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You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

A delictous drink and a sustaining

food. Fragrant, nutritious and

economical. This excellent Cocoa

maintains the system in robust

health. and should be used in every
home in the Dominion.

Epps’s
Cocoa

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in ¥-1b. and %-1b. Tins.

s
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S't. Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Streot
NEW YORK
Buropean Plan Con t L T il

WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON L

The Convenient. Location, Tasteful Appointment,
Reasonable Charges, Courteous: Attendance, and
Cuisine of Kxceptional Excellence are Character- :
istic of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained
for it a Patronage of the Highest Order.

| Twenty
Y ears of
Floor

Laying

have qualified us to
advise as experts in
this branch of house
furnishing. Write
for our catalogue of
floor designs :

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

A HOUSEHOLD
REMEDY FOR

All Functional Derangements of
the Liver, Temporary Congestion
arising from Alcoholic Beverages,
Errors in Diet, Biliousness, Giddi-
ness, Heartburn, or Constipation.
It is & Refreshing and Invigorat-
ing Beverage, most invaluable to
Travellers and Residents in Trop-
ical Climates.

CAUTION.—FEzxamine the Capsule and see that

it is marked ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT, otherwise
ow have the sincerest form of flattery—
MITATION,

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

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

ELLIOTT & SON
: Manufacturers Lndrsn
* 79 King St. W., Toronto
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Two of th
world's most
useful and
valued ne-
cessities to
protect our
1 women and
| keep them

¥ OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEA ’
W All rights secured.” RS' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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s CECIL, oo

Architecturally Famous as the
Finest Hotel Structure in Furope

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Cecil by requesting a Booklet, This litle
volume presents by illustration and description a fair idea ot the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its im-
posing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general infor.
mation of service to the visitor to town. It can be had for the asking from the Offices of THe
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada.

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term, wi‘th a fixed Tariff based on
strict relation to the MODERN COST OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the
modest, but comfortable, Single Room to the most elaborate Suite. The public Apartments—
spacious and elegantly equipped—have no rival in Europe. The situation of the Hotel is Central
and Convenient ; indeed, a SOURCE OF CONSIDERABLE TRAVEL ECONOMY to visitors
to town on business or pleasure bent.

TARIFF
BEDROOMS. IN RESTAURANT.
R AR From s_;.gg Pc‘:."“y}N°fi‘;‘},’§3,’°’ Déjcuner, $1.25; Diner, $1.80 and $2.50; Souper. $1.25
Double, isoms... ~ o - J Atiendance Or & Ia Carte.
BREAKFAST.
Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor). ...... 60c., 70c., 85¢. ORCHESTRA AT ALL MEALS,
LUNCH. % On Sundays Vocal Concert after Diflner.
Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor)........... . .....8¢. é
DINNER. There is no charge for Attendance or L.ght.

Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor) ... . ........ $1.25 INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF DESIRED.
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THE JAPANLESE

HERE has been a good deal of talk,
from a political standpoint, about
the “Japanese Influx to Bntish

Columbia,” but not so much has been
said about that interesting race as actual
citizens of Canada. €] Margaret Eadie
Henderson, a careful observer and able
writer, will tell in the May number of the
Canadian Magazine just how her fellow-
citizens from the Land of the Rising Sun
have impressed her.

LL who have read Dr. Louié
Frechette's delightful series of sket-
ches entitled ‘ French-Canadian

Folk Lore,” the last of which appears in
this issue, will be pleased to hear that the
May number will contain an unusually
d@range and semi-historical sketch by the
same author, entitled

‘DRAPEAU THE PATRIOT’
THE CanaspiaN NMBGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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HOTEL METROPOLE, LONDON

Admittedly the most comfortable hotel in Europe'
N Northumberland

Avenue, adjoining
Trafalgar Square. A
favonte hotel with Can-
. adians. Mot centrally
situated. Close to Royal
Palaces, Westminster
Abbey, Houses of Par-
liament, and fashionable
centres. Orchestra. Lux-
unously furnished’ sutes
of rooms with private

baths attached.

Proprietors : 4
GORDON HOTELS, LIMITED
Illustrated Tariff Booklets from Canadian Magazine Office

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

”*A1l SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"”

‘Sole Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent, H. HUBBARD, 27 Common Street, Montreal, P Q.

w B AS O POUAL Eibe Queen of Toilet lpreparations" it Entirely Removes and

Prevents all

REDNESS,
THE SKIN IRRITATION,
SOFT, CHAPS, Etc.
SMOOTH, B— '::;35.‘3;555
SOOTHING AND REFRESHING
AND WHrrE after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, etc, ?:l:. fh(zh:';ll;ffgr
at AL seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England, ":,3,5{,&3%;",";.{’5
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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Westminster Bridge, London, England.

WILD’S FIrsT.CLASS TEMPERANCE HOTELS

e, LONDON
Giy . . 30 to 40 LUDGATE HILL

ELECTRIC LIFT
Central for the Wholesale Houses, Continental Trains and City.
Telegrams; Wild’s Hotel, London. Telephone; 4695 Holborn

Also at

70 and 71 EUSTON SQUARE

(Close to Euston, Midland and G. N. R. Stations.)
Convenient for Early and Late Trains.

Telegrams; Wild’s, 71 Euston Sq. Telephone ; 1949 North.

-

Home Comforts, Gleanliness and Quiet. = R b
For Illustrated'bookleb. giving h?ll particulars of tariff, ete., apply to The Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto

THE THIS quiet and comfortable Family Hotel is well known
and largely patronized by Colonial visitors requiring the

comforts of the larger licensed Hotels at a moderate fixed
or on o e tariff. Commodious Dining, Drawing aud Smoking Rooms.
New Lounge designed by Warings. Eleetric light throught.

out, Bathrooms (hot and cold) on every floor, Hydrauali
RUSSELL SQUARE Vacuum Cleaner, Passenger Lift, Night Porter, Telephone, 3
LONDON, W.C.

Bedroom, Bath, Lights, Attendance, and

We. B. CLARKE, Proprietor Table d’ Hote Breaktast, $1.35.
Close to all the great London termini, theatres, Or en Pension from $2.00 per day inelusive

and shopping centres, yet quiet and restful

surrounded by the beaufiful gardens of Russeli Telephone Gerrard 1618.

Square. One minute from Russell Square

station on Piceadilly* Tube.” Telegrams, Morton Hotel, London

—
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THE

mitrzn LANGHAM HOTEL

Portland Place and Regent Street, London, W.
FAMILY HOTEXL OF THE HIGHEST ORDER

Quiet, Open and Bealthf Location in Fashionable Part of West End.
Close to Best Shops, and Oonvenient for Theatres and Tube Rallway

Benger’s Food with Milk
forms a Dainty, Delicious, and
most Easily Digested Cream.

Itassists Nature without imposing

a task upon the digestive organs.

Benger's Food is a great restora-
tive, and rich in all the elements

necessary to sustain life.

The Bﬁli!h Medieal JOIlrnal says i—
* Benger's Food has, by its excellence,
established a reputation of its own.”

Benger's Food can be oblained

through most wholesaledruggists
and leading Drug Stores.
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Made

with the same

unfailing care for
half-l-oantury.

Callard & Bowser’s
Butter-Scotch

You may enjoy Callard & Bowser's
Butter-Scotch with the comfortable
assurance that only first-class materials
are employed in its manufacture,

MWM

Oakey'’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY QLOTH
Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s |

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning arfd Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN REPRESENTATIVES : 1

The
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL. London & Toronto

14 Front St. East
Toronto

Trading Co. Canada

"A LAUGHING BABY IS A HEALTHY BABY

To Lessen the Troubles of Teething use

l DOGTOR STEDMAN’S
TEETHING POWDERS

Entirely free from any harmful ingredient,
/ ‘as testified by Dr. Hassall's certificate.
Purchasers must see the Trade Mark of a
Gum Lancet m on each Powder and
Packet. In Yellow Paper. Of all Chemists

Send for Booklet, “Nursery
Doctor,” post free and Stores.

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
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Dlstmctlve anaSatlsfymg

Tell us to send you free samples of the
exceptional values in new fabrics that we
sell by the yard or make up to your
measure. Handsome showings in Coat-
ings, Dress Fabrics, Tweeds, Venetians,
Delaines, Linens, Cottons, Silks and

The Serge that Stands the
Test of Time

&;eltm PBuwtnetts |

Joyal €[ qu&

No. 54
Made of 800d WOOl dyed wel] woven cuit 1o measure, in Special Value

well. Many colors, welght and prices. soft make Navy $14.50

Costume in bpe(.ial Value $12.50 Real value at moderate prices. Costumes =~
Royal Serge, to measure from $6.45. Skirts from $2,45. Girls'
Dresses from $2.30. Men's Suits from
$9.15. Boys' Suits from $3.05, etc.

Holders of 24
Royal Warrants

“The Suit of Clothes and Overcoat have
safely come to hand in splendid condition.
They fit to perfection. On prices out here
I have saved from $15.00 to $20.00 on
the outfit.” P.F.C., V. ver,B.C,, C d

“I received the dresses in good order and
must say they are very satisfactory, the fit is
splendid. We are very pleased with them,

and must thank you for your kind attention.”
Miss N. M., Sheba, G.M.O., South Africa.

NEW SPRING AND SUMMER
. SAMPLES, Measurement Blanks, Style
o, 1A Plates, Price Lists, etc., all sent Postpaxd

No. 08
BOY! Norfolk Suits, in “Wontare- FREE for the askmg Maid’s Costume to measure, with
wilware'’ Tweeds or good Navy trimmings, in good $11 40
SG'rB’e tomea- $4 20 to $7 70 ADDRESS Royal Serge - -

Sailor Dresses from $2.30

EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England
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The new Bailey is worthy of the greatness of modern London and takes rank with the great palaces of jus
for which Kurope is celebrated. Frontage, 287 ft. (Old Bailey) and 142 ft. (Newgate St.); average height ﬂ'omjbl‘::
ment to top of balustrade, 75 ft.; height of dome to the ball, 195 ft.; bronze figure of Justice, 12 ft. high; civicsword
held by statue, 6 ft. long.  Figures over entrance representing ** The Recording Angel,” * Truth” and “Fortitude,”
soulptured by Mr. F. W. Pomeroy, A.R.A. :

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S
[ T GLOVES " T |

Ladies’ Superior
Quality Fine Chevrette,
in Tan, Beaver Brown,

The ‘Cynthia” Ladies’ Kid
Gloves, in White. Cream, Pastel,
Putty, Greys, Beaver, Tans,
Browns and Navy, 3 Buttons. 6 . .
pairs for $3.57 Sample Pair 60 Grey and Black, lined with
Cents. Colored Silk. 3 Press But-

The Lebo * Real Kid Th ¥ :
et Bt WhEBS | | o, | “Laaios Glace Kk,
colors. 6 pairs .26, - . Co. o -

in Beaver, Brown, Slate,
Tie 15 Baphe. hold the Tan, Nav'y. Green and

Best Quality Washable French . £ a
Kid lm?wu, yIn White, Pastel, largest Black, lined with rich
Bﬂ;’i’b Tni-.BBtr&wn ‘,?d l'fir!rsg'l._ variety of | Colored Milanese Silk, 4
wit) earl Buttons. 6 pairs s
$6 09 _Sample Pair $1.03 Gloves in s::;’aiBru“om' 85 CENTS

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Mocha .
Finish, in Tan, Beaver and Grey thf United ALadies’ Superior
shades, 3 Buttons. 6 pairs for $3.53. Kingdom | Quality Tan Cape
Sample Pair 61 Cents. il ave Gloves, Wool Lining,

M&:’ g-;l.l 8'::0115' Glo_l'(ﬂ. = d Piqué Sewn, Strap and

a smart good-wearin, jove, Tan, Prepare Y .
R Beaver, Girey Snudes st Hiack P e d Press 2;"63" as illustra
pique sewn, 2 Press Buttons. ¢ | toforwar tion. "
| pairs for $4.14. Sample Pair 71 | any of their Ladies’ Fine Chev-

Be y A

ents. rette, in Brown and

} 'lque sewn, Imperial Points, in
Jark Tan, Beaver and Grey, with
2 Horn Press Buttons. 6 pairs for
$7.06 Sample Pair $1.19.

The ‘‘Esme” Ladies’ Real Kid Gloves, beautiful quality,
4n Black, White and all Light and Dark shades.

§-Button "Length Mousquetaire, $0 91 per pair
12-Button ** ik 1.19 per pair
16-Button  ** = 1.52 per pair
20-Button = 1.83 per pair

Ladies’ Real Reindeer Gloves, | celebrated | GLOW% g 0o n 70y 1o

Write for our Detailed Price List, Fully Illustrated, Post Free on Application. Remittances, including Postage, to be made b Internationa)
Money Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, at the General Post Office, London. 'Only uldn:u:y

45 & 45a CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.; and 82 & 83 NEW BOND STREET, w.

Fur lined, 1 Press Button.
$1.09 per pair.

.Ladies Imitation ek
Sealskin Fur Back s
Gloves, Wool Lining, Leather Palms, Elastic Wrist
$|£52dlper’ pﬁlr. . A -

adies’ Muskrat Gauntlets, lined Whi
Leather Palms. $3.08 per pair, i hite Laetay
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & GLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND 7 e

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

AND FURNISHERS TO
His Gracious Majesty THE KING,
H. R. H. The Princess of Wales,
2 ,‘&o MEMBERS OF THE ROYAIL FAMILY AND THE
5 COURTS OF KUROPE,

Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels,
Railways, Steamships, Institutions, Regiments and
the General Public, direct with every description of

SEHOLD LINEN

From the Least Expensive to the Fmest in the World.
Which, being Woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last,

By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more than that
usually charged for common-power loom goods.

IRISH LINENS : LinenSheetings, twoyards wide, 46c. per yard ; 234 yards wide, 57c¢.
per yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard
Dusters from 78¢c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per yard
Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 1oc. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 74c. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 74c.; 24 yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckabout Towels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special attention to Club, Hotel or

HCess Orders.)
MATCHLESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longcloth, $8.52

the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze Oxford
and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new, with good
materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts, for £3.36 the half doz.

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS : *“ The Cambrics of Robinson
& Cleaver have a world-wide fame.”’—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever
seen.’”’—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz. ; ILadies’, from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—-Ladies’, 66¢. to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

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

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING : A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises.

trimmed embroidery 56c. ; Nightdresses, 94c. ; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 : Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—All Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Belfast, Ireland.

Our Catalogues can be obtained by Post Card
the " Canxdian M :

NOTE.—Beware of i i
%60 the oot parties using our name

e employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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GREAT WESTERN RAILWAY

OF ENGLAND

‘AR. E. W. BURCH, the recently appointed GENERAL
AGENT for the G. W. R. at 428 TRADERS
BANK BUILDINGS, TORONTO, will give every information
in regard to faciliies for PASSENGERS and FREIGHT
from and to CANADA.

JAMES C. INGLIS,

Paddington Station, General Manager.
{London, W.

A LOVELY CLEAR COMPLEXION THE GREAT REMEDY,
SULPHOLINE
SKIN LOTION
The standard remedy
s e o ke GOUT
al\\lr,:)gxde'erf:lcure forEczema. & RHEU MATIC PI LLS.

ENSURED BY USING h H I R
of over 35 years 8
Maintains its reputation as

the most healthful, soothing and Strongly recommended by the late Dr. Hastings, "
cooling lotion for the skin. .. Dr. Ramskill, and other noted doctors, =
N.B.—A special effect of Sulpholine: To develop and sus- BLAIR’S have proved themselves for many years the best
tain a lovely cumplexiva in Sun, Lust, Heat, Frost and Cold Winds, cure for Gout, Rheumatism, Lumbago, and Sciatica,
A good complexion is - Purely Vegetable. 'Sure and Safe. :

better than a pretty face. Agents, Lyman Bros., Toronto

All Chemists and Stores 1/1} and 2/9 per box,

Tailoring Department

A smart, modern, skillful, and an efficient tailoring department that is sure of its work, sure of its patrons—so sure that
money is refunded if fit, fashion and material are not all satisfactory. We sell Hamilton’s Irish Homespuns direct to
the public, and our patrons enjoy two very real advantages. The first is the saving of the profits and expenses of mid-
dlemen. The second is our “money-back’ guarantee of their genuineness. We also guarantee the material hand spun

and hand woven from pure wool only. Vegetable dyes.

Hamilton’s Irish Homespuns

Spun in textures, designs, and weights suitable for ladies, gentlemen, boys and girls,
Materials from 42 cents per yard.
Ladies’ Custumes, complete, from $16.00. Gentlemen’s Suits, complete, from $14.00.
Please write for free box of patterns, also *“The White House Budget.” Address Desk 59.

Depot for Irish Peasant Industries. THE WHITE HOUSE-, PORTRUSH, IRELAND

—
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As your teeth
are wanted to last

—for years to come—

begin now to use

(alverts
Zooth Yowder

‘ However perfect your teeth b‘

may naturally be, they stll
require, and wi!l well repay,
the slight trouble and the

SOOTHING

Powders

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT,
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, etc.
Preserve a healthy state of the constitution
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.

CONTAIN short time you should daily
No give to their care,
POISON Regular use of Calvert's

Carbolic Tooth Powder

e o ensures a complete antiseptic
pEACH SSONS cleansing, helps the tooth- f"
brush to do its work easily,
LACE CURTA!NS pleasantly, and thoroughly, \J

luustrated List & Buyers' Guide. The largest and mo:t S
complete Window Drapery Guide in Canadian Currer and thus assists your own
efforts towards keeping the

Sorx Makenrs and Patentees of “ CONTRENET " Cur
Twice the Wear. No Extra Cost. Latest sty Jets,
Muslins, Cretonnes, Blinds, Linen, Ladies’ and

by '\’-f:;',f'""f‘:'!lffi‘.‘,f.r.:-.."}i'.."f.‘&’(i”.E:‘,i’,.‘.’.‘"p‘ig Seveshotiy. teeth in the best possible
POPULAR GANABIAN PARGEL condion.
6 [iico Guriains $8.40 "i00reel $4.30 Wote.; lass s Goorinkior bopr B8
S Cctniuy. o) ds. Jouk 0 st wiaey Sample oo if you send 3 ct. stamp
2 pairs exquisite Drawingroom Curtains, 849 Dorchester.St. West, Montre

4 vds. long, 2 yds. wide.
2 pairs choice Bedroom Curtains, 3 yds. long, Descriptive booklet free: Tells also
ins. wide. (White or Ecru) postage paid, about our Antiseptic Soaps and other

43 y : U i
Marvellous Value. Reliable Goods. Quite Distinet, Preparations

Digecr ¥roM THE LooMms. Direcr 1o You. V\_7 \J
Price Lists may be nhtained at the office of this Paper ————
SAML. PEACH & SONS, The Looms,

Box 664, NOTTINGHAM.Eng. (Est.1857.

KINGSLEY HOTEL ..oiim.

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

T H A C K E R AY (OPPOSITE THE
GREAT RUSSELLI-!,IQE’EI;’EL!)‘NDBS;‘TISH MUSEUM)

HESE well-appointed and c di TEMPER s = <
T moderate charges, of those who desire all the colv‘:zsniefi aonslifi‘vsn:&l"el: :,‘f bue’helv ed, meet the requicements, at
These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throu hout, Bathreoms on oo ser modern Licensed Hotels.
Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms, Heat, throughout every floo:

FIREPROOF FLOORS PERFECT SANITATION 'l"u.uruo.u NIGHT A

i Bedrooms, Including Attendance, from 3/6 to 6/ o
Inclusive Charge for Bedroom, Attendance, Table d'Hote, Breakfast and Dia £
Kingsley Hotel, ** Bookcraft, London.” P Telegraphic Addresses ner. from 8/6 to 10/6 per day.

For Illustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tarift, ete., apply to the OnurTo mbulum“ :en{:o? “ Thackeray, London.”
0., + Toronto, Canada.

T, spacious Diming, Drawing,
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t British periodical Literature
+ under Postal Preference

Referring to the recently granted Postal Preference on
British Literature the

CANADIAN POSTMASTER-GENERAL

in his Annual Report remarks:—

“Apart from the Political Results, there is the solid
“intellectual advantage of having opened to Canadian
“use the finest periodical press in the English language.”’

Are YOU getting this advantage? Why not? A sub-
scription to a British Periodical costs but a trifling sum now,
and will put you in touch with the best expert writers on all
topics. Write to day for our new 72 pp- pamphlet “British
Periodical Literature under Postal Preference” (gratis).

