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TOPICS OF THE [IME

Free Trade, Wanted and Not Wanted;

S time passes, our friends to the south
of the line are becoming increas-
ingly desirous of a reciprocity treaty

with Canada. The movement in that direc-
tion, to which we referred recently, seems
to have gained in strength since the presi-
dential election. Some of the leading Re-
publican papers in the country are now
earnestly prosecuting- a reciprocity cam-
paign and reminding their readers how
desirable it is that a better understanding
should be reached with their Canadian
neighbors. Says one of these papers: “ We
have the spectacle of two peoples akin in
blood, ideals, and conditions, barring each
other’s way to progress. If the people of
Canada are less wide awake to this in-
congruous situation than we are, let the
joint high commission determine that fact
anew for us.”  Another leading journal
says: ‘“Overtures should now be made by
our government, and made promptly.
Either we must begin' negotiations for reci-
procity within the next few months, or such
negotiations will be barred by changed con-
ditions that will not only affect seriously
our exports to the Dominion, but also tend
to further separate and estrange the two
peoples.”

But if this be the desire of the United
States, it is not Canada’s desire. Tt is some-
what late in the day for Canada to now con-
sider such a measure as a treaty of recipro-
city. There was a time when we wanted it,

or thought that we wanted it, but all classes
of our people are now pretty well agreed in
this, that having been repulsed as we were
by the United States, at the time when we
were willing to enter into closer relations,
we shall not be likely to leap at their offers,
now that our own interests lie so plainly
in another direction. Since that time Can-
ada has become a nation; we are perfectly
willing to maintain the, best of good terms
with our American friends, but our present
inclination lies rather in the direction of
increasing than levelling down the tariff
wall. The United States, particularly the
border states, want reciprocity; Canada
does not want it; so plainly it is their move
first.

New Provinces in the West

OW the Canadian West is growing is
evidenced, among other ways, by
the movement for autonomy in what are
now the North-West Territories. This is
one of the matters to be discussed during
the present session of parliament, and the
result will probably be the erection of those
territories into one or more separate pro-
vinces, with full systems of government as in
the other provinces of the Dominion. The
promise was given by Sir Wilfrid Laurier
some time ago, and it is known to be in
line with the wishes of the western people
themselves. The matter of greatest diffi-
culty is the settlement of the limits and the
adjustment of the lands.
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" The territories concerned are Assiniboia,
Saskatchewan, and Alberta. If these were
formed into one province, Manitoba would
be overshadowed, and the province would
be too large for effective government. A
way out of the difficulty would be to add a
part of eastern Assiniboia and Saskatchewan
to Manitoba, or to divide the three territories
into two provinces. The latter would seem
to be the preferable plan, though some of
the western leaders, including Mr. Haul-
tain, are advocating the one-province
scheme. The valuation of lands is likely
~ to prove still more difficult. It seems to be
the purpose of the Territories to demand
rather too much in the way of compensation
for lands sold by the federal authorities or
given to the railways. When these lands
were given, they were at the sole and right-
ful disposal of the Dominion Government;
the Territories had no controlling rights, as
they will have so soon as they have become
provinces, and what was disposed of under
federal auspices was done in the interests
of the country. Therefore, it is unwise of
the Territories to assert their claims on too
large a scale, as they seem inclined to' do.

It is to be hoped, however, that the ap-
portionment of this western country into
provinces may be successfully arranged. It
will be a step in advance which all Canada
will be glad to see.

The First of our .Navy

HAT may, perhaps, be taken as the
nucleus of a Canadian navy has
recently been added to the fisheries protec-
tion fleet. = A new cruiser, named the
Canada, and built at the Vickers and Maxim
yards in England, will at least give a
greater visibility to Canada’s claims upon
the waters. The new vessel has been built
as compact as possible and of such dimen-
sions that she can pass through the canals,
should necessity arise for her presence on
the Unper Lakes.  She has an average
speed of 17%% knots, and a maximum of
20 knots, and is fitted and armed with the
most modern and effective appliances. The
four guns with which she has been mounted
are of the newest type of armament afloat.

Her total complement of officers and men
will be about sixty.

The main purpose of this new cruiser is
to protect the Canadian fisheries, which are
more or less interfered with every year by
the depredations of outsiders. Incidents
have occurred within the past two years on
both the Atlantic coast and the Great Lakes
that have shown the necessity of some mea-
sure of protection for these important in-
terests. During the winter, however, the
Canada is cruising around the West Indies
and may be attached to the British North
Atlantic squadron for instructional pur-
poses. The fact that all her officers have
first-class gunnery certificates gives color to
the theory that it is intended to make the
new vessel the nucleus of a navy.

The Next Great Fair

THERE is to be another great exhibi-

tion. The fact that mammoth dis-
plays of this kind do not prove financial
successes does not seem to discourage the
promoters of new ones. Next summer the
exhibition-goers will be asked to go to tlie
Far West, to Portland, Oregon, where the
centennial of the explorations of Captains
Lewis and Clark is to be observed. The
labors of these pioneer explorers are still
remembered as a foundation step in the
makir}g of the great West. Crossing the
Rockies, they went down the Columbia
River to the Pacific in 1804-6, and were thus
the real discoverers of that vast territory
which has since heen so marvellously de-
veloped. If expositions are to be in com-
memoration of historical events, there could
hardly be a more worthy occasion than this.

It was at first thought that Canada would
be represented at this centennial. As at
St. Louis, the Canadian exhibit was to have
been ‘arranged with an eye to business,
showing the opportunities and advantages
for settlement in the great Canadian West,
and an effort would have been made to
direct a proportion of .the resulting immi-
gration into that territory. It has been
finally decided, however, not to take part.
Lewis and Clark did their part well and
bravely, but Canada is more concerned with
the future.
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A Friend of Higher Education

THE men who give money stand out
prominently nowadays among the
thousands who devote their energies chiefly
to making it. Canada has not many benefac-
tors, not many men of wealth who have
made it a practice to give largely.  Per-
haps the time will come, when the novelty
of prosperity wears off a little, when public
generosity will have a greater favor among
our rich men. If that be so, there is at least
one man in Canada who is ahead of his
time.

Sir William Macdonald has already given
largely to the cause of higher education in
Canada, and he has given quietly and with-
out display. His benefactions have been
widely noticed, but his motives and methods
have been as unostentatious as they well
could be. To what he has already done
for McGill University and for the system of
schools which bears his name, he has re-
cently added a plan for a great technical
college which promises to exceed in im-
portance any of his previous benefactions.
It is a scheme to build and equip near Mont-
real an agricultural and technical school,
which shall embrace all the principles and
methods of modern education along its par-
ticular lines. This is an enlargement of the
purpose which Sir William had in view
when he provided the fine Macdonald Insti-
tute at the Guelph Agricultural College,
mention of which was made in one of last
summer’s issues. It has been stated that
this great enterprise will mean an expendi-
ture of $5,000,000, and that it forms only a
part of a scheme of higher education which
Is to be eventually widened to the whole
Dominiod. 1In this work Sir William has
associated with him, as his lieutenant, Pro-
fessor Robertson, than whom there is not a
better man in Canada to administer a bene-
faction so important and so well-timed in its
character. X

Our Interest in Europe’s Troubles

CANADA is ordinarily not very closely

interested in the internal troubles of
the European states. Discontent and re-
volutions have become chronic, and the
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news of some fresh trouble, while it awakens
a degree of sympathy with the people who
must suffer for it, does not cause either
great surprise or concern in this part of the
world. When, however, the result of such
troubles is so far-reaching that it extends to
our own country, the matter assumes quite
a different aspect; and thus it is that Can-
ada has some reason to be interested in the
present political and industrial condition of
Hungary and Austria.

An' agent of several emigration socie-
ties in those countries spent some months,
during the latter part of the year, in the
Canadian North-West, carefully investigat-
ing general conditions and the prospects for
colonization. He returned to Austria highly
pleased with the country, and will report
favorably upon a proposed scheme of emi-
gration. The reason behind this action is
the growing disaffection among the people
of Hungary and Austria. Industrially the
dual kingdom is at a standstill, while its
political affairs give little hope for the
future. The situation in both aspects is
full of menace, and a large proportion of
the people are looking to ‘emigration as
their only relief. Some of them are coming
to Canada, and the recent visit of their
agent was with this purpose in view. It is
likely that next spring there will be a con-
siderable influx of immigrants from both
these countries, and thus Canada will gain
from Europe’s troubles.

Some Prison Reforms

HERE are nineteen aslyums for the
insane in Canada, with over twelve
thousands inmates. Of these, with eight
asylums, Ontario has something over
five thousand, who are cared for prob-
ably as well as in most other countries,
at least. The asylums are under strict super-
vision, and on the whole are creditable in-
stitutions. For some vears, however, a con-
dition of affairs has been permitted which
now is wisely to be remedied. Insane people
have been lodged in the county jails and
have been kept there in some cases even
after their insanity was fully proven. This
has not only been harmful to the inmates
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themselves, for a prison is no fit place for
persons of feeble minds, but it has been un-
fair to the jailers, whose guardianship can
hardly be expected to apply to the insane
as well as to the vicious. Therefore, a re-
-cent order looking to the prevention of this
condition is to be received as an important
reform.

This order provides that careful reports
are to be made each month as to the per-
sons under each jailer’s charge who have
given evidences of insanity. These reports
are then passed on to the medical superin-
tendents of the asylums, who will be ex-
pected to see that the unfortunates are
removed as soon as possible to the asylums,
where they can be better treated, at the
same time relieving the jails.

Another reform that more directly con-
cerns the industrial interests of Ontario is

the ruling that prison labor shall not in

future be employed in broom-making. It
seems that this has been one of the chief
occupations of convicts, and it has seriously
interfered with the regular industry through-
out the province. It is now promised that
their labor shall be turned in other direc-
tions that will not compete with ordinary
channels of industry. = What applies to
broom-making applies quite as truly, in
principle, to any other industry in which
prison labor is largely employed.

A Question of Climate

HOULD Canada be shy about her win-
ter climate? The native-born, who
appreciate the spirit of the Canadian winter,
know also the delights of the season and
have no reason for apology in its behalf.
The question was raised in another form,
however, a few months ago, when the pro-
position to hold a winter carnival in Mont-
real was killed for the sake of the country’s
reputation.

Some years ago very successful winter
carnivals were held both in Montreal and
Quebec, the leading features of which were
truly imposing ice palaces. Such an event
it was proposed to repeat this winter, the
citizens generally favoring it. Strong op-
position, however, was encountered from the

railway and other interests, on the ground
that to thus advertise the Canadian winter
would tend to create wrong impressions
outside. The attempt has been made in re-
cent years to popularize Canada as a sum-
mer land, and the good work already done
in this direction would, it was urged, be
given a serious set-back by such emphasis
upon its cold-weather features. We have
suffered from climatic misrepresentation
before, and even yet there is an idea abroad
that Canada is a land of ice and snow. It
would be a mistake to bear this out by our
own example.

There is a degree of reason in this. Win-
ter carnivals would be appreciated at their
real value by our own people, but we cannot
afford to ignore the stupidity of the people
who form their opinions from the merest
and hastiest impressions.

For People of Broken Fortune

AMON G the newest immigration schemes

is one which it is claimed will pro-
vide Canada with a constant stream of
young citizens of the kind that the country
stands most in need of. At the same time
it is something of a philanthropical scheme,
aiming as well at improving the lot of the
immigrants as furnishing Canada with new
material for citizens. There are in England
a great number of people, of good families,
who have fallen upon evil days, and who
usually are unable to recover themselves
before death overtakes them. Their children
are left helpless, and are at once passed on
to the none too gentle care of the work-
houses. At three years of age these chil-
dren are placed by the Government in train-
ing schools and maintained at the public
cost until they are sixteen, when they are
farmed out. These young wards of the
Government are not, however, to be con-
founded with the offspring of the English
slums; they are usually children of good
parentage, and have in most cases proved to
be very desirable stock.

It is now proposed to bring some of these
youths to Canada, and train them here in
special eschools, so that when. they have
reached their sixteen years they will be at
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once ready to go out into active life as
Canudians already half-made. There would
thus be coming from England a steady
stream of intelligent boys and girls who
could be trained to suit Canadian require-
ments, in technical or farm pursuits, and
who, when the time came to go out on their
own account, would understand Canadian
conditions. The expense would be borne
by the British Government, and Canada
would thus be given a class of the best im-
migrant material at no cost to herself. The
scheme seems to have more possibilities of
success than that of bringing Englishmen
or foreigners who have already reached
mature age, and have first to unlearn much
before they can learn Canadian ways.

A Sign of the Times

MOVE in the direction of public

ownership has been made by the
city of Toronto. One of the most im-
portant franchises in the city is the gas
business, wheek is in the hands of a cor-
poration under contract, and at various
times propositions to acquire civic control of
the business have been made with more or
less reasonableness.” The purchase of the
works and goodwill seemed a burden too
heavy to assume, however, though it has
been admitted on all hands that some means
of controlling a traffic which affects so large
a proportion of the population was very
desirable. A way recently appeared and has
been taken advantage of.

The Gas Company announced its intention
of putting new stock on the market to the
extent of five thousand shares. Thereupon
a by-law was presented to the citizens pro-
viding’ that the city should purchase a por-
tion of this new stock; it carried almost un-
animously, and at the sale of the shares in
December representatives of the city secured
200 shares, of the par value of $50 each.
In this way the city has gained the right
to have a voice, in the person of the Mayor,
in the directorate of the company, besides
having acquired a valuable property which
will yield good returns. It is likely that
additional purchases of stock will be made
from time to time, full rights of purchase

having been accorded by the Legislature.
One of the advantages of this arrangement
is that the city will have an opportunity to
learn to just what extent it is or is not pos-
sible to reduce the price of gas to consumers.
But more than all, it is an experiment, in a
very safe and guarded way, in civic owner-
ship, and it may be regarded as a step to-
ward a fuller adoption of that policy.

A New and Cheaper Fuel

INCE there is a lack of natural coal
supply in Central Canada, it would
be good news if a substitute fuel could be
found. Anthracite, of course, holds first
place in fuel-value, and it is much to be
hoped that the new north may have some
as yet undiscovered stores for future use.
Our wood-supply is gradually lessening;
while, notwithstanding the growing favor
of electricity for industrial purposes, the
demand for a serviceable fuel, be it coal,
wood, or something else, is yearly increas-
ing. It is, therefore, gratifying to know
that recent experiments in the manufacture
of peat have proved very successful, and
that there is good prospect of a new and
excellent fuel from our own resources.
There are known to be vast beds of crude
peat in various parts of Ontario, and the
coal famine two years ago gave rise to a
number of propositions for the develop-
ment of these and the manufacture of a
merchantable fuel. Experiments were made
in several localities, with fair success, and
some manufacturing is now being done on
a small scale. In the western part of the
province, however, the scheme has already
assumed the proportions of an industry.
Near Fort Frances and along the lines of
railway west of that district are thousands
of acres of peat bog, offering a supply of
natural fuel practically unlimited. A com-
pany has been formed to work these beds
and arrangements made for the erection of
a plant of fifty tons capacity per day, and it
is expected that the finished product will
be placed on the market during the coming
summer. As it reaches the consumer it is
in pieces two and a half inches in diameter
and about three inches long, of a light brown
color. Its calefacient value is about five-



66 THE NATIONAL MONTHLY

sevenths of that of anthracite. Compared
to wood a ton of peat is equal to one and
one-quarter cords of tamarac, and the cost
to the consumer will be about seventy per
cent. of that of wood. The chief market of
the Fort Frances product will be Winnipeg,
but the success of this initial enterprise will
mean the establishment of others in eastern
Ontario.

What Printer’s Ink Can Do

RINTER’S ink nowadays shows its
power in many ways. It was one
of the chief conditions in the election of the
new Governor of Massachusetts, and that
not so much through the medium of news-
paper support but through the publicity of
many years’ persistent advertising. W. L.
Douglas, the new governor of the Bay Tree
State, is a man so modest and unobtruding
in his character that the announcement of
his gubernatorial candidacy was at first re-
ceived as a joke. But the joke proved a
very real fact, for in a strongly Republican
state, Mr. Doutrlas a. Democrat, defeated
his opponent by a majority of 15,000.
The reason lay very largely in the fact that
for years he had been known to the public
through the judicious use, in the ordinary
course of business, of printer’s ink.

Mr. Douglas began his career with a
capital of less than a thousand dollars.
From that he has worked up to be the largest
manufacturer of shoes in the world. In
gaining this remarkable success, he adver-
tised in many different mediums, and the pic-
ture of Douglas, the shoe-man, which always
appeared in his advertisements, became
known all over the country. It is not our
. purpose to further emphasize from this the

 able in the world.

value of advertising from a business stand-
point, but to point out that the publicity
thus gained, together with the reputation
he had made for honest goods, were largely
responsible for the support given Mr.
Douglas at the polls. He will, it is believed,
prove a good governor, and will give an
eminently business-like administration; but
aside from that, it is of interest to note how
greatly printer’s ink may help even to make
and unmake governors and legislators.

Canada’s Water Power

NE-TENTH of the total water power
of the world used in electrical pro-
duction is used in Canada. The world’s
total is something over 2,000,000 horse-
power, divided among all the principal coun-
tries of both hemispheres; but no other
country uses so much as Canada, except
the United States, the respective figures
being 228,225 and 527,467 h.p. When the
power works now being developed are added
to this, Canada will be more than ever a
world’s- leader.

There are few more significant signs of
(Canada’s industrial progress. The &pplica-
tion of water power to the production of
electricity is a comparatlvely recent achieve-
ment in engineering science, yet some of
Canada’s works are among the most remark-
Chief of these are, of
course, the Niagara development, but there
are hundreds of other water powers all over
the Dominion which can be, and eventually
will be, turned to similar purpose. In this
electrical age, we expect to see Canada not
only hold her place next to the top, but to
materially gain upon the one country that
exceeds her.

5 TN
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An Educational Tangle

“J HE commencement of a new experi-

ment in public education by the

introduction of nature study and
manual training into primary schools is
awakening considerable interest, not only
among educationists, but in the mind of the
general public. A great diversity of
opinion exists regarding the trend of public
education.  Some deal entirely with the
practical and mechanical side, and insist on
an absolute simplicity in pedagogical
methods, and would limit all primary train-
ing to the assimilation of the three R’s. On
the other hand, many insist on the intro-
duction of a more asthetic type of train-
ing, with the introduction of various com-
plexities of a distinctively novel character,
but quite in harmony with the scientific
development of the age.

