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Keep yourself well
and daily use

Epps’s
Cocoa

The Original Cocoa for
Breakfast and Supper.

Epps’s
Cocoa

The most Nutritious
and Economical.

St. Denis Hotel

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

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

TIME IS THE TEST
OF ALL THINGS

AND THE EVER-INCREASING
POPULARITY OF

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

WHICH HOLDS ITS OWN AGAINST
ALL RIVALS, IS THE MOST
GENUINE PROOF OF ITS WORTH.

It must needs be a good thing that can withstand
the immense pressure of uprising competition, and yet
defy comparison; small marvel, therefore, that with the
flight ot years ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT' has become
known far and wide for what it is worth, one of the
most Potent, Simple, and Agreeable factors in main-
taining Health. }l assists the functions of the Liver,
Bowels, Skin, and Kidneys by Natural Means, and thus
RECTIFIES THE STOMACH AND MAKES THE
LIVER LAUGH WITH JOY!

CAUTION.—Examine the Bottle and Cap-
sule, and see that they are marked
¢{ENO’'S FRUIT SALT.’ Otherwise you have
been imposed upon by a Worthless imi=-
tation.

Wholesale of Messrs. Evaxs & Soxs, Ltd.,
Montreal and Toronto, Canada.
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Pears’ Lavender Water, fragrantly refreshing—an ideal toilet water.
“ 477 vights secur Al
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STABLE
REQUISITES

SOLD BY ALL SADDLERS
AND

GENERAL MERCHANTS

HARNESS COMPOSITION—(Waterproof).
JET BLACK OIL—Renews and Preserves.
SADDLE SOAP—-Cleans and Renovates.
HARNESS LIQUID-—Self-shining.
SADDLE PASTE--Gives a Waterproof Polish.
EBONITE WATERPROOF BLACKING
For Boots and Shoes—Requires no Brushing.

AGENTS FOR CANADA—B. & S. H. THOMPSON & CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL.

VIVN
AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE

LEA & PERRINS’ B LAG | SAUCE
@“% LIMITED Ell ,&
BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO THE KING AND
EMPEROR OF INDIA

CELEBRATED OILMAN’S STORES

4_

TR 55

ir HAsNo BQuAL . @De Queen of Toflet Preparations” ' emtisely Removes and
ROUGHNESS
™
For KEEPING : RE':)NESS, )
SKIN EAT
il W IRRITATION,
SOFT, = 4 TAN, Etc.
SMOOTH, TS e du?;';vs,gg!;&; =
COOLING AND REFRESHING. or_ressrving
‘ND WHITE Sole Makers: Botties—1s,, 1s. 9d., and 2s. 6d. f;?‘r:zaaz%;h of
At aLL seasons. M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England. and Hard WATER.
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
“
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MIDSUMMER
CANADIAN MAGAZINE

The August number of Tue CanapiaN MAGAzINE will be the
midsummer number and will be larger and more attractive than
usual. The various features are too numerous to be all mentioned
here. Some are as follows :

A Coloured Frontispiece done in four printings.

Japan in War Time—By Edward A. Wicher, a Canadian missionary at
Kobe. This will be illustrated with twenty photographs direct from
Japan. Photographs of royalty, high dignitaries, war vessels and soldiers
are not for sale in Japan since the war began. Nevertheless, THE CANA-
pIAN MAGAZINE has managed to secure the following :

THE EMPEROR GENERAL TERANCHI

THE EMPRESS LIEUT.-GENERAL HASAGAWA
THE CROWN PRINCE ADMIRAL YAMAMOTO

THE CROWN PRINCESS MAJ.-GENERAL YAMAGATA
MARQUIS ITO ADMIRAL TOGO

COUNT INOUYE ADMIRAL URIU

FOUR BATTLESHIPS
FOUR SCENES OF PROCESSIONS AND DEPARTING TROOPS

Such pictures as the last four are extremely rare and these will be found
in no other publication in the world.

Conan Doyle—A sketch by Haldane MacFall, one of six literary portraits
now being given in the current issues.

Short Stories by W. A. Fraser, Guy de Maupassant and others. Of late
Tue CANADIAN MAGAZINE has been peculiarly fortunate in securing good
short stories, mostly by Canadians. The midsummer number will contain
several very interesting tales, all of which will be found to be of good
literary quality.

Herbert Brown Ames—By A. R. Carman, being No. 53 in the list of
¢« Canadian Celebrities.”

Photography of Flowers—By Harry L. Shepherd. An article of special
interest to amateur photographers. Specially illustrated.

Illustrated Departments for men and women, covering the leading
topics of the day. These are a permanent feature of Tue CANADIAN MAGA-
ZINE.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
3 TORONTO, CANADA

7O ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TEN SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE A YEAR POSTPAID
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Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

LIMITED

BELFAST, IRELAND
and 156 to 170 Regent Street, London, W.

Gelegraphic Address: (““"LINEN, BELFAST.”)
IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FURNISHERS TO
His Gracious Majesty THE HING,
H. R. H. The Princess of Wales,

- v
MEMBERS OF THE ROvAL FAMILY AND THE
. COURTS OF EUROPE.

// ~ . y. ~

oy Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels,
?{& Railways, Steamships, Institutions, Regiments, and

the General Public, direct with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest 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: Real Irish Linen Sheetings, fully bleached, two yards wide, 46c. per yard;
214 yards wide, 57c. per yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, 6c. per yard; Surplice Linen,
14c. per yard. Dusters from 78c.; Linen Glass Cloths, $1.14 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen
Diaper, 17c. per yard. Beautiful Dress Linens, all new shades, from 24c. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 70c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.32 per doz.
Table Cloths, 2 yards square, 60c.; 24 yards by 3 yards, $1.32 each. Kitchen Table Cloths,
23¢. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.06 per doz. Monograms, Crests, Coats of Arms,
Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special attention to Club, Hotel, or Mess Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: Best quality Longcloth Bodies, with 4-fold fine linen fronts and cuffs,
$8.52 the half doz. (to measure, 48¢c. 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.

lRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: “The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver have
a world-wide fame.”— 7%e Queen. *‘ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.”— Sylvia's
Home Journal, Children’s, 30c. per doz.; Ladies’, 54c. per doz.; Gentlemen's, 78c. per doz.
Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66¢c. per doz.; Gentlemen's, 94c. per doz.

IRISH LINEN COLLARS AND CUFFS: Corrars—Gentlemen's 4-fold, all newest shapes, from
$1.18 per doz. CurFs—For Ladies and Gentlemen, from $1.42 per doz. ‘‘Surplice Makers to
Westminster Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. *‘Their Irish
Linen Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.”—Court Circular,

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises, trimmed
embroidery, 54c.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial Outfits from
$50.00 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.00; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON @ CLEAVER, Belfast, Ireland

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.




6 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE FREDERICK HOTELS, LIMITED
HOTEL

REAT CENTRAL

LONDON
Eng.

Adjoining the Terminus of the
Great Central Railway. On
direct route by Express Cor-
ridor Trains with the Midlands,
Dukeries and the North.

Magnificent Modern Public
Rooms. Orchestras. Re-
nowned Cuisine. Winter
Garden. Terrace Prom-
enades. Covered Court-
yard. Elegant Private
Suites at Moderate Rates

iraote
bl
I Cables: Centellare, London.

*A Temple of Luxury”

For Tariffs and Brochures of these beautiful modern Hotels apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Toronto.

Luxury: Comfort- Economy

These Hotels decorated and furnished by MAPLE, London, the largest and most eminent furnishing house in
the World. Part Contractors to King Edward V11. Hotel, Toronto.

THE FAVORITE
CANADIAN
RENDEZVOUS

Within touch of the great Financial,
Commercial, Legal, Judicial, Med-
jcal, Dramatic, Literary, Art,
Social, and Parliamentary centres,
all the great London termini, and
Shopping thoroughfares, yet quiet
and restful amidst its well-ordered
surroundings, the green parterres,
and grand old trees of Russell
Square.

Cables : Hotel Russell, London.

HOTEL

RUSSELL LONDON

The Latest of the Sumptuous Hotel Palaces of Modern London.
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RAND’S
ESSENCE

EEF

FOR INVALIDS

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED DIGESTION

Recommended by the Medical Profession
Throughout the World.

BRAND & COMPANY, Limited
MAYFAIR, LONDON, ENG.

FOR GENERAL WEAR

Muwnett’s
<3

poges

Ruoraveses Twam Mass

look well, and are for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children, in
Navy Blue, Cream, Black, Crimson, Grey, Green, Purple, Ete.

Prices from 28c. to $3.04 per Yard.

TWEEDS, FLANNELS,
COATINGS,
DRESS FABRICS,
LINENS, Etc.

Ladies’ Costumes from $6.40; The ‘Egerton”
Cycling Skirt from $3.00; Girls’ Dresses from
$2.20; Gentlemen's Suits from $8.55; Overcoats
from $6.70; Boys’' Suits from $2.60, to measure.

Any Length Sold. Special Rates for Canada, Ete.
Patterns, Seif-Measurement Forms and
Price Lists, Post Free, from

EGERTON BURNETT, Limited,
R.W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.

Bank of_Ijamilton

Board of Directors
HON. WM. GIESON J. TURNBULL
President Vice-President
John Proctor Geo. Roach A. B. Lee (Toronto)
J. 8. Hendrie, M.L.A. Geo. Rutherford

Capital, $2,200,000
Reserve and Surplus Profits, $2,000,000
Total Assets, $23,500,000
J. TURNBULL, General Manager
v H. M. WATSON, Inspector

HEAD OFFICE - HAMILTON, ONT.

Branches
od Hagersville Nitehell Saskatoon, NN'W.T.
‘” Hamil M d Man. Simcoe
— ** Barton 8t. Miami, Man. Southm:ﬁmn
Biy th *  East End Moose Jaw, N.-W.T. Stonewall, Man.
Brasion, Man. * West End Morden, Man. Teeswater
Brautford “ Deering Br. Niagara Falls Toronto—
G e foplon ity MLl Jone Sl
1 , N.W.T. Orange e ueen & S| na
|~qu Jarvis, Ont. Owen Sound Vancouver, B.C.
Dundas Kamloops, B.C. Palmerston ‘Wingham
Dundalk Listowel Pilot Mound, Man. Winkler, Man.
Dunnville Lucknow Plum Coulee * Winni , Man,—
Georgetown Manitou, Man. Port Elgin Grain Exchange
Gladstone, Man. Melfort, Sask. Port Rowan Main St. Branch
Gorrie Midland Ripley ‘Wroxeter
Grimsby Milton Roland, Man.
ts in United States: New York—Fonrﬂ: gauonndﬂgltnk
and Hanover National Bank. Bost nternational Trust Co. uffalo—
Marive Ni Detroit—Detroit Naticnal Bank. ti-

ational Bank. Chi
pental National Bank and First National Bank. Kansas City—National
o delphi: hants National Bank. San Frano

Bank
P P | isco—
Grocker-Woolworth National Bank. St. Loul ional Bank of Ci 0.
« ts in Great Britain—National Provincial Bank of England
1

Correspondence Solicited

SECOND EDITION

Quebec Under
Two Flags

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS

*“This book has the merit of being concrete and categorical,
It keeps to the region of facts, and leaves the rhapsodical style
to those who are less sure of their ground."—7he Nation.

“The latter volume somewhat resembles Robertson's * Land-
marks of Toronto,” although it is not quite such a storchouse
of historical rubbish.” —7he Canadian Magazine.

*This subject is handled intelligently by our authors . . . a
succinct but satisfactory history of the city."—New Vork Herald.

** Much the best handbook of Quebec that exists.”—New Vork
Evening Post.

“Son nouvel ouvrage fait le bref historique de Québec sous les
deux régimes, et donne les détails les plus complets sur son état
actuel, au point de vue civil, artisque et religieux."—La Patrie.

“It is valuable both because it is readable and because it is
trustworthy.” —Review of Historical Publications, Toronto.

““It will be a pleasure to recur to these interesting chapters,
and especially to the newer facts which they disclose.”—7he
Gazsette.

“No topic connected with the story of Quebec has been
neglected by the authors, who deserve the highest credit for all
the pains they must have taken in producing so exhaustive a
work.”"— tar.

This work may be ordered through the Musson
Book Co., Toronto, or direct from the QUEBEC
News Co., Quebec; price, $2.50. A limited edition
in 2 vols., with 50 photogravures and 3 colored
plates, full bound, gilt edges; price, $6.00.
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CARRERAS CELEBRATED HIGHEST AWARD AND PRIZE MEDAL,

Philadelphia Exhibition, 1876.

(JAKEY'S Silversmiths’ Soap
For Cleaning Plate.
(AKEY’S Emery Cloth

Glass Paper, Black Lead,

(JAKEY’S *‘Wellington’* Knife Polish.
D"J.M. BARRIE says:—"WHAT | s, 2L S, 4 P culey; .

(AKEY'S Knife Boards

Prevent friction in Cleaning and injury teo
knives.

CALL THE ARCADJA
"My LADY NICOTINE
il ORKEY'S “TWellington™ Black Lead.
B (AKEY’S ‘‘Polybrilliant™ Metal Pomade.

M IXTU RE p”tl::.ver becomes dry and hard like other metal
AND NO OTHER™ | | [ (AKEY'S Goods Sold Everywhere.

THE CRAVEN (Mild), Invented by the 3rd Earl of Craven By Ironmongers, Grocers, Oilmen, Brushmak-
HANKEY'S (Medium), *  “ Major-General Hankey ers, Druggists, etc.
GUARDS' (Full), s o I j Carreras

MUGGES' (Special), e “ G. Mugge, Esq. imi
;Illl‘(;lsl;lll(l:{"(‘lnxira npcci:ll),ln\‘ﬂ&:ml“hu;'éfvl.l;'?lql’hilips JOHN OAKEY & SONS! lelted!

SOLE MANUFACTURERS WELLINGTON MILLS, LONDON,
CARRERAS, Ltd., 7 Wardour St., o
LONDON, W., ENGLAND. Representative in Canada:
Agents in Montreal -FRASER, VIGER & CO., J *
209 and 211 St. James's Street. 560 Craig Street, - Montreal.

“’T'he Boy’s Own Paper”

This splendid magazine should be in the hands
of every boy of school or college age. It is the
best boys’ magazine ever published. It appeals
to every manly boy who loves fiction, adventure,
travel or sports. It is of the best literary quality,
and the leading writers of boys’ stories contribute
to its pages.

Copiously Illustrated.

Colored Plate in Each Part.

WARWIEK BROS. & RUTTAN, TORONTO, |

Price—$1.20 by the Year
10 Cents for Each Number

Warwick Bros. & Rutter, Toronto

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS

Sample copies sent on receipt of price.
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Tailoring
Department

John J. M. Bult

(Dress and Frock Coat Specialist)

140 Fenchurch St., London, E.C,
ENGLAND

CASH TAILOR

Patterns of cloth and self-measurement
forms sent on application.

SOME SPECIALTIES:

|

|

| in which are made costumes for ladies,
| and suits for gentlemen, of the cultured
{ and middle classes, This department
|

i3 not a mere ac sory, but an eficient,
a skilful, an important and an integral
part of our organization. It brings

Hamilton’s
[rish

B Homespuns
Norfolk and Breeches, 16.00

within the reach of ladies and gentle-
men who encounter difficulties with
their dressmaker and tailor,

Ladies’ Costumes complete 16 dollars:
Gentlemen's Suits complete, 14 dollars ;
Homespun by the _\‘nm&, from 42 cents
per yard, Freight paid by us to Can-
ada. Fit and smartness guaranteed or
money refunded. Patterns free on re-
quest. Address Desk 16

THE WHITE HOUSE,

‘ PORTRUSH, IRELAND.
|

The largest assortment in London
of Tweeds, Cheviots, Flannels, Serges,
Trouserings, Vestings, and Light-
weight Water-proof Overcoatings.

Also Underclothing for Colonial
wear made to measure,

For Illustrated Booklet apply to Tue
CanapiaNy Macazing, Toronto.

The Best Buying Provinces in Canada

Are Manitoba, the Territories and British Columbia. The people demand
the best goods, are willing to and do pay for them. Is not this trade worth
looking after? This year 200,000 new possible buyers of your goods will
arrive in the country. Will the retail merchant sell him what YOU
manufacture ?

Esrablished 1882 of Winnipeg, the

THE only newspaper of its
OMMERCIAL =%

and the recognized

&/e WEEKLY FINANCIAL.COMMERCIAL & i -
GENERAL TRADE NEWSPAPER_g#" Z#e GREAT WEST. authonty on West
ern trade and prog-

ress, can put you
in touch with probable buyers. The Commercial certainly has a very
much larger circulation among the business community of the vast region
lying between Lake Superior and the Pacific Coast than any other paper in
Canada, daily, weekly or monthly. It reaches its readers some days in
advance of, and carries more bona fide advertising than any other similar
commercial paper. Our advertisers our best references.

Twenty-three Years Building Up Circulation
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Position Unrivalled in

LONDON, ENGLAND.,

LANGHAM
HOTEL

Portland Place and
Regent St., W.