WM. DAWSON & SONS, Limited
Manning Chambers, TORONTO
The Largest Postal Subscription Agency in the World

------------------------
lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

Che Bny's Own Paper
Che Girl's Oun Paper

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

Price for each, 10c. per copy, $1.20 per year

MWartnirk Brogs. & Butter, Dimitea

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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HOTEL VISITING ENGLAND

Ensure Luxury with TRUE ECONOMY by making’

ECONOMY * your headquarters the

g Tweesmeoony | HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL
which is extravagance. LONDON
It is “Hotel Economy” RENDEZVOUS of the BEST CANADIAN
so called. In selecting § FAMILIES visiting the METROPOLIS
an Hotel, only the best From rthe HEALTH, COMFORT and ECONOMY standpoints the
. onomical, for apart “GREAT CENTRAL” is LONDON'S FINEST HOTEL. Towering
is €C o § £ above the residentiusl })ropcny in the vicinity, it is the highest build
from the discomfort o ing 'twixt the WEST END area and the northern heights of London N
the second-rate estab- with the open country beyond. Within a few minutes walk of
lishment, the ‘‘extras” Regent’s Park, Hyde Park and Zoological Gardens, and in touch with all

F e | k parts of London via Tube Service i--ediatd{ joining the hotel.
not infrequently make Spacious and comfortable Public Rooms, reposeful Bedrooms, first-
the total outlay equal to class Cuisine, selected Wines, Table d’Hote, & 1a Carte, and Gril] st very
—if not more than— moderate charges. Orchestras, Concertsevery Sunday evening in Winter
B class hioeed charges. Garden. Theatre and Ticket Booking Offices, W ell-disciplined Services,

Of the FREDE!UCK HOTELS, LTD.

q In Hotel Life the Which comprise HOTEL BURLINGTON, Dover ; ROYAL PAVIT jox HotEr

K ®  Folkstone; SACKVILLEY HOTEL, Bexhill-on-Sea; Horer MAJESTIC
BEST is SELECT— Harrogate ; HOTEL METROPOLE, Whithy ;

HOTEL RUSSELL, London-.
SELECT the BEST. The Most Complete Hotel Organization in Europe

Tariff Booklet gladly sent on Receipt of application direct or from Tug

ONTARIO PUBLISHING Co., LTp., ToroNTO.,
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The Last Best West

Health, Liberty and Prosperity

Awaits the Settler in the Prairie Provinces of Alberta, Saskatchewan
and Manitoba.

From eastern Canada, the United States, the British Isles and
continental Europe farmers in thousands are yearly flocking to secure

A Free Homestead
160 Acres

which the Canadian Government offers to every man over 18 years of
age able and willing to comply with the homestead regulations.

The Construction of hundreds of miles of new railways has brought
millions of acres within easy access of transportation facilities and
provided employment at remunerative wages for those desirous of
engaging in such labour while waiting for returns from their first
crop. Thousands of free. homlesteads yet available.  First comers

have first choice.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

may be freely obtained from

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION,

OTTAWA, CANADA.

J. BRUCE WALKER, COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION,
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, or

J. OBED SMITH, ASSISTANT SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION

11-12, CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENGLAND.

i L R S
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Telephone No. :

elegrams :
- 3022 Kensington.

« sSuasively, London.”
: Manager,
Prince of Wales Hotel,
De Vere Gardens,
Kensington,
London, W,

oL |
| N

LONDON

The Prince of Wales

HOTEL

De Vere Gardens, Kensington,
Hyde Park, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine Unsurpassed.
Accommodation for 140 Visitors.

The Prince of Wales Hotel. Situation most fash-
ionable and central for pleasure and business, nearly
opposite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet, being
just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within a few minutes ride of Hyde Park Corner.

The Prince of Wales Hotel. Terms, inclusive, en
weekly, single, £2 12s. 6d. ($12.80) and upwards.
Special reductions this month to families and officers.
Single Bedrooms 4s. 0d. (1.00) Breakfast 2s. 0d. (50¢)
Luncheon 2s.6d.(60c) Dinner 3s.6d.(85¢)
Or daily, with full board and baths 9s. 0d. ($2.20)

The Prince of Wales Holtel. Ladies and gentle-
men contemplating taking up or changing their residence
in London are requested to inspect this residential Hotel.

The DE VERE HOTEL

LONDON LONDON
E HOTEL, W.
Yaein vKEer'lsmgmn Gardens, Close to the Albert Hall.
THE DE

.
ashionable, ‘Moderate.” En pension terms, 10s.
éd. (.‘l.ﬂ))rdai]y. En pension terms, from”£3 38, ($15.35) Weekly,
¥ully Licensed. ~Choicest Wines and Spirits.

RE

THE HOTEL, W.
Decorated and furnished in n:e ele,gant style of a High-class Residential

Hotel. The Mosaics in the Egyptian Lounge are well worth viewing.

THE VERE HOTEL
w? E all floors. Electric ligl:t‘ mﬁiumrs. Bedrooms centrally heated

Separate tables. Private suites and sitting rooms.

For Tariff, address Manager, De Vere Hotel, Kensington, London, W.
Telegrams : “Improvisor, London.” Telephone : 524, Kensington

For Terms of

The Broad-Walk Hotel

SeeOver.
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LONDON, W.

The Broad-Walk Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS,
KENSINGTON, W.

Tel. No. 5

858, Kensington.
In the immediate vicinity of the
BROADWALK,

Kensington

Gardens.

Telegrams :
NK JSIJ'LJ.”

INCLUSIVE EN PENSION
TERMS 8/= ($2.00) per Day.
BEDROOMS from 3/6 (85c.) per Night.

ELECTRIC LIGHT. LIFT TO ALL FLOORS.

Address : Manager, Broad-Walk Hotel, De Vere Gardens, Kensington, W.

The PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL is a fully-licensed High-Class
Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 Visitors; it is ]uxuriously
turnished, and has a service so excellent with prices so moderate, that visitors
staying in London for a longer period than a few days often find it to thejr
interest to reside at the above rather than at the larger and more expensive
centrally-situated Hotels.

The BROAD-WALK HOTEL, though not licensed, is run on Resj-
dential Hotel lines, with ample public rooms, avoiding the objectionable
features of a boarding establishment, yet maintaining the privacy and com.
fort of a family home.

The DE VERE HOTEL, with its strikingly handsome exterior and
commanding position facing the Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kep.
sington landmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges on the Ground Floor,
is fully licensed, and is generally considered to be the most Select, Fashion.
able and Moderate Hotel in the district. Arrangements can be made for
Motor Garage, Stabling, &c., in the immediate vicinity.

Illustrated tariff booklets ean be obtained from the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto
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Standard Sets at Clearance Prices

ARTISTIC BINDING, CLEAR TYPE, GILT TOPS UNLESS OTHERWISE STATED, ILLUS-
TRATED. THE FRONTISPIECE IN EACH BOOK ADDS TO ITS ATTRACTIVENESS.,
CLOTH BOUND.

PUBLISHER'S  SALE
PRICE

Scott. 12 vols

Thackeray.

Lytton. 15 vols

Ruskin. 13 vols

Dumas. 15 vols

Guizot. 8 vols

Hugo.

Eliot.

Macaulay's England.

Robert Browning.

Mrs. E. B. Browning. 6 vols

Prescott. 12 vols., plain tops. . ..

Samuel Lover.

Shakespeare. 11 vols

Green's History of the English People, 4 vols. . . .

Fine English Cloth, Gilt Tops, Boxed

Count of Monte Christo. Dumas. 2 vols...... $2.00

Twenty Years After. Dumas. 2 vols

Stones of Venice. Ruskin. 3 vols

Rawlinson’s Monarchies.

History of the English People. Green. 4 vols... .

Shakespeare. 8 vols

Fireside Stories, old and new. :
Richard Harding Davis. 5 vols 2.00
I set Tolstoy. 24 vols., cloth, illustrated . . $36.00 Special $25.00
| set Scott. 24 vols., cloth, illustrated. . .  30.00 " 20.00
| set Fireside Dickens, lambskin, illustrated

20.00

CARRIAGE EXTRA ON ABOVE SETS

WILLIAM BRIGGS

29-33 RICHMOND ST. WEST, TORONTO
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL

COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

President—His Grace, the Lord Archbishop
of Toronto

FORTY-FIRST YEAR
A CHURCH, RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE AND
ELEMENTARY WORK

For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
Founded 1865
Next term begins Januarny 9th
For Calendar and all particulars apply to

REV., OSWAL D RIGEBY
M.A. (St. John s College. Cambridge), LL.D.
HEAD MASTER

UPPER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for the Uni-
versities and for business

For Calendar, Etc., apply to Rev. J O. MILLER, MA, Principal

Ridley COHCge, St. Catharines, Ont,

LOWER SCHOOL

A fine new building under
charge of H. G. Williams,
Esq., B.A., Vice-Principal

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE SURROUNDINGS

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the
highest Academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in resi-
dence, and of these 4 are European trained teachers of

Modern Languages. = 3
26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical
Culture 2, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 1.
DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 30 are in resi-

ce : classes average 10 each.
dcn;’cR.lglgAﬁATI()Ng FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci-

alty : extended course for those not contemplating a uni-
 versity education.

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
Principal,

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.

LARGE LAWNS for games and r i0 Ful}
sized out%rﬁl;fgﬁtigg rink ig winter. ecr?at.mn.
. CNCE distinct in its manage
schoo!. Specxahst_s in every departmel?if TNt fran the

RECORD—1 5-06: 14 at Universities; 20 ex-
a]rmnahuon in Mtém_c gbt’lroxiont,o Ur&iversity. winning 11
¢lass honors and,5 2nd class, and 10 at C tory
Music winning 3 first places in honor lists, T

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
GEORGE DICKSON, M.A.,

Late Principal Upper Canada College, Tororno H
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON' } e
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Blen ADawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

hoin all 1ts departments, Gives oareful indi.
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training,
Offers great advantages In Music, Art and Languagos.
Native French and German teachers
Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fessofs and Teachers
Puplls ape prepared for the Unl ersitles and for the
Musie and Singing Examinations of Toronte University,
the Toronto Comservatory of Musie, and the Toronto
College of Music.
For Prospectus and full information apply to
MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A Residential and Day School for Girls
102 BLOOR STREET EAST.TORONTO, ONTARIO

Under the joint management of MISS SCOTT,
formerly principal of Girls Department of the Provin-
cial Model School, Toronto, and MISS MERRICK,
formerly of Kingston.

Royal Victoria College
MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

. ONE OF THE STRONGEST MUSIC SCHOOLS IN AMERICA
end for New Calendar. EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THF SOUTH

ST. ANDREW'S COLLEGE

TORONTO
A Canadian Residential and Day School for Boys

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

.340 Bloor Street West, TORONTO, CANADA

Upper and Lower School. Separate i i
prepared for Universities. Ro‘;al Milji:::;rcitiylel::’:n:::i go”
ness  Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL.D., Principal,

S

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and cb
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examiuﬁonn.
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto COnse"no.'
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director ; F. McGillivray Kno'l;y_
R.C.A., Art Director For announcement and information, address th
Principal. MISS M CURLETTE, B.A. 7

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor. the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received

For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER
in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major 8treet, Toronto
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Thirty-Eighth Annual Report

To January 1st, 1908, of the

Mutual Life of Canada

HEAD OFFICE - WATERLOO, ONTARIO

CASH ACCOUNT

INCOME DISBURSEMENTS
NET LEDGER ASSETS, December To POLICYHOLDERS :
31st, 1906, .. .. ST aals oo o $9.890.477.70 Death Claims.....$§ 317,776.50
PREMIUMS : Matured Endow-
First year......$ 230,636.63 T S 178,785.00
Renewal ....... .. 1,519,322.77 Surrendered
Annuity........ 3,450.00 Polictes....... 92,138,68
e T R o 80,805.19
1,753,409.40 Annuities......... 10,714.93
Less Re-assurance 20,367.52 — e ——$ 680,220.30
—— 1,733,041.88 EXPENSES, TAXES, &c........ 383,081.33
L R R R S, 509,240 02 BALANCE NET LEDGER ASSETS,
PROFIT AND LOSS.........couu. 1,288.:5 December 31st, 1907....... 11,069 846.22
$r2,134,047.85 § $12.134,047.85

BALANCE SHEET

ASSETS | LIABILITIES

L T AR A e $5,756,070.85 Reserve, 4%, 3%% and 3%
Debentures and Bonds......... 3,593,965.84 standard, £.....55.8... $10,019,563.89

Loans on Policies............. 1,410,130.87 Reserve on lapsed policies on

Premium Obligations.......... 22,534.21 | which surrender values are
Real Estate (Company’s Head ‘ glalmable . &7 X0 58 4,171.22
IS e e 30,875.79 | Death Claims, unadjusted...... 39,350.00

Cashiin Banks................ 280,494.29 Present value of death claims
Cash at Head Office. .......... 1,505.19 | payable in instalments. ... 38,506.93

Due and deferred premiums, | Maturgd Endowments, un-
AR R 319,277.97 agjusted ssaesecisnnaesdiuE 1,693.45
Interest due and accrued...... 241,554.91 Premiums paid in advance..... 12,737.18

g Due for medical fees and sundry
ACOONNALT Jiiniiv dawn b e vse 10,936.75
Credit Ledger Balances......., 25,730.82
o | Surplus, December 31st, 1907.. 1,503,719.68

et | (Surplus on Government Stand-

o ard of Valuation

o e e $1,807388.98) s iisdisiiae
$11,656,409.92 $11,656,409.92

Audited and found correct,
J. M. SCULLY, F.C. A. GEO. WEGENAST,

Waterloo, January 29th, 1908. Auditor. Managing-Director
New Business written (gain over 1906, $1,577,855) - - - - - $7,081,402
Insurance in force (gain over 1906, $4,179.440) - : S - $51,091,848
Surplus (gain over 1906, $300.341) - - - - - - - - $1,503,719

taining full report of the Annual Meeting, held March 5th, 1908, i i i
‘.Mh” di.uibue::dn:mons Policyholders in due course. ° g e pre. belve ebiiingd ond will
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EDERAL LIFE

ASSURANGE ~=q
COMPANY.

TheWise Man's

HEAD OFFICE.

HaMILTON

CANADA.

"‘Anchor”

s

Togr.

advry

INA STRONG AND CAREFULLY MANAGED COMPANY.

=
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} BanKk of Hamilton

A Typical Settlement

under the Fifteen-Year Deferred
Dividend Policies of The Great-
West Life, maturing this year, is
the following:

Policy No. 770, for $5,000 on the
Fifteen-Year Endowment Plan, ma-
tures shortly. The Policyholder has
paid premiums amounting in all to
$5,156,25. The Total Cash Value
of the Policy, now at his disposal,
is $8,400—that is to say, the in-
sured receives a clear cash profit
of $3,243.75 on the transaction and
has had $5,000 Life Insurance for
fifteen years without cost.

The Pamphlet “ACTUAL RESULTS”
gives full details of maturing
Policies. A copy will be mailed
on request.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY
HEAD OFFICE WINNIPEG

Head Office, Hamilton

| HON. WILLIAM GIBSON - -

President
| J. TURNBULL - - -

General Manager

Paid-Up Capital....... bo SRRVEI R $ 2,500,000
Reserve............. PO S Sl 2,500,000
Total Assets......... B h G . AR Sl 32,000,000

Branches:

| Abernethy, Sask. Georgetown Melfort, Sask.

Saskatoon, Sask.

1ton Gladstone, Man, Miami, Man. St. ok
Atwood Gorrie Midland Sim‘:(lv:‘n’ Alta,
Battleford, Sask. Grimsby Milton Southampton
Beamsville Hagersville Minnedosa, Man. Stonewall, M;
Berlin Hamilton Mitchell Swan hk', n“'
| Blyth Barton 8t.- Moorefield Teeswater .
Bradwardine, M. Deering Br. Moose Jaw, Sask. Toronto—

East End
West End

Brandon, Man.

Morden, Man.
Brantford = J

College &
Niagara Falls o st

Queen & Spading

Carberry, Man. Hamiota, Man, Niagara Falls South Toronto
Carman, Man.  Jarvis Orangeville Tuxrnm"'“""“"‘
| Chesley Kamloops, B. C, Owen Sound \-m,‘.umnsﬂk“»c
Delhi Kenton, Man. Palmerston Wingham @ >
Dundalk Killarney, Man, Pilot Mound, Man. \Vinﬁler. Man,
| Dundas Listowel Port Elgin Winnipeg, Man
|- Dunnvilie Lucknow Port Rowan Winniy Mnn
| Fernie, Manitou, Man. Ripley Grain Exc -
| Fordwich Rdaid Man. Wirain Exchange

Correspondents in Great Britain-The National p
Bank of England, Limited. SEpibis

Correspondents in United States — New York—Hanove
National Bank and Fourth National Bank. Boston—International Trust ¢ 9
Buffalo—Marine National Bank. Chicago—Continental National Bank u:j
First National Bank. Detroit—Old Detroit National Bank. Philadelphia,
Merchants xgauolzm‘ vl'.:u’\k. 1St. Louis — Third National Pank. =
Francisco — Crocker-Woolworth Pittsburgh —
National Bank. S L .

ollections ected in all parts of Canada promptly and ch
Savings Banks at all offices. ; ) G

National Bank.

Correspondence Solicited
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Drawing Money

If you have a Deposit Account wit}} the Cana(?a Permanent Mortgage
Corporation you can withdraw money by mail just as easily as if you visited the
Corporation’s office. _ : : ;

Your signature, to a blank receipt, which _we will send you to fill
out, is all the identification necessary. We will send you the Corpora-
tion’s cheque for the amount you withdraw, or an express or postoffice money
order, or, if you prefer, we will send you cash by express or registered mail if of
moderate amount.

Interest may be withdrawn any time after it is due on the first days of
January, April, July and October, if not withdrawn, it is added to the account
and bears INTEREST AT THREE AND ONE-HALr Prr CENT. .

Thus you receive interest upon interest. No dollar you ever leave with
this Corporation is ever idle. That is the reason savings grow so rapidly.

Let us send you our Booklet ‘‘Safe Saving” —Send us your address.

CANADA PERMANENT MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET TORONTO

REAL ESTATE PROPERTIES

1907 | W- E. MCCARTHY

Has been the most prosperous 3 T “"'A:: :..,, ity
year in the history of and L &
LOANS NEGOTIATED !ESTATES MANAGED
THE NORTHERN LIFE | —
ASSURANCE CO. e R e

It shows substantial increases in

every department'of the Company's S l A M M E R E R S

The ARNOTT METHOD is the only logical method
for the cure of Stammering. It treats the CAUSE,
not merely the HABIT, and insures natural speech.
Pamphlet, particulars and references sent on request.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE

BERLIN. ONT.. CAN.

business.

SPLENDID OPENINGS

For reliable, producing agents.

Write for particulars to | En g I iSh Motnr Tou rs

: > | Member of Historic Society personally drives parties on
Head Office = London, Ont. | private tours arranged as to scenery and p(aces of mterest to
JOHN MILNE, Managing Director 5 suit his clients ; interesting and historic places visited and

'y

explained. For terms write Box 242 T. B. Browne’s Advertis-
‘ ing Offices, 163 Queen Victoria St., London, England.
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|| | Where Shall I Place My

ASSEYS| . | :
N | Life Insurance?

$7:805847
" CAPITAL (sunscrisen) $2.500000 You OUGHT te place it

" CAPITAL (pain up) $1°500:000 a
RESERVE FUND $):100:000 3 Safcly, Sancly,. Proﬁtab]y

/ e ) To Take a Policy in the

g7
R

CENTRALY | London Life
C A N A B A ‘ Insurance Company

A PURELY CANADIAN COMPANY

IS SAFE—For speculation in no form enters
into the investment of the funds.

IS SANE—For the policy conditions are
simple and the complications of Inter-

‘ national Law are entirely avoided.