Apart from these considerations, and ac-
counting fully even the failures of mental
development so often cited against our
existing educational methods, there is still
ample proof remaining for assuming an
enormous reformation of pedagogical meth-
ods in the last two decades.  The dispo-
sition of the educator has been powerfully
shaped by the facts of scientific investiga-
tion into the phases of developing mental
life, with all its physiological and psycho-
logical accessories. Doubtless the facts that
have been learned and have been sought to
be turned into efficient use, are quite mysti-
fying to the uninitiated, and, perhaps, often
also poorly discerned by those whose duty
remains to apply them. To satisfactorily
apply these scientific developments there will
be needed a more efficiently trained and
more essentially professional type of teach-
ers than the Canadian provinces have as yet
generally secured. The problem of educa-
tion will no longer be how to teach, or what
to teach, but how to obtain capable teachers
of the adopted methods, and to give them

support
dignity.

The battle of educational procedure will
concern most essentially the primary schools.
In these the rank and file of the nation will
receive their first definite notions of life and
citizenship. There is reason for assuming that
frequent disastrous failures in after life are
due to wrong direction in school experience.
A system of primary education that does
not produce an average of satisfactory re-
sults upon the children trained, had better
be speedily abandoned. For a long time
great dissatisfaction has prevailed over the
training given in rural schools, In very
many cases the children, when leaving
school, were little better than illiterate.
Worst of all, they were absolutely in the
dark regarding the principles of agricul-
tural life which they were about to enter.
Some one will doubtless say, read the
papers. But that would be no help to them;
for an agricultural journal is practically
useless, unless the reader has an intelligent
appreciation of the scientific side of its
contents.

To remedy this the agricultural colleges
have, through the agency of trained men,
sought to have introduced into the primary
curriculum a system of nature study as
suited for the proper direction of rural
education. The enthusiasm of Professor
Robertson and others has finally led to the
interesting of Sir William Macdonald in
this project. He came to the rescue with
ample funds for the establishment of
special - rural schools in all the provinces,
and the training of special teachers for the
special work of nature study. The “ con-
solidated school ” will undoubtedly prove a
great success wherever tried, once the
merely local difficulties have been overcome.
The experiment has only begun, but we
believe, in the rural sections particularly, it
will result in a wholesome interest being
created in the minds of the pupils in out-

adequate to their professional
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door nature and the natural processes of
agriculture, and will likewise conduce
greatly to the improvement in domestic
management of future wives and mothers.
Manual training also will aid those not
afterwards destined for artizanship in
countless expedient situations.

The gist of this process is, however, quite
apart from the merely practical. Professor
Robertson, who is keenly enthusiastic in
the new departure, and a full and earnest
believer in it, has given to the Canadian
Club in Toronto what he considers the
essentials of a primary education, as repre-
sented in the influences exerted upon our
boys and girls during their school days.
These are three in number—intelligence,
ability and public spirit. When we remember
that sixty per cent. of the Ontario teachers
of common schools, in deference to their
meagre salary, have in the past made little
or no effort to develop in their transient
pupils even the first of these essentials, it is
well to insist that some other system be
introduced in rural sections and all other
places to amend this condition. There could
be no more pitiful wail than that over the
price of school books that we hear so com-
monly among Ontario parents. It is this
same parsimony that offers to a school
teacher no prospect of a permanent profes-
sion on the munificent salary of two hundred
dollars per annum, and encourages poor
service in return.

The Ontario school system has been held
up to the world as a paragon of perfection.
In many senses this may be true.  The
general policy is progressive. The serious
defect remains. In rural sections, at least,
it is altogether too diffuse. Consolidation
could often be effected and better work done
in every way, and all pupils young or old,
kept judiciously employed for the whole
school day. A better class of teachers could
be obtained; one professionally interested
in teaching for the art’s sake, and with a
greater living interest in the personal well-
being of his temporary charges. In this
way a healthy stimulus may be given to-
wards those three essentials, without the
attainment of which, our juvenile population
would be little better than criminal.

Forestry Training

PEAKING of educational needs, another
phase of the question has just trans-
pired. The importance of scientific education
in the guardianship of Canadian forest
reserves was ably set forth during a recent
lecture before the University Political
Science Club, by Mr. E. Stewart, Dominion
Inspector of Timber and Forestry. Casual-
ly he threw out a strong criticism of the
inadequacy of our university capacity when
he stated that the experts and assistants in
forestry employed by the Government were
largely obtained from American University
graduates. A special scientific education
was necessary in order to superintend forest
areas, and control the lumbering opera-
tions against a lavish destruction of a future
wood supply. The men who are needed for
this ought to come from Canadian schools.
Certainly the Government has been over-
dilatory in not providing adequate instruc-
tion in this special branch. @ We trust it
will not be long ere the University of To-
ronto will have a well-equipped depart-
ment of forestry, after which we expect our
American brethren will be no longer needed.

Canadian Defence

NDER the direction of the Minister
of Marine, a new movement is tak-
ing shape towards the extension o6f the
Canadian Home Defence System. A naval
militia will shortly be organized. —There
will be probably three training depots—one
at Halifax, another on the Great Lakes, and
the third on the Pacific Coast. The enlist-
ment will be for three years, with training
periods corresponding to  the ordinary
militia. After this the trained men will be
held as a reserve organization, to be avail-
able on any grave emergency. It is ex-
pected to have a force of 10,000 reservists
within ten years. There will be in addition
a small permanent naval force, available as
a training nucleus, and the manning of
three government training ships, which, with
the necessary instructors, will be drawn from
the admiralty.
The new force will be rendered neces-
sary, pending future contemplated changes
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in the naval policy of the British War Office.
From recent advices it appears that at Hali-
fax and Esquimalt both the naval squad-
rons and the military garrisons will be
either greatly reduced or entirely with-
drawn. The duty of manning these im-
portant garrisons will then devolve upon
Canada. The present disposition of the
Canadian Government seems to indicate a
complete willingness to accept this respon-
sibility.

The action of the War Office may awaken
some surprise throughout the Dominion;
but it could well be expected. Considerable
animus existed in the British mind over
the attitude of our representatives at the
Colonial Conference regarding an Imperial
defence scheme. Whether from a fear of
militarism or froni anticipation of great
sectional opposition in Canada, Premier
Laurier withstood, perhaps wisely, any
suggestion of a naval contribution or a sub-
stantial increase in our domestic military
forces, such as was contemplated by the
War Office authorities. Without a definite
mandate from Parliament, that pledge could
not have been egiven. But British opinion
was disappointed. The reply to the confer-
_ence decision may be interpretéd in the ver-
dict of the Alaska Boundary Commission,
and may, later on, be further emphasized in
territorial questions not yet settled.

The removal of the active naval base is,
however, no danger or hardship to Canada.
The action of the admiralty, if carried out,
shows a certain degree of confidence in
Canadian efficiencv of defence. Moreover,
the change is due to strategic policy, which
insures that Halifax will be, in event of
international trouble, always within six
days’ sail of a naval squadron—a duite
sufficient security. The garrisoning of the
fortresses, and the provision for marine pro-
tection will be an immediate obligation of
the Government, and in accepting this the
Canadian people will furnish refutation of
the parsimonious charges against us by
British critics. At the same time Canada
will gain materially in national prestige;
for bv relieving Great Britain of an onerous
task we will have rendered to Imperial de-
fence a noteworthy contribution.

Diverting Waterways

ECENT indications point to the need
for strong representations on the part
of our Government to Washington. The
continued exploitation of power, and the
energy of countless corporations to that
end, has led to mechanical interference
with waterways or projects pointing there-
to, that threaten seriously the impairment
of Canadian water levels, While this is
true at various border points, no more
flagrant a scheme was ever conceived than
that which, though. as yet not fully out-
lined, but likely to be carried to a mature
stage, proposed to alter the direction of the
watershed of the States bordering on East-
ern Manitoba and New Ontario. Further
information will be necessary before the full
scheme is explained. Let it suffice to say
that should the plan materialize, enormous
damage will accrue to the district of South-
ern Manitoba, both in the climatology and
water supply.

From this and other points there is room
for active inquiry and an aggressive protest
to American Legislatures. If Canada must
insist on anything it will be the intact con-
dition of border waterways, and the fair
employment of the same for either country.

vOur Inland Fisheries Threatened

N this same connection another con:
dition of affairs has been some time
existent to the vexation of Canadian rights.
The recent launching of the Canadian pro-
tective cruiser, Vigilant, from the Polson’s
Iron Works Wharf, Toronto, and her subse-
quent trial trip to Cleveland in acceptable
form, gives to inland waters a much-needed
additional safeguard against the persistent
encroachments of American poachers upon
Canadian fishing grounds on the Great
Lakes. ~ It appears that not being content
merely with draining to depletion the
supply of available fish upon their own
shores, rendered possible by the laxity of
American fishery laws, they seek also to rob
Canadian shores of the remaining available
supply.
From this we judge the stringency of the
Canadian regulations is being exercised in
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vain. The fish which are properly pro-
tected against exhaustion upon our shores,
are being captured upon the American
with improvident ruthlessness, for the supply
of the American markets. Both by artificial
fish hatcheries and careful enactments of
close seasons Canada has sought to protect
the inland fisheries for all time to come.
The provisions of Canadian law and
practice are quite undone by American
privileges that assist her own fishermen
to empty the lakes of fish. The reckless
system is already causing severe shortage
in some places upon our border. No system
of hatching can keep up this supply if this
fish stealing practice continues.

It is quite possible that an intelligent in-
ternational conference might alter this
American unfairness and foolish wasteful-
ness of an international asset. Pending
such a possibility the Canadian Govern-
ment has decided to enforce her sovereignty
upon our own shores.  The Vigilant will
doubtless prove efficient in teaching Ameri-
can poachers proper etiquette in reference
to Canadian rights. A speedy understand-
ing is, however, very desirable concerning
the general question of fish protection on
both shores of the Great Lakes.

S——1

A Canadian Shipment of Coal

URING the present period of depres-
sion experienced by the Dominion
and other coal companies operating in the
Maritime Provinces, the quality of enter-
prise does not seem to have deserted them.
A decided move is being made for a more
general patronage amongst Canadian deal-
ers. In the meantime a ship-load of coal is
being sent to South African ports in the
hope of establishing there a depot for the
Canadian product.
Unfortunately for successful trade, the
geographical situation of the Cape Breton

border States.

coal fields is unfavorable for land trans-
port; entailing, as it does, a very long haul-
age ere extensive markets are obtainable.
The most reasonable market lies in the
This market remains closed
owing to a prohibitive American tariff. The
only recourse, therefore, is in Canadian
territory, and the Dominion Coal Company
are desirous of support, otherwise the mari-
time coal industry will fail. Therefore it is
expedient that users of the quality of coal
mined in Cape Breton come to the rescue
with the needed patronage of a worthy
Canadian industry.

The Sault Rails

NOTHER Canadian industry that has
been feeling the pinch of adversity has

been that operating at the Canadian Sault.
The resumption of operations is a gratifying
fact to Canada. The unfortunate circum-
stances concerned in the suspension for a
time, which threatened the closure of the
whole industry, is now practically obviated
—no doubt to the chagrin of the American
steel trust. The Sault will soon be in the

swing of its former activity. The recent

claim made by a prominent Sault’repre-
sentative, that the best steel rails made in
the whole wide world came from the Sault
works, deserves, if well-founded, due con-
sideration and congratulation to Canadian
industrial energy.

‘Now that the construction of the G. T. P.
is a certainty, the Sault industry, consequent
upon Government provision will profit
greatly in an unlimited home market for the
finished product. A greatly increased
solidity of industrial activity will, there-
fore, result, in which many other places
elsewhere will share a measure of prosperity.
In the meantime if the Sault-made rail is
reallv the best in the world we will hear
much more about it hereafter.
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A RECENT TRIP TO THE KLONDIKE

By DEMAR

NLY a few years ago the names of
Dawson and Klondike were en-
tirely unknown to the outside

world, and geographers were as ignorant of
their existence as were at that time the less
learned laity. To-day it may be questioned
if any two localities of foreign and un-
civilized lands are as well known, by name
at least, as these that mark the approach to
the Arctic realm in the north-west of the
American continent. One of those periodic
movements in the history of peoples, which
mark epochs in the progress of the world,
and have their source in a sudden or un-
looked-for discovery, directed attention to
this new quarter of the globe, and to it
stream, and will continue to stream, thou-
sands of the world’s inhabitants. Probably
not less than from thirty-five to forty thou-
sand people, possibly even considerably
more, have in the short period following
the discovery of gold in the Klondike region
already passed to or beyond the portals of
what has not inaptly been designated the
New Eldorado. To some of these a fortune
has come, to many more a hope has been
shattered in disappointment, and to still
more the arbiter of fate, whether for good
or bad, has for a time, withheld the issue.
In its simplest geographical setting, Daw-
son, this Mecca of the north, is a settlement
of the North-West Territory of Canada,
situated at a point twelve hundred miles as
the crow flies north-west of Vancouver. It
is close to, if not quite on, the Arctic Circle,
and it lies the better part of three hundred
miles nearer to the Pole than does St.
Petersburg, in Russia. By its side one of the
mighty rivers of the globe hurries its course
to the ocean, but not too swiftly to permit
of sixteen hundred miles of its lower waters
being navigated by craft of the size of our
ordinary river steamers, and five hundred
miles above, by boats of about half their size.
In its own particular world, the longest day

‘the saw mill and click of the axe.

of the year drawls itself out to twenty-two
hours of sunlight, while the shortest con-
tracts to the same length of sun absence.

During the warmer days of summer the
heat feels almost tropical; the winter cold
is, on the other hand, of almost the extreme
Siberian rigor. Yet a beautiful vegetation
smiles, not only over the valleys, but on the
hilltops, and the birds sing in the thickets.
For some three hundred miles farther north
the hungry forest stretches out its gnarled
and semi-naked arms.

Up to within a few years ago the white
man was a total stranger in the land, and
the Indian roamed the woods and pastures
as still do the moose and caribou.. To-day
this is largely changed. The banks of the
once silent river now give out the hum of
A busy
front of humanity has settled where formerly
the grizzly bear snatched the stranded sal-
mon from the shore, and where, at a still
earlier period, althouch, perhaps, not easily
associated with the history of man, the
mammoth, the musk-ox and the bison were
masters of the land. The red man is still
there in lingering numbers, but his spirit is
no longer that which dominates.

The White Pass and the Chilkoot Pass,
or Dvea trails, start from points barely four
miles apart, cross the summits at very nearly
the same distance from each other, and
virtually terminate at the same body of in-
land water, Lake Lindemar, the navigable
head of the great Yukon River. Mountains
of aspiring elevations, six to seven thou-
sand feet, most symmetrically separated into
pinnacles and knobs, and supporting enough

- snow to form glaciers of no mean propor-

tions, look down upon the narrow trough,
which to-day is the valley of the Skaguay
River, and at the foot of this ancient fiord
lies the boom town of Skaguay. Charming
forests, except where the hand of man has
levelled the work of nature to suit the re-
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quirements of the railway, yet clothe the
mountain slopes and fill in the gap that lies
between them. The second habitation of
white men in Skaguay was established less
than a year before my visit, yet at that
time, presumably to. meet the demands of
a resident population of about five thousand,
the destructive hand of the advertiser had
already inscribed upon the walls of rock,
in characters twenty feet or more in height,
the glories of cigars, the value of mental
and physical specifics, and of other abomina-
tions contrived to fatten the Yankee pocket.
In the Dyea Valley the timber line is sharply
drawn along the bordering cliffs at an ele-
vation of some 2,500 feet. Above that the
mountain sides are stern and rugged; below
is a dense forest of gigantic hemlocks,
festooned with long streamers of moss,
which grows even more luxuriantly than in
Florida. The ground beneath the trees and
fallen monarchs of the forest is densely
covered with a soft, feathery carpet of moss,
lichens, and ferns of all possible tints of
brown and green. The day I discovered
this enchanted valley was bright and sunny
in the upner regions, but the valley was filled
with vapors. One condition of the Chilkoot
Pass, and that a not altogether unimportant
one, places it during certain months at a dis-
advantage, as compared with the White
Pass. I refer to the danger from ava-
lanches. The appalling catastrophe of 1898,
which caused the loss of sixty-three lives,
and followed closely upon an earlier event
of like nature, had its -seat in the steep,
rocky ledges of the east wall bétween Sheep
Camp and the Scales. It is said that the
Indians clearly foresaw the impending

event and announced it, but their warnings

_went unheeded. They themselves did not

make the traverse on that fatal day. How-
ever useful these trails may have been in the
past, how well or how indifferently they
met the wants of the pioneers, they are now
thrown back into the same obscurity which
was theirs when the Indians and a few
adventurous trappers and traders alone
made use of them, and all through the ad-
vent of the railway.

Regarding this same railway, I should,
perhaps, not conclude without telling you
what an old friend of mine, then a section-
boss, said about their experience with bears
in the Skaguay. They had noticed that,
however early in the mornings the men left
the shanty there was never to be seen a
particle of the cast-out victuals of the night
before. They supposed the bears came
regularly for it, and all agreed not to
frighten them, but to see how far they could
succeed in making friends of them. Soon
two bears made a habit of coming about the
place at dusk, and staying after daylight.
Those were duly encouraged by feeding.
After a time they remained day and
night, and would appear when sum-
moned by the rattle of their feed dish.
Given a bowl of porridge, which they loved
above all things, they would sit right down
in sight of the whole gang of men and lift
it in handfuls to their mouths. Lastly,
they would take food from the men’s hands.
But the fun was spoiled by a man with a
gun who happened along one day, and not
knowing they “ were pets, fired at them.
They were never seen about the place again.
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BARRIE, A BEAUTIFUL SUMMER ™ RESORT

west of Toronto, on the Northern

and North-western division of the
Grand Trunk Railway. It is the county
town of Simcoe, and is already widely
known as a picturesque and healthy sum-
mer resort. It is situated on the sloping
shores of Kempenfeldt Bay.

During the season of navigation, boats
ply daily to and from various summer re-
sorts and other points on Lake Simcoe.
Barrie is also a railway centre, and divi-
sional headquarters for the Grank Trunk
system of Central and Northern Ontario,
the buildings and offices at this point being
second in size and importance to those at
Montreal. Barrie at present possesses five
lines of railways, connecting with all the
important commercial centres of the pro-
vince, while the partly constructed line to
Sudbury by way of Parry Sound will also
furnish connections.  Thirteen passenger
trains arrive and depart daily, while some
eighty engines are housed in the adjoining
railway yards.

The population of Barrie, including Al-
landale, is over 7,000. The streets and side-
walks are first-class, a number of the latter
being paved with granolithic. The town
possesses three parks, located quite cen-
trally. Brick is used quite extensively
in building, and handsome residences are
numerous.  The streets, public build-
ings and dwellings are lighted with
gas and electricity. The waterworks and
sewerage systems are very efficient, and
provide spring water, good drainage and
reliable fire protection to every part of the
town. The postal service is all that can be
desired. Thirteen mails arrive daily, while
there is prompt postal collection and de-
livery throughout the town. Telegraph,
and day and night telephone systems con-
nect the town with all places near and dis-
tant.

