly eyes from the scarred front.

The Factor pulled a blazing brand from
the fire and walked over to the open door.
The dogs whined as though to warn him,
followed him for a few steps, and then ran,
howling, back to the fire. He stepped
within. A cry of horror and surprise
burst from his lips, and he staggered
against the advancing Scotchman. The
torch dropped from his hand, its last
sputtering sparks intensifying the black
darkness; but lit up by nature’s secret
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alchemy, all shining with phosphorescence,
the awful thing remained in full view.

Giving vent to an hysterical “Gude
save us!” the trapper shot through the
door and ran for the reassuring blaze of
the fire. But the Factor was made of
different clay. Ceaseless conflict with
iron forces of nature and incessant strife
with wild beasts and wilder men had
hardened his soul, wherefore he stood his
ground and faced the thing. The door
swung to behind him with a mournful
creak and shut him in with the dead. He
was sore afraid, aad breathed faster than
his wont, yet moved not nor gave sign of
the inward terror. Small wonder that he
felt the touch of fear! The blighting
philosophy of modernity, which destroys
the hope of man while fortifying him
against the terrors of the imagination,
had not yet laid its leprous hand on the
men of the woods. To him the spirits of
good and evil were concrete realities, and,
for aught he knew, the thing before him"
might be one of the myriad shapes of the
Father of Sin.

“Bring a light!”

The command issued from firm-set lips.
The trapper would willingly have dis-
obeyed, but there was in the voice that
which demanded obedience. So, fortify-
ing himself with a couple of burnin
brands, he re-entered the building. The
ruddy light of the torches penetrated into
every corner of the room, falling full upon
the thing and dispelling its unearthly
radiance.

It was the skeleton of a man lying be-
neath the ladder which led to the room
above. Only a skeleton! yet surely never
before had human being set eyes on such
a frame. The curving backbone rose
from between shoulder-blades of unusual
width, telling the story of an immense
hump. The bones of one leg were shorter
than those of the other, the hips set wide
apart, and the legs bowed like those of a
gorilla. The entire frame was massive
and strong, and marked the owner as hav-
ing been broad, squat, misshapen, and
immensely powerful. The skull was that
of an Indian, but the brow rose high
above the eyeless sockets, denoting an in-
telligence far above the average of the
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race; yet with this unusual development
were associated local peculiarities which
indicated the basest passions. Strangely
sinister was the impression conveyed by
this last poor remnant of a man, so marked
indeed as to strike even the dull percep-
tion of the trapper.

“The chiel was na’ verra bonny,” he
remarked, ‘“‘an’ it wad pay a man weel tae
keepit a twa days’ journey frae the likes
o’ him. An’ what’s thees?” He had
stumbled over something lying on the
floor. “Gude save us! eef it is no’ an
auld ledgy o’ the Company’s!”

The Factor took the book from his
hand and walked over to the firelight.
An old ledger it surely .was, bound in
sheepskin and cornered with brass. The
entries were made in a neat, clerkly hand,
and set forth the amountsof goodsreceived,
the manner of their disposal, and the num-
ber of bales of fur despatched to Garry.
The last entry read:

“To Silent Man. to killing that thief
Esthahagan. 1 Musket and 2 Horns of
Powder.”

The faded writing carried the Factor
back to those old times of trouble and
bloodshed, and the persons mentioned
passed before him in a long phantasma-
goria. He mused quietly over the yellow
pages and speculated as to their lives and
deaths. M’Garry, the recording clerk,
he knew, became Commissioner of Garry,
and died full of years and honour. But
what of these others, whose little lives
were just as important in their own eyes
and those of God? They also had de-
parted and were as the last year’s grass.

But what is this entry on a new page,
written in a great, sprawling hand?
M’Garry’s trim goose-quill never fash-
joned that splashing scrawl. A sharpened
stick, dipped in soot and grease and
wielded by a heavy hand, alone could
have produced it. The Factor lowered
his head over the page and read on:

“And I, John West, called by the men of
the Company Strong John, because of my
thews and sinews, being at the point of death
write this, that the men of my race may
beware them of the magic of To-wo-bat, the
devil doctor, For I see, with the clear eyes
of the dying, that my people shall yet in-
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herit this land. From the towns and cities
will they come, from the hamlets and the
plains; first by twos and threes, as do the
ducks in the springtime, then by dozens, and
lastly by swarms, so that they shall multiply
and cover the land. And in those days, To-
wo-bat and his wicked ones shall vanish from
before them, as the rabbits from before the
foxes, and the place where they were shall
know them no more. Yet, lest he prevail
against them while they are still few, will I
set down, though with pain and labour, the
things I have seen.

“Because of my great strength, which hath
alway urged me on torash emprise, hath this
trouble come upon me. Alack, that men
should have envied me that which hath been
my undoing! But for mine most unhealthy
stoutness, I might yet have been tilling the
wolds of old Devon. Thus it fell about:

“When but a lad, not knowing the strength
that was in me, I was set upon, returning
from market, by two stout rogues. They
sought the silver, the price of a drove of
cattle, and I, thinking to teach them man-
ners of a better sort, buffeted them soundly
with my hands. Alack for my unhappy
strength! Their bones were all broken within
them, so that they fell to the ground and
died. And I, being in fear of the law, fled to
a seaport and took ship for Canada. But
these things are past and gone, and I must on
with my tale, for out in the woods To-wo-bat
dances the death-dance in the blaze of his red
fire, waiting for me, even as the snapping
wolf waits for the wounded bull. All of his
warriors have I slain, and, if he but come
before my waning strength is sped, him too
will I send after them.”

“Sandy,” said the Factor, glancing up
from the book, “did you ever hear of one
John West?”

“John West—John West! Why, tae
be sure, I’ve heerd tell o’ the man. He
was Factor o’ Elphinstone. Strong John,
they caed him, for he was main strong o’
his hands. They said he went clean daft
ower a half-breed squaw, and gaed amiss-
ing just afore the Company drawed in
the Pasquia Post.”

“Listen to this, then:

“Zaar I sent from me under the cover of
last night, that she fall not again into the
lecherous hands of To-wo-bat. ‘Let me
stay, that I may die with thee,’ she pleaded,
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not knowing that men kill not the desire of
their eyes. But I was firm, and instructed
her in the trail to Pelly, and gave her wise
counsel that she marry a man of the Company.
For she is fair to look upon and would be the
better of a husband. And she, weeping,
promised faithfully to obey my behests,
wherein she set a pattern to women of whiter
skins; though, alack! the flesh is weak, and a
little less obedience in this matter would have
been more pleasing.

“I remember well the day I first set eyes
upon her—an evil one for Red Mike, the Irish
trapper. He had marked her for his own, and
I came upon them as he sought to drag her
into the forest. Full thirty paces I sent him
flying through the air, so said the men that
took him up, and his neck was broken so
that he troubled the maidens no more. And
I looked into the eyes of the girl that day
and knew my mate.

“That night I sought the tepee of the old
squaw, her mother, and bought the girl with
a great store of merchandise. And I would
have ta’en her to my house, and .Zaar was
willing. But the old crone would none of it;
she must needs first handle the goods.

“Oh, that I had known it! Without the
tepee, his prick-ears cocked to the listening,
lay the twisted devil To-wo-bat.,

“The next morning I loaded a Red River
cart with the merchandise, the price of the
girl, and made my way, whistling a merry
tune, to the tent of the old woman. It was
gone! Of the twenty tepees standing there
the night before not one was left.

“I will say naught of the hell that raged
within me at the sight, nor of the three days’
tracking without stop for bite or sup; for
To-wo-bat burns his red fire in the woods,
and the weakness gains upon me. It suf-
fices that on the third day I came upon
them in the Riding Mountains.

“It was nightfall when I first saw through
the spruce the light of the lodge-fires. The
drums I had heard long before, and I knew
that something of importance was afoot.
Creeping on the flat of my belly, I made my
way to a place in the brush close to the
tepees. It was almost dark, but a roaring
fire sent its flames crackling on high, bril-
liantly lighting up the camp. Now shall I
tell of the devil-dance going on around it.

Some twenty Indians, stark naked, with
bodies painted black and striped with white,
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so that they looked death-heads, moved
rapidly round a post that was set up close to
the fire. Their eyes glittered with unholy
light and they uttered hideous yells and
screams. Long ropes of hide were passed
through slits in the skin of their breasts,
somewhat after the fashion in which a yeo-
man strings his bacon for the hanging, and
as each danced he threw himself backward,
striving to tear away. When one succeeded
he ran amuck through the crowd of watch-
ing squaws, biting pieces out of the bodies
of those he met. At the foot of the great
pole stood the chief devil of them all. He
was a man of mighty thews and sinews,
broad and squat, and a great hump rose from
between his shoulders. One leg was shorter
than the other and he limped as he danced.
His face was painted of a different fashion—
bright red, barred with black; the body, a
ghastly white. A towering head-dress of
black feathers rose above him, from which
I judged him to be a man high in authority,
One strange thing, too, I noticed about this
man—there seemed to be method in his
madness. For all his frenzy, he kept a
sharp eye around him and saw everything
that was going on. On occasion he stretched
his hand forth over the fire and it would leap
up flaming red.

“While noting these things, I looked for
Zaar among the squaws, but saw her not;
nor was she to be seen moving among the
tepees.

“One after the other the young bucks tore
themselves away until but one was left, and
he, from insufficient weight, could not break
free. Him, the devil doctor—for it was
To-wo-bat—thrust backward with a mighty
shove, and set him loose. Then, with a
grewsome shout, the hell’s crew ran shrieking
through the village. He of the feathers
watched them go, and then hobbled to a
tepee close at hand. I watched him enter.

“A woman’s scream! I jumped to my
feet, unmindful of the watching crowd, for
Zaar came flying from the tent, all bleeding
from the arm. She was coming in my
direction, the devil doctor following fast
and gaining on her. Never before did cripple
run so fast as this man. He had reached
out his hand to seize her, seeing me not,
when I took him round the waist. Great
God, how strong he was! Never before had
man been able to stand before Strong John,
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yet for fully half a minute the rogue bothered
me. Then I smote him so that he lay quiet.

“And now should I, as a wise man, and
as one holding a position of responsibility
of the Company, have withdrawn with the
girl; but her blood was in my nostrils, and
I forthwith fell raging on the young men,
In my hands was the limb of a tree of the
thickness of a man’s arm; and with this I
slew ten of them, nor smote one man twice.
And presently the remnant, being tired of
the game, fled to the woods, leaving me master
of the camp.

“Six days we travelled to the northward,
thinking they would seek us towards Elphin-
stone. When Zaar was tired, I took her
up in my great arms, and so went forward,
her arms around my neck, my face laid
against her heaving bosom. And in this
wise we made for the Pasquia Post, expect-
ing to find there M’Garry and his men. As
" we journeyed, her rounded limbs resting
lightly across my arms, she told me of her
father, the Jesuit priest, who forgot his
vows. ‘For my mother was beautiful in
those days,” said she, ‘though now old and
ill-favoured. And wilt thou love me still,
when I, too, am old and ugly?’ And she
told me also of the witcheries of To-wo-bat.
How he had her in mind for a long time, and
but waited for her ripening; how he waved
his hand over her mother’s fire the night I
bought her, so that it leaped up flaming red;
and of the spells and incantations which so
wrought upon the old woman that, though
loath to leave the merchandise, she folded her
tent and departed in the night. Also, she
told me of his cruelties and wickednesses, the
like of which man never heard before. ‘But
thou wilt not let him have me?’ she finished,
lowering her head and looking into my eyes.
And I, swearing a great oath, pacified her.

“ At night we lay beneath the spruce, her
head pillowed on my arm, her sweet breath
gently stirring the hair on my brow; and
sometimes, when lying thus, I lay awake
thinking of the great happiness this savage
maid had brought me. It wasin one of these
wakeful spells that I saw the red blaze of
To-wo-bat’s fire far off in the forest, and
knew that he was not dead. And because
of this the next day I bestowed Zaar safely
in a covert, she sore afraid for me, and I lay
in ambush for To-wo-bat and his men.
They came, but the arch-fiend lagged be-
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hind. Ten of them passed me by, and but
three returned to tell of the manner of the
going of the others. Right valiantly they
fought, as became better men in a more
righteous quarrel, and they sorely wounded
me before I despatched them; so that I was
in great pain and could no more carry Zaar.
This troubled me much, but she was of good
cheer because I was spared to her, and bound
up my wounds and said—brave girl!—that
she loved walking. And thus on the third
day after the fight we came to Pasquia.

“Alack! M'Garry and his men were gone,
Not for myself did I care, but for the girl,
whom I had hoped to bestow safely until
such time as 'we could safely return to Elphin-
stone. But she took it in good heart, saying
that we should rest here until I was healed of
my wound, and then we would make for
Pelly, where the good men of the Company
lived.

‘““Were all the men in the Company as
good as I? -she asked, having in her great

love forgotten Red Mike, the Irish trapper.

And was it true that we loved our wives after
they had become old and hard-featured?
She had heard, too, that when a woman
was old and could work no more, it was not
the fashion of the white man to leave her on
the cold trail for the wolves to make an end
of. Was thisso? And I swore, with another
great oath, that the thing was truly said,
as was most certainly the latter half. Yea—"

The narrative stopped. A puff of wind
swayed the branches of the gloomy forest.
The young moon, rising above the horizon,
shed a red light through the trees, and,
glancing quickly up, the Factor could
have sworn it was the red fire of To-wo-
bat. The air was chilly, and he shivered.

“It's no feenished?” interrogated the
trapper.

“Seems to be. No; here it starts again
on the next page:

“Last night I thought I should write no
more in the book. I was in great pain, and
crawled to a chink in the wall, through which

I might see the fire of To-wo-bat. It burned
brightly and was come closer; where-
fore I know mine hour approaches. In the

night I dreamt of Zaar. I thought she
leaned over me, as a mother above her child,
but when I put forth my hand she was gone,
and I knew it was a dream. But I must
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hurry, for the gangrene hath laid a hold of
my wounds and at times I grow light-headed.

“The second night of our stay at Pasquia
I was ta’en of a high fever, and at times
wandered, knowing not even Zaar. And at
midnight there came creeping into the fort
the three that had escaped me. Zaar called
to me, but I babbled on with my maunder-
ings, knowing them not for enemies until
they hacked me with their knives. The
blade of one sank deep into my arm. Whether
it was the blood-letting or the sight of Zaar
in the grasp of another I know not; she had
sought to throw herself between them and
me, and in the struggle her robe was torn
from her. But none lived to tell of her
loveliness. The head of one I shattered
with my fist; the second I took up by the
feet, and, using him clubwise, killed the third.
This last rogue told us before he died that
To-wo-bat lingered out in the woods, having
no stomach for a second encounter. They
also had no liking for the work, but he made

great incantation before them, and showed

them a black glass wherein they could see
me lying sore and helpless; and thus en-
couraged, they came on.

“There remains little to tell,
something moves below—’

“Take a light, Sandy. I must see what
is upstairs in the old house.”

The trapper pulled a couple of blazing
brands from the fire and followed the
Factor towards the old store. The night-
wind rustled gently through the trees,

Zaar—
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sighing a peaceful requiem; the door
swung too and fro, uttering its melancholy
groan, and in the far distance a wander-
ing coyote raised his mournful howl.
The dank smell of the rotting leaves rose
in the nostrils; all was laden with the
odours of decay and death.

“How did this man come by his death ?*
The Factor stooped over the grotesque
frame of To-wo-bat and examined it care-
fully. In the back of the skull stuck a
triangular piece of rusted steel.

“Look here, Sandy. He was killed as
he mounted the ladder.”

“I reckon that wee bit of iron cam’
from thees?” He held up a rusted hatch-
et, the top corner of which was missing.

“An’ twas but a ’prentice hand that
strake the blow,” he added, as they
climbed the ladder.

The light of the torches flashed to the
far corners of the old garret. There, to
the right, lay that which they had come to
see—the last remnant of the stout Factor
of Elphinstone, and beside him, her arms
about the body of the man she loved,
Zaar.

The Factor uncovered his head, and
stood silently musing beside the dead.
The voice of the trapper broke in upon
his meditations.

“She was no’ sa obedient as he thocht
for. Weemen are Kkittle cattle; there’s
nae tellin’ what rig they’re up till. An’
I’'m no’ sayin’,” he added, “but that's
what maks us luve them.”

L.ife’s Recompense

BY INGLIS MORSE

HEN the Night has come
After Life’s day is done,

’Tis then each traveller counts o’er

What treasure he hath won.



Finnerty of the Elephant Keddah

The Story of an Irishman in the Indian Service

By W. A. FRASER, author of “Thoroughbreds,” elc.

& rs|OME day a man will come
"7’ @‘/" out of India and write a
L&g ‘\‘d book about Major Finnerty
.'&Q‘.) ¥

L\ —7

| of the Elephant Keddah.
224 Then this story will be last
in the book, because of the thing that is
in the story.

The “Major” was Finnerty’s “rank-
ing,” for he had been out of the regiment
since he was a sub-lieutenant.

Finnerty was the strongest man in the
Indian Service; and sober his strength
was a forbearing delight; drunk he was
a tribulation. Liquor floated his mental-
ity to some inner dead sea of oblivion, and
his physical force guided him illogically,
a rampageous gorilla.

Knowing of this thing himself, and in
awe of the black anger of the Sircar, he
stuck to pina-k-pani (water) in the jungle;
leaving the drink till he got his month of
leave in Calcutta.

The Keddah Sahib’s renown had gone
from Manipur to Herat, and from Simla
to Cape Comorin. Punjabi wrestlers
came from the “Land of the Five Rivers,”
and wept with joy when they looked at
the six-foot-three Irishman. They stroked
his huge muscles lovingly, and exclaimed
“Wah-wah!” Then, when they had been
thrown, they would go back to their own
caste, and tell of the one sahib that should
have been a Sikh Rajah. That was Fin-
nerty of the Elephant Keddah.

And Chota Moti was a grunty little babe
elephant that Finnerty- had captured in
the Assam jungles.

Out of consanguinity of temperament
these two took to each other like blood
brothers. For a year Finnerty made a
pet of Chota Moti; and then the official
who writes on paper what is to be done
with the Government’s elephants, passed
an order that Chota Moti, being useless
for work, should be sold with other cast
animals. Wilson, the circus man, bought
the babe, and she passed from Dhuttaghur
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to a canvas home on the big maidan in
Calcutta. Then when the hot weather
blew its sirocco breath across the City of
Palaces, the Viceroy and the sahibs
trooped up to the Himalayas, and the cir-
cus folded its tent and stole away to Aus-
tralia. -

The going of Chota Moti from Dhut-
taghur left a blank in the life of the Ked-
dah Sahib. If he could have filled the
void with some strong essence of forget-
fulness, he might not have missed the
little kathi so much, but he dare not even
smell the stuff—it would have led to
slaughter; for Dhuttaghur, and natives,
and elephants, and delirium-laden jungle
fever wasn’t Calcutta and the white men
of his own caste, by any means.

In September Finnerty read in the Cal-
cutta ‘“Asian” that the circus was daily
expected from Australia. Then the devil
of restlessness drew at the soul of the
Irishman, till he became like a muggar
that forsakes his pool in the Ganges and
travels far across land.

“Faith, I can’t stand it,” he growled.
“T’ll go kharab (bad) if I stay here.”

He applied for leave, and when it came
passed with celerity from Dhuttaghur to
the city of rejuvenation.

“Now, my little pig-squeaker, I'll feed
you nuts and tapareestill yoursides bulge,”
Finnerty muttered, as he donned clean
raiment in his room in the Great Eastern
Hotel. Then he drove to the maidan.
The green sward stretched away in un-
broken flatness to the escarpment of Fort
William; no flag-topped, white-walled
tent met the Keddah Sahib’s eyes; the
circus had not arrived; there was no little
trumpet of welcome for Finnerty from:-
Chota Moti.

But Calcutta was not Dhuttaghur, and’
there was the other thing to be had, the-
solace of many pegs. So the Keddah:
Sahib became one to avoid.

It was all play, for no man might speak:
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out of his memory that he had seen Fin-
nerty cross. But such play! Torn coats
and bruised limbs are jokes to read about,
not to come by. Because of his giant
strength, no man showed anger to the
Keddah Sahib, and Finnerty held anger
against no man.

The trouble commenced over a new
sahib; one who had lately come to Cal-
cutta, and knew not of Finnerty and his
ways. He was a seller of wares from
Birmingham, and every man in that town
thinks he can box. So Hammerton put
himself on guard when Finnerty, with his
huge arms spread, swept through the café
tiffin room in a friendly charge. The
sahibs that knew, ducked, and scuttled,
and laughed, and swore, and it was fun—
for Finnerty. The drive proceeded with

exuberant success till the man from Bir- °

mingham stood in the way.

‘ Aye, there, me ’earty,” he called warn-
ingly, as his fists swung into proper pose.

Finnerty stared. Was there ever such
luck? He rubbed his eyes doubtingly.
Here was a man inviting a grapple. Not
since the Keddah Sahib had grassed the
last Punjabi had he felt the joyous thrill
of straining muscles against his chest.
The sahibs of Calcutta were weaklings
that fell away in disordered limpness from
the clutch of his brawny hands.

“Hivins! but you’re a darlin’!” cried
Finnerty in his exuberant joy. ‘I could
love you, man; it’s a bottle of Simpkin
we’ll be havin’ presently. In the mean-
time, look out, me buck, I’m chargin’—
‘For they call it liminade in Ballyhooly.’”

The ““ Ballyhooly’’ was like the trumpet
of one of his own elephants; indeed Fin-
nerty’s rush was entirely like that, and the
Birmingham gent was seized by the vest
and the upper story of his trousers, swung
from his feet, lifted to the end of the long
tiffin table, all set for lunch, and then the
table was swept from end to end. Mulli-
gatawny, and beer, and claret, and Wor-
cester sauce, and other liquids formed a
lake on the marble floor that was pebbled
with fragments of bottles and broken
dishes.

“Now, me darlin’,” cried the author
.of the mischief, “we’ll drink a bottle of
wine to show there’s no ill-will.”

The merchant’s white suit was gaudy
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with the purple stain of claret, and the
bilious green of mulligatawny ; and his
hair held curry, and there was Worcester
sauce in his eyes, and the breath was all
out of his body. So, to the Keddah
Sahib’s astonishment, he walked sulkily
out of the room, turning at the door to
curse the man who had made a crumb-
brush of his body.

Finnerty turned in disgust to look for
sympathy. The tiffin room was empty;
he stood like the bull in the china shop,
all alone in the débris. He looked ad-
miringly at the desolate table and the
wrecked dishes; then he whistled softly,
and sang:

“ When the glory's painted up,
What's the tally in the bloody heap of
slain?
Now you're drunk, you Irish pup,
And yow'll never get your siripes no more
again.
For the Limericks are rough—uvery rough.”

He looked around the tiffin room; its
emptiness held no promise of entertain-
ment; its stillness oppressed him. He
passed along the hall and up to the billiard
room humming:

“When the singing cable’s fed
With the tally of the awjul Buicher’s Bill,
In their sabered tunics, smeared with dirty
red,
Count the Irish on the crest of every hill;
For the Limericks are dead—mostly dead.”

As he entered the room two sahibs laid
their cues on the table, took their helmets,
and slipped through the other door.

The Irishman looked at the button-
strung wire over the table. The score
showed that the sahibs had left their game
half finished. On a side table stood two
glasses, half full. .