IS PROFITABLE—For the Actual Profit Re-

. ; sults of the Company are unexcelled and
D!mm RECEIVED Estimates on present rates have been
\ND DZB!NTURES fully realized.
ISSU ED pe i Ask for ptnlculln from nn{ Agent of the Company
: r write direct to

et HEAD OFFICE, - LONDON, CANADA

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00

Reserve Fund and |
Undivided Profits|] - - #$1,241,5632.26

DIRECTORS
S. J. MOORE, Esq., President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.
SIR MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

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

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute Security and
SATISFACTION

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches, interest compounded FOUR times a year.
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our ll]()”lillﬂ coffee to

If you
W&nt ve always tresh and fra-
grant, alwa\s pure and

sustaining,always just [H‘l‘l('(‘l,dl\\'.l)‘»s
easily made, and yet always ot uni-
form quality—try

‘CAMP
COFFEE

the perfection in coffee. Grocers sell
it. Order it to-day. R.Paterson & Sons,

Coffee S,"rm wasts, Glasgow

The ILLINOIS TRAINING
SCHOOL FOR NURSES

Founded in 1880. Connected with Cook County
and Chicago Lying-in Hospital. Offers to young
women a three years’ course of unexcelled, practi-
cal and theoretical training in Cook County Hospi-
tal, of 1,300 beds, includ-
ing large children's and
contaglous departments,
Special obstetrics In Ly-
ing-in Hospital. Private
duty in private institu-
tions. Practical course in
Dietetics. Physical Cult-

ure and Massage. Monthly
payment to nurses during
entire course.  Salaries paid
o  graduate nurses. Six

scholarships. Commodious

Nurses' Home. Address

Miss Helen 8. Hay, Supt.,
308 Honore St., Chicago,

Nurses’ Home

MEDAL OF HIGHEST AWARD
JAMESTOWN EXPOSITION
4 Add TONE to Your Stati-
onery in the OFFICE,
BANK, SCHOOL or
HOME by Using Only
Washburne’s Patent

{3 ”»
CE 0% { OoK

= Paper Fasteners

There is Genuine Pleasure in Their Use as Well as PERFECT
SECURITY. These Fasteners arein a class by themselves. There
are no otherslike them, therefore they can not be compared with
the ordinary paper clips whi on friction for their holding

wet.
pom ““0. K.” Paper Fasteners have the advantage of an inde.
structible paper-piercing point which goes through every sheet co-
e with 8 small PROTECTING. SLEEVE which pecresn

any liability of injury, .

HANDSOME  COMPACT
NO SLIPPING, NEVER!

Easily taken off with the thumb and finger.
Can_be l‘:useldm;:;e:l myound"'lheg always work.”
Made of Brass, 3 sizes. Put upin Brass boxes of 100
Fasteners each. All Enterprising Stationers.

Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted. Illustrated
descriptive booklet free.

Liberal Discount to the Trade.

BROWN BROS. Limited
51-53 Wellington St., W., TORONTO, CAN.
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WHY
You Should Insure

you are not certain
Because '’

of living and your
life is a valuable asset, against
the loss of which you should
make provision now.

your family, whom
Because g

you are bound to
protect, will require almost as
great an income when you are
gone as they do now.

Because the money will be

invested, not ex-
pended. It returns surely —
being only a question of time.

Because if you live to be

old you can convert
the policy into a cash payment
or annuity for the support of
yourself and family.

Because ° strong and reli-

able company such
as the North American Life
stands prepared to assist you in
this important matter.,

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

Assurance Company
HOME OFFICE - TORONTO
_—




Frock Coats

for Easter, The Booklet
Silk faced, at is free ;
$20 and §25, * How Men

as good as §30. Should Dress.”

( Semi-ready Clothes this spring are distinctly in advance
of custom tailoring designs—mno custom tailor can possibly
reproduce the high standard of Semi-ready Tailoring.

q The Semi-ready Company, of Montreal, have 25 sample  _
sets ready for merchants who want their Special Made-to-
Measure Samples. Suits are made in 4 days. ;

SEMI-READY, LIMITED, MONTREAL, CANADA
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Easter Dawn

By
JEAN BLEWETT

Awake, O earth! the rose of dawn
Flames softly over Olivet,
The night of pain and death has
gone,

The air is fuwll of fragrance
drawn

From blossoms of the thorn, dew-
wet,

Awake, O earth! awake and
greet

The day and all it brings to thee—

Love’s erowning triumph, full,

complete;
Awake and sing with rapture sweet
Thy song of Immortality !
Awake, O earth! the rose of dawn

Flames softly over Olivet.
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the Senate

By GOLDWIN SMITH, D.C.L.

CONFEDERATION was not so

much a deliberate measure of
constructive statesmanship as a door
of escape for two sets of party poli-
ticians from the dead-lock in which
their struggle for place had ended.
Government had been reduced to a
majority of two. Only in the two
Provineces which were the scene of
that party conflict can Confederation
be said to have been clearly desired
at the time. Outside them there was
a good deal of opposition. Nor does
the debate on Confederation impress
us as a conference of statesmen.
British institutions were copied with-
out much reflection by men more
versed in party management than in
history or political science, and prob-
ably little conscious of the difference
in the social conditions of the two
countries, or of the effect which social
conditions 'have on the working of
political institutions. On the social
influence of courts they had probably
not much reflected, when as an equiva-
lent for the court of Great Britain
they gave us half a dozen, with more
to come. The constitution was never
submitted to the people. As an ex-
cuse for the omission was pleaded the
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Parliamentary election which follow-
ed. This, it was pretended, was an
equivalent for the submission of the
constitution, which, of course, involy-
ing as it did miscellaneous questions,
it could not be. We may therefore
hold ourselves free to deal with the
work of the fathers of Confederation.

The Upper House of the British
Parliament, with its: hereditary peer-
age, could have no counterpart here. It
was a legacy of the middle ages, though
rather in form than in substance; for
in the middle ages the seat was at-
tached not to the pedigree but to the
fief, and the handful of Bishops now
sitting in the House of Lords repre-
sent a number of mediaeval Prelates
and mitred Abbots who sat with the
lay Lords as representatives of ecclesi-
astical fiefs and far more nearly bal-
anced the lay Lords in numbers. Nor
did the legislative history of the
House of Lords present to the archi-
tects of constitutions a happy model.
It has been as that of an hereditary
order might be expected to be, a
continuous series of resistance to re-
forms, even the most necessary and
beneﬁcial. Its obstinacy in opposing
Parliamentary reform and struggling
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to maintain the rotten borough sys-
tem brought the nation to the verge
of revolution.

That a second Chamber is needed
as an organ of legislative second
thought and revision will hardly be
denied. We have a thrilling proof of
this in the case of Gladstone’s Irish
Home Rule Bill. As leader of the
Liberal party and head of the Gov-
ernment, (ladstone had been decided-
ly opposed to the Home Rulers and
had thrown their leaders into prison.
But his political position became pre-
carious. The Conservative leaders
had begun with the usual unserupu-
lousness of party to coquette with
Home Rule. Suddenly Gladstone
turned round, declared for Home
Rule, joined hands with Parnell, and
brought in a measure which, however
cloaked, would practically have dis-
membered the United Kingdom, and
was supported almost avowedly for
that purpose by Irishmen breathing
the most intense hatred of England.
The Bill was thrown out by the House
of Lords, which on that occasion had
no patrician bias to pervert its judg-
ment, and the integrity of the United
Kingdom was thus saved. The con-
duct of the Lords was emphatically
ratified by national opinion, to which
Gladstone succumbed, and relief was
evidently felt by some, probably by
most, of those British members who
had given a party vote for the Bill
Mr. Gladstone’s state of mind at that
time was deseribed by one of the most
eminent of his political associates as
moral insanity. But had his Home
Rule Bill passed, as without a second
Chamber it would, it would have
passed irrevocably and only by a con-
vulsion of some kind could the integ-
rity of the United Kingdom have been
retrieved. The Separatists in Ireland
would probably have stretched out
their hands for help to the enemies
of England abroad. In this case the
Qecond Chamber saved England from
mortal peril. The thought of abolish-
ing the House of reconsideration and
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revision ought surely to be laid aside.

It may almost be said that if the
framers of our constitution had wish-
ed to adapt it to the real conditions of
the case, at the same time following
an English precedent, they had bet-
ter on some points have looked to the
Protectorate than to the Monarchy.
It is not impossible that England her-
self may some day turn her eyes in
that direction.

Legislative revision, however, is not
the only function of the British
House of Lords, nor is aptitude for
it the only title to the appointments.
Personal distinetion and influence are
also qualifications for its membership.
Of this Lord Kelvin, Lord Rogers,
and Lord Hobhouse were instances,
Lords Rogers and Hobhouse having
been distinguished in the publie ser-
vice.. Instances at present are Lord
Wolseley and Lord Roberts; so are
Lord Mountstephen and Lord Strath-
cona. An instance in a line wholly
non-political was Lord Tennyson.
Canada, of course, has not the ma-
terial for anything of this kind, nor
is it certain that she would use it if
she had. With us the nominations
all go by party.

The House of Commons is supposed
to represent ‘‘the people,”’ whose will
is taken to be supreme wisdom as well
as-supreme power. Suppose it did
represent the people and not the
caucus, has the people never need for
an hour of cool reconsideration? How
many of us are qualified for the settle-
ment of great questions of state?
‘What proportion of the voters under
universal suffrage understand the ar-
guments or know the facts of the
case? We endow ‘‘the people’’ with
personality and mental combination,
whereas it is the aggregate of an in-
finite number of separate grains of
humanity blown often by the same
wind but hardly capable of common
thought.

That the Canadian Senate will bear
improvement seems to be generally
admitted. It used to be loudly pro-
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claimed by the party now in power,
which, since it has come into power,
appears to have shown practically
that its former allegations were not
unfounded. The invidious task of
framing the indictment no longer
needs to be performed. That the Sen-
ate is not what it might be, even un-
der existing conditions, is pretty well
admitted on all sides.

‘What shape is the reform to take?
Nomination by the Governor-General
must always be, as it is, like the exer-
cise of his Excellency’s other nominal
prerogatives, a formality, or rather
worse, a slight sereen for the abuse of
patronage by the Minister. The ques-
tion practically seems to be, by whom
shall the Senators be elected? How
can a basis sufficiently broad to satis-
fy popular demand be combined with
a character sufficiently select to guard
against the scramble of party? The
Provincial Legislature naturally pre-
sents itself for the purpose. The
State Legislatures over the way seem
to have done their allotted duties
pretty well till they fell under the
domination of commercial magnates,
then corruption began. To some
danger of that kind we should no
doubt be exposed in giving any new
power to our Provincial Legislatures.
Still, if the election of Senators were
vested in the Provincial Legislatures
there would be at least public eriti-
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cism of the candidates. The net result
would probably be an improvement
on the system of nomination by a
Minister who securely treats the pat-
ronage as mere party spoil.

If the election of our Senators
were given to the Provincial Legisla-
tures it would surely be an improve-
ment on the present system. The ap-
pointments could not be made in the
dark. A man of whom his Province
was proud would sometimes have a
chance. The election should be ten-
able for life or up to a certain age.
The voting should perhaps be by bal-
lot, which though it does not common-
ly produce much effect may some-
times baffle intrigue and sometimes
shield an honest vote. Account must
certainly be taken of population;
there would otherwise be weakness
from ‘the outset.

Election by the House of Commons
would be simply a return, perhaps
with an inecrease of jobbery, to nom-
ination by the head of the party in
power through his majority in the
Lower House.

Reduction of the number of the
Senate would be a small gain of

money, but surely it would be a loss
of authority.

If the evil is in our political char-
acter, no change in institutions will set
us right; still something may be done
by a judicious reform of the Senate.
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A Vision of Old Spain

By H. S. SCOTT-HARDEN

Dealing particularly with the Alhambra and its surroundings,

where romance and chivalry long held sway

HERE are three places in the world

that one should certainly see by moon-
light—the Taj Mahal, Melrose Abbey,
and the Alhambra in Spain—each one
so different yet so wonderfully im-
pressive. The great Moslem pile of
the Alhambra in the midst of a Christ-
ian land was built by Mahomet
Abu. It is the ancient fortress of the
Moorish kings of Grenada, an Oriental
palace, and an elegant memento of the

brave, intelligent and graceful people
who came and conquered and have
passed away. The Moors regarded the
Alhambra as a miracle of art, and many
now consider it one of the wonders of the
world—for fairy tracery and fragile fret-
work have survived the wear and tear of
time and shocks of earthquake, and save
for the fire a few years ago many parts are
just as beautiful and perfect as they were
when Ferdinand and Queen Isabella

THE GLORY OF GRENADA—THE ALHAMBRA AND THE SIERRA NEVADA
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A CORNER OF THE ALHAMBRA, SHOWING THE ELABORATENESS OF THE DECORATIONS

prayed within the walls, and Columbus,
before he discovered the new world, was a
quiet and unobserved beholder.

What legends and traditions, songs and
romances of love and war are wrapped
up here! One enters a great porch
formed by an immense Arabian horse-
shoe-shaped arch which springs to half
the height of the tower. On the keystone
of the arch is engraven a huge hand;
within the vestibule on the keystone of
the portal is sculptured, in like manner,
a gigantic key. Those who understand
Mohammedan symbols affirm that the
hand is the emblem of doctrine, and the
key of faith. The latter was emblazoned
on the standard of the Moslems when
they subdued Andalusia in opposition
to the Christian emblem of the Cross.
When you enter you seem to be carried
back into other times and are treading
the scenes of some Arabian story.
Through the Moorish arches you see the
shadows from the moon on the pave-
ments, and the outlines of the fragile
fretwork on the twelve lions which hold
up the alabaster basin, waiting as it were
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for the silver stream of water to flow from
the fountain above.

In the daytime the rich, gilded orna-
mentations and the colours of the Moorish
tiles and the roofs of the halls outvie one
another in picturesqueness, and from the
open window above, one pauses to think
what scenes were beheld by the dark-
eyed beauties of the harem who used to
sit and gaze unseen upon the entertain-
ments below.

This is indeed an enchanted palace of
an Arabian tale. And standing on the
roof of some hall one sees below the old-
Moorish capital, with the SNOwy summits
of the Sierra Nevada shining like silver
in the distance. From the summit of
one of thehills the unfortunate Boabdil
cast back his last look upon Grenada and
gave vent to the agony of his soul, “The
Last Sight of the Moor.”

The Sierra Nevada is the glory of
Grenada, and dominates the whole ex-
tent of Andalusia, sending down the cool
breezes across the Vega to the Alameda—
the great avenue of trees where the Span-

iards sit and watch the passers-by in the
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evenings and listen to the guitar. But
to return to the Alhambra: From the
heights above the palace one sees the city
of Santa Fe, built by the Catholic sov-
ereign during the siege. It was there
that Columbus was called back, and
within those walls the treaty was con-
cluded that led to the discovery of the
Western World.

Before descending to the courtyard you
look once more from a terraced roof on
the tower of Cornares. The winding
river is hidden here and there by some
Gothic dome or row of houses, or perchance
in summer by the orange groves and
olive trees—and the suburb where the
convent lies filling the narrow gorge of
the valley with its gray walls.

As one wanders through the gateway
down the steep hill to the town one passes
the little fountain and well which used to
be a sort of meeting place for all the
lovers in Granada. It is noted for the
pureness and coolness of the water, and
for the legends. To-day, there, a Spani-
ard stops the passers-by and offers for sale
pictures of the palace and pretty castanets
and fans. The Alhambra has recently
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been renovated and some of the walls
recoloured and the roof regilded, while
large iron bars hold together the Moorish
pillars and strengthen the decaying walls.
Not far from Grenada is the Duke of
Wellington’s Spanish home at Torré
Molinos. The house is quite new, but
the vineyards are old and bring forth
quantities of grapes which help to keep
the estate of the Duke of Cuidad Rodrigo
in good order.

From the hills round the house you can
just see the gray towers of the Alhambra
and the views of the mountains beyond;
and while you wander under the olive
trees some good-natured Spaniard will
relate the tales of the Moslem monu-
ments at Cordova and Seville, and of
Ferdinand and Isabella and their courts
where they took possession of the Al-
hambra. The present Duke of Welling-
ton often visits his Spanish home, and
invites his friends to shoot partridges in
the fields. A few years ago I spent
several pleasant days there as a guest of
Colonel Mostyn, who manages the estate,
and we had excellent sport on the hill-
sides under the olive trees.

THE HALL OF JUSTICE, ALHAMBRA, SHOWING THE ‘‘COURT

OF LIONS,"’

SURROUNDED BY COLONNADES



The Narrative of Col. Fanning

Edited by A. W. SAVARY

'Last Installment

N the 1oth of March I had some busi-
ness to St. Augustine, the inhabitants of
Musqueto asked the favour of me to hand a
petition to his Excellency the Governor,
and knowing the situation of the petitioners
I spoke in their behalf; asked his Excellency
what answer he sent to the people, he said
he should send for none of them, and if
they were a mind to remove, they must get
to the shipping as they could, for he said
he had no vessels at that time in Govern-
ment’s services.

“To his Excellency Patrick Tonyn, Esq.,
Capt. General, Governor and Commander
and Chief in and over his Majesty’s prov-
ince of East Florida and vice-admiral of the
same: whereas your humble petitioners
showeth that they are rendered very poor
and unable to remove ourselves to be in
readiness to receive the opportunity offered
for our removement from his Majesty’s prov-
ince of this East Florida which is to be
evacuated; here is several poor widows as
well as poor men of his Majesty’s loyal sub-
jects; we pray his Excellency would send a
schooner to remove us to the vessels provided
for our passage when his Excellency sees that
this province will be given up; we would wish
to tarry here where we have good warm
houses till his Excellency sees the time
draws nigh; however, we would wish to
refer it to his Excellency’s opinion upon the
matter, and in granting of your petitioners’
humble petition, your humble petitioners
ever will be in duty bound to pray.

At the Musqueto, this 26th of January,
1784.

B TromAs Young, Capt. S. C. Mil.
Abraham Floyd, Joseph = Currie, Magee

Black, Agnes Wilson, Moses Barnes,

Jacob Barns, Joseph Rogers.”
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I left St. Augustine the 13th of said month
and returned to the Musqueto and made the
following speech to the inhabitants:

My good and worthy friends: I am now
going to make some remarks as to your
disagreeable situation. The distresses to
which the unfortunate loyalists in America
are now reduced are too poignant not to
command the pity and commiseration of
every friend to human nature. The man
that is steeled against such a forcible impres-
sion is a monster that should be drove from
the circle of cultivated society. In most
situations, when calamities and misfortunes
press upon their minds, hope buoys us up
and keeps us from sinking into the ocean
of despondency and despair, but the un-
fortunate loyalists have no hopes to cheer
up their spirits; even this last refuge of the
afflicted is denied us of enjoying peace and
happiness which our forefathers and our-
selves were born under. During a seven
years’ war we have been induced to brave
every danger and difficulty in support of the
Government under which we were born, in
hopes that we and our children would reap
the fruits of our labour in peace and seren-
ity. Instead of that reasonable expecta-
tion, we find ourselves at the conclusion of
a war sacrificed to the indignation of their
enemies, expelled their native country, and
thrown on the wide world friendless and
unsupported. It is needless to repeat the
many promises of support and protection
held out to the public by the King and those
acting under his authority. These prom-
ises have been violated in every instance,
and that national faith which we had been
accustomed to look upon as sacred, basely
bartered for an inglorious peace, even to
this province for which the loyalists from
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the other colonies have fled to for shelter
are denied us. The Spaniards are in a
short time to take possession of this province,
and whilst we are together we had better
draw up a decent petition to have protec-
tion, and throw ourselves on their mercy.
If they deny us we will have few to condemn
us, which cruel and relenting necessity may
compel them to adopt. Innumerable are
the difficulties at present to encounter.
Stripped of our property, drove from our
homes, excluded from the company and
care of their dearest connections, robbed
of the blessing of a free and mild govern-
ment, betrayed and deserted by our friends,
what is it can repay them for their misery,
dragging out a wretched life of obscurity
and want? Heaven only that smooths
the rugged paths of life can reconcile us to
our misfortunes. Also, my hopes of ever
receiving anything from Government for
losses or services are vanished, as I cannot
support any other opinion than whenever
Great Britain sees it her interest to with-
draw her force and protection from us, let
us go where we will, we never can say
we are safe from difficulties as we have been
induced to brave since the commencement
of the late war, and for the same reason I
shall in a few days get out in open boats
to West Florida to settle myself at or near
Fort Notches on the Mississippi River.

On the 20th of March myself and seven
other families set out, all in open boats.
We kept company for 160 miles. I then
left them and went forward to get to better
hunting ground, and proceeded until I
got to the Scibirsken, where I waited for
the rest of my company twelve days; but
not seeing them come, I concluded they
had passed me, and must have proceeded
on their journey. I hoisted sail and stood
on until I came to Key West, and seeing a
large schooner I stood for her. She hove
to, and when I came alongside she informed
me that T was then on the edge of the Gulf
of Mexico, and then I turned and stood for
that key. I got to the key at three o’clock,
and the wind blew a gale for fifteen days,
and whilst on board the before-mentioned
schooner, who belonged to the Spaniards.
They had some Creek Indians on board, and
then bound to Havana; the Spaniards I
could not understand, but they understood
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the Creek language and my speaking to
the Indians and informing o)fl tlrl):allind%ans
that I was going to Mississippi, he told me
that my boat was too small, and it would be
impossible for me to make the main land
as it was three days’ sail before I could makt;
land. The Spaniards understood all my
discourse, and upon finding where I was
bound, they spoke to me in Indian and told
me that there were six or seven families of
the English had left St. Augustine some
time before, and that they were all killed
except the negroes, and they thought we
would stand a poor chance to escape them
as T should be obliged to keep the shore.
In an hour after I made the key there came
another Spanish schooner to anchor that
I had passed the day before. They could
not speak any English, but finding that the
others could speak Creek, I also spoke to
them in the same language, which they un-
derstood very well, and informed me as
the other schooner had done. They were
windbound for fifteen days, and treated
me with every civility: I had one white
lad of eighteen years of age, and by the
different accounts we had of the Spaniards
he got scared. I told him not to lose his
life on my account. He then went on board
of the schooner, and on the night she wind
abated, the Spaniards came on shore and
took the most of myself and wife’s wearing
apparel and bedding.