Branches of the Bank of Toronto, the
Union, and the Bank of Commerce are sit-
uated in Barrie, also one private bank, and
two chartered loan companies. There are

| ; ARRIE is sixty-five miles north-north-

also agencies of most of the standard fire
and life insurance companies of Ontario.

Barrie is the principal market for a wide
surrounding district, and three days a week
are devoted especially to this purpose.
Here are also car-shops of the Grand Trunk
Railway, head offices of the superintendent
and despatchers for the N. N. W. division;
engine and boiler works. machine shops, a
foundry for the manufacture of milling
machinery, planing mills, grist mills, saw
mills, woollen mills, wicker-work factory,
cigar factory, marble cutters, bicycle works,
boat builders, tannery, breweries, a number
of first-class hotels, three liveries, three laun-
dries, and all other modern conveniences. It
also exports live stock, farm and dairy pro-
duce, fuel, grain, flour, machinery, and
leather. Stores of every description are
numerous, and competition is as keen and
prices as low as in any large city.

In addition to other attractions, Barrie
possesses a good opera house, also several
music halls, and is visited periodically by
first-class theatrical companies, entertain-
ers and vocalists, while a good band and
orchestra have been organized by local
talent. It is in the summer, however, that
Barrie appears pre-eminently to the best
advantage, and that crowds of visitors are
attracted to the town and surrounding re-
sorts.  There ‘are ‘some ften ‘or twelve
churches, representing the various denom-
inations, a public library, and eight schools,
including one business college and one col-
legiate institute. Journalism also is repre-
sented by four good weeklies, the Examiner,
Advance, Gazette, and Advertiser.

The delightful situation of Barrie; its
elevation, bracing atmosphere, and pic-
turesque surroundings; its opportunities for
boating, bathing, and fishing, unexcelled
elsewhere in Canada; its location upon a
great thoroughfare to the “ Highlands of
Ontario,” and its nearness to the great city
of Toronto, all promise to make of Barrie,
when these advantages become better
known, a great popular summer resort of
the future.
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I. Residence of Lawyer Donald Ross. 2. Residence of J. H. Bennett. 3. Residence of Nat. Dyment, Front Street.
4. Residence of Dr. Percy Vivian, Dunlop Street. 5. Residence of T. J. Hunter.
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. Residence of Major Rogers. 2. Residence of J. J. Brown. 3. Residence of John Colville. 4. Residence of Rev. Mr. Pedley.
5. Residence of Lawyer Hewson. ‘6.5 Residence of Mrs. McCarthy. 7. Residence of Magistrate Ross. 8. Residence of Lawyer Strathy.
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I. Residence of Lawyer H. D. Stewart. 2. Residence of Mr. S. Lount. 3. Residence of J. W. Plummer. 4. Residence of Jas. Vair
5. Residence of J. B. Joyner. 6. Residence of Benj. Lawrence. [7. Residence of Mr. Cotter. 8. Residence of Mayor Boys.
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1. The High School. 2. Central Public School. 3. The Opera House. 4. The Market Square
5. The G.T.R. Station and Canadian Express Co.’s Office.
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1. Residence of Mr. Todd, Deputy Postmaster.

4. Home of the Rev. Dean Egan.

2. Blythe Cottage, residence of Judge Ardagh.

3. Residence of Dr. McCarthy.
5. Residence of Mr. Warnica,
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1. Residence of H. J. Grassett, Clapperton Street. 2. Residence of Mr. Jas. Burton, Allandale. 3. The Creamery.

4. ““ Graygables,” residence of Mr. Morseley, editor of the Zxaminer.

5. Residence of S. Dyment.
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I. West Ward Public Scnool. 2, St. Mary’s (R.C.) School. 3. The Jail. 4. The Royal Victoria Hospital. 5. The Court Hotse.
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1. The Registry Office.

2. The Power House.

4. The Barrie Hotel.

3. The Bank of Toronto Block.
5. The Queen’s Hotel,
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1. The English Church. 2. The Baptist Church. 3. The Roman Catholic Church.
5. The Methodist Church, Collier Street.

4. The Roman Catholic Convent.
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1. The Church of England, Allandale. 2. Methodist Church, Allandale.
4. The Presbyterian Church, Allandale.

3. Bayfield Street, Barrie.
5. The Public School, Allandale.
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1. Lovers’ Lane. 2. Overlooking the Bay. 3. A Suburban Way.
4. Collier Street, looking East. 5. A Shady Nook.

L2
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1. Palk & Smith, Furniture and Carpet Store.

4. Dunlop Street.

2. The Ross Block. 3. The New Round House, Allandale.
5. The Bennett Block.
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L. The Jas. Vair Block. 2.

4. The McCarthy Block.

Bank of Commerce and Sander’s Block. 3

The Otton-Irwin Block and Union Bank.

View of Allandale.
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Barrie, from head of Bay.

Dunlop Street, Looking East—Barrie.

From Top of Tannery—Barrie.




SEED-TIME AND HARVEST

By HELEN A. SAXON

(45

SAY, just hold on a minute, will

you? I want to get some roses for

my wife,” said Hadley, running
into a florist’s as he spoke. Templeton fol-
lowed more leisurely. It was a pretty
enough place to be in, and he didn’t mind
waiting. He leaned against the counter
where he thought there was least danger
of knocking over the plants which were
heaped about everywhere, and looked in-
differently around. Hadley was rather par-

ticular in his choice; he must have yellow'

roses, it seemed, and complained that those
shown him were not freshly cut. Presently
he disappeared through a back door, led on by
a seductive young clerk. A girl stood at the
counter hesitating over some flowers. She
had asked for violets, but they had none
left. The woman indifferently offered her
daffodils and overgrown lilies. The girl
bent her face to them. “I want something
that is very sweet,” she said.

The woman took down a jug of roses,
but they did not seem to suit her customer
any better. She brought a bunch of carna-
tions. The young girl selected from them
a few white ones, and one of deep rose-
pink, and drew out a thin, little purse.

Templeton watched her with the interest
of a man still young enough to find pan-
oramic life worth watching. She was very
girlish in figure, but the face looked a
little care-worn for its years.  She was
neatly but quite plainly dressed. As she
passed Templeton, she dropped one of the
flowers held loosely in her hand. He
stooped to pick it up, and presented it
courteously, lifting his hat with a grave look
straioht into her startled eyes. She breathed
a low “Thank you,” and hurried out.
Templeton drew up his eyebrows the least
bit, and twisted the ends of his long mous-
tache. Tt was a way he had when he was
reflectine, and he reflected a good deal.

After dinner that evening he and Hadley
3

sat in the latter’s library for a comfortable
chat about old times. The wood-fire burned
cheerily, and the yellow roses drooped from
a tall, crystal vase on the table.
Templeton was but just back from
Europe, and after a protracted course of
hotels and steamers, a man is in the mood
to appreciate home comforts. Not that Tem-
pleton ever was slow to do so; he was, per-
haps, readier than most men, since he had
missed them in his boyhood. While Had-

ley was recalling thrilling college adven-

tures, his eye kept wandering to a little,
woolly lamb which lay dislocated and over-
turned under a corner of the sofa. He had
not been permitted a sight of the owner of
this strayed property, but it told a tale!

“ And poor Severn was there that night,
I remembered,” Hadley was saying.

“ Ah, what about Severn?”’ broke in
Templeton, rousing himself. “ Where is he
now? I expect something brilliant from
that fellow yet.” :

“Why, don’t you know? He’s—a—he
had an accident awhile ago, and lost his
sight.”

“What!” exclaimed Templeton, shocked
and startled.

“Yes, poor fellow, terrible thing. He
had every prospect; was assistant at Brail-
ston, and was preparing to go abroad to
complete his course, but he’s left pretty
badly off, I’'m afraid.”

“How did it happen?”

“A retort burst when he was making
experiments one day. and bits of the glass
flew ‘into his eyes. There’s no hope, they
say.” :

““Where is he?”

“I believe he’s in the city somewhere.
I've been intending to look him up. I can
get his address if you want to see him. T
remember you and he were pretty good
chums.” .

Hadley spoke a little hastily, putting for-
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ward Templeton’s better acquaintance with
Severn as a sop to his own conscience. He
had really meant to go, and he was sorry
now he hadn’t. But life takes-in so much,
and goes so fast that @ man hasn’t time for
everything; and the voice within is so still
and small that it doesn’t get heard half the
time or heeded the other half.

“Do you mean you haven't seen him
since it happened?”’ asked Templeton.

“ Well, you see, I've been so driven all
winter, and since baby came, I’ve had to
spend more time at home; wife rather
poorly. By the way, Templeton, you
haven’t seen that young lady of ours?”

“No,” responded Templeton, absently.

“Well, I suppose they’ve got her to bed
now, or I’d have her down. You must come
up earlier some night, and witness our
parental pride. I tell you she’s about as
lively a youngster for eight months as I
ever saw.”

“Did you ever really see any youngster
but your own?”’ asked Templeton, with the
ghost of a smile.

“ Oh, come now, I see you are as bad a
chaff as ever. If I didn’t see any young-
sters before my own, I've seen millions of
them since, and they serve but to point the
virtue of ours. She excelleth them all.”

“7T’d like to get Severn’s address if you
have it,” said Templeton, half an hour later,
when taking his leave. :

“Yes, certainly, I think I have it some-
where. I meant to go and see him myself—
before—" Hadley left the room with his
sentence unfinished.

Mrs. Hadley, who had finished the even-
ing with them, turned to Templeton.

“ Such a sad thing about that poor Mr.
Severn,” she said. I felt so sorry for
him. Mr. Hadley often speaks about it.
I wish there were something one could do,
but, of course, there can be no alleviation
for such an affliction as that.”

She concluded with a little sigh, just the
size to be ‘gracetully accomplished, and
gazed into the fire pensively. It was token
of her own prosperity that she could sigh

gracefully over the sorrows of others. One

of the long-stemmed roses was fastened
across her breast, and she fingered it
caressingly now and then. '

“When I am married,” said Templeton, to
himself that night, “I shall not give my
wife yellow roses to wear, though certainly
they are becoming to that dark skin of hers.
I don’t admire the kind of women who can
wear yellow roses.
flowers for, anyhow? The sweetness, isn’t
it? A breath of nature’s perfume? Then
they ought to wear fragrant and unobtru-
sive flowers—Ililies of the valley, say, or
violets.”

His thoughts went back to the scene at
the florist’s, and he saw again the startled
look in the shy eyes of the young girl, as
he handed her the flower she had dropped.
It was a sweet, pure face, and the eyes
haunted him a little as he fell asleep wonder-
ing vaguely into what sort of a home those
few sweet-scented carnations had gone, and
if the young girl had worn them on her
breast.

He was destined to see those flowers
again.

He saw them in a rather shabby apart-
ment house the next day. They stood on
a little table beside the old sofa where
Frank Severn half reclined with bandaged
eyes and emaciated face.

“ My poor fellow!” Templeton exclaimed,
taking his friend’s hand with unwonted
gentleness. “1 had no idea of this till last
night. How did it happen? You must tell
me all about it. Did you suffer much?”

There was a silence before Severn an-
swered, and his voice had strangely
changed.

“ Templeton, I am a ruined man.” He
paused. “I spent all I could honestly lay
hands on to fit myself for the work which
one single moment has unfitted me for. I
cannot readjust myself to this living death,
I sit here in darkness till I sometimes begin
to wonder if—"

He stopped and turned his face toward
the window where his sister sat sewing.
Tempelton’s eyes followed. He had recog-
nized her the moment she opened the door,
and she had also recoenized him, if the
quick blush was any sign. She was a slight
creature, and seemed scarcely more than a
child as she sat in a low chair with her work
piled about her. A thread of sunshine fell
across her bent head, burnishing the brown

What do women wear
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hair into gold. She sewed on steadily with-
out apparent consciousness of his presence.
Severn did not finish his sentence.  He

turned his head away with the dreary list-

lessness of one to whom the impossible
has happened. =~ Templeton was inexpres-
sibly moved by the sight of his friend’s mis-
fortune and suffering. He tried to comfort
him, but what comfort can a man with sight
give to him who has no sight? He felt his
words dissolve before they became words.
He could only listen while Severn poured
out in broken sentences the story of his
calamity.

But while, with all his voluntary powers
Templeton listened to, and mourned with,
his friend, his involuntary powers were
cognizant of the girl at the window—so
subtle are nature’s ways—and he found a
certain pleasure in her delicacy and youth.
Severn had not introduced his sister, not
thinking but that they knew each other
He took small note of the conventions of
life; they were obliterated to him.

Templeton remained in the city longer
than he had at first intended, chiefly, he told
himself, on Severn’s account. He knew his
father would be looking for him daily now,
and there was some one else who might be
looking for him, too.
trunks, filled mainly with presents, and
wrote that he would follow soon. He was
in no hurry to resume the home duties which
he knew awaited him, preferring to linger a
little in the atmosphere of his recent travel
which he was disposed to cherish.

He went frequently to Severn’s little
quarters and tried to rouse his friend to
take hold of life again, and to get him out
more. The fresh air, the companionship,
and, above all, the wholesome influences
which Templeton’s presence set into motion,
stimulated Severn insensibly. He began to
go for long walks, gathering confidence in
the senses of hearing and touch; he talked
more cheerfully, and nature’s wonderful
restorative processes set in.

“Why, you must not talk of being out of
the world just because you cannot get at it
in the way you set out,” Templeton said to
him one day in his cheery, hearty way.
“There are other roads which lead to

He forwarded his °

Rome. Why not try your hand at writing?
You were by far the best man we had on
the Journal in the old days. You have a
ready pen and material enough to start on.
Why not set to work?”

“I've sometimes thought of that,” an-
swered Severn. “I am learning to guide
my pen a little, but it is slow work.”

“You should get an amanuensis for a
couple of hours a day.”

“Can’t afford it,” said.Severn, shortly.
“ Do you know, Templeton, that is one of
the hardest things. I used up all my share
of what was left us in getting my education,
and there’s nothing left now but Amy’s.
The doctor’s fees have been heavy, and so
now we are pinching along as best we can
on what little there is left.”

“My dear fellow,” began Templeton,
eagerly, “I have been wanting to speak of
that. You know I have plenty and to spare.
I should be glad to have you draw on me at
any time.”

“ Thanks,” said Severn, with the ghost
of his old-time pride hovering about his
pale lips.  His friend thought it best to
change the subject for the present.

“You are a lucky fellow in having such a
good sister—so devoted to you.”

“Amy? Yes, she is a good girl. I never
knew her very well until this happened.
She was so much younger than I, and after
our mother died she was always away at
school. She ought to be there yet. She
was always a quiet little thing. Sometimes
I get to wishing I could see her. I really
hardly know what she looks like any more.
Girls at her age change so fast.”

“How old is she?” asked Templeton, and
immediately berated himself for askirg.
What business was it of his?

“ She must be eighteen now, or nearly
nineteen, I guess. She must be almost
grown up. I always think of her as little,
she is so young for her years.”

Was she really so young for her years?
Templeton asked himself as he watched her
going about the simple duties of the house-
hold, or sewing at the window. The girl-
ishness of her form was accentuated by her
shyness and elusiveness, but there was a look
at times in the tender, dark eyes as they
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rested on her brother that was not young,
and her watchful care for him seemed more
that of a mother than of a sister. It was
evident that she bore the greater share of
the responsibility and management of their
affairs; and Templeton guessed that the
sewing she was forever doing was not all
for herself. He felt a sort of anger that
fate should have been so hard to her. He
could so easily have released her fingers.
A few dollars more or less mattered nothing
to him, and he chafed under the necessity
of withholding the aid which he knew must
be needed. He was at the philanthropic age
when he wanted to set everything right.
But he could only watch Amy with growing
admiration and something like reverence.
He had never exchanged a word with her
alone beyond the common civilities at the
door, and he began to wonder how she
wotild talk if they should ever be alone to-
gether, and a warm sensation shot through
him on a sudden as he imagined what he
would say and how she would reply.

A brilliant thought came to him one day
when he and Severn were out for their
daily walk. “I say, old man, let’s go into
Calley’s and have dinner. If you don’t mind
waiting, I'll go back and bring your sister,
and we’ll have a jolly little spread.”

“ She won’t want to come,” Severn de-
murred.

“If you’ll stay here, I'll guarantee to
fetch her,” said Templeton, with assurance.
He was elated, and happy as a conqueror, or
a school-boy, as he hurried back and put
the invitation in such a way as to make it
seem all for her brother’s pleasure. Her
hazel eyes deepened with excitement, and
the color came and went in her delicate skin,
but when she found herself on the street
with him she was at first very shy, perhaps
because she felt. shabby beside this hand-
some, well-dressed eoentleman. She tried to
keep the mended tips of her old, silk gloves
out of sight. They talked of her brother,
the subject nearest her heart, or rather,
Templeton did until she was betrayed into
some reminiscences of their childhood, of
his early love for chemicals, and his attic
laboratory where she was sometimes per-
 mitted to assist him in concealing the nox-

B

ious smokes and odors which were wont
to alarm the household. It had been her
greatest delight to attend him there, to hold
his vials and watch him mix the queer com-
pounds. He had always been her ideal, the
object of her childish worship. She broke
off abruptly at this point, as if she had said
too much.

“He was always considered the most
gifted man of our class,” said Templeton,
without appearing to notice her trepidation.
“1 remember how our old professor in
chemistry used to say, ‘Ah, he has the
head?! ”

Praise of him delighted her.

“1I have wanted to thank you,” she said
softly, “for your great kindness to him.
You have done him so much good. Every
one has been sorry for him, but no one has
tried before to get him thinking of other
things. Of course, that is hard for him to
do, for he has lost everything.” Her eyes
grew misty as she spoke, she was so unused
to telling her thouchts about him.

“Not everything,” said Templeton, * he
has what many a man might well envy
him.”

“What is that?”’ she asked, wondering.

“ A good sister,” replied Templeton. de-
cisively,

“Oh,” she exclaimed, as if it were a re-
lief for her to say it, “I do almost nothing
for him, and I have never wished for any-
thing so much as to be of some use to him,
and now when he needs some one—" she
broke off abruptly.

“He has her,” said Templeton, cheerily
finishing out her sentence.

“The only danger I see,” he went on,
growing courageous, “ is lest you become so
necessary to him that he could never do
without you.”

“ He will never have to,” she said simply.
“I am strong, and I will never leave him
so long as he needs me.” -

They were at the door of the café as she
spoke, and she looked up at him half ques-
tioningly. Then as his meaning became clear
to her she flushed and her eyes fell, but she
repeated distinctly, “I will never leave
him.”