Finnerty laughed; then he stretched his
huge form in a chair and ordered a bottle
of “Monopole.”

“Faith, it’s too bad entirely,” he mut-
tered; ‘“sure I'd like to split this bottle
with that gentleman of the zebra coat.”

As the Keddah Sahib drank, a hotel
peon appeared, and salaaming deeply,
handed him a note. It was a bill for
sixty-eight rupees breakage.

“Sure shikarri comes high in Calcutta,”



FINNERTY OF THE

Finnerty remarked, as he scrawled his
signature across the bill and passed it to
the peon.

Before he had emptied his glass a private
servant appeared with another missive.
It was a request that Mr. M. J. Finnerty
would send by bearer twenty-four rupees,
value of a suit he had ruined.

The Keddah Sahib laughed. Faith,
that’s rich,” he muttered. “The bounder
must be a professional; he wants pay for
an amateur bout.”

Finnerty tore the note and threw it at
the servant, intimating that he and his
master might take a trip to a worse climate
than Calcutta. The native disappeared.
And presently the khitmutghar handed to
Finnerty a third neatly-folded sheet of
paper. This was distinctly discourteous
in tone; it intimated that M. J. Finnerty
was a man of low caste; that he had struck
the writer’s servant; that he had been rude
to the sahib himself; that he had com-
mitted an assault; that he had refused to
pay a legitimate charge for damages sus-
tained and that now he was about to be
punished.

“Och, the darlin’,” Finnerty mur-
mured; “I’m in luck——me, that was so
lonesome. Och, ’'m happy entirely. He’ll
be spankin’ Finnerty—the darlin’!”

The beady champagne boiled up in the
Irishman and threw a vapour of ecstacy
to his brain. He sang softly: “Oh, the
fightin’ boys that come from Limerick,
from Limerick, from Limerick.” Then
he called: “Here, khitmutghar, bring me
the toy-man that fetched this chittie—
I’ll be givin’ him a rupee.”

“That bearer he’s plenty much ’fraid,
Huzoor.”

“Faith, 'l not touch him. Sure, I'm
a memsahib, I'm that gentle—just holdin’
meself for what’s to come. Stand him by
the door there till T make bat (talk) with
him; then you'll be givin’ him this rupee.”

By the persuasiveness of silver the ser-
vant was coaxed to the door, and Finnerty
made the bat, which was?

“Give your sahib my salaams, and tell
him that I’ll be waitin’ in room seven, on
the second floor, just dyin’ with the joy of
seein’ him. Tell your master that Fin-
nerty Sahib is just dyin’ to be punished—
altogether hungry for it.”
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The servant slipped away; the Keddah
Sahib finished his wine, and more or less
troubled by its wavering influence, passed
to the second floor, muttering as he went:
“Oh, but I ought to telegraph to Healey
at Dhuttaghur that I'm going to be chas-
tised!”

Down the dim corridor Finnerty swung,
full of the exhilarating prospect ahead of
him. He pushed back the purdah of a
doorway and passed into the room. Had
he looked at the number he would have
seen it was nine, but the rooms were all
alike in their primitive simplicity, and he
was deeply interested in other matters.
His foot struck against a pair of riding
boots standing in the middle of the floor.
Finnerty kicked them through the purdah
to the hall, muttering: ‘“That Abdul is a
budmash; Tl fine him eight annas for
leavin’ me boots there—I might have
broken me neck.”

He threw his coat and helmet on a chair,
lighted a cheroot and stretched himself
on the bed to wait for a visitation of jus-
tice. In truth, the man from Birming-
ham had probably meant court business;
but such a thing as law was outside the
cognizance of the Keddah Sahib; he was
a law unto himself.

“He’ll be comin’ presintly,” Finnerty
murmured drowsily, as the many potations
tugged at his eyelids, “but hurry, you
darlin’.”

Then he thought regretfully of the phys-
ical incapacity of the Englishman.  After
all, there would be little real enjoyment
in the proceedings; the man from Bir-
mingham would provide but poor sport.

“Hivins! p'raps he’ll bring a friend.
Faith, then there will be fun. P’raps he
will—by the Powers! “He’s sure to. Yes,
there’ll be sport after all; yes—there’ll be
sport.” The Keddah Sahib was asleep.

And he dreamed that one of his own
kind, as big and sinewy as a Punjabi
wrestler, came and gripped him, and the
strength of the stranger’s arm set his
physical being athrob with the ecstacy
of combat; of glorious, straining, bone-
creaking combat.

As Finnerty slept, a man as big as the
Keddah Sahib, clad in a towel and pyjama
pants, stepped from a bathroom at the
end of the hall. It was Colonel Le Mes-~
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surier, and if Finnerty was the strongest
man in the service, L.e Messurier was the
handsomest, and almost as strong.

The Colonel slipped quietly along to
Number 9. He stared when he saw his
riding boots lying drunkenly in the cor-
ridor, and muttered: “The Devil take
that bearer!” as he passed through the
purdah.

Inside the room he stared again. On
his bed lay a huge, rumpled creature snor-
ing voluminously. A lighted cheroot was
sizzling in the pillow case.

“By Jove! of all the infernal cheek!”
exclaimed the indignant Colonel. Then
he laid a heavy hand upon the sleeper’s
arm, and Finnerty’s eyes opening, fell upon
a pair of satin-skinned shoulders as broad
as a Gladiator’s.

The Irishman sprang to his feet. “Och,
you boy—you’ve come!” he cried joyously,
as he looked straight into a pair of blue-
grey eyes that were on a level with his own.
““Faith, an’ you’re ready for business,” as
his eye took in the fighting trim of the
stranger, who was stripped to his waist.

“What are you doing here?” queried
the Gladiator.

“Waitin’ for you, you darlin’!”

“Waiting for me, eh?” The Gladia-
tor dropped the boots and surveyed the
dusty imprint of Finnerty’s feet on his bed.
“Get out!” he said.

The Keddah Sahib laughed and tight-
ened his belt.

‘“Come, leave the room!
devilish cheek.”

For answer Finnerty slapped him on the
chest with the flat of his hand, as is the
method of wrestlers, sprang back, and
crouched, his eyes wide with delight at
the Gladiator’s excellence of form. Never
had he seen in India such a man; tall as
himself, lithe and supple, not tied with
knotty muscles, but the biceps, and the
triceps, and the broad, flat fore-arm big
and smooth, and covered with pink-white
skin that was like a woman’s.

“You blackguard!” cried the Gladiator.
“Leave the room, or, by Jove, I'll throw
you out.”

“Begin, you darlin’; I'm cryin’ with
joy. You’re the loveliest boy—for the
love of God begin; I’'m cryin’ with joy.”

There was a shimmer of white skin and

You've got a
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a hand of steel grasped the wrist of the
Keddah Sahib’s guard, and the tussle was
on. Itwas an affair of equality; the scarc-
ity of furniture conduced to freedom of
action.

In vain Finnerty had drained the Pun-
jaub for a man of his own might, and here,
in the grasp of a chanceling, his strength
was held in check, and his art was match-
ed by art, and his bones creaked, and his
muscles strained, and he had come by
sport such as he had dreamed of.

Finnerty’s shirt hung in shreds. Once
he found time to strip the collar from his
swelling neck; once the Gladiator, fasten-
ing in his belt, lifted him from the floor
and started towards the door. Then they
were on the mat, and Finnerty’s breath,
made thick by his too generous potations,
blew hot and strong against the pink cheek
of the Gladiator.

It was an accident—Finnerty would
have given a month’s pay to have it un-
done, but his hand slipped on the moist
skin and lifted a welt over the Gladiator’s
eye. !
“You blackguard! Youcad!” he heard
panted through the set teeth of the Gladi-
ator, and a knee knuckled his ribs as he
turned.

Finnerty took “to the bridge” for a
breathing space, and a smooth hand glided
beneath his arm-pit, and a hot palm lay
against the back of his neck.

A desolating regret filled the soul of the
Keddah Sahib, as he waited cooling his
lungs. Here was the opportunity of a life-
time, and he rank out of condition.

“Curse the beer sharab! Why did I
touch it?” he moaned inwardly. “I’m
an old woman—I’m a punkah cooly—I’m
a fat baboo—that’s what I am!”

Then he was woven sideways till his
spine was like a corkscrew, and another
hand came up between” his legs and laid
him by the thigh.

“Och, you laddie-buck!” he muttered;
“you’re the fairest play-boy from over the
sea, and T’ll promise you this, that if me
shoulders touch the mat, I’ll walk out like
a lamb and give you me own room.”

Then like a wire jack-in-the-box Fin-
nerty spiraled straight through the holding
arms, and was up on top of a strong-

bridged back that was like chiselled ivory.

.
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“Rest a bit, you darlin’! Rest a bit,
you boy!” he said; “i’s yourself that’s
up to the game.”

Finnerty looked longingly at the opening
he saw for the “strangle hold”; he shut
his eyes to put the temptation from him—
the Gladiator played the game too fair for
a trick.

There was a full half-hour of this joyous
entertainment; the first fierce onslaught
and careless taking of chances had passed
away and decorum graced the game. Also
there was a suspicion of lethargy creeping
into the huge muscles that had strained
assiduously.

Because of the frivolous week, Fin-
nerty’s condition commenced to tell. Had
he been chasing /athis in the jungle during
that time, the bout would have lasted
perhaps till midnight. However, it was
now suddenly terminated by a bustle of

ple at the room door.

The Gladiator loosed his grip and
sprang nimbly back, and the Keddah
Sahib, rising, saw the hotel manager—in
fact, the hall thronged with sahibs and
the hotel staff, who gazed with a mix-
ture of awe and amusement upon the
wrestlers.

The Colonel’s silk pyjamas’were no
more than an apology; while Finnerty,
from the belt up, was a muscular statue
of hand-spanked flesh.

«QOch, Tremairne!” Finnerty began,
but the manager interrupted him with
concise reprimand. No more wild Irish
elephant-catchers for the Great Eastern;
Finnerty had wrecked a tiffin table, made
a bear’s garden of the café, and now the
whole hotel had been thrown into con-
fusion by his assault upon Colonel Le
Messurier. Indeed, the Keddah Sahib
was invited to adjourn to some other hotel,
where they looked more kindly upon such
proceedings.

It was the Colonel Sahib’s voice inter-
rupting the manager: “If this person is
quite finished with my room, I should
like to dress.”

“Your room—his room?” queried the
Keddah Sahib, looking from one to the
other.

“Yes,” answered Tremairne.

Finnerty looked at the number on the
door, and the enormity of his transgression
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swept him into unspeakable shame. He
gathered his coat and helmet; in the hall-
way he said: “And that’s Colonel Le
Messurier! Sure, I thought it was a pug
that Brummagem swine had hired to give
me a turn. And I've been touseling
Colonel Le Messurier that’s just been
transferred as Collector of Dhuttaghur.
I might ’ve known it—I've heard of him.
Me soul’s watered to take a throw out of
him—I might ’ve known it. But he’s
a swine with his pride—I've heard that,
too. Faith, I'll be broke; I might as well
go down and feed meself to the muggars
in Hooghly River.”

The Keddah Sahib, depressed to the
edge of misery, sat alone in his room and
brooded over the trouble he had brought
upon himself. A physical struggle bearing
the fruitage of a black eye, or a strained
tendon, or even a broken limb, was a small
matter; but to lay subordinate hands of
violence upon his Burra Sahib, Collector
of Dhuttaghur, bung up his eye, and leave
his silk pyjamas in tatters, make an -ex-
hibition of him before other sahibs, was
something that would set a black mark
against his Service name many a year to
come. At last here was something he could
not leave behind him in Calcutta, for daily
he would come face to face with the of-
fended Burra Sahib, and every one in
Dhuttaghur would know. Yes, the idea
of the muggars in the Hooghly was a good
one.

He drank a strong whiskey peg—then
he drank another; he drank three. For
the first time in his remembrance the liquor
held a reverse action, it depressed him, it
put him in an ugly mood. He cursed the
innocent cause of his trouble; he swore
jungle oaths at the land and the people of
the land.

Mechanically his thoughts came back
in yearning to Chota Moti. Yes, that
was all he was fit for—homing with ele-
phants; they were big and rough in their
way like himself. He filled his pockets
with the sweets intended for Moti, mut-
tering to himself: “Hivins, I'm blue! I
must talk to somebody or something. T'll
go kharab thinkin’ of the cooly-headed fool
I am entirely.”

When he went downstairs the sahibs
shunned him. Finnerty passed out into
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the street that skirted the maidan. He
saw men at work on the spot where the
circus always stood, and some one said
that the circus would be there on the
morrow.

Finnerty swung on toward the river,
where the thick foliage trees of “Eden
Garden” cut the sky that was like burnished
copper from the huge ball of fire that had
seared its face in the west. The grey wall
of the garden lay like a shadowy serpent
beneath the trees, in which an army of
crows fought and clamoured over the
night resting-places. Finnerty swung to
the right along a skirting path that was
silent and hushed, save for the vociferous
CrOws.

Suddenly a grey, earth-coloured form
loomed bulkily in front of him. It was
like a leaf-covered Hindoo cart; it was a
bulgy form, like an abnormal bhesti’s
water mussock. The grotesque shadow
was on the grassed roadside, close to the
garden wall, and some part of it was
pulling and breaking the overhanging tree
limbs.

As the Keddah Sahib approached won-
deringly, he cut the wind, and the wind
took up the call of his scent. The tearing
rustle of the dismembered leaves ceased;
there was a moment of stillness; then,
“Phr-u-i-i, phr-u-t-t, whee-e-e!” came lit-
tle enquiring grunts.

“Hivins!” ejaculated Finnerty; “by
me soul, that’s little Moti. I’d know her
laugh if T heard it in hell. Wow, you
little pig, you! You darlin’—you babe!
Where did you come from? God in
Hivin! But you’re welcome to-night,
Moti—I'm fair starved with lonesome.
ness.”

Finnerty ran his hand caressingly up
and down the trunk that felt at his cheek,
and fingered his nose and blew a smile of
delight against his lips, and tugged at his
shoulder lovingly: and all the time its
owner was squeaking tremulously in an
ecstacy of recognition.

“Moti, you little pig—you rascall
Where did you come from ?”

The big ears flapped and fanned his
face, and the heavy forehead lay against
the Irishman’s chest, and the little eyes
twinkled happily—even in the dusk Fin-
nerty could feel their gleam.
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“Och, you sly little pearl!” as Moti
fumbled her trunk into his pocket, and
shoved taparees, and grapes, and raisins,
into her thin-lipped mouth.

Finnerty threw himself on the grass at
the elephant’s feet and heaved a sigh of
satisfaction.

“Divil the care have you, girl, whether
I’ve touseled the Burra Sahib ornot. Och
you’re human—you’re a better.”

The big Irishman patted the trunk of
the babe elephant, and talked like a man
who had come back to women folks that
are true forever, holding no knowledge
of misdeeds, nor of anything but just
fealty.

And Moti emptied the Sahib’s pockets,
and bubbled in content, and wound her
trunk beneath his shoulders as though she
would lift him to her back.

Suddenly Moti cocked her ears, threw
her trunk into the air and stood in silent
listening.

“What is it, old girl?” Finnerty asked.
“Are they after you? Sure, I know your
secret, you little pig; you’ve skipped away
at the landin’ from the steamer; you've
played me the same trick many a time at
the keddah. Come on, then, girl; we’ll
just slip them for a bit.”

Finnerty led the way through a gate in
the wall, and with Moti’s trunk over his
shoulder walked along the circular path
that skirted the wall. He could hear the
band down on the grassed parade of the
garden, and see the blare of the electric
lights breaking through the foliage. Sud-
denly above the drone of brass came a

* shrill trumpet note.

The Keddah Sahib stooped and threw
his head up in alarm. It was the war
trump of an elephant—fighting mad; he
knew it well. Moti squeaked in fretful
fear.

“My God, Moti, did the whole show
break loose? Sure, that’s a bull on the
rampage. God save the people——

Again the shrill trumpet of an elephant
came from the direction of the promenade.

“Come, Moti, chalo (hurry), me darlin’!
There’ll be murder done yonder—there’s
women and children there by the score;
hurry, Moti!”

Finnerty broke into a trot, and the babe
elephant shuffled at his side. Now they
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were clear of the crotons and the banyans,
and in the glare of the electric-lighted
promenade the sahib saw something that
made even his stout Irish heart miss a beat.
It was awful. Like a heap of broken
dolls, children, and ayahs, and white
women cowered on one side of the wide
grass promenade against a holding wall,
and on the other side, just beyond the two
gateways, was the road, a seething mass
of maddened horses and fear-crazed coach-
men, and sahibs who had lost their nerve,
and cursed and yelled unintelligible orders,
and clambered into carriages that were
not their own. And in the centre of the
velvet lawn, just within the gate, was the
huge, towering form of an elephant weav-
ing his body back and forth, from side to
side, his ears cocked forward angrily, his
trunk now curling in between his tusks
as if for a charge, now stretched sinuously
upward as he bellowed his defiance to
everything on earth.

“Oh, my God!” moaned Finnerty,
“he’s fair crazed with the lights, and the
band, and all. How’ll I stop him? The
fools—the damned cowards! And the
women and children frightened to death
there!”

There was a gleam of white at his elbow.
Two men of the Black Watch, coming
through the garden, had checked in their
way. Finnerty’s big hand shot out, and
clutched one by his white tunic.

“Run, man, for your life, to the Fort,
bring a firin’ squad—a Gatlin’—anything.
For the sake of the children—run; I'll
hold the tusker till you come. Run,
man—as you love God, hurry!” To the
other he said:

“Go to the children, man. Keep down
at the side in the bushes. Get them out—
d’you understand ?” He clutched the man
by the chest and drew him forward till his
hot breath burned the other’s cheek.
Are you a coward? Get them out, or
I'll murder you. Throw them over the
wall—anything. - I'll keep the elephant
for a bit.”

He thrust the soldier from him, and the
two dove into the bushes on the left.

“Now, Moti, me darlin’—Och, you’re
feared, you little pig, you’re tremblin’.
But I’'m with you, Moti. You’ll go where
the Keddah Sahib drives—you always
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would.  Quick, give me your trunk now;
there, so!”

And the Keddah Sahib was lifted to the
babe elephant’s neck; his knees pressed
against her ears, and his heavy, iron-
shod walking stick was a goad. Fin-
nerty jabbed it fiercely into the pulpy
skull of his mount.

“There, Moti, dauro now! Squeal, you
little pig!” And Finnerty dug with his
walking stick till the little trunk was
thrown up, uttering a wail of remonstrance.

The mad tusker heard the call of his
kind just as he was shuffling toward the
screaming children and ayahs. He stop-
ped, threw his huge head up, and his
great fan-like ears waved back and for-
ward, and then cocked intently.

Finnerty drove Moti into the light, and
the tusker’s restless eye saw them. He
whisked about and trumpeted a defiance.

The babe squealed in fear and stopped.

“ Dauro, Moti!” Finnerty cried, hunch-
ing the big ears with his knees, and jab-
bing the skull with his goad. Moti obey-
ed, and shuffled forward.

Finnerty could see the white-coated
soldier driving the children before him
like a flock of lambs. A sahib leaped
the wall and ran to the children; then
another.

“By the grace of God, they’ll be saved!”
Finnerty cried, “if I can hold this big devil
in play. Squeal, you little pig—give him
bat, Moti. We must keep away from
him—just play with him, me darlin'—the
devil’s fair rampageous. There, just stand
where you are, Moti; it’ll take him time
to make up his mind to charge.

The Keddah Sahib knew every trick of
the elephant. He knew that while the
tusker’s attention was fixed on him and
Moti, the children, and the sahibs, and
everything would be forgotten—they would
escape. The tusker would probably wait,
ready to give battle, and Finnerty’s plan
was to keep clear of the maddened brute.
If he closed in, the bull would crush them
both, unless, perhaps, he had an affection
for Moti, when he might calm down.
This was not at all likely, for the bulls,
when angry, were vicious toward their
young:

With difficulty Finnerty kept the babe
from bolting. Perhaps it was the white-
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coated soldier that caught the bull’s eye
again, for he suddenly wheeled as if to
charge and trample the fleeing children.

“He’s just a damned crazy brute—he’s
fair mast,” Finnerty muttered. “Chalo,
Moti! Squeal, you little pig! Give him
tongue!” and he jabbed the babe’s head
till she trumpeted shrilly, and started
forward.

Her call stopped the tusker again. He
wheeled erratically, and, without stopping,
came thundering down the lawn like a
destroying tornado.

“Steady, Moti!” Finnerty yelled; but
the babe, crazed with fear, whipped around
clumsily, and started back over the path-
way.
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But the turn held her; she was weak
from fear. In a dozen yards the bull had
driven his tusks into Moti’s rump, and as
she fell Finnerty was pinned beneath her
massive head.

When the men from Fort William swung
into the garden on the run, they heard a
vicious squealing cry of victory and hate
from the tusker; and he was tramping
something into the earth with his knees
and tusks when they poured volley after
volley into his huge carcase.

The children, and the memsahibs, and
the ayahs, had all escaped unhurt.

That is why, when you ask in India of
Finnerty of the Elephant Keddah, they
tell you this story first.

The Scribe

BY C. LELAND ARMSTRONG

YEAR in, year out, he sat his wobbly chair
And watched the moving caravan pass by;
Remarking on the fairness of the fair
And heralding the highness of the high.
He wrote for Honour, but, so swift she flew,
He followed still when it was waning day.
And then his hand across his brow he drew,

And sobbed

“Denied!”

And then he wrote for pay.

He wrote for pay! ah, hopeless hope of life!

He wrote for pay . . . .

and shivered with the cold.

The caravan passed gaily on its way.
It praised his pen, but it withheld its gold.

Once golden curls that crowned his youth’s fair brow
Snow-capped the wrinkled bulwark of the brain,
When fickle Honour, keen for courting now,
Returned and beckoned him to her again.
And, in the palsied fulness of his years,
He staggered up the never-ending stair;
Without complaint he wiped away the tears,
And with a shaking hand erased despair.

And then . . . . he fell!

His dotage effort vain,

He fell, when Vict'ry seemed, of all, most near.
He fell, his arm outstretched to grasp her train,
And Honour paused and turned to loose a tear.

Ah, Strangest Dame! she feels compassion now;
She sweeps his silver with a heated breath;

"Prints ’passioned kisses on his fair, cold brow,
Smooth, in that everlasting dream called Death.

Pish!

Let her weep an ocean of her tears;

What purpose? It lies not within her power
To atone, with all her laurels, through the years,
The dreg-drained bitterness of one brief hour.



UNREST IN THE UNITED STATES

O student of the times can fail to be
struck with the situation of affairs
amongst our neighbours during the past
year or wo. The public mind isina sus-
picious and resentful humour. It is minis-
tered to by journals and periodicals notori-
ously prone, it need not be said to pander,
but at least to minister to and to encour-
age its humour. For some years past a
widely circulated and influential portion
of the press has laboured to promote the
idea that there were certain interests in
the United States which either under the
laws or under colour of the laws were
banded together to profit enormously and
to grow rich at the expense of the masses
of the people. It became a daily text
with the cartoonist. The “public” took
the form of a distracted and futile goggle-
eyed little person who was constantly being
maltreated by smug, corpulent, coarse,
self-satisfied, silk-hatted personages of the
director order who represented the various
trusts which are popularly supposed to
batten on the public.