Modern Appointments.
Moderate Tariff.

A GIFT FROM ENGLAND.

{PEACHSc

Lace Cover given free it lustrated Catalogue.
Most complete List of Lace Goods fssued. DIRECT FROM LOOMS.

LACE CURTAINS COLLARETTES
SW1S8S CURTAINS LOOM HOSIERY
MADRAS MUSLINS HOUSEHOLD LINENS
LACES, BLOUSES ROLLER BLINDS

POPULAR PARCEL, $6.30, Carriage Free. Contains 1 pair

Drawing-room Curtains, rich design, 4 yards long, 2 yards wide; 2 pairs

ALIKE Dining-room Curtains, artistic design from Point La ) inches
9

wide, 8 yards long; 1 pair Art Bedroom Curtains, 3 yards 50 inches; 1
pair Brise Bise Curtains; 1 Table Centre; 1 Set of Duchesse Tollet Covers,
3 hes long, five smaller. Ecru if desired. Customers throughout

\
the Empire testify to the marvellous value and durability. Prize Medals
Toronto, Chicago, On receipt of P 0. 0. for §6.30, the above lot sent per
return Mail direct to your address in Canada by Parcel Post well packed
in Oileloth

COLONIALS should send for our Buyer's Guide and General Shipping
List. Import your own goods direct and save 50 per cent. Gentlemen s and
Youths' Talloring, Boots, Shoes, etc. Ladies’ Tailor-Made Costumes, Corsets,
etc. Furnishing Dmperies, Furniture of all descriptions, etc. Enquiries of
all kinds carefully dealt with and estimates given Price Lists only can
be obtained from the Office of this Magazine, but if you wish to have the
Free Gift included send direct to 8., PEACH & SONS, Curtain Manu-
facturers, Box 664, Nottingham, England. Established 1857,

Transacting Business

It is impossible to go through life
without some business transactions.
To simplify such matters and make
them profitable you should have a
Business Education such as given
at the

NORTHER,

C. A. FLEMING, Principal, - Owen Sound.
Spring term begins April 4th, 1904.

ES‘GN'NG by the best English Artists for Com.-
mercial purposes. Rough Sketches
FREE. The MERCANTILE PRESsS, 190 Ebury Street,

S.W. London, England.

over Fifty

Steedman’s

SOOTHING

Powders

For Children Cutting Teeth

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT.
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, ete.

Preserve a healthy state of the
constitution during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN,
and the address: ~

Walworth
SURREY.
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NOW READY
MR. WINSTON CHURCHILL'S

NEW NOVEL

THE CROSSING

A vigorous, absorbing story, with ' ‘ i q
a wealth of incident ranging from ‘ ‘
Indian fighting under George Rogers
Clark to love-making on the white
galleries of New Orleans. Its plot

deals with the early times in Louisi-
ana, over which country the hero,
David Ritchie, saw the flags of three
countries wave in turn within two

days.

Over a million copies have been
sold of this author’'s Richard Car-
vel and The Crisis.

The Crossing is uniform with
these two brilliant novels.

ILLUSTRATED IN COLORS

CLOTH, $1.50

Mr. S. R. Crockett’s New Novel

STRONG MAC

A stirring romance of Scottish family life in days when the last century
was young. The book is full of movement and colour, and for sustained in-
terest and skill in craftsmanship, will rank high among Mr. Crockett’s novels.
Indeed, many readers will probably acclaim it the author’s finest achievement.
The heroine ‘“Adora” is really ‘“ adorable,”” and many of the other characters are
fine studies in varied humanity.

24 llustrations by Maurice Griffenhagen. Paper, 75c.; Cloth, $1.50.

THE COPP, CLARK CO., Limited, Publishers

TORONTO
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THE SCHOOL

From this

SCHOOL

under the
direction of

THIS MAN

more than

Twelve
Hundred

young men and
women go out
each year well
trained to en-
== gage in Business
THE COLLEGE BUILDING Pursuits. PRIN. W. H. SHAW

Thorough Work, Excellent Courses, Fine Equipment and Competent Teachers have
been combined in the management of this School for the production of good results for its lnr{gv and growing
patronage. Upon these it has won its national reputation as The Business Training School of the Dominion,

Always Open No Vacations Enter Any Time
’PEC!A!‘ SUMMER TERM WRITE FOR PARTICULARS—
FROM JULY 4th. CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE
W. H. SHAW, - - - PRINCIPAL. TORONTO, CANADA

Ontario School
of

Practical Science
Toronto

Established 1878

The Faculty of Applied
Science and Engineering
of the University
of Toronto

DEPARTMENTS OF INSTRUCTION—

1.—CIVIL ENGINEERING 2.—MINING ENGINEERING
3.—MECHANICAL and ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING
4—ARCHITECTURE
5—~ANALYTICAL and APPLIED CHEMISTRY
The Laboratories in all Departments are fully equipped with the most modern apparatus,
The Calendar, which contains a list showing the positions held by graduates, will be mailed on

- A. T. LAING, Registrar
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The Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL
College Street, TORONTO
THIRTY-SEVENTH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

Bk dale Church School

151 Dunn Avenue, TORONTO
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN FOR GIRLS AND BOYS

For Calendar apply to
MISS MIDDLETON, Lady Principal

BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL GROUNDS

o O] n,

Coﬂege, TORONTO

Full Academic Department
‘* Musical o

“ Art “
‘‘ Domestic Science **
‘“ Elocution s

‘* Physical Culture **

professional standing employed.
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,

GEORGE DICKSON, M.A.,
i

St. Margaret’s

A Boarding and Day School for Girls

Only teachers of the highest academic and

Lady Principal.
rector,

4 ’
St Adonica’s
RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

170 Bloor Street West, Toronto

Thorough course in English Languages, Music, Art,
Flocution, Physical Culture and Domestic Science.

Prepares for University and Departmental Examina-
tions. Kindergarten and Primary Departments. Teach-
ers thoroughly qualified and of highest standing.
Specialists in the various Departments. Extensive and
beautiful grounds.

For Prospectus applyito

MISS PHILLPOTTS
Lady Principal

BRANKSOME
HALL

A High-class Residential
and Day School for Girls

102 BLOOR 8T. EAST, - TORONTO

Under the joint management of MISS
SCOTT, formerly principal of Girls' Depart-
ment of the Provincial Model School, Tor-
onto, and MISS MERRICK, formerly of
Kingston. 5

For_circular, apply to Miss Scott.

T e e e et S

eenarca e
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CALENDARS AND SYLLABUS FREE

Toronto
Conservatory
Of MlISiC COLLEGE

SIR JOEN A. BoyD, K.C.M.G., Dk. EDWARD Fasums,
President. Musical Director.

EXAMINATIONS
7_June 14th to 17th

School of Literature and Expression. Mrs. Inez Nicholson-Cutter, Principal.

PROPOSED UPPER SCHOOL BUILDING
RlDLEY COLLEGE ST. CATHARINES, ONT. Upper School—Boys prepared for the Universities and for busineas.

s Lower School—A fine new building, under charge of H. G. Williams, Esq., B.A., V:c&Pnncip.L

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

Havergal College

TORONTO
PRINCIPAL : Miss Knox—St. Hugh's Hall, Oxford; Uni-
versity of Oxford, First-Class Final Honor Examination ;
Cambridge University, Diploma in Teaching; First
Division Government Certificate.
Heads of Departments: 2
HOUSE—Miss Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; First
Class Honors in English, French, German, Spanish,

Italian ; Governor-General's Medal.
DAY SCl*iOOL—-Mi.u Chambers, Girton College, Cam-

Teachinq\.lUniversily of Cambridge.

bridge; Honors in Mathematical Tripos, Theory of

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at the Univerni(y of
Toronto, for the Havergal Diploma, and for Examinations
in Music and Art.

Special attention is given to Physical Training und. H
Fotheringham and Miss Burnham, graduates of D:'.' hS'J:
gent's Academy at Boston, who reside in the School and
give individual care to the pupils.

Large grounds attached to the College afford ample
for tennis, basket ball, cricket, etc., in the summer?nm
hockey upon the full-sized rink in winter.

Miss Burnaby, graduate of the Behnke Method of Elocu.
tion, has joined the College, and takes charge of the reading
and elocution classes throughout the College.

In the Junior School the Curriculum includes, among ot!
subjects, Elementary Courses in Cooking, Wood &n-:‘:
and D tic Sci 3 .

HEALTH—Miss Nainby, Cambridge and South Kensing
ton Certificates.
JUNIOR SCHOOL—Miss Wood, B.A., London Univer-
sity, Westfield College.
Assisted by 20 resident mistresses who are graduates of various English
and Canadian U and by 81 g and h

ni ies

A Kindergarten is attached to the School.

All information may be obtained by letter or by application
to the Bursar’s Office, Havergal College. T

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE
Residential and Day School for Boys. TORONTO

Upper and Lower School. te i K
dence conducted on the Houseslm'.' B.ol;smor Rk

1903, most successful—200 pupils in attendance,

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., Principal

STREET

Affillated with Toronto and Trinity Universities

for Universities and Business. College Year, 1908
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“Glen Adawr”

RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

651 SPADINA AVENUE TORONTO

Thorough English Course.
Individual Attention. Pupils Prepared for the
Universities and for Examinations in Music

and Art. Large staff of Resident and
Visiting Teachers.

MISS VEALS, PRrINCIPAL.

| &

Trinity College School, Port Hope TP R g

HEAD MASTER
Rev. Oswarp Rigey, MA., LL.D.,
St. John's College, Cambridge.
ASSISTANT MASTERS
W. H. NigaTincare, EsQ., B.A.,
Bishop's College, Lennoxville.
H. J. H. Perry, Esg.. M.A, D.C.L.,,

ishop's College, Lennoxville.

F. 1. A. Morris, Eso., B.A,,
Balliol College, Oxford.

Rev. W. R. Hissarp, M.A.,

Bishop's College, Lennoxville.
Rev. F. J. Sawers, M.A,,

Trinity University, Toronto.
S. L. Mier, EsQ.,, B.A,, Toronto University.

H. P. Bovig, Esg, BA,,
Bishop's College, Lennoxville.

Ontario Ladies’ College

and Ontario Conservatory of Music and Art,
WHITBY, ONT.

Ideal home life in a beautiful castle, modelled after one
of the palatial homes of English aristocracy.

The latest and best equipment in every department,
backed up by the largest and strongest stn{f of specialists to be
found in any similar college in Canada. Sufficiently near the
city to enioy its advantages sn concerts, etc., and yet away from
its distractions, in an atmosphere and environment mos? con~
ducive to mental, moral and physical stamina. Send for new
illustrated calendar to

REV. J, J. HARE, Ph.D,, Principal.

WESTBOURNE
SCHOOL for GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West
TORONTO - CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
and convenient. Séudents prcpareds for
niversity and Departmental Examinations. Spec-
ialists i:’ each ;pe;artment. Affiliated with the
Toronto Conservatory of Music. Dr. Edward
Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray Knowles,
R. C. A., Art Director; Miss M. Parsons, in charge
Domestic Science Department. For announce-
ment and information, address the Principals,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.
MISS S. E. DALLAS, Mus. Bac.
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE UPPER CANADA COLLEGE PREPARATORY SCHOOL

CANADA'’'S NATIONAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Upper Canada College, Deer Park, Toronto, Ont.
75TH ANNIVERSARY YEAR——FOUNDED IN 1820

Oldest established and largest school for boys in Canada. Principal, Henry W. Auden, M.A., Cambridge,
and late of Fettes College, Edinburgh.

The Senior School accommodates 160 resident pupils. The Preparatory School for beginners accommo-
dates 60 resident pupils.

These Schools are in ae}fpmtc buildings with every modern equipment upon beautiful grounds, 50 acres in
extent, one mile north of Toronto, and feet above the level of the lake.

Resident pupils are provided with every care and comfort.

The number of day pupils taken is limited.

Courses for University and Business. Every facility for the cultivation of sports and athletics.

Sh; a?llmlnrsillllpa of 875 each, and six of $30 each are open to pupils entering. Special scholarships for
sons of old pupils,

Term commences September 8th, 1904, For calendar and all other information, address

THE BURSAR, Upper Canada College, Deer Park, Ont,

The ONTARIO AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE,

GUELPH,

Through the MACDONALD INSTITUTE

Provides thorough courses in

Nature Study, Domestic Science and Manual Training

‘In September of each year commence the Normal Courses for teachers in all
departments and the Two-year course in theory and practice of Housekeeping.

Short courses in Nature Study and Domestic Science and Art open in Sep-
tember, January, April and July.

The Macdonald Hall for the accommodation of young women attending the In-
stitute will be ready for use at the beginning of the College year in September, 1904.

For further information address

G. C. CREELMAN, B.S.A., or W. H. MULDREW, B.A,, D. Paed.,
President of the College, Guelph, Ont. Dean of Institute, Guelph, Ont.
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BUS!NE.Sb
|COLLEGE |

HAMILTON, ONT.

Well known and known
well wherever known

as being at all times the
leading school of busi-
ness and shorthand in /
Canada. This school
has a successful history
of 42 years in prepar-
ing young people
for Business Life,
and the past year
has been the most
successful. Over
200 of our students
have been referred to good
situations with business
firms.

Send for Prospectus_to
R. E. GALLAGHER, Principal
l Y.M.C.A, Building, -~

HAMILTON, ONT.

¢

AFFILIATED TO QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY
KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED:

(B. Sc.)

loma.
(&) Mining Engineering
(b) Chemistry and Mineralogy
(c) Mineralogy and Geology
(d) Chemical Engineering
(®) Civil Engineering
(f) Mechanical Engineering
(g) Electrical Engineering
(h) Biology and Public Health

School of Mining, Kingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING

1. Four Years’ Course for a Degree

and 2. Three Years’ Course for a an-

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

“Money is the
Sinews of War.”

It is also very essential to our
existence in times of peace. No one
can secure the necessities of life with-
out money or its equivalent. Yet,
notwithstanding how much it is
needed, it is sometimes very difficult
to obtain, and the supply frequently
ceases entirely upon the removal of
the breadwinner. Recognizing then
the duty of making certain provision
for the family in the event of such a
contingency, the desirability of life
insurance as a means to this end is
at once self-evident. Now is the
appointed time to attend to this
matter; it may be impossible to do so
later. The best forms of policy
contracts are issued by the

North
American Life

a Company whose financial position
is unexcelled.

HOME OFFICE—TORONTO, ONT.

JOHN L. BLAIKIE, President.
L. GOLDMAN, A.LA,, F.CA., Managing Director.
W. B. TAYLOR, B.A,, LL.B., Secretary.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid up . . $1,000,000
Reserve Fund . . . $1,000,000

DIRECTORS
R. H. WARDEN, D.D., PRESIDENT, S. J. MOORE, EsQ., VICE-PRESIDENT.

D. E. THOMSON, K.C. HIS HONOR MR. W, MORTIMER CLARK, K.C.
THOS. BRADSHAW, Esg.

HEAD OFFICE - - - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, GENERAL MANAGER.

BRANCHES
BRIGDEN EasT TorRONTO Picron IN TORONTO-7 and 9 Kiné STrREET East
BrockviLLe MiLToN STREETSVILLE CornNEr COLLEGE AND BATHURST StRErrs
Brussers PrTrOLIA SurToNn West CorRNER DUNDAS AND ARTHUR STrRExTS
WreLLiNGTON Corner QueenN AND McCavr Streers

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED

DRAFTS BOUGHT AND S8OLD LETTERS OF CREDIT I1SSUED

Savings Bank Department at all Branches
INTEREST AT HIGHEST RATES ALLOWED- ADDED TWICE A YEAR

THE INAAAAAAAAAAAAAAANAAANAAAA
London Life Insurance Co. 3 NG|
HEAD OFFICE, LONDON, CANADA 3 DEPOS[T YOUR 3
ABSTRACT OF FINANCIAL STATEMENT :» :b
Year ending December 31st, 1903, 1’ 4:
L §  SAVINGS §
Interest from Investments. .... $ 74,442 33 1» <
Increase over 1002, 187, PRIy rs o s BB
Premiums, *‘Ordinary” Branch..$106,104 51 b A bl b B e Al s gy 2 g ¢
Increase over 1902, 17%. . £
Premiums, “Industrial” Branch .$217,464 44 and they will soon increase.
Increase over 1002, 8%. i
DISEURSEMENTS We take deposits of $1.00
Paid Policyholders or Heirs.....$ 05,238 25 and upwards and allow interest
Increase over 1902, 26%.
All other Disbursements. .. ....$137,604 89 thereon at 315 7.
ASSETS Interest allowed on daily
Net Invested and Other Assets, $1,462,065 88 bal
Increase over 1902, 12%. alance.
LIABILITIES Subject to chequ ‘ith-
Reserve Fund and Other Lia- e 1'] L8 ith
R Sty Seteal g $1,368,430 55 drawal.
SURPLUS All mo recei i
Surplus over all Liabilities to Public,$94,535 33 g ived in trust.
INSURANCE IN FORCE
Net Amount Insured.......... 7,466,627 67 NATIONAL TRUST
JOHN McCLARY, Esqg., President
A. 0. JEFFERY, K.C,, LL.D,, D.C.L., Vice-President COMPANY, LIMITED
JOHN G. RICHTER, Esq., General Manager 22 KING STREET EAST, TOR
E. E. REID, B.A., A.LA.,, Asst. Manager and Actuary ) ONTO
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IMPORTANT
POINTS

PROTECTION  INVESTMENT

For Your Family For Yourself

Have You Secured These ?