There was a ring in her tone that was




SEED-TIME AND HARVEST 93

new to Templeton, revealing a strength of
will he had scarcely guessed in her. He felt
half ashamed of himself as he held open
the door for her to pass in.

It was a gay little dinner they had.
Templeton ordered every dainty he could
think of, and they made merry. The un-
wonted excitement acted like wine upon
Severn. He threw off his gloom and de-
pression, and Templeton was reminded of
the college days when no spread was com-
plete without the brilliant and witty Severn.
His sister had the knack of drawing him
out, though she said but little herself, but
she glanced shyly at Templeton as if seek-
ing his sympathy in her pleasure. She was
radiant, and an unsuspected dimple came
out in one cheek, revealing her smiles.
Templeton could hardly take his eyes from
her. He felt exultant. There is nothing
more contagious than good spirits; it is an
elixir which has no bitter dregs.  They
parted late at Severn’s door, lingering over
the adieus, each attributing to the others
the evening’s pleasure.

“ Stupid!” said Templeton to himself, as
he turned away at last. ‘ Why couldn’t I
have thought of it before? But I'll have
them out often now.”

He was mistaken. He never had
them out again, for when he reached
his room that night, he found Iletters
awaiting him which were imperative. His
father was growing impatient, and the
home-going could no longer be deferred.
He sat some time musing over his letters.

“Why have I been waiting here?”’ he
asked himself. “Is it really on Severn’s
account? or—no, impossible!  Even if
I loved her she would never marry me. She
is scarcely aware of my existence except as
a tonic for her brother. Well, I’ve come
precious near makine a fool of myself. T’ll
go home now, and turn a new leaf.”

He took up one of his letters written in
an angular, feminine hand, and re-read it
slowly. “No,” he repeated, “ I have staved
too long: I must go and fulfil mv duty.”

He crushed the letters in his pocket, got
up, and went out, late as it was. Some-
thing chilly and forbidding met him in the
atmosphere as he stepped into the street,

and there was no warmth in his heart to
defv it as there had been a few hours before.
He turned up his collar and faced it
moodily.

The next evening Templeton made his
last visit to the little apartment where he had
become so familiar. He and Severn talked
long and with unusual animation, and at
last when the conversation lulled he said
abruptly :

“ Severn, I have something to tell you.”
He paused and let his eyes rest again upon
Amy. She was sitting under the light of
the tall, shaded lamp, sewing and quiet as
usual.  She so seldom took part in the con-
versation that the men had fallen into the
way of talking as if she were not present;
but while Templeton’s tongue was busy with
Severn, his eyes were apt to be equally so
with Amy. To-night he had watched her
needle sparkling in and out of the white
séam ; the gleaming thimble that crowned one
of her slender fingers; the gold in her hair
broueht out by the strong light under which
she sat, and the little curl on her neck as she
bent forward. He even recalled that the
dimpled cheek was on this side, and wished
that he could make her smile so as to see it
again.

“Well, what is it?” asked Severn, after
waiting a bit.-

Templeton felt his pulse rising for some
reason, and™found himself strangely at a
loss for words.

“T—I want to tell you a little about mv-
self.” He still hesitated. Amy put aside
her sewing. He was instantly aware of her
intention. ‘

“Do not go, Miss Severn,” he said; “T
—prefer you should stay.”

He spoke so earnestly that she glanced
up at him, but dropped her shy eyes quickly
when they encountered his. She resumed
her work, while the ready color flamed in
her cheek.

“The truth is,” he went on, with some
effort, “ 1 ought to have been home before
now. They have been looking for me this
good while. I—Severn, old man,” he said,
trying to speak jocularly, ““ congratulate me!
I am thinking of joining the benedicts be-
fore long.”

“d
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“Ah,” deliberated Severn, “meet her
abroad ?”

“No, she’s a Virginia lady—sort of third
cousin, and heiress to her father’s estate,
which adjoins my father’s place.”

“ What’s that got to do with it?” asked
Severn, shortly.

“ A good deal, since we were predestined
for each other by our respective parents,
subject, of course, to certain later con-
tingencies. She’s a nice girl,” he added de-
fensively.

“I don’t doubt it,” said Severn, with a
touch of his old sarcasm; “but are you
going to marry the eirl, or the estate?”

“My dear fellow, you needn’t be so stiff
about it. There’s been a sort of tacit engage-
ment this long while, and it was understood
that after my return things would be settled
up, unless—"’ :

“Well, I wish you joy,” said Severn,
but he said it as one who would add," * but
I don’t expect it.”

A slight constraint fell upon them after
that. Tempelton could not bring himself to
look over where Amy sat. He felt conscious
and uncomfortable, and after a few com-
monplace remarks rose to go.

He turned to Severn and the two men
bade each other farewell with a long and
silent hand clasp. Severn had no need to
speak his gratitude or Temnleton his loyalty ;
they understood each other.

Templeton turned at last to Amy. He
wanted to say something to her. Words
burned upon his lips, but he remained silent
afraid to trust his tongue, till at length she
timidly raised her eyes to his. What she
saw there, could she have read it aright, was
a mind at variance with itself. Doubt,
longing, restraint, all mingled in the look
he bent upon her, and the next moment he
was gone,

Half an hour later, a box of flowers ad-
dressed to Amy brought Templeton’s last
message to her, a great bunch of white
carnations with one solitary, crimson
bloom glowing among them like a heart.
With trembling fingers she lifted them out,
their fragrance filling the room.

“How kind he is,” said her brother, as
he caught their spicv odors. “ He’s a fine

fellow, Amy, and a good friend to us. I
hope his marriage will bring him the hap-
piness he deserves.”

And then he fell into a reverie. He was
at the age himself when men marry!

But Amy turned mute, questioning eyes
upon her flowers, and the breath of Eden
lurked in their perfume. She touched them
with lingering fingers, and when they faded
with their secret still hidden in their

-withered petals, she folded them in their

white paper as in a shroud, and laid them
away among her few and simple treasures.

R

The eyes of all, young or old, love to
linger upon a bride, and the hearts of all
are tender towards her.  Fancies cluster
about her, dreams are braided in her hair,
romance lurks in the folds of her garments.
To some she speaks in memories, to others
in prophecies, but we all have part and share
in the smile with which she fronts destiny.

Amy Severn felt something of this when
she looked at Maud Warren, her old play-
mate and friend, robed for the bridal, and
soon to become her sister. For fortune had
dealt kindly with Frank Severn during the
past few years, as if in atonement for its
former harshness. Already he had gained
some note as a contributor to literary and
scientific journals, and he had won the hand
of a true and rich-natured woman to guard
his future happiness. Amy had watched the
unfolding of their story with unselfish glad-
ness in her brother’s growing brightness,
but yet this morning as she stood pinning the
orange blossoms in Maud’s dark hair, she
felt suddenly as if confronted by some new
and not wholly welcome fact. The heavy
perfume of the symbolic flowers in her hand
was fraughf with prophecies of a joy in
which she was not to share. She had never
touched a bride before, and Maud seemed
strange and remote all at once. © Thev were
alone together, and suddenlv she felt a hand
upon either shoulder. She looked up to
meet Maud’s dark eyes, glowing and fer-
vent, and to hear Maud’s voice in a pas-
sionate whisper: “ Amy, Amy, I can hardly
believe I am so soon to be really his wife!
T have loved him so long. Oh, you don’t
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know! You never guessed what I was hid-
ing all these years—no one guessed. Let
me say it out for once! I think I have loved
him always, ever since we were children
together; he was so strong and good, but
I never thought I would be so happy as I
am to-day. Oh, Amy, I have been so wicked
sometimes! You don’t know! I was al-
most glad when I heard about his eyes, for
it seemed to bring him nearer, and I would
have given anything—anything—oh, I
loved him so!”

She grasped Amy’s passive shoulders with
unconscious force, her cheeks flushed, her
eyes dilated. She felt that Amy’s girl-heart,
unused to tempestuous feeling, did not
fully respond.

“ Amy,” she went on, “you do not know
what it means! You have never loved as
I do; you do not understand; but let me
tell you. It is all you ever dreamed of or
wanted—it is the whole world and more to
love and be loved as I am!”

She breathed as if in ecstasy, gazing be-
yond Amy into realms invisible to other
eyes. On her face was a look that was new
to Amy’s throbbing consciousness.

A rustle of silk was heard in the corridor,
and Mrs. Warren, a woman of somewhat
formal bearing, entered the room. Maud
was found looking into the mirror.

“ Thank you, Amy,” she said, in her
usual composed manner, “that is very
pretty.” ;

She turned for her mother’s scrutiny.

“Yes, it is pretty,” said her mother;
“ Amy knows how to arrange flowers; but
come, Maud, it is growing late,” and they
went out together.

“You have never loved as I do!” How
the words seemed to vibrate through Amy,
carried by some current deeper than voli-
tion, and piercing through all the excitement
and movement of the hours which followed.
She heard them even at the altar, as she
stood beside her brother’s bride, thrilled and
awed as she was by the impressive service
which was new to her. Those solemn words
meant much to her, too.
of that, but it was no less an epoch in her
life than in theirs. The words which gave
into Maud’s hands the precious task of car-

No one thought

ing for the one they both loved, left her
own empty. But when she saw her
brother’s bearing, as he turned from the
altar, and read the look on his handsome
features, all thought of self was swallowed
up in joy for him. How noble he looked!
No wonder Maud loved him so. And the
sorrowful blight that had fallen upon him
but called forth additional tenderness.
At this moment when every thought was
concentrated upon the brother whom she
had loved with such devotion, she raised
her eyes, she knew not why, and directed
them straight into the eyes of John Temnle-
ton. He was leaning forward, self-forget-
fully, looking at her. Quick as volition
can act, Amy turned away without sign of
recognition. Her pulse throbbed violently.
She could not give him greeting then; in-
deed, she did not even think of it, she longed
only to escape the tumult, and at the first
chance she slipped away without again
looking in his direction.

But she thought of it afterwards; it came
to her that same day when, the wedding over
and the guests gone, she went for the last
time to the little home where he had come
to them in their need, and she was sorry not
to have spoken to him again. She was
afraid, too, that her avoidance of him had
been noticeable.  Yet, mingled with her
regret was a strange shrinking from the
thought of meeting him face to face. She
tried to put it out of mind, as she climbed
the long stairs to their rooms. There was
still a little packing to be done, and she was
glad of the excuse it had afforded her to be
alone for a time, and also to bid farewell to
the place about which clustered the associa-
tions of four years.

As she let herself into the dim hall there
came to her that hollow sound of deserted
rooms, and the unwonted silence struck her
with a chill. -~ She went into the sitting-
room softly, as one might enter a chamber
consecrated by recent sorrow. The room
was dismantled, only such furniture remain-
ing as had been deemed unworthy a place
in the newly-furnished bridal home up town.
But there was still enough for Amy’s tender
recollections to fasten themselves upon.
There was the familiar, faded wall-paper,
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and the shabby mantel, whose imitation
marble was peeling off, disclosing the dusty
plaster beneath ; there was the old sofa upon
which her brother had spent many hours of
darkened gloom, and which “gave” he-
neath every motion, and from the window
there was the same army of chimneys with
the sweet, blue sky between.

She had dreamed a girl’s dreams, and
borne a woman’s burdens sitting here in
her sky parlor, with the hum of the street
traffic in her ears. She had not been eager
for change as some girls are; above all else
she had longed for the safe abiding affec-
tions of home, and her greatest happiness
thus far had been in the love and care for
her brother, and in such home as they could
make together. His new home might still
be hers, of course. But it was not mere
shelter that Amy craved ; it was to be needed.
Her brother no longer needed her watchful
care, and in that lay her new-felt want.
She had won his consent to return in the
capacity of pupil-teacher, to the school she
had left, and he never guessed how little
pleasure there was to her in the prospect.
It is not an enviable position, that of pupil-
teacher in a girl’s school; one belongs
neither to teachers nor pupils, and Amy did
not make friends easily. But she would
not let herself think of that now ; she did not
dare yield to her feelings. She was accus-
tomed to set them aside when work was
to be done; so, taking off the long gloves
and pretty new hat, which were part of her
new outfit—for the new was replacing the
old in everything—she buttoned herself up
in a large apron; and going to the tiny room
which had been all her own, she pulied out
into the larger and lighter room an old,
leather trunk, with the initials E. M. S. in
brass-headed nails upon one end. It had
been her mother’s, and she kept it with
a certain fine distinction for her more
precious and intimate possessions—her photo-
graphs, the old, silk, crape shawl, which
had been new at her mother’s wedding and
was still delicate and beautiful, and other
things about which association had woven
its subtle charm. Removing these things
one by one, she came upon a paste-board
box which she held with hesitating hand.

Then sitting down on the floor she opened it.
A few withered flowers lay within, but the
odor of the dead things, as it floated up to
her, recalled some happy hours and woke
memories of kind words and kinder deeds.
She thought of the little dinner at Calley’s.
How happy they had been, and how much
he had done for Frank at that dark time!
She wondered if he were happy now; she
wondered if she ought to destroy thesé poor
ghosts of flowers. Maud’s words rang
again in her ears, and with them came a
vision of John Templeton’s face as he had
looked at her that morning. Then suddenly
a sense of loneliness and desolation surged
up in that young heart, and swept aside in
an instant the restraint she had endeavored
to fix upon herself. Tears rushed to her
eyes, and leaning her head against the old
trunk, she let the pent-up grief have its way.

“Oh, my mother; my mother!” was the
cry that came from this heart burdened be-
yond its years. That need for love and
comfort and wisdom beyond our own, which
in childhood we find in our mother’s arms—
do we ever grow beyond it?

The first rush of her grief had spent it-
self, but the tears were still upon her cheek,
when a sharp ring at the door cut through
the stillness, startling her into conscious-
ness of her position. It was the woman
who was to help her with the things, but
she had not expected her so soon. She
trusted that the dim light of the hall would
hide her flushed face, as she pulled back the
heavy spring and opened the door. With-
out, stood John Templeton, tall and broad-
shouldered, filling up the narrow passage.

“Your brother sent me over,” he ex-
plained, taking her passive hand. “ Or
rather, he kindly allowed me the privilege
of taking his place for a bit. He said there
were some thines to be done in which you
might need assistance.”

Amy shook her head.

““There is nothing,” she said, still hold-
ing the door.

“ Well, may I come in and see you a
moment ?” he asked.

Poor Amy hesitated, but not having the

resources a more sophisticated woman
might have had, she silently opened the
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door for him to pass in, and led the way
to the disordered inner room.

He paused at the threshold, looking into
the humble room, as one might look into
the place of his dream. His eyes passed
from wall to wall, resting at last upon
Amy’s averted head. In an instant he read
the whole na~»e, and stepping quickly for-
ward, he said with grave tenderness:

“Miss Severn, I am intruding. 1 beg
you to pardon me for thrusting myself upon
you at such a time. It is your last hour
alone in your old home, and I should not
break in upon it, but the hope of being of
some little use to you in your brother’s ab-
sence, and the selfish wish to see again the
place where some of the happiest hours I
have known were spent, brought me here.”

She tried to command herself, but his

quick apprehension of the situation, and

his sympathetic tone so unexpectedly an-
swered her longing for a friendly token,
that she dared not trust her voice at first.
She gazed out steadily and silently into
the wide, comforting sky. To Templeton,
she seemed no older than when he had seen
her last. Her great apron, buttoned up
behind, made a little girl of her, and the
tear-flushed cheek turned half away from
him had in it something of that subtle
power which moves men’s hearts. A great
compassion filled him and declared itself
in the tones of his voice as he said:

“I think I understand something of what
this change is to you. When I was here
three years ago, I saw your devotion to
your brother. I never had a sister myself,
and, perhaps, for that reason I thought
more about it. I thought that if God had
given me a sister like that, I might have
been a better man. When Frank wrote to
me about his coming marriage, my first
thought was of his little sister, and what
the change would mean to her, and to-day
when I saw you still beside him, even at
the altar, I could not help wondering if
other hopes and duties had come to replace
those you are relinquishing.”

Why did she tremble so, and feel that
old, stupid shyness upon her? She must
say something. She tried to collect herself,
and presently turned towards him, but

without lifting her eyes, and began a little
falteringly

“You have always been so kind to us.
You did so much for him when he needed
it most, and now—"

She broke off in a sudden confusion, and
a flame mounted to cheek and brow, burning
deener and deeper.

He followed her eyes to see the cause of
her distress. It was a box of withered
flowers, open and overturned, beside her
half-packed trunk! Whether he recognized
those flowers or not, cannot be said, but all
at once the color sprang into his own cheek
above the brown beard, and going closer to
her, he broke forth: :

“ Amy, Amy! T must speak. I must tell
you, whether rightly or not, God knows!
You are here alone and lonely, yet you are
the world and more to me!”

His voice rang out with passion—the
first words of love that had ever fallen upon
Amy’s heart. She sat motionless and tense.

“ Three years ago, when I met you,” he
continued, “ you seemed to me to be bear-
ing more than your share of hardship, and
you bore it with a woman’s strength, al-
thouch such a tender little thing. I wanted
to spare you, to shield you. I thought it
was only common compassion I felt, but
afterwards I knew!”

He paused again, but she did not move or
speak. The song of a little caged bird came
up through the open window. It poured
out a torrent of vehement trills, and when
it ceased, a moment of vibrating silence fell
between them. Then he went on again:

“T thought I was doing right in fulfilling
my father’s wish, in going my destined way
and leaving you to yours, but when it was
too late, I saw there were other, higher
claims I had ignored. If—if she had loved
me it might have been different, I don’t
know. May God spare you from ever know-
ing what a loveless marriage means!”

He struggled with himself, and then re-
sumed: “1I cannot ask you now to let me
be the friend to you that I long to be, and
that you need, but you will at least know
that there is one whose first prayer is for
your happiness, and who will never be in-
different to what befalls you in the years
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to come. You will forget my madness some
day in the love of one who is worthier than
I, and who will be free to offer it. I hope
it may be so. I hope your future may re-
deem the past. I have barred myself out
from any share in that future; even from
seeing you again, but it may not be wrong
for you to know why I go away, and what
you have been and shall ever be to me—an
ideal of woman’s tenderness and devotion
such as I never knew before, and which is
the best influence of my life.”

He placed his hand for a moment upon
her bowed head, lightly and with ineffable
tenderness.

' “God keep her in peace—my well-be-
loved,” he breathed, in a scarcely audible
tone, and turned to go.

But she made a sudden movement as if to
stay him, lifting, at last, in utter self-un-
consciousness, her dark eyes to his. And in
their soft depths there was something he
had never seen before, something he dared
not stay to see. She was pierced by the one
swift thought that he was going—her only
friend! Involuntarily she made an appeal-
ing gesture. It was, perhaps, the keenest
temptation of John Templeton’s life. He
stood still a moment, turning white to the
lips; then with a sort of blind rush he
stumbled out into the hall, and so was gone.