-

The effect of these cartoons can scarcely
be exaggerated. A philosopher might be
able to resist their appeal, but to the man
who does most of his reading on the street
car they, by their constant dropping, be-
come more potent than proofs from Holy
Writ. A few strokes of a cartoonist can
blast a character that would prove im-
pregnable to a Grand Jury’s indictment.
It may be said that it is only effective
when it presents in pictorial form a thought
already in the mind. But the thought
may be merely in embryo and quite un-
supported by fact and reasoning. But
the cartoon strikes the eye and the em-
bryo becomes a monster whom neither
fact nor reason can slay.

o

The daily cartoonist therefore slowly
impregnated the mind of the masses in
171

the United States with the thought that
all men were no longer equal, but that on
the other hand the community was divided
into two classes, namely, those who prey
and those who are preyed upon, the former
being a small and ruthless clique of rich
men, rapidly becoming richer, and the
latter the great multitudes of the people,
rapidly increasing in numbers and hav-
ing all the avenues to independence and
comfort steadily closed to them. This
became a cult and at length a class of
periodical publications joined in the pur-
suit one after another, until almost every
monthly or weekly which caters to the
populace has its department in which the
main theme is the vulpine rich and the
despoiled poor.

There must be considerable credence
given to this estimate of society when so
many publications find their account in
catering to it. If so, it is impossible to
escape the conclusion that much class-
bitterness exists at the present moment in
the United States. When a magazine
which circulates by hundreds of thousands
among the middle ranks of the people can
hold up the richest man in America as a
person to be execrated; when another
represents the Senate, the historic body
of which the country used to be so proud,
as chiefly manned by commercial and
financial cormorants and exposes some of
its most frequently elected members to
the scorn of the nation, using language
in respect to them that would be violent
if used with respect to a race-track
welcher—we must believe that there is
an anger in the public mind that corre-

sponds to it.
o

The insurance investigations have, of
course, brought great fuel to the flames.
The President’s campaign against rebat-
ing, his effort in face of a hostile Senate
to secure legislation giving Congress con-
trol over railway rates, the institution of
a Department of Commerce and Labour,
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PuncH EXPRESSES DISSATISFACTION WITH THE INTEREST IN THE
CoLONIES DISPLAYED BY THE PRESENT GOVERNMENT
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with its Bureau of Corporations whose
main duty is to enquire into the exercise
of illegal power by these State-created,
but not State-controlled commercial mon-
_ sters—have heightened the feeling that
the country is face to face with the Giant
of selfish and irresponsible power. The
President at length sees, however, the
direction in which things are drifting and
endeavoured to stem the tide in his Man-
with-the-Muck-rake discourse. He dep-
recated the very agitation by cartoon and
magazine article which is related above,
but he wound up by admitting that
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portentous riches
constituted a condi-
tion with which the
State would be justi-
fied in dealing. He
was not very clear
how it could be done
—all that he contrib-
uted to the discus-
sion was a confirm-
ation of the popular
feeling that the
hugely rich man was.
a danger who should
be dealt with by the

laws.

We had an utter-
ance in Toronto
which was undoubt-
edly inspired by the
observation of the
popular tendency in
the United States at
the present moment
to seek out strange
gods and to fall down
and worship them.
This was the address
of Dr. Nicholas Mur-
ray Butler, President
of Columbia Uni-
versity, New York,
at the dinner given to
Mr. Carnegie by the
Canadian Club. Dr.
Butler conceived that
Anglo-Saxon civilisa-
tion was founded on
the three cardinal
sociological prin-
ciples embodied in Magna Charta, name-
ly: (1) Civil and industrial liberty; (2)
the rights of property, and (3) the inviol-
ability of contracts. Dr. Butler’s short
address was one of undoubted vigour, close
thought and earnestness. It is quite evi-
dent, however, that there is room for a
volume of comment on the three grand
principles which he extracted from Magna
Charta. Socialism denies them all, and
even President Roosevelt, the head of the
State, with his proposals for saying to the
rich man, “Thus rich shalt thou get but
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no richer,” would
seem to contravene
them equally.

L

These questions,
perhaps, are academ-
ic as compared with
that which Mr.
Eugene Debs raises
in a recent mani-
festo in the columns
of the Appeal to
Reason, the Socialist
weekly of Kansas.
The occasion of Mr.
Debs’ outburst is the
imprisonment while
awaiting trial of
Charles Moyer, Wm.
D. Haywood, and
other officers of the
Western Federation ,
of Miners. The con-
dition of affairs which
has existed in Colora-

do for the past couple
of years is known to
all newspaper read-
ers. A capital and
labour fight has be-
devilled the State. Individual and whole-
sale murder has been rife. Among the
victims was Frank Steunenberg, ex-
Governor of Idaho. Steunenberg was
blown up by a bomb, that being a favourite
form of assassination in the course of this
giant struggle between master and man.
It may be said at once that legality was
set at naught by both sides, for the
authorities forsook the sanctions of the
laws for the code of Judge Lynch, by
arresting men, taking them to the borders
of the State and threatening them with
death if they ever returned again.

o

When the guardians and executors of
the law lose faith in it, who shall do it
honour? Murder and outrage proceeded
unchecked. At length the tactics which
broke up the Molly Maguires in Penn-
sylvania more than a quarter century ago,
were employed in this case also, and,

THE NATIONAL SPORT IN THE UNITED STATES
—Collier's Weekly

strange to say, the same individual who
ferreted out the criminals in the mining
camps and patches of the Keystone State,
undertook the same task in Colorado.
The result of his labours was the arrest
and subsequent confession of a man
named Harry Orchard, who told an
amazing tale of murderous conspiracy,
in which he implicated himself and the
officers of the Western Federation of
Miners. Half a dozen of them were ar-
rested and immediately hurried over the
border into Idaho, on the ground that a
fair trial could not be obtained in Colorado.
There they await trial in jail.

s

Debs, under the caption of ““Arouse,
ye Slaves!” denounces the whole proceed-
ings as a deliberate plot of the mine-
owners to murder the officers of the union
under the forms of law. His appeal is a
shriek, in which he declares that if these
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closed to us except to pro-
nounce our doom. To enter
their courts is simply to be
mulcted of our meagre means
and bound hand and foot;
to have our eyes plucked out
by the vultures that fatten
upon our misery.” He con-
cludes by suggesting a ‘“special
revolutionary convention of
the proletariat of Chicago,
and if extreme measures are
required, a general strike could
be ordered and industry
paralysed as a preliminary
to a general uprising.”

Mr. Debs’ unmeasured
language should not perhaps.
be treated too seriously, but
it is worth pointing out that
he is a man of more than
common gifts, although sane

INDOMITABLE

—New York World

men are hanged, “the Governors of Col-
orado and Idaho, and their masters from
Wall Street, New York, to the Rocky
Mountains, had better prepare to follow
them.” He dares the authorities to carry
out a sentence of execution. ‘‘There have
been,” he says, “twenty years of revolu-
tionary education, agitation, and organ-
isation since the Haymarket tragedy, and
if an attempt is made to repeat it, there

will be a revolution and I will do all in.

my power to precipitate it. . . . . They
have driven us to the wall, and now let us
rally our forces and face them and fight.
If they attempt to murder Moyer, Hay-
wood and their brothers, a million revolu-
tionists, at least, will meet them with guns.
They have done their best and their worst
to crush and enslave us. Their politi-
cians have betrayed us, their courts have
thrown us into jail without trial and their
soldiers have shot our comrades dead in
their tracks. The worm turns at last,
and so does the worker. Let them dare
to execute their devilish plot and every
State in the Union will resound with the
tramp of revolution. Get ready, com-
rades, for action! No other course is left
to the working class. Their courts are

judgment may not be amongst
them. ‘What will be generally
felt is that if the accused men
were parties to the reign of
bloodshed which has cursed Colorado,
hanging is about the sort of medicine re-
quired. However we may sympathise
with the strivings of labour to secure a
greater share of the wealth it creates, we
cannot, in a land where every man has
the franchise, admit murder as an argu-
ment in the propaganda. Mr. Debs has
evidently lost faith in the jury system as
well as every other institution of civilisa-
tion. When the workingmen suffer as
much as he thinks they do, they will use
their ballots to a little better purpose than
they do now. Ballots, not bullets, are
our means of social amelioration. I did
not quote Mr. Debs, however, for the
purpose of controverting him, but merely
to furnish further evidence of the consider-
able amount of dissatisfaction and unrest
which may be detected among our neigh-
bours at the present moment.

o
In Europe matters have settled down
after the Algeciras conference. The trouble
between Britain and Turkey over the
Sinaitic Peninsula has ended as usual in a
graceful retreat on the part of the Sultan.

John A. Ewan.



OVER the shoulders and slopes of the dune
I saw the white daisies go down to the sea,
A host in the sunshine, an army in June,
The people God sends us to set our hearts
free.

The bobolinks rallied them up from the dell,
The orioles whistled them out of the wood;
And all of their singing was, ‘‘ Earth, it is
well!”

And all of their dancing was, ‘“Life, thou

art good!”
Bliss Carman

=

PRINCESS ENA’S TROUSSEAU

IN spite of the state and dignity of the
Spanish Court the gowns ordered
for King Alfonso’s bride are said by the
London Daily Graphic “to be pervaded
by a note of simplicity.” The descrip-
tion of several of these ‘confections”
leads one to believe that simplicity is a
comparative term. We are told, for
instance:

“One of the already-finished robes is
a dainty gown for evening wear, made in
the princess manner of anemone mauve
crépe de chine, untrimmed upon the skirt
save for a band of silver that covers the
stitchery of the deep hem. On the
corsage all the adornment is concentrated
upon a bolero of diamanté and silver
embroidery, outlined by a modestie of
mauve chiffon, and fastened by large
crystal buttons.” What is a modestie?
We confess that it is a new word of pleas-
ant sound which is more agreeable than
our old friend, passementerie.

Black and white, those simple colours
which the song in the School-Girl assures
us often ‘“make a combination which
you’re apt to rue,” appear frequently in
the royal trousseau. “In one case a
gown is completely white, made of satin
with a white tulle kerchief, and short
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puffed sleeves brightened by diamond
ornaments; in another, a black gown of
chiffon velours has two bodices, one of
them cut décolleté and completed by a
berthe of fine jet and chenille; the other
fitted with a transparent yoke and high
collar, made of delicate point de Venise.”

Ahd this description of a tailor-made
gown seems all that a princess might
desire: “There is a very pretty Wedge-
wood-blue frieze costume, with hand
embroidered fronts of pale blue cloth
embroidered with white, and trimmings
of wide galon the same colour as the
frieze. For this model long sleeves of the
regulation coat shape were chosen, and
the skirt is built with seven gores neatly
stitched down to within a few inches of
the edge; where inserted pleats give the
necessary width required about the feet.”

=
THE AMERICAN WOMAN

IN an article written for the February
issue of this magazine the following
sentence appeared: “The most attrac-
tive American is she who is educated
abroad, who imitates the voice of the
Englishwoman and the dress of the
Frendhwoman, and who uses the money
accruing from Chicago pork or New York
stocks to buy, so far as such things may be
bought, the old-world grace of speech and
attire.”” The above quotation without
the context looks like a snatch of cynic-
ism, whereas its place in the article re-
ferred to made it quite pertinent. Sev-
eral writers in United States publications
have seen fit to comment upon the state-
ment, and two of these comments afford
matter for reply.
In the New York Evening Journal of
May 1st, Miss Fairfax takes occasion to
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indulge in personal surmises regarding
the writer of this department to which it
is not my intention (the United Stateser
may consider it lack of ability) to retort.
The time has surely come when women
can indulge in journalistic “discussion
without that descent to trivial personal-
ities which leads the mere man to refer
to us as the feline sex. I shall, therefore,
confine my remarks to the former state-
ment and the criticism thereon.

The remark is made that my reference
to ‘“the most attractive American” is
wholesale denunciation. There is not a
denunciatory word in the sentence as
anyone may see who reads it carefully.
Wholesale denunciation is quite as foolish
as wholesale laudation and just as un-
truthful. The faults of the American
woman are, generally speaking, the
faults of the Canadian, and in the very
paragraph from which that sentence was
taken, Miss Fairfax will find that certain
failings are brought home to Halifax and
Ottawa. For years there has been an
avalanche of adjectives, most of them
complimentary, employed by those who
would describe the American woman, and
all this indiscriminating praise has become
somewhat tiresome to those who find it
difficult to believe that the women of any
one country have a monopoly of the vir-
tues and the graces. No one is denying
the existence of fine specimens of ‘“honest,
happy, healthy and lovely girlhood” in
the United States, but we should merely
suggest that this continent does not
" possess an exclusive right to produce such
beings. The American woman is more
independent and self-reliant than any
other, but is she more gracious? She is,
next to the Frenchwoman, the best-
dressed in the world, but she is not so
thrifty a housewife as her Gallic sister.
In truth, the worst and the best that can
be said in the matter, whether American,
English, German, or French be under
consideration, is that, according to the
saying of the latter, the type has the defect
of its qualities.

But so far has the spirit of brag and
bluster gone on this continent (which in-
cludes more than the United States) that
the mere suggestion that an American
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woman can receive the slightest aid or
improvement from foreign sources is
regarded as unkindly detraction and
“wholesale denunciation.” Indeed, our
smug self-satisfaction is more in the way
of the highest development than any
other force. The over-emphasis and
provincialism of unfledged communities
are shown more amusingly in their ex-
cessive extolling of their own products
than in any other fashion. We have the
virtues but also the failings of a clean,
new continent and are entirely too much
given, even in articles upon our woman-
kind, to confusing display with effective-
ness and puffing with patriotism.

The best type of American womanhood
is an inspiring sight. But what of the
finest that France or England affords, to
say nothing of dear, delightful Ireland?
While most of us are willing to concede
with cheerfulness that the American
woman is independent, resourceful, viva-
cious and admirably gowned, we are not
prepared to admit that she is as dainty as
the Frenchwoman, as fair-skinned as the
girl with Devon cheeks, as lovably witty
as the Irish maiden, as desirably reserved
as the Scotch lassie, or as graceful as the
Spaniard. The most charming woman
ever seen in the United States was the
Southerner of the old traditions as the
following article on Mr. Wister’s latest
novel may. declare. That the French or
English woman might be enlightened by
an American tour and be improved by a
touch of our self-reliance, may be granted,
but it is surely no denunciation to say that
the educational system of this continent
is not perfection.

The. editor of New York Life, that
weekly publication which renders its
namesake more endurable, has also com-
mented on the sentence quoted from the
February article, differing courteously
from the opinion expressed and conclud-
ing: “The American girl is the product
of a freer social condition and of more
abundant liberty of thought and behaviour
than is experienced by any of her sisters
in Europe. Therein lies the vital differ-
ence between her and them. Itisa differ-
ence that is not always profitable to her,

" but when it is profitable it is highly signifi-



WOMEN’S SPHERE

cant and helps a great deal to make her
interesting.”

But, in spite of our well-known ad-
vantages of liberty and independence, I
am yet of the opinion that the most
attractive, not necessarily the most sensible,
useful or practical American woman is
she who has added to her native qualities
the graces that older countries have
taken centuries to bring to flower.

=
OF THE OLD SCHOOL

OST Canadians have read that stir-

ring story, ‘‘The Virginian,” by
Owen Wister. The author has just pub-
lished a novel of entirely different scenes,
“Lady Baltimore,” which introduces the
reader to an old South Carolina town,
Kings Port, where there are gentlewomen
of the good old-fashioned kind. Mr.
Wister indulges in many diatribes at the
expense of modern smart society, and vies
with that pungent journalist, Mr. Henry
Watterson, in his scathing criticism of the
women of Newport. These comments are
well worth reading, for Mr. Wister is too
witty to let them degenerate into prosy
homilies.  There were such delightful old
ladies in Kings Port, which was itself a
town of yesterday. ‘“This Kings Port,
this little city of oblivion, held, shut in
with its lavender and pressed-rose memo-
ries, a handful of people who were like that
great society of the world, the high society
of distinguished men and Wwomen who
exist no more, but who touched history
with a light hand, and left their mark
upon it in a host of memoirs and letters
that we read to-day with a starved and
home-sick longing in the midst of our
sullen welter of democracy.”

There is one city on this continent
where money does not ‘“count,” where
gentle speech and courtly bearing are yet
heard and seen. That city is Charleston,
a beautiful old Southern town by the sea,
which hardly seems to belong to the vulgar
commercial world of to-day. No one who
has lived in Charleston can forget its old-
world charm, and its beauty came back to
me as I read this description of Kings
Port: “Thus it was that I came to sojourn
in the most appealing, the most lovely,
the most wistful town in America; whose

6
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MISS ELLEN TERRY

Who has been receiving many honours on the
occasion of her Jubilee, April 28th

visible sadness and distinction seem also
to speak audibly, speak in the sound of
the quiet waves that ripple round her
Southern front, speak in the church-bells
on Sunday morning, and breathe not only
in the soft, salt air, but in the perfume of
every gentle, old-fashioned rose that
blooms behind the high garden walls of
falling mellow-tinted plaster.”

In the conversation between Augustus
of the North and John Mayrant of the
South in the old churchyard at Kings
Port, there are many things worth re-
membering. Augustus, in expressing his
warm admiration for the old ladies whose
hearts are buried with the soldiers who
fell a generation ago, says of the present:
“There’s nothing united about these
States any more, except Standard Oil and
discontent. We’re no longer a small
people, living and dying for a great idea;
we’re a big people, living and dying for
money. And these ladies of yours—well,
they have made me home-sick for a
national and a social past, which I never
saw, but which my people knew. They’re
like legends, still living, still warm and
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Prince John George

THE PRINCESS OF WALES AND HER YOUNGEST CHILDREN

The Prince and Princess have recently arrived home

from their tour of India

with us. In their quiet, clean-cut faces I
seem to see a reflection of the old serene
candlelight we all once talked and danced
in—sconces, tall mirrors, candles burning
inside glass globes to keep them from the
moths and the draft that, of a warm even-
ing, blew in through handsome mahogany
doors; the good, bright silver; the portraits
by Copley and Gilbert Stuart; a young
girl at a square piano, singing Moore’s
melodies.”

Mr. Wister expresses an ardent desire
that these ‘‘lavender and pressed-rose”
old ladies might form a kind of object
lesson to the modern young persons of the
smart set. ‘‘They would teach our bulg-

ing automobilists, our unlicked boy cubs,

our alcoholic girls who shout to waiters
for ‘high-balls’ on country club porches—
they would teach these wallowing creatures
whose money has merely gilded their
bristles, what American refinement once
was. The manners we’ve lost, the decen-
cies we’ve banished, the standards we’ve
lowered, their light is still flickering in
this passing generation of yours. It’s
the last torch.” But with all respect for
Mr. Wister, or rather for ‘Augustus,”
the young women of modern fashionable
society would not be at all restrained or
edified by the appearance of such a gentle-
woman as Mrs. Weguelin St. Michael.
They would vote her an old fogy and con-
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tinue to shout for
high-ballsand smoke
cigarettes under her
aristocratic nose.
After all, Newport
is not the United
States, nor is the so-
called smart ' circle
of any country truly
representative. In
spite of the vulgarity
of the “yellow rich,”
there are thousands
who have not bowed
the knee to Mam-
mon, and who set
Thackeray and
Browning above
Rockefeller and
Morgan. It is in
the homes of the
middle classes that
one must look for the best life of
the people and there are many house-
holds on this continent yet unspoiled
by the indecency of the class which holds
marriage provincial and divorce desirable.,
In Canada our wholesome social life has
so far been little affected by thamillionaire
microbe. Manners are not what they
might be, but the remedy lies with the
women—a taste for music, literature or
art is usually the result of a mother’s care
and culture. The men who talk of noth-
ing but money and how it is made, have
come from homes where there was poverty
of conversation, whatever wealth there
may have been of dollars. How quickly
one can tell whether the mother is a
woman who is giving her family anythin
of the culture that is more excellent! The
richest homes are often without that touch
of discernment, and frequently where

Henry

_furniture is well-worn one discovers the

presence of the woman who knows and
feels the best in life.

Mr. Wister has given us a charming
picture of the old ladies of Kings Port,
and we can afford to forget his sketch of
the young persons of Newport and their
high-balls. “Lady Baltimore” should
make pleasant reading for anyone, but
to those Canadians who know South
Carolina, with its chivalry and its sadness,
it is a story as familiar as it is picturesque.

Jean Graham.



PRINCE AND PEOPLE

RINCE ARTHUR OF CON-

NAUGHT has been with us for a
few days. He has gone again, and about
two thousand persons, more or less, will
tell their children that they once had the
honour of being presented to him. If the
Prince could examine the pedigrees of
those who were thus honoured he would
find that the parents of at least half of
them came over steerage from the British
Isles. From steerage to the title “Hon-
ourable” in two or three generations is
easy enough in Canada. In fact, it has
been accomplished in one generation by
a not insignificant few. Every person
has a chance in this country. Every
social grade is open to a man irrespec-
tive of the social standing of his
parents—with the single exception of
the permanent militia, which is retained
as a special preserve for the younger
sons of aristocratic Canadian or Brit-
ish ‘families. In Great Britain, it is
much more difficult for a man to
rise from the ranks to equality with
the aristocracy in one generation, al-
though it has more than once been
accomplished.

There were handsome women pre-
sented to the Prince who in their
younger days had been farmers’
daughters, servants and even hotel
waitresses. In England the difficulties
which beset the ambitious woman are
even greater than in the case of men.
Even a minister who marries a girl
“of the people” can scarcely find a
pulpit either in England or Scotland.
More than one clergyman has come
to Canada because the pulpits were
closed to him on account of his
having married the daughter of a
tradesman. Here no such distinction
obtains.
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IN DEFENCE OF THE PEOPLE
VERY year the capitalists file into
the lobbies of the Legislatures and
of the Federal House and seek special
franchises for the building of railways,
the development of water powers and
other public utilities. The governing
bodies restrict these grants, more or less,
in the public interest. Nevertheless
some of the monopolies thus created
turn out to be oppressive. The joint
stock companies that control them are
very greedy of profits, and have little
compunction in making the people pay
heavy charges.
The - railways have in

some cases

HON. ADAM BECK

Who has acted for the Ontario Government in the
‘“Power”’ question
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PRINCE ARTHUR AND PARTY AT CASTLE MOUNTAIN ON THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

followed this policy, and the Dominion
Parliament found it necessary to create
a Railway Commission with power to
regulate rates. The same principle will
likely be applied soon to telephone, tele-
graph and express companies. The Prov-
inces are also moving in the direction
of commission control in defence of the
people, a railway commission and a
hydro-electric power commission having
been created in Ontario during the session
that has just closed. The railway com-
mission will regulate rates on all provincial
steam and electric railways; the power
' commission will control all corporations
producing or selling electric lighting and
power.

The “Hydro-Electric Power Commis-
sion of Ontario” consists of three per-
sons, one of whom may be a member of
the Executive Council. This commis-
sion may appoint a chief engineer, an
accountant and a secretary, and such
other officials as may be deemed re-
quisite.

The commission has two sets of duties.
In the first place it may enter into
agreements with municipalities to sup-

ply them with power, and may take all
necessary steps to secure that power for
them.” It may buy power from existing
companies or expropriate their works;
it may build transmission lines, and it
may raise funds for the purpose of carry-
ing on such work. Any municipality
entering into a contract with the com-
mission must pay for the power it re-
ceives, and also (a) 4 per cent. on the
capital expenditure made on its behalf,
(b) an annual sum sufficient to form in
thirty years a sinking fund equal to the
outlay, and (c) the cost of operating,
maintaining and renewing the plant.