YOU CAN FIND
| ouT

HOW
TO
DO IT

By sending for the interesting T 2
set of Pamphlets issued by the m&m

] s e e, ot

Confederation Aife
Hlssociation

POLICIES ISSUED ON ALL APPROVED PLANS

President

W. C. MACDONALD, Actuary = J. K. MaA CDONALD, Managing Director

HEAD OFFICE - - - - TORONTO, CANADA
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AFELY ‘“ Safety is the first consideration, and the matter of

interest earnings is of second or even third importance.”™

Depositors who make absolute safety the first con-
sideration are attracted by the exceptional strength of
the Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation, Toronto
street, Toronto. It has the third largest paid-up capital
of all Canada’s strong financial institutions.

Paid-up Capital, - $ 6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund, - - 1,750,000.00
Invested Funds, = 23,300,000.00

You may live anywhere and be a depositor with us. Send at once for

our booklet,
“SAVING MONEY BY MAIL.”

THE

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE
HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets - - - $2,7638,980 70
Surplus to Policyholders - - 1,052,760 70
Paid to Policyholders in 1903 - - 204,018 49

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER J. K. McCUTCHEON
President and Managing Director Superintendent of Agencies

—
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THE CANADIAN BANR
OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE—-TORONTO

Paid-Up Capital, $8,700,000 Reserve Fund, $3,000,000
HON. GEO. A. COX, PRESIDENT
B. E. WALKER, GENERAL MANAGER ALEX. LAIRD, AssT. GENERAL MANAGER

i;\ (iaumda. the Onited States
109 BranCheS and England

A general Banking Business transacted. Accounts may be opened and conducted by mail
with all branches of this Bank,

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT

Deposits of $1 and upwards received, and interest allowed at current
rates. Interest added to the deposit twice in each year, at the
end of May and November. The depositor is subject
to no delay whatever in the withdrawal of the
whole or any portion of the deposit.

RECORD FOR 1903 1903
Policies issued and taken '03, $4,278,850 The most successful year in the history of

Policies issued and taken '02, _23,_()2)78:450 A
weesst 387, ssoan | || he N Orthern Life

Business in force Dec. 31,703, $18,023,639 Assurance Co.
Business in force Dec.31,’02, 15,289,547

" S i A Insurance Written. ..... $1,002,750 00
INCREASE 187,  $2,734,092 “  in Force....... 3,607,316 00
) 98 CRME TOCOIEL | s5'vin cvsveinson $131,5626 90
Interest Earned’03 - - - $110,428 ’
Interest Earned 02 - - - 84,676 An Increase of........... 21,504 35
o @0t =0 ROE RORRE o $407,219 23
INCREASE 3OA _$lgs '.75.,2 An Increaseof........... 75,174 52
2 ’ 7 Government Reserve .......... $241,639 32
Surplus to Policy Holders 03 8443,2363 $241, 2
Surzhls to Policy Holders 02 226,508 An Increaseof....... ... 64,347 63
) T OOAT ACE A ims Q 5
247 .455 Donth Claing ., oo i ieon it $10,385 00
INCREASE 109/’ =$——~__7—’——_ A Decrease of............ 2,315 00
AVERAGE INTEREST EARNED 7% EXDAOIOES <~ 1t s bk b s $48,477 45

ADecrease of............ 6,105 02

YOU WILL MAKE NO MISTAKE IF YOU TAKE
OUT A POLICY IN THE NORTHERN LIFE

the GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

Head Office—Winnipeg

HEeAD OFFICE, JOHN MILNE,
Branch Offices LONDON, ONT. Managing Director.
TORONTO MONTREAL ST. JOHN | | The Northern Life has some good Districts

VANCOUVER CALGARY | open for live, energetic Agents,
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WESTERN CANADA

Produces the Most RemarKable Yields of

GRAIN, ROOTS and VEGETABLES

The productiveness of the rich loams and soils that are to be found almost
where throughout the Province of Manitoba and the territories of Assiniboia, Sas.
katchewan and Alberta, are now so well known that it is a subject of great interest

throughout all the Western States, as well as in Great Britain and Ireland, and on
the Continent.

every-

CUTTING WHEAT IN THE CANADIAN NORTHWEST.

During the past seven years the immigration has been most phenomenal, and the
prospects are that during the next few years this immigration will continue in lar
increasing numbers. It is confidently assumed that the same degree of success that
attended the work of the farmer during the past few years will be repeated in the
future.

FREE HOMESTEADS may be had in almost all the land districts. Adjoining land
may be purchased from the railway and land companies. Many cases have been re.
corded where the farmer has paid the entire purchase price of his land out of the
first crop.

Thepmatter of climate is one that demands the attention of those seeking a home.,
The climate of Western Canada is one that is highly spoken of by all who have made
it their home, and requires no further comment. Hundreds of letfers in the possession
of the Department of the Interior give evidence of its healthfulness and its desirability
when compared with that of other countries.

Socially, there is everything that is desired. There are to be found there the
several fraternal societies, schools, churches and other organizations calculated to be
to the upbuilding of a community, and are in evidence wherever there is a settlement,

Markets for the sale of grain and other produce of the farm are at every railwa
station, while elevators and mills make competition keen. The prices are always high
and the railway rates are reasonable.
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Nearly fifty thousand Americans took up land either in Manitoba or the Territories
during the past year, and as fully as great a number is expected during the season
of 1904. It is only a matter of computation how much the area which will be placed
under cultivation will exceed the 4,687,583 acres of 19o3. Besides the Americans
spoken of, fully as large a number of British people became settlers. In addition to
these the continentals added largely to the population.

Ranching is an important factor in the prosperity of Western Canada and the very
best results follow. Leases may be had from the Government or lands may be pur-
chased from Railways and Land Companies.

Wheat Districts. The wheat districts are located in a less elevated country than
the ranching section, and where the snow lies on the ground during the winter months
and where there is sufficient rainfall in summer to grow wheat. Generally speaking,
the wheat districts now opened up comprise the greater part of Assiniboia lying east
of Moose Jaw, where the Red River Valley extends its productive soil, renowned the
world over as a famous wheat belt.

Over 240,000,000 acres of land in the above-mentioned districts are suitable for
raising wheat. The wheat belts, although colder than the ranching country, are ideal
countries for wheat-growing. The cool nights during the ripening period favour the
production of firm grains, thus making the wheat grade high in the market. Wher-
ever wheat is grown, oats and barley grow, producing large yields. Government
statistics covering a period of twenty years show that the yield of wheat runs about 20
bushels to the acre, barley over 40, oats also yield splendidly.

In most cases the yields are regulated largely by the system of farming practised.
The best farmers summer fallow a portion of their farms. Usually one-third of the
acreage is worked as a summer fallow. On the large wheat farms the grain is
threshed and run into small granaries having a capacity of 1,000 bushels. These are
left in the field until time to haul the grain to market. The wheat zone of Canada
is spfeading farther north, and we doubt not that wheat will be grown much farther
north than at present.

Mixed Farming. To-day mixed farming is adapted to the greater part of Mani-
toba, taking in all of Assiniboia not included in the wheat belt, the Saskatchewan
Valley and southwestern Saskatchewan, extending into northern Alberta. In many
districts stock raising, dairying and general farming crops go hand in hand. The

tures are good. Aside from the wild grasses, brome grass and western rye grass
y::nish good hay crops and are grown not only where mixed farming is in vogue, but
in the wheat districts as well. Dairying is one of the growing industries. In many
sections creameries have been started which are paying good profits to their patrons.
Hog and poultry raising are profitable industries. Roots and vegetables thrive well.
Wild fruits of many kinds testify to the possibilities in fruit-growing for home con-
sumption at least.

Large Tracts Open for Settlement. New lines of railroads are being built into
the new districts just opening up. The country may be said to have never had a
“poom” familiar to many of our readers. The growth of Western Canada up to the

esent time has been slow, but we believe sure. The soil varies in different sections
of the country, still it is more uniform than in many of the States. The general
character of the soil is a dark loam underlaid with a clay subsoil. Good water abounds

everywhere.
A letter addressed to the undersigned will secure a copy of the new Canadian
Geography and all other information necessary.

B 1. R. PRESTON, W. Di SCGOTT,
Canadian Commissioner of Emigration, . Superintendent of Immigration,
11-12 Charing Cross, LONDON W.C., ENGLAND. OTTAWA, CANADA.
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Government Abstract

The Statistical Abstract of Life Insurance in Canada for 1903,
just issued, shows that

. yﬁﬂ/
OF CANADA

wrote more endowment insurance in Canada last year than any
other Canadian Life Insurance Company.

Endowments and What They

Signify
The Endowment plan is the highest and best form of life

assurance, as it combines investment with protection. It is the kind
that the best people buy.

There must therefore be more of the best people insuring
in The Mutual Life of Canada than in any other Canadian Com-
pany. The best people must have confidence in it, otherwise
they would not entrust it with so many valuable premiums. Hence,
there must be more appreciation of The Mutual Life of Canada
than of any other Canadian Company.

That confidence in and appreciation of The Mutual Life
of Canada are justified, you will have no doubt if you examine
the statistical abstract above referred to.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, A. HOSKIN, K.C., v P
PRESIDENT HON. JUSTICE BRITTON, { VICE-TRESIDENTS

GEO. WEGENAST, MANAGER W. H. RIDDELL, SECRETARY
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THE LADIES’ EMPIRE CLUB OF
LONDON

By LALLY BERNARD

URING the season of 1902,
made memorable by the
festivities which attended
the coronation of Edward
the Seventh, the Ladies’
Empire Club sprang into existence
under the auspices of the Victoria
League, an organization of well-known
women in the British Isles who joined
forces with the idea of furthering the
Imperial ideal in social as well as polit-
ical circles,

Lady Jersey, the Hon. Mrs. Alfred
Lyttelton (wife of the present Secretary
for the Colonies), and Lady Mary
Lygon, who is attached to the house-
hold of the Princess of Wales, were
among those mainly instrumental in
originating and carrying out the idea.
During the summer of 1903 the Club
quarters were situated in Whitehall
Court, and it became a distinguished
rendezvous where visitors from all

arts of the Empire met in an easy and
informal manner the members of the
various committees connected with the

League, and the guests they invited to
their weekly at-homes.

So eminently successful was the re-
sult of the efforts made by those inter-
ested, that it was decided to establish
the club on a permanent footing, and
thanks to the untiring energy of Mrs.
Herbert Chamberlain (formerly a Miss
Williams, of Port Hope), to-day the
peautiful club at 69 Grosvenor Street
is the very centre of the social whirl-
pool of London life, and forms one of

the most charming meeting grounds
of all that is best in colonial and Brit-
ish society. Not ten minutes’ walk
from the town house of the High Com-
missioner for Canada, in Grosvenor
Square, it is yet only a few yards
from the fashionable shopping locality
known to all Canadians, familiar with
London, as Old Bond Street.
Formerly 69 Grosvenor Street was
the residence of Lord Kensington,
whose family name is Edwardes, but
to-day the Duke of Westminster is the
distinguished landlord of the club
committee. A typical town house of
the best possible design, the rooms are
spacious and well proportioned, and
have retained a distinctly home-like
air. It is to be regretted that among
the photographs reproduced there is
not one of the fine entrance hall, with
its broad curving staircase and its
cheerful welcome of crimson-tinted
carpets, which shed a warm glow over
the ivory pannelling of the walls. The
head porter has a snug little office to
the right as you enter, and the tele-
phone is not the least of the luxuries
provided for the members. Opening
off the hall on the ground floor is a
well-proportioned dining-room, with
soft green and ivory again for the
scheme of decoration. Electroliers,
softened by creamy silk shades, pro-
duce the mellow glow of candle light.
Frequently one will find the round
table in the dining-room set for a spe-
cial dinner party, for several of the

195
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LADIES' EMPIRE CLUB, LONDON

habituées of the club, and especially its
colonial members, rent this room for
their dinner parties, as by paying the
sum of one guinea can secure it for the
evening.

Opening off the dining-room is the
lunch-room; here, again, is the same
effect of ivory and green, which har-
monizes well with the glitter of per-
fectly-kept glass and silver, and the
snowy cloths which cover the numerous
little tables, at which four or six peo-
ple can be comfortably accommodated.
Maids in the freshest of caps and
aprons move quietly to and fro, and
the buffet at the end of the room is set
exactly as it would be in a private
house, with cold joints and the in-
evitable “‘game pastie” of an English
luncheon table.

Between the hours of one and two
one will generally find the lunch-room
filled with the Aabituées of the club;
among them are Lady Aberdeen, who
is often accompanied by her husband;
the Duchess of Marlborough, the
Duchess of Northumberland, Lady

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
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Edward Cecil, Mrs. Laurence Drum-
mond, Mrs. Molson Macpherson, the
Baroness Macdonald of Earnscliffe,
Lady Brassey and the Hon. Mrs.
Howard. Mrs. Everard Cotes (Sara
Jeanette Duncan) and a lady who
has lately arrived in London from
Cape Town, are among the occupants
of the club chambers at present.
Strolling through the club drawing-
room, of which a photograph is given,
one will find groups of well-known
people enjoying five o’clock tea in the
pretty room with its comfortable furni-
ture, covered with a rose-patterned
glazed chintz, and its many dainty
ectras, which give it the air of a room
in a private residence.

The room is so large that half a
dozen small tea parties can take place
at one time without danger of over-
crowding. Here, again, there is a
glow of deep rose, ivory and green.
Opening off the drawing is the mem-
bers’ reading-room, furnished much on
the same lines as the drawing-room,
for when it is necessary for special
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entertainments these two rooms are
thrown into one with excellent effect.
However, on ordinary occasions you
will find solitary members enjoying
their tea in the quiet and seclusion
which this room affords with its com-
mand of ‘‘Silence,” which comes out so
distinctly in the photograph. Tea is
served in green earthenware sets,
which contrast well with the dainty be-
sprigged china, quite in keeping with
the rose-patterned chintz of the furni-
ture. On side-tables are to be found
all the newspapers and periodicals of
the hour and several colonial publica-
tions, THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE con-
spicuous among them. The writing-
tables are fitted with the most up-to-
date appointments, and one hears the
ceaseless scratch of the fashionable
ssquill,” for members evidently find it
difficult to keep up with the eternal
rush of correspondence which assails
one in London. At the end of the cor-
ridor, on the same floor as the drawing-
room and reading-room, is the smok-
ing and card-room, where members

may take their friends for a quiet cup
of tea, while they smoke a veritable
“cigarette of peace’” or make up a
game of bridge. After luncheon coffee
is often brought up to this southern
sunlit room with its mass of delicately-
tinted windows. There is not a sug-
gestion of the masculine smoking den,
but pale green chintz takes the place of
the rose-patterned glory of the draw-
ing-room, and there is an air of clean-
ly, cheerful, home-like comfort. Coal
fires blaze all day in the open grates,
and hot-water coils keep the corridors
and rooms at a temperature which
Canadians in this land of fog and chill
appreciate fully.

The bedrooms, of which no photo-
graphs are procurable, are furnished,
like the rest of the club, with an idea
of absolute comfort as well as beauty.
Electric light, open fires, plenty of
bathrooms with the latest and most
luxurious appointments, and the best
attendance to be had in London, are
some of the advantages offered to
members. Twenty-five servants are
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employed, and with the two secretaries,
a manager and cashier, club chambers
promise to be particularly comfortable.

Canada is represented in the list of
members by about a hundred and thirty
names, and the whole colonial list is
over three hundred. The club commit-
tee which has to do with the entertain-
ments decided to discontinue a series
of lectures they proposed giving, as
they found that the club had so many
members who used it regularly that
the disturbance caused by special en-
tertainments was to be avoided.

There have been now and then obser-

vations made regarding the objects of
the club, which should be fully dis-
cussed in an article such as this; for it
is undoubtedly established with the idea
of bringing into close contact visitors
from the colonies with the wives and
daughters of men of prominence and
distinction in Great Britain.

There have been those who asserted
that makmg it so much a ‘‘ matter of
business ” is to take away the most
pronounced charm of social inter-

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

SMOKING AND CARD ROOMS

course. But those who raise this
objection fail to grasp that in so vast
a world as London the season has
always been managed upon more or
less business-like lines. Unless colo-
nial women who come to London have
the advantage of either great wealth or
the social prestige which surrounds
the wife of a Minister of the Crown,
they have little chance of finding them-
selves brought into close touch with
those whom doubtlessthey consider it a
pleasure and profit to meet. People,
especially women, might spend months
in this vast metropolis within a stone's
throw of someone with whom they
might find they had much in common,
were it not for such a medium of com-
munication like the Ladies’ Empire
Club, where there is a sub-committee
whose work it is to make known to
each other members of society from all
parts of the Empire.