582

When Amy heard the door close upon him,
and knew it was over for ever, she felt deso-
late and forsaken indeed. Later, she under-
stood. 'In leaving her, as he did, he proved
his honor and loyalty, and it may have been
for that very reason that her woman’s
judgment, later, confirmed and abided by
the girl’s instinctive trust. Other men paled
beside him in her estimate, and she braved
a lonely future for his sake. Hers was the
faithful nature which, in happy experience,
expends its treasure in unswerving devotion
and service, knowing no other kind of utter-
ance; and in less happy experience, is still
constant, though it be only to the shadow
of what might have been. As time went
on, love became to her an abstraction, an
ideal, about which her holiest aspirations
converged. ~And it may be that a woman

-and a store of happy memories.

who can keep such an image of love in her
heart, even though it be never realized, is

.more blest than she who exchanges it for a

reality about which her holiest aspirations
do not converge. Amy Severn grew into a
sweet, self-contained womanhood, winning a
fair measure of success in her chosen work
as teacher of modern languages. She rarely
heard of John Templeton, and never sought
intelligence of him. - John Templeton, the
person, scarcely existed for her; but the ab-
stract ideal of love, which he had awakened,
was with her always, the subtlest, and, per-
haps, the strongest influence of her life.
Women do sometimes love in this abstract,
impersonal way; men rarely.

So the years drifted on with but few
changes for Amy Severn, and if the sweet-
scented flower fields of youth closed up be-
hind, other fields opened before her, broader
and more productive though less gay.
Youth, seeing only the closing up behind,
pities middle life and shudders at old age;
but to the eyes of each wayfarer, his own
season is beautiful, and there are few who
would turn back.

Among the happiest years of Amy’s mid-
dle life were those she spent abroad in the
furtherance of her work. They brought her
many pleasant associations, new friendships
She lin-
gered in old German and Swiss towns,
where life flows more sluggishly than with
us, and gives endless variety of types. She
grew familiar with comfortable fraus and
quaint children whose tongues babbled in
foreign words; and she saw women whose
lives were set in far narrower limits than
her own, smile in wholesome, unfeigned con-

tent, and she felt humbled and thankful. -

Her own life seemed sweeter to her by the
contrast, and she was glad to return to it;
glad to be among her own people again and
to see the changes in her brother’s children.

But after the currents were running
again in the old accustomed grooves, she be-
came aware of a lurking unrest that had
somehow. crept into her life. She found
herself, at times, looking with a strange
wistfulness upon women with whom she
would never have exchanged places. She
learned one day what it was. It was re-
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vealed to her in the moment that the science
master asked her to be his wife. He was a
quiet man, one whose friendship people
counted themselves fortunate in winning.
There were heavy lines in his face, and gray
spots at his temples; but when he bent his
eyes upon her in that unexpected moment
there was a tender light in them, which
wakened that subtle unrest to full life. She
knew it then. It was what every true
woman craves in some shape—shelter, com-
panionship, home. -~ When that and love
come together, happy is she whose guests
they be, but to Amy they came separately.
She chose love, or the ideal of it, rather, for
that was all she had.

“1 have said it was imperishable,” she
said to herself. ‘It has given me all that

is most worth having; I could not put other

things in its place as though it had not
been.” -

So, gently and a little sadly she put away
this last offer of companionship, and set

- herself steadily to conquer the need of it,

even as she had conquered the need of a
greater thing. Had she conquered that
other? Can a woman ever grow wholly be-
yond the need of love and power of bestow-
ing it? Amy thought she had, at any rate.
The years that came and went, leaving soft
touches on her hair and brow, left also
steadier pulses and a quieter heart.

So calm had she become, and self-poised,
that she felt hardly a stir when one day John
Templeton’s name was brought to her.
There were some important-looking initials
after it on the card; he had won some of the
world’s honors.  She stood long at her
window looking out with unseeing eyes
into the unfathomable blue, before she went
down into the little school reception-room
to meet him. He bore little resemblamce to
the image so deeply graven on her girl's
heart. Time had been busier with him
even than with her. His hair was frosted
and his broad shoulders were stooped. He
looked a prosperous, elderly, commonplace
man. He was a stranger to her, and she
was conscious of no heart-glow as she met
his gaze, but only of a kind of pity, as if
an old wound were being probed.

There were few words between them at

first, but the silence was fraught with deeper
expression than words could have conveyed.

When at last he spoké, it was in a voice
that sounded to her measured and formal.

“ Miss Severn, I have come to say the
words that I should have said many years
ago, when I saw you first. I have come to
ask you to be my wife. I know well what
has been swallowed up in the long interval.
It is but a remmnant I have to offer you; yet
I come to offer it.”

“ We are old,” she was saying to herself.
“We are old. What can it avail now?”
But she answered, composedly:

“We have sown all these years in differ-
ent fields. Our lives have been separated,
and our work and interests lie apart. We
have passed the season when hopes and
plans, yes, and prejudices can be trans-
planted. You came to me when I was
young, with pity for my loneliness and my
unpromising future. These are past now,
and the time is past, too, when hearts choose
of their own will or desire.”

She looked at him sweetly, but with un-
promising calmness. He, also, was calm,
but it was the calm of self-mastery. There
182 ‘difference.

“That is true,” he replied. ‘“We have
passed through the gardens and the
stretches of green meadow, and there is only
the downward slope left. But is old age so
barren, then, that one needs no companion-
ship there? That one has nothing to receive
or bestow? Because we no longer feel the
exhilaration of youth, or the keen emotions
we once did, do we desire less, suffer or
realize less? Even if we are, as you say,
beyond the choosing time, are we beyond
the need of what we chose in our far-off
youth ?”’

“ What do you know of me, or I of you?”
she asked him. “ We may possess character-
istics entirely at variance with, or even dis-
tasteful to, the other. We have been to-
gether but a few hours in all our lives, and
yet think to spend the rest of life to-
gether!”

“ Still, if love—" he began, but she an-
swered hastily:

“Do not let us talk of that. We have
surely reached a point where we perceive
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the existence of other motives and require-
ments. We may have once thought it essen-
tial to happiness, but let us ask ourselves
if we are not simply trying to transfer that
old want to the present : make ourselves what
we once were.”

As he did not at once reply, but gazed
out at the smooth-shaven lawn, with a curi-
ous, musing look on his face, she con-
tinued :

“I speak frankly, but it is a matter on
which it is needful to be frank. I have lived
through some troubled hours; I may have
longed as women do for love and home, but
I have other things and good things in their
place. Is it worth while at this late hour
when the tale is almost told, to set the work
we are doing aside, and take up that whicn
is no longer necessary ?”

Surely Amy Severn had travelled a long
way! Then he turned to her, and there
was something of the old look in his eye as
he said : .

“Amy, T want to tell you something.
Youth is past, I know, and I am getting to
be an old man, but all these years since you
and I parted in the little room, I have kept
the promise of something alive in my heart.
I have lived outwardly as other men do, but
inwardly, I have held fast to a faith and
hope that I believe few men know, because
I have continued to believe in something that
I could never test or fathom. My life has
been what men call successful; I have
mingled with the world, but my interest, my
heart, has not been in that. My real interest
has been centred in something which never
attained fulfilment, some germ of life which
lay awakened but undeveloped within me,
and which would have made my life a very

different one from what it has been. All
that I dreamed or hoped of myself, clus-
tered about that; all of good that is pos-
sible to a man clusters about that germ in
his heart, and it is only in love of some kind
that it can ripen its fruit of righteousness.
A thousand times I have turned wearily
from work and from my life, but the thought
of that possibility, which lay at the bottom
of my heart, with your name written across
it, has brought fresh courage, and I have
known that somewhere there was meaning
to the perplexities, compensation for the
losses and pain, and justification of the hope
that blossoms for ever in men’s hearts. I
have not the love of my youth to offer you
now; not even you could inspire that"again
as it burned once. I do not want it again;
I have what is better, the peace and
strength of a heart that has been tried and
not found altogether wanting. I ask of you
fulfilment of this long-nourished promise,
justification of the hope. Be whatever you
may, you cannot be less than that to me.”

Was it her own heart pleading from his
lips?  The warm color softly tinged her
cheek, and the tears were not far away. Her
heart struggled as if trying to escape the
bonds these years and her own will had
woven about it.

The scent of carnations was in the air.
A great bunch of them lay on the table,
white, yes, and one crimson bloom glowing
in their midst. How he had remembered !

She lifted them.up and buried her hot
cheeks in their cool, sweet depths, gaining
courage there to lift her eyes to the elderly
gentleman opposite. But, lo, he had van-
ished, and in his place sat the lover of her
youth, with the same conquering love-light
in his eyes!




THE DECLINE AND FALL OF
BERTRAM GHENT

By LAURA MASON

T 'L may be that even in his days of adoles-
cence Mr. Bertram Ghent cherished
a weakness for health foods and
emotionalism.  If so, during his father’s
lifetime he found it safer to keep these pre-
dilections in cold storage, rather than expose
them to the fiery scorn of that stern war-
rior. Thirty years’ active service in remote
corners of India does not usually inoculate
a man with a craving for hygienic buns,
patent medicines and maudlin sentimental-
ity—a rule to which Major Ghent was not
the unhappy exception. When the life and
climate of the Orient had made him unfit for
further service, retiring to Canada on half-
pay, he addressed himself to the delicate
problem of bringing up his five younger
children on that princely allowance—and
the Thirty-nine Articles. This period of the
Major’s existence may not have been an
epicurean dream, but if so he never talked
in his sleep; played his last game of whist
within an hour of his death, and, though
compelled at last to surrender to a rheumatic

‘heart, marched out of life with the honors of

war.

Up to this time, young Bertram had ap-
parently devoted a great deal of attention to
“ getting on” in his bank, and none what-
ever to inquiring into the state of his health,
—a surprising fact when one considers that
he was the youngest member of a family
containing four worshipping sisters. Such a
blissful state of indifference was not, how-
ever, destined to continue.  Scientists tell
us that strong men sometimes succumb to
suffering which would not prove fatal to a
delicate child, and, perhaps, the fact that he
had never known a day’s illness in his twen-

. ty-three years of life accounts for many

otherwise inexplicable facts in the young
man’s career. Beyond giving a simple state-
ment of these facts with their extraordinary
climax, the writer has no desire to harrow

the feelings of the public. To the psychologi-
cal reader is left, therefore, the congenial
task of drawing his own deductions, where-
with to point the moral and adorn the tale
which follows: :

Shortly after his father’s decease, one of
“ Bertie’s 7 sisters—Mary—remarked that
he was looking rather pale, and anxiously
inquired whether he had ever had a pain
around his heart. Bertram couldn’t remem-
ber the sensation, but the question made
him vaguely uneasy. Up to this moment, it
is doubtful whether he had quite grasped the
fact that he had a heart. They didn’t teach
physiology to the little boys of his day, so
he was in a state of tranquil ignorance as to
the workings of his thoracic cavity. Now, in
the twinkling of an eye, all was changed; five
facts obtruded themselves on young Ghent’s
consciousness : _

1. He had a heart. 2. He had just made
its acquaintance. . 3. It was thumping
ominously. 4. He had never heard it thump
before. 5. There must be something wrong.

During the next twenty-four hours, he
gave his own physical phenomena an atten-
tion which handsomely compensated for
twenty-thfee years’ neglect. From a friend
who was house-surgeon at the General Hos-
pital he borrowed a book on “ The Heart
and diligently perused the same. As a
practical application of his newly-acquired
knowledge, he took his pulse seven times, but
it seemed to be quite normal.  Bertie felt
slightly disappointed.

The following day having run up three
flights of stairs, two steps at a time, he was
startled to find his heart beating violently.
Hastily taking his pulse, he confirmed his
suspicion that the action was unusually rapid.
Several days later, after chasing a street-car
for two blocks, he had another attack of
the “palpitations.” He now felt that his
case was serious, and after confiding his
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fears to his sisters, consulted the family
physician. :

“ Tut, tut, my dear fellow!” exclaimed the
incredulous doctor, “ your father’s trouble
was not organic, and you needn’t have the
slightest fear of inheriting it. However, I'll
examine you for the sake of setting your
mind at-rest.”

“ Sound as a bell,” said he, after the usual
stethoscopic investigations.

But on the gloom-clogged spirit of Bertram
this cheerful dictum cast no ray of hope.
“Thank you, Doctor,” said he, “I see that
you are afraid to tell me the worst;” and be-
fore the astounded man of physic could re-
cover his powers of speech, the victim of
sisterly solicitude had wandered out into a
heart-diseased world.

Of the five years which followed this
touching scene, no detailed record is neces-
sary. If fate had planted Bertram Ghent in
the unsympathetic but bracing air of a board-
ing-house, rather than in the hot-house at-
mosphere of a maiden domicile, it is possible
that he might have rallied from his attack
of self-analysis. As it was, his case grew
rapidly worse, and under the influence of
sisterly entreaty he abandoned as “too
violent” the athletic pursuits in which he
had once delighted. ~ But even yet the gods
did not forsake him, without giving him one
last chance. Bertram fell in love. For a
time it seemed as though the later heart affec-
tion would cure the earlier form of the dis-
ease.

Having been made manager of a bank in
a country town, the happy benedict moved
out of the sphere of sororal coddling and for
over a year forgot his “ palpitations.” Then
came an unlucky visit to the ancestral roof.
The four ladies thought he was looking well
and had certainly gained in weight, but re-
membered with a shudder that dropsy was
one of the complications attendant on
heart disease. Diligent inquiries elicited
the fact that Mrs. Bertram Ghent, so
far from discouraging her husband’s
athletic tendencies, joyously lured him on
to the golf links by day and the
ballroom floor by night. Such want of
consideration shocked the four sisters, and
they gave voice to their feelings. At first

Bertram sipped the nectar of their solicitude
with languor, if not with secret shame. Grad-
ually, however, the repeated inquiries as to
his health, the entreaties not to be “so reck-
less” as to run upstairs, the tabooing of all
forms of active exercise fostered the latent
weakness of his nature, and in six weeks’
time sent him home to his bewildered wife,
an embryo invalid.

To tell the truth, he was beginning to feel
that since his marriage his health had not
received the tender consideration which it
required. Henceforth he turned a heart-dis-
eased eye on golf, cricket, sculling and
dancing. Naturally as time passed his ap-
petite failed, and within seven years he had
developed all the symptoms of dyspepsia set
forth in patent medicine advertisements, as
well as a few of a purely original type. The
heart disease myth had depressed Mrs. Ghent
mentally ; the indigestion panic wore her out
physically. Mr. Ghent fed fat his suffering
on “Health Talks,” and “ Heart to Heart
Converse with Faddists.” The result of this
high thinking was some painfully plain liv-
ing, spiced by equally plain talking on the
part of the family physician when called in
to attend Mrs. Ghent. That unfortunate lady
had collapsed under a six months’ course of
bran coffee, hay tea, oat biscuit, and break-
fast foods made into mock soup, mock en-
trees, mock poultry, mock dessert—with
everything but the mockery left out. After
the irate doctor had made a few scathing re-
marks on “ the insanity of killing one’s self
by starvation, in order to prolong one’s life,”
Mr. Ghent allowed his wife and two little
daughters to return to the flesh pots, but he
clung to his health-talk diet, supplemented
by all the most “ recherche ” innovations in
the way of pills, tonics and tablets,

So far, his hypochondriacal tendencies
were not generally known outside his family
circle, and had in no way interfered with the
performance of his official duties. Indeed
the bank, ten years after his marriage, gave
him the post of manager in a large city office,
as recognition of the ability which he had
always shown. Shortly after this promo-
tion, the Misses Mary and Florence Ghent
paid a prolonged visit to their brother’s
home. Into their ever-ready ears he poured
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long accounts of his sufferi ings—a subject
which by reason of ten years’ repetition had
begun to pall somewhat on the emotions of
his reserved and high-strung wife. —The
climax came one evening, when Mr. Ghent
complained of “ constant languor and drow-
siness,” which oppressed him during the
afternoons and interfered with his work; he
feared that it was a symptom of incipient
brain trouble.

“Our mother died of paralysis of the
brain,” said Miss Florence, looking at Miss
Mary with horror-stricken eyes.

“No,” replied Miss Mary, weakly, “ she
died of a broken heart when our eldest
brother was drowned.”

Mr. Ghent did not remember his mother
or the manner of her death, but he knew that
a broken heart was not hereditary—and im-
mediately fell a victim to inherited brain
trouble. This complication was the most
serious of all; for after two years of
mawkish self-pity, Mr. Ghent decided that
his nerves could no longer stand the strain
of a city bank and asked to be transferred to
a branch office in some small town.

While the officials of his institution were
debating an answer to this unusual request,
something happened which settled the matter
for all time. Going to the medicine chest
one evening to take his usual quota of dys-
pepsia pills, Mr. Ghent felt around in vain
for a match to light the gas overhead. Not
finding one, he located the little square box
of which he was in search and hastily swal-
lowed three of the contents. As he did so, a
terrible thought occurred to him—what if
he should have made some mistake? Hurry-
ing to the light he examined the box—then
with one despairing cry summoned his wife.

“ Quick, Gertrude, send for a doctor. . I have
taken strychnia in mistake! For heaven’s
sake don’t let anyone bang a door!” Some-

where or other he remembered hearing that
a sudden noise or jar would bring on the
spasms of strychnia poisoning, but he could
not recollect the antidote.

Neither could his wife, the maid, or the
hastily summoned neighbor. Into the breach
stepped his little daughter, Violet,
henceforth let no one revile a school system
which prints on the last page of its physi-
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ology, a list of antidotes. The child in the
excitement of the moment could not recall
the particular one required, but she could
repeat the whole list backward and forward,
and, after a hurried consultation, her panic-
stricken elders decided to begin at the top and
work down. Mustard and water, warm
vinegar, castor oil, raw eggs, and baking
soda followed each other in quick succession
down the throat of the wretched sufferer.
(When the egg course was brought on, Mr.
Ghent’s olfactory nerves warned him that the
treatment had been too long delayed, and he
tried to wave off the relief corps. But to
the enthusiastic dispensers of First Aid to
the Injured, such epicurean tastes were un-
worthy of pampering and the eggs paved the
way for a dose of baking soda.

By the time the brandy and hot coffee
treatment was reached, a trap drove rapidly
up to the house and in a moment the doctor
entered the room. A quick but thorough
examination of his patient revealed the fact
that Mr. Ghent was undoubtedly a very sick
man—but to the professional eye he had
none of the symptoms of strychnia poison-
ing.  The agitated group around the bed
scanned the doctor’s face in a vain search for
information; his face was the face of a
graven image. “I think,” said he, “ that
if everyone but Mrs. Ghent will leave the
room, it will be better for the patient, and
if we want help we will call you. For the
present your treatment seems to have been
quite successful.”