The second portion of the commis-
sion’s duties is to hear complaints and
adjust rates to be charged by any muni-
cipal corporation, company or individual
supplying electric lighting, or heating,
or electric power or energy. Any per:
son refusing to obey an order or direc-
tion of the commission shall forfeit $1oo
per day to the uses of the Province.

This is the result of an agitation for
cheap power which has been carried on
in the Province for: several years. Just
what the effect will be, it is difficult to
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forecast. The commission will no doubt
be careful to see that any investments
made by private corporations are fairly
protected, and that individual enterprise
shall not go unréwarded. At the same
time, it will be under obligation to see
that extortionate charges are not made,
and that the rights of the users of power
are safeguarded. It is expected that
the chairman of the commission will be
the Hon. Adam Beck, who has been in
charge of the Government’s investiga-
tions into the subject.

NG
POLITICAL DISHONESTY

IT is a queer commentary on our poli-

tics and our standards of political
honesty that at present in Canada there
is scarcely an ex-cabinet minister who
retains the confidence of the people.
Almost every man who has passed
through the cabinet ranks has either
been guilty of misconduct, or has winked
at the misconduct of others to such an
extent that he is mistrusted. Not only
is he not regarded with gratitude for his
public service, but he is condemned for
his lack of sterling integrity—that in-
tegrity which is incompatible
with wrong either in himself
or his colleagues.

When Mr. Borden had an
opportunity to score the
Laurier administration for the
Cornwall Canal contract, he
was hampered by having as
a colleague Mr. Haggart, who
had some connection with the
beginning of this scandal, and
at least one follower who was
directly concerned. So when
the land policy of the present
Government was under dis-
cussion, the sins of the Hon.
G. E. Foster and other Con-
servative members prevented
an aggressive attack. As
Saturday Night says: ‘“The
odour of the past envelops
them.”

In Ontario there is a similar
situation. The Opposition,
because of the sins of omission

'
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that were committed by its leading men
when in office, cannot lead an attack.
The Whitney Administration simply pulls
aside a small curtain and the Opposition
subsides. I am not so thoroughly familiar
with the situation in the other provinces,
but I have no doubt that much the same
condition prevails. At the risk of being
considered a man with a muck-rake, I
desire to say that to my mind there is
little political honesty of the higher type
among our public men, past or present.
This is an unpleasant statement and
one which any writer must hesitate to
make.

There are exceptions to this state-
ment of course. So far as I know, the
Hon. J. W. Longley, ex-Attorney-General
of Nova Scotia, is a man without a stain
upon his record, though he was un-
doubtedly partizan in his political meth-
ods. Sir William Meredith, ex-leader
of the Ontario Opposition, has a blame-
less record. Mr. Haultain, ex-Premier
of the North-West Territories, seems to
be a man against whom no direct or
indirect charge can be made. So one
may speak of Sir Charles Tupper, Sir
Mackenzie Bowell, the Hon. Edward

PRINCE ARTHUR AT WINNIPEG
Leaving the City Hall
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PRINCE ARTHUR AT NIAGARA FALLS
On the extreme right is Mr. Frederic Nicholls, next to the Prince; on the extreme left is Mr. Pope. Under

Secretary of State;

the fourth is Sir Henry Pellatt; the s1xth Mzr. Charlton of the G.

the ugllth Capt. Wyndham, Equerry; "and_second beyond in the
front row, CapL Trotter, A.D.C.

Blake, the late Hon. Peter White, Sir
Louis Davies, the late Hon. David Mills,
the late Sir John Thompson, and a few
others.

Nevertheless the exceptions do not
affect the general rule that most of our
public, men have maintained but a low
standard of political conduct. They have
held office with men who were guilty of
political offences for which they should
have been punished; they have helped to
reward men who had committed politi-
cal wrongs; they have stood by and seen
the civil service filled with men who were
incompetent or worse; they have prof-
ited by gerrymanders and ill-gotten
campaign funds; they have tolerated
public extravagance, class legislation and
the alienation of public moneys and
franchises; they have retained public
office when decency and the public in-
terest would have been better served by
resignation.

This is not to say that these men have
not performed great public services.
They have loved their country, had
faith in her future and have contributed
something to her advancement. They
have been amenable to public opinion
and have governed the country in a gen-
eral way as the people desired it to be

governed. Yet they have passed out of
public life without the laurel wreath of
universal admiration and commenda-
tion. Consequently we have few polit-
ical heroes.

When did a member of either a pro-
vincial or a federal cabinet ever resign
his office rather than countenance un-
fair political methods, or unjust admin-
istration or legislation? When did a
politician denounce his party because its
campaign funds and the public patron-
age were improperly used? There have
been private protests, no doubt, but
these are not sufficient to protect a
statesman’s reputation. History is apt
to overlook private protests.

Canadian politics and Canadian public
life need a new standard of conduct.
We need a few men who are willing to
become martyrs on behalf of public in-
tegrity and honesty in political methods.
One great step in that direction will be
the abolition of all political patronage
by means of more rigid and compre-
hensive Civil Service Acts. At least this
is the administrative lesson which one
learns from a study of the political his-
tory of Great Britain and the United
States.

John A. Cooper.
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THE NAPOLEONIC PERIOD

\f OLUME IX of the Cambridge

Modern History* that grand work
for which we are indebted to the late Lord
Acton, bears as its title the one word
“Napoleon.” It might better be “The
Napoleonic Period.” True, as the editors
set forth in the preface, “No other period
in modern history—no other historical
period, it may be said, except those of
Alexander the Great, of Julius Cesar, of
Charlemagne—was so completely domin-
ated by a single personality. . . . Napo-
leon was not only the architect of his own
fortunes, but the prime creator of that
enormous power with which he overawed
Europe.” Nevertheless, the work is not
a biography of Napoleon, it is a history
of the world during the time that he lived.
Further, it does not attempt to give
estimates of his character, but an impartial
survey of the events in which he took part.
It would be almost as sensible to issue a
history of the United States during the
past twenty-five years and label it “Rocke-
feller.”

Napoleon certainly. did create quite a
furore for a time, but it was only among
sovereigns and armies. The people of
Europe were not greatly disturbed except
during the last five years of his period,
1810-1815. There were no constitutional
governments, and it made little difference
to the people who ruled them—one
despot or another—so long as the despot
was fairly considerate. When Napoleon
Jost his head and became diabolical in his
attempts to overturn thrones and insti-
tutions, to stop all trade upon the high
seas with his “continental system,” then
the people of Europe rose against him.
First Spain, aided by the British; then
Russia, Prussia and Austria after the

*Tondon: Macmillan & Co. Cloth, 946 pp.
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burning of Moscow. The result of these
risings was that the allies, in 1814, found
themselves in possession of Paris. The
events of 1815 were merely a repetition in
a new form. No despot can stand before
the people when they are thoroughly
aroused. Napoleon’s end would have
come sooner had it been necessary.

The undue exaltation of Napoleon and
his importance is a subversion of the
lessons of history. He was an inhuman
brute, with great talents for deceiving an
easily deceived people—a people who
were looking for some person to govern
them at a period when they were fully
convinced that they could not govern
themselves. He was a liar, coward, mur-
derer, and common thug. As such, history
should place him in a proper light, so that
posterity will not misunderstand. To
exalt his military genius to the rank of
that of Caesar and Alexander, to,place
him as a ruling power above Charles the
Fifth and Louis the Fourteenth, is to
conceal the lessons which his career left
for Europe. Napoleon’s policy was sel-
fish and destructive, and lacked all the ele-
ments of stability and permanency. Even
his leading marshals had nothing to offer
in his defence on many occasions, and
they abandoned him at the first oppor-
tunity.

Aside from the conception of the vol-
ume and its title, which to my mind
destroys much of its educational value,
the book is written in admirable spirit,
excellent style, and with that magnificent
balance between detail and perspective
which is only found in great books. It
disposes of many fictions, such as the
burning of Moscow by the Russians;
it deals with social, economic and other
features as clearly as it does with military
campaigns. Its comprehensiveness may
perhaps be best explained by giving a



184 THE

J. GORDON MOwA7T
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list of the chapters: The Consulate,
1799-1804; The Armed Neutrality; The
Pacification of Europe (1799-1802);
France and Her Tributaries (1801-3);
France under the Empire; The Codes:
The Concordats; The Command of the
Sea; The Third Coalition, I; The
Third Coalition, II; The Napoleonic
Empire at Its Height; The War of 1809;
The Continental System; The French
Dependencies, and Switzerland; The
Peninsular War, 1808-14; Russia and the
Invasion of 1812; The War of Liberation
(1813-4); The First Restoration (1814-3);
The Congress of Vienna, I; The Hun-
dred Days (1815); The Congress of
Vienna, II; Great Britain and Ireland
(1792-1815); The British Empire; St.
Helena.
W

THE MILLIONAIRE

A CURSORY observer glancing through

the British novels of the day, would
imagine that the upper classes were be-
coming extremely lascivious. In his latest
novel, E. Phillips Oppenheim pictures
two women, one the wife of a member of

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Parliament, the other a Marchioness,
each throwing herself and her honour at
the feet of the hero. They act much as a
squaw might in reference to a handsome
white man who had invaded the back
regions of America. There is some ex-
cuse for the squaw, with the loose notions
of marriage and morality which have pre-
vailed among certain tribes since the ad-
vent of Europeans on this continent;
there is no excuse for the two leaders in
London society. The squaw has neither
education nor religion; the London wo-
men are supposed to have both.

Mr. Oppenheim is not the only British
novelist who has given us such pictures—
pictures which cannot but be a debasing
influence in any' home to which they
penetrate. He is not the only one who
uses black paint on his canvases. If he
does not paint a true picture—then the
people of England should see that he is
properly punished. There should be
some means of reaching a blackguardly
novelist as there is a blackguard in an
other calling. Morley Roberts, in “The
Idlers,” as noticed in April, does the same
thing, and there are others one might
mention. Are these men to go unpun-
ished? Are the publishers of these ob-
scene tales to be allowed to print any-
thing they wish? A nation which pro-
vides Boards of Health to preserve the
purity of the atmosphere, should surely
be as keen to ‘preserve the purity of its
literature!

“Mr. Wingrave, Millionaire,”* ig the
title of Mr. Oppenheim’s book. It is
apparently designed to show what g
powerful thing money is if used by g
callous and evil-minded man. Embit-
tered by an unjust sentence to penal
servitude, Wingrave comes back to work
out his vengeance on those who have
wronged him and on society in general,
He succeeds fairly well and is only re-
deemed at the end by an inartistic and
illogical situation. There is little neces-
sity, however, of treating the book seri-
ously. It isnota work to be commended,
though it will probably find plenty of

*Mr. Wingrave, Millionaire, by E. Phillips
Oppenheim. Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.




ABOUT NEW BOOKS

readers through the medium of Andrew
Carnegie’s beautiful libraries.

a®

OTHER NOVELS

IT seems only the other day that S. R.
Crockett’s latest book came on us,
and now there is another. A real lively
tale, too, called “Kid McGhie,”* with all
sorts of “rum’ characters, and plenty
of slum slang and thieves’ talk. Of
course, there are the usual castles and
clans and all the Scottish paraphernalia
to give it the necessary biting quality.
The churches and the parsons are not
overlooked, for what would a Scotch

novel be without a meenister? Good

value for your money, too; four hundred
well-packed pages, and the “Kid” with
a tartan cap looking out strikingly from
the front cover.

“The Heritage of the Race,”} by David
Lyall, is also full of Scotch scenery and
life. There are collie dogs and shepherds
and other simple folk—not really bad
people like those in “Kid McGhie,” just
common people with human failings and
passions and virtues. The dialogue is a
bit lofty and stately and out-of-place, but
what does it matter? It is another book,
and another story, even though it is about
nothing in particular. It is wholesome,
let us be thankful, and will do no harm.
Its touch will pollute no one and perhaps
it will please a few simple-minded Ca-
nucks. If so, let it pass.

“The Healers,” by Maarten Maartens,
is a very ordinary story of medical life
and its possible misunderstandings. The
scenes are mainly European, consequently
there is a deal of home-made French
phrases and a psuedo-continental atmos-
phere. It is another excellent book for
the Carnegie Libraries. It is a full inch
and three-quarters thick and looks like
real literature. Those who do not read
it, would scarcely be able to tell the dif-
ference. From the outside view, it might
be a masterpiece.

*Kid McGhie, by S. R. Crockett.
The Copp, Clark Co.
e Heritage of the Race, by David Lyall.
Togto: The Copp, Clark Co.
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“Carolina Lee,”* by Lillian Bell, is the
story of a young lady, born of Southern
United States parents in the American
legation at Paris. The scenes are laid
partly in Europe and partly in South
Carolina. Christian Science plays quite
a part in the motif. It is rather brightly
written and some of the situations are
rather novel. If Andrew Carnegie hap-
pens to turn to p. 13, he will find these
sentences:

““For nearly forty years the South has been
poor, with a poverty you cannot understand,
nor even imagine. There has been no money
to buy books—scarcely enough to buy food
and clothes. The libraries are wholly inad-
equate, Consequently current fiction—that
ephemeral mass of part rubbish, part trash,
which many of us despise, but which, never-
theless, mirrors, with more or less fidelity,
modern times, its business, politics, fashions
and trend of thought—is wholly unknown
to the great mass of Southern people. . . . .
But compared to [with] the omnivorous read-
ing of the Northern public, the South reads
nothing. Therefore, in most private libraries
to-day, you find the novels which were cur-
rent before the war.”

e
MR. EGERTON CASTLE

R. EGERTON CASTLE, author of

“If Youth But Knew,” was born

in London in 1858. He was educated at
the Univers-
ities of Paris
and Glas-
gow, and at
Trinity Col-
lege, Cam-
bridge, went
through
Sandhurst,
rose to be
Captain of
the Royal
Engineer
Militia, and
later prose-
cuted exten-
sive studies
in subma-
rine mining.
For ten
years he was

EGERTON CASTLE

Joint-author of “If Youth But
Knew "’

~ *Carolina Lee, by Lillian Bell. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Co.
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OWEN WISTER

Whose latest novel is reviewed elsewhere
in this issue

on the staff of The Saturday Review,
since which time he has been editor of the
Liverpool Mercury. His lifelong devotion
to swordsmanship, which found expression
in his first book, “Schools and Masters of
Fence,” savours the atmosphere of his
novels, most of which have their scenes
laid in Europe in days before the disap-
pearance of the code duello. A rendering
into French of Robert Louis Stevenson’s
“Prince Otto” first called attention to
Mr. Castle’s gifts; and he took his place
as one of the most delightful and enjoy-
able of modern novelists: with the ap-
pearance in 1898 of “The Pride of Jen-
nico.” “Young April” and “The Bath
Comedy” followed soon after. Some of
his best books have been written, as is
“If Youth But Knew,” with his wife,
Agnes Castle. His recreations, aside from
fencing, include rifle and pistol shooting,
cycling, and rambling in country scenery
and old towns. e

NOTES

Students of electricity and its trans-
mission will find the Reports of the
“Hydro-Electric Power Commission of
Ontario ™ very useful.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

It will surprise many pcople to know
that Sir Francis Hincks was tried in 1879
and found guilty of an offence for which
the minimum penalty was two years’ im-
prisonment. The offence was that as
president of the Consolidated Bank he
had allowed a false return to be made to
the Government. The story is told in the
latest issue of the Journal of the Cana-
dian Bankers’ Association by Professor
Shortt.

There are four articles on Forestry in
the June number of the Queen’s Quarterly,
and a second article on ‘“Church and
State in France’’ by W. L. Grant.

. Haight & Co., Toronto, have issued
their three catalogues of Canadian books
in neat cloth binding. These three vol-
umes are absolutely indispensable to any
person who is making a collection of
Canadian books. In one volume there
are 1,006 titles of works published in this
country between 1791 and 1895, with the
approximate value of each.

“A First Book of Forestry,” by Filibert
Roth, issued by Ginn & Co. of Boston in
1902, has been re-issued. The work is
excellent.

“Roland Graeme, Knight,” by Agnes
Maule Machar, originally published in
1892 by W. Drysdale & Co., Montreal,
has been re-issued by William Briggs.
This is one of the best bits of fiction ever
issued in this country and the new edition
should be heartily welcomed.

The article in the May Pearson’s
(English edition) on “How to Make a
Nation of Marksmen,” by Lord Roberts,
should be read widely in this country.
Lord Roberts has been leading in the
movement for miniature rifle ranges and
more numerous rifle clubs among citizens,
colleges and schools.

The Report of the Ontario Archivist
for 1go4 contains 1,376 pages in its two
volumes. It comprises the report of
“Proceedings of the Loyalist Commis-
sioners” who in 1785-6 investigated all
claims for compensation arising out of the
Revolution which resulted in the form-
ation of the United States.



THE 7-43

Y one interview with the Edinburgh
stationmaster had been somewhat
fatiguing, so when next I had to make
enquiries I went to the information bureau
which I had in the meantime discovered.
Nothing, it appeared, could be easier than
to make the trip from Edinburgh to
Lowestoft, in Suffolk; I should start at
7-s0 a.m., change cars at Peterburgh,
and would reach Lowestoft at 7-43 p.m.
In writing to the friends I was about to
visit I mentioned these details, and re-
ceived by return of mail a letter stating
that what I contemplated was utterly
impossible, as the 7-so did not stop at
Peterburgh. How was I, a mere foreigner,
to decide between these conflicting state-
ments? I appealed to the guard as the
highest authority; surely he would know
where his own train was going! He
acknowledged that it passed through
Peterburgh without stopping, but said
there would be no difficulty about my
reaching Lowestoft by the time named,
as he would himself see me off at Gran-
tham. What time would we arrive in
Grantham? At 2-35, I need not worry,
he would see me safe into the Peterburgh
train.

A most satisfactory arrangement! At
two o’clock precisely I looked out of the
window and beheld Grantham! Taking
my life and my umbrella together in my
hands I alighted. The agent here inform-
ed me that there would be a train in a
few minutes for Peterburgh, and one leav-
ing there at 4-45 would bring me into
Lowestoft at 7-43. Was he sure? Sure
as the Bank of England. There was no
longer any chance of a mistake so I wired,
“Arrive Lowestoft 7-43.”

We reached Peterburgh at half-past
three, and I decided to spend the hour
before train-time in exploring the town and
cathedral. To make assurance doubly
sure, before leaving the station I said
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cdle/Woments:

casually to an official of some sort, *‘ The
train for Lowestoft is at 4-45?"

His reply was, to say the least of it,
startling. *There’s the train naow, Miss;
if you run you'll ketch it.”

There was no time for questions, and
no person within a hundred miles to be
scandalised by my curious behaviour;
so at the top of my speed I fled the length
of the station, up the steps, across the
bridge, down the other side, and exceed-
ingly lacking in dignity and in breath,
into the train. It started instantly, and
then I had time to reflect on my extra-
ordinary proceedings. Suppose it should
be the wrong train? And how could it
be the right one when I had been told by
every separate individual from Edinburgh
southward, that I should leave Peterburgh
at a quarter to five? I looked at my
watch and groaned. It was not yet four
o’clock, and I was miles from Peterburgh,
whirling I knew not whither. Why had
I questioned that wretched man, who
probably knew nothing about the matter?
Why had I been so ready to believe him?
And why, in the name of all common sense,
had I made a spectacle of myself, racing
down a sedate English platform to the
evident amazement of the decorous Eng-
lish public, to catch a train I did not want?
I was still engaged in these and similar
cheerful meditations, when the guard
came, and I showed my ticket in fear and
trembling. Wonderful to relate I was
actually in the right train again. As soon
as I could control my astonishment suffi-
ciently to speak, I asked, “What time do
we reach Lowestoft ?” and like a voice in
a dream came that everlasting refrain,
CAL 7- 43.”

“And what time does the train arrive
there that leaves Peterburgh at 4-45?”
I continued.

“QOh, bless ye, Miss, the 4-45’s the
slow train, she is. She won’t get there
afore ten o’clock!”

Thus, by good luck entirely, and not by
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means of any good management, I achiev-
ed the impossible, and at 7-43, to the
minute, greeted my surprised and ad-
miring relatives. As we drove to the
house, my cousin said to her husband:
“After all, Walter, it is not impossible
when a Canadian undertakes it. They
are a wonderful people!”

“Dulce et decorum,” etc., but I would
solemnly warn any other patriotic Cana-
dian against such gymnastics as I perform-
ed for the glory of my native land.

& Nora Milnes.

SPEEDING THE PARTING GUESTS

“VAL” is a French-Canadian giant,
proprietor of the fishing privilege
on several choice lakes, and of a hotel ad-
jacent to them. He is a silent man, says
a writer in the New York Evening Post,
and seldom speaks except to good purpose.
He sat one day behind the bar, rubbing
a jointed rod, when his assistant entered,
having in tow two new arrivals—extra-
ordinary imitations of man, called “globe-
trotters.” Their monocles marked them
as Britons. Val gave them not a glance.
“Ah, my—er—my good fellah!” said
one, stroking his drooping moustache.
“Good evening!” said Val, impassively.

“Ah—you have—er—fishing round
heah ?”

“We have.”

““ And—er—boats?”

5 Yoy

“ And—er—guides ?”
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‘i Yes'i’

“Then—er—my good
fellih, you may—er—show
us our rooms. We shall re-
main heah for some time, if
you show that you are—er—
deserving.”

Impassive still, the giant
selected two keys, conducted
the guests upstairs, came back,
and resumed his task of
polishing.  Almost at once
heavy boots came down the
stairs, and one of the new-
comers reappeared.

“ Ah—er—my good fellah,’
he complained. “Really, don’t
ye know. I'm surprised. No
water in the room. Have to
treat us better than that, ye knaw!”

This time there was no doubt. Val
raised his eyebrows. But his voice was
quiet as he called a boy and ordered the

water. It went up in blue-enamelled
pitchers. Almost at once the tourist re-
appeared.

“Ah, my—er—good fellah,” he said.
“Haven’t you a—er—a glass jug any-
where, fit for a gentleman to drink from ?*?

Then the impassive one spoke.

“Say,” he said, “you know dat train
you tak to harrive here?”

“Certainly.”

“She’s come hup, hup, hup, all de time,
ver’ slow, is it not? Tak two hengine ?*

“Yes.”

“Tak long while to harrive here, is it
not? Always hup, hup, hup?”

“Yes—er—quite an ascent.”

“Ver’ good. In de morning—six-feef-
teen—she’s go down, down, down. Den
she go fas’, like blazes. I call you een
time.”

Val returned to his task of polishing his
rods, and the tourist, after vainly puzzling
for the key to Val’s remarks, went up-
stairs to commune with his fellow-traveller,

~

BACK TO NATURE

“T OOK pleasant, please,” said the pho-

tographer to his (more or less) fair
sitter. Click! “It’s all over, ma’am.
You may resume your natural expression.?’’
—Selected.