The work of the Ladies’ Empire
Club is to draw together all that is
best in colonial and British society
circles without reference to political
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official prestige; and anyone who has
had experience of life in the great self-
governing colonies will admit that this
is a work worthy of encouragement.
Now comes the practical side of the
question; what renders one eligible for
membership in the Ladies’ Empire
Club and what expense does it entail ?
The answer to this is very simple. By
writing to the secretary a list of mem-
bers may be procured, and if the person
desirous of becoming a member can
find the names of two of her friends or
acquaintances on the list she can apply
to them to propose and second her as
a member, one of them writing a note

of introduction to the secretary. On
receipt of the notice of her election she
will receive a note of the amount of
the entrance fee, which is one guinea,
and two guineas annual fee if in Eng-
land, and only ten shillings and six-
pence while resident in the colonies.

That its existence in its present and
permanent form is mainly due to the
untiring energy and adminstrative abil-
ity of a Canadian by birth is one, and
certainly not the least, of the reasons
why the Ladies’ Empire Club should
receive the cordial support and excite
the interest of all Canadians who have
the welfare of the Empire at heart.

THE WHITE

TRILLIUM

BY INA HAY

‘\RR:\YED in glory, far surpassing king’s,
- Stately and pure, ye grace the woodland shade;
Toiling nor spinning, and all unafraid

Ye shame the folly of man’s questionings.
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Y Occasionally a hittle schooner calls at the wharf for wood"”

AN OUTING ON THE BAY OF FUNDY’S
SHORE

By F. C.

HARDLY know how we
happened to decide on Mor-
den as a summer resort,
for we had been warned
beforehand that the mat-
tresses there were not of the Oster-
moor variety, and that it was custom-
ary among housekeepers to boil tea for
twenty minutes. But we were ready
for some hardships, and I am sure that
once we had seen the place not one in
the party would have gone elsewhere.
What we were looking for was not the
comforts of civilization but rest, and
there is more rest to the squareinchin
Morden than in any other place I have

ever seen.

It used to do a thriving business in
the days before the railroads, when
p.'u'kcl;' came regularly from Boston
and St. John, and when one or more
schooners could always be found at the
wharf loading with wood for American
markets. But now, though there is
still occasionally a little schooner calls
at the wharf for wood, everything but

SEARS *

tain to the railroad in ‘‘the Valley,”
and one walks along the grass-grown
streets or looks in through the dusty
windows of the old custom house and
meditates upon the fluctuations of
prosperity and the changefulness of
human ways.

I called it a summer resort, but it
isn't, and that is one of its chief
charms. One can wander about its
shores and through its woods and
along its roads and never meet anyone
except an occasional ‘‘native” till one
comes to feel a proprietorship in its
beauties and almost to resent the in-
trusion of the occasional picnics from
the back country.

It has its historical side, too, for
those who lean in that direction and
who like to wander over the scenes of
Nova Scotia’s French tragedy. For
here, in the winter of 1755, one of the
returning bands of French Acadians
settled and set up a rude wooden cross
to mark the spot of their landing and
the scene of their sufferings. And
when the original cross rotted away it

the local trade has gone over the moun-

* Photograj

shs by the author ; see also Frontispiece in June number.
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was replaced by another which still
stands (the second generation only)
and gives a quaint and melancholy
interest to the place. For years the
village was known as ‘‘French Cross,”
and only of late years has it received
its present name.

The chief charm of Morden, aside
from its restfulness and its exclusive-
ness, is its variety, its resourcefulness.
It is not like the ordinary watering
place where one has only the choice
between roaming along the beach and
going in bathing, or sitting by and
noting the grotesque bathing costumes
of his fellow-sufferers. Here one is
scarcely obliged to do the same thing
twice or to go a second time to the
same place. Even the beach is vari-
able. Most of it is rocky and rough,
due to the rocky nature of the cliffs
along the shore. But if one wants
sand there are stretches of beach as
smooth as a floor and as soft as a car-
pet, and here (if one is not made nerv-
ous bythe newspaper stories of thefierce
attacks by dog-fish upon innocent chil-
dren and unfortunate men) one may
wade or bathe to one’s heart’s content.

201

One day we would take our dinners
and tramp a couple of miles down the
shore to the ‘‘East Gorge,” and then,
following up a little brook which flows
down the gorge, we would come to an
ideal spot for a noon camp. The
brook flows over immense ledges of
flat rocks, many of which lie bare ex-
cept during spring freshets, and here
one can build his fire and make his
coffee secure from any danger of set-
ting fire to the neighbouring forest,
and so secluded that it would seem
one must be miles from a human habi-
tation. And after dinner had been
eaten and the birch-bark dishes had
been thrown into the fire, if we felt like
having a nap (and we generally did,
having slept only nine hours the night
before) we could wander down to the
shore with a blanket and a cushion and,
lying down upon the sand, fall asleep
to the murmur of the waves and the
sighing of the winds along the cliffs.

Another day, when we were not in
the mood for the salt water, we would
go off to the woods and revel in its
shady nooks and its beautiful ferns.
Some species of Aspidium and Osmun-

< Here, in the winter of 1755,
up a rude cross to mark the spot . . . .
replaced by another which still stands.”

one of the returning band of Acadians settled and set

and when the original cross rotted away it was
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da 1 have never seen in greater pro-
fusion There is
one path in particular through a fine
stretch of birch and maple woods that
was an endless delight to us with its
its beautiful banks of
its patches of bunch-

nor finer specimens.

borders of ferns,
Linnwea borealis,

berry (Cornus Canadensis) and the
countless other woodsy friends, some
of them known to us by name, and

others only by their faces.
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a good view of the water, and read
from the pages of ‘“ Kim” (it was the
first year the book was out), or watch
some schooner beating up the bay.
Usually the schooner received more of
our attention than ‘‘ Kim,” for what
was the use of struggling with such
passages as—*‘* It was a boy who came
to me in place of him who died, on
account of the merit which I had gained
when I bowed before the law within

‘An ideal spot for a noon camp

And then there was the road! When
other attractions failed it could alws: 1ys
be relied upon, It skirts the shorg\
for miles, never far from the water,
and always beautiful; winding among
tall spruce trees p assing over qu.unt
old bridges, .md giving one continual
glimpses of the Bay of Fundy, with its
gulls and its shlPN and its tides, If
the day was warm we would sit down
under some spruce tree where we had

there,” when one could lie down quietly
and chew spruce gum while speculat-
ing on whether the particular schooner
under observation had been to the
other side of the world with some of
our lumber, or was only up from New
York with a cargo of high-priced
anthracite coal.

But it was on the cool, crisp days of
early autumn that we frequented the

road most regularly and enjoyed it
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most thoroughly. When the asters
had begun to fade and the golden
rod was in its prime; when the oc-
casional maples among the spruces
had lighted their beacon fires as a
warning to the wood folks that win-
ter was at hand, and when the winds
off the Bay were strong and cold and
bracing, then it was that we tramp-
ed along the road for hours, or sat
down by its side in a sunny spot and
read Van Dyke’s *‘Little Rivers,” or
talked of home, or simply loafed in
silence.

If one cares for fish one should go
earlier than we did, for after the first
of August the dog-fish take posses-
sion of the Bay, and all less blood-
thirsty and more palatable fish re-
tire. Sometimes one can get a small
cod-fish, and occasionally one of
the weirs along shore captures some
stherrin’,” but these are the excep-
tions, and the rule is that one eats
salt fish, or none atall. Onour first
visit to the place, before we were fully
initiated into the local piscatorial
lore, we bought a small ‘‘hake,” and
boiled it for supper at our camp-
fire on the shore. But after the meal
was over we were strongly inclined to
agree with our landlord, who remarked
when he saw us bringing the fish up
from the wharf—‘  What you got
there, a hake? Why, they ain’t no

« Under a spruce lree where there was a good view of the water”
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“ Fall asleep to the ﬁighhlg of the winds
along the cliffs

good 'cept to make boneless cod-fish of.”
[ don't know whether the sunsets at
Morden are particularly fine, or whether
it was only that our appreciation of all
the beauties of Nature had been sharp-
ened along with our appetites, but I
do know
that we
never failed
to be down
at the shore
when there
was likely
to be a sun-
set (I mean
a spectacu-
lar one),
and that
we enjoved
them as we
had never
enjoved
sunsets be-
fore.
Another
joy of the
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“There are stretches of beach as smooth as a floor”

evening was our nightly bonfire. Bon-
fires were almost as frequent as the
sunsets, quite as frequent as the beauti-
ful ones, and we could have them with
almost as little effort. The shore all
about Morden is lined with driftwood
varying in size from splintered shingles
to broken masts, and we had only to
pile it up, set it on fire, and then sit
down and enjoy it. And as the sunset
faded and the night shut down we piled
more wood upon our fire, and told
stories, or sang songs, or watched for
the revolving light on the Isle of Haut.

But the day finally came when we
had to leave it all, and after we had
paid a last visit to the French Cross,
and had watched the breakers for the
last time; when for the last time we had

‘Heard the wild gulls screaming at the

rming of the tide,

THE
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and had shaken hands with our moth-
erly landlady, we climbed into our
waggon and drove slowly and rather
silently over the Mountain and down
into ‘‘the Valley” to the railroad sta-
tion. And as we looked back for the
last time to the blue waters of the Bay
and the little white lighthouse on the
Isle of Haut we felt like children leav-
ing home, and said that we must come
again.

And what of the expense of it all?
Well, it wasn’t excessive, as | think
you will agree when I say that the
share of the two members of the party
for whom I was personally responsible
amounted to $16.83 for two weeks,
and that included transportation
charges to and from the railroad and
the ten cents which we spent for that
‘‘ hake.”

CALENDAR

BY INGLIS MORSE

\‘T.\(;li after stage, sweet flowers come and go
v To fill some corner of the Calendar.

The pale anemone, the rose so fair,
Breathe out their glories with the season’s flow.

Dear Nature’s chronicler each passing day
Reveals some beauty in the leafy dell—
Some kindly thought of God would gladly tell
To him who chances passing by that way.
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AN ODE FOR THE CANADIAN
CONFEDERACY"

BY CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS

WAKE, my country, the hour is great with change!
Under this gloom which yet obscures the land,
From ice-blue strait and stern Laurentian range
To where giant peaks our western bounds command,
A deep voice stirs, vibrating in men’s ears
As if their own hearts throbbed that thunder forth,
A sound wherein who hearkens wisely hears
The voice of the desire of this strong North,—
This North whose heart of fire
Yet knows not its desire
Clearly, but dreams, and murmurs in the dream.
The hour of dreams is done. Lo, on the hills the gleam!

Awake, my country, the hour of dreams is done!
Doubt not, nor dread the greatness of thy fate.
Tho' faint souls fear the keen, confronting sun,
And fain would bid the morn of splendour wait;
Tho' dreamers, rapt in starry visions, cry,
*‘Lo, yon thy future, yon thy faith, thy fame!”
And stretch vain hands to stars, thy fame is nigh,
Here in Canadian hearth, and nome, and name;—
This name which yet shall grow
Till all the nations know
Us for a patriot people, heart and hand
Loyal to our native earth,—our own Canadian land!

O strong hearts, guarding the birthright of our glory,
Worth your best blood this heritage that ye guard!
Those mighty streams resplendent with our story,
These iron coasts by rage of seas unjarred,—
What fields of peace these bulwarks well secure!
What vales of plenty those calm floods supply!
Shall not our love this rough, sweet land make sure,
Her bounds preserve inviolate, though we die?
O strong hearts of the North,
Let flame your loyalty forth,
And put the craven and base to an open shame,
Till earth shall know the Child of Nations by her name!

«One of the earliest and most noted of Professor Roberts’ poems.
Reproduced by permission in honour of Dominion Day.
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LITERARY PORTRAITS

By HALDANE MACFALL, Author of ‘““‘The Masterfolk,” ‘‘The Wooings
of Jesebel Pettyfer,” Elc.

I1I,—RICHARD WHITEING

STRONG, sturdy figure of
a man is Richard Whiteing
at a hale sixty years; and
his breezy belief in the in-
nate dignity and eventual
triumph of democracy is as hale as he.

To the world at large, Richard
Whiteing came to life in 1899 with a
novel, ‘*No. 5, John Street;” but,
though he began to exist on the eve of
his sixtieth year for most of us, he was
already a personage in upper journal-
ism, and Paris knew him—as he knew
Paris—wondrous well.

Richard Whiteing hopes to see the
world as a vast garden for the average
man. His shrewd eyes see through
the pettiness of the claims, and the
aims, and the habits, and the pretence
of a mere privileged class to hold
dominion over the state. He shews
with genial statement but with dogged
insistence, with calm utterance—and
restrained emotion, yet nevertheless in-
sistently, that the living of life is not
for a class—that decency of life and en-
joyment of life, and the right to live
that life in a healthy, human way, are
the absolute birthright of every human
soul.

And with biting satire—for he is a
master of satire rather than of humour
—he shews the decadency that sets in,
and the wholesale misery that results,
from any one class shirking its respon-
sibilities of labour, and filching the
leisure from another class. For, be
you sure of this, whether aristocrat or
democrat, red-hot Nihilist or cloistral
nun, what one class repudiates in
labour, and filches in pleasure, by so
much shall another class pay the debt
of labour, and be filched of its pleasure.

There is world’s work to be done;
and every man’s hand must do it if it
shall be done sanely, and healthily in
the doing. If an enriched class shirk

its duties to the state, and live a life
of pleasure, the class below must do its
own work and the repudiated work of
the class above; and the heel of the re-
pudiated tyranny will grind the heaviest
on the lowest class of all, the injustice
being transmitted in ever-increasing
violence. And the more populous the
state the more cruel the harshness,
until the labourer shall be worn out
with excess of grey toil that knows no
joy, and the mighty populace rots like
a feetid thing.

So a large people, robbed of vitality
and a healthy day, becomes of less
worth than a small people of vigorous
life; for that people is the mightiest
that breeds the strongest average man.
And the law justifies itself utterly; for
the privileged class becomes bored by
its very excess of pleasure, by its
tedious having nothing to do—the very
thing for which it has striven turns to
the ashes of Dead Sea fruit in its
mouth. It does not even produce a
fine virile upper class, which might be
some source of comfort out of the cruel
murk.

These things Whiteing set down in
terms of art, and gave us “‘No. 5, John
Street”—the millionaire’s son wasting
his years trying on suits of clothes,
dawdling through a scented elaborate
day, a day scented and elaborated to
keep the pit of boredom from yawning
at his feet, paying large sums for polo
ponies to knock about a little ball on
the grass at Hurlingham, sums that
would keep a dozen families in health
and in freedom from the ghastly over-
toil that ruins the race—whilst, hard
by, in filthy garret and noisome den,
the sweated toiler grows blind and
starved and puny and demoralized, in
tragic and sordid days that are worse
than death.

Thus justice dies, and the law be-
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comes the law of the rich; until at last
some half-crazed fellow looks at the
fantastic thing he has been calling life,
looks up from the bench to which he
has been a tied slave, shades his half-
mad eyes with starved, lank fingers,
and sees the coach of the rich dawdler
go by, sees the bored shirker of toil
yawn at his fantastic life; and, poor
fool ! he rises and sets what little
peevish will remains to him to the mak-
ing of a bomb, flings the bomb
amongst innocent people, and jigs into
eternity at the end of a gallows rope
for the whim of his mad tomfoolery.
And the dawdler rolls on and on, and
awns and yawns.

So Richard Whiteing, a big, burly

man, thunders for a big, burly, healthy

N
O
~

OF *‘NO. 5, JOHN STREET"

race. That large peoples shall set
small peoples under their heels becomes
every day more evident; and that the
large people that breeds the healthy
average man must overpower the large
people of the less healthy average man
goes also without proof; and that a
large people who have self-respect will
govern themselves and not be govern-
ed by a privileged class is a fact which
has perhaps even less need for proof;
therefore a great people must be a de-
mocracy.

And of a surety this man of large ob-
servation of men and peoples is right.
He has watched the wondrous develop-
ment of this England of ours during
the last thirty years—he has been in
close and intimate touch with the
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enormous but silent revolution in
France. He has seen England in-
crease by her imperial instinct, logical-
ly blind, but vitally right; he has seen
France healing herself and strengthen-
ing her shattered nerves by the reverse
process, by her clean-cut, logical tact.
And no man shall have seen these
things and dread the people.

It is for this reason [ detest the
word Empire and prefer the word
Commonwealth. And that Common-
wealths must stand for the eventual
mastery of the world who shall deny ?
If you would see these things in pro-
portion you must look at man in the
large—trace him from the beginning—
and what is the tale that the years have
to tell us?

Out of the mystic ways, the eager
life that is at the core of all existing
things, evolving from stage to stage,
found its supremest habitation in the
wondering creature that dropped from
its ape-like habits in the trees, and,
with ungainly straddle on the firm
earth, took its upright stand upon ten-
tative hind legs—falteringly, hesitat-
ingly, bodying itself forth as Man—the
Thinking Thing.