As the door closed on the last of the
amateur life-savers, Dr. Munro turned to the
remaining inmates of the room: “I do not
at present know just what you have taken,
Mr. Ghent, but had it been strychnia, con-
sidering the ‘ treatment’ you have received,
you would now be beyond my aid. As itis, I
do not think you need fear any serious con-
sequences. 1 should like, however, to see a
sample of the medicine which you took.”

Mrs. Ghent walked to the door: “ Violet,
bring me the little pasteboard box from the
bathroom floor.”

In a moment the little girl entered. Dr.
Munro took the box from her hand and open-
ing it, removed several pills. He examined
them critically, broke one, and touched his
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tongue to it. The glimmer of a smile in his
eyes lighted his otherwise impassive face.
“ Evidently,” said he, “these are ‘ Bang’s
Iron Pellets’; but however did they get into
this box marked ‘ Strychnia Pills?” ”

A sudden wail of anguish broke from that
amateur physiologist, Violet. “ Oh, mamma,
mamma,”’ cried she, hurling herself into the
arms of that startled lady, “ I wanted the
dear little bottle the pellets were in, so I
poured them into the empty box that used to
hold papa’s nerve medicine. I didn’t know it
would make any difference, indeed I didn’t!”
Here followed another series of ear-piercing
wails.

From the bed on which lay the patient
came a groan of anguish, but not of physical
anguish. In all the years in which he had
fussed, complained and sentimentalized over
his “ health,” Mr. Ghent had turned a dig-
nified front to the world, reserving his selfish-
ness, pettiness and whining for home con-
sumption,

A glimpse of death at five-minute range
strangely alters a man’s point of view. Per-
haps Mr. Ghent’s heart and brain suddenly
readjusted themselves; perhaps heredity at

J

last got in its work and the spirit of the gal-
lant old Major woke in his son; perhaps the
thought of the amusement his strychnia ex-
perience would afford the public made him
wince.  His groan may have signified all
these things.

Such, in part, at least, was the interpreta-
tion put upon it by Dr. Munro, as turning
towards his patient he said: “ There is no
reason, Mr. Ghent, for the true explanation
of this affair ever becoming public. As I
go out, I shall tell those waiting for news
that you are recovering, but must not be
disturbed. Personally, I should advise you
to, take a few weeks’ rest in Muskoka. You
are evidently in a peculiarly nervous condi-
tion, but will come back as fit as ever.

All of which duly came to pass. The
bank, after granting Mr. Ghent two months’
holidays, asked him to reconsider his request
for transference, as they preferred, if possi-
ble, to keep him in the head office. To this
proposition the ex-invalid thankfully as-
sented, and no one ever hears him- refer to
heart disease, dyspepsia or brain trouble.

As for patent medicines and health foods!
—his hatred of them is positively rancorous.

B ———
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LHE TVYPICAT CANADIAN CIRL

By ERIN GRAHAME

_ OME years ago, as we were walking
b beneath the fragrant magnolias of
an old Southern town, a New
Orleans girl asked, “ What is the typical
Canadian girl like?” I could make no
definite reply, and so the question remained
unanswered. = Since then, I have often
thought of the qualities suggested by the
sister of ““ Johnnie Canuck,” and wondered
if they could be given an outward and visi-
ble sign. We all have some idea of what
is meant by “a typical English girl,” or “a
typical American girl.” Perhaps we think
of Du Maurier’s figures for the first, and of
the Gibson girl for the second. But when
we consider our own country, so new, so
vital, so full of “the to-morrow,” what is
suggested by “the Canadian girl”? It is
no trivial question to consider, for the girls
are the ““ makers of Canada,” just as truly
as any statesmen who fathered the British
North America Act, or any soldiers who
stepped out in 1812 or 1885 to defend the
land of the maple.

We all are inclined to resent the * Miss
Canada,” dear to the old-fashioned Christ-
mas card and calendar—the wintry young
creature whose face was framed in fur,
and who wore a bulging blanket suit, while
a toboggan trailed behind her. There was
also a snow-covered hill, and evergreens
weighted with icicles—all of which was
entirely misleading to the easily-deceived
foreigner. Nearly every Canadian woman
who has gone far from home has been con-
fronted with some strangers, who have dis-
played a mild curiosity as to her extensive
wardrobe of furs, and who have even mani-
fested a delicate inquisitiveness as to the
mixture of Indian blood in the veins of the
average Canadian. Ours has been a badly
advertised country, and, while womanhood
is hardly a matter for advertisement, there
is no doubt that the traditional toboggan girl
has given rise to much misconception re-
garding a maiden whose manner and nature
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are not always in keeping with “ Our Lady
of the Snows.”

The Canadian girl is inevitably to be
compared with the English girl, and her
American cousin (for Mr. Hay seems deter-
mined that we shall accept the word
“ American ” for the United States). To
the English visitor, the girl of Toronto, or
of Winnipeg, seems decidedly American,
while the traveller from Missouri or Idaho
very often declares that our women are
“varry English.” It would be impossible
for the girls, who grow up in a big, new
country, without the restraints of class and
customs felt in an older world, to be as con-
ventional and decorous as those of Great
Britain, while the differences of tradition
between the United States and Canada are
such that we must expect the girls of the
Dominion to differ in some respects from
the highly-lauded maidens of the Land of
the Dollar.

Speaking of the French-Canadian girl, it
may be said that she is an unknown quantity
to the English-speaking compatriots. Her
girlhood is so brief; she changes so suddenly
from the convent or the village school to
the management of the ““ habitant’s ” dwell-
ing that she is hardly known outside the
little white parishes along the St. Lawrence.
Of course, the Acadian type of the past
finds its fairest exponent in Evangeline;
and no less a man than the Canadian writer,
Professor Charles G. D. Roberts, has called
one of his romances “ A Sister to Evange-
line.” It would be pleasant to think that
even in the present day such simple maidens
as the dark-eyed peasant, who loved her
Gabriel so faithfully, live in the modern
Grand Pré, and other quaint spots of the
province of apple-blossoms. But they be-
long to poetry, not to prose of our every-
day lifey and it is only in the pages of
Drummond that we English-speaking Cana-
dians come in contact with “ILa Cana-
dienne.”
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Physically considered, the Canadian girl
is stronger than her republican cousin,
while she cannot claim the complexion of
milk and roses, of which Devonshire and
Dublin and Perthshire may be justly proud.
If you see a rosy-cheeked lassie in the streets
of Ottawa or Brandon, she is more than
likely to have brought them across the seas
with her. Some time ago an absurd con-
troversy arose in the Canadian papers be-

cause an Englishwoman residing in Toronto.

had written to London dailies in criticism
of the Canadian girl’s lack of roses. The
Canadian editors, to their credit be it said,
lied like gentlemen, declaring that the
women of the land had complexions such
as even England might envy. But let it
be confessed that, except where the salt air
gives to the fair New Brunswicker and the
maiden of Halifax such caressing as brings
its own beauty, the “ wild-rose bloom” of
the Old Land is hardly found. However,
neither do we often see the haggard,
leathery faces such as are seen in the fac-
tory towns of England and Scotland.
There is also another blessed difference
which most Canadians who visit Glasgow
and London fervently remark. It is a rare
experience to see the flush of intoxication
on the cheek of a Canadian woman, or to
behold feminine frequenters of the gin-shop.
The typical Canadian girl is darker than the
fair-haired, blue-eyed English girl, and sug-
gests more physical vigor, if less elegance
than the American.

When we come to the question of dress,
which is far from trivial where a woman
is concerned, we find that the Canadian
must walk behind the girl from New York
or Chicago, while she displays more taste
than the girl of Great Britain, whose shoes
are large and unbeautiful, and whose skirt
is frequently a little uncertain as to annexa-
tion to the waist. Max O’Rell is authority
for the statement: ‘The Americans are
aderned, but the French are dressed.”
There is no doubt that in the way of mak-
ing much out of little, in the knack of wear-
ing a simple gown “ with an air ”’ the Cana-
dian can learn much from her Southern
sister.

But, if our gowns are not as faultless in
the back as those worn by the Daughters
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of the Revolution, we have the consolation
of reflecting that the Canadian girl is less
nervous and more self-controlled than the
girls of Uncle Sam’s broad acres. The
American woman is undoubtedly the most
high-strung and nervous creature in exist-
ence. The United States is a country where
the quick-lunch counter and the “ rest cure ”
are close neighbors. The rush of the Ameri-
can business man is almost equalled by the
rush of the American society woman. She
is nearly always vivacious and is sometimes
charming, but she is hardly ever restful.
Here it is that the better physique and
steadier nerves of the Canadian come as a
welcome relief. It is admitted in many
American cities that Canadian nurses are
superior to those native to the States.
Even Town Topics has lately admitted the
fact, and another journal has taken the
trouble to interview New York doctors on
the subject. The reason for this better
poise may be that the typical Canadian is,
in comparison with the New Yorker or
Chicagoan, a country girl, simply and
healthfully reared with a sound inheritance
of a clear brain in a strong body.

One of the New York physicians asserted
that the Canadian girl is more obedient
than the American. Now, “ obedience” is
an old-fashioned word, which often dis-
appears from the marriage service, and
which may be regarded by the ultra-inde-
pendent girl as degrading. The Ameri-
cans, in following the amusing little fiction,
“ All men are born free and equal,” have,
perhaps, gone too far and have forgotten
that the gentler graces may flourish with a
spirit of true self-respect. =~ We have an
excellent modern authority for the truth,
“ Save he serve, no man may rule,” and the
youth of America would do well to study
the saying. Matthew Arnold said that
America s lacking in dignity and in
reverence. Most of the wisest thinkers in
the country have acknowledged the justice
of the Englishman’s criticism, and the faults
are discernible in Canada also. But if the

Canadian girl shows a more obedient and’

teachable spirit than the American, it may
be because we have felt more of the chasten-
ing influence of an old country, and the
Canadian, therefore, has stood midway be-
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tween the conventionality of Europe and
the unrestraint of republican America.
The Canadian woman, if somewhat behind
the times in book clubs, art leagues, and the
cult of new religions, has remained com-
paratively free from fads. There has been
no Carrie Nation come out of Hamilton or
Calgary. The Canadian girl does mnot
clamor for a vote, although she would
probably use it quite as sensibly as the
maiden of Australia. When a woman takes
it into her head to go over Niagara Falls
in a barrel we are not surprised to find that
she hails from “over the border.” The
Canadian remains ignobly satisfied with
coasting down the local hillside. Where-
fore, if we have not as yet shown the
initiative and the splendid daring of the
American girl, we have not fallen into
the worst extravagances of Kansas and
Wyoming.

The Canadian girl’s simplicity of taste
is owing doubtless to her slender means.
The ““heiress” is almost unknown in so
undeveloped a land, and, therefore, we read
of no Canadian Miss Leiter, or Miss Van-
derbilt, capturing the British aristocrat, al-
though the Canadian girls who have taken
high places have been equal to the occasion
and have shown the American virtue of
adaptability, which flourishes in the soil of
a new land. = Accustomed to such pleasures
as come in the quiet life of small towns, the
restlessness and consequent domestic dis-
comfort of American life are comparatively
strange to Canadians.  One has only to
look at the startlingly dissimilar records in
divorce to realize that home life must be
regarded in Canada as a serious and sacred
sphere. ~ The “ matinee girl” is not a
remarkable feature of Canadian life, and
her ravings are but seldom heard. There
is more than a flavor of Scotch caution in
the girl of the north, and she is not given
to hysterics and sentimentality, although
she has an exceedingly warm heart, which
she is in no unbecoming haste to give away.
She is fond of home and is inclined to the
domestic side of life, although she shows a
plucky face to the world when she goes
forth to earn her own bread and butter.
She is wusually “chummy” with her

.and again to the autumn woods.

brothers and their friends, and is remark-
ably “unchaperoned” in French and Eng-
lish eyes. To the English girl, she no doubt
often appears distressingly unconventional,
but she expects more deference from her
men friends than the Englishwoman exacts.
She regards men in a,more matter-of-fact
and frank fashion than is possible to the girl
brought up in an English household where
man is waited upon and regarded as an
altogether superior being. It is quite im-
possible for the Canadiani girl, who has
proved herself quite as capable at the * col-
legiate ” and uhiversity as her masculine
friends, to believe in the subservience of
woman. When it comes to a matter of
courtship she does not expect such an extra-
vagant outlay of ‘ American Beauties ” and
Huyler’s candy as does the girl from
Gotham, while she is far more likely to take
an interest in her lover’s business affairs,
and in all the details connected with their
modest new home.

It is difficult to read the poetry which has
fallen from the Canadian fountain-pen
without perceiving that to the young writers
of our country the season of autumn is
unusually attractive. Carman. Roberts, and
Stringer, in color and warmtii, “urn again
One
golden October day. as a car was slowly
passing an orchard glowing with ripened
fruit, I caught a glimpse of a girlish form
and face that seemed to answer the question
of the Southern woman.  Wind-tossed
brown hair with a gleam of sunshine, hazel
eyes with laughter, good-fellowship and
determination gleaming from their depths,
and a form that showed vigor and health
in every line seemed a girlish incarnation of
our glorious young country, with all its
crudity, with all its possibilities. =~ There
was youth with its boundless belief, courage
to go into an untried world, and reap its
harvests, and, above all, the hope that reads
the fortune of to-morrow. Above her was
the gold of poplars, the crimson of perfect
fruit, and through the brown oak-leaves in
the distance came the blue gleam of the
broad lake. But the girl meant more than
all “ the scarlet of the year,” and stood as a
picture of the “typical Canadian.”



THE MAN FROM SMOKY RIVER

By THEODORE ROBERTS

ATHLEEN PRESTON and Maud
Brownlow shared a big studio at
the top of an old house not far

from Washington Square. Miss Preston
studied' music and Miss Brownlow bound
books in tooled leather. Both were clever
girls, both were good-looking, and both
had come to New York from a quiet town
in Connecticut. Kathleen’s brother, Richard,
roomed on a lower floor of the same build-
ing. He was a sub-editor on one of the
sensational daily papers, but a quiet enough
fellow, personally. He had put himself
through college, and was still a hard .stu-
dent. Oxen and wain-ropes would not drag
him to the little social frivolities of the
studio-dwellers. - But one day, he, his sister
and Miss Brownlow received an invitation
which he could not ignore. It was from a
lady who had known the elder Prestons and
Brownlows in Connecticut, and who now
claimed Richard, Kathleen, and Maud for
“old sake’s sake.” Her husband was
Dixon, the historian. The Dixons had
just returned from a prolonged trip abroad,
and were domiciled up town. The girls
were delichted with the invitation. Richard
grumbled, and sent his evening clothes to
be pressed, and his hat to be blocked. When
he wanted diversion an evenino of billiards,
cigar smoke, and heated aroument at the
Press Club was more to his taste.

During that delightful evening at the
Dixons’ apartmets Kathleen was  intro-
duced to Darnell, the composer; Harrison,
the novelist ; Benton. tlie painter, and Went-
worth, the poet, and to a young man with
a tanned face, named Jones. Darnell was a
stout man with an olive complexion, glow-
ing eyes, and long black hair. She told
him how she adored his work, and could
play some of his longest compositions with-
out a note before her.  Harrison was a
dapver gentleman, with a dozen poses sug-
gestive of the lecture platform rather than
the study chair. To him she made compli-

mentary references to a scene in his last
book.  Benton was a big fellow, with an
affected gruffness of manner. He wore a
pointed beard, and his claw-hammer coat
looked too small for him. Wentworth was
long and lean, clean-shaven, and thatched
with an overhanging mat of straw-colored
hair. He smiled kindly when Kathleen
gushed a line or two of his “ Ode to a War
Horse.” As for young Mr. Jones, why
the girls noticed nothing remarkable about
him but his tanned face. Kathleen won-
dered how he had crawled into that lion’s
cage. By way of a feeler she asked him if
he knew many of the people present.

“No,” he replied. “I arrived here only
yesterday, and hove to get out again before
long.”

The conversation languished, and pre-
sently expired. Darnell came along and
rescued his admirer from the big outsider.

Both Kathleen and Maud had a splendid
time, though poor Richard did not appear
to be so fortunate. The supper was all that
one could dream, and the lions waited on
them with the most charming airs of domes-
ticity, and tripped over their trains and trod
on the feet of the servants in doing so.
Kathleen was even so fortunate as to have
a fine, large helping of wine-jelly deposited
on her bare shoulder by that inimitable
poet, Henry Wentworth. Richard, behold-
ing the incident from a corner, wondered
if he would have received that gracious
smile had he ladled the jelly. He heard
someone say: By George, that girl has
a sound temper.” He discovered the man
Jones beside him, with a glass of iced punch
in one of his big fists.  Richard smiled.
“T1 wonder,” he said. “ You see, she is my
sister, and it would not be safe for me to
trv any experiments of that kind.”

With that the two fought their way from
the supper-room, and had a quiet smoke
in Dixon’s tiny den. A moose head loom-
ing from the wall above the mantel started
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Richard on a description of a shooting trip
he had once taken. Jones listened atten-
tively, and then offered to show him several
caribou heads he had in his room.

“T’ll be settled and unpacked by to-mor-
row night,” he said. “I'm going to move
into a room in ¢ The Cumberland’ early in
the morning.”

. “Good,” exclaimed Richard. “I pitch
my tent in that same old caravanserai.
Queer that you should have happened on it.
New York must be a smaller place than we
think.”

Jones murmured some trite remark to the
effect that the whole world is none too large.
“But I am glad we are to be house-mates,”
he added, “ for you’ll be able to look over
my things at your leisure. I have a few
pelts, and quite a collection of minerals and
curiosities that may interest you!”

“ Are you an explorer?” asked Richard,
looking keenly at the other.

“In a very small way,”
“T have travelled over some unblazed trails
in Quebec, and Newfoundland, and Labra-
dor. I like that sort of life. I dream truer
in a sleeping-bag than in a bed.”

“Then New York is a queer place for
you,” said Richard, “and this entertain-
ment the queerest part of it. I do not
imagine that you have much in common
with all these poets and things. I've put it
crudely, but you know what I mean. ' These
fellows can string you a very beautiful set
of rhymes about sunrise on the sea, and sun-
set in the woods, but they are not followers
of unblazed trails by any means.”

Jones laughed heartily, and Preston ex-
perienced that glow of heart and expansion
of chest that is the portion of the appre-
ciated philosopher. He decided that Jones
was a young man of exceptional parts.

Richard Preston took his sister and her
room-mate out to dinner on the night fol-
lowing the Dixons’ affair. He told them
what a capital fellow Jones was, and held
forth, at great length, on his adventures by
field and flood.