Oddities: and Curiosities

A ROYAL TRAIN

- is not often that Canada
| has the privilege of enter-
| taining members of the Royal
O family, and consequently
=ra@] ‘““Royal” cars and trains are
not so common here as in England, where
all the large railways have cars which are
reserved for royalty. For the visit of Prince
Arthur of Connaught, each of the three
large railways provided a special train.
The writer had the privilege of exam-
ining the train supplied by the Grand
Trunk, and it is certainly worthy of com-
mendation. It is electrically lighted
throughout by a tur-
bine engine and dy-
namo installed in the
baggage car. A tele-
phone system is pro-
vided with an ex-:
change in charge of
an operator; not only
was communication
possible among all
the cars on the train,
but when standing
in a station-yard con-
nection was made
with the Bell Tele-
phone System, so that
the occupants of the
train might have the
use of their local and
long distance circuits.
The train itself
consisted of a suite
of cars, if one may so
speak. The “Violet,”
Sir Charles Rivers
Wilson’s private car,
was occupied by
Prince Arthur and
his equerry, Captain
Wyndham. This con-
tains three separate
bedrooms, a small
dining-room, and a
bathroom, all lux-
uriously appointed.
The dining car
189

“Monroe ” was manufactured by the Pull-
man Company for exhibition purposes.
It is finished in Flemish oak, relieved with
coloured glass and wrought iron electro-
liers along the sides, and rich yellow
panels in the ceiling. This black and
yellow contrast gives an effect almost un-
equalled in cars of this kind, and is de-
cidedly pleasing. A compartment sleep-
ing car, with seven communicating state-
rooms and two drawing-rooms provided
accommodation for the other members
of the party. The “Viceroy,” a fourth
car, contains a smoking room, a buffet,
a barber shop and a tiled bathroom.
The illustrations which accompany this

A PORTION OF THE DINING CAR ‘“MONROE"

Provided for Prince Arthur's train by the Grand Trunk Railway System.

It is finished in Flemish oak
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The souvenir books pro-
vided by the Grand Trunk
are worthy of special mention,
notwithstanding the fact that
they were printed in the
United States. The time-
table of the tour is illustrated
with coloured illustrations of
Ottawa, Montreal, Toronto
and Niagara Falls. The cover
is a green black Russia leather,
; N8® on the front of which appears

WSTETEP TR Tl the Connaught coat-of-arms,
4 -?'?{';‘,’A‘@g d emblazoned in the Royal

A AR colours and stamped in gold

in high relief. It is further

ornamented with the Cana-

dian coat-of-arms. The maps

were mounted on white silk

and bound in leather. There

were also equally handsome

souvenirs of Niagara Falls

and the Victoria Jubilee
THE SMOKING ROOM OF THE ‘‘VICEROY” Bridge.

will give a better idea of the
character of the workmanship
of these cars.

One great difference be-
tween Canadian cars and
British is the size. Canadian
cars are large and ponderous,
while the British cars are small
and delicately designed. The
Canadian cars have more up-
holstering and more massive
furniture. In other words,
they lack the daintiness of the
British cars. Nevertheless,
there- is something to be said
in favour of the Canadian
(or American) style as adapted
to a country where the
journeys are longer,and where
the road-beds are newer and
more prolific in curves. This
particular train shows that
the tendency at present in
America is to modify the
highly ornamental style which
has been so characteristic of A BEDROOM IN THE “VIOLET”

“ ” s
Pullman” and other Sleeplng Used by Prince Arthur during his journey over the Grand Trunk
cars. and Intercolonial Railways




CIVIL SERVICE REFORM

UDGING by our success in endeav-
ouring to secure the names of a
thousand citizens willing to join a Civil
Service Reform League, Canadians are
not aware of the great need for this re-
form. Patronage has not yet become a
public nuisance—in the minds of the
majority of people. A great many names
have been received, but the total is not
yet equal to one-half of the number de-
sired.

The journalists are awakening on the
subject, though some of them have been
working along this line for years. The
following editorial appeared recently in
a St. John, New Brunswick, daily paper:

THE PATRONAGE EVIL

We are fond in Canada of boasting super-
jority over all other British colonies, Aus-
tralia especially. But there are things we
can learn from Australia to our great ad-
vantage. They have discovered, for in-
stance, how to regulate the patronage evil,
which is the curse of our political system.
Instead of allowing public servants to pre-
scribe the amount of salary each is to re-
ceive, to badger ministers for appointments,
and to threaten conscientious members with
defeat at elections, each state parliament
has transferred the appointment, control,
and remuneration of civil servants to an
independent tribunal, constituted for the

urpose, called ““the public service board.”

e board is composed of three members,
irremovable, except by the vote of both
houses. It inquires into the qualifications
of applicants, determines the nature of the
examinations held for the higher classes,
regulates (by comparison with the wages
paid by private employers for similar work)
the remuneration for each class, recom-
mends all appointments and promotions,
and hears all appeals and complaints. . Thus
not only is a vicious influence removed from
politics but an efficient and progressive
civil service is provided.

The editor of the Stellarton, N.S.,
Progress, writes: “Please enter my name
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on your Civil Service Reform League
and may heaven crown your labours in
that respect with success.”

A prominent barrister in Calgary writes
as follows:

DEAR Sirs,—I have much pleasure in
adding my name to the list of those who
are anxious to see a change in our civil ser-
vice system. I am convinced that this sys-
tem is at the bottom of our present unsatis-
factory political system. If reforms as
suggested can be brought about, our polit-
ical life will be elevated and purified. I
shall have some of my friends here send in
their names.

Yours sincerely,
E. HArT NICHOLS.

The following comment is from Mr.
J. S. Willison, the editor of the Toronto
News:

ToroNTO, April 19th, 1906.

DEAR SIR,—Any movement towards a
permanent, non-partisan civil service would
have my sympathy and support. I cannot
think that a man has any more right to
claim a public office because he is an active
party worker than a person who teaches in
Sunday School has a right to claim the
church collections. There is nothing that
would contribute more to the decency and
dignity of Canadian politics than the rescue
of the public offices from the control of
party heelers and patronage committees

Yours very truly,
J. S. WiLL1sON

A friend of civil service reform sends
the following particulars of a sample case
at Ottawa: For five years there have been
two first-class clerks in one of the de-
partments at Ottawa whose fathers
were well-known politicians. Their office
hours are from g.30 a.m. to 12 noon and
from 2 p.m. to 4.30 p.m., and on Satur-
days from 9.30 a.m. to 1 p.m.—a total of
28} hours per week. During these “long
and arduous” five years they have aver-
aged about four hours’ work per week,
devoting the other 24} hours to reading
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the current newspapers; one receives a
salary of $1,800 a year, the other $1,950.
This is but a sample. There is little
use in blaming the politicians. They
are what the people make them, and are
amenable to public opinion. To arouse
public opinion there must be a Civil Ser-
vice Reform League, with a permanent sec-
retary and an influential executive. This
reform cannot come from within' the ser-
vice; it must come from without. In-
vestigations must be made, literature and
information distributed, a new system
devised, and finally the question must be
forced upon the House of Commons.

.
WEALTH AND HAPPINESS

WITH regard to the advantages, or
otherwise, of possessing great wealth
we get from Mr. Carnegie what may be
regarded as an inside view, says the
Montreal Herald. His avowal is dis-
concerting when he avers that “beyond
a competence for old age, which need not
be great and may be very small, wealth
lessens rather than increases human hap-
piness,” and as if to clinch the subject he

adds, “millionaires who laugh are rare.”
It is quite true that those burdened with
the responsibilities of great wealth seldom
laugh in public, but there has been a
suspicion that they did chuckle a good
deal in private at the stupidity of the
average mortal. But the question will
naturally arise, why shouldn’t they laugh
and laugh heartily, and if great wealth
brings but little happiness, why do they
still strive for more after they have it in
abundance?

It is hardly likely that the majority of
millionaires will endorse Mr. Carnegie’s
opinion even if they have failed to use
their wealth so well as the Laird of Skibo,
for one may assume that the measure of
happiness to be drawn from great riches
depends upon the purposes in which it is
employed. It is quite true that these
are not exactly comfortable times for
those who have come into possession of
their millions by questionable means.
When one sees the whole press of a country
pillorying its dishonest millionaires one
can understand that it is not conducive
to serenity of mind to be included in the
““cormorant gang.”



‘Growth of a Great Shoe
Business

EW FEW. months  ago m?ar]y every
MY/ AN prominent newspaper in Canada,
r’/ “‘\\7 in commenting upon the advice
‘_/?fc:ﬁ;‘ offered by the Canadian Minister
of Finance to a complaining manufacturer,
cited the Slater Shoe Company as the best
example of solid growth through helpful adver-
tising.

“Why don’t you advertise ?”” asked the Min-
ister of Finance. “Just as Slater does,” he
implied.

The President of the Slater Shoe Company,
Mr. Charles E. Slater, says that newspaper
advertising. was but an incidental help to the
phenomenal growth of their business. It is
their system of making a shoe as good as it
can be made, and of themselves making the
retail price at which it must be sold, to which
he ascribes the progress of a business which has
taken its place amongst the foremost indus-
tries of Canada.

“Every shoe made in our factory has the
right retail price stamped and labelled upon it,
whether it is for man, woman or boy,” he said.
“We know that shoe is right, and therefore we
issue an unlimited guarantee. That guarantee
helps us. No shoe factory can be infallible,
and when a poor shoe does get through our
rigid system of inspection, our patron knows
that we will make any fault right. We do not
lose a customer once gained.

“Thus we earn the confidence of the shoe
wearer at the start by eliminating the possi-
bility of overcharging by the clerk or dealer.
The price is in plain view. We hold that con-
fidence by force of merit, by real worth.”

Starting in a comparatively small way nearly
fifty years ago to make shoes, the Slater firm at
once gained a good name. It was ten years
ago, however, when their system of doing busi-
ness was put on the present basis. This drastic
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departure from the old-fashioned method of
doing business caused comment and criticism.

The decision to sell to only one dealer in a
city, town or well-defined shopping district
was another important link in the new system.
This policy early earned the enmity of many
shoe dealers—good men, many of them, too—
some of whom had been given the opportun-
ity of securing the agency, but did not foresee
the value and advantage of an exclusive fran-
chise for the Slater shoe.

In the beginning some of the best dealers
in the towns and cities rather scoffed at the
new system of making and selling shoes. They
were willing to buy the shoes at the highest
wholesale price the Slater firm asked, but they
would not be tied down to sell a $4 shoe at $4.
“We can get $5 for that shoe just as easy!”
exclaimed one indignant merchant.

The Slater firm were forced to establish
their own stores in the principal cities. That
opened the way. To-day the leading shoe
dealers vie with each other in the race for
a Slater shoe franchise. They know that if
they do not get the Slater agency they will be
forced to import some uncertain and uneven
American shoe, and afterwards try and cajole
their customers into paying the extra dollar
duty which such an importation entails. They
know that they must eventually lose their trade
in the higher grade of shoes for men and women,
for few shoe buyers will repeat the foreign ex-
periment when they know the Slater shoe. In
competition with foreign shoes at the World’s
Columbian Exposition and at several others of
the great fairs the Slater shoe has always been
awarded the highest honours.

To-day, to be exact, there are 323 Slater shoe
stores and Slater agencies in the Dominion of
Canada. Exportations of Slater shoes are made
to many of the British colonies, and enquiries
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come frequently from shoe men in other coun-
tries. Again and again has the President of
the Slater Shoe Company been urged to
open stores and agencies in England and Scot-
land.

“We are not quite ready yet,” said President
Slater, when asked regarding this foreign cor-
respondence. “Our business has grown so
rapidly of recent years that our plant is taxed
to its utmost capacity, and our capital, while it
is sufficient for a comparatiyely fast and steady
growth, is not unlimited. We have to grow
in accord with our acquirements, and our re-
quirements for a business growing as quickly
as ours has grown must always be our first con-
sideration.”

It was learned in other quarters that the
Slater Shoe Company has attained its present
high estate on a paid-up capital stock of
$200,000. This stock is held by many small
shareholders, and has been steadily paying good
dividends. Like all well-managed manufac-
tories in Canada, it is another proof of the
safety and profit of good Canadian industrials.
Indeed, in studying the history of this and
other industrial stocks in Canada, one is forced
to question the wisdom of the custodians of
insurance and bank funds who loan their sur-
plus to stock brokers to gamble in the frenzied
pit of Wall Street. ‘

Five times within ten years have the factory

premises of the Slater Shoe Company been eq.
larged. The big five-floor factory on Latoywr
Street, in the city of Montreal, is not now suff.
ciently large for the offices and factory of the
company.

The history of the Slater Shoe Company ig
full of many interesting details. Just as the
small boy observed, “Porridge means break.
fast,” so have the manufacturers made the
word ‘‘Slater means shoes.”

So valuable has the good-will of the Sla'ter
name become that all sorts of subterfuges and
imitations are advanced by dealers and makers
who are not troubled with conscientious sepy.
ples. One of the latest is that of a firm whe
employed a man of the same surname g¢
President Slater, and he was to receive a bonus
of ten cents per pair on all shoes on which hjs
name was stamped. Such crude infringemengs
of a trademark do not, of course, bear good
fruit, but they too frequently deceive the pyp,.
lic into thinking that they are buying a genuine
Slater shoe. Thus they do immediate injury
to the buyer.

At the bottom of the page is shown the
famous trademark of the Slater shoe, ang it
is perhaps the best known commercial desig-
nation in Canada. The good-will valye of
such a trademark has been described as “wepgy,
a million dollars” by a well-known master of
publicity.

THE FAMOUS SLATER TRADEMARK



A Great System ot Hotels

Noted Hostelries in England and the Continent

REAT are the advances which
have been made in Europe
during the last decade in the de-
veloping and /improvement of the
hotel system to cater for the increas-
ing number of transatlantic tourists
whose influence is so largely re-
sponsible for this desirable change
from the old order of things. It is
interesting to note that on the very
site of the time-honoured seat of the
Percys (Northumberland House),
built in 1605, during the reign of
James I, the scene of many a ban-
quet and pageant of olden
days, should, on the demo-
lition of this noble residence
for the initial great Lon-
don improvements thirty
years since, be replaced
a nd group of those well-known hotels
:zw p%(?\lride(igr foxl') the security and benefit of
the travelling community. On the stately
Avenue, called after the Duke of
Northumberland, leading to the
Victoria Embankment, were erected
in the early eighties the three im-
posing structures in modern metro-
litan hotels for which the name
of GORDON has now become so
famous. :

The Grand Hotel, facing the Nel-
son Column and the new vista
opened through the Mall to Buck-
ingham Palace, was the pioneer in
this admirable system of homes for
the world’s travellers. The un-
rivalled position of the Grand, and
the other two companion hotels in
the Avenue, the Metropole and Vic-
toria, both with an outlook towards
the Thames, at once appeals to
Canadians visiting London who aim
to be near Westminster Abbey, the
Houseof Parliament,King Edward’s
Palaces, or Hyde Park. In the crea-
tion of these comfortable and veri-
table inns of ease in the metropolis,
following ~shortly with others at
fashionable resorts on the south
coast of England and on the Con-

NELSON’S COLUMN

tinent, the proprietors introduced many new
features in hotel construction, notably the
idea of spacious lounge halls just within the
entrance, these upholstered and fitted through-
out in a sumptuous style, differing in this
degree from the ordinary rotunda of our houses
on this side, and at once rendering the interior
more inviting and homelike. The beautiful
electrically illuminated marble hall situated
directly in front of the Grand Hotel, surrounded
with choice alabaster panels, affords a view of
London’s most interesting thoroughfares, and
in the evening a luxurious lounge, after dinner,
for conversation or light refreshments. That
a regular clientele continues to patronise this
group of hotels is positive evidence of the
masterful management and the constant en-
deavour to foster the homelike associations
which have been specially characteristic of
this Company.

Architecturally the Metropole Hotel is con-
ceded to be one of the finest buildings of the kind
in Europe, Here are spacious, well-ventilated

OAK SALON, HOTEL METROPOLE, VICTORIA EMBANKMENT
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corridors, large elegantly furnished rooms,
imposing entrance hall, and public rooms, while
the pleasure of sumptuous surroundings is
enhanced by the utmost consideration given
to the interior equipment, fittings and general
arrangement. Fire preventive appliances here,
as in all the GORDON System of Hotels, are
most complete and perfect, for fireproof stair-
cases are in direct communication with the
street, numerous hydrants on each floor, and
patrols day and night, so that any outbreak
seems nigh impossible, and with such effective
arrangement for extinguish-

slightest cause for alarm.

The Victoria Hotel is a
solidly built structure near- e S
ly opposite the Grand and " ”
is very popular with Col-
onial visitors. The Victoria
is noted for the excellence
of the management and
high character of the cuis-
ine. The tariffs, too, are
quite moderate, as single
bedrooms can be secured

.ing fire, there is never the g | ‘~
- i,

- &
&
b

N

THE PALM LOUNGE, VICTORIA HOTEL

from $1.25, which include attendance and
light, double bedrooms from $2.00, and
suites of rooms in similar proportion. A
ood plain breakfast is served for 5o cts., a full
table . d’hdte luncheon from 75 cts., while
dinner is provided a la carte, or at separate
tables in the Grand Salon for $1.25. Delightful
orchestras play during luncheon and dinner
at the three hotels. There is every accommoda-
tion for storing baggage, a convenient garage
for hire of automobile or motor coupe, and the
wine cellars of the Metropole contain about
200,000 bottles of the choicest vintages, judici-
ously selected. It must also be noted that

enjoyable coaching trips are arranged da:
from these houses. F our-in-handg %Oad:}:g'
take visitors to Hampton Court Palace, Rijch.
mond on the Thames, Windsor Castle, ax;d Ke
Gardens; there are services also during th'e
season to the places of interest in town
races, the famous “Derby”; to Epping F’o
and its historic vicinity, as well as to Brightt‘it
the “Queen of English watering places * oy
To be near the old city and the great bll;in
districts, and at the same time a short dista‘ueS
from the principal depots either arriving fro:;

VICTORIA HOTEL, NORTHUMBERLAND
AVENUE, TRAFALGAR SQUARE

Liverpool or Southampton or departin
Cor;éinent, the First pA'uenue I-P}otel %nfor -
Holborn has long been favoured by Ca: dians
and Americans visiting London.y Itn?ﬁ
from the West End hotels of the same Proprie:

in this respect only, that the tariff ig e
moderate and the house itself less formal,
interior arrangements are in keeping with
other hostelries referred to; thcle)re gavr‘:th the
dining and public rooms, grill and resta hm
supper being served until midnight, an\:"‘"
meals are as moderate as at any good e
commercial house in Montreal or Toro.
Numerous suites and comfortable apartmento‘
sitting rooms with bedroom and bathl‘t:,i

ro o

. —
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communicating, and here it may be men-
tioned that Messrs. T. Cook & Sons’
coupons are accepted. The First Avenue
is within a twenty-five cent cab fare of all
the leading theatres and concert halls.
Retracing our way to the West End,
and through Piccadilly, to the ultra fash-
ionable district of Belgravia, when within
a few hundred yards of Buckingham
Palace, we arrive at the Grosvenor Hotel,
alongside the new Victoria Station. This
is the rebuilt terminus of the Brighton
and South Coast Railway, the Newhaven
and Dieppe route to Paris and the Con-
tinent; it is also the depot of the South-
Eastern and Chatham and Dover Railway,
for Folkestone and Dover, and the short
Channel passage to Calais or any part of
Europe. All the principal railroads con-
nect with Victoria Station, and it is on
the Metropolitan and District Electric
Railways, and connected also with the
L.C.C. cars, which cross the Thames for
the Surrey or South side of London, all
which make it the centre of more exten-
sive means of communication than any
other main station in the whole city.
The New York Herald refers to this FIRST AVENUE HOTEL, HIGH HOLBORN, OPPOSITE
internally reconstructed building as “one LINCOLN’S INN
of the most up-to-date and luxuriously
appointed hotels in Europe.” The principal If there is one place out of London which
features of the Grosvenor Hotel are the hand- Colonial or American tourists should certainly
some frontage of 300 ft.,the glass covered lounge,  visit, it is the famed seaside resort on the South
the lofty portico and the Grand Hall supported  Coast, Brighton, ““The Queen of English Health
by noble columns, carved stone pillars and Resorts,” and celebrated watering place, which
spacious galleries, all recently redecorated. has been the first in favour among English
people since the days of the
“First Gentleman of Europe.”
The magnificent sea front, the
splendid promenades and drives
along the coast or back to the
“downs so free,” have always
made it a “London by the Sea.”
The Hotel Metropole, the most
conspicuous building on the sea
front, near the West Pier, far
eclipses any other seaside hotel
in Europe, and there are few, if
any, to equal it in the States.
Accommodation is provided in
this Hotel for about 700 guests.
Starting from London to Paris
or the Continent, many people
prefer the short sea trip from
GRAND HALL, GROSVENOR HOTEL, BUCKINGHAM PALACE ROAD, Dover, the historic old Cinque
. ADJOINING VICTORIA STATION port, the famous Walmer Castle,
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fine harbour and extensive docks, where those
palatial ocean liners of the Hamburg-American
line now regularly call. The new Admiralty
harbour and pier are most prominent attrac-
tions, and the Calais and Ostend mail packets
constantly crossing to and fro from the Con-
tinent. Directly facing the pier is the famed
Lord Warden Hotel, enlarged, refurnished, and
brought thoroughly up-to-date, and is a most
favourite stopping place for European tourists,

In anticipating a Continental trip, let us
direct your attention to Dieppe, that pretty
seaside resort on the pictur-
esque Normandy coast, so
conveniently reached from
London, either by Newhaven
or Dover, and only three
hours from Paris.” Here
again you will find a perfect
modern hotel in a grand
position, famous from the
days of the second empire,
and replete with every possi-
ble comfort and convenience.
Pure and bracing air, along

THE WINTER GARDEN, HOTEL METROPOLE, BRIGHTON

the sea front, with its mile-long turfed plage and
the pleasure derived from staying at the Gor-
don Hotel Royal, is a treat in store for any
holiday seekers, either en route to Paris or
returning to London.

Among the many palatial residences on the
Riviera, that delightful retreat from the wintry
colds of a northern clime, the Hotel Metropole,
Cannes, offers advantages unsurpassed and
commands such extensive beautiful views of
the Mediterranean. It stands among spacious
private grounds of some thirty acres, and is sur-
rounded by pine groves and woods in an atmos-
phere so healthful for delicate constitutions.

‘33 ﬁ ] R
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We cannot close this article without makin
special reference to the sedative qualities of
the dry and exhilarating climate of Monte
Carlo and vicinity. In this tiny principalj
of Monaco there are so many advantages for
convalescents from nerve troubles, overwork
or breakdowns so common at the present da
that it has become a renowned rendezvous e
every American traveller. It has also become
quite cosmopolitan and its Casino and gaming
tables are known throughout the world. The
Hotel Metropole overlooks the famous gardens,

HOTEL METROPOLE, BRIGHTON, 50 MILES
FROM LONDON ON THE SOUTH COAST

is within two hundred yards of the cele-
brated Casino and fashionable terrace
and promenade. :

In all the hotels of The Gordon Hotels, Lid.
the sanitary arrangements have been plaxmeé
and exclusively executed by a leading firm of
London sanitary engineers, in accordance with
the latest principles of modern science. -
furnishings compare most favourably with thejr
principal houses in London, and every atten.
tion is given to the smallest detail of
service. All the hotels enjoy a long re
tion, and it is safe to say that the most fastidig
hotel patron or accustomed traveller cannot do
better than sojourn at any of these hotelg
either in England or the Continent,

J. HExgy
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AN IDEAL FOOD FOR CHILDREN

EASILY PREPARED EASILY ASSIMILATED

STATIONERY and
OFFICE SUPPLIES

Newest Goods. Everything required
for OFFICE, BANK, FACTORY or
HOME.