Life's cunning, with increasing cun-
ning, is become reason in this blinking
thing that thinks. It notes the hand’s
use, and the value of that wondrous
thumb that is on the hand—to grip, to
throw, to hold. That thumb that, with
the brain’s cunning for guidance, is to
enable the hand to chip tools and
weapons from the flint, and give con-
fidence to this naked, defenceless,
shivering being, and lead him from his
lair in the thicket and the cave out into
the open strife; that, for his body’s
welfare and sustenance, with pitfall and
with gin, is to put to naught the lion’s
strength, the wolf’'s tooth, the wild
boar's fury, so that he shall wrap the
skins of these about him against the
frost's nipping cold, and use their hides
to protect his feet; that hand that is to
strike fire from the chill flint and bring
warmth into the chattering winter, and
give rise to the potter’s art; fire where-
by also the earth’s metals at last yield-

ed their ductile strength to his en-
franchisement; that hand that is to
break the dog and horse to man’s bid-
ding, and gather together flocks and
herds that he may roam the pastures of
the world; and, his wander-years being
done, that is to fashion the plough
whereby he shall settle on the land and
till the ruddy earth and gather in the
harvest to his body’s use; that is to in-
vent the distaff and the loom to the
weaving of cloth; that is to knit the
fisher’s net; that is to make the vast,
widé world tributary to him—the ele-
ments and the brutes, the valley and
the plain, and rock and stream and
raging seas, so that the exquisite eye
of man shall see the stars a myriad
leagues beyond the eagle's utmost ken,
his skill of transit make the swiftness
of the antelope a sluggard's pace, his
calculating hand cage the strength of
many horses in the machinery’s wheel-
ed intricacies.

He increased his strength in the
close-knit brotherhood of the clan. He
foregathered into villages, uniting his
skill and strength, and the trades and
crafts arose to the mutual strengthen-
ing of the people. Powerand increas-
ing fulness of life passed from the wild
fellow of the cavern to the wandering
tribe—passed from the wandering tribe
to the settled village—from them that
were in villages to them that fore-
gathered within the stout walls of the
populous city—from the city to the
state, whose might crumbled the city’s
walls, grown inadequate against the
power of states—passed from the state
to the mighty race that is fenced about
to her uttermost frontiers solely by the
majestic bulwarks of her daring spirits.

Kingship has passed to the Com-
monweal, and the sceptre is in the
hands of the manhood of the people.
Andin our inmost hearts we know this
thing to be true, be we Tory or Whig,
socialist or individualist. We may
sneer away ideals as fairy tales, but the
godhood in man leads to an ideal, and
they who fear to walk thereto must fall
and be trodden under foot by a master
race.
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No. 52—RICHARD McBRIDE

HESE are the days of op-
portunity for the young
man of ability and capacity,
when occasion is certain to

: call him to commanding
position. Perhaps there is no Province
in Confederation where there is so
much need of a strong man as leader
of the people as in British Columbia,
and at last, after waiting long, it is
felt that the occasion has produced
him. Since the days of the late Hon.

Jobn Robson that Province has lan-

guished under the confusion and un-

certainties which must ever exist under,
and seem to be inseparable from, non-
party government, the members of
which ignored the public and were not
responsible to any party or principle,

which might in itself have proved a

curb upon careless or culpable action.

The consequence was that the Province

was despoiled in every way possible.

There are those who extol non-party

government, holding that it presents

all the qualities that make for the gen-
eral good, but it was tried in the

Dominion, it was tried in Ontario in

the early days, it is now under trial in

the Northwest Territories, and it has
but recently ceased in British Colum-
bia. Everywhere a failure and a dis-
appointment by its own operations, it
was particularly disastrous in British
Columbia where, under its wing, the
public domain, which should now
prove an invaluable asset of the Prov-
ince, was sacrificed piecemeal to covet-
ous and rapacious political hacks who
were in public life evidently for what
they could get out of it. Farming
Jands, timber lands, coal lands, mining
lands were alienated from public use
and became the private possession of
individuals to exploit for their own
profit. After Hon. John Turner, who
honestly tried to carry on an upright

Government, but was prevented by the

faults of those about him, there was a

brief spell of Hon. Mr. Semlin, who did

no better, and then came Hon. Joseph
Martin. It is said of Mr. Martin that
the chief cause of his unpopularity was
the firm hand he put forth to hold polit-
ical cormorants in check, but however
that may be, he left non-party govern-
ment more chaotic than it had been be-
fore his coming.

Hon. James Dunsmuir was not able
to improve matters, and it was during
his administration that the people
nearly lost the South Kootenay Pass
coal fields, contiguous to the Crow’s
Nest Pass coal measures, and consider-
ed to be equally as valuable, the only
piece of coal land of consequence that
the public now own. Mr. Martin
made very warm times for Mr. Duns-
muir from the other side of the House,
and the latter, on the principle that if
one cannot destroy his enemy the next
best thing to do is to conciliate him,
made a compact with Mr. Martin that
hurt Mr. Dunsmuir far more in the
public esteem than it could possibly
benefit him had it been ever so popular.

Then came Col. Prior, formerly a
representative of the city of Victoria in
the Dominion Parliament. A strict
parliamentarian, an upright and con-
scientious man, the people hailed in
him one on whom they could reason-
ably repose hope to save them from
those who were eager to grasp such of
the public lands as were left, or to get
any sort of a concession that might
prove a marketable commodity. It
was during Col. Prior’s premiership
that the granting of the South Koot-
enay coal lands to the C.P.R. by the
Dunsmuir Government came up for
decision.  Col. Prior took high
ground on that matter and insisted on
certain members of the Cabinet resign-
ing. Then someone went over to the
Department of Public Works and
secured a copy of an account showing
that Col. Prior’s firm had received pub-
lic money for a cable supplied for a
Government work, and with this and
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a copy of the contract his firm had
made Col. Prior was confronted. This
was clearly an infringement of the In-
dependence of Parliament Act, and the
Lieutenant-Governor called upon Col.
Prior to resign, which that gentleman
was forthwith constrained to do.

There sat in the Chamber for several
sessions, a quiet observer of these
many strange things and a ready
speaker when occasion required, a
young lawyer from New Westminster
named Richard McBride, known to
some as ‘‘Dick” McBride, for he was
familiar to most and a favourite with
all. Commanding in appearance, al-
ways faultlessly dressed, invariably
engaging in manner, he was a striking
figure in that House, which has seen
many able and fine-looking men.

Mr. McBride is one of the native
born, ‘“native sons’’ they are called out
there, the date of his nativity being

Dec. 15, 1870, and the place New
Westminster, where his father held
office under the Crown, so that he is
now in his thirty-fifth year. He was
primarily educated in the public and
high schools of his native place and
finished at Dalhousie University, Hali-
fax, N.S., whence he graduated LL.B.
in April, 1900. Returning to New
Westminster he entered law, in due
course was called to the bar and prac-
tised for some time. From his youth
he inclined to politics as an attractive
science worthy of mastery, and early
he took part in the discussion of pub-
lic questions, gaining considerable
prominence, so that in 1896 he was
looked upon as a promising man and
was nominated for the Commons in the
New Westminster district, but was
defeated by Mr. Auley Morrison.
However, he had had an opportunity
to show his power and win widespread
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good-will, so that when he came be-
fore the people again in 1898, as a
- candidate for the Provincial Legisla-
ture in the riding of Dewdney, he was
easily elected, as he was again in 19oo.
In that year Hon. Mr. Dunsmuir saw
in the good-looking and able young
lawyer from the banks of the Fraser a
supporter worthy of encouragement,
and he was appointed a member of the
Government, being assigned the port-
folio of Minister of Mines. Hon Mr.
Dunsmuir was inclined to conciliation
of his foes rather than to fighting them,
and when he called Mr. J. C. Brown,
of Richmond, into his Cabinet, Mr.
McBride objected, his protestation tak-
ing the form of resignation and he
went into opposition. He also went
over to Richmond and was instru-
mental in defeating Mr. Brown in his
own constituency when, as a Cabinet
minister, he went back for re-election.
He continued to lead the opposition
until the session of 1903, Col. Prior in
the meantime having succeeded Hon.
Mr. Dunsmuir. So that when Col.
Prior retired from the House, Mr. Mc-
Bride was by no means a novice. He
was not exactly ‘‘ an old Parliamentary
hand,” but he had the advantage of
some experience and it was seen that
he was on the way to the front benches.
The opposition, made up of men of all
parties, was not strong, but it con-
tained some good debating talent and
some likely politicians, of whom young
“¢Billy” Mclnnes, of Alberni,. was prob-
ably the brightest and cleverest. It
is understood that when Col. Prior
resigned be advised the Lieutenant-
Governor, Sir Henri Joli de Lotbiniere,
to call a member of the House, who
was a Conservative, to form a Minis-
try. Sir Henri is not a Conservative
and did not incline that way. Under
the circumstances he favoured the non-
party plan of government, though its
faults and weaknesses were plain and
it had brought the Province to the
verge of bankruptcy. The Lieutenant-
Governor was intent on keeping out
party politics, it was whispered, especi-
ally Conservative politics. But whom
should he call? Now, there was young
2

McBride, able, wise beyond his years,
tactful and amiable, and these quali-
ties appealed to the courtly Sir Henri,
whom the Princess Louise compli-
mented as the best gentleman in Ca-
nada. Mr. McBride led a non-party
opposition, and if called would he not
form his Cabinet from among those
around him? Here was the man, then,
to form the Government. So Mr. Mc-
Bride was called and accepted the
task. The way he went about it must
have been a disappointment to Sir
Henri. There was none who saw the
defects of non-party government in the
Province clearer than the young Premier
did. He had seen men of honour and
high purpose trying to do what was
impossible under that system, premiers
who had a working majority one day
and through some quibble lost it the
next. He had seen men for mere sel-
fish ends pass from one side of the
House to the other. He had passed
from one side to the other himself, but
that was on a matter of principle. Had
he consulted selfish interests he would
not have done so, but his duty to him-
self and to the people demanded that
he should so protest against what he
could not approve of. He also saw
that the complications to which the
system gave rise, in putting the First
Minister at the mercy of a refractory
majority that might make exactions
the price of their support, paralyzed all
efforts at good government, destroyed
confidence in legislation, which to-day
was and to-morrow was not, and ren-
dered the Executive powerless to effect
any lasting good. For years the Prov-
ince had been the plaything and the
prey of designing politicians ready to
appropriate anything for themselves or
to secure the profits of appropriating
for others by act of Parliament. What
would stop this brigandage, restore
confidence in legislation, and serve to
rehabilitate the decaying credit and
diminishing honour of the Province,
rich in everything but men great and
courageous enough to fight the good
fight without any regard to self?
Party government would in a measure
serve; federal party lines with a strong
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government and a watchful opposition
ready to see and resent any improprie-
ties. Then members could not tumble
from one side of the House to the
other to further sordid ends. Repre-
sentatives would not only be respon-
sible to the House and to the people,
but to the party to which they be-
longed, the conventions that nominated
them, and particularly to the caucus,
which would discipline them while in
attendance at the House. And the re-
sult would be good and conscientious
men in Parliament, consistent with its
dignity and with the dignity of the
Province. ‘‘ Everything is on a colossal
scale in this magnificent Province,”
said Mr. Edward Hewitt in an impas-
sioned speech at a public gathering in
Vancouver. ‘‘Everything great—great
coal measures, great mineral deposits,
great timber areas, great fisheries ;
but there is one thing lacking, gentle-
men, and that is great men,” a happy
and accurate estimate of the condition
of affairs.

Premier McBride found that public
opinion was with him in declaring for
party lines. Weary of Cabinet shuffles,
weary of the handspring politicians
who tumbled from one side to the
other, weary of defeated governments,
harassed by frequent elections that
disturbed and disorganized everything
and effected no change for the better,
the people plainly saw that party gov-
ernment, whether Liberal or Conserva-
tive, would at least give something
tangible to depend upon, and Premier
McBride had their full sympathy in the
course he had chosen. Any change
would be better than the uncertainty
and confusion that had hitherto existed.

So, after considering the matter in
all its bearings, and after exhaustive
conferences with his friends and even
those opposed to him, Hon. Richard
McBride publicly declared for federal
party lines, being the first in the his-
tory of the Province to assay so bold
a step. He was a Conservative and
had always been so, but if the fortunes
of war decreed that he should go into
opposition, then into opposition he
would go and bend all his energies to

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

securing honest administration of af-
fairs, so that the Province wherein he
was born and bred and was dear to
him should take the honourable position
in Confederation that was hers, and be
placed upon a stable basis that would
restore confidence in her industries,
revive those which through irksome
and unwise legislation were dead of
neglect or dormant through disuse,
and make the land one to which the
British and the Canadian investor
could come with the surety that his
undertakings would not be crippled by
quibbling legislative enactment or his
enterprise hampered by injurious im-
posts.

That the determination of the young
Premier to take the important step
his declaration foreshadowed should
arouse considerable comment and
criticism was to be expected. It dis-
turbed the old-timers, who were con-
tent to jog along under the old arrange-
ment, thinking it perfection, for was it
not as in days past, and all change is
suspicious, if not dangerous. Nes-
cient and narrow is the old-timer, as a
rule, wherever found. Apotheosis of
the past is the chief tenet of his
restricted creed. Modernity is intol-
erable to him, for nothing is equal to
what was long ago. Even the seasons
were better in the forties and the fifties,
before weather experts began juggling
with them. The suggestions and
opinions of newcomers, always mean-
ing change, are not to be tolerated.
They ‘“ make him sick.” It is difficult
to grapple with this sort of prejudice,
hard at any time to overcome it,
Hon. Mr. McBride is no cheechahco
(newcomer) himself, but he does not
class with the grand old pioneers of
the Province, the men who almost
half a century before the stork left him
at his father’s door in New Westmin-
ster, were pounding the cheerless trails
of the interior with slabs of pork and
sacks of flour on their backs, opening
up the country to enterprise and civ-
ilization. No, sir-ee. They were the
men who made British Columbia,
They know how much sal@ratus to put
in their bread, and they knew how to
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govern, too. So they did not take
kindly to the innovation the young
Premier sprang on them. Halo! And
it also disturbed the happy family of
venerable old somnambulists, Whig
and Tory, who have always looked on
the Government in all its branches as
their especial prerogative and pasture.
Hon. Joseph Martin shook them up in
a dreadful way. No such ruthless
hand had ever been laid upon them.
But they got rid of him, the tormentor,
after a time, and were just about sink-
ing into repose and peace, when here
comes this young innovator, a ‘‘ native
son,” too, to throw them again into
haste and hurry. He wanted ‘‘sys-
tem.”” Why, wasn’t there system
already ? Wasn't everything going
on all right ? What more did he want?

If any of these plaints ever reached
the Premier he made no sign, but went
steadily along with his preparations.
Liberals and Conservatives organized
throughout the country, held their con-
yventions, nominated their candidates
and went intothe campaign with enthus-
jasm. The Premier stumped the coun-
try from the boundary line to Atlin,
and as far in the interior as he could
conveniently go. Throughout, his
utterances were straightforward and
manly, on the higher plane of politics,
and containing no promises that might
compromise him. He threw out no
offers of material advantage to men
or municipalities that were to be paid
for in votes, but brought to them the
old message of Conservatism made new
by his eloquence, for he is a ready
speaker, though with a hard ring some-
times in his voice. He is tall and
massively built, an athletic figure.
His face is full, but pale; his eyes
dark and keen, though kindly, and his
hair is quite perceptibly streaked with
grey, which is the fashion nowadays;
a young face, if it be comely, and grey
hair being considered the most attrac-
tive combination possible, especially
among the women. He resembles Sir

John Macdonald and he resembles Sir

‘Wilfrid Laurier, and it has been sug-
d that a composite picture of the
two would be a picture of Mr. McBride.

It was a hard-fought battle, and the
Socialists proved a disturbing element.
Both sides had fair organization and
worked hard for success. When the
returns were in it was found that the
McBride administration had a small
majority. Victoria had long been
regarded as a Conservative city, but
on this occasion the electors returned
four Liberals. Had Victoria gone with
the Premier he would have had a clear
working majority of ten or twelve,
which would have strengthened his
hands for what he has to do. Asitis
he must depend upon the votes of the
Socialists, two in number, to carry
any measure he has in view. The old
‘‘ graft” may be still in evidence, and
may be in a position to demand favours,
but Premier McBride is a tactful man
who can move warily, and no one
doubts his ability to cope effectively
with any designing element. He has
declared his intention to guard the
Treasuryand protect the public domain,
and it is the conviction of his many
friends that he will do it or fall defend-
ing the principle of public honesty.
Those who know him say that he is
not so fond of office as to stoop to any-
thing questionable to retain it and mar
a future big with promise to him. The
people, so far as can be learned, are
satisfied that he stands for truth and
uprightness in public life, and that he
will be faithful to his ideals. The true
man, knowing the emptiness and
deceit of popularity, does not seeck to
conform in his acts to popular views,
because he is well aware that the path
of duty is not to pleaseall men. There-
fore he must expect to meet the detrac-
tion of the scornful and the misrepre-
sentation of the malicious; and even if
slander wag her ugly and evil jaws at
him he must learn to suffer and be
silent. No need to go to Epectitus for
the lesson of resignation and fortitude;
for One far greater than he said:
‘“ Beware when all men speak well of
thee,” because he that puts forth his
hand to straighten the crooked ways
of this life will not be spoken well of,
but will be an offence to many.