They informed me before their departure
that they looked upon it that we could not
proceed with our small open boats, the dis-
tance of the bay where we had to cross being
about 36 leagues to a key called Sandy Key.
which is nine leagues from the main land’
which in case of our not hitting that keS;
the distance would be about 100 leagues
before we should make land again. U
which I turned and went back about twelve
leagues to Key Bockes, and steered dye
north till we made the key, being about
eight hours out of sight of land. When we
made the key, being 19th of said month
I got to said land the 2oth. I saw a Sma.li
schooner standing for the land about four
leagues distance from us, and cast anchor
where the aforementioned Spaniards in-
formed us that the Indians were very had
in killing the English people that crossed
the Bay of Tompay, as the man that started
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with me being much alarmed at the be-
haviour of the Indians, set off back again
with the Spaniards to the Havana. I
then with my little family, consisting of my
wife, self and two little negroes, I perceiv-
ing it might be dangerous for me to pro-
ceed, went on board the little schooner that
lay at anchor about four leagues from me.
1 immediately took my boats and went on
board of him, enquiring of one Baptist, who
commanded her. I found he was an Ital-
ian; asked him where he was from, he in-
formed me from New Providence. I then
applied to him to get a passage with him.
He told me he could not tell me at that time
whether he could carry all my property or
not, desired me to pay my boats off that
night. The next morning he told me he
could not give me a passage for less than
200 dollars. The next day he fell to 150
dollars. Then the wind blowing very fresh,
I went on board my boat, and hoisted sail
and went off for the land again. In the
course of two or three hours he came round
a point with a schooner to the land in order
to mend some turtle nets which were much
broken. He, during the time of his laying
there, gave us liberty to come and sleep on
board, and on the 23rd of the month I asked
him if he would not take less than 150 dol-
lars to carry me to Providence, as I told
him I could not afford to give him so much,
as it was more than I was able to give him,
as I was entirely robbed of what little I
had. He said he would not take less. The
next morning I set off in my boat and sent
my girl along shore to catch some fowls I
had on shore, where I was to come back
again to the place as soon as I got the dis-
tance of about three miles round a point.
When I got to the point I left my boat ashore,
and went back in order to meet the girl
where I expected to see her. I got about
half the distance, but did not meet her,
and coming there and not finding her I
went some little distance back to where
the schooner lay. As I expected, they were
going to use me in the same manner the
Spaniards had done before, when I saw
them take my negro girl and carry her on
board with them. I then set down for the
space of a half hour, and considering within
myself what I had best do, and seeing the
said/Baptist, commander of the said schooner,

and his man Thomas coming ashore again,
after carrying my negro girl off into the
woods and hid her. I then saw them com-
ing out of the woods. Thinking within
myself that they intended to kill me,
with which I looked and examined my
gun and powder; finding I had only one
charge with me or nigher than my boats,
and considering the present distressed
situation I was in, obliged me to con-
sider what was my best measure to pur-
sue, and I immediately advanced to-
wards them, they parting, one turned
back to where the girl was, the other
coming on a small distance, went from
the beach and turned off into the woods.
I immediately ran and called to him
and asked him concerning what he had
done with the girl, with which he denied
having seen her. I then told him he
need not deny it, for I had seen him with
her, and offered him four dollars if he
would inform me where she was, so that
I could get her. He immediately said
that Mr. Baptist had the command of
the schooner, and that I had better go
back and speak to him myself. I also
went back to where their boat lay, and
continued there for the space of fifteen
minutes, then I turned and walked back
from the place I started from. During
the course of my walking I looked be-
hind and saw the said Baptist about
150 yards in my rear, his gun lying across
his left arm. I turned around and ad-
vanced to him, and when near him I
observed his gun cocked. I asked him
at first what he had his gun cocked for;
his answer was in order to fire at any-
thing that came. With that I told him
that he had better uncock his gun as I
did not see anything to fire at there. I
told him several times; he replied he al-
ways carried his gun cocked, and kept
her cocked for the space of fifteen min-
utes. I asked if he had not seen my
girl come that way. He told me no.
I then told him that he need not deny it,
for T had seen her on board his boat, he
being in the boat at the same time,
carrying her off to the schooner, not men-
tioning to him that I saw him bring her
back. I then told him I could carry
him back and show him the girl’s tracks
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where he had carried her along and took
her on board. I then offered him four
dollars to give her up, as I told him my
present situations would not admit of
my giving him as much money as he asked
to carry me to Providence. He told me
I talked like a boy, as no person would
carry me to Providence under five hun-
dred dollars, and he only asked one hun-
dred and fifty, and also alluded to my
going off and not speaking to him any
more, and that if he had my girl he would
keep her as he had lost a boy that cost
him eight hundred dollars, and that he
must make something before he returned
to Providence. I asked him if he would
carry me for either the boy or girl, al-
lowing me fifty dollars. He told me no.
I told him that it was but little less than
the half I was worth; he told me he
would carry me for one of them, or fifty
dollars. In my distressed situation, and
my wife being pregnant, I thought I
had best endeavour to get a passage
with him. I told him that I would
sooner than to lose my negro girl give
him one hundred and fifty dollars than
either the girl or the boy, as I was con-
vinced I should have justice done me on
my arrival at New Providence, as I should
see some persons who were acquainted
with me in Providence; he told me he
would. I then told him I wanted him
to drop his schooner down to where my
boats were in order to get my property
out of the boats. He told me he could
not as he was going round the Key to
turtle. I then going back, I met with
the other man and wanted to hire him.
He told me he could not unless I had
got liberty from Baptist. With that I
went myself, and came to my boats and
told my wife the situation of matters,
and we immediately started with only
my boy’s assistance and rowed back
against the wind blowing fresh for seven
miles; then coming very near the schooner
I threw out my anchor and lay there all
night, and the next morning I called to
them several times and asked them if
they had seen my girl. After some time
they answered me, Ay, Ay! and told us
to come alongside. I told them I wanted
my girl to come and assist me in taking

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

out my property. They answered me
they would assist me in taking them out.
With that I weighed anchor and went
alongside of the schooner and told my
wife to go on board. When on board
she went and called the girl several
times. My wife then went down into
the hold with a stick, and she said that
she found the girl hid among the sails,
being stripped of all her clothes she had
on the day when she left me. I had my
property put on board, and soon after
I set off to the shore and anchored my
large boat some little distance from the
shore, where I lay till some time in June,
round the point where I came from, as
the wind was blowing fresh. On the
15th of June he got his turtle and water
on board where he had his turtle in a
crawl in the Bay of Fundy, where he had
supplied himself with wood and water,
and all his turtle on board, where he then
drew a note of hand for me to sign for
two hundred pieces of eight for my
passage. I immediately answered him
I would sooner suffer death than to sign
any instrument of writing. He then
wished himself damned before I should
go with him, and ordered me to haul
up my boat and put what I could in her
and go on shore with my family. My
boat being so small would not carry one-
fourth part of my property off. As there
lay a large boat alongside that they had
brought off their turtle wood and water
on board in, I asked them for the loan of
her. They told me they could not as
they were going to get under way. With
that I brought my boat alongside, and
they in the meantime took their two
boats and went on shore.

My wife being in a bad situation, fell
a crying and begged of me to do any-
thing to get away for fear we might meet
with others who might distress us of
everything. As I found that I should
lose the greatest part in case T went on
shore, as I had left my large boat at Cape
Sable on the mainland, and my little
boat not being large enough to contain
over the one-fourth of my property, for
which I told him to draw a note for one
h_undred and fifty dollars, for which I
signed, the note being dated 15th July,
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and was to be paid after my arrival in
Providence, to have thirty-five days after
my landing there before payment was
to be made.

On the 3oth of June, as we were lay-
ing at New Madamcumba after our
having several words, he told me that he
understood by my negroes that I intended
to have him hung after my arrival at
New Providence if he had turned my
wife on shore, and in case she had died
that I should do my endeavours to hang
him in Providence, and told me if it
had not been for killing my wife he would
be damned if he did not drown me over-
board long ago, only on account of my
wife. On the 12th July a Capt. Bunch,
Capt. Clutsam, and Capt. Wm. Smith,
of New Providence, appeared, and Capt.
Bunch came on board the small schooner
commanded by the said Baptist. The
said Mr. Bunch asked me my reasons for
staying so long on board that small
schooner, and why I gave the said Bap-
tist my note of hand for one hundred
and fifty dollars, of which Mr. Bunch
informed me that it was contrary to the
laws of the Government of New Prov-
idence to make any agreement with
any person or persons found in distress,
but to render every assistance. With
this I found Mr. Bunch wished to render
me a service in my distressed situation,
and I opened to him all former proceed-
ings respecting the ill treatment and be-
haviour of the said Baptist. On the same
account every gentleman of them offered
me any assistance I wanted, and Mr.
Bunch told me that in case I did not get
a passage with Capt. Clutsam, which he
did not doubt but what I should, he
would give me a passage himself. How-
ever, I procured a passage from Capt.
Clutsam for fifty dollars, during which
passage I was in every respect used and
treated like a gentleman by the said
Capt. Clutsam, and on my arrival at
New Providence the said Capt. Clutsam
behaved with so much honour that,
instead of taking fifty dollars of me, he
deducted twenty, and only charged me
thirty, and upon finding who I was
would not take but twenty dollars, and
he at the same time refused taking any
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more of me. During the course of my
being on board of Capt. Clutsam he
found me in every necessary, and made
no charge for any provisions or anything
I received from him. His humanity
was so great, that if ever in my power to
render any service to him or any of
those gentlemen, nothing shall ever be
wanting on my part to do them service.

I continued in Nassau for twenty days,
and then took my passage with Capt.
Jacob Bell to New Brunswick, where
we cast anchor 23rd of Sept., 1784, and
continued until the 25th of October, and
then set out for Halifax to his Excellency
Governor Parr, to know how I should
get land, but as I got to Halifax his Ex-
cellency Governor Carlton arrived, and
I could do nothing, so I returned on
the 7th November, and in August I
received the following letter from Col.
John Hamilton in answer to mine in
regard to my claims:

DEeAr Str,—I received yours of the gth
February, 1785, a few days ago and notice
the contents. I am sorry to inform you
that your claims are not yet given in, but
I expect the office for receiving claims will
be opened again by act of Parliament this
session, when you may depend proper
care shall be taken of yours. I am sorry
to hear of your losses. I hope you are now
agreeably settled, and making something
for your family. I think if you can leave
your business in proper hands, a trip to
this country would be of service to you,
though I don’t think you would get half-
pay. Government would settle an an-
nuity on you for life; which cannot be
done without your coming here.

If you come you may depend on all my
interest in your favour, and I cannot help
thinking it worth your while to come home.

I am, dear sir, your humble servant,

JouN Hawmivron.
London, May 1oth, 178s.

In a short time after I heard that there
was another act of Parliament passed to
receive claims for losses and services, also
that the Commissioners had arrived at
Halifax, and on the 20th March, I set out
for Halifax, and presented a copy of my
claim from East Florida, with the Me-
morial as follows:
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“To the Honourable Commissioners,
appointed by act of Parliament, further to
enquire into the losses and services of the
American Loyalists.

The Memorial of David Fanning, late
Colonel of the North Carolina Militia,
humbly sheweth: That your Memorialist
is a loyalist from North Carolina, who
uniformly and religiously adhered to his
duty and loyalty to the best of Sovereigns,
for which he suffered persecution, and
many other inconveniences—that your
Memorialist, by a warrant from Major
Craig, of the 82nd Regiment, then com-
manding at Wilmington, was placed at the
head of the militia of that province; that
your Memorialist during the late war did
command from one to nine hundred and
fifty men, with whom he was engaged in
six and thirty skirmishes in North Caro-
lina, and four in South Carolina; all of
which were of his own planning and in
which he had the honour to command;
that your Memorialist killed many of the
rebels and took many of them prisoners;
among the latter of whom were Governor
Burke, his council, and many officers of
distinction in the rebel army; that your
Memorialist, during that time, was twice
wounded, and fourteen times taken pris-
oner; that, on the conclusion of the late
peace, your Memorialist settled two hun-
dred and fifty souls in East Florida; and
himself having taken refuge in several
parts of his Majesty’s remaining posses-
sions in America, finally settled in the
Province of New Brunswick, where he is
in great distress, with his family. That
your Memorialist, in consequence of his
said loyalty to his Sovereign, the many
services rendered him, and attachment to
the British Government, had his property,
real and personal, seized, confiscated, and
sold by rebel authority. Your Memorial-
ist therefore prays that his case may be
taken into consideration, in order that he
may be enabled under your report to re-
ceive such aid or relief as his case may be
found to deserve.”

DAvip FANNING.

St. John, March 1st, 1786.

I also took the following oath before
Peter Hunter, Secretary to the Commis-
sioners, in favour of my claim at Halifax:
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Town of Halifax, S.s

Nova Scotia. s

David Fanning, late of North Carolina,
Colonel of Militia, but now of Kings
County, in the Province of New Bruns-
wick, maketh oath and saith that he
resided in East Florida and the Bahama
Islands from the rs5th day of July, 1783,
to the 25th of March, 1784, and this de-
ponent further saith that he was utterly
incapable of preferring or delivering to the
Commissioners appointed by Act of Parlia-
ment passed in the twenty-third year of
his present Majesty, entitled an Act for
appointing Commissioners to enquire into
the losses and services of all such persons
who have suffered in their rights, proper-
ties and possessions, during the late un-
happy dissensions in America in conse-
quence of their loyalty to his Majesty and
attachment to the British Government, or
at this office any Memorial Claim or re-
quest for aid or relief on account of this
deponent’s losses during the late unhappy
dissensions in America, within the limited
time by the said Act for the receiving of
such claims by thereason that thisdeponent
during all such time, viz., Between the
1sth July, 1783, and the 25th March,
1784, lived or resided in East Florida and
the Bahama Islands; that this deponent
did, however, send a claim to Col. John
Hamilton, of the North Carolina Volun-
teers in England, of his losses, but that
by a letter that this deponent received
from said Hamilton, bearing date roth
May, 1785, he is informed that his claims
were not then given to the Commissioners
in England, and that this deponent be-
lieves his said claim must have arrived in
London after the time appointed by the
late Act of Parliament for receiving such
claims had expired, or that the Colonel,
Hutchins, to whom I had entrusted the
delivery of the said claim had neglected
the trust reposed in him in giving in
my claim.

Sworn this —— day of March, 1786,
before me—

Davip FaNNING.

When I presented my Memorial and
estimate of claim to Peter Hunter, Secre-
tary to the Commissioners, he gave me no
manner of satisfaction, and on my asking

e
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him if I could come under an examina-
tion, he told me to be gone, he did not
think the Commissioners would receive
my claim. When I found I could get no
hearing at Halifax at that time, I returned
home with a full resolution never to
trouble myself any more. At the time of
being in Halifax I met my old friend,
Capt. John Legett, of the Royal North
Carolina Regiment, who said he would

to the Commissioners in my favour.
He also gave me a copy of the following
letter from Lieut.-Col. Arch. McKay:

LonpoN, Nov. 15th, 1785.

DEeAR CAPTAIN,—

Ever mindful of your good-will and the
kindness you showed unto me since I had
the pleasure of being acquainted with
you, induces me to write you a few lines at
present informing you of my success since
1 came to England, knowing you would
be glad to hear of the provision made for
me. When I came to England, I got a
hearing by the Commissioners of Ameri-
can Claims, and they granted me thirty
pounds yearly for temporary subsistence.
I then laid in a memorial to Sir George
Young for Captain’s half-pay; but I
must confess I thought my chances for
that bad enough, as I was not acquainted
with any of the Generals who commanded
in America; but since it was only amuse-
ment to try, I got a certificate from Col.
Craig, and another from Col. Hamilton
and laid them in with the memorial. It
was, with a good many others, a long time
from office to office; at length they have
allowed me seventy pounds sterling,
yearly, for life, for my services in America,
exclusive of the other thirty pounds.
Upon the whole I do not repent coming to
London, as things have turned out.

I wrote to Capt. McNeill this morning,
not thinking I should have time to write
to you before the ship sailed, and I had
not time to write to him so fully as I could
wish, but I will mind better next time.

I intend to spend next summer in Scot-
land, if everything turns out here to my
expectations, and I would be glad to get
a long letter from you concerning your
new settlements. You will please to
write to me, under cover to Messrs. John
and_Hector McKay, No. 5, Crown Court,
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Westminster; and if I am in Britain I
shall be sure to get any letter that may
come for me. After my jaunt to Scotland
I hope to do myself the honour to call and
see you on my way to New Providence,
where Alexander and Malcom McKay
are gone. I am, sir, with due respect,

Your sincere friend and humble servant,

ARCHIBALD McKay.”
To Capt. John Legelt.

I returned home and continued until
the 27th June, 1787. When I was enter-
ing the suburbs of the city of St. John, I
accidentally met Ensign Henry Niss, with
a letter from the Commissioners, desiring
me to attend immediately for an examina-
tion. I still retained my opinion, but on
informing Col. Joseph Robinson, he pre-
vailed with me, after a long persuasion, to
call and see the Commissioners, which I
did, in company with Col. Robinson,
where I was treated with every civility and
all attention paid to me. After my ex-
amination they gave me the following
certificate:

“OrrICE OF AMERICAN CrAmws,

St. John, 2nd February, 1787.

We do hereby certify that David Fan-
ning has undergone an examination on
oath before us, as an American sufferer
from North Carolina. We are satisfied
by his own account, and by the evidence
he has produced, that his exertions in sup-
port of the British Government, as Colonel
of the Chatham and Randolph County
Militia, during the late troubles in Am-
erica, have been very great and exemplary;
that he has been severely wounded in
several engagements and has in other
respects been a great sufferer; though,
from particular reasons, it will not be in
our power to make him any considerable
?.llowance under our report. We there-
ore recommend him as a proper person
to be put on the half-pay list age;:aptain.
and to have an annual allowance from
Government equal to that half-pay.

TaoMAS DunDAS.
J. PEMBERTON.”

I then empowered George Randall,
Esq., Whitehall, London, to act for me.
I sent the original certificates and me-
morial in company with the letter.
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To the Right Honourable Sir George
Younge, Baronet, Secretary at War, elc.,
elc.:

The Memorial of David Fanning, late
Colonel of the Chatham and Randolph
County Militia, in North Carolina, hum-
bly sheweth:

That in the year 1781, under an ap-

pointment from Major Henry Craig, then
commanding the British troops in North
Carolina, your Memorialist embodied near
one thousand men of the loyal inhabitants
of that Province, and with them performed
singular service to the British Govern-
ment; that he has been twice severely
wounded in the course of the war; he has
been fourteen times taken prisoner, and
has been tried for his life by the rebels,
and has ever exerted his utmost endeav-
ours in support of the cause of Great
Britain; he is disabled by wounds he has
received and has no means of support.
For the truth of these allegations he begs
to refer to his appointment of Colonel, to
the certificates of several officers under
whom he served, and to the certificates of
the Commissioners of American Claims,
forwarded herewith.
t Your Memorialist most humbly prays
that he may be put on the Provincial half-
pay list as Captain, fully confident that
his past services and present necessitous
situation will be thought deserving of that
appointment, and your Memorialist, as in
duty bound, shall ever pray,

Davip FANNING.

City of St. John, 2nd February, 1787.
P Pursuant to the advice of Lieut.-Col.
Joseph Robinson, I have transmitted a
power of attorney to you in order to re-
ceive half-pay, with a certificate from the
Commissioners. Mr. I. Pemberton and
Colonel Dundas, Esq.; General Alexander
Leslie, Col. Nisbet Balfour, Lieut.-Col.
J. Henry Craig, of the 16th Regiment, and
Lieut.-Col. John Hamilton, of the North
Carolina Regiment, are witnesses of my
services. If you will be so good as to
accept the power and grant me your as-
sistance in obtaining the same, you will
highly oblige,
Sir, your most obedient humble servant,
Davip FANNING.
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New Brunswick,

City of St. John, February 7th, 1787.

GEORGE RANDALL, EsQ., WESTMINSTER,
WHITEHALL, LONDON.

Received July 2oth, 1787, the following
from my agent:

WHITEHALL, 15th May, 1787.