“ He has taken the two rooms across the
hall from mine,” he said.

“Who is he?” asked Kathleen, indiffer-
ently. “] was rather surprised to see him

replied Jones..
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at the Dixons’, where it was quite evident
that most of the guests were chosen because
of things they had done. He looked to me
like a—a stockbroker.”

Richard laughed. * Stockbrokers do lots
of things,” he replied.

The girls were in a literal mood.

“ But not things that live,” said Maud.

“You are right,” said Richard; “they
usually die after the stockbrokers do them.”

“ Please be serious,” murmured Kathleen,
whose mind was with the poet and the
misplaced wine-jelly.

“ Do you think I am fool enough to be
serious when you two girls are talking
about things of which you know nothing?”
he retorted.

“What do you know of stockbrokers, or
any other kind of business men? What do
you know of Mr. Jones? And, for that
matter, what do you know of any other of
Mr. Dixon’s guests?”

“We know their works,” renlied Kath-
leen, calmly. Richard pulled a face, and
winked at nothing in particular.

“1If it will amuse you, please tell us all
about your precious Mr. Jones,” said his
sister.

“T’ll do rothing of the kind,” replied he.
“If you want to know all about him, you
can ask him to tell you it. I'm through
with that business after office hours.”

The dinner was not so jovial as most of
its kind, and Richard, contrary to his usual
custom on these occasions, bade them good-
night at his own door. Then he crossed the
hall and spent three hours in Jones’ canvas
deck-chair, with a pipe in his mouth, and
talk of snowshoe, rifle, and fishing-rod in
his ears.

As the friendship between Richard Pres~
ton and the newcomer grew, Jones told the-
other something of the heart of those far
lands and desolate coasts, and less of the
sport. Richard was of a matter-of-fact turn
of mind, but he found the poetry of his.
friend’s experiences more entertaining, in its.
way, than the tally of snipe and big game,
and the stories of sheer adventure. Also,
Jones improved in his manner of telling
things.

One day Kathleen and Maud Brownlow
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asked Richard to bring Mr. Jones to see
them that evening. The attractive lions of
Mrs. Dixon’s drawing-room were evidently
hunting and roaring, and upsetting jellies
far from “The Cumberland ”—or, peér-
haps, no further away than next door, if
they only knew. The houses of Gotham
and the ways of Gotham are not the houses
and ways of a Connecticut town. Richard
gave his friend the invitation, and it was
eagerly accepted.

Mr. Jones became a frequent vistor at
the big studio on the top floor. At first his
conversation was not enlivening, but the
girls were patient with him, for Richard
had told them that Jones could not talk
until he got accustomed to his surroundings.
Kathleen noticed that the tan was fading
from his boyish face. She wondered just
how old he was, and what he was doing in
New York with so much leisure and such
big, muscular hands. His face suggested
clearly manual labor.

When the stranger made his fourth call
Miss Brownlow was out. It was afternoon.
He drank two cups of tea, with neither
cream nor sugar, and had very little to say.

“You must be fond of New York?” re-
marked Kathleen.

“I'm not,” he replied, frankly. * But
the business is going more slowly than I
thought it would.”

“I wish you would tell me where you
have come from,” said the young woman.
“It is very unsatisfactory not knowing
whether one is talking to an Englishman or
an American.”

Jones smiled, and receiving permission to
smoke,. diffidently lit a cigarette.

“I was born in England,” he replied,
“but have lived ’round the north of this
continent for the last twelve years. I have
just come from a camp on the Push-and-
Bust Rapids on Smoky River.”

Kathleen gazed at him with hints of
many' emotions in her remarkably fine eyes.
The caller’s face showed no signs of levity.

“ What sort of camp?~—a lumber camp ?”
she asked.

“No,” he replied, “ Push-and-Bust is still
beyond the horizon of the lumbermen. The
camp belongs to Peter Gabriel and me. - It

is built of logs and chinked with moss. It
has a first-class floor of squared sticks, and
a real iron stove that we got out of a
schooner that tried to shift the coast line
by butting it. We spent just six days mov-
ing that beastly little stove from the land-
wash to our cabin. It was awkward on a
portage.”

Kathleen’s eyes were shining by now, and
she leaned forward in her chair.

“ Please tell me,” she cried, “is all this
‘honest Injun,” as we used to sayr”’

“Why not?” returned Jones, smiling.
“It is ordinary enough, surely.”

“But is it?” she repeated.

“Of course,” he assured her.
Injun and hand-on-heart.”

“Then you are a trapper,” she said—*2a
second Leather Stocking.”

“I do a good deal of trapping,” he ad-
mitted, “but the tribes do not tremble at
the mention of my rifle. I've never shot
an Indian or a Husky in my life.”

“ What’s a Husky—and where is Smoky
River?” asked the girl, eagerly.

“A Husky is an Eskimo, and Smoky
River is in Labrador,” replied the young
man. :

Then, warmed by her sympathetic in-
terest, he told her many diverting stories of
Peter Gabriel and the cabin on Push-and-
Bust Rapids. ‘

When Maud returned to the studio she
found her friend seated by a cold tea-kettle,
with no lights to drive back the shadows
of the great room.

“Dreaming ?” she asked.

13 Yes.”

“ Of poet or musician ?”’

“Don’t be silly,” replied Kathleen,
sharply. :

“ Of course, it does not do for only one
of us to be silly at a time,” retorted Maud.
“I am glad you have recovered.” _

Kathleen paid no attention to this barbed
rejoinder.  She was ‘thinking of other
things—of Peter Gabriel's quaint phil-
osophy, of clear rivers and purple distances,
of levels of snow beneath blue shadows,
and of a habitation on a rapid of unusual
name. She was very quiet throughout the
evening, and though Maud was full of

“ Monest




THE MAN FROM SMOKY RIVER

curiosity and asked many questions, she
did not even tell her of so unimportant a
matter as Mr. Jones’ visit.

Next morning Kathleen received the fol-
lowing note:

My DEAR MIsS PRESTON :

“I have sold what I brought to New York to sell,
and shall make merry to-night. Please help me—
you and Miss Brownlow. Your brother has promised
to attend, and Mrs. Dixon, whom I saw last night,
will chaperone the little celebration. It will be very
informal otherwise. I am inviting the few other
people in New York whom [ know.”

Yours sincerely,
JONES OF SMOKY RIVER.
P.S.—Please inspect my diggings this afternoon

and pass judgment on my decorations. Just you,
please.
i

Kathleen read all of it, except the post-
script, to Maud. :

“He seems to know Mrs. Dixon pretty
well. I wonder who the others will be?”
commented Maud.  “ Certainly not the
people whom we met at Mrs. Dixon’s.
Business acquaintances, very likely.”

. “Very likely,” replied Kathleen, with a
show of indifference.

“ By the way, have you found out what
his business is; what he brought here to
sell?” inquired the other.

Miss Preston shook her head.

Mr. Jones opened the door to her furtive
knock. He was smiling bashfully, and
looked unmistakably conscious of his new
frock-coat. Perhaps he was wondering if
she would guess that he had replaced a
patched shooting-jacket with that glorious
garment only ten minutes before.

“Oh, how quaint,” she exclaimed, look-
ing past him at the room.

“T’ve tried to make it look something
like our hut on the ‘Smoky,’ ” he said,
standing aside for her to enter; “but I'm
afraid it is not much of a success. You
must not imagine that the cabin is really
anything like this.”

“Did you bring all these fur rugs with
you?”’ she asked. |

He replied in the affirmative.

“ And the horns?”
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“ Are these things what you brought to
sell ?”

“I hope to sell them,” he replied, “but
they are a small part of my stock-in-trade—
though,” he added, smiling; * for a while I
thought they’d prove the only sellable part
of it

“You have not sold the cabin, surely,”
she said, looking at him reproachfully.

By this time she was seated in his canvas
chair, over which a bright Indian blanket
was spread. The man’s eyes met hers for
an instant, and he blushed.

“ Would you care?” he stammered.

“ Why should I, except for Peter Gabriel’s
sake?’ she replied, calmly. But her heart
was not calm.

Jones busied himself with the tea things.
Presently he said, “ Do you know how I
happened to come to this house?”

“ How should I?” she asked.

“May I tell you?”

“ Please do.” .

He knocked the cover of the tea-pot on to
the floor at her feet, and dropt on his
knees, evidently to recover it.

“I saw you—on the steps,” he stam-
mered, and reluctantly regained his feet.

This was more than Kathleen’s calmness
could withstand. She blushed as crimson as
Jones himself.

“ But—how absurd.” she murmured.

“I had read of such things in books,”
he said, huskily, “but I had always con-
gI,ide,x;ed them rather idiotic—until—until

“Mr. Jones,” she interrupted, “ you came
to New York, from your beautiful wilder-
ness, to sell furs. You must not spoil your
trip by saying rash things to—to compara-
tive strangers.” Her voice trembled, and
though she smiled, tears of, embarrassment
glittered on her lashes.

“I am sorry,” he said, turning a color-
less face to the window. “TI’ll go back to
Peter and the river, and try to forget it.”

She was shocked at this display of grief.
She had not counted on it. Could it be that
he really cared? She had heard that men
who spend their lives in desolate places,
amid perils and the wonders of nature, do

)
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not always behave like their more favored
city brothers. He continued to stare out
of the window, with his shoulder toward
her.

“Back on Smoky River,” he said, * the
regret that I had told you only half would
haunt me like a ghost. So I'll tell you all
to protect my future peace of mind. Miss
Preston, I love you sincerely and—and with
all the best of my heart. If you think me
impertinent you can just—why, go away
without your cup of tea.”

At this effort at lightness his voice
choked. But he did not turn his head. She
sat in the chair, breathing quickly, and gaz-
ing unseeingly at his broad shoulders.

“A trapper—a seller of skins,” said a
voice within her.

“A gentleman,” said her heart.

“A stranger. A man from another
world. What do you know of him? A
poor man, and, perhaps, a rough one. But
her heart answered stoutly.

“ Are you still there?” asked Jones, with-
out turning.

“1 want my tea,” she faltered, and hid
her face in her palms.

He came and knelt beside her, and drew
her hands away from her face.

She would not look at him.

“What do you mean?” he asked, in a
voice that rang tense as a bow-string. He
held her hands tight in his, tighter than
either of them realized until they noticed,
later, the red marks of his fingers.

“When you return to your cabin,” she
said, scarcely above a whisper, “you must
not forget me. Please sav that you will not
forget me.”

“ Kathleen,” he whispered. ,

She lifted her head and looked surely into
his face. Her eyes were moist, but lumin-
ous, with a fire that was strange and won-
derful to the man.

“Do we go back together? Is not that
the wayv of it, dear heart?’ he whispered.

“ Poor Peter Gabriel,” she sighed, smil-
ing. :

So! Here was love in all his reckless-
ness. Here was a clever, modern damsel,
with musical talent and no small ambition,
promisine to o to a camn in Labrador with

THE NATIONAL MONTHLY

a trapper named Jones. And still our
grandparents wag their heads and say that
romance went out with inflated skirts and
Dundreary whiskers.

When Maud, Richard, and Kathleen
entered Jones' apartments that evening
they found the Dixons, and Mr. Went-
worth, and Mr. Hoddens, of .the Oceanic
Monthly, already there. Jones was radiant.
The look that accompanied his handshake
with Kathleen did not escape Maud’s sharp
eyes. She also noticed her friend’s fine
color. Other guests arrived, two by two,
and one by one. Much to Maud’s surprise,
and a little to Kathleen’s, it proved a dis-
tinguished assemblage—from an artistic
point of view. Here were a sculptor and his
wife, an artist with his wife, a woman
problem-novelist with her husband, two
poets without their wives (they hadn’t any),
three editors, a woman journalist, and
several more not so easily defined.

As soon as an opnortunity offered, Jones
returned to Kathleen.

“ Come over and see old Hoddens, dear,”
he whispered. “ He is the chap who bought
what I exported from Smoky River. He
has been taking small consignments of the
same stuff for the last three years..”

“What do you mean?”’ she asked, look-
ing up at him in a way that proclaimed the
state of things to everyone who happened
to be lookine in her direction.

“Come,” he said, and led her to the
corner where Mr. Hoddens was already con-
sidering a ¢lass of iced punch. He was a
big, jovial-looking man, with a fatherly
beard and a schoolboy eye. It was easy
to know him well, easy to like him, and
well worth one’s while to do both.

“What have you been buying from Mr.
Jones?” she asked. “He won’t tell me.”

Mr. Hoddens looked his surprise.

“ Why, mv dear lady,” he began; but he
was interrupted by 'Kathleen turning
quickly to her lover.

“Are you Melville Jones?” she de-
manded.

“Right.” he laughed.

‘Mr. Hoddens looked puzzled.
understand,” he said.

“This is what comes of promising to

“I -don’t "




THE MAN FROM SMOKY RIVER

marry a man without first asking his name,”
said Kathleen.

“ I wanted to see if—if you would accept
the trapper from Smoky River,” explained
Jones, penitently. '

“ My dear boy,” said Kathleen, softly,
“did you imagine I'd do it any faster if I
knew you for the second Kipling of the
North ?”

“ My dear lady.” said Mr. Hoddens, with
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a look of understanding,  there is certainly
a glamor about that sort of thing, and Jones
was wise to play the game a bit slyly.
Now, for instance, look at Wentworth over
there. If that young lady thought him to
be a trapper of foxes from Smoky River, do
you imagine she would be eyeing him as
she is now doing?”

“ Poor Maud,” siched Kathleen, as she
surreptitiously squeezed her lover’s hand.

w r Creorge




Insurance

“Where There’s a Will, There’s 2 Way.”

REQUENTLY young men, who are
approached on the subject of life
insurance, excuse themselves on the

ground that “ they cannot afford it.” They
are getting small salaries, and it takes it all
to keep them. Yet there are plenty of fel-
lows getting ewactly the same amount who
are carrying insurance. How do they do
it? Simply by curtailing their expenses.
It may be in very trifling matters. Yet it
is the trifles that count. A little self-denial,
or often the cutting out of a worse than
useless luxury will do the trick. It is
nothing more than keeping strict account of
the expenditure. It is a question of method
in arranging one’s affairs.

The matter in question constitutes a
parallel to the well-worn adage, that * only
the busy man can afford time for every-
thing.” Others fritter away their time as
the unmethodical spenders their change.
They can’t tell where it is gone; but it is
gone. They are always ‘short,” always
“ behind,” always borrowing. They never
have enough money, and if they had twice
as much, would still not have enough. They
get little for their money, and are always
in “hot water.” Systematic saving means
. well-ordered accounts. It means an appre-
ciation of the value of money. It means
systematic spending.  The fellows who
have never learned this secret are the hard-
est ones to induce to form a habit that has
so much to commend it. They are the ones
who most resent being approached by an
agent, who would help them to better habits.
Thev “know what they want.”  They
don’t. More than that, they don’t get it.
Because they have not recognized this they
abuse the agent. Yet, when, after a world
of trouble, the agent does succeed in induc-
ing them to take a policy and to meet the
payments regularly, they make the best
friends of the agent. They find that through
system in their affairs they can not only
meet what seemed to them impossible pay-
ments, but that thev still have far more

money over than they ever had before.

They are hence indebted to the agent
whom they vituperated, not only for the
policy and all it implies, but also for the
greater principle involved in the taking out
of a policy. And such converts, when they
have been brought to see the real value of
what the agent has to offer, constitute co-
operative workers. They tell friends, who,
before, were unapproachable to the agent.
The friends, in turn, became clients, and so
the circle widens. Moreover, the first policy
which was probablv a very small one, is
soon supplanted by another, often of a
considerably larger amount. When a man
has been taught how much he really can
save, and how good is the system of life in-
surance and its regular payments, he wants
to get as much benefit as possible from it.
Aopplications for additional insurance are
sure to follow. - Where there’s a will,
there’s a way;” and it is @ pity the agent
should have so much trouble in showing
the way for that will. A, general apprecia-
tion of all that is involved would make the
agent’s path so much easier. But, alas! it
would also take away his very reason for
existence. For people would then buy in-
surance as they buy butter at the grocer’s.
Insurance companies would then have no
need of soliciting agents.

The Hygiene of Occupation

HE effect of occupations upon the
health and longevity of those em-
ployed in them has long been a subject of
investigation among life insurance com-
panies. Laws dealing with the inspection
of factories and workshops, the prevention
of accident, and the regulation of child-
labor, have been passed in this country, but
it has remained for Great Britain to show
the best example of efficient industrial leg-
islation. These laws provide for protection
against the injurious action of special in-
dustries upon the lives of the workers em-
ployed, and also for the medical supervision
and inspection of factories and other manu-
facturing establishments.




INSURANCE

Considerable good has no doubt been ac-
complished in this direction by the life in-
surance companies. The system of medical
selection required is constantly jogging the
public mind, and drawing attention to the
dangers which threaten the life of the wage-
earner, and debar him from the benefits of
life insurance. The insurance company
takes note of existing conditions, and ad-
justs its rates in accordance with mortality
statistics.

The following is a classification of some
of the principal risks to which wage-earners
are exposed: (1) Over-fatigue; (2) ex-
posure; (3) dust, gases, and other injurious
products of manufacture; (4) accidents;
'(5) unsanitary dwellings and manner of
living.

With regard to pneumonia, the subject of
the chart in this issue, there are two prin-
cipal predisposing causes.  These are
physical exposure, and dust or injurious
products of manufacture, and these may
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occur either separately or in combination in
the occupations enumerated. Longshore-
men, for instance, who head the list, have
acquired this prominence from frequent ex-
posure to cold and wet. Those trades car-
ried on in a more even temperature, and free
from undue exposure to wet, will be found
the least dangerous in this respect—for in-
stance, carpenters, soldiers, and potters;
while thoge which involve sudden exposure
to cold after extremes of heat, such as
moulders and ironworkers, are among the
most dangerous. Among those possessing a
high death-rate from pneumonia are a
number, such as plumbers, stone-workers,
painters, printers, in which the worker is
exposed to dust, or other injurious pro-
ducts of manufacture. The substances just
mentioned, even when not present in quanti-
ties sufficient to produce their most dis-
tressing symptoms, no doubt weaken the
system, irritate the organs of respiration,
and otherwise predispose the worker to con-
tract pneumonia.
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THE FORIEUNATLE S| S

_ the cocoa-groves of that spicy isle and be back inside of two months.
The Fiji Islands are one of the show places of the Pacific, and are passed on the voyage from Vancouver
to Australia ~ They are mountainous and beautiful—hardly a level acre on one of them, and tropical vegeta-
tion growing strong and luxuriant on all the hills. Nothing can excecd the picturesqueness of the fibre-built huts
nesting beneath bananas, oleanders and cocoa-palms. Those tropical
plants are well worth seeing, with the bright-hued butterflies flitting . p—-— —
among them.