T. A. Gregg




THE SCORING OF THE RAJA

By W. A. FRASER, Author of *‘ Thoroughbreds,” ‘‘ Brave Hearts,” efc.

T URRAPARA was Raja of
his own domain after a
fashion. The domain of
Burrapara was on the Ma-
dras side, two days’ steady
steaming from Calcutta.

His father, the old Raja, aided by a
bull-necked Dewan (Prime Minister),
had ground down the 7yofs (farmers)
for tax-money until the whole Raj had
become practically bankrupt.

Then the British Sz»dar(Government)
stepped in and platonically arranged
things. That's the Sirdar’s preroga-
tive in India.

Under the new 7égime thirty-six
lakhs a year flowed into the coffers,
and the burden on the shoulders of the
ryols was lighter than it had been in
the memory of ten generations. The
Raja was allowed twelve lakhs a year
for himself and court, while the Sirdar
took the other twenty-four for manag-
ing the country, and incidentals.

The Double X Hussars were sta-
tioned at Burrapara as part of the
governing faculty. It was like sending
a public school to a watering place for
duty. There were white palaces, and
leisure Brahmins, and horses without
stint; a big polo ground, a fine race-
course, and a proper oriental atmos-
phere as background.

The Double X contingent had every-
thing in life to make them happy—ex-
cept the Burrapara Cup. Each year,
for three years, they had reached out
with a “by-your-leave-gentlemen” for
this bit of plate, but each year it had
gone back to grace the sideboard of
the Raja.

Burrapara himself was a sportsman
from the first tinkle of the bell. He
gathered leopards and kept them in a
cage; and once a year turned them out
on the plain for an improved pig-stick-
ing bout. This was at Christmas time.

The Double X took themselves to
horse and hunted ‘‘Spots” with their
lances. In the three years only two
fellows had been mauled with sufficient
intentness to cause their death—that
is, two European officers; perhaps a
score of beaters and shikarries had
also been mauled, but they were His
Highness’s subjects, and did not figure
on the European side of the ledger;
so it was good sport, and of a fair
interest.

The polo was as fast as they played
it in Tirhoot, which is like looking at
polo from the topmost pinnacle; and
not one of the Double X played a bit
faster or closer on the ball than Burra-
para himself.

From an earthly point of view it was
almost a paradise for men whose lines
were cast along that plane. As I have
said, the only unreasoning thing was
the Cup—they could not get that.
Yearly it sat big in pride of place at
the annual Race Meet. It was donat-
ed by the Raja for an open handicap
steeplechase of three miles. It was a
reactive donation, for his own stable
always won it. That was why the
Double X were sad.

Captain Woolson started it. ““If
you fellows will back me up,” he said,
“we’ll land that mug this try.”

“‘Going to ham-string the Raja’s
horses ?” Devlin asked. But Devlin
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had no head for deep plots, Woolson
knew that; he was only a lieutenant
who danced well.

““The Raja gets this crazy old plate
back every time because he’s got the
best nags,” Woolson observed with an
air of conviction.

“‘There may be something in that,”
Devlin answered, setting his glass
down with a sort of ‘‘hear! hear!”
ring.

“Devlin, you're an imbecile. You
make remarks that are not in the game.
What | mean is that we haven’t a gee-
gee in the whole bally troop that Bur-
rapara can’t give pounds to, with, at
least, a dozen Arabs.”

““That’s what’s the matter, Wool-
son,” one of the officers said; ‘‘we’re
beaten before the race starts—that’s
what’s the matter with getting the
Cup.”

“It’s a great discovery,” said Dev-
lin, sarcastically.

“‘Look here, youngster, shut up!”
said Captain Lutyens, wearily; ‘‘it’s
too hot to blather. Woolson’s got a
scheme, or he wouldn’t be talking—
talking’s all rot, anyway.”

“Yes,” continued Woolson, ‘‘the
Raja is as slick as a Brahmin. He gets
fifteen or twenty Arabs down from
Abdul Rahman at Bombay, gallops
them a bit—heaven knows where, we
never see the trial—and the best of the
Jot is chucked into this handicap light,
being a green one, and beats all our
well-pounded nags out.”

“*Oh, fiddlesticks !"" exclaimed Dev-
lin, impatiently; ‘‘all the fellows know
that. Your discovery is like going to
hear ‘Pinafore’—it’s antique. Besides,
it’s not the Raja at all; it's O’Neill that
does the trick. You're an unsophisti-
cated lot, and O'Neill knows just what
your nags can do. What doyou sup-

the Raja keeps him for—his
beauty ? It’s to play the English game
against you Feringhis.”

Lutyens threw a box of matches at
Devlin’s head by way of entreaty, and
the latter went out on the verandah
swearing there was a conspiracy to
keep him out of the good thing.

““Go on, Woolson,” said Lutyens;

“tell us how to do up the Raja. That
young ass is out of it now, so go on
with the disclosure.”

“Well, we'll have to get a horse
down from up country on the quiet to
do the trick. What do you think ?”

““Where'll you get him?” asked
Lutyens.

“Some of you fellows remember

Captain Frank, don’t you—Frank
Johnson ?”
“I do,” said Lutyens, decisively.

“I’ve had to live in retirement, finan-
cially, since I joined him in a big
thing we were to pull off at Lucknow
once. But he’s always got a fast
horse; generally—yes.”

*‘Well, he’s got one called Saladin
now, that you simply couldn’t handi-
cap down to the form of the Raja's
lot.”

The others waited, and Woolson
continued unravelling his brilliant plot.

‘“1 saw a note in one of the Cal-
cutta papers about this Saladin brute,
and wrote up to Doyne. Doyne says
he’s dicky on his legs, but he’d stand
a prep. for one race, especially in the
soft going here. He's never won yet,
because his legs wouldn’t stand train-
ing on the Calcutta course. It's as
hot and hard as a lime-kiln, as you fel-
lows know. If we could buy him from
Captain Frank, and play him a bit in
polo here, he'd be sure to get in the
handicap with a light weight, and we’d
even up things with His Highness.”

L I'minit, if it’s all on the square,”
said Lutyens. ‘‘The Raja’'s a good
sort, and we must have it all straight.”

““Gad! I'll tell him we’re going to
win with Saladin, if we get him,”
exclaimed Woolson. ‘¢ But we mustn’t
let Captain Frank know about it; he'd
never let anysort of a game go through
unless he was Viceroy of it himself.
We’ll get Doyne to buy the horse, and
Johnson can discover accidentally that
he’s being sent up to Tirhoot among
the indigo sahibs, or to Heaven, or to
almost any place but here.”

“I’ll stand doing Captain Frank
up,”’ said Lutyens with candour. ‘‘His
hand is against every man, and, pro
tem, we’ll send a punitive expedition
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against him. [ don’t mind that a bit.”

The truth of the matter as concern-
ing Woolson was, that there was a
standing feud between him and John-
son over some brilliant coup at Luck-
now,and he knew the Captain wouldn’t
sell him a horse at any price.

So that was the inception of the plot.
Woolson was commissioned to acquire
Saladin. He wrote his friend Captain
Doyne to buy the horse as cheaply as
he could—warned him against Captain
Frank's rapacity, and explained that
Saladin would be supposed to go to
any part of the British Empire but
Burrapara.

Doyne executed his commission with
diplomaticenthusiasm. Johnson wanted
three thousand rupees. Doyne offered
two thousand and half the first purse
the horse won, plate not to count.
Theoretically that should have repre-
sented a considerable sum—in point of
fact Doyne chuckled softly to himself
over this commercial victory, for he
knew that Saladin would win only the
Cup at Burrapara and no prize money.

The horse was bought and shipped
in a roundabout way to his new
owners,

Woolson played him in polo just
twice, then ?retended to make a dis-
covery. ‘‘I'm going to keep that
chestnut brute for the races,” he as-
sured the Raja, ‘‘he can gallop a bit.”

Burrapara smiled pensively, for he
had Shahbaz in his stable, and it would
take a rare good horse to beat him.-

O’Neill was an ex-Hussar officer who
had found the service too fast for his
limited income. Influential friends had
farmed him out to the Raja, and he
was what might be called commander-
in-chief of stables to His Highness.
He also made a discovery, the Raja
would never have found it out for him-
self.

“ Look here, Your Highness,” he
said, ‘“‘the Mess has got hold of a
good thing at last. [ don't konow
where they puckerowed that white-
faced Arab, but he’s a rare good one.
He'll beat Shahbaz for the Cup.”

““ And— ?” said the Raja, with ori-
ental control.

‘“ We must play the game too, Your
Highness.”

“You know best, O'Neill Sahib.
It's in your department.” The Raja
liked to play at officialdom.

‘“ Shall I get a horse to beat them,
Your Highness ?”

*“ What appropriation do you re-
quire ?"" asked Burrapara.

‘ Perhaps three or four thousand,
Your Higness.”

“I1 will command the treasurer,”
replied the Raja, laconically.

Now as it happened, O'Neill, before
he left the service, had swung along
in the racing game beside Captain
Frank. ‘ Frank knows every horse
in India,” he mused, *‘ and if the rupees
are forthcoming, he'll get just what I
want.” Though he had not the faint-
est idea that the Mess had got one
from Frank.

So he wrote by the first mail steam-
er to Johnson:

““The fellows down here have picked
up a horse somewhere called Saladin.
Do you know anything aboutthim? [
saw them try him out, and he galloped
like a wild boar. If you've got some-
thing in your stable to beat him I'll buy
it or lease it. It's all about the Raja’s
Cup, three miles over timber, for
Arabs and Countrybreds. Captain
Woolson is at the bottom of it—I
think you'll remember him.”

Johnson puckered his thin lips and
whistled long and softly to himself
when he read the letter. ‘“ My aunt!"
he ejaculated, “‘they played softly.
Who the thunder told Woolson about
Saladin ?”

He shoved the letter into his pocket,
lighted a cheroot, and played chess
with this new thing for three days.
Then he wrote to O'Neill:

““ Woolson was born of commercial
parents—he gets this thing from his
father, who was a successful soap mer-
chant. They bought Saladin from me
to go up country. The Raja has my
sympathy if he hopes to beat the chest-
nut with anything he’s got there. 1|
have nothing in my stable could look
at him over three miles of country.

** But all the same, | think we can
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. peat out this joint stock company. I've

got May Queen, and Saladin has al-
ways been worked with her. He's a
sluggish devil, and has notions. He
won't try a yard so long as the mare is
galloping beside him; that’s because
they've worked together so much.
He'll just plug along about a neck in
front of her, and the more you ham-
mer him the sulkier he gets.

“If you've got something fairish
good in your stable, and the Raja will
pay well for the expedition, I'll send
the Queen down, and go myself later
on to ride her, for the edification of
our friend, the soap merchant’s off-
spring. I'll guarantee you'll beat Sai-
adin, only you must have something

ood enough to do up the others.
%on't Jet them know where you've got
the mare.”

These affairs of state were duly laid
pefore the Raja by O’Neill in a general
way without too much attention to
detail. Kings as a rule don’t care for
detail, they like to win, that's all.
Burrapara simply gleaned that by the
aid of a mare, a certain Captain Frank,
and his own Shahbaz, he was to win
once more his favourite toy; also tri-
umph over the united ingenuity of the
Double X Mess. The executive duties
he left to O'Neill; also spoke the neces-
sary word to the treasurer.

In two weeks May Queen was in the
Raja’s stables, and the wise men who
had gone out of the West knew not of
this back-wash in the tide of their
affairs.
~ Two weeks later Fraok Johnson
sauntered into the Mess of the Double
X with his debonnaire military swing,
as though he had just returned from a
week’s shikarri, and lived there al-
ways.

“Great gattlings!” exclaimed Lut-

ens, ‘‘where in the name of all the
gn.hmins did you come from, Johnson?
by all that’s holy.”

«“Where's the balloon?” asked Dev-
lin.
“Nobody ever come here any more?”
asked Captain Frank, pitching into a
big chair after solemnly grabbing each
paw that was extended to him.”
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“‘Heaps of ordinarychaps,” answered
Lutyens.

“But visits like mine are like the
cherubs, eh?”

“He’s tons like a cherub,” muttered
Devlin; then aloud, ‘‘Here, boy, bring
a peg, Captain Sahib’s dry.”

“Came down to the fair to pick up
some smart polo ponies,” Johnson
volunteered. ‘‘Any racing at the fair?”

““Heaps,” said Lutyens, thinking
dismally of the accursed fate that had
steered Captain Frank their way when
they had got it all cut and dried for
Saladin. ‘‘Make yourself at home,
Johnson,” he said, *‘I've got to make
a call.”

Then he posted down to Woolson's
bungalow. *‘Guess who’s here?” he
said.

“Anybody bigr"

“‘Size of an elephant.”

“The C.C.?”

“No—]ohnson.”

“Great  heavens!
Frank?”

Lutyens nodded; Woolson turned
pale. ‘‘Does he know?” he asked
dismally.

“Don't think it. It's a pure fluke,
his coming; he’s down after some polo
lats.

Woolson’s face showed that he was
still mistrustful. *‘He'll stay for the
races, sure.”

“Uh-hu!” grunted Lutyens.

“And he'll spot Saladin; he'’s got
devil-eyes, that chap.”

“Uh-hu!” again assented Lutyens.

“We'll have to tell him, and beg
him to keep quiet.”

‘I think so.”

“You'll have to put him up, Lut-
yens, to keep him out of their hands.”

“ All right.”

So that night Captain Frank learned
to his great surprise that Saladin was
in Burrapara. Gracious! but he was
surprised. How had it happened—he
had understood Doyne was sending
him up country ?

Woolson told the Captain a fairy
tale about that part of it; but he had to
be made free of the secret that they
hoped to win the Cup with Saladin.

Not Captain
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““Don’t tell the Raja nor O'Neill,”
begged Lutyens. ‘‘The honour of the
Double X demands that we win that
Cup.”

“Tll tell nobody,” said Captain
Frank. ‘ Let everybody find out
things for themselves—that’s my way
of working."

They cracked a bottle of champagne
to this noble sentiment, and all that
belonged to the Double X was placed
at the disposal of Captain Frank during
his sojourn amongst them. The Raja
had a dozen bungalows splendidly
furnished, always at the command of
visitors; and Captain Frank assured
Lutyens that one of these had already
been placed at his disposal, so he de-
clined the Double X Captain’s hospital-
ity. ‘“Hang it!” he said to himself,
‘‘I can’t eat his rations, and sleep in
his bed, and play against him; that’s
too stiff an order.”

As race day approached, events out-
lined themselves more clearly. The
Raja had three horses entered for
the Cup: Shahbaz, May Queen and
Ishmael. Woolson had Saladin, and
there were six other entries, not cal-
culated to have much bearing on the
history of the Cup.

‘‘What's this May Queen thing ?”
asked Lutyens.

Nobody knew; not even where she
had come from. She was a country-
bred without a record, that's all that
anybody could say. It didn't matter
anyway, Shahbaz was what they had
to beat, that was certain. O’Neill was
riding this pick of the stable himself.

Two evenings before the race O’Neill
came over to the Mess. He wanted
somebody to take the mount on May
Queen; the boy who was to have rid-
den her was ill, he explained.

‘‘Johnson will ride for you,” ex-
claimed Lutyens. ‘‘He’d get paralysis
if he hadn't a mount at a meeting.”

‘‘Is she any good ?” asked Captain
Frank.

“We don’t know much about her,”
answered O'Neill. ““W¢'ll declare to
win with Shahbaz, but the mare may
run well. The Raja’ll be delighted if
you'll pilot her.”

“It’ll be better,” said Lutyens, ‘‘for
an outsider to ride than one of our fel-
lows.”

“‘All right, I'll take the mount,” ex-
claimed Captain Frank, ‘‘only I'd like
to school her a bit to-morrow.”

You will see that the tea set had
been almost completed; because when
Fate undertakes to arrange matters,
there is seldom a hitch. Everybody
works for Fate— everybody.

Of course there was a big lottery
held at the Officers’ Mess the night
before the race; and the Burrapara
Cup was the main medium for a
plunge.

Woolson was suspicious. “‘ I don’t
like it,” he said to Lutyens. ‘‘Frank
Johnson isn’t down here for the benefit
of his health; and I'll swear he hasn’t
bought a single gee-gee. We don’t
know anything about that mare; I've
tried to find out where she comes from,
but nobody knows.”

“* Do you suppose she’s good enough
to beat Saladin?” asked Lutyens,
doubtingly.

‘“ Well, Johnson rides her.”