ACCOUNT BOOKS—All Sizes, Paper,
Styles and Binding.

LOOSE LEAF LEDGERS and BINDERS.

1.P. LOOSE PRICE BOOKS—Best thing
out.

FOR
INKSTANDS and LETTER CABINETS.
Our own makae.
A]'e and Porter FOUNTAIN PENS—-Paul E. Wirt—
AWARDED A. A. Waterman—Strathcona.

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

LIMITED
Manufacturing and Commercial Stationers

51-53 WELLINGTON ST. WEST, TORONTO

f
JOHN LABATT | | BROWN BROS.
|
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?’the we” appomted table
should be washed with

Pearline

The Choicer the article
the Greater the need of
PEARLINE'’S Gentle,
Harmless, yet Effective
way of washin

Intelligent ani Thrifty

women are those most

—

——

Enthus1ast1<: about Pearlme'

is heightened when it comes
to you—endited upon faultless
note paper.

Barber - Ellis

Note Papers

bear the “ hall mark " of qual-
ity. Your stationer can supply
you with Crash Linenette and
French Organdie — two of
our best quality papers.

The Barber & Ellis Co.

72 York Street, Toronto o
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Why you do not climb the ladder of
SUCCESS.

If your mental and physical machinery
does not work smoothly, it may or may not be
the coffee.

It's worth looking into.
Try quitting 10 days and see the result.

It will help, to take on as the hot morning
beverage, well-made

POSTUM

“There’s a Reason.”

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

37
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The Finest English Tobacco Made
PacKked in Air-tight Sealed Tins

$3.00 per Pound
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B ad Vdhunble Lises of §
PURE GELATINE

By CHARLES B. KNOX

R A OW many women know the value of a pure gelatine in the household,
(%)) Pl and the many uses to which it can be put? A great many housekeepers

3 | think that gelatine can only be made into a jelly—the same as the cheap,
: sweetened, flavored packages—and they do not take into consideration
the fact that gelatine can be used in Summer in making attractive and tasty salads,
using tomatoes, cucumbers, lettuce or anything that they prefer. in a salad, and
vinegar to give it the tart instead of lemon juice.

For soups, it is invaluable, giving body and strength. In pastry—for icing,
glazing, etc.,—nothing equals it. In confectionery —marsh-
mallows, Turkish delights, and French jellies. In cream desserts
—the many different Charlotte Russes, Bavarian Creams, Ivory
Jellies. In the fruit season, every known fruit and its juice can
be used. For ice cream the use of gelatine is not only beneficial
but economical, saving in the quantity of pure cream that would
be necessary to give it the same body and smoothness. Of course,
an absolutely pure, odorless, and tasteless gelatine must be used
to get perfect results, for an impure gelatine will not only spoil
the delicate flavor but perhaps ruin your entire dessert. And, who wants lo eat an
impure gelatine, anyway?

Don’t let a grocer give you anything that he says is ‘‘just as good.” If
there was any other just as good as Knox's Gelatine it would cost as much and it
would be guaranteed to please or money refunded. ZFor fifteen years 1 have been
the only manufacturer that dared lo guarantee gelatine. 1 could not do it if I did
not know I had the best and made it in the cleanest gelatine factory in the world.

If you have not yet had my booklet—Dainty Desserts for Dainty People—get
it at once, for it is filled with choice recipes.

E For the name and address of your grocer I will send my recipe book, ‘“Dainty Desserts
FR for Dainty People.” If he doesn’t sell Knox's Gelatine send me 4c. in stamps and I will

send you a full pint package. IF YOU WOULD LIKE A COPY OF THE HANDSOME PAINTING,
«THE FIRST LESSON,” DROP ME A POSTAL CARD FOR FULL INFORMATION HOW TO

CHARLES B. KNOX

77 Knox Avenug, JOHNSTOWN, New York.
Also manufacturer of the celebrated SPIM Soap (25¢.), and SPIM Ointment-Cream (50c.)

for my Free ‘“Watch the Baby” booklet. It gives full information regarding the SPIM goods
Send and also explains my $500 Prize Baby Contest. . K
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‘ﬂ At the present time we are building
new Turbine Plants for the Corporation
of Purry Smuu]. Ont., the Pembroke
Electric Light and Power Co., Pem-
broke, Ont., the Municipality of
Drummondville, Que., and the Sher-
brooke Power, Li;!}lt and Heat Co..
Sherbrooke, Que.

q In each case the Turbines will be
directlyconncctcd to Electric Generntors.
the ideal modern method.

q Wc build the Crocker Turbine to suit
heads up to 150 feet, and our range of
patterns, both standard and special. is
so wide that under all heads, except the
very lowest, we can match required
generator speeds. thus meeting the uni-

versal demand for direct connection.
€ We design installations especially to
suit the powers to be developed, and
we guarantee results.

q If interested write for a Power Table
Bulletin of our new Triple Diameter

High Speed Crocker Runner.

THE JENCKES MACHINE C0.

Limited
Executive Office:

5% LANSDOWNE STREET
SHERBROOKE, QUE.

Plants :
SHERBROOKE, - QUE,
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

Sales Offices :
TORONTO HALIFAX ROSSLAND VANCOUVER

For the Asking

The best table salt costs
no more than the poorest
—and can be had for the
asking,

Windsor

SALT

is sold in practically every
grocery store in Canada—
and is the best.

Ask for it.

IF
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

By the Cross of St.
George,

But I'd stuff and I'd gorge

- chjey Of the kind that they call

““LADY CHARLOTTE”

INDIGESTION

CON?UERED BY D.c.

TORES THE STOMACH LJ
"'-'roRH!E‘lLTHEV ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTEM,
. e A

Canada Press Bureau

Supplies newspaper clippings
containing personal refer-
ences, or on any subject.

If interested in what papers
say of you or of things that
concern you write for terms.

arket tanc’ *™@ - London, Canada
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Priestley’s
[ atest
Creation

¥ ¥

WOOL
CHIFFON
CLOTHS

mn all the
leading shades

FOR SALE AT ALL THE
BEST DRY GOODS STORES

41
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THE RIGHT GAS ENGINE

Sena for Our Catalog of Engines and Boats.

THE ADAMS LAUNCH AND ENGINE MFG. CO.

PENETANG, ONT.

Strictly high-class ; soft as velvet; will not irritate
the most sensitive skin ; made from pure, fine wool ;

guaranteed '\b\nluul\ unshrinkable, We replace
any that shrink, Madein light gauze, medium and
heavy weight. Stocked by all first-class=de alers)

‘-_-—-——— R T R L (D R

in work well done is always permissible.

may be done.

call whenever you wish.

WHAT OTHERS SAY

We dislike to throw bouquets at ourselves, yet a certain amount of pride

There’s a lot of satisfaction in work like ours. For the
renovation of every article that goes through our hands makes
life pleasanter or home brighter for somebody.

It is really surprising how the dyeing of a pair of portieres
and a rug or two will add to the attractiveness of a room.

It is still more surprising to find how cheaply the work

Our Price List will gladly be sent on application, and our wagon will

. PARKER @ CO.

R AR O SR SIS

creaners TORONTO

lBrnnch Stores and Agencies in all the leading cmes and towns of Canada
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Health, cleanliness and luxurious comfort environ
every home equipped with the beautiful “Standard” porce-
lain enameled ware. :

Its artistic, simple beauty holds a decorative charm that adds the final touch of
elegance to the modern home. Its white purity makes its every use a joy.
Ware is sanitarily perfect, yet underneath its smooth china-like surface is the inde-
structibility of iron. Its cost is moderate; its installation the most economical —its
comfort-value inestimable. No home can be sanitary, convenient or even modernly
pleasant and healthful without “Stardard” Porcelain Enameled Ware.

The famous slant seat ' NATURD’ closet is now supplied in “Standard” Ware.

Our book ** MODERN BATHROOMS "’ tells you how to CAUTION : Every piece of “Standard” 1V are bears our
plan, buy and arrange your bathroom and illustrates many ** Green and Gold" guarantee label, and has
beautiful and inexpensive rooms, showing the cost of each our trade-mark “Standasd” cast on the outside. Unless the
fixture in detail, together with many hints on decoration, label and trade-mark are on the fixture it is not
tiling, etc. It is the most complete and beautiful booklet Ware. Refuse substitutes—they are all inferior and will
on the subject and contains 100 pages, cost you more in the end. The word Standard is stamped on

THE ABOVE FIXTURES NO. P-29, cost approximately all of our nickeled brass fittings ; specify them and see that
$187.00—not counting freight, labor or piping. you get the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, etc.

Standard Sanitary Mg, Co. Dept. 43, Pittsburgh, U. S. A.

Offices and Showrooms in New York: “Stawdard” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street
London, England, 22 Holborn Viaduct, E. C.

43
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“If 4t
isn’'t an
Eastman
it isn't
a
Kodak.

And in the Sunset Days—

KODAK

Loading, unloading, developing,

It's “Daylight all the way” by the KODAK System.

printing—all without a dark-room.
KODAKS, $5.00 to $108.00 “

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limitea

Catalogue at the dealers or by maal. TORONTO, CAN.

——
JR—————
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Richest in Color.

Choicest in Design.

Perfect in Taste.

WALL PAPERS

““For Every Room in Every House.”

Ask your dealer to show you the Menzie Line
| Wall Papers. They are the embodiment of all that is

mmmm artistic in wall decorations. Be sure you see the name on
i A

every roll.

{\ Not IN ANY COMBINE.
iy

A
, &2
IHII 77 THE MENZIE WALL PAPER CO., Limited, TORONTO.

*The Red Rose Flavor and Strength

O Ceylon tea nor Indian tea alone can have the ‘‘rich fruity flavor”
of Red Rose Tea, because neither variety in itself possesses all the
qualities of strength, richness, delicacy, and fragrance.
Each has its own peculiar qualities, but each has its weaknesses.
By combining the two in the Red Rose proportions, I produce a tea
with t};e ¢‘rich fruity flavor” and strength of Red Rose Tea, a flavor and
strength found in no brand of Ceylon alone.

Red Rose
Tea “is good Tea”

FREE SAMPLE_We will send a large sample of Red Rose Tea, by post, free, if you will
write and tell us the priced tea you are now using, and whether black or green.

T. H. ESTABROONS, Head Office: St. John, N.B. Branches: Toronto, Winnipeg
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Secret of
The Steinway

. To “‘assemble,” ur put together, a piano—the keys
3 from one maker, the action from another, the case from a

. 1(//?‘ ‘ he third, and so on—is a comparatively easy task. To build

i 4?“?!% a piano from the beginning, is an entirely different matter.

] \)ﬁk.}‘/ A peculiar distinction of Steinway & Sons is that
e "iﬁl“,"’\ 37/)., they manufacture in their own foundry and factories
I @ BN L every portion of a piano, building their instrument en-
,)?g‘- i tire. In this fact lies one of the secrets of its greatness

}\L‘(‘:} O and worth,

P j This makes the Steinway, notan “assemblage,” but an
artistic whole, producing a harmony and unity that can
be achieved in no other way.

The workmen likewise are more than makers of parts;
they are artists all working intelligently toward one end—
the production of a perfect piano. Consequently, they im-
part a beauty of workmanship, a perfection of art and of fiRal
result, impossible to be attained under other conditions.

e bt For the samie reason also the Steinway possesses an indi-

viduality, an integrity of being, an endowment of rich, ten
der, emotional beauty of tone, which distinguish it from
every other piano in the world.

The Miniature Grand Piano is five feet ten inches in
length. Scientific experiments have determined this to be
the exact size necessary to reproduce the remarkable areri_
butes of the larger Steinway Grand Pianos. Price $925

The Vertegrand, the new model in upright form, pos-
sesses all the fundamental qualities of the more expensive
piano; butis constructed so simply thatit can be sold for $60Q

THESE PIANOS ARE OBTAINABLE FROM THE
CANADIAN REPRESENTATIVES

NORDHEIMER’S, Limited

Head Office: 15 King Street East - TORONTQ
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CORSETS
woee CREST” 400

Straight Front

This is a patented corset which is un-
equalled in fit, wear and durability.
It is the only corset which Gannot
‘Break at the Waist Line.
This model, made in drab only, of the
nicest coutille, has a 10% inch clasp,
5 hooks with dips for hose supporter.
It is also trimmed with wide high-
grade lace, with an insertion of baby
ribbon. Sizes 18 to 30. Retails at
$1.25. Extra sizes, 31 to 36, $1.50

"SHOWING
CONSTRUCTION

. Pure fresh air is the best known Germ Killer. The interior ot
You alr your Blankets ! the Marshall Mattress provides an air chamber in the centre.

Every movement on it causes the fresh air to circulate

.
Why nOt alr your Mattress ? through the whole mattress by means of the Ventilators.
The Marshall Mattress airs itself and is positively the only Ventilated and
Most Comfortable Mattress made.
Do not sleep on clammy, soggy cotton—it absorbs ! Sleep on a clean, healthy, comfortable, Marshall Sanitary Mattress
that will not sag or get lumpy.

Prices: It your dealer doesn't keep it, write for Free Terms :
4 :_“‘: g ::2}1:: e 25% Catalogue and Testimonials. Sent prepaid same day money
gfegt,ﬁ inches......c.... 2100 THE MARSHALL SANITARY s received, subject to 30 days’

fochen. . ..oin. .50 . .

Bieet ) e iyiong. 9100 MATTRESS 0O0., LIMITED (g M Ioecsiomn mo

b s, a1 .0.D. r money

:';‘;dl:h,z le.c;.ér ili;.ra B TORONTO, CANADA back. Guaranteed five years.
1
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Neaovels
Food

Infants, Invalids
and -the nyea’

“AN EXCELLENT FOOD,
admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”

Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D.

GOLD MEDAL, Woman’s Exhibi-
tion, London, (Eng.), 1900,

THREE - QUARTERS OF A
CENTURY’S REPUTATION.

Neave's Food is regularly
ok used in the

g 7 g A g gy RUSSIAN IMPERIALNURSERY

MANUFACTURERS: —~JOSIAH R, NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND.
Wholesale Agents:—-THE LYMAN BROS, & CO, Limited, Toronto and Montreal.

IBenmtdo Cel-
int 1s supposed [
to be theﬁ»:w:t
famous Gold
and Silver
Smith that ever
lived. . . .

OUR large col-

lection of Silver-

ware may be found
specimens of mnearly all
the best schools of design.
We submit our own
special designs, or make
to order goods suitable
for Trophies, Prizes or
Presentation Purposes.

Exquisite Tableware

wrought in Sterling Silver

See that our Trade Mark is stamped
on each article
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THE WASH SHORTENS NEITHER
NSIZE NOR LIFE OF

ARROW

COLLARS

When collars reach the starching
table they are usually full of welts,
and to remove these tests the
strength of both starcher and collar.
Arrow Collars, the fabrics of which
are all shrunk by the

CLUPECO

process before cutting, are easier to

wash, starch and iron than ordi-

nary collars, and do not so soon

show the traces of laundry wear.
Over 100 styles in correct

QUARTER SIZES

20 CENTS EACH — 3 FOR 50 CENTS
Send for booklet and dealer's name.

% . > CLUETT, PEABODY & CO.,
such damty and delicate LARGEST MAKERS OF SHIRTS AND COLLARS

IN THE WORLD.

Confections are % 471 RIVER STREET, TROY, N. Y.

COWAN’S

Milk Chocolate,
Croquettes, Wafers,

Cakes, Medallions, Etc.
‘ Chocolate Cream Bars
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Give an air of confidence and prosperous appearance to
the wearer.

The best English Oxfords and finest French Cam-
brics are used, and the patterns are not only exclusive
but absolutely fast.

The stitching throughout is straight and uniform.
Each operator works on one class of work only, and thus
becomes very expert.

Careful dressers for more than a quarter century
have always demanded Tooke Shirts.

TOOKE BROTHERS, Limited,
MONTREAL 93

For the Novice and the Artist

Its durability makes it especially suited to beginners’ use.

Its volume, breadth and blending of tone —and delicacy
of touch—command the admiration of virtuosos.

Its even scale and singing tone make it the instrument par |

excellence for accompanying the voice.
“l am delighted with my New Scale Williams Piano. It has been very
highly praised by my musical friends who have played B
—F. W. G. Haultain, Premier North West Territories
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A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

' ORIENTAL CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

EMOVES Tan,
Pimples, Freckles,
Moth-Patches, Rash and
Skin Diseases, and every
blemish on beauty, and
o defies detection. On its
virtues it has stood the
test of 58 years; no other
has, and is so harmless
we taste it to be sure it is
properly made. Accept
no6 counterfeit of similar
name. The distinguished
Dr. L. A. Sayer said to a
lady of the haut-ton (a
jatient):—"As you
adies ws'l‘li us;; th ,JI
recommen ‘ Gour £

EXCLUSIVE DESIGNS Cream’ as the least harmful of all the skin preparations.” One

bottl ill last si onths, usi tev day.
WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY AI:: “l:o:drsexg:at’»‘t‘!uu;gsv:oev:? Oalzperﬂuou- hair

without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Proprietor, 37 Great Jones St., N.Y.
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers throughout
the U.S., Canada and Europe.

Also found in New York City at R. H. Macy's, Stearn's, Ehrich’s, Ridley's
and other Fancy Goods Dealers. gayBeware of base imitations. $1.000
reward for arrest and proof of any one selling the same.

ELECTRICITY

The Bliss Electrical School is the oldest
and best school in the world teaching
ELECTRICITY exclusively. Theoretical
and practical course complete
‘ IN ONE YEAR
WILLIAM J U N O R ! Students actually construct Dynamos,
. S T | Motors and electrical instruments. Grad-
reet oronto uates hold good positions throughout the
88 west Kll\g t b} ‘ world. Fourteenth yearopens Sept. 28. Apply for Catalog to
| L. Uenton buss, Pres’t, station G, Washington, D. C.

the Skin

AS WELL AS
No other cosmetic
will do it.

PURIFIES
Beautifles

S = N

-~

High-Class Warming
and Ventﬂating

FOR HOME—-CHURCH—-SCHOOL

THE KELSEY SYSTEM is unlike any other but most closely
allied to indirect steam or hot water heating.

THE KELSEY SYSTEM furnishes large volumes of fresh,
pure, properly warmed air.

THE KELSEY SYSTEM is particularly well adapted to the
proper and economical warming and ventilating of large
residences, schools, churches, etc., where good ventila-
tion is an important feature.

THE KELSEY SYSTEM is installed under the direction of
experienced and competent KELSEY EXPERTS.

£% 30,000 SATISFIED KELSEY USERS &3

KELSEY "#%* GENER ATOR Direct Contracts Made Proper Results Guaranteed
Made in six sizes Full Particulars with Plans and Estimates promptly furnished

SOLE MAKERS FOR CANADA —————————
THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING COMPANY, Ltd.

WINNIPEG, MAN. BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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The latest and daintiest arrangement for
Chocolates

The “Evangeline”
Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams,
Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and
Nuts. %, 1, 2, 3, and 5 pounds.
Full weight in every box.

35 Years’ Experience

GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

J. PALMER & SON

108 NOTRE DAME, MONTREAL
HEADQUARTERS FOR

HAIR GOODS

Exclusive and Original Ideas
Our \\'ifgs and Toupees have been recogniged as the

standard of excellence and reliability. .%uality is our
watchword. We have thousands of satisfied customers
all over the Dominion.

Send for our latest Catalogue

IMPROVED

INTERNATIONAL

HICH CANDLESBOWER LICHT

: FOR SALE

BY ALL DEALERS

See that the box bears this label and that
the burner has the name ‘‘International”
on it. None genuine without.

CONTROLLED
CANADA, UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

THE INTERNATIONAL GAS
APPLIANCE CO., Limited

535, 537, 539 Queen St. E., Toronto, Can,
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SWINGING| | £ b,

Office Stand THE aog‘ikkx';ll‘:NE‘LOKTASTE

A Leader Amongst Leaders

Do you feel the need of
more desk room? Some
place to put your typewriter, books, card index
drawers, etc., off the top of your desk, and
yet right at your fingers' ends when you want
them? Ourswing-
ing Typewriter
Stand meets this
need! Made of
beautifully pol-
ished quarter-cut
oakwithsteelrods,
either nickeled or
oxidized. Top is
seventeen inches
square, stand fast-
ens toside of desk.
Held in place :
by a small rod which fits into top drawer of
desk. Swings out of way when not in use (see | |

AFTER BEING IN USE FOR

NEARLY A CENTURY

MURRAY &
LANMAN’S

Florida Wat.er

is just as popular as ever
BECAUSE

Rkl It is a Fioral Extract of absolute
§ purity and enduring fragrance;
A It refreshes and revives as does no
other Perfume;
It is delightful in the Bath, and the
finest thing after Shaving;
il It is, in fact, the most reliable and
P satisfactory Toilet Perfume made.

cut). Order by mail. | PREPARED ONLY BY
EWal sanuptans: @900 : LanmaN 2 KEMP, NEW YORK,
97 WELLINGTON STRE‘ET W'! TORONTO SOLD BY LEADING PERFUMERS THROUGHOUT

THE WORLD,
mmwm \ 3
MANERS OF FILING SYSTEMS |

Supply your
help with

EDDY'S
WARES

and make life

worth living.
With a

3~n1 WASHBOARD
~ EDDY FIBRE TUB

washday labor is reduced to a minimum and comfort
to the worker is correspondingly enhanced.
See that you are well supplied with

Eddy's Washboards, Tubs, Pails, etc.

t o -
| e T e e

Wi
N
0

)
i
it
|
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mesx FORDD $3,200

MODEL K is a luxurious touring car with a world of reserve power, with speed to meet every
requirement, with an engine so simple, so smooth in its operation, that the presence of a motor on the
car could almost be questioned.

Its six cylinders solve the problem of ‘‘more power’—power for emergencies. The majority of
cars will make a good showing on a smooth road or even on a slight grade, but put them where a
little extra exertion is necessary and see where they are. They lack reserve power, they have only
sufficient power for ordinary occasions. :

The bank that only has enough cash for its daily requirements falls down in an emergency. The
car with only enough power for smooth city streets falls down completely when it strikes a hill,
sandy or muddy roads.

The Ford 6 cylinder car has sufficient RESERVE POWER to meet any emergency.

Two of its cylinders alone will give power enough to run along the smooth streets of a city, yet in
the country no sand, no hill, no mud, can put the whole six out of business. It is reserve power that
counts. Write us for full particulars.

We also make two other cars, Model ““C,” a practical family car, will seat 4 people, $1,100; and
Model ““N," the 4 cylinder two passenger runabout, $650,

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

The Ford Motor Company of Canada, Limited

WALKERVILLE, ONTARIO
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B BEE BEST CAR TO BUY

The Russell

THREE REASONS WHY

1—The Russell is made in Canada by Canadian Workmen ; out
of Canadian Material ; backed by Canadian Capital. There-
fore the purchaser is not paying over one-third of the price
of the machine for duty.

9-——The Russell has abundance of power, and does not have to
be geared down at a sacrifice of speed, in order to climb hills.

4—The Russell is remarkably simple in design and operation,
and all mechanism extremely accessible.

MADE BY

Canada Cycle & Motor Co., Limited

Write for Catalogue Factory:—TORONTO JUNCTION
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| The Phenomenal Success

T OF THE k \
i Gourlay B

Pianos

is not accidental, but the natural result of the
realization of a higher ideal in piano quality
than ever before recorded in the history of
Canadian piano building.