S1r,—On the 3rd inst., in a letter to
Lieut.-Col. Robinson, I desired he would
inform you of my having received your
Memorial, Certificate, etc., claiming the
half-pay of a Captain or a military pension
equal to the rank. Since then I have
received your letter with duplicates of the
above papers, and your bill of £260 1s.
has been presented as you desired, and
as I was also much disposed to do. I
gave the holder a favourable answer and
the true one, that you had reason to ex-
pect that I should have effects in hand
sufficient to pay the bill when it became
due, but that a delay in settling your
business, and which you could not foresee,
would for a time prevent my accepting
your bill.

I must now inform you that I took the
earliest opportunity of presenting your
memorial and the certificate of the Com-
missioners, being highly honourable to
you and recommending you for an allow-
ance, or the half-pay of Captain. I
think there is no reason to doubt you will
have a sum equal to that rank allowed you
by Government. You had omitted to re-
quest that the grant might take place from
the 24th of October, 1783, but I added a
paragraph to the memorial for that pur-
pose, but whether you will be allowed
from that period is doubtful. I am sorry
at the same time to acquaint you that it
may be some months before the deter-
mination of Government is known, but
you may be sure that I shall pay a partic-
ular attention to your business and give
you the earliest notice of the event. The
certificate you sent, though very regular
as to the periods, I think would not entitle
me to receive the money from the pay
office on your account, as I am inclined
to believe your allowance will be a milit
allowance, and not half-pay, and for that
reason I send you a printed certificate,
which you can keep as a precedent, and
desire you will transmit to me a sett,



- -

THE NARRATIVE OF COL. FANNING 505

copied fromTit, for the same periods as
them you have already transmitted, tak-
ing particular care that there be no blot,
alteration or erasure in the dates. I will
be much obliged to you if you will ac-
quaint Chillas that the answer of Govern-
ment to his memorial is that he cannot be
placed on the half-pay establishment, the
commission he held being only in the
militia of the town of New York.

The packet you sent with the certificate
amounted to 12 shillings postage and your
single letter to one shilling.

I am, sir, your most obedient humble
servant,

GEORGE RANDALL.
To David Fanning.
WHITEHALL, 15t August, 1787,

Sr,—On the 1sth May, I acknowl-
edged the receipt of your letter and dupli-
cate containing memorials, certificates and
other papers relating to your claim of
half-pay, or a military pension, and ac-
quainted you that having presented those
papers, I thought you had a very fair
prospect of success. I am still of that
opinion, but am sorry to acquaint you
that the consideration of half-pay claims
is again deferred and that it may be some
months longer before I can acquaint you
with the results. I conclude, therefore,
that the bill you drew on me for £260 1s.
must be returned.

I have received from the Treasury the
sum granted to you by Government on
account of your losses, for which I gave a
receipt in the annexed form and am
ready to accept your bill for £22 14s., as
after deducting agency and postage, etc.,
and abstract herewith sent.

Copy of a receipt:

The 24th day of July, 1787, received of
Mr. Thomas Coffin by order of the Lords
of the Treasury and according to a dis-
tribution under the direction of the Com-
missioners of American Claims, appointed
by an Act of the 23rd of his present Ma-
jesty, the sum of £24, as a payment for
present relief and on account of the losses
during the late dissensions in America.

Signed for David Fanning,
G. RANDALL, Atlorney.
Lagos -
After this I received the letter from my

Agent and found I had lost property to the
amount of £1,625 ros. according to an
appraisement of three men acquainted
with the property. But, as it was not like
a coat taken out of my hand, or gold taken
out of my pocket, I could not get anything
for my losses, although I did not give in
anything like the amount of my losses. I
lost twenty-four horses, and only reported
fifteen, one of which cost more than all
I ever got from Government, and six
head of cattle, £289 for property sold at
the commencement of the war, and the
land which I was heir to, and for which I
refused, many times, £3,000 Virginia cur-
rency. But because I turned out in
the service of my King and country in the
2oth year of my age, and my exertions
were very exemplary in support of the
British Government, I have lost my all,
for and on account of my attachment to
the British Government—only £60, which
would not pay the expenses I have been at
to obtain it.

I can prove what I have here wrote to be
facts, and the world will be able to judge
after reading this narrative, and observe
this Act of Oblivion passed in North
Carolina, in the year 1783, which is here-
with set forth—which is enlarged and im-
proved in the London Magaszine, which
will be found on page 607, Vol. 1, from
July 1 to Dec. 1, 1783.

An Act of Pardon and Oblivion, by the
State of North Carolina.

Whereas, it is the policy of all wise
States, on the termination of all Civil
Wars, to grant an Act of Pardon and Ob-
livion for past offences, and as divers of
the citizens of this State and others, the
inhabitants thereof in the course of the
late unhappy war, have become liable to
great pains and penalties for offences com-
mitted against the peace and government
of this State, and the General Assembly,
out of an earnest desire to observe the
articles of peace on all occasions, disposed
to forgive offences rather than punish
where the necessity for an exemplary
punishment has ceased. Be it therefore
enacted by the General Assembly of the
State of North Carolina, and it is hereby
enacted by the authority of the same, that
all and all manner of treasons, misprisions
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of treason, felony or misdemeanour, com-
mitted or done since the 4th day of July,
1776, by any persons whatsoever, be par-
doned, released and put in total oblivion.

Provided always that this Act or any-
thing therein contained, shall not extend
to pardon or discharge, or give any benefit
whatsoever to persons who have taken
commission or have been denominated
officers, and acted as such to the King of
Great Britain, or to such as are named in
any of the laws commonly called confis-
cation laws, or to such as have attached
themselves to the British and continued
without the limits of the State and not
returned within twelve months previous
to the passing of this Act.

Provided further, that nothing herein
contained shall extend to pardon Peter
Mallet, David Fanning and Samuel
Andrews, or any person or persons guilty
of deliberate and wilful murder, robbery,
rape or house-breaking, or any of them,
anything herein contained to the contrary
notwithstanding. Provided, nevertheless,
that nothing in this Act shall be construed
to bar any citizen of this State from their
civil action for the recovery of debts or
damage. Provided, also, that nothing
herein contained shall entitle any person
by this law to be relieved to elect or be
elected to any office or trust in this State,
or to hold any office civil or military.

And whereas by an Act passed at Wake
Court House, all officers, civil and military,
who have taken parole were suspended
from the execution of their respective
offices, and required to appear at the next
General Assembly, to shew cause, if any
they could, why they should not be re-
moved from the said office; and, whereas,
several of the officers aforesaid have
neglected to appear agreeably to the re-
quisition of the Act of Assembly. Be it
enacted by the General Assembly of the
State of North Carolina, and it is hereby
enacted, by the authority of the same, that
all such officers, both civil and military, are
hereby declared to stand suspended from
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the execution of their several offices until
they shall appear at some future Assembly
and be restored to the execution of their
respective offices or removed agreeable to
their merits or demerits. Provided that
nothin herein contained shall be construed
to exclude a Justice of the Peace from ex-
ecuting the duties of his office, who shall
make it appear to the satisfaction of the
Court of his County by oath or otherwise;
that he was taken prisoner without his
consent and privily, and that after his cap-
ture he had not voluntarily stayed with
the enemy, nor taken an active part in any
manner by furnishing them willingly with
provisions, bearing arms, or accepting any
appointment in their civil regulations.

Read three times and ratified in General
Assembly, the 17th May, 1783.

Ric. CASWELL, S. Senate.
E. StarkEY, S. Commons.

Many people are fools enough to think,
because our three names are particularly
put in this Act, that we are all guilty of
the crimes set forth, but I defy the world
to charge me with rape, or anything more
than I have set forth in this Journal.

All his Majesty’s subjects or others that
wish to know the truth of anything further
than I have set forth, let them make en-
quiry of those gentlemen whose names I
have struck in; examine the letters of the
rebels, and the recommendations of the
officers who have been acquainted with
me in person and with my services in the
time of the late war.

Although I have been prohibited from
receiving any benefit from the laws of the
State, all that I desire is to have the liberty
of commanding 30,000 men in favour of
the British Government. I flatter myself
that there would be no doubt of my put-
ting many of them to swing by the neck
for their honesty, as John White did, after
stealing 150 horses in North Carolina.

Here follows a short address to the
printer, signed, sir,

Your most obedient and humble servant,
Davip FANNING.

(The end.)




Mr. Danby’s Volcano

By JAMES MARTIN

“NJES, John, I’ll fight them an’ T’ll

win. If old Joe Smith thinks that
his pesky comp’ny kin walk over me he’ll
find that I aint made o’ putty.”

“You can’t mean it, Mr. Danby,” said
Stirling, incredulously. “What! Fight a
wealthy and soulless corporation like
Smith’s!”

“No, it aint got no soul,” the old man
admitted, “but Joe Smith has a body, an’
if he tries his runnin’ rights or whatever
he calls it over my land, he’ll git all the
runnin’ he wants an’ more’n he likes, by
goshl”

He tapped his pipe against the end of
the rustic bench and proceeded to refill it.
Stirling made no rejoinder, wishing to
give the other a chance to cool down be-
fore offering any advice; but as soon as
his pipe was lit Mr. Danby got in the first
word.

“I know ye’re goin’ to argee agin my
decision, John,” he said; “so ye may’s
well begin. I’m ready.”

“Well, you see, it’s this way,” began
Stirling. “If you do as you propose it
will end in your spending all your savings,
and in the long run they’ll get the farm.
I know it’s your’s, but they've the law
behind them and can compel you to sell.
Wait now and listen—I won’t be long.
On the other hand, if you accept their offer
you’ll get full value for your land; there
will be no heart-breaking law business;
you’ll come down to the city and live with
Barbara and me, and be as happy as the
day is long.”

A change passed over the old man’s
face. “Poor little Bab,” he murmured
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softly. “She’s had a lonely time of it
here, with no one but old dad for comp’ny
ever since she come home from boardin’
school four years ago. When's this ye're
goin’ to be married, my boy?”

“About the middle of June.”

For a couple of minutes nothing more
was said on either side, but Stirling
quietly observed the old man’s play of
features and pretty accurately guessed
at what was going on behind. Mr.
Danby was the first to speak.

“Young Weston was here a few days
ago,” he said, “an’, by gosh, he argeed
the same’s you've done.”

“That’s because he has your interests
at heart, my dear friend.”

The old man bristled up.

“My interests at heart! To advise me
to bow down to that darnation railway
comp’ny an’ give in to 'em! No, sirree.
I just told him I'd fight them to the last
ditch, an’ so I will. It’s very kind o’ ye
to invite me down to yer new home, your’s
an’ Bab’s, but I can’t do it, John. I've
lived for more’n sixty year on this farm,
an’ here I’ll die, so there’s an end to the

ment.”

Stirling held his peace. It was about
the wisest thing he could do just then.
When Mr. Danby spoke again his pros-
pective son-in-law found that he had
switched off to another subject.

“John,” he said, “d’ye know anything
about volcanies?”

The young man slowly turned his head
and looked full in Mr. Danby’s face.

“Volcanoes?” he echoed.

“Yes, them pesky things what busts out
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an’ throws down avvylinches of flame an’
smoke, an’ kills people in their beds afore
their time.”

“I’veread of them. Why doyou ask?”

“If I was to tell ye, will ye promise
not to say anything to Bab?”

“Yes, if you wish it so.”

“Well, then, I’ve been talkin’ to a man
what knows a man what has seed a vol-
cany with his own eyes, an’ he tells me
they’re the darnedest, cussedest things he
ever heared tell on.”

“What did he say about them?”

“Everything what’s bad. They’re the
wickedest, cruelest things in this world;
worse’n snakes or tigers. They’re per-
fect demmons, John!”

“Why did he tell you this? How did
it come about?”

The old man looked carefully around
before replying. “I don’t want Bab to
hear me,” he said, lowering his voice, “it
ud frighten her. John, ye see that
mount’n over there? It looks quiet
enough, don’t it?”

“It certainly does.”

“Well, for all that it may be the
treacherousest, sneekiest, cussedest devil
of a mount’n ye ever seed in all yer life.”

Stirling’s eyes opened to their full ex-
tent.

“This mountain! What do you mean?”’
he asked in a tone of bewilderment.

“Nothin’ more nor less than this, my
lad: That mount’n’s turnin’ into a pesky,
darnation volcany.”

“How did such a notion get into your
head?” Stirling’s lips were twitching.

“A man what knows all about volcanies
put me on my guard agin the treacherous
demmon.”

“Who is he?”

“I aint at liberty to tell ye just now,
but he’s a man what I've a great respect
for, an’ his friend says that volcanies
busts out in fire an’ smoke an’ the avvy-
linches rolls down their sides for miles an’
miles around—hush, here comes Bab.”

“Daddy, dear,” said Miss Danby,
coming up to him, “ John and I are going
for a sail. You won’t be lonesome??”’

“Tut, tut, Bab; stay’s long’s ye like,
but don’t git yer feet wet.” He watched
the young people as they walked down
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the lane, and before turning a corner
which would hide them from view,
Barbara looked back and kissed her
hand to him.

“Ah, well,” he sighed, “I guess I’ll be
mighty lonesome when she’s gone for
good, but I musn’t let her know it. Any-
how, I kin run down to the city once in' a
while an’ see her an’ John—Hello, Mr.
Weston; I'm right glad to see ye. Bab
an’ John’s just gone for a sail on the river.”

“I'm sorry to have missed them,” re-
turned the new-comer, “but you and I
can have a quiet chat while they’re away,
that is, if you’re not busy.”

“I’'m never that when there’s a friend
around, my boy. Sit down.”

“The railway people are still after
your land, I suppose, Mr. Danby ?”

“Yes, drat them, but they’ll not git it,
as I told ye the other day.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking the matter
over since I saw you last and have come
to the conclusion that perhaps you are
right.”

“Ye think I ought to fight old Joe
Smith an’ his pesky comp’ny??”

*L.do"”

“Give me yer hand, lad!”

“Yes, I think you stand a good chance
of winning. At any rate, it’s worth try-
ing.”

“I'm mighty glad to hear ye say so,
Mr. Weston. John seems to think I
ought to put my neck under Joe Smith’s
heel. I’d sooner give the farm away than
do that.”

“And you’re about right, although at
first I didn’t agree with you. Oh, by the
way, I saw my friend last night!”

“Ye did! An’ is it true about the fire
an’ smoke rollin’ down on the people right
an’ left?”

“Every word of it.”

“An’ the mount’n that he saw—was it
always a volcany?”

“It was never known as such until it
began its work.”

“An’ did it bust out sudden?”

“Oh, no; it gave ample warning.”

‘lHow?”

“Well, about eight o’clock at night a
rumbling noise was heard, which my
friend compared to the hollow sounds
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produced by an empty cart going over a
cobblestone pavement. You've heard
such?”

“Yes, yesl”

“This was followed by an explosion,
accompanied by fire and smoke which
disappeared in a few seconds, and all was
quiet again. But, the following night—
that is to say about twenty-four hours
after the volcano had given its warning—
it broke out in earnest, and only a few
people were left to tell the tale.”

A dead silence followed the recital of
this calamitous news. At length Mr.
Danby, keeping the corner of his eye on
the mountain, found breath to ask:

“An’ this here mount’'n—what does he
think of it?”

“It can’t be trusted, he says. He has
something to do with the oil works be-
yond, and this is why he takes an interest
in it. He’s really afraid of it.”

“What’s yer own idea, Mr. Weston?”

“My idea? Oh, I have no experience
in such matters. I have never been
within a thousand miles of a volcano.”

“An’ he has seed one with his own

eyes,” said Mr. Danby, half aloud, as if
speaking to himself, his gaze meanwhile
resting on the mountain. Mr. Weston
rose.
“I must be off now, Mr. Danby,” he
said, “but I’ll run in this evening before
I go home. Pray don’t let Miss Danby
or Stirling know that I've been telling you
all this.”

“No, no; ye kin trust me, my boy. I
was speakin’ to John about the pesky
thing a little while ago, but I didn’t men-
tion yer name. Never fear; ye kin trust

me.”
B B

Tea was over, and Mr. Dandy and Stir-
ling were seated on the verandah, smoking.
A pleasant breeze came down from the
mountain, but the old man got no enjoy-
ment from it. His mind was busy with
volcanoes, and his eyes were on the wooded
height before him. Suddenly he jumped
to his feet.

“By gosh, there it is, John!” he cried,
pointing upward. “Don’t ye see it?”

“See what?”” queried Stirling, in reply.
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“The smoke—the smoke, man!”

“I can see nothing bearing the slightest
resemblance to smoke,” Stirling assured
him. “But even if you are right, Mr.
Danby, a little of the substance you men-
tion wouldn’t hurt anyone.”

Mr. Danby turned to the speaker.

“John, my boy,” he said impressively,
“I’ve lived here sixty odd years; I've seed
that mount’n every day, but if smoke ever
come from it afore, may I be etarnally
golswozzled!”

“It’s quite possible that some dry rub-
bish has caught fire,” the young man
admitted; “but I can see no sign of it.”

“ John, it aint no rubbitch what’s caught
fire.”

“What is it, then?”

“It seems to me like the first warnin’,
an’ p’r'aps the next thing we’ll see is
flames.”

“Flames!”

“Yes, John, flames,” repeated Mr.
Danby; “an’ after that comes the volcany
an’ the avvylinches.”

“But, my dear Mr. Danby, I've already
told you that this mountain is not a vol-
cano.”

“I hope ye're right, but my friend tells
me it may be one, an’ if it is, the avvy-
linches of flame an’ smoke’ll come rollin’
down the side, an’ it’ll turn into a volcany
twenty-four hours after it gives the first
warnin’. That’s what he says an’ he
knows, for his friend has seed one with
his own eyes.”

Stirling smiled.

“I see there’s no use arguing the point,”
he said.

“Ye never seed a volcany in yer life,
John,” retorted Mr. Danby; “so ye kin
argee all ye like an’ laugh all ye like, but
I know what they do. If this here
mount’n busts out in a explosion like a
cart goin’ over cobblestones, we’ll have
just twenty-four hours to git away.”

Stirling’s smile vanished.

“If I could meet the fellow that has
filled your head with this balderdash,” he
said, with heat, “I’d be tempted to twist
his neck!”

“That "ud be a very onkind thing to do

;o a man what wanted to save yer life, my
oy.”
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Miss Danby came out and joined them.

“What a gorgeous sunset!” she ex-
claimed, gazing at the sky over the moun-
tain.

“Gorgeous, indeed, Barbara,” echoed
Stirling. “I have never seen the like of it.”

“Such beautiful colours!” the girl went
on. “How exquisitely they blend and
harmonise! And that little patch of gray
near the mountain’s summit—?"’

#, “That’s the smoke,” broke in the old
man.

“Smoke, dad? I don’t see any.”

Stirling interposed.

“Mr. Danby thought he saw smoke on
the mountain a few minutes ago, Barbara,”
he explained; “but I’'ve been unable to
detect any. Can you?”

“Oh, yes, I see it,”” she declared, “or,
rather, I perceive a small gray cloud,
mist-like—"

“It aint no cloud, Bab,” interrupted the
old man; “I know better’n that; it’s
smoke.””

The sun had disappeared, and a dark-
ening shadow was sweeping over the val-
ley. Stirling glanced up and saw a
thundercloud thrusting its shoulder over
the top of the mountain.

“That means a shower, Bab,” he said.
“Shall we go in?”

“Oh, no,” came the reply; “we should
lose this lovely breeze; and see—here
comes Mr. Weston.”” The latter ap-
proached and was soon engaged in con-
versation with Miss Danby and Stirling.
The old man became absorbed in the
mountain. Presently a flash of lightning
flared out, and it was followed by a sharp
peal of thunder. Mr. Danby uttered a
hoarse cry and clutched the railing in
front of him.

“It’s come agin, by gosh!”’ he shouted.
“There—don’t ye see it?”

Barbara put her arm around his neck.
“Come in, dad,” she pleaded. “Lightning
and thunder always disturb you. Do
come, dear.” :

“No, no, I want to see the whole darn
performance,” he cried, turning a pair of
excited eyes upon his daughter. “See
here, Bab; if she busts out like a cart
goin’ over cobblestones, she’s turnin’ into
a volcany, an’ then—?”
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A heavy crash of thunder cut off the
remainder of his information. Weston
leaned over and whispered to Stirling:

“Get Barbara into the house, John, but
let Mr. Danby remain here.”

The young fellow’s voice had a nervous
ring in it. Stirling glanced sharply at
him.

“What do you mean?” he demanded.

“Never mind just now, but get her in-
side,” returned Weston.

Stirling was about to comply with the
request, when a rumbling noise startled
him and the other occupants of the
verandah; it was instantly followed by a
terrific explosion, and near the river, a
hundred yards away, a mass of fire leaped
from the earth and was gone in a moment,
leaving the spectators in inky darkness.