Then there’s the Government House with its cricket-ground next it—
English without a doubt—and the Barracks close by with the native
soldiers. But don’t expect to see any redcoats there. Nature clad the
Fijian in a sort of khaki from his birth, and with the British officers in
white uniforms and the men in white kilts fringed at the bottom a little
below the knee, a parade is as smart as it is original. They are a first-
class fighting lot, all the same.

But after all you may never get to Fiji. You have to tear yourself
away from Honolulu first, and it would not be at all strange if you pre-
ferred to stay in that romantic place.

What do you want on a holiday ?

Society 2 Well, you have it here—a delightful little coterie, mainly
American, bent on having a good time and generally succeeding. Who
could be dull beneath that blue sky and bright sun, and in a climate that
registered 89 as its highest and 57 as its lowest last year? There is
nothing to inte:fere with charming walks and drives in all directions.

Of course everyone goes to the great ¢‘ Pali,” or precipice of Nuuana.
It is only six miles from Honolulu, and the view is marvellously beautiful.
Think of a great ridge of rock running 20 miles across the island, with
little vallages and sugar-cane and rice fields stretching from its base to the
yellow sands that bound the sea.

Three splendid heights, Mauna Loa, 13,675 feet ; Mauna Kea, 13,805
feet ; and Haulalai, 8,275 feet, rise in Hawaii almost straight from the sea,

- with no elevations near to take away from their bulk.

You have bathed before? Of course you have; but speak not of
Atlantic City or even Los Angeles in the same breath as Honolulu. For
here there are miles of firm warm sands and miles of lovely coral reefs,
and the surf comes rolling in in splendid waves that seem miles long, too.

The natives have a sport of their own, which any good swimmer ay try. They call it surf-riding, and it is a
sort. of tobogganing over the waves. They swim out to sea with a little bit of a board, get astride it and let the
waves carry them in. It is a most exciting sport and not so dangerous as it looks, as the Hawaiian waters have a
good deal more buoyancy than the sea in other places.

Then there are the wonderful moonlight bathing parties in water rarely below 75 degrees.

" We must not stay all the time at Hawaii, however—more’s the pity—and the good steamer sails on past Fiji, till
Australia comes in sight. We first call at Brisbane, the
capital of Queenslnd, and end our voyage at Sydney, the
capital of New South Wales, and one of the most lovely
harbors in the world. :

Itis a great country this Anglo-Saxon Commonwealth
in the Antipodes, and any one with a taste for politics
will find much to interest him there. In cricket the
Australian is at least equal of his English cousin, and his
horses are known everywhere. There are not many
people would refuse a chance to see the Melbourne cup
won, were it offered them.

Then it is easy to get to New Zealand from Australia
or Fiji. In its interior are all manner of mountains and
waterfalls, glaciers and geysers, and its rocky coast line
with its deep, narrow inlets may only be compared to the
fiords of Norway and British Columbias

Go aboard one of the Canadian-Australian liners that
sail from Vancouver every four weeks. In eight days
you will be at Honolulu, in eighteen at [iji, and it’s only
five days from there to Brisbane and a week to Sydney.

It is a most enjoyable trip the whole way. The sea
is calm, the days warm and no worry can bother much,

' as the throbbing screw drives the ship peacefully on
over an apparently boundless, blue ocean. Remember, to reach Vancouver t,}}e Qa.na.dian Pacific Railway takes
fou through magnificent mountain scenery. Stop over a day or two at the Sanitarium Hotel at Banff, where there
s 8 reiular carnival of winter sports this year, or at Field and Glacier, and be on the lookout for a bargain in furs
from the trappers who live all the winter in the mountains. { :

In any case “ﬂou will enjoy yourself in the scenery and exhilaratin smr, and prepare yourself by the very force of

conirast for a fuller appreciation of the SUNNY SOUTHERN SEX .

ATRIP to Fiji sounds a little out of the way, yet it is perfectly possible to leave New York, have a stroll through

RAINBOW FALLS, HILO

A DATE-PALM AVENUE
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THE LISZT

STYLE—A. ;

There is one characteristic of the Liszr Piano which stands out
prominently, that is tone ; it appeals with singular eloquence to the
refined and musical. It admits of every possible shade of expression,
and charms the ear with its delightfully rich, full quality.

It is an instrument representing the embodiment of the latest
modern thought in piano construction.

The case design, reflecting an artistic colonial spirit, delights the
eye of the refined, and it is the ambition of the company to maintain
a high degree of excellence in beauty of design.

In Mahogany or Walnut, overstrung scale, 7 1-3 octaves, three
strings, repeating action with brass flange, three pedals, double
fall-board, patent noiseless pedal action, full desk.

Length, 5 ft. 3 in.; width,2 ft. 2 1-2 in.; height, 4 ft. 8 in.

When writing advertisers, please mention Tug NATIONAL MONTHLY
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THE LISZT

SHOWING ACTION

Showing the action with hammers and keys in position. They
are of the very best Canadian make, possessing all the latest
modern improvements. '

The action embodies the full brass flange.

The hammers are of the best German felt. :

The keys are made of the best ivory and the sharps ‘are of
ebony. '

The pedal action used in this piano is a patent, non-squeakable,
spring action, which obviates that disagreeable noise so often
found in pianos.

The Liszt Piano Co.

190 Wright Ave. - - TORONTO, ONT.

When writing p,dvertisers, please mention Tir NATIONAL MONTHLY
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THE LISZT

SHOWING FRAME

The frame, with heavy iron plate bolted to back, and with strings
in position, also showing iron support for key bottom.

The metal plate used in our pianos is braced with a view to
equal distribution of the immense strain of the strings, so that one
part of the plate is not bearing more than its proportion. The
improved scale ribs of iron cast on plate ensure a beautifully clear
treble. :

The strings are of the very best German music wire, and
wound with copper in bass section.

The Liszt Piano Co.
190 Wright Ave. - = TORONTO, ONT.

When writing advertisers, please mention THE NArioNAL MoNTHLY
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| Since organization, twelve years ago, this Company has paid in cash to, members $8,084,722.51. All
: withdvawafs have been paid gpomptﬁy. Every dollar paid in, with interest, beéing returned to the withdrawing
member when the required period has been reached.

12TH ANNUAL STATEMENT

| York County Loan and Savings Company

TORONTO, CANADA, DECEMBER 3fst, 1903

ToroNTO, February 29th. 1904,

Zo Members : ;
The management have much pleasure in presenting the Twelfth Annual Statement, for the year ending December
31st, 1903, which shows the continued growth of the Company.
Cash paid withdrawing members amounted to $768,063.43, an increase over the previous year of $31,715.37.
The Assets have been increased by over half a million dollars—$515,841.25, and now stand at $2,087,977.03.
$10,000.00 has been transferred from the surplus profits to the Reserve Fund, which now amounts to $65,000.00.
The new business written, also the increase in membership, was larger in amount than any previous year.
The Directors are determined that the greatest carefulness and economy shall be practised in the management so
as to ensure the continuance of the unequalled success which has attended the operation of the Company.

Respectfully,
JOSEPH PHILLIPS, President.
: ASSETS LIABILITIES

Mortgage Loans on Real Estate - - - $730,796 13 Capital Stock Paid In - - . . $1,717,256 48
Real Estate - - - - - - . 844,832 68  Dividends Credited - - - - - 47,504 34
Municipal Debentures and Stocks - - - 190,758 75 Amount Due on Uncompleted Loans - 708 56
Loans on Company’s Stock - - - - 95,828 45  Borrowers’ Sinking Fund - - - - 47,938 65
Accrued Interest - - - - - - 5,920 02 Mortgages Assumed for Members - - 10,100 00
Advances to Borrowers, Taxes, Insurance, etc. 3,345 82  Reserve Fund - - - . - - 65,000 00
Accounts Receivable - - - - - 945 99  Contingent Account, - . - 199,469 00
Furniture and Fixtures - - - - 8,343 26 AR
The Molsong'Bank - - - - - - 201,735.25 Total Liabilities - - - - $2,087,977 03
Cash on Hand - - - - - - 5,470 68

Total Assets - - - - $2,087,977 03

; ToroNTO, February 15th, 1904,

‘We hereby certify that we have carefully examined the books, accounts and vouchers of the York County

Loan and Savings Company, and find the same correct and in accordance with the above Balance Sheet.
We have also examined the mortgages and other securities of the Company, and find the same in good order.

THOMAS G. HAND, s
G. A. HARPER, }Audltors.

Results of Systematic Savings . General Remarks.
- . The York County Loan and Savings Company was
Date, TPotaT A Lt Cash Paid Reserve incorporated in December, 1891, under the revise Statutes
v *| Members. Fund. of (gngang, x}gd has ever since experienced an uninter-
rupted growth.
It is a mutual Company. ‘All members share alike in
Koo, Bls6, %ggi 317:725:§2 ?g:gggg}, its earnings, proportionately to their investments.
“ ¢ 1895 | | 174,608.04 43,656.88 $1,000.00 The plan of the Company affords an o i
) b G pportunity to
e %% %’%&% gg.gg{z:gé 1%’%:88 ?:;':embggg%rv ;};’sggxggtﬁcally. which experience has shown
“ 1808 [ 540,394.9] 247,691.87 18,000.00 :
IR G 732,834.27 220,852.70 25,000.00 Few people, no matter how large their incomes, save
¢ 1900 | 1,002,480.89 298,977.95 40,000.00 anything. The great majority live close to their incomes,
« w30 | VSRYOTE | s | oegw Tuotbeyond.
ek 087.97%. Naa 200, The value of this Company’s plan of saving is that its
¢ 1903 | 2,087,977.03 768,063.43 |  65,000.00 tendency is to correct tgis 5 revailing heedlessness by
requu;ﬁ!g a regular fixed sum be laid aside each week
or month.
JosrpH PHILLIPS, President. V. RoBin, Treasurer.
A. T. HUNTER, LL.B., Vice-President. E. Burr, Supervisor.
1

R. H. SANDERSON, Building Inspector.

HEAD OFFICES: 243 RONCESV_ALLES, TORONTO

When writing advertisers, please mention THE NATIONAL MONTHLY
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e BUNTIN REID MEMORIAL

=————COMPANY STAINED GLASS

WINDOWS

WHOLESALE

Our designs are of the highest

Paper Dealers

excellence, and are carried out

in that incomparably beautiful

TORONTO material, Antique Glass. Consult

us if interested in the erection of

4 memorial.* .. ¢

THE PAPER USED IN THIS MAGAZINE “ ROBERT MCCAUSLAND, Limited

IS OUR CROWN BOOK NATURAL :
86 Wellington St. West, Toronto

We Sell
Typewriters

$30.00, $40.00 and

ROYAL -

Insurance Company

OF LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND

$50.00 Up. The Largest and Wealthiest Fire Insurance
2 : Company in the World
According to the style of machine P
desired.
HEAD OFFICE FOR CANADA, MONTREAL
‘We can safely say that our rebuilt typewriters Wum. MACKAY NokrL H. Torror J. H. Laserre
are the best on the market. We use genuine factory Manager Life Superintendent | Ass't Manager

parts and employ the best workmen in the business.
‘We also guarantee every typewriter we sell for one
year.
Price List of Rebuilt Typewriters
Sent on Request.

GEORGE Jacomy, Fire Superintendent

TORONTO BRANCH :

Royal Insurance Building,
27-29 Wellington St. East

Canadian Typewriter Co.

45 Adeclaide Street East
TORONTO ; Telephones Main 839 and Maln 5540

C. McL. STINSON, LocAL MANAGER

When writing advertisers, please mention Tig NATIONAL MONTHLY
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Sanderson Pearcy & Co.
%2

MANUFACTURERS OF

PEARCY'’S
Pure Prepared Paints

Fine Varnishes
and Colors

N

61-65 Adelaide St. West
TORONTO

G0 0000009000000 0000909090000000000000009

X

00000090000 0009000 8000000000000

THE
MOLSONS BANK

INCORPORATED 1835

Head Office: MONTREAL

- $3,000,000
3,000,000

JAMES ELLIOT,

()ulcr al Manager.

A. D. DURNFORD,

Chief Inspector and Supt. of Branches.

Capital paid up
Reserve Fund -

47 Branches throughout Canada

AGENTS IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL CITIES
OF THE WORLD

TORONTO BRANCH:
Corner King and Bay Streets

96000000

0000006000006 00000000000000000000

9000000000000 000000000000000000000000003000

L X 4

Doing Business at the

. OLD STAND
51-53 Wellington St. W.

Our stock is unusually well assorted.
New goods arriving daily.

PAPER, STATIONERY :
OFFICE SUPPLIES
ACCOUNT BOOKS

MEMORANDUM BOOKS
DIARIES, LEATHER GOODS
FOUNTAIN PENS

PRINTERS’ AND BOOKBINDERS’
SUPPLIES
Forming a thoroughly up-to-date stock.

BROWN BROS. uec

Manufacturing Stationers, Etc.

TORONTO
Tm“:monms—MA!N 3852, 3853

BanK Safes

poy

—|45

I47 FRONTST. EASTTURDNTD

Safety Deposit Vaults

When writing advertisers, please mention Tur NATionfT, MoNTHLY
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Great Pre-Inventory Clearance Sale

STANDARD SETS

F you will look over the following list of standard sets, taking note of the
big reductions from publishers’ prices, we feel sure you will find many
sets you will want to purchase at these tempting prices. The ‘¢ cutting’’
has been dome simply to reduce our stock before inventory. All of the
books are attractively bound and are rare bargains at the prices offered.

STANDARD AUTHORS

Dickens; ;iiivi AR A, 15 vols., half red leather......... Regular $15 00 for $10 00
Rk enss oA s i e TR U Lo+t ool s bR s & 10 00 for 6 00
Dumaeas o bbioiis i Gl s o ie T D KT AS 15 00 for 11 00
{11 F i ) R Or S O B S RGN i e A LR o1 12 00 for 9 00
Rl e S L R S D RIS AOEE I e S s AT e 10 60 for ¥ 50
Shakeaspeareli, /o o sre s s iy 20 5 4 { c“if:g;?;;: = } & 25 00 for 10 00
SHalcespears oL ius c TR v G nse ThipRi s e s nobi s 3 00 for 2 50
5 TSR s e DR e S Ul e Gl S R R T e £ 10 00 for 7 50
Hasthorners oeoiniy Sase s Ftd SR e T p 7 00 for b 25
) Dl T ek A e e b el s Gonue e A £ 13 00 for 9 00s
10,4770 e R R e e 18 4% S BRI e = 6 00 for 4 50
Buizdt =Eraice 2 il e SN T N T R = 8 00 for 6 00
Modern Paintersis . oicei . iiae.: B¢ Wflgry L R R e 5 COfor 376
Macaulay’s England...... ........ Dy fE R R e ) 5 00for 8176
Macaulay’s Essays and Poems . ..... SN S s SR R G i 3 00 for 2 25
History of the Jews, Josephus...... s RRAT LS P PR e i 3 00 for 2 25
Stones of Venice.......ccoavvueinnn S e SN T A e e 300for 225
Seven Great Monarchies, Rawlinson, 3 ¢ LA e e o 3 00for 2 25
TWO-VOLUME SETS—Regular $2.00, for $1.25
Count of Monte Cristo Twenty Years After The Three Musketeers
Conquest of Peru Conquest of Mexico
History of Ancient Egypt, Rawlinson Motley’s Dutch Republic

Carriage Extra

WILLIAM BRIGGS

29-.33 Richmond St. West, - Toronto, Ont.
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Roncesvalles Engineering and
Construction Co.

CONSULTING, EXPERT, AND CONSTRUCTING ENGINEERS

243 Roncesvalles, Toronto, Ont.

POWER PLANTS 3
ELECTRIC AND STEAM RAILWAYS
MANUFACTURING ESTABLISHMENTS

Concrete Bridges, Dams and Other
Structures a Specialty

Al GOVERNMENT AND MUNICIPAL REFERENCES

When writing advertisers, please mention Tur NarioNan MoNTHLY
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EMPLOYERS’ LIABILITY

ASSURANCE CORPORATION

Limited
OF LONDON, ENGLAND
Capital - - - = - $5,000,000.00

Reserves for Policy-Holders, $836,805.00
(Independently of Capital.)

Personal Accident—Health—Liability and Fidelity
Insurance.

STANDS FIRST in the Liberality of its Policy Contracts—In
Financial Strength—In the Liberality of its Loss Settlements.
Total Available Resources, $6,000,000,
Deposited with the Receiver-General in Canada for the Benefit ot
Canadian Policy-Holders, $120,4560.00.

GRIFFIN & WOODLAND, Managers for Canada
HEAD OFFICES:
BRITISH EMPIRE BUILDING - - - - MONTREAL
TEMPLE BUILDING - - - - - - TORONTO

Roemington
Typewriters

are strong and durable
machines—every user
says so.

Remington Typewriter Co.
327 Broadway, New York.

Where the greatest and busiest enterprises centre—where the work
is hardest—where the conditions are most exacting—where the need for
strength and reliability is greatest—where there is no room for weaklings,
whether they be men or machines, there you will always find the
Remington Typewriter.

The Remington Typewriter Co., Limited
TORONTO LONDON HAMILTON MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER OTTAWA ST, JOHN
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e e A 5 —om e

A good baking oven is what
every housewife requires in a range.
Other advantages add to the use-
fulness of the range, but an easily
regulated, perfect baking and roasting

oven is an indispensable feature. It

is the perfection in operation of the

oven of the

Imperial Oxford
=—Ran g’eE

that has made it such a striking success.

It is in the oven construction that the greatest difference is
found between the Imperial Oxford and any other range on the
market. The diffusive oven flue draws the cold air from the floor,
superheats it, and distributes it throughout the oven, keeping it at
an even temperature in all parts. This flue also makes it easy to
regulate the heat of the oven and secures a marked saving in fuel. ~
If your dealer doesn’t handle the Imperial Oxford, write to us direct,
and we will send you our catalogue and tell you where you can see
the range. ;

The Gurney Foundry Co. vimites,
TORONTO, CANADA.

MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, * VANCOUVER.
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Extracts from the first Government Report of
THE

TORONTO LIFE

INSURANCE
COMPANY

(Commenced business 28th September, 1903)

The result of THREE MONTHS' work of the Company, .
terminating 31st December, 1903,

Business wrttt - - $1,352,800

Business in force (31st Dec. 1903) - $1,269,550

Cash Premium Receipts - - $13,988.88

Assets at 31st Dec,, 1903 - - - $86,648.35

Sutplus on Policyholder’s account - $52,953.23

— Toronto Life
INSURANCE COMPANY

OSEPH PHILLIPS 243 Ronces 11
J President HRAL OUXISN { Toronto, vé @ :.