““I'm the cause of that,” answered
Lutyens.

““You may think so, but to me it
looks like a job. O’Neill and Captain
Frank knew each other in the old days.
If they back the mare in the lotteries,
I’m going to have a bit of it,” asserted
Woolson.

This little cloud of suspicion broad-
ened out, until by the time the lotter-
ies were on, there was a strong tip
out that May Queen was a good thing
for the Cup. The Mess ran Saladin
up to a steep figure when his chances
were sold in the lotteries.

Nobody but O'Neill wanted to back
Shahbaz, and he went cheap. When
May Queen was put up, Johnson
laughingly made a bid, saying, ‘‘I'd
back a mule if I rode him in a race.”

“ You're pretty slick, Mr. Frank,”
Woolson muttered; and he bid on the
mare. This started it, and in the end
May Queen fetched nearly as good a
price as Saladin. It went that way all
the evening; the Mess flattered them-
selves that they had stood by Saladin

TR T R -
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pretty well—and they had. Of course
Captain Frank couldn’t well bid on
Saladin, he explained; it was their
preserve.

When they were finished at last,
Captain Frank said to Woolson: ‘“I've
got that brute Shahbaz in two lotter-
jes. You'd better take half to hedge
your money; you're loaded up with Sal-
adin.”

¢« No, thanks,” the other man said,
with a clever glint in the corner of his
eye, ‘‘ I've also got May Queen, your
mount; I've got enough.”

“ Do you want to part with a bit of
May Queen?” the Captain asked care-
lessly.

« Not an anna of it. I’ll stick to
the lot. The Saladin money belongs
to the Mess; we bought him together,
but the May Queen business is nearly
all my own.”

He looked sideways at Johnson
while he said this, watching the blonde-
mustached face narrowly; then he
spoke up with abrupt impetuousness,
¢+ Johnson, look here, you know all
about that mare. Tell me whether it’s
all right or not.”

«1 think,” answered Johnson, leis-
urely, pouriog with judicious exact-
ness half a bottle of soda into his peg

lass, ‘‘that you fellows here are a
bally lot of sharks. You've bought all
of Saladin in the lotteries; the most
of May Queen, and then want to
know what’s going to win. You'd
petter have half of Shahbaz now, and
make a certainty.”

¢t No, thanks, I'm filled up.”

+« Do you want to part with a bit of
Saladin ?”

¢ Can’t do it. Al the fellows arein
jt—all the Mess.”

«] think you're missing it over
Shahbaz. O’Neill thinks he’ll win,”
drawled the Captain, appearing terri-
bly solicitous for his enemy’s welfare.

A little later Captain Frank rehears-
ed this scene to O'Neill. ‘‘ I pretend-
ed to want a bit of Saladin or May
Queen, but Woolson wouldn’t part
with any. Lord! but the father is big
in the son. Stuck to his pound of
flesh like a proper Ishmaelite. Then]

offered him some of Shahbaz in the
lottery, but he shut up like a knife; he
was afraid I'd force it on him. To-
morrow after Shahbaz wins, I'll say to
him: ‘I wanted you to take a bit of
the good thing;’ and he’ll scowl, be-
cause he'll be sick at his stomach. Il
teach them to get a good horse out of
me to do up a fine chap like the Raja,
and then pay for him out of stakes that
are not to be had.”

Woolson's version of the same thing
to Lutyens was slightly different, which
only goes to show that human nature
is a complex machine.

*“ Johnson’s got stuck with Shahbaz
in the lottery, and he’s been trying to
unload on me. He wanted a piece of
Saladin. That's Captain Frank all
over; pokes his nose in here on our
good thing, roots around until he finds
out something, then wants a share.”

«¢ | wish he hadn’t come,” said Lut-

yens, abstractedly. ‘‘ Heaven knows
what he’ll do; he’s like a Hindoo jug-
gler.”

«“He can only win out on May
Queen,” retorted Woolson, crabbedly;
““and I've got the biggest part of her
in the lotteries myself.”

“ Yes, but the other fellows are all
down on Saladin, and it's the Cup
we're really after, not the rupees.”

Woolson said nothing to this. The
Cup was all right as a Cup, but it
would suit him to land his big coup
over May Queen.

The next day at the race-course
Lieutenant Devlin sauntered up to
Captain Frank and said: ‘‘ Little Ers-
kine, who is in the Seventh, over in
Colombo, is in a bit of a hole, and I'd
like to help him out. What I've got’s
no good to him—'tisn’t enough.”

“Say, youngster,” drawled Johnson,
““are you one of the forty thieves that
got Saladin down here to do up O'Neill
and the Raja ?”

“Oh, I think the fellows played fair
enough,” answered Devlin, *‘‘but
whatever it was they didn’t ask my
advice; in fact they drummed me out.”

““ What are the bookies laying
against Shahbaz?” queried Captain
Frank.



220 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

‘“ Five to one,” answered Devlin,

‘“ What does Erskine need ?”

““ Couple of thou., I fancy.”

‘“ Have you got four hundred ?”

‘“Yes; but can Shahbaz—"

““Don’t be a damn fool,” interrupted
Captain Frank, with profane brevity.

It was time to mount for the Burra-
para Cup. As they jogged down to
the post, Frank ranged alongside of
Woolson who was riding Saladin, and
said, ‘‘ You'd better take half of Shah-
baz still;” but Woolson tickled Saladin
with the spur, and swerved to one
side, pretending not to have heard.

O'Neill was riding Shahbaz, and to
him Johnson said: ‘* When we’ve gone
half the journey, you slip up in front
before Saladin gets his dander up. I'll
keep close beside him and he’ll never
try a yard. But keep on in front, so
as not to draw him out.

For a mile and a half half a dozen of
the nine starters were pretty well up.
As the pace increased and Shahbaz
drew away in the lead, all of the others
but Saladin and May Queen commenced
to drop out of it. At two miles Shah-
baz was six lengths in front; Saladin
and May Queen were swinging along
under a steady pull, neck and neck.

‘“ He means to stick to me and beat
me out,” mused Woolson.

‘“ The blasted idiot is kidding him-
self,”” thought Johnson. ¢ He thinks
he's got to hang to my coat-tails to
win,"”

Saladin was keeping his eye on May
Queen. He had been separated from
his stable chum for weeks, and now he
was galloping along beside her as in
the old days. His soft Arab heart was
glad. What a pity she couldn’t gallop
a bit faster though. The thrill of
strength was in his muscles, and he
would like to unstring his great tend-
ons that soft warm day, and spurn the
red, yielding earth. His leg wasn't a
bit sore; ah, there was another horse
on in front there. Why couldn’t May
Queen hurry up ?

Soon his rider’s legs commenced to
hitch at his ribs, and Woolson was
chirruping at him to move on. If
they'd hurry his chum he would.

Woolson was getting anxious.
There was only half a mile to go now,
and Shahbaz was still well in the lead.
He had ridden Saladin under a pull all
the time, and fancied that his horse
had a lot left in him; but now when he
shook him up he didn’t respond.

““Go on!” he shouted to Captain
Frank. ‘“We'll never catch Shah-
baz.”

‘““Go on yourself,” answered the
Captain, in schoolboy retort.

Woolson brought his whip down on
Saladin’s flank. Stung by it the Arab
sprang forward, and for a second
Woolson’s heart jumped with joy. He
felt the great muscles contract and
spread under him, and fancied that he
would soon overtake the dark bay in
front. The mare struggled too; Sala-
din heard her labouring at his quarters,
and waited patiently.

‘‘ Steady, you brute!” Captain Frank
ejaculated to the mare, but Saladin
knew the voice, and after that the man
on his back amounted to very little in
the forces governing the race,

With whip and spur, and profane
appeals, Woolson laboured at his
mount, throwing him out of his stride
a dozen times. The mare struggled
and strained every nerve to keep up
with her stable companion. Saladin
rebelled against the fool who was rid-
ing him, and sulked with Arab per-
sistence; raced as he had always done
at home with the mare, neck and
neck.

Shahbaz was tiring badly. At the
last fence he nearly fell; striking the
top rail with his toes out of sheer
weariness. There was only a short
run in on the level now. Would he
last out? If Saladin ever ranged
alongside of him it would be all over,
Johnson knew that. In the struggle
he would forget about May Queen,
and shoot by Shahbaz as though he
were dead.

Woolson was in an agony of sus-
pense. Shahbaz would certainly win,
and he might have saved his money
by taking Frank’s offer. A sudden
resolve seized him. Saladin was sulk-
ing and he was worse beaten than the
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horse, he could not ride him out. He
would take Frank’s offer now.

Bending his face around toward
Johnson he gasped I'll—take—half
—Shahbaz ” then he disappeared.
That final grab had effectually settled
the race. They were rising at the last
jump, and his movement caused Sala-
din to swerve. The horse struck the
rail heavily, and Woolson was shot out
of the saddle, and planted inches deep
in the soft earth on the outside of the
course.

It had looked a close thing from the
stand. ‘‘Saladio’ll win in a walk,"

the Mess fellows said just before the
waiting on

«« Woolson’s been

fall,
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O'Neill, and now he’ll come away and
win as he likes.”

When Woolson vacated the saddle
so energetically a groan went up from
them. When Shahbaz slipped by the
judge's stand, three lengths in front of
May Queen, they groaned again; but
with official politeness cheered lustily
for the Raja.

His Highness sat complacently eye-
ing the excited people. It was a very
small thing to get agitated about, for
he had won, you see.

Captain Frank bought Saladin back
for a thousand rupees; beaten horses
go cheap.

THE HEART OF THE WOODS

BY WILLIAM J. FISCHER

HE wild heart of the woods ! therein is rest.
Above me sways a sky of whisp’ring green,
Around me far the silent shadows lean

And listen to tree-music ; in their nest,

The fond birds mother their young brood, so blest;
The purling brooks quench Summer’s thirst ; the sheen
And shimmer on the changing, Sylvan scene

Is glorious to me, glad Nature’s guest.

A thousand happy mem'ries slumber here
Beneath these oaks ; a thousand happy hopes

Flutter upon the bending leaves in fear.

, And O the press of the cool grass ! The slopes

Of Peace stretch wide before mine vision clear
And slowly God’s white finger Heaven opes.
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By GUY DE MAUPASSANT

HAD not been at Virelogne
\ 8 for fifteen years. [ went
#”8 back there in the autumn,
ol Dol to shoot with my friend
; Serval, who had at last re-
built his chateau, which had been de-
stroyed by the Prussians.

I loved that district very much. It
is one of those corners of the world
which have a sensuous charm for the
eyes. You love it with a bodily love.
We whom the country seduces, we
keep tender memories for certain
springs, for certain woods, for certain
pools, for certain hills, seen very often
and which have stirred us like joyful
events. Sometimes our thoughts turn
back towards a corner in a forest, or
the end of a bank, or an orchard pow-
dered with flowers, seen but a single
time on some gay day; yet remaining
in our hearts like the images of certain
women met in the street on a spring
morning, with bright, transparent
dresses; and leaving in soul and body
an unappeased desire which is not to
be forgotten, a feeling that you have
just rubbed elbows with happiness.

At Virelogne 1 loved the whole
countryside, dotted with little woods,
and crossed by brooks which flashed
in the sun and looked like veins carry-
ing blood to the earth. You fished in
them for crawfish, trout and eels! Di-
vine happiness! You could bathe in
places, and you often found snipe
among the high grass which grew
along the borders of these slender
watercourses.

[ was walking, lightly as a goat,
watching my two dogs ranging before
me. Serval, a hundred metres to my
right, was beating a field of lucern. I
turned the thicket which forms the
boundary af the wood of Sandres, and
I saw a cottage in ruins.

All of a sudden I remembered it as
I had seen it the last time, in 1869,
neat, covered with vines, with chickens
before the door. What sadder than a

dead house, with its skeleton standing
upright, bare and sinister ?

I also remembered that in it, one
very tiring day, the good woman had
given me a glass of wine to drink,
and that Serval had then told me the
history of its inhabitants. The father,
an old poacher, had been killed by the
gendarmes. The son, whom I had
once seen, was a tall, dry fellow, who
also passed for a ferocious destroyer
of game. People called them ‘‘les
Sauvage.”

Was that a name or a nickname ?

I hailed Serval. He came up with
his long strides like a crane.

I asked him:

‘ What’s become of those people ?”

And he told me this story:

When war was declared, the son
Sauvage, who was then thirty-three
years old, enlisted, leaving his mother
alone in the house. People did not
pity the old woman very much, because
she had money; they koew it.

But she remained quite alone in that
isolated dwelling so far from the vil-
lage, on the edge of the wood. She
was not afraid, however, being of the
same strain as her menfolk; a hardy
old woman, tall and thin, who laughed
seldom, and with whom one never
jested. The women of the fields laugh
but little in any case; that is men's
business, that! But they themselves
have sad and narrowed hearts, leading
a melancholy, gloomy life. The peas-
ants learn a little boisterous merriment
at the tavern, but their helpmates re-
main grave, with countenances which
are always severe. The muscles of
their faces have never learned the
movements of the laugh.

La Mere Sauvage continued her or-
dinary existence in her cottage, which
was soon covered by the snows. She
came to the village once a week to get
bread and a little meat; then she re-
turned into her house. As there was
talk of wolves, she went out with a

* Copyright in the United States by Harper & Brothers.
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gun upon her back—her son’s gun,
rusty, and with butt worn by the rub-
bing of the hand; and she was strange
to see, the tall ‘‘Sauvage,” a little
bent, going with slow strides over the
snow, the muzzle of the piece extend-
ing beyond the black head-dress, which
pressed close to her head and impris-
oned the white hair which no one had
ever seen.

One day a Prussian force arrived.
It was billeted upon the inhabitants
according to the property and re-
sources of each. Four were allotted to
the old woman, who was known to be
rich.

They were four great boys with
blonde skin, with blonde beards, with
plue eyes, who had remained stout
notwithstanding the fatigues which
they had endured already, and who,
also, though in a conquered country,
had remained kind and gentle. Alone
with this aged woman, they showed
themselves full of consideration, spar-
ing her, as much as they could, all ex-
penses and fatigue. They would be
seen, all four of them, making their
toilet round the well of a morning in
their shirt sleeves, splashing with great
swishes of water, under the crude day-
light of the snowy weather, their pink-
white Northman’s flesh, while La Mere
Sauvage went and came, making ready
the soup. Then they could be seen
cleaning the kitchen, rubbing the tiles,
splitting the wood, peeling the pota-
toes, doing up all the house-work, like
four good sons about their mother.

But the old woman thought always
of her own, so tall and thin, with his
hooked nose and his brown eyes, and
his heavy moustache which made a
roll of black hairs upon his lip. She
asked each day of each of the soldiers
who were installed beside her hearth:

¢ Do you know where the French

Marching Regiment No. 23 was sent?

My boy is in it.”

They answered, No, not know,
not know at all.” And, understand-
ing her pain and her uneasiness—they
who had mothers, too, there at home
—they rendered her a thousand little
services. She loved them well, more-

over, her four enemies, since the peas-
antry feels no patriotic hatred; that
belongs to the upper classalone. The
humble, those who pay the most be-
cause they are poor, and because every
new burden crushes them down; those
who are killed in masses, who make
the true cannon’s meat, because they
are so many; those, in fine, who suffer
most cruelly the atrocious miseries of
war, because they are the feeblest and
offer least resistance—they hardly un-
derstand at all those bellicose ardours,
that excitable sense of honour, or those
pretended political combinations which
in six months exhaust two nations, the
conqueror with the conquered.

They said on the country-side, in
speaking of the Germans of La Mere
Sauvage:

““They are four who have found a
soft place.”

Now, one morning when the old
woman was alone in the house, she
perceived far off on the plain a man
coming towards her dwelling. Soon
she recognized him; it was the post-
man charged to distribute the letters.
He gave her a folded paper, and she
drew out of her case the spectacles
which she used for sewing; then she
read:

‘¢ Madame Sauvage,—The present
letter is to tell you sad news. Your
boy Victor was killed yesterday by a
shell which near cut him in two. I
was just by, seeing that we stood next
each other in the company, and he
would talk to me about you to let you
know on the same day if anything
happened to him.

I took his watch, which was in his
pocket, to bring it back to you when
the war is done.

¢ I salute you very friendly,

““Cesairg Rivor,

¢t Soldier of the 2nd class, March. Reg.
No. 23.”

She did not cry at all. She remained
motionless, so seized and stupefied
that she did not even suffer as yet.
She thought: “*V’la Victor who is
killed now.” Then little by little the
tears mounted to her eyes, and the
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sorrow caught her heart. The ideas
came to her one by one, dreadful, tor-
turing. She would never kiss him
again, her child, her big boy, never
again! The gendarmes had Killed the
father, the Prussians had killed the
son. He had been cut in two by a
cannon ball. She seemed to see the
thing, the horrible thing: the head fall-
ing, the eyes open, while he chewed
the corner of his big moustache as he
always did in moments of anger,

What had they done with his body
afterwards? |If they had only let her
have her boy back as they had given
her back her husband—with the bullet
in the middle of his forehead!