“My goodness!” cried Barbara, “what
was that?” Stirling threw his arm around
the terrified girl.

“It’s the pesky, darnation volcany,”
roared the old man, “an’ we’ve got to git
out o’ here quicker’n lightnin’!”

He rushed into the house and was fol-
lowed by Weston.

“Let us go in, Bab,” said Stirling.

“What was it, John?” she gasped.

“I don’t know, but it’s all over, so
don’t be afraid. Come.”

They heard Weston counselling Mr.
Danby to keep cool.

“Keep cool!l How in thunder can a
body keep cool with a demmon of a vol-
cany at his heels?”

“Dad, it’s all over and we're safe,”
Barbara assured him.

“All over, Bab? By gosh, it’ll soon be
all over with us if we don’t show a clean
pair o’ heels to the roarin’, screechin’
avvylinch!”

“For heaven’s sake don’t frighten the
life out of Bab!” whispered Stirling.
“Tom, get him out in the back some-
where and keep him quiet.” He then ac-
companied the girl into the parlour and
applied himself to the task of allaying her
fears. He had spoken scarcely a dozen
words when the old man was heard to say
in a relieved tone:

“By gosh, that’s so, Mr. Weston. Yes,
sure enough, yer friend said we’d have
twenty-four hours, so we needn’t be in a
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hurry. Come along.” The sound of
their footsteps died away, and an ominous
frown darkened Stirling’s face.

“What does he mean, John?” asked
Barbara, in a frightened whisper.

“Some nonsense about the mountain
becoming a volcano,” the young man re-
plied, trying to smile. “I’m afraid that
your reading of the Last Days of Pom-
peii is at the bottom of his hallucination,
but someone has been —”

The sentence was never completed. A
door in the rear of the house was hastily
thrown open and Mr. Danby came
tumbling in in the last stages of fright.
He was followed by Weston, whose usually
ruddy cheeks were pale as death.

“The avvylinches is pourin’ down the
mount’n!” gasped the old man in tones
made hoarse by terror, “an’ we’ll have to
git out o’ here at once.”

“There’s something wrong, John,” said
Weston. “Will you step outside for a
moment ?”’

Stirling glanced at Barbara, whose
state of mind was indicated by her parted
lips and frightened eyes.

“Remain here with Barbara, Mr.
Danby,” he said, “while I have a look
outside. Don’t be alarmed, Bab,” he
added; “I’ll be back in a few seconds,
and you may be sure it’ll turn out to be
nothing.”

He and Weston went out by the front
door. The storm, although Ilessening,
was not yet over; brilliant flashes of
lightning glared over the valley, and the
booming of nature’s artillery was almost
incessant. But upon reaching the outer
air, Stirling’s ear caught another sound—
a peculiar gushing noise, which he was
utterly at a loss to account for.

“In heaven’s name what does this
racket mean!” he cried.

“T can’t make it out,” replied Weston;
“it seems to me the river has overflowed
its banks—at least it sounds that way.

Suddenly an idea flashed into Stirling’s
mind. He recalled Weston’s peculiar re-
quest just prior to the explosion, and
the old man’s subsequent reference to the
twenty-four hours’ notice.

“Have you had anything to do with the
explosion ?” he demanded sharply.
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“Yes, I placed a charge of powder in
the old dried-up well,” admitted Weston,
“and applied a slow fuse, which I fired as
I came up this evening.

“Good heaven! What was your ob-
jecte”

“To scare the old man from the farm
and save him from the result of his own
obstinacy. But this infernal rumpus has
no connection with my act.”

“I don’t know about that,” returned
Stirling. “It seems to me that water is
rushing past close to this spot—good God!
the old well is near the dam! Perhaps
the latter has given way. I must get a
closer view.”

He descended the steps and had just
reached the ground when a cry escaped
him. He hastily retraced his steps.

“What’s the matter?” exclaimed
Weston.

- “It’s a flood in dead earnest and I've
put my foot in it,” replied Stirling. “ We'll
have to clear out at once.”

“Wait a moment: don’t you get a
strange smell ?”

Stirling sniffed the air.

“I do, but can’t name it,” he said.
“However, we must get away from here.
Let us go in.”

Mr. Danby was saying something to
Barbara about “that pesky volcany ”
when the young man re-entered the
house.

“Something has happened Barbara,”
said Stirling. “The river is over its
banks, I fear —?”’

“It aint no river what’s over its banks,”
put in the old man, jumping to his feet;
“it’s them darnation avvylinches what’s
rollin’ down onto the farm! Come along,
Mr. Weston, an’ help me to hitch up the
mare.”

“Now, my dear Bab, you must not
wear that terrified face,” said Stirling
when the others had gone out. “If I am
right the dam has given way and a flood
is the result, but there is no danger. All
we shall have to do is get to higher ground,
that is to say, we’ll drive to the city, and
by to-morrow the water shall have gone
down.”

“But that awful explosion, John!”

“Can be explained, but not just now.
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Wrap yourself up warmly, for the air is
chilly, although the storm is nearly over.
Hurry like a good girl, and we’ll be away
in three minutes.”

Barbara needed no further urging.
When they had left the house by the back
door, they saw Mr. Danby and Weston
working like beavers, by the light of the
lantern, getting the mare harnessed to
the waggon. The ground was higher be-
hind the house than it was in front, and,
save for the wet occasioned by the rain,
was in its usual state.

“What strange odour is that?”’ Barbara
inquired, as she descended the steps.

“Tt aint no odour at all, Bab,” the old
man answered; “it’s the pesky smell o’
that darnation volcany. Come along
now an’ jump in,” he added; “we’re all
ready.”

Stirling assisted Barbara to a seat in the
waggon, and Weston climbed in behind.
The strange, gushing sound had increased
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to a hoarse roar. Mr. Danby looked at
Stirling over his shoulder.

“John,” he said, with a chuckle, “old
Joe Smith can’t say I gave in to him or
his pesky comp’ny, an’ the volcany’s
there to prove it. By gosh, a man ’ud
be a fool to hang on to the farm when the
darnation avvylinches was right at his
heels. Yes, sirree, Joe Smith’s welcome
to the old farm—that is if he kin find it in
the mornin’.  Where to, John?”

“To the city,” replied Stirling.

The old man touched the mare with his
whip, and presently the farm and its “vol-
canies an’ avvylinches” were swallowed up
in the gloom of the night. A few days
later Mr. Dandy closed with an offer of
fifty thousand dollars for his land, which
is now producing oil at the rate of one
hundred barrels a day. Weston has
the oil fever and is off prospecting with
the hope that he will meet with another
lucky “strike.”

The Miracle

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

There’s not a leaf upon the tree
To show the sap is leaping,
There’s not a blade and not an ear
Escaped from winter’s keeping—
But there’s a something in the air
A something here, a something there,
A restless something everywhere—
A stirring in the sleeping.

A robin’s sudden, thrilling note!
And see—the sky is bluer!
The world, so ancient yesterday,
To-day seems strangely newer ;
All that was wearisome and stale
Has wrapped itself in rosy veil—
The wraith of Winter, grown so pale
That smiling Spring peeps through her!



From Garden to Conservatory

By JEAN GRAHAM

The place of floral development in our expanding

civilwsation

HATEVER the
Higher Criticism
may do with the
rest of the Book of
Genesis, it is to be
hoped that it will
leave us the Gar-
den of Eden, for
the belief that
humanity began
its varied course
in a garden has
helped to restore
some of its prime-
val blossoms. Mr.
Kipling has a

pretty fancy that the Angel of the

Sword flung an Eden Rose to banish-

ed Eve and that its scent has never

been lost through the years since it
crumbled to dust. However far we
have wandered from the original

Paradise, few will deny that wher-

ever humanity is aiming at a life of

sweetness and light, flowers are an
adornment of that existence.
3513

One of the first objeets a child
learns to elutech and love is a bright-
petalled flower; one of his happiest
experiences is a day in the fields or
woods. In one of her earlier stories,
Josephine Daskam told of city-stain-
ed little Ardelia who was taken to
Arcady but who hated the meadows
and the farm, preferring to go back
to the stifling flowerless slums. But,
fortunately, Ardelia is the unwhole-
some exception, and most of us look
back to the wild flowers of spring or
the apple blossoms of the old orchard
as the accompaniment of that time.
when the evil days came not.

Canada is regarded by some na-
tions as a comparatively bleak and
blossomless country; but it is the
stranger who depicts the Land of the
Maple in such cheerless colours. We
have almost every variety of garden,
from the West, where Vietoria knows
an English spring, to Prince Edward
Island, with its daisy-starred paths.
An English traveller may seldom find
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such lanes as those of the Old Land,
but perhaps our summer blooms are
all the sweeter to the native-born be-
cause, like Herrick’s daffodils, ‘‘they
have short time to stay.”’

The modern development of horti-
culture is one of the most striking evi-
dences of our advance from the sim-
plicity of pioneer life to the complexi-
ties of a more urban ecivilisation. Our
great-grandmothers were  women
whose lives were filled with practical
toil, yet they found time to lay out
and tend an old-fashioned garden
whose fragrance is one of childhood’s
memories. The flowers of old-time
taste were to be found—rows of hol-
Iyhocks, a long line of erinkly pe-
tunias, blazing beds of geranium and
a spicy border of  the clove pink.
There were pansies in profusion—not
the magnificent multi-coloured pan-
sies of to-day, but trim heartsease
beds which kept the invalids of the
neighbourhood in modest bouquets.
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SHOWING MRS. J. PIERPONT MORGAN
VARIETY IN BLOOM

But what would our ancestors
think of the florist’s bill of to-day?
Grandfather sent his sweetheart a
simple valentine outpouring his heart
in stilted verse on a page of gilt-
edged paper; his descendant orders
a box of violets or roses by telephone
and is rewarded by the later infor-
mation that ‘‘the flowers were per-
fectly sweet.”” We are constantly
reading comparative statisties (and
dreary stuff some of us find it) re-
garding the wheat supply and the
cheese products, as showing the coun-
try’s marvellous development ; but no
better proof could be found of Can-

.ada’s increasing wealth, which con-

siders a necessity that which our
fathers deemed a luxury, than the
expansion of floral industries. There
is hardly a town in Ontario without
a greenhouse of some pretensions,
while there are several establishments
filling orders of continental dimen-
sions. Now, people are not going to
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buy lilies of the valley or chrysanthe-
mums, to say nothing of orchids, un-
less they are first supplied with bread
and butter. Therefore, the fact that
the florist is extensively patronised
from Sydney, Cape Breton, to Vie-
toria, British Columbia, is a fragrant
and convinecing evidence that Cana-
dians are quite able to provide them-
selves with the refinements, as well
as the comforts, of life.

The rose was long ago called the
queen of all the flowers that be and,
while there are those who prefer the
violet or the primrose ‘to the ‘‘red
and royal rose,”’ there will probably
never come a day when the flower
which Persian Omar loved will not
have a host of admirers. The long
wars, which took their name from the
rival badges, left the rose as the
flower of England, and it is there
that the June blossoms reach the
rarest perfection. Years ago, an Eng-
lishman came to Canada and, after
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establishing a market garden, turned
his most devoted attention to the cul-
tivation of a wonderful rose tree,
which became the floral marvel of
Brampton and its county, and which
finally led its owner, Mr. Harry Dale,
to build in 1880 a conservatory which
has broadened into the greatest estab-
lishment of its class in Canada. and
which has been known since the foun-
der’s death as the Dale Estate.

In such an immense stretch of fif-
teen acres of greenhouses, the visitor
sees what the Canadian “‘flower
trade’’ has become in this opening dee-
ade of the twentieth century. The
fragrant moisture of a greenhouse
gives a grateful sensation to most
lovers of flowers, and the eye is rested
by the long cool lines of green with
blossoms, white, erimson and golden,
Shining above the verdant growth.
Sixty-three greenhouses. the longest
of which is over eight hundred feet.
present a bewildering floral wealth
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and then the extremely practical con-
sideration comes that it takes more
than six thousand tons of coal a year
to bring these delicate products to
perfection. The poet who called the
life of Nature ‘‘a circle of eternal
change’’ was writing science as well
as melodious verse. As one looks at
the spreading maidenhair fern which
is to form a fringe for the orchids, it
is hard to realise that graceful fern
leaves, erushed by millions in the ages
that have gone, furnish the very coal
beds whose product now keeps the
palm and fern alive, in spite of Feb-
ruary frosts or the winds of March.
Of course it is the roses which
first claim attention, and to see them
at their best on the Dale Estate one
must pay them a visit before Christ-
mas makes its demands, for Ameri-
can Beauties, Canadian Queens and
Bridesmaids are ordered by thous-
ands in the weeks before the hap-
piest holiday of the year. The fash-
ion of sending flowers at Christmas
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appears to be well-established by this
time, and it is to be hoped that the
floral gift will flourish as the years go
by. ‘“Such a mperishable present,’’
some will say. But they forget the
exquisite pleasure which the roses
give while they last and, as Long-
fellow tells us in the Golden Legend,

¢¢‘Themselves will fade but not their mem-
ory;

And rmenzro,ry has the power to recreate them
from the dust.”’

The American Beauty is a rose for
which there is a great demand, and
when one sees these regal flowers
stretching in a dark red vista for
one-sixth of a mile and inhales their
almost overwhelming sweetness, the
surpassing splendour of this rose with
stalk of royal length must be frankly
admitted. Truly a box of such bean-
ties would be fit for any queen, and
it is no wonder that by the twenty-
sixth of December there are few of
such roses uncut. Then there is the
rich and radiant Canadian Queen,

.
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not so gorgeous as the American
Beauty, but a flower to wear with
pride notwithstanding, and a special
evolution of the Brampton green-
houses. Forty per cent. of the space
under 750,000 square feet of glass
is devoted to the varieties of roses.
The Bride and the Bridesmaid are,
as might be expected, roses for which
there is a steady and increasing de-
mand in our young country. In the
month of June, boxes are frantically
rushed out to all parts of the country,
to be opened finally by blushing
maidens who think the soft white
blooms much sweeter than the flam-
ing red. Then there are the girl
graduates to be considered in June
and florists from Nova Scotia to the
Pacific must be taking into considera-
tion the flowers which are to be the
fragrant portion of those who are to
be granted hard-won diplomas. The
Bride and the Bridesmaid are order-
ed in greater quantities than any
other roses, and the room where the
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flowers are finally packed has a bril-
Lant display with Bridesmaids in the
majority. Then there are to be found
the erimson Richmond and the vel-
vety Meteor, the latter requiring a
higher temperature than any other
rose for its perfect development. It
is rather surprising to learn that Ire.
land, the country of the blessed
Shamrock, is the source of rose sup-
ply, a firm near Belfast being the
foremost dealers known to rosedom.
They are houses to be remembered
and revisited, these places where the
white, pink and ecrimson flowers
spread beneath the glass and make
a mimic June.

One asks about the busiest season
for florists, to be informed that De-
cember sales equal the combined out-
put of July, August and September.
The Easter season comes next to
Christmas in floral importance, the
flower in most demand at that season
being what is popularly called the
Easter Lily. A Canadian who re-
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members the services of half a cen-
tury ago was commenting lately on
the almost universal custom of decor-
ating Canadian churches at Easter
and was comparing it favourably with
former conditions. All denominations
seem to have adopted this custom and
have added unto it a ‘‘flower Sun-
day’’ in June and an imposing ‘‘ Har-
vest Home’” in the autumn.

In October and November, the
chrysanthemum is the reigning flower
and queens it in golden splendour
at ““ 'Mum Shows’’ in nearly every
Canadian city. The fashion is com-
paratively new, probably intensified
by the fondness for all Japanese
adornment; but it has become so pop-
ular, while the chrysanthemum has
become a flower of such fluffy magni-
tude and, of such variety of colouring,
that it is a hopeless task to keep in-
formed of its latest development. One-
eighth of the space is given up in
the greenhouses to this flower of Ori-
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ental origin, of which there are one
hundred varieties. The pungent,
earthy odour of the chrysanthemum
comes from balls of white, shaggy
heads of bronze and rich stretches of
dull erimson. Most of these splendid
blooms have been given prosaic names.
Mrs. Thirkell is the designation of
the finest yellow bloom, a dusky red-
dish brown is Mrs. H. Patridge, a
huge white bloom is Mrs. Thurlow.
while an English importation of vivid
pink is known as T. Carrington, and
a dark red beauty is merely B. R.
Brooks. Maude Dean is the more
melodious name for a bit of magenta
splendour, while President Roosevelt
is represented by a glowing mass of
rose pink. The evolution of this
flower is a most interesting example
of what may be done by modern cul-
tivation. This flower which makes
November golden seems to be capable
of infinite development and variety.

Next to the rose as a ‘‘selling’’
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favourite comes the carnation, the
flower which our Canadian poet, Mr.
Bliss Carman, has associated with the
quality of comeliness. Our old friend,
the clove pink, which so soon wilted
in the clasp of warm, childish fingers,
comes back in its quaint charm as we
breathe the piquant scent of more
than a mile of carnations. Crimson,
cardinal, rose and white they are seen
through a wilderness of bluish stalks.
The queen of all these spiey blossoms
is known as Enchantress, a flower of
pale pink delicacy with the soft col-
ouring of the lining of the shell. The
““double’’ carnation is of rare pro-
portion when compared to the ‘‘pink”’
of olden times and, at its best, has
the appearance of a rose. This flower
has been induced, in the atmosphere
of the Canadian greenhouse, to yield
what is tec¢hnically called a ‘‘sport”’
and a new carnation has been pro-
duced, known as the Excelsior or rose
pink Enchantress, of deeper tint than
519

the original. The carnation is sug-
gestive of clean and wholesome quali.
ties. There is something sturdy and
vigorous about its growth and bear-
ing which associates itself with hardi-
hood. Tt flourishes in a temperature
ten degrees lower than that of the
rose and can be sent greater distances.
with assurance of safe arrival, than
most of greenhouse growths. The
annual cut from this estate alone is
about two millions; so the carnation
must be fairly diffusing its aroma in
the Canadian atmosphere. A carnation
of which we heard a good deal some
years ago is the Mrs. Thomas W.
Lawson, named after the late wife of
the Bostonian writer and business
man, whose attacks on ‘‘Frenzied
Finance’’ may have had something
to do with the vogue of this rose pink
blossom.  Interesting experiments
have been made with the seedling,
resulting in streaked specimens, which
are rather dainty illustrations of
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floral art but which will hardly ap-
peal to the general public. The En-
chantress and Excelsior are the pre-
sent favourites.

It is curious, so we are informed,
how the orders from the ‘‘trade’’
have grown more specific as the know-
ledge of varieties has increased. Af
one time a florist or dealer would
simply order one hundred or five
hundred roses, with no qualifying
terms. Recently, however, Bride,
Bridesmaid, Meteor or Richmond is
added as a detail. It is to be regret-

ted, perhaps, that the golden rose
with a red heart, the Sunset, is hardly
so much in demand as to render its
extensive cultivation a matter ‘‘worth
Fashion,

while.”’ that capricious
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ruler of most of us, has something to
say in the flower world, and one hears
of ‘““old’’ varieties, no longer in de-
mand, which seem as much out of
date as the hats of 1900. Will there
come a day when even the stately
American Beauty shall be supersed-
ed? Perhaps an Omar Khayyam
wonder may some day take its place.

There was a time when sweet peas
were considered old-fashioned, but
the last decade has changed all that
and these delicate creatures which
Keats has deseribed as ‘““‘on tip-toe
for a flight,”” hold ‘their own with
much more imposing flowers. They
are of country garden asociations and
are never sweeter than when stretch-
ing away in prim lines of pink and
purple under a July sky of
cloudless blue. Yet the green-
house blooms have their own
charm when they extend in
a fragrant battalion, in spite of
the whirling snow outside their
shelter. Mignonette, too, has
an old-fashioned loveliness, a
perfume which steals upon us
with a refreshing potency. But
these modern stalks of goodly
size are gigantic in comparison
with the olden flower, while
they have not sacrificed sweet-
ness to magnitude. Well did
the French affectionately name
its quiet fragrance ‘‘Mignon-
ette.”” Modest as it is, some
of us would rather miss the
rose than this permeating
“reseda.”’