Musicians and all music lovers who are ready
to acknowledge superiority have
recognized its superlative qualities
and voluntarily paid it unstinted
praise.

Allow us to tell you more about them.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET
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With the coming of hot
weather you need more than ever
the cool, porous, cleanly Dr. Deimel Linen-
Mesh Underwear. For the perspiring, over-
heated body, it is a refreshing luxury. Prickly heat,
eczema, hives, and skin eruptions generally, flee before its heal-
ing, grateful touch.

Perspiration is taken up instantly and passes off to the
outer air. The body is kept fresh, cool and dry and comfort-
able all summer long, no matter how great the heat or how
violent the exertion.

This Underwear can be washed in any way with a
certainty that it will come back from the laundry thoroughly
cleaned, and the same size as when new.

It can be boiled without damage, and hence can be
thoroughly and ideally cleaned.

Don't try to go through another summer without know-
ing and enjoying the comfort of Dr. Deimel Underwear.

Send for “THE PROOF”"—Free for the asking.

P.S.—The Dr. Deimel Underwear can be had in the be& fores every-
where. All genuine Linen-Mesh garments bear the Dr. Deimel label.

DEIMEL LINEN-MESH CO.

2202 ST. CATHERINE STREET - MONTREAL
NEW YORK, SAN FRANCISCO, BROOKLYN,
491 Broadway 111 Montgomery Street 510 Fulton Street
BALTIMORE, WASHINGTON, LONDON,
107 N. Charles Street 1313 F Street, N. W. 83 Strand (Hotel Cecil)
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WESTERN CANADA

3 R
M ?

PRODUCES THE MOST REMARKABLE YIELDS
OF

GRAIN, ROOTS AND
VEGETABLES

Write for information about free
grants of land for settlers, to

THE SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION
OTTAWA - CANADA

OR TO THE

CANADIAN COMMISSIONER or IMMIGRATION
11-12 CHARING CROSS - LONDON, W.C., ENGLAND
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"OM[MADE
PLUM

PTON, S Home-made Jams

Jellies and Orange Marmalade are delicious and absolutely pure

MADE IN ONTARIO

FARMS From the best of agricultural land.

TIMBER From the largest forests in the world.
MIN ERALS From immense unexplored fields
POWBR From unequalled waterfalls throughout

FOR INFORMATION WRITE

HON. F. COCHRANE, Minister Lands and Mines, TORONTO, ONT.
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R0 CONDENSED MILK O™
TRURO NOVA SCOTIA-

UNSWEETENED

SWEETENED Two IDE ALS

We have solid ground for this claim,
The fresh Milk is obtained from the richest dairy sections of Canada—it is fresh, sweet and
sound when received—factory utensils are immaculately clean and manufacturing conditions are

strictly guarded.
Cleanliness and care are prime factors.

TRURO CONDENSED MILHK CO., Limited, TRURO, NOVA SCOTIA

ESTABLISHED 1834 INCORPORATED 1876
E were ‘ Borderers' until 1834, when we began at Guelph
manufacturing Ox Shoes, Wagon Trucks and eventu-

ally Democrats, Buggies and Carriages. The reputation of

Armstrong work for light running, easy riding qualities and

durability, combined with stylish and workmanlike construction,

spread, and the demand grew over Ontario—over Canada—

TRADE MARK, REGISTERED

over the Empire and from Foreign Parts, and now

ARMSTRONG FINE FINISHED CARRIAGES
BELT THE GLOBE

STANHOPES
TOP BUGGIES

CONCORDS
DEMOCRATS

BIKE WAGONS ROAD WAGONS
PHAETONS SURREYS MIKADOS

Catalogue illustrating mailed free on application.

J. B. ARMSTRONG MFG. CO., LIMITED
GUELPH, CANADA
Long Distance Phone, Bell 42,

Montreal Branch—120 Craig St. West.
Long Distance Phone, Main 2179.
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ON AND
OFF LIKE
For all Summer A COAT

sports or work you'll find

e

&M e

COAT SHIRTS

right. Zhere are coat shirts and coat shirts, but
only one (EM. They fulfill every ideal—made
correctly of white or color-fast fabrics, cut on
scientifically accurate patterns and made up
custom-shop way.They’re sure to meet your idea
of what shirts should be. $1.50 and more.

Send for booklet and dealer’s name.

CLUETT, PEABODY & CO.,
0 471 River St., Troy, N. Y.

&

LARGEJ'T MAKERS OF COLLARS" AND JHIRT/ IN THE WORLD

GCanada’s Only Direct Importers of

Genuine High-Class

ORIENTAL
RUGS

Silk and Camel's Hair Persian Antique Rugs in all sizes : Royal Hirmanshahs, Bouk-
haras, Sines, Tabriz Sarulihs, Ardebils, Gorvans, Lahors, Tabriz, Etc.
Damascus and East India Brassware, Carved and Inlaid Tabourets,
Persian Draperies, Portieres, Hangings, Lanterns, Old Turkish
Arms, Etc, Etc.

We extend a cordial invitation to all those about furnishing their houses to pay us an early
Qur importations of Persian and Turkish Rugs are the largest and finest in Canada.

"s“'psl;mazes given to furnish houses in any style of Oriental Rugs at the most reasonable prices.

e All Mail Orders given our most careful attention, and goods sent outon approbation.

COURIAN, BABAYAN & CO.
40 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO OPPOSITE KING EDWARD

81
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JACK—Hello! Where have you been so long?
CHILDREN—We've been sick; Mamma let us out to-
day for an airing and we have to take some nasty medicine the
Doctor left.

JACK—Why don't you use ORANGE MEAT and never get sick?

N.B.—~ORANGE MEAT contains over 40 % of Maltose and Dextrin.  These wheat
sugars are Nature's Food for producing Flesh, Bone, Sinew and Good Red Blood. By a scien-
tific process of manufacture, the indigestible Starches in the Whole Wheat are converted into
Wheat Sugars known as Maltose and Dextrin. No other prepared food contains such a high
percentage of these Body and Brain building properties as ORANGE MEAT.

ART 0 CAMDUAN MAGK2INE
———

The best malting barley in the world
is grown in certain favored localities
of Western Ontario.

All the barley used in Carling’s Ale
is grown in these districts, and the
best erops are selected each year by

Carling’s own experts.

Before being used it is put through special
machinery which separates all the impure
and foreign substances.

Ask for Carling’s Ale — accept no other,
because no other is quite so good.

Carling’s Ale

The Ale That's Always Pure
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A PORCH CONCERT WITH THE
EDISON PHONOGRAPH

HAT can be more delightful than fine music outdoors on summer
evenings? One of the many good points of the Edison Phonograph

is its portability. Unlike any other automatic musical entertainer, it can be

moved to the porch, or taken with you on your summer vacation.

Its music sounds even better outdoors than in the house. You can have
your own band concert or summer comic opera, grand opera, or vaudeville in

the coolness of the summer night, without leaving your home.

When it is too warm to play the piano or other indoor instruments, the
Phonograph is always available, and a child can operate it.

To appreciate the superiority of the Edison Phonograph of to-day over
the old phonographs, and over other talking machines, hear
it at the dealer’s, free of charge.

Write for booklet “Home Entertainments With the

Edison Phonograph,” and name of nearest dealer.

National Phonograph Co., # Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J.

~

New York: 31 Union Square Chicago: 304 Wabash Avenue
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i (OCOAS

For Sale at all
First-class Grocery
Stores in Canada

JOHN P. MOTT
i eh,
HALIFAX CANADA

Works—Dartmouth, Nova Scotia

+ Art Deor Cansedian 7338 &ind]

(HOCOLATES

TABLE CUTLERY

The thrifty housewife does not
think so much of the present outlay
—but looks rather to the future
saving. She considers the dura-
bility, quality and long life of her
table cutlery, and the daily, almost
hourly, satisfaction of having cut-
lery that ‘‘works’’—that does not
lose its edge and become useless
at the critical moment.

Rodgers Cutlery is the best table
cutlery made. Every blade is of
the finest Sheffield steel—tempered,
hardened, toughened and ground
to a fine edge by the ‘‘Rodgers?’
process which has made this cut-
lery the most reliable, most eco-
nomical and the most satisfactory
to buy, that has given it a pref-
erence before all others and caused
it to be chosen for use in the Royal
Households.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS

LIMITED

Cutlers 'to His Majesty

SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
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B 7 Vinicls

Have an individuality not found in other carriages. They possess the
true type, and the best of wearing qualities. Every one sold under a
positive guarantee. They are the kind that give their owners comfort,
pleasure and freedom from the annoyance of repair bills. They run
noiselessly, no rattle. Patent brass and rubber washers a strong
feature. Many varieties but all one grade, and that the highest.

OSHAWA, ONT. WINNIPEG, MAN. ST. JOHN, N.B.

400 Shades that do not Fade
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“LITTLE SKIPPER”
MARINE ENGINE

PATENTS PENDING

H. D. Baird’s latest and greatest 2 cycle gasoline
engine. Designed especially for use in Canoes, Row-
Boats and small Launches. Has many new and exclu-
sive features which make it SIMPLER, STRONGER,
MORE POWERFUL AND SPEEDY THAN ANY
OTHER ENGINE OF ITS CLASS,

‘e, 'LITTLE SKIPPER™ No. 1

» .'.b | Actual Engine
{9 ls;“' ‘ 2 H.P. only 524@
! w, 3 The “LITTLE SKIPPER" No.

1 is certainly the biggest little
thing in the world—height 11
inches, weight of bare engine
19} pounds, and price only $24.90—about 50 cents a
pound—Think of it! And yet it is not a toy, but a real
ongine that will develop 2 to 3 Horse Power, and drive
a Canoe, Row-Boat or 12 to 20 ft. Launch 6 to 10 miles
per hour, or a 35 ft. Sailor 34 to 4 miles per hour as an
auxilinry. Reversible—runs in either direction—any-
one can install and run it—always safe and certain to
#0. Sold under 5 year Guarantee.

Descriptive Catalog FREE

ST. CLAIR MOTOR cCoO.

Dept. 3. DETROIT, MICH., U.S.A.

THE DESK OF THE AGE.

Every Device
necessary to make a desk reliable,
labor saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and construction, in i
and utility, in durability and design
the: lu!all other makes. They

an office a better office.
#% Onr Catalogue goes in detail.
Canadian Office & 8chool
Furniture Co., Limited.
PrESTON, Ontario, Canada.
| Office, School, Church and Lodge

| Furniture.

\

"The Camping LLamp

Suitable for all Summer Resort Cottages
A Necessity for Campers

For PricEs AND PARTICULARS ADDRESS
The Standard Chemical Co.
OF TORONTO, Limited
Manning Chambers, TORONTO, CAN.

Or ANY DRUGGIST OR HARDWARE DEALER

A pure, delicious and antiseptic Dentifrice
in & powder form that exercises a decided!
preservative influence on the teeth, -lﬁ
a8 keeping them free from all tartaric de-
posits, ;emn‘ otc. The freah,grateful aroma
of the Teal leaf is an agreeable finiah
for your ablutions. * Teaberry " is a favor
ite tifrice of many years
you once try it you will use no other.

At all druggists, 25¢. per bottle,

7 TLE

S S

PILANOS

<cALL MAKES ¢ALL PRICES

ORGANS

$25.00 UPWARDS

WRITE FOR CATALOGS

ORME @. SON, LIMITED
DEPT. 11. OTTAWA
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The Best
Underwear
To-Day~

ELLI RIBBED

SPRING-
NEEDLE

b
g’"{

n
Needle
that
Knits
this
Under-
wear

Made on the celebrated Spring Needle Cir-
cular Ribbed Machine. The only Underwear
in Canada made on this machine.

Cool, elastic, snug, comfortable.

Stretch it—and it springs back into shape
at once—nomatter how long or hard the strain.

For men and women. Two-piece a'lnd
Union Suits. TheEllis fa bric, knit onthe spring
needle, makes the only perfect union suit.

Ask your dealer. And write for free book-
fet with sample of fabric.

The Ellis Mfg. Co., Ltd.

HAMILTON, ONT.

“IT'S JUST

IFhe e asy,
automatic action,
the perfect mechan-
ical construction make

HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

without question the only satis-
factory shade roller on the market.
Look for the script signature of
STEWART HARTSHORN on the
label. For your protection.

WO0O0D ROLLERS,
TIN ROLLERS.

The Improved Hartshorn
requires no tacks.

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

MINARD’S
LINIMENT
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Perfect
Alignment.
Unquestioned
Durability.
Highest
Utility. ’

All of the
Writing
Visible
All of the
Time.

|

The Visible Standard Underwood

is the recognized Typewriter Standard of Canada. Your business
neighbors will corroborate this. Descriptive matter on request.

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO., Limited - TORONTO

Montreal, Que. St. John, N.B. London, Ont. Hamilton, Ont.
Winnipeg, Man. Vancouver, B.C.

““”“W“““‘v‘r““””“”“

THE HAMMOND

[ Itis the highest achieve-

ment yet reached in writ-
ing machines and we
challenge the World to
produce its equal.

where the “HAMMOND"
has been presented it
has carried off the palm,

and to-day stands as the
acknowledged * King of
Typewriters.”

@ It has been weighed in
the balance, and * Not
Found Wanting,"” in any
of the three cardinal vir-
tues of a typewriter,
‘“Speed, Beauty and En-
durance.”

.-V VVUD)

( At every Exhibition §
L4

Q Ring 'up our nearest
representative and have it
explained.

THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO.

185 ST. JAMES STREET, 45 ADELAIDE ST. EAST,
MONTREAL, QUEBEC TORONTO, ONTARIO

Geo. S. Carson, PICTOU, N.S. Harvey Milne, KINGSTON, ONT.
The John A. Hart Co.,, WINNIPEG, MAN. H. C. Ribble, HAMILTON, ONT.

The Wheat City Business College, Ernest F. G. Richards,
BRANDON, MAN. VANCOUVER, B.C.

e e W““““M‘m‘

(o S S WL WL L NE WL W WL WL S -
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| SPENCERIAN
STEEL PENS

The Standard American Brand for Fifty Years.
PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND

The leading numbers for Canada will be sent
postpuia on receipt of Canada stamp.

et

With onc ribbon aad its new 1906
7 three-color device

The New Tri-Chrome
Smith Premier Typewriter

is virtually three typ-writers in one. It
roduces indelible black, purple copy-

ing or red typewriting at the will of the

operator. One ribbon and a small, easily

cperated lever do it all.

mhe possibility of using three colors does not mean

SELECT A PEN FOR YOUR WRITING

thal one or two color rl“."’?".;“{"ylnogbeS“M“t“""‘l Sold by all Stationers in Canada and United States.
on the same machine, if desired. 3 For Samples apply to the Proprietors,
Tae Swrrn PreMier Typewnriter Co.
Syracuse, N. Y SPENCERIAN PEN CO., - - New York City

COLUBGIIENNUALSD
ANNOUNCEM

Al = f

R
LIMITED

POSTAGE STAMPS

puyers of Canada and all other British Colonial S
Wesss umnlmu‘:{nwd buying list of Canadian postage stamps | ee

t :Mpv. of 4¢ in stamps. |

sen

FOR COLLECTIONS | . .

5 Aswratan 105 ST 55 B Cuians T et | Advertising Page 39
THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM | 3 .
o test and fmest album publighed incivding spgos for il | | in This Issue.

King Edward issues.

COLONIAL STAMP CO., 953 E. 53d St., Chicago, US.A. |
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e
The Artigtic Piano of Canada is the
“GERHARD HEINTZMAN

New Catalogue mailed free on application
GERHARD HEINTZMAN, Limited
97 Yonge St., Toronto 127 King St. East, Hamilton

Beautiful
Skin

Baby’s Own Soap

PRESERVES THE SKIN
Best Best

F T is made from refined vegetable oils—the F
or - . or
S only natural skin foods and preservatives.
Bables Its rich, foamy and creamy lather, delicate rare AH

fragrance and the delightful sense of freshness and

cleanliness which follow its use make it indispens-
able for the toilet, nursery, and the bath.

IF YOU HAVE NOT TRIED IT BEFORE-—TRY IT T0-DAY
Albert Soaps, Ltd.
’ Clear

Complexion

Mfirs., Montreal




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 71

————————————— "3
The most delicious drink v the World

A@ul C@@T@c@nﬂ Sy

cocktail, aged in wood
R _that’s more delight-
ful and satisfying than

any ‘made by guess-
work " cocktail can be.
Take a bottle home—
and just strain through
cracked ice.

Tl’nuc are seven vurietits

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.

Sole Proprietors

New York
Hartford London |

to do piecework at their homes,
THERE IS NOTHING LIKE R B 6 MDI ES We furnish all material and pay
#

from $7 to $12 weekly. Experi-
Humﬁ.;}ggs.o !SPIRI‘Epeg.lA ence unnecessary. Send stamped envelope to ROYAL

FREE %AMPI.EB K.D. Lty T ":s"%w. Lt CO., Desk C. M., 34 Monroe Street, Chicago.

-MAISON

JULES & CHARLES
HAIR GOODS

ARE UNIQUE AND THE ONLY REAL
PARISIAN MAKE IN CANADA

PARISIAN TRANSFORMATIONS
FRONTS, POMPADOURS, BANGS

JULES & CHARLES INSTANTANEOUS

GREY. HAIR RESTORER

'n;.’m"d‘ 10 different shades GENTS’ TOUPEES AND WIGS
$2.50, 2 boxes oo Famous for their strength and natural appearance

00'z$ wolyy SHHOLIMS
09°'4$ Wox NONOIHO TIO) FTHIXITd THI

ALL MAIL ORDERS FROMPT 431 YONGE STREET, TORONTO, CAN.

CATALOGUE FRE

LUBY’S e HAIR
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Wie GENUINE WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCEY

A poet has said, “We can live without books,

Hut civilized man cannot live without cooks.”

Well, still more important is food, I should say :

And what f"”d is food with no flavour, I pray?

And what better flavour was e’er come across

Than the famed LEA & PERRINS’ old Worcestershire Sauce?

THE FINEST IN THE WORLD! LOOK FOR THE NAME !
J. M. DOUGLAS ®. CO., Montreal, Canadian Agents

An experienced engineer has written us as follows:

‘¢ After eighteen months of hard service,
the ‘“ Robb” engines are in excellent shape,
running very smooth and without a bit
of vibration.. Up to this time they have not
cost one cent for repairs, the only expense
being steam, oil and packing, and this below

thé average. Perfect alignment, parts well
machined, and good design make the
‘* Robb” the most economical and labor
saving engine that has ever come to my
notice.”

Robb Engineering Co., umies, Amherst, N.S.

% 2 820 Ossington Avenue, Toronto, Willlam MecKay, Manager
District Offices { Ben Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
855 Carlton St., Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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‘THE PERFECT

WEDDING PRESENT

@ |

§  GECEm T A £
e imehnl '8 B
’, Jy Wi}

]

Suit Cases fg b ot $25%9 to $502
Fitted Bags, $149 to $75%0

Send for Catalogue C, showing fine illustrations and descriptions of the
Fitted Bags and Traveling Goods we make. We pay Ontario express charges

The JULIAN SALE

Leather Goods Company, Limited

105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada
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THE ROYAL MUSKOKA HOTEL

Highlands of Ontario Muskoka Lakes, Canada
“The ldeal Summer Resort of America”’

LAKES OF BLUE SET WITH ISLES OF EMERALD

Canoeing, Bathing, Fishing, beautiful Water Trips,

Golf and Tennis. i
Modern hotel, excellent cuisine,cool verandas and home-
like rooms perfumed by the fragrant pines Hay fever unknown

Less than a day's journey from principal American
cities, via Niagara Falls, Detroit or Chicago.
Handsomely {llustrated descriptive matter free

Apply to L. M. BOOMER, Manager
23 Toronto Street TORONTO, ONT.

Comfort on the Wabash

The new and elegant trains on the Wabash are the
admiration of travelers; every comfort is provided
even to the best hotels, or the most luxurious homes.
Nothing is wanting to complete one’s happiness; the
days and nights pass only too quickly while traveling
over the Great Wabash System. For full particulars
address J. A. Richardson, District Passenger Agent,
North-east comer King and Yonge Streets, Toronto;
and St. Thomas, Ontario.
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

TO LIVERPOOL

DRAWING ROOM—ROYAL MAIL STEAMER VIRGINIAN

FAST ELEGANT SAFE STEADY

HE New Triple-Screw Turbine Steamers Victorian and Virginian on their first season have

not only reduced the time between England and Canada to 5 days 20 hours (time of

passage of S.S. Virginian, Moville to Rimouski), but have won from the travelling public
most flattering testimony for their comfort and elegant appointments as well as for their entire
freedom from vibration, which boon is secured by the Turbine engines. The bilge or side keels,
which is a feature of all the passenger steamers of the Line, reduce the rolling motion to the
minimum. 22 separate water-tight compartments insure safety, and the appointments ordinarily
only found in hotels of the highest class—Library, Writing Room, Music Room, Smoking Room,
all of ample dimensions and replete with chaste decoration. Promenade deck amidships, 200 feet
long, 80 feet wide. Rooms en suite, with private bath and toilet, etc.

Rates very moderate, For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge St., Toronto or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal -
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Canadian Northern Railway

§

S

Short L1ne C ANADIZ

FROM

Port Arthur and
Winnipeg to
Edmonton

First-class Sleeping Car
Service between
Winnipeg and
Edmonton
Through Service
pbetween Port Arthur
and Winnipeg
commences
June 3rd, 1906

Freight
Lake and Rail
or All Rail

s ¥ lgemmcn

PORT ARTHUR

AND

Canadian Northern Ry.

‘WM. PHILLIPS, Gen. Eastern Agent GEO. H. SHAW, Traffic Manager
52 King St. East, Toronto, Ont. Winnipeg, Man.
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For Your Vacation:

A DELIGHTFUL, INEXPENSIVE

Summer
Tour

To Pacific Coast and California

{ Where do you go this Summer ?

Think of long, cool days along the Pacific and up in
the Rockies—climbing and exploring, boating, fishing,
bathing and a thousand summer delights. Picture the
beauties of lake and peak, the cool ocean breezes of
the luxuriant south, and

€ Go West—go via ““ Canadian Pacific
Route,” of course

Because Canadian Pacific summer tours for 1906 offer
exceptional opportunities as regards choice of routes, — 4
sight-seeing on the way, stop-overs and cost. Twin Falls, Yoho Valley—Canadian Rockies

 Here is one of a score of trips just outlined to show the possi-
bilities of a summer tour ticket—

Toronto, Detroit, Chicago, and along the old Mormon trail to the Colorado wonderland. See
Pike's Peak, Garden of the Gods, etc., then by way of Salt Lake City to California, Los Angeles
or 'Frisco. After your stay in the South, up the coast to Seattle, and a delightful trip thro’ the
picturesque Puget Sound will land you back in Canada. Then from Vancouver by a splendid
Canadian Pacific train through the scenic Rockies—you will stop off at Banff, of course—over the
prairie and wheat lands, a cool trip across the Great Lakes, and home—or

€] Go via Canada and return via the States if you like, no extra cost.

Please write for rates. Not room here to give all you will want to know. Late in June, early in

July, and again in September there are special low convention rates. It will pay you to inquire

If vou will say when you wish to leave, and the places you particularly wish to see, we will Plat;
you a tour. No charge for this, but write to-day.

Ask for booklet, “SUMMER TOURS.”