"There is a quartette of
houses where the tulip and its
kindred hold their heads up
proudly. There is something
stern and unbending about its
bloom which makes stubborn
little Holland seem its natural
home. There is not a more
curious chapter in history than
the chronicle of the tulip craze
which seized upon the land
of windmills and canals,
centuries ago, and which,
like every other extrava-
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gant fad, was followed by financial
disaster. A ‘‘corner in tulips’’ meant
a fortune in those frenzied days. It
was Oliver Goldsmith, impulsive and
impecunious Irishman that he was,
who spent all his modest guineas on
a few bulbs for a favourite uncle, and
then set out to tramp through
Europe. But when one beholds bril-
liant beds of the pink and white dou-
ble tulip, known as the Murillo, the
extravagance of Oliver may be con-
doned. Strangely enough, this pride
of Holland is given a Spanish name,
a reconciliation of historie differences.
These bulbs come over the sea from
Queen Wilhelmina’s dominions in the
month of August and flourish from
January to April, the one effort of the
florist being to anticipate the natural
season. Yellow, cardinal and white,
the tulips stand up like brave little
warriors, but the incomparable bloom
is the dainty, flushed flower with the
artist’s name. Then there are daffo-
dils—such a golden host as Words-
worth would have loved — a erowd
such as he must have seen when he
wrote:

‘“And then my heart with pleasure fills

And dances with the daffodils.”’

There is the ‘‘bi-colour” variety
with petals of white forming a pale
setting for the golden trumpet, which
is comparatively a newcomer. The
daffodils are prime favourites in Feb-
ruary and March, anticipating, as
they do, the sunshine of the later sea-
son. ‘‘Paper white’’ is the popular
name for the overwhelmingly sweet
bloom which comes from France as
the Narcissus Grandiorum. There is
the single hyacinth and in richest
fragrance are the violet, mauve and
rose hyacinths of double bloom, the
flowers which breathe of Southern
Europe and which tell of kindlier
climates than the Northland knows.
Germany, the Netherlands, France
and Italy contribute the bulbs which
come to blossom in Canadian spring
time. The Easter lily, which is at its
best in April, but which may be coax-
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ed into bloom during other months,
is imported from the islands of Ja.
pan, although the supply in earlier
years came from Bermuda.

Daintiest of all the lilies is that
which is called ““of the valley.” Its
fairy bells have rung in all literature,
from the sacred songs of the Old Tes-
tament to the rhymes of the youngest
poet. It seems almost vulgar to speak
of piles and bunches of this Airy,
fairy flower and yet it is bundled
away in express parcels amounting to
a million and a half of an annual cut,
It has become a wedding favourite,
many of the June brides preferring
its delicacy to the rose. This flower
comes from Germany, the pips arriv-
ing in boxes of two thousand each,
which may be kept for a year. The
demand has grown so rapidly that
two of these boxes are ‘“‘put in’’
daily and carefully guarded at first
from open growth. The lily of the
valley is delicate but lasting in its
perfume. It may be sent many hund-
reds of miles with comparative safety,
even in our sternest weather.

There has been some popular satire
regarding the term ‘‘modest’’ as ap-
plied to the violet, since the Christ-
mas prices for that exquisite little
bloom are hardly in keeping with the
adjective. TIts richness of colouring
would assure its popularity and when
a subtle, ethereal sweetness is_added,
the violet becomes a blossom to be
supremely desired. The wild violet,
bluish, yellow or white, is a flower to
be sought in the fresh May woods;
but the purple violet of advanced cul-
tivation makes an appeal to the flower
lover which is well-nigh irresistible.
It is no wonder that the poets have
written of its loveliness in terms of
tenderness, or that even the all-con-
quering Napoleon turned from more
gorgeous blossoms to make it the
flower of his empire, Imperial yet
gentle, its purple sweetness has given
1t a place as an enduring symbol.

But in the flower world of modern
times, there is one development that
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in exquisite charm is the ultimate
word. The fragile mystery of the
orchid gives it a suggestiveness and
grace which are associated with no
other floral product. There have been
books written on the orchid hunters,
but the real romance of the search for
these frail air flowers is yet to be told.
Twenty years ago, the orchid was a
rarity in Canadian conservatories.
The late Senator Sanford of Hamil-
ton was among the earliest to import
orchid specimens. At the present, the
orchid plants in the greatest of Can-
adian greenhouses number several
thousands with a future of promising
extent. It was a venture four years
ago when the manager decided to
experiment with this most exquisite
and—most costly— of flowers. But
there had come to Canada, to take
charge of the lilies of the valley, a
Danish, gardener, named Hansen,
who, having spent over a score of
years abroad in orchid culture, be-
came lonely for his pet plants and
proposed to return to England. To
please this exacting cultivator of the
orchid, a house was set apart for
these exoties, with the result that four
new houses are now devoted to beau-
ties from Brazil, Colombia and Nor-
thern India. To be an orchid collec-
tor means to possess a constitution
equal to swamps, snakes and fever,
and a courage which will take the
hunter ten thousand feet up the An-
des in search of the odontoglossum
crispum—which is as clumsy a name
as ever was given to a rare white
flower whose petals are hardly more
than gossamer. Technical terms never
seem more ridiculous than when ap-
plied by the mouthful to such aerial
bits of nature. There is the oncidium
varicosum, with spreading yellow
sprays, which comes from sunny Bra-
zil, while the dendrobium in tendrils
of heliotrope perfection has travelled
over mountains and many seas in its
journey from Northern India. There
is a wonderful bit of flowering which
one can hardly believe is without
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wings—a spread of silvery white pe-
tals with flecks of tawny orange and
brown and the golden centre of a but-
terfly, by which name it is called. Rul-
ing with a master’s supremacy over
all this orchid territory is Hansen,
the Dane, who will allow no other
man to come near the flowers, which
he cherishes with the passion of a
devotee. Kingdoms may rise and fall,
storms come and go, bargains be made
or unmade in the outside world, but
Hansen cares for none of these things.
He is verily an artist and, should the
visitor be properly humble, Hansen
will explain how the true lover of
orchids can stoop to care for no lesser
blooms, since the finest art seeks only
the best. Such utter abandon to so
frail an idol is something to marvel
at in our modern world of mammon-
worship. Happy Hansen! When he
stands before a fairy group of caté-
leya labiate and his blue eyes kindle
with enthusiasm as he tells of their
voyage from Brazil and the care
which has brought them to their
mauve immaculacy, he knows the ar-
tist’s rare exaltation. He may live
in Canada for twenty long years, but
he will know only the glass-enclosed
corner where his beloved orchids have
reached their ultimate loveliness.

The most solid framework, the most
careful construction must go to the
glass houses which shield these frag-
rant and fragile wares. Iron, cement
and steel take their part in a strue-
ture which must admit light and keep
out cold. It forms a small world in
itself, where over one hundred work-
men are busy throughout the year
with soil and seeds and bulbs, and
from which wagon loads make many
journeys a day with flowers for all
parts of the Dominion. It has all
grown, from a rose tree planted by
an Englishman in a picturesque Can-
adian town, to an estate of sixty acres,
and it shows that we are adding unto
our bread and our cheese the colour
and fragrance which spell prosperity
and progress.



The Corruptionist

By W. A, FRASER

Awuthor of *“Mooswa of the Boundaries,” *“The Lone
Furrow,” Etc,

ACK ROONEY assured the world
that he was a ‘“handicapper,” a
‘“‘clocker,” but the world, impatient of
fine distinctions, dubbed him a tout.
However, Rooney was certainly an
adept at the business of holding a stop
watch on horses in their gallops, and re-
ducing to black and white their chances in
different races.

One day in May, Rooney took a seat in
the race train, just across the Harlem
River, on his way to Morris Park. The
clocker had scarcely settled himself down
to a deep study of the racing chart when
he was brought to attention by the quick,
nervous voice of Dicky Sproat, saying:
“Jack, shake hands with my friend, Mr.
Larmour.” ;

Something in the respectful tone of the
“Mister” caused Rooney to raise his eyes
to the small, green-gray, foxlike beads that
peeped between the narrowed lids of
Sproat’s thin face—in fact, but one of the
green eyes peeped, the other being veiled
by a drooping lid, and Rooney knew that
there was business afoot. Before Sproat
had a chance to give him a key to the situ-
ation another man, loquacious in racing
talk, joined them, and Sproat, again
winking®at the clocker, carried the in-
truder away.

Larmour was a heavy, ponderous man;
he raked Rooney’s ribs with his hip as he
crushed into the seat beside him, saying:
“Jt’s a nice day—the track’ll be fast, Mr.
Lane.”

Rooney utilised the careful folding up
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of his paper as an excuse for a minute’s
inner commune. “Lane? Ah!” he
muttered, ‘“that’s the idea; this duck
thinks I'm Jack Lane the trainer. Dicky
Sproat has worked this.”

The big man unbuttoned his vest,
snorted an expostulation against the heat,
and continued: “Say, Mr. Lane, you
don’t got to be *fraid of me—I ain’t got no
pump wit’ me. You know me, eh?”

Rooney had for two minutes, so he
nodded in acquiescence.

“Sure thing—everybody does;
Ab Larmour, the bookmaker.”

The huge face beamed benignly on
Rooney; then the heavy lines drew down
in a sardonic frown of impatience when
this momentous announcement failed to
galvanise the little man into exuberant
recognition. Then Larmour struck again
at the imperturbable clocker:

“Dicky Sproat haf told you many times
about me, eh? Didn’t Dicky an’ you haf
the good thing at Sheepshead already—I
was on, myself, that time.”

“Sproat’s too fresh—his tongue’s hung
in the middle.”

“Say, Jack, that don’t make no loser
with me, see. Dicky knows I'm a clam;
I ain’t no mutt to give a good thing away.”

The speaker looked cautiously over his
shoulder, then, tipping his gorilla head
towards Rooney, whispered:

“Firebrand looks good with 112 pounds;
he'll be favourite—the papers call him to
win. But I’ll tell you something, Lane—
Whitestocking, handicapped at ninety-

I'm
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eight pounds, might cop the goods.” He
looked solemnly out of his heavy eyes at
the clocker, then dug a ponderous thumb
in his ribs, whispering: “I’'m wise to that
stable—there’s somethin’ doin’.”

“There’s always something doin’,”
Rooney growled dejectedly, thinking of
the wondrous scheme that had gone all
awry the day before, leaving him with
but $5 in his pocket. “That old gag’s
got whiskers on; something doing, and at
the finish the best horse wins, and the wise
guys are broke. Whitestocking with a
postage stamp on his back couldn’t beat
Firebrand—"

The big man interrupted Rooney with a
snort: “It ain’t what a horse can do, it’s
what he does gets the mun. Say, Dicky
told me ’bout you, Mr. Lane—can’t we do
some business together ?”’

The speaker’s lips were so close to
Rooney’s ear that his hot breath scorched
the little man’s cheek.

“As to how?” the clocker queried
patiently. ,

“Well, I’ll speak plain—that’s my way,
an’ if you ain’t on, why—nothin’ doin’.
You want to make some sure money,
don’t you? You ain’t in the racin’ game
for your health?”

“T'm in it to improve the breed of
horses.”

“Ha, ha! that’s a good one. That
old chestnut is dead ripe up in the club-
house among the swells, an’ I notice they’re
all after the long green. If you beat ’em
out of a few dollars they’ll squeal like a
stuck pig. You can’t feed your horses
for the public; they don’t give a pretzel
for you—an’ we don’t cry over ’em,
ain’t it?”

“When a man’s short of the ‘ready,’ it’s
the three gold balls—that much of the
public for him, eh?” affiliated Rooney.

“You bet; a man ain’t got no friends
when he’s shy the price. I’ll make you
some good money, Lane; you stick to me,
an’ you don’t have to train for nobody by
an’ by; you’ll have your own stable.”

This spoon-bait, suddenly turned. at
the clocker’s very nose, threw him off his
guard, and he snapped, saying eagerly:

“Say, mister, if I had a horse could
win I’d unseat some of the push; I'd
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knock some of the Mets off the block.”

“What’s the matter with Firebrand ?—
he can win.”

Jack gasped; pro tem. he was supposed
to be a trainer with a stable in which was
Firebrand, not a tout.

“I mean a good horse,”” Rooney ex-
plained.

“Well, we’ll get him by an’ by—we’ll
get one like Hermis, eh? But first we
got to get the sixty thousand, eh, Jack P—
that’s what Hermis cost.”

Rooney thought of the solitary five
dollar bill resting in his vest pocket.

“You're going to ride Tke Murray on
Firebrand, ain’t you?” the bookmaker
proceeded.

“Murray’ll ride him; he can do the
weight,” Rooney answered evasively.

“Well, the public’s followin’ Murray,
an’ they’ll back your horse off the boards”
—the speaker made a pass with both hands
as though he were washing windows—
“cause he’s in this race with a lot of
selling platers. You've got to take a
short price. And perhaps somebody’s
got a horse in the race that’s been saved
for a killin’; an’ the boy on the dark un’ll
take a chance of bein’ fined a hundred,
an’ try to beat the barrier—p’raps he’ll
get away flyin’, an win out all the way.
Then where’s your horse?”

“Down the course.”

“Sure thing! Your mun’s gone, an’
the public they’ll swear you never tried a
yard, ain’t it? If they win on your horse
they don’t whack up, never no more.”

“T ain’t botherin’ over the public,” the
other answered truthfully enough; “Betsy
agc},I are out—me an’ the public’s divore-
ed.

“That’s what Dicky told me. He said
you was tired talkin’ the short odds ’bout
Firebrand; an’ p’raps get him bid up on
you, an’ take the purse away. ’Tain’t
like it was, no more, when a man could
get his horse ready an’ make a killin’.
Nowadays there’s always some damn
sneakin’ tout about—clockers they call
themselves, railbirds—What’s the matter

‘wit’ you, Mr. Lane—was I crowdin’ you

too much?” For Rooney squirmed most
uncomfortably under the bookmaker’s
thrusts.
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“Something bit me in the leg,” he
answered lamely.

“Maybe ’twas a bee or an ant. What
was I saying? Oh, yes, you got to play
the game wit’ these fellows, an’ that’s
what I’m goin’ to talk about. I’'m in a
book here—see? I don’t get up on the
block; I'm behind—it’s my mun—I keep
the bank roll.”

The speaker stopped, and the heavy
eyes looked questioningly at Jack. Under
their pressure the little man said:

“Well?”

“Hell! what more d’you want—have
we got to make some legal documents to
understand the layout? There’ll be
bar’ls of money for Firebrand, and if I
held him safe, I could lay against him,
an’ win a big pot. Some of the books’ll
be rubbin’ him off the slate.”

“You want me to pull the horse?”

“Nobody don’t pull no horse no more.
If Firebrand gets into a pocket or gets left
at the post, I'd make a big winnin’.”

“But the purse—?”

“What’s that? Six hundred—’bout
four-fifty to the first horse, an’ White-
stockin’ might beat you out—see? I
know somethin’!”

“What do I get if Firebrand don’t
win ?”’ 8 :

“I give you quarter interest in the book,
an’ I’ll lay him till they get tired comin’
at me mit the goods. An’ you make the
purse next time you start the horse. He'll
be a better price if he gets beat, won’t he ?
Now, that’s the proposition—does it go?”

“Yes; I’ll come around after the race.
What’s the name of your book ?”’

“I don’t whisper that to the moon; I’'m
behind. You meet me by the oyster
stand, where the big fat fellow mit the
black moustache dishes up the clam chow-
der, where a man what finds a clam in it

ts a prize.”

“T know it, just by the bar; I'll be there
soon’s the numbers go up.”

“Don’t get a hot box running to meet
me—I’m good for what I promise. Ain’t
you got to see your horse in??”

“When they win I do; winners for mine!
the stable lad takes the losers. I’ll be
there, for I want to close up a deal of this
sort quick—see?”’

A sudden inspiration of commerce
came to the clocker, and he added: “If it's
all the same to you we’ll make this deal
solid. What horse’ll win if—if—mine’s
beat?”

“Whitestocking.”

“Well, I’ll take a hundred on account.
I want to play it on this good thing of
yours.”

“ Oh by gracious! how do I know if Fire-
brand don’t win, eh? You might give
me the double cross.”

“When I make a bargain I stick to it.
If Firebrand wins to-day I’ll never start
him in a race—I’ll never pull a girth on
him.”

“Will you swear that?”’

“Yes, sure thing.”

“All right; I'll give you the hundred.
But if Firebrand don’t sulk, or something,
or get shut off—if he comes home b
himself you'd better not stop runnin’ ti
you strike Harlem.”

The train chucked; the wheels skidded
to a stop; the big man tapped Jack on
the arm as he rose, looking over his
shoulder, and whispered :

“I’m your friend; you stick to me an’
we got that good horse like Hermis.”

Dicky Sproat swung in beside the
clocker as he strode along the gravel,
under the arch, and up the incline to the
stand entrance.

“How’d the bookie get it in his crop I
was Lane?” Rooney queried of Sproat.

“He squats down in my seat, an’ com-
menced makin’ a play that he’d like to
meet Lane—that he’d like to find out
whether Firebrand could win or not.
Then he told me to look back four seats
an’ tell him if that wasn’t Lane. When
I looked——”

“You saw me.”

“I did; that’s all I know about it.
Larmour must have seen you about
Lane’s stable, or somebody’d pointed you
out, or somethin’. How’d you get on ?”

“I thought it was a joke at first,
Dicky.”

“Ididn’t. I knew it was business with
Mister Ab. He has no use for comedy,
that duck—he plays the heavy villain all
the time. What’s the game over Fire-
brand—does he want him pulled?”
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“Yes, I swore I'd never saddle him for
a race again if he won.”

“You'd never get the chance; but he’ll
win all the same.”

“He promised me a quarter in the book
if the horse was beat—say, Dicky, I don’t
like it—it’s a variety of the confidence
game. I’m broke—I’m down to five dol-
lars, or I wouldn’t have anything to do
with it.”

“He’s a pirate—you needn’t worry over
him. He’d lay against the horse anyway;
it’s the bookin’ game to pound the
favourite.”

“T screwed a hundred out of him, an’
I’m going to bet it on Firebrand. You’re
halves in it, Dick.”

“We’ll whipsaw the race anyway; but,
we’ll have to take to the woods as soon as
we cash this bet. This same Larmour is
a rusty cuss when he gets a jolt.”

“Here, Dick, you take the hundred and
put it on Firebrand. I’ll have to go over
into the paddock and stand near Lane’s
horse when he’s saddling for the second
race. This heeler of honest men might
take a notion to prowl.”

“I’ll watch for him here by the paddock
gate, and stop him with some excuse if he
comes along,” Sproat answered.

“Say, Dick, if he gets wise to this before
the race, what’ll we do—give him back
the hundred ?”

“Yes, tell him it was a joke—that you
was drawin’ him.”

In the paddock, the clocker had his
opinion of the race confirmed on every
side. It was a pipe for Firebrand; he’d
come home on the bit; it was the best bet
of the day. Unfortunately these assur-
ances were unpleasing to Rooney, for,
though chance had cast his way a hundred
to bet, the profit would be small.

Even the horse, when he was stripped
for the saddle, appealed to the clocker’s
pessimistic vision as a model of condition.
His bronze-bay coat glistened in the hot
summer sun like a polished Russian
samovar; blue and red and peacock green
shimmered tantalisingly here and there
in patches over the bunches of muscles
that curled and uncurled as the horse
capered and lashed out under the tickling
sensation of girth-cinching.
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“There’s not a chance on earth for the
big end of this,” Jack moaned; “nothing
but an accident, and something happens
only when one’s down on a horse good and
plenty with the dough.”

A bugle sounded over at the judges’
stand; a paddock official called: “Mount
your horses! Come on, Murray—get up!
Eight boys small of stature, gaudy with
many-coloured silks, fluttered like butter-
flies to the backs of eight thoroughbreds;
then, in procession, Indian file, they
wound from between the cool, whispering
trees; a white-painted gate swung open,
and leisurely, daintily stepping, the horses,
old campaigners, passed down the course,
turned, and cantered over to the mile post.

Rooney trailed the racers from the pad-
dock, passed along the narrow walk by
the club inclosure, and, as he emerged
on to the stand lawn, was met by his
partner in the hold-up of eager Ab.

“How does Firebrand look?” Sproat
asked.

“Great—it’s a pity.”

“It’s too bad; but I got even money
to the hundred—I got it in Larmour’s
book.”

“The devil! You’ve got a nerve.”

“Firebrand was four to five all over the
ring, and I saw Danny Baird—that’s the
book Larmour’s backing—layin’ even
money as fast as they came to him. An’
they was comin’. You’ve heard of salmon
runnin’ up a river till you could walk over
them—well, that’s what it was like. I
threw an eye behind the box, an’ I couldn’t
see Larmour, so I took a chance. I’m
flat yet from the squeeze of that push.”

“He'll shoot you when you go to cash
in—you’ll never get it in the world.”

“T’ll give my badge to Cully French to
collect. They’ll pay to the number on
the badge; they don’t use faces in their
business. I’ll go and send him to stand
in line as soon as the horses are off. T’ll
tell him to get his chest right up against
the cashier; I want some of the early
money, for Ab Larmour’s goin’ to get a
knock when Firebrand rolls home with
his ears prickin’.”

“That’s good business, Dicky.”

“Yes, Cully can get out of line if some-
thin’ else wins.”
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Over at the starting post there was a
swaying, undulating blotch of strong
colours, so like a gaudy Persian rug swing-
ing in the wind. Suddenly the network
barrier shot upward; the rug was drawn
into an arrowhead, with a crimson point
that was the colours of Firebrand; a bell
clanged viciously in the betting ring; a
thousand men swirled from the money
mart—even the bookmakers rushed to
the grass lawn, dragging stools.

“T’ll back the favourite,” one of them
said, from the eminence of his chair,

Larmour levelled his glasses on the
horses; the cylinders were filled with the
presence of a big-headed steed, Firebrand;
and behind him, spread out like the flight
of wild geese, were the other seven.

“What the deuce is that boy gettin’ off
so well as that if Lane don’t want to win,”
Larmour growled.

“The favourite ’ll roll home,” some one
at his elbow said.

“Whitestocking’s going well,” another
announced.

“White nothin’!” the first speaker re-
torted; “Murray’s playin’ with ’em—
Firebrand’s tow-ropin’ the whole field.”

And still the heavy-headed horse loped
along in front just as though there was no
financial enterprise depending upon his
tardiness. o g

Perhaps Murray was rushing his mount
so energetically to the front to kill him off.
Isaac was a finished horseman and could
beat a horse as well as he could nurse him
for a win. Larmour knew that. “By
Jiminie!” the bookmaker muttered,*he’s
runnin’ him into the ground. T’ll give
that boy a diamond stud for a present.”

“T’1l lay three to one on the favourite,”
a bettor cried; “three thousand to a thou-
sand Firebrand gets the long end of this
purse.” g ¢

“By Jiminie! if I don’t see Dicky Sproat
bet that hundred, I’d shut that fellow’s
mouth,” Larmour whispered to himself;
“they might be throwin’ me down.”

Now the racers were swinging to the
last corner, the turn into the stretch; and
still in front gleamed the placid white
face of Firebrand. Up the stretch the big
horse loped, leading the procession with
a full dignity of little exertion.

“By gracious! I'm just kiddin’ myself.
I’'m a sucker from Missouri; there ain’t
nothin’ doin’—nothin’ doin’,”” the book-
maker groaned. He could hardly hear
his own thoughts, bitter as they were;
his senses were numbed by the babel of
many voices; the air palpitated with the
echoing beat of galloping hoofs as the
straining thoroughbreds swept by. Then
there was a discordant clatter of Lar-
mour’s compatriots clambering from their
perches with ornate expressions of regret,

Somewhat abstracted in his engrossing
discontent, Larmour came to earth with
unintentioned haste; his long-legged ped-
estal swayed as if caught in the wave of
contagious excitement, and the big man
was dumped most unceremoniously, his
last view showing him Firebrand well in
front.

Physically shocked, and financially
battered beyond doubt, the bookmaker,
all but stunned, arose with one paramount
thought in his mind—two, perhaps—a
glass of brandy and revenge.

As he cut across towards the bar, he was
conscious of a voice asking some one,
“What’s the matter?” And another voice
had answered, “Fell; must be drunk.”

The bookmaker flung a curse over his
shoulder at this gratuitous comment upon
his accident, as he thought.

Clocker Rooney, standing where the
blue-gray of the cement walk hides the
hard line of its sharp edge in the velvet
fringe of the greensward lawn, watched
the sweep of the horse wave as it came
like a breaker gliding up a stretch of sand.

“That’ll crack gentle Ab’s heart,” he
said to Dicky Sproat, nodding toward
Firebrand’s gleaming white face that was
showing in front down by the betting ring.

“It breaks mine, too,” Sproat replied.

“Yes, he’s just ambling; Murray’s
yawning. It’s a thousand to one on Fire-
brand. There they go!”

This, as a chorus of voices started the
backer’s anthem, “The favourite wins!”

“Inaromp!” somebody cried. “Come
on, you, Murray!” ;

Just over the course on the infield a big
black yelled: “See him come—come on,

you ole Firebrand—huroo-oo! ole Fire-
brand!”
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Within the lingering of the darky’s voice
the racers were but fifty yards away. The
apathy of assured result stilled the tumult
of the watchers, even stilled the senses of
Firebrand’s jockey; the little man in
crimson rode in dreamland.

All at once, like the alarm of many
angry bells, a hundred voices called in
warning to the careless boy. A look,
quick-turned over his shoulder, showed
Firebrand’s rider the head of Whitestock-
ing on his flank, stealing the race with a
well-judged rush. Then Murray’s whip
shot into the air, his small, sinewy form
uncurled from its lethargy; men who had
turned away, their interest lost, wheeled,
stood still, and held their breath.

A struggle! Would the boy on White-
stocking outride the great Isaac—would
their idol pay the penalty of his nap and
lose? No; the big horse, gathered by
those quick hands of steel, thrust forward.
No more the lean-flanked mare gained.

“The favourite’s got— My God!
what’s up?” It was a cry of startled
horror from Rooney. The crimson jacket
wavered like a wind-blown rag; a whip
flew forward from a small hand that
clutched at the horse’s mane; then down,
down, fighting, clutching, sinking in the
wave of swirling horses, the boy sank and
was lost from Firebrand’s back.

Up in the stand ten thousand faces
blanched till it was one white wall. No
one spoke. As the boy sank, a woman’s
scream cut down through the stillness of
the mob.

“My God! that’s the boy’s mother—
she sits up there,” Rooney said.

The note of anguish, and then in cres-
cendo a tempest of articulate emotion!
Women screamed and swooned with a
call on their lips. There was the drum-
ming pound of rushing feet; hoarse calls
from sane men to be seated; and down
on the track, past the goal, still in the lead,
the big horse had swept riderless; and
where the others had swerved in their
gallop lay the poor lad, who was now
surely asleep in death. Over the rails,
from lawn and infield, men leaped, to
crowd in useless sympathy about the
boy.

')I"here was the rushing whirr of wheels—

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

the ambulance.
it dashed.

“Back, back!
room!”

And as the foolish ones surged away a
shout of relief went up from the stand; the
little figure in crimson—the fierce red
softened to silence by the dust of the
course—weak, tottering, was up, with the
strong arm of the big black about him.
The thick-lipped face of the negro gleam-
ed in spots in the sunlight as though tiny
pearls had been pinned to his swarthy
cheek, and the great bass voice that had
bellowed across the course the triumph of
Firebrand was soft as he said: “Doctah,
if dat boy’d been killed, I doan race no
moah!”’

“That’s Murray’s valet,”” some one
said.

“Whitestocking gets the race,” the
clocker said, as the numbers, creaking
dismally, crawled up the notice pole.

“See, that’s what happened—the girth
broke. I thought so,” Sproat cried,
pointing to barebacked Firebrand, and
the broken-girthed saddle on the stable
lad’s arm.

“Say, Dick, I'd ’ve felt guilty if that
boy’d been killed; of course, I had nothin’
to do with it, but—hell, it was creepy. I
wouldn’t have touched that Larmour
money.”’

“Will you now ?”

“Yes, our hundred’s burnt up, an’ I’ll
chase myself down to that oyster place an’
make Larmour part. What’ll I hit him
for?”

“Not less than a thou.; let him think
you prepared that girth play.”

As Jimmie slipped through the arch at
the oyster bar he met Larmour.

The two men instinctively stood and
measured each other with the eye. “I
haven’t got it yet,” was in the clocker’s
mind; and the other was whispering to
himself, “I got to pay him off cheap’s I
can.”

“Well,”” said Jimmie.

“Is the boy much hurt?”

“Where’ll we go where it’s quiet?”
the little man clicked sharp through his
teeth. i

Larmour moved toward the bar, saying,

Up to the cordon of men

Stand back, make
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speaking low, “I got cold feet an’ didn’t
lay much against Firebrand.”

“The hell you didn’t!”

“I see Dicky Sproat back him for a
hundred in my book, an’ it looks like I’m
gettin’ the double cross—the straight flap-
doodle. IfI don’t get that jolt I make a
bar’l of money.”

“I don’t open my head about my
business to Sproat; he didn’t know our
arrangement.”

“I thought he was next it; that’s why
I don’t lay Firebrand much. But that’s
my fault, p’raps. Come over here just by
the coatrack. There is a nice quiet place.
Here’s a little present for you,” and
Larmour slipped his hand surreptitiously
toward the clocker.

Rooney’s thin, wiry fingers closed upon
the bills; then he counted them—five
one-hundred dollar bills.

“Where’s the rest of it?”’ he asked.

“That’s all; I didn’t make no money.
Didn’t I told you I got cold feet and
quit!”

Then Rooney stretched up on his toes
so that he could look from a level into the
pig eyes of the fat man of evasion, and
said, in a low, sincere voice: “I’ll

take a thou—see? I’ll take a thou—"

“No you won’t i

“Or the stewards’ll have you on the
carpet for corrupt tendencies—see ?”’

A twitch of apprehension turned the
big pasty face yellow; then it flushed red
in anger, and he answered: “By helll
you think I'm a kid, eh? You'd lose your
license, Mister Jack Lane.”

“I'mnot Jack Lane—I'm Jack Rooney;
I wasn’t in on that good thing at Sheeps-
head with your money, but Dicky Sproat
is in on this, so we need five hundred
more.”

Larmour stepped back, and in his eyes
was bewilderment.

“You won twenty thousand if you won a
cent, an’ you won it because you thought
Firebrand was stiff. It was as good as the
real thing; you'll pay me a thousand, or
get ruled off for trying to bribe Lane to
pull his horse.”

Larmour hesitated for a minute; then
he smiled in a ghastly manner, and
said:

“Don’t get de hot wave—I was just
kiddin’—Come and split a bottle—here’s
another five hundred—I said I'd be your
friend.”

To-morrow

By A. L. FRASER

In thought I wandered where Time lays his dead
And scanned the tomb-stones to past days with sorrow;
Hope met me there,—~an aureole round her head ;
She told me not to weep; there still remained to-morrow,
That though of all my days I be bereft,
Eternity, secure, to me is left.



French-Canadian Folk-Lore

By LOUIS FRECHETTE

Last Installment

THERE is no place in the province of
Quebec where fantastic traditions blos-
som with an equal profusion as in the
neighbourhood of the famous Forges of
the St. Maurice, a short distance north
of Three Rivers. People live there in
full fantasmagory. Mysterious beings,
ghosts, sorcerers of all descriptions, the
devil in all shapes and forms, are the main
subject of conversation. Here, it is an
invisible phantom, heaving forth some
lamentable moan in the silence of the
night; there, it is a huge black cat with
blazing eyes, which walks and sleeps on
melting iron as tranquilly as on an
oriental carpet. Somewhere else, it is
an unknown man in shirt sleeves, who,
in the open air, by the bitterest winter
colds, shaves himself for hours in front
of a pocket looking-glass which a mons-
trous black dog—a loup-garou probably
—holds in his mouth; somewhere else,
it is a negro carter, unknown to all, who,
drawn by a gigantic black horse, drives
a cartload of coal and disappears on the
edge of a ravine, without a soul being
able to tell whence he came and where
he went to. Some other time, it is a
mysterious and formidable forger who
lights up the old furnaces at night, sets
the forges at work, puts the rams in
motion, and hammers and hammers his
own leg until it reaches incredible di-
mensions. This strange individual has
been seen several times by the most
trustworthy persons of the place. The
same folk would also point out a most
extraordinary fellow who cannot wear
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a decent suit of clothes, having to fight
every night with a familiar demon who
follows him since he was born. And so
forth; there is no end to it.

In this vicinity is situated the famous
chapel—la chapelle des Piles—where the
shanty men of the St. Maurice used to
lock up the Bon Dieu, to have a free
hand at la Chasse-galerie. Not far
from there, way up the river, in the
dense forest, at night a terrible cry of
anguish, a most horrible growl, a blood-
curdling lamentation was often heard,
and rolled along and along, repeated by
the echoes of the shores, without any-
body having ever been able to discover
the cause or the origin of the phenom-
ena. This is called the Gueulard—
the Squaller—of the St. Maurice.

At some distance further up again,
we meet the Mont-a-I'Oiseau, a high
and wall-sided peak which is the terror
of the travellers of those regions. This
mountain is inhabited by spectres of the
most extraordinary sorts. They are noth-
ing but skeletons of men and beasts,
of all shapes and sizes. At midnight,
when the voice of the Gueulard is heard,
the whole crowd turn out in the most
terrific procession and sarraband, scar-
ing to death all who happen to witness
the infernal scenes. Woe to the impru-
dent travellers who dare to camp in the
coves of the Mont-a-I'Oiseaul They
are never to be seen again in this world.

And so on; and so on; the fact is that
if I were to recount all the marvellous
stories told about this region, I wouldn’t

-
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have time to write of anything else. And
God knows that I am not in lack of kin-
dred subjects.

For instance,%the Braillard de la Mad-
eleine—the Brawler of the Magdalen
Islands. This Braillard de la Made-
leine had for long years bewildered many
people, and been the subject of many
superstitious tales—until it was discov-
ered that the awful cry, which had all
the intonations of a human voice, was
caused by the grating of two trunks of
trees against each other, when the wind
blew in a certain direction.

Who has not heard of the mysterious
light of Lake St. Peter? I saw it my-
gelf; it is like the glimpse of a candle
which seems to float on the surface of
the lake, projecting a long and trembling
glimmer on the wave. Numbers of
people have often tried to approach the
strange light, to investigate its nature.
It always faded away before it could
be reached. The legends told about
this light are numberless.

Another light of the same kind is also
to be seen on the St. Lawrence, some-
where in the vicinity of Coteau Landing.
Like that of Lake St. Peter, it never
could be reached. It does not fade away
though; it only changes position, and
wanders so well right and left as to chal-
lenge the efforts of the most obstinate
hunters.

In some localities below Quebec, in
the vicinity of Kamouraska, there are
sorcerers who can call east or west wind
at will, by building a little fire on the
ghore in which they burn some mys-
terious powder unknown to the vulgar.
Others know some incantation by which
they can stop short vessels sailing up
or down the river, five or six miles distant.

We have at Riviere-Ouelle a phantom
schooner which, at certain periods of
the year, boards at Pointe-aux-Orignaux
pier, apparently mounted by a frolic-
some crew of dancers and merrymaking
young people, which vanishes as soon as
outsiders make their appearance. In
relation to this, there is a tradition in
the locality that, at the beginning of
the last century, a joyous party left La
Riviere-Ouelle, on board a schooner,

one Sunday morning, to join a dancing
re-union at La Malbaie—now the sum-
mer resort called Murray Bay—and was
never heard of since.

In addition to this we have the spectre
of the Cap-au-Diable, the well known
Ghost of Gentilly, the phantom priest
of the Rigault presbytery, the appari-
tions of the late Sir John Caldwell in
his manor of Etchemin, the phantom
Head of Pointe-Levy, etc.

As to our popular beliefs attributing
such and such power to such and such
objects, or practices, most of them are
now things of the past; but they were
almost numberless in old times. In
my infancy, I knew lots of people who
never failed to gather and preserve some
of the first rain fallen in the month of
May, the same having, in their belief,
the propriety of curing all sorts of mala-
dies and bodily harm.

All the young girls—I mean all those
who were not particularly scrupulous,
for such practices were strictly forbidden
by the priests—had recourse to different
sorts of cabalistic performances to know
their future husbands. The would-be
sorceress would swallow some peculiar
kind of drug together with, I do not
know what sort of a cake baked accord-
ing to certain mysterious rites; and then
she would go to bed after having put a
basin of water, a looking-glass or a small
wooden ladder at the head of her couch.
During the night, she would see in dream
some fellow either washing his hands
in the basin, or shaving before the glass,
or climbing the ladder. It was the man
she was bound to marry.

I am not sure whether this piece of
sorcery was always successful or not,
but I know at least of a certain case
which was considered very remarkable
at the time, and"gave great credit to this
popular superstition in our midst. It
happened to one of our servant girls,
who had seen, instead of a man, a hog
climbing the ladder. Nobody was sur-
prised when the unfortunate girl united
her fate to the most inveterate drunk-
ard of the whole parish and village.

A most extraordinary story was told
freely by the veterans of that time—
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and I shall close with%the same. It
was pretended that at the beginning of
the last century, or at least by the end
of the eighteenth, a man—a stranger to
the country—gave daily a very strange
spectacle to the citizens of Quebec. He
would tie—so they said—a log or a piece
of square timber to the tail of a rooster,
and the rooster would drag it along the
steep and lofty Palace Hill, without any
apparent effort. And this was accom-
plished, they said, in broad daylight,
in the presence of an astounded and
stupefied crowd. One can easily im-
agine the affluence of spectators attracted
by such wonderful exhibition.

One day, an old woman, who carried
a basket full of vegetables, exclaimed
laughingly: “Why! for goodness sake,
what do you find so astonishing in all
this? Where is the difficulty for a fowl
to draw a bit of straw at the end of his
tail?” As everybody saw a log instead
of a straw, everybody thought the old
woman was crazy. But the magician
went to her and said: “Madam, will you
let me look in your basket?” “No
objection,” she said. And among the
lettuce and the cabbage leaves was found
a young toad. This had, it appears,
averted the charm from the old woman’s
eyes, who saw but a straw, while the rest
of the crowd saw a log.

Now, what is to be thought of such a
story? Can it be nothing but fibs
invented by practical jokers? This would
be very strange indeed, the fact being
vested with a character of publicity
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which excludes all idea of mystification.
How could a story of that kind have
gained credit among the population of
Quebec and the neighbouring localities
with such a stamp of notoriety, if there
was not something true at the bottom
of it? As late as forty years ago, the mat-
ter was still talked of in Quebec. Some
old people asserted in my presence hav-
ing heard the fact certified by their own
parents. Are we here in presence of
an extraordinary case of hypnotism?
Was the man who practised such witch-
craft in possession of the secrets and
science of the fakirs of India? At all
events, if the fact ever existed, it cannot
be but through the virtue of some power
of that kind. In reality, this seems to
have been the opinion of most people of
the time, who attributed the whole thing
to a charm exercised on the eyes and
sight of the spectators by the magician’s
will and suggestion.

Such are the principal characteristic
features of our French-Canadian folk-
lore. Of course, it is useless for me to
add that the almost totality of these
legends, popular beliefs, traditions and
superstitions are no more to be found,
even among the illiterate portion of our
community. I am not so fond of ideal-
istics to deplore this progress beyond
measure; but I am enough of a poet to
think that these legendary traditions,
like the relics of the past kept'giin'g‘our
museums, should not be entirely for-
gotten in the pages of our, national
history.




From Tennyson to Kipling

By ARNOLD HAULTAIN

THE Germans have been talking
much of late of ‘‘world-polities.’’
And since East has lately touched
‘West in so intimate, not to say inimi-
cal, a manner, first on the banks of
the Yalu and then on the shores of
the Pacifie, it was time perhaps that
the coinage was made. No one, how-
ever, has yet coined the word *‘world-
poetics.”” Let us hasten to do it.
The poet—or let us say rather the
artist in words—is always the best
exponent of his age. The artist of
whatever kind is always a better ex-
ponent of his age than is any other
kind of worker. And for more rea-
sons than one. To begin with, the
artist deals with emotions; with feel-
ings and sentiments, hopes and de-
sires and doubts; and if we would
know the spirit of an age we must
know these. The poet holds up a
mirror to nature—including man: he
shows us the workings of the hum?.n
sonl. He cannot help but do this:
it is his gift, his function, and—he is
the product of his age. :
Now, of the spirit of the age im-
mediately preceding our own, of the
era styled Victorian, was there any one
great exponent? Surely there was,
and surely Alfred Tennyson, in spite
of many limitations, was he. To
labour that point, there is no need
or here.
no‘gl the interval between Tennyson’s
day and ours, the world has travelled
fast and far. Tennyson wrote for the
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educated. Not till twenty years after
he was created Laureate was national
education instituted. And he wrote
of the educated. The Idylls of the
King were really a depicture, not of
the Court of King Arthur, but of
the manners, customs, and sentiments
of the gentlemen of England in the
time of Prince Albert. Stripped of
their history and of their local colour,
the Idylls portray the chivalry, the
taste, the notions of honour, the deli-
cacy, the refinement— and also the
aloofness, the dignity, the reserve of
the educated classes of the Vietorian
era. ““The Palace of Art” is typical
of Tennyson, a Tennyson shut up in
his beautiful England, where he built
for his soul a lordly pleasure-house
wherein at ease for aye to dwell. He
sang the brook, the mead, the mill,
the English home, and dewy pastures,
dewy trees—haunts of ancient peace.
He sang, too, the growing religious
doubts of his age:

‘Oh! sure it is a special care
Of God, to fortify from doubt.’’

‘I am void,
Dark, formless, utterly destroyed.
Why not believe then?’’

‘O spirit and heart made desolate!
O damnéd vacil