S S—

CANADIAN Address a postal card with these two words ‘above your name and address to

PALCI
Rnu.wf;'yc C. E. E. USSHER, C. B. FOSTER,

General Passenger Agent, District Passenger Al'n\
MONTREAL TORONTO :
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4 . T Queb
v ROY AL MAIL STEAMSHIPS 2t

Company’s |EMPRESS OF BRITAIN—EMPRESS OF IRELAND | Liverpool

99 Cost over $2,000,000 each. Finest and Fastest in the Canadian service. Length 570
The o EMPRESSES feet—Breadth 67 feet— Horse Power 18,000 — Tonnage 14,500. Wireless Telegraphy.
Deep Sea Telephones. New Thermo. Heating Process. Extensive Promenade Deck Space, either in the open or
under cover. Dinlnﬁ Saloon—38 feet long and tull width of ship. Panelled in m.—.hpgapy with carving in dull gold—seats up-
holstered in crimson leather. The saloon seats over 300 persons. Music Room— Beautitully and asthetically arranged— with
its cosy corners and cheery fireplace. Library—Framed with rich mahogany, containing a choice collection of literature.
c‘fe—-Sumptuouslynppomted. Panelled with waxed l:almu walnut. Smoke Rooms—Luxuriously appointed, wn'h verandah
adjoining. Ten Watertight Compartments. Deep ‘'V’’ shaped Bilge Keels to promote steadiness at sea. The steam-
ships take the Southern Route (via Cape Race), adopted on account of safety.
( Firs abin m .00 00 to location.
RATES OF PASSAGE | Becotng Cab‘h?oees?osg -.ndt:-1375.50 :232:5‘::5 to location.

TICKETS AT ANY STEAMSHIP OR RAILWAY AGENT IN CANADA AND UNITED STATES
e

THE IDEAL SUMMER RESORT REGION OF AMERICA

“Muskoka Lakes,” Lakes *Simcoe and Couchiching,” *‘Lake of Bays," ‘' Maganet-
awan River,” ‘‘Lake Nipissing and the French River,” “Temagami,” ** 30,000
Islands of the Georgian Bay,” * Algonquin National Park,” * Kawartha Lakes,”

Over 40,000 square miles of lake, river, and island scenery. Many districts 1,000 to 2,000
feet above sea level. Unexcelled fishing, shooting, canoeing, boating and bathing. Hotels
to suit all pockets. ABSOLUTE EXEMPTION FROM HAY FEVER GUARANTEED-
Handsome illustrated descriptive literature containing all particulars, maps, etc., sent free on applicatic
J.D. McDONALD, DISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT, TORONTO; J. QUINLAN, DISTRICT PASSENGER
AGENT, MONTREAL; OR TO

G. T. BELL General Passenger and Ticket Agent MONTREAL

B R b R T N e T :
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‘#- PUBLICATIONS
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WRITE

General
Passenger
Department,
MONCTON, N.B.,

for Free Copies.

Souvenir
Playing
Cards

The Intercolonial Railway
have on sale at the prin-
cipal news stands, and on
the through express trains
by the news agents, Souve-
nir playing cards at fifty
cents per pack. The face
of the cards show half
tone engravings of some
of the beautiful scenes
along the route of the
Intercolonial Railway and
Prince Edward Island Ry.

INTERCOLONIAL

“FISHING AND HUNTING”
Descriptive of the Fishing and Hunting Resorts
reached by the Intercolonial Railway.

INTERCOLONIAL

“TOURS TO SUMMER HAUNTS"”

An illustrated booklet describing the places of
most interest to the summer visitor.

INTERCOLONIAL

Time Table of Canada’s Famous Train
“THE MARITIME EXPRESS"

with descriptive notes.

INTERCOLONIAL

“SALMON FISHING”
A treatise on the art of Fly Fishing, by an
expert angler,

Via the

INTERCOLONIAL

for “A Weekl in the Canaan Woods"’
An illustrated folder interesting to hunters of
big game.

INTERCOLONIAL

“MOOSE OF THE MIRAMICHI"

True stories of big game hunting in the forests
of northern New Brunswick.

INTERCOLONIAL

“THE TRAIL OF THE MICMACS”
Briefly telling of some Indian historic lore of the
North Shore New Brunswick, and also of its
present sporting possibilities.
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Delightful Days Spent in

NEW BRUNSWICK

P

ON THE SHORES OF THE
|

Bay of Fundy

BY THE COOL BLUE
WATERS OF THE

Baie
de Chaleur

OR ON THE LOVELY
SHORES OF THE

St. John River

“The Rhine of America”

WILL BRING TO
THE VISITOR

Health, Pleasure
and Rest

EASILY AND CHEAPLY
ACCESSIBLE

Canadians—Patronize
Canadian Resorts

NEW BRUNSWICK IS
Rocks at Hopewell Cape, Albert County, N.B. THE LAND OF

Big Game, Beautiful Scenery, Pure Air and
B oih Trout Ty e oo o

information, or for “Gun and Rod,"” the Sportsman’s Official Hand-book, write Secretary,

NEW BRUNSWICK TOURIST ASSOCIATION, ST. JOHN, N.B.

B REET . CEE T3 GRRN o e e T R R N SRR I TR s RGeS e R s e T R I N e et i o RO SNSRI o T RS S B T R
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A Delightful Summer Trip

BETWEEN
Toronto, St. Catharines,
Niagara Falls and Buffalo

Steamers—GARDEN CITY—LAKESIDE
Niagara, St. Catharines and Toronto Nav. Co.

Leaving Yonge Street Wharf 8 and 11 a.m., 2 and

5 p.m, daily, except Sunday. Connecting at Port

Dalhousie with Electric Express Cars.

THE POPULAR ROUTE FOR EXCURSION PARTIES

NEW STEAMER 1907

FOR FOLDER AND INFORMATION

E. H. PEPPER, Yonge St. Wharf JOHN PAUL, Gen. Pass. Agent E. F. SEIXAS, Gen. Manager
Toronto, Ont. St. Catharines, Ont. St. Catharines, Ont,

Dominion Line Steamships

WEEKLY SAILINGS

MONTREAL 1o LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 1o LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halitax in Winter)
S. S. “CANADA" S. S. “XENSINGTON" S. S. “DOMINION"
S.S. “SOUTHWARK" S. 8. “ VANCOUVER" S. 8. “OoTrTAWA”

The S.8. “CANADA” holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada,
The 8.8, “CANADA” and 8.8, “DOMINION” have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers,
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At Moderate Rates

Per S. S. “ KENSINGTON" S. S. “SOUTHWARK" S. 8. “VANCOUVER"
S.S. “OTTAWA"” (formerlv the White Star Line S.S. “GERMANIC")

To Liverpool, = $42.50 To London, - $45.00
AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class ot cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
given the accommodation situated in the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements
of that section of the travelling public, who, while wanting the best the steamer affords, do
not care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins,

For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

CHAS. A. PIPON, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE,
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NEWYOR

(ENTRAL

LINES

For a copy of

Advertising Depar

New York Central & Hudson River
Lake Shore & Michigan Southern
Big Four Route

Michigan Central

Boston & Albany

«¢Four Track Series,”
Montreal and Bar Harbo

The Great

K

of America

COMPRISING THE

Lake Erie & Western
Lake Erie, Alliance &

New York & Ottawa
and Rutland Railroads

«America’s Summer Resorts,”

tment, Room 147, Grand Central Station, New York.

Central Railway System

Operating more than 12,000 miles of railway
east of Chicago, St. Louis and Cincinnati

Pittsburg & Lake Erie

Indiana, lilinois & lowa

Wheeling

which is No. 8 of the New York Central Lines’
containing a map of the territory from Denver to New York, Boston,
r inclusive, send a two-cent stamp to George H. Daniels, Manager General

C. F. DALY, - W. J. LYNCH,
Passenger Trafic Manager, Passenger Traffic Manager,
New Yorhk Chicago

Niagara Navigation

NIAGARA RIVER LINE

Co.

LIMITED

6 Trips Daily
(except

Sunday)

Whrite for Free
Illustrated
Booklet

e

B. W. FOLG

Via Lower Niagara River and Lake Ontario

ER, Manager - TORONTO, CANADA

o—Niagara Falls—Toronto
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RICHELIEU AND ONTARIO conam™

AMERICA’'S UNRIVALLED SCENIC LINE

Niagara
to
The
Mag-
nificent the
New

Steamers

"TORONTO —
GSTO STEAMER “KINGSTON"
Leave TORONTO ror

Rochester Kingston
Clayton

1,000 Island
Ports

Passing through the Picturesque Scenery of the
1,000 Islands, and making the descent of all the
MARVELLOUS RAPIDS to

Montreal
Quebec

Murray Bay and Tadousac

thence up the far-famed

MANOIR RICHELIEU, MURRAY BAY, P.Q. Sagueﬂay River

HOTELS MANOR RICHELIEU, Murray Bay, P.Q.
HOTEL TADOUSAC, Tadousac, P.Q.
Two charmingly situated summer hotels owned and operated by this Company
and up-to-date in every particular

For further THOS. HENRY, Traffic Manager, Montreal

particulars apply to

“We Delight in Giving Information®’
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BEST ROUTE TO THE
NORTHWEST

WAUKEE
W RAILWAY Ay

In going to St. Paul, Minneapolis or
the Northwest see that your ticket
west of Chicago reads via The Pioneer
Limited on the Chicago, Milwaukee &
St. Paul Railway—the route over which
your letters g0. Standard and compart-
ment sleepers with longer, higher and
wider berths. Leaves Union Station.
Chicago, 6.30 p.m. daily; arrives St.
Paul next morning at 7.25 and Minne-
apolis at 8.00 o’clock.

A.J. TAYLOR, Can. Pass. Agent
8 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO - - ~- CANADA

MENNEN’S

BORAT}D TALCUM

The Freshness of Roses

and balmy June days are not more delightful and
refreshing than the soothing touch of Mennen’s.
Gives immediate and positive relief from Prickly
Heat, Chafing, Sunburn and all skin troubles.
Everywhere used and recommended by physicians
and nurses for its perfect purity and absolute uni-
formity. Mennen’s face on every box. See that
you get the genuine. For sale every-
where, or by mail, 25c. Sample free.
Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark,N.J.
Try Mennen's Violet (Borated) Talcum.

WEST SHORE

RAILROAD

The popular tourist route to
New York, Boston, the principal
summer resorts on the New
England Coast, Long Island,
Catskill Mountains, Saratoga,
Lake George, Lake Champlain,
the beautiful Mohawk Valley,
and the historic Hudson River.

Full information, time tables, etc.,
at 69% Yonge Street, 'Phone Main
3461, Toronto, Ont.

FRANK FOY, LOUIS DRAGO,
Ticket Agent, Canadian Pass. Agent;
—Toronto, Ont. Toronto, Ont.

C. E. LAMBERT, H. PARRY,
General Pass. Agent General Agent,
New York City. Buffalo, N.Y.

Beautiful
Pictures

are produced only by
pure rich colors.

Winsor & Newton

1 are artists’ colormen
to the Royal Family
and their

Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear. For
saleat all Art Stores.

A.RAMSAY & SON,
MONTREAL.
‘Wholesale Agents for
Canada.

Many years of careful
study among birds pro-
duced patent

Bird Bread

That_is why it can be
relied upon and why there
is such an enormous
demand for it. 10¢, the
pkge., 2 large cakes,

Send name of dealer not selling BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with 6c. in stamps and get free
twolarge cakes, Feed your birds on the Stangard (@)

C:;ttam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Supplies and Remedies. Allgrocers.
~Advice FREE about Birds,  Bird Book 25¢c. by mail,

Bart Cottam Co., 6% Dundas St., London, Oat.

| [ BRGNS P TIATISE B S
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HE air in an ordinary oven is stagnant.

It becomes saturated with the odors of the

different dishes cooking—the $trongest odor
impregnates all. That is why you sometimes get
pie with a flavor of onions and roast beef with
a taste of fish.

The air in the oven of the

mperial Oxford
Range

is condtantly changing. Fresh air is drawn in from out-
side the range by our patent oven flue, superheated and
forced into the top of the oven. It circulates throughout
the oven, keeping every corner at a steady, even tem-
perature. The air is then drawn off through the oven

N ventilators, carrying with it the fumes of the cooking dishes.
Pl - The Imperial Oxford Range cooks your food with
g@ pure, fresh, dry heat. Would you like to see this range ?
ihim Call at your dealers. If he can’t show you the
w Imperial Oxford, write to us and
S

_:::_:; we'll send you full particulars and

& tell you where you can see it

THE GUIsEY
FOUNDRY CO.

LIMITED
TORONTO MONTREAL
WINNIPEG  CALGARY
VANCOUVER
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"CROWN BRAND
CORN SYRUP

FOR TABLE USE

HE proof of this syrup is in the eating; and the
T proof of its purity is in the taste—it tastes pure

and good and wholesome ; something which you
can give plentifully to children. It is in the eatin
that the fine flavour and rich quality of CROWN
BRAND TABLE SYRUP shows up to advantage.

It possesses the flavour of fine honey and cream
intermingled—and this flavour with porridge and other
cereals forms a combination that is truly delicious—
a treat that captures the fancy of all who eat it.

It is specially good for children.

The Edwardsburg Starch Co. Limited

Oftced ESTABLISHED 1858 Woike
Montreal and Toronto Cardinal, Ontarig
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THE NOSE KNOWS

He who smells woods' smoke at twi-
light knows the glamor of the wild,

Understands its fascinations—how its
lovers are beguiled.

He who snuffs the scents of Autumn
and the fragrance of the pine,

Feels primeval wildness in him—but
another song is mine:—

Winding down the rugged mountain
with a deer, my guide and I,

Hardly knowing where our camp is,
toiling on with grunt and sigh,

Hold! what savor floats to meet us,
porne upon the evening breeze,

Sweeter than the spice of hemlocks, or
the balm of good, green trees?

"Tis a savor from the tropics, from the
gurgling, hissing spout

Of the camp cook’s pot of coffee, pant-
ing now to be poured out.

Whiff! Theload we bear seems lighter.
Whiff! That’s sweeter than therose!

No more need of eyes nor compass—
move your feet and chase your nose.

»Tis a day of sport well ended, when a
chap can take his ease

Wwith his cup of CHASE & SAN-
BORN’S and his supper on his
knees.

———————

Strip
Floor

we sell is made of selected oak
inch and three- quarters wide,
three-eighths thick, run through a

machine which makes it absolutely

true and uniform, and when laid
is the mo&t perfect plain hardwood
floor possible. Ends square, there-
fore no waste. From this to the
mo$t elaborate parquet pattern is
our range. Write] for catalogue
and price ligt.

Sole agents for Butcher’s Boston Polish.

ELLIOTT & SON

LIMITED
79 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO

PURE

JAEGER voor

Your pores regulate the heat of your
body. If they are inactive or clogged the
heat becomes oppressive. Jaeger Under-
wear keeps these heat regulators in order,
assisting them in maintaining a normal
temperature in summer and winter —a
reason why Jaeger Pure Wool is cool in
summer. ear it— It's the best.

Made in all sizes for Ladies, Gentlemen
and Children. Obtainable from leading
dealers in all principal cities.

Write for Catalogue No. 30

DR.JAEGER’S Wit SYSTEM fiutra
2206]8t. Catherinei8t.,, Montreal]
Toronto Depot: Wreyford & Co., 85 King Street West
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ARK'S Viiex
Pork FISH-
BEANS |N(;

Y B

Angling is such a fas-
cinating sport that while
you are at it you don’t want

to quit. But—the excitement and exhilara-
tion and exercise of handling a rod and line
creates an appetite—strong and insistent.
Now, Clark’s Pork and Beans—real Boston baked—tender
and tasty, put up in germ proof tins, provides a tempting,
delicious and substantial meal that satisfies for hours. In
; three appetising flavours—the delicate, rich, ‘‘beany” flavour, plain, or
with genuine tomato and Chili sauce, which adds a touch of spiciness that
is irresistible. 5c. and 10c. tins.

WM. CLARK, Mfr. MONTREAL

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM

OAKVILLE
ONTARIO

This Sanitarium,

established some
eleven years ago for
the treatment of Alco-
holic and Drug dis-
eases, has had a very
successful career, and
is now the acknowl-
edged leading institu-
tion of its kind in
Canada.,

g The spacious
grounds are delight-
fully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the pa-
tients freely avail
themselves of the
facilities for Lawn
Tennis, Bowling, Boat-
ing and Bathing,

IN LAKEHURST GROUNDS

For terms, etc., Address the Manager, LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE,




FEARMAN’S FAMOUS

STAR
BRAND

HAM

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Cured and sold by us for over fifty
years, is unsurpassed for flavor and
quality. Try it. Boiled or fried,
it will please you.

For Sale by all Leading Grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

CANADIAN \14(;4/[\[ U)ll:lxllSLI\

f—’ Not the charm of the rabbit’s
foot, but the charm of beautiful
hair! The charm of long, tich, heavy,
luxuriant hair! The charm that goes
with every bottle of Hall’s Vegetable
Sicilian Hair Renewer! Wake up
your hair! Make it do something!
Make it grow faster! Make it stop
coming out! Make the gray hair

return to its former color!
For the whiskers and moustache we mlke a
Dye known as BUCKINGHAM’S DYE. It

colors instantly a rich brown or a soft black.
R. P, HALL & CO., Nashua, N. H.

$29.00—and Express Charges. The Ex
charge

Dunlop double Tube Tires.
coamelled Black. WE

E OFFER lplcnsld chan
for Agents’ Discounts. Wheels slightly used. $6.00 to $25.00.

$30,00 sttt $1.00

State whether you wish Men's or

3 EAGL Ladies’ Blcycle height of frame and

gear wanted, and we will send you
this High Grade 1906 Model
Eazle Bicycle by express C.O.D.

subject to_examination. You can

examine it thoroughly at your

Express Office and if found perfectly satisfactory
exactly as represented A GENUINE EAGLE
BICYCLE HIGH GRADE,1906 MODEL
— pay_to the Express Agent lance due —

ress charges are only 50 to 75 cents for each 500 miles. No extra

for Ladies’ Bicycles. EVERVONE KNOW

leheat l?radﬁ wheals :hmde u.b i:tvisluntes v»illthb bendecycle Clubs
ints, fin nnzcr ubs an

idess. Bt oo o Tiee frame—Men's 20, 22 and 24 in.—Ladies' 20 and 22 in.—

ce to a good agent in each town. Send for catalogue and ask

S THE E GLE BICYCLE. They are
ding wheel with professional
bearings, hmhul ade equipment. Fitted with

Agency at once.

T. W. BOYD & SON, 27 Notre Dame St. West, MONTREAL.

PETERBOROUGH CANOE COMPANY

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

PETERBOROUGH, CANADA

LIMITED

Leading manufacturers of Bass-
wood, Cedar and Canvas
Canoes; Paddling and Sailing
Skiffs and Rowboats. Tents
and Camp Furniture. ¢ & ot

h B s R e R e S e
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PANDORA

RANGES

ARE FITTED WITH A THERMOMETER THAT
REGISTERS THE EXACT HEAT OF THE OVEN

The thermometer on
the Pandora range oven
means precisely in-ac-
curacy to the cook what
the square and compass
mean to the draftsman.
Without the square and
compass the draftsman
would have to work en-
tirely by guess, just as
you do without an ac-
curate and reliable thermometer on your oven.

The Pandora thermometer reduces cooking to an
exact science. You know precisely how much heat
you have and what it will do in a given time. It
is one of the small things which makes the Pandora
so much different and better than common ranges.

WRITE FOR FREE BOORLET

McClarys

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG
VANCOUVER ST. JOHN HAMILTON
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THE

BROADWAY-VENDOME

BROADWAY AND 41st STREET, NEW YORK

EUROPEAN PLAN. ABSOLUTELY FIRE PROOF
A FIRST-CLASS HOTEL AT MODERATE PRICES

Subway Station — One Block. Grand Central
Station —5 Minutes’ Walk. City Hall — Eight
Minutes. Lower Section — Eight Minutes

WITHIN TWO BLOCKS OF FIFTEEN PROMINENT THEATRES
CENTRE OF SHOPPING DISTRICT

Single Rooms, near bath, $1.50 per Day
Single Rooms, with bath, $2.00 per Day

SEND FOR BOOKLET

BROADWAY-VENDOME CO., rrorrieror

E. S. CROWELL, General Manager
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Souvenir Steel Plate Range

If you are thinking of buy-
ing a new Range you should
see the

Royal Souvenir
Steel Plate Range

When we say Steel Plate
we mean just that ; not thin
sheet steel that will warp
and buckle, but good heavy
polished
steel that is
warranted to
keep its
shape and
last a life-
time. The
oven is large
and square,
lined with
asbestos to
retain the
heat and
keep the
oven at an
even baking
temperature,
which econo-
mises fuel
and makes
the Royal Souvenir Steel Plate Range the most satisfactory Range
on the market to-day.

ROYAL SOUVENIR

MANUFACTURED BY

The Gurney, Tilden Co., Limited

HAMILTON, ONT. MONTREAL, QUE. VANCOUVER, B.C.

WESTERN AGENTS

TILDEN, GURNEY & CO., Limited - Winnipeg, Man.



Delicious and wholesome sand-
wiches, salads, etc., can be made at
a moment’s notice by using

Libby’s (Fitu=!
FoodProducts

Among the many ready-to-serve
Libby delicacies are

Veal Loaf W afer Sliced Dried Beef
Ham Loaf Boneless Chicken
Melrose Pat€  Pork and Beans

Lunch Tongue Corned Beef Hash

A Suggestion: Libby's Boneless
Chicken, made into a salad with head
lettuce, celery and mayonnaise dressing,
will give zest to the mid-day luncheon or
evening tea.

The booklet, “How to Make Good Things to Eat’* sent
free. Send 10c for Libby's Big Atlas of the World.

leby McNeill @ Libby Clucago.
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ICE
POSTUM

(With ; dash of lemon)

A Summer Food Drink that is
delicious and refreshing, and with
the nutritive elements of the field
grains.

It feels good to get free from
the coffee grip, and it's like a
continuous frolic to be perfectly
well.

Ten days’ trial proves !

‘“There’s a Reason’’

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich , U.8.A.

1780 ( Thotesdes 1

Walter Baker & Co.’s
% Chocolate

It is a perfect food, highly
nourishing, easily digest-
ed, fitted to repair wasted
strength, preserve health
and prolong life.

o A new and handsomely
(ﬁ%f’ﬁ?{'i')’ﬂ. illustrated Recipe Book
sent free.

Walter Bakker & Co., L:a.

Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS,

45 Highest Awards
in Europe and America

Branch House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can,

WE WANT

you to give “Five Roses” Flour a tnal
for pastry next baking day. If you do
so you will realize that there is no longer

any need to buy one flour for bread and

another for pastry, as “Five Roses” will

give you better satisfaction for either, or
both, than any ordinary brands.

'LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING CO.

Limited
MONTREAL, WINNIPEG and KEEWATIN ONT.

AT

IN ONE BOTTLE. 1 1 Indelible and Harm]esg
REQUIRES n On any Fabric,
NO HEATING OR e a Try it once and you winy °

MIXING

Inventors, MARKING INK FOR LINEN

use no other kind.

‘CanrtTonr’ ) c1ior.r |

L e e o g

Ll =

LYVYNO HId SINID 09 ‘ZA ‘soymig

oy} w 8D 00sid owns oy} v 838/BOnIp Aq

e aia ok b e hey o b