But she heard a noise of voices. [t
was the Prussians returning from the
village. She hid her letter very quick-
ly in her pocket, and she received them
quietly, with her ordinary face, having
had time to wipe her eyes,

They were laughing, all four, de.
lighted, since they brought with them
a fine rabbit—stolen, doubtless, and
they made signs to the old woman
that there was to be something good
to eat,

She set herself to work at once to
Prepare breakfast; but when it came
to killing the rabbit, her heart failed
her. And yet it was not the first,
One of the soldiers struck it down
with a blow of his fist behind the ears.

The beast once dead, she separated
the red body from the skin; but the
sight of the blood she was touching
and which covered her hands, of the
warm blood which she felt cooling and
coagulating, made her tremble from
head to foot; and she kept seeing her
big boy cut in two, and quite red also,
like this still palpitating animal.

She set herself at table with the
Prussians, but she could not eat, not
even a mouthful. They devoureq the
rabbit without troubling them
about her,

: o A them gy
::&x\ce withaat gy g, r‘lpenin;ka
ought, and with 5 face so

impassible
that they perceived nothing, l

[l of a sudden she said: ‘1 don’t
even know your names, and here’s a
whole month that we’ve been togeth-
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er.” They understood, not without
difficulty, what she wanted, and_toldv
their names. That was not sufficient;
they had written them for her on a
paper, with the addresses of their
families, and resting her spectacles on
her great nose, she considered that
strange handwriting, then folded the
sheet and put it in her pocket, on top
of the letter which told her of the death
of her son.

When the meal was ended she said
to the men:

‘I am going to work for you.”

And she began to carry up hay into
the loft where they slept.

They were astonished at her taking
all this trouble; she explained to them
that thus they would not be so cold,
and they helped her. They heaped the
trusses of hay as high as the straw
roof; and in that manner they made a
sort of great chamber with four walls
of fodder, warm and perfumed, where
they should sleep splendidly.

At dinner one of them was worried
to see that La Mere Sauvage still ate
nothing. She told him that she had
the cramps.” Then she kindled a good
fire to warm herself up, and the four
Germans mounted to thejr lodg‘ing
place by the ladder which served them
every night for this purpose.

As soon as they closed
old woman removed the

sound wag
she listeneq
al snorings
asleep.

When she judged her
to be sufficient, she threw one of the
bundle§ into the fireplace, and when it
Was alight she scattered it over all the

othars, Then she went outside again
and looked. g
In a few seconds the whol; mtegor
A . . .t &
of the cottage was illumined wi
violent brightness and became a dread-
ful brasier, a gigantic fiery furnace,
whose brilliance spouted out of the
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parrow window and threw a glittering
beam upon the snow.

Then a great cry issued from the
summit of the house; it was a clamour
of human shriekings, heart-rending
calls of anguish and of fear. At last,
the trap having fallen in, a whirlwind
of fire shot up into the loft, pierced the
straw roof, rose to the sky like the
immense flame of a torch, and all the
cottage flared.

Nothing more was heard therein
but the crackling of the fire, the
crackling sound of the walls, the
falling of the rafters. All of a sudden
the roof fell in, and the burning car-
cass of the dwelling hurled a great
plume of sparks into the air amid a
cloud of smoke.

The country, all white, lit up by the
fire, shone like a cloth of silver tinted
with red.

A bell, far off, began to toll.

The old *Sauvage” remained stand-
ing before her ruined dwelling, armed
with her gun, her son’s gun, for fear
lest one of those men might escape.

When she saw that it was ended she
threw her weapon into the brasier. A
loud report rang back.

People were coming, the peasants,
Prussians.

They found the woman seated on the
trunk of a tree, calm and satisfied.

A German officer, who spoke French
like a son of France, demanded of
her: ;

«« Where are your soldiers ?”

She extended her thin arm towards
the red heap of fire which was gradu-
ally going out, and she answered with
a strong voice:

¢ There.”

They crowded round her. The Prus-
sian asked:

« How did it take fire ?”

She said:

« It was I who set it on fire.”

They did not believe her, they
thought that the sudden disaster had
made her crazy, so while all pressed
round and listened she told the thing

from one end to the other, from the
arrival of the letter to the last cry of
the men who were burned with her
house. She did not forget a detail of
all which she had felt, nor of all which
she had done.

When she had finished she drew two
pieces of paper from her pocket, and
to distinguish them by the last glim-
mers of the fire, she again adjusted her
spectacles; then she said, showing one:
“ That, that is the death of Victor.”
Showing the other, she added, indicat-
ing the red ruins with a bend of the
head: ‘‘That, that is their names, so
that you can write home.” She calm-
ly held the white sheet out to the offi-
cer, who held her by the shoulders, and
she continued:

““You must write how it happened,
and you must say to their mothers that
it was I who did that, Victoire Simon,
la Sauvage! = Do not forget.” :

The officer shouted some orders in
German. They seized her, they threw
her against the walls of the house,
still hot. Then twelve men drew up
quickly before her at twenty paces.
She did not move. She had under-
stood; she waited.

An order rang out, followed instant-
ly by a long report. A belated shot
went off by itself after the others.

The old woman did not fall. She
sank as though they had mowed her
off her legs.

The Prussian officer approached.
She was almost cut in two, and in her
withered hand she held her letter
bathed in blood.

My friend Serval added:

‘“It was by way of reprisal that the
Germans destroyed the chateau of the
district, which belonged to me.”

As for me, I thought of the mothers
of those four gentle fellows burned in
that house, and of the atrocious hero-
ism of that other mother shot against
the wall.

And I picked up a little stone, still
blackened by the flames.
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QI UT a century has been re-
quired to revolutionize the
way of living in the English-
speaking part of Canada.
Rural Quebec has felt the
revolution to a much less degree, but
in Ontario the change from the condi-
tions of life of a hundred years ago has
been a radical one. [t is, indeed,
difficult to realize in this age of rapid
transportation, applied science and
ready accessibility to the necessaries
as well as the luxuries of life, that
these simpler times of our forbears are
not more remote. Mr. Goldwin Smith
—NOow an octogenarian—bridged his
span of life when, in a reminiscent
mood, he was able to say: “I have
talked with a man who talked to the
man who was Premier of England in
1801—to Addington about Pitt. I
remember the rejoicing in England
over the Reform Bill. I remember
seeing the farm-buildings near my
father’s house burned by raiders who

BAKE KETTLE

GLIMPSES OF CANADIAN
PIONEER LIFE

By FRANK YEIGH

opposed the introduction of threshing
machines. I recall, as a lad, seeing
the servants light the fire with a tinder
box. I have seen a manin the stocks.
I have heard the curfew. [ taught his
present Majesty King Edward English
History when he was a lad.”

In like manner there are thousands
still living in our own land who have
passed through experiences similar to
those here related; there are many
more, of a later generation, who have
had the domestic life of the early nine-
teenth century brought vividly to mind
by these aged eye-witnesses.

The advantages in thus recalling
some of the ways in which our grand-
fathers lived are obvious. The com-
parison will serve as a basis for
estimating the distance we have
advanced in little more than two
generations. It should, moreover, lead
us to recognize more fully the debt we
owe to those valiant pioneers for the
brave battles they fought under adverse
conditions. If Canada should ever
have a Hall of Fame or a Roll of
Immortals, these humble foundation-
builders would deserve a niche equally
with the heroes of the battle-field or
the leaders of State.

One may further realize the former
days by recallingthat Canadians of 1800
had no railways, no steamboats, no
highways, in the modern sense, no
telegraphs or telephones, no harnessed
electricity, no ‘‘ horseless horse cars,”’
no automobiles (thank Heaven !). They
were practically without clergymen,
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doctors, judges or lawyers, and the
schoolmaster was not yet abroad in
the land. The abundant crop of par-
liamentary representatives of to-day
(over 700 in all the legislative bodies
of Canada) had not then begun to
sprout in earnest. There was little
money in circulation with which to
carry on business; there were no stores
to speak of, and consequently no bar-
gain days! There was no gas and no
such thing as a match; the flint and
steel, or the brimstone-tipped pine stick
was relied upon for starting the flame.
There were no envelopes, no blotting-
paper, no steel pens, and the sand box
was in requisition to dry the ink; in
fact, there was a sad lack of what we
in this wiser generation regard as es-
sentials.

But there were compensating advan-
tages: a simplicity and wholesomeness
of life that ensured health and length
of days; so long a life that an old
family record speaks of the ‘‘pre-
mature ”’ death of a man of 84! There
was a rational enjoyment of God’s best
blessings of nature, a hearty, unaffected
social life, and a sound moral sense of
right and justice. There was mutual
self-help, a hospitality that was not
measured by motive,aburdened table of
good things where it was bad form to
refuse what was offered, no matter
what nature’s penalty might be. In a
word, a sane mode of life was lived
that produced strong men and brave
women.

Brave in truth were our grand-
mothers—brave in what they endured
in the loneliness and isolation of
pioneer life; in the dangers, too, when
the weird howl of the hungry wolf was
heard in the forest near the clearing, or
when the stealthy-stepping Indian
would glide like an apparition, un-
heralded and unannounced, into the
log home. Brave were they in the
spirit in which sorrows were borne and
testing trials met.

The ladies of a century ago did not,
fortunately, have to rely upon the
fashion-plates of a daily paper. Native
feminine talent transformed their lim-
ited material into serviceable gar-
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ments. At first the hides of the fur-
bearing animals, obtained f{rom the
Indians in barter, were the chief source
of clothing supply. One can easily
imagine that a rosy-cheeked, bright-
eyed, well-built lassie of 1800 would,
when clad in deerskin petticoats and
skirts and squirrel-skin bonnet, break
masculine hearts quite asdisastrouslyas
if she had worn creations of a modern
modiste. And the utility of a deer-
skin petticoat, that could not be torn
by arough journey through the woods,
or the turning of a deerskin suit into a
warm bed-cover at night, will com-
mend itself to every feminine descend-
ant of our mothers’ mothers.

A MACHINE FOR BREAKING THE FLAX—
USUALLY KNOWN AS A HACKLE.

No fancy-pointed patent shoes
dressed their feet, for there were no
tanners, and for many a year no shoe-
maker, until itinerant St. Crispins
came on the scene—shoemakers on
circuit, like the preacher and the
schoolmaster of the early days. They
were the days, indeed, when the set-
tler was a many-sided character, for he
was perforce carpenter and blacksmith
and shoemaker and tailor if need be
rolled in one.

Let us draw back the curtains of
Time and peep into a pioneer log home.
The rough-walled retreat is but rudely
furnished and its floor is carpeted with
skins or rag-carpets. A ladder leads
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ber of men-folk can be stowe.l
away at night-time. The

hearthstone is the altar of the 1
home, and seated in a semi-
circle around it are its priest-
esses. Busy, busy, always
busy are the women-folk, amid
a buzz of talk that mingles

to the attic, where any num- ‘

with the hum of the distaff or
the song of the spinning-wheel.

There sits Grandmother in
front of the deeply recessed fire-
place which glows cheerily red
from the giant back log that
required the strength of a horse
to draw it to the cabin door. A
benediction is in Grandmoth-
er's placid face, an inspiration
in her smile, and evident peace
of heart under her quaint
starched cap. Stirring tales  WAFFLE
the dear old mother can tell—
of the flight of her Loyalist [amily from
the New England home to the shores
of Quinte, involving hardships that
show what stuff Grandmother was
made of ! Tales too of the trials of
the first days in the new land, when a
fresh start in life had to be made.

There too sits the dear Mother in
homespun, and even as a hen gathereth
her chickens under her wing, so

Mother, by the loadstone of love,

attracts her
| brood to her
I skirts. All the
bonny chil-
dren are early
taught to
work. That
we can see as
we gaze into
the interior, to
spin and sew
iftheybegirls;
to fashion
tools and im-
plements if
they be boys.
To the right
is a group of
daughters,
breaking,
scutching and

GOURD DIPPERS

spinning flax from which will
come the table linen and wear-
ing apparel that will last a life-
time. Sewing and knitting ma-
chines are unknown, but Na-
ture’s deft hands are the im-
plements that produce the best
of goods. So work away the
lassies.

What a wonder-palace the
log-ribbed room is! Who
would ever dream that such an
inventory of articles could be
crowded in the little apart-
ment !  On the fireplace shelf
are the heirlooms in crockery,
travelled crockery mind you,
for it has seen foreign lands
and crossed the Atlantic in a
clipper ship and afterwards
h_eard the cannon of a Revoly-
tion. The light of the burning
a logs is added to by the tallow
dips and the candles, and there, sure
enough, is the candle box and the candle
mould.  The gourd dipper hangs from
its nal.l, and the skimmer for use in the
sugaring off is its neighbour, They
have often worked together in the
maple woods. Shining warming pans
speak of warm feet. Waffle irons too
and I'll warrant the waffles tasted a;
good as the word suggests. And by
the same token, I'll wager the hand-
made tooth puller gave as much pain
as its black outline and size indicate.
Strong enough it appears to pull the
molar of a mastodon.

Ah, what is this ? Shocking, shock-
ing,—a toddy ladle, as brazen in its
boldness as the capacious punch bowl
itself!  Pewter plates, mugs and
spoons are in a military line. Spoons
of wood too and forks of iron and buck-
handled knives that saw action three
times aday. And thereisa contrivance
for cutting loaf sugar in the days when
it was sold in large chunks.

All these utensils and many more
are dignified by a place on the shelf.
Above hang hand-made lanterns. Qld
guns that invariably kicked—and
killed. Powder horns, discoloured with
years of use. A tin dinner horn of
prodigious length that has called many

IRONS
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a labourer from the stump-strewn fields
to his meals. Axe heads, a score of
them it seems, and the oldest boy over
in the corner, whittling something, can
sink the biggest axe of the lot up to
its hilt in a soft elm or maple at one
blow, for those were the days of muscle
—applied muscle.

The apple-parer and bone gouge for
coring the apples bring up visions of
the days of the social bee—apple bees,
husking bees, quilting bees, logging
and clearing and barn raising bees—all
of them times of social gayety, especi-
ally when the wandering fiddler could
be waylaid for the events. Good old-
fashioned fun did our grandfolks get
out of life on these great occasions,
even though the wag-at-the-wall clock
solemnly ticked its disapproval.

The bushy-browed settler bends to
stir up the slumbering fire with the
long-handled poker, for a fierce heat
is radiated from the deep bed of
embers, and as the eye follows his
movements it catches sight
of the world of pots and
pans and kettles that swing
from the great cranes. If
we are patient we will later
have a glimpse of the sacred
hour of cooking in the old
log cabin palace of peace;
we will see, too, how the
mothers of the former time
did without new fangled
cooking stoves and gas
ranges and patent ovens and
cook books and ready-to-be-
eaten mysteries. In this old
bake kettle is being placed
a big batch of dough, and
kettle and contents are then
buried in the red-hot ashes,
and covered, lid and all,
with the glowing embers.

What stores of goodies
issue from the hearth! Cook-
ies—what a world of mean-
ing the word still holds!
Cakes, corn and wheat and
honey and pound cakes.
Pies, deep, luscious, abid-
ing! Pasties, meat pasties
at that, the receipt for

AN EARLY FRYING-PAN

which came from Devon. And the
pasties have the finest of browned
Juice on the curled-up edges of the
paste. Honey in the comb. That
implies bees and bee - keeping, and
the blowing of horns and pounding
of tin cans to keep the bees from
going away when swarming. But
there are more good things in this an-
cient menu, such as apple tarts and
apple sauce, and dried-apple dishes
in galore; pease puddings, sourkrout,
ginger bread, fat fowl roasted on the
turning spits, meats fried in the long-
handled pans to a cheerful tune from
the spluttering gravy, like unto the
succulent sound that Tiny Tim must
have heard when the pudding sang in
its kettle on that mythical Christmas
of long ago.

And now the family surround the
table, when one realizes that the sol-
emn words of Governor Simcoe were
true, ‘‘that the
spirit of the
young country
seemed to be in
favour of men
who dined in
common with
their servants!”
PoorSimcoe, and

““The world of pots and pans and kettles "
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he trying to plant a modified aristocracy
in the land by appointing military offi-
cers to government positions!

These early century menus some-
times meant sacrifice and cost, when
the settler had to carry his limited
store of wheat a hundred miles or
more to the nearest mill in order to
bring back a precious supply of flour.
Nature, however, was often prodigal
in her gifts of food when the wild
fruits were in abundance, and game
and fish abounded. But there was
not always a full pantry. Terrible
must have been the experiences of the
Hungry Year of 1788 in Canada, when
the frogs saved many a life from star-
vation, and the newly-planted potato

THE OX-BOW WHICH PLAYED SO LARGE A PART IN CLEAR-
ING THE FOREST LANDS OF EASTERN CANADA

had to be dug up and eaten. There
were times, too, when the wheat froze
in the head and wheat bread was in
consequence an absent article of diet.
On other occasions the government
supply trains were overtaken by the
winter and frozen up, as a result of
which the settlers who were depending
upon the expected stock were com-
pelled to have recourse to the buds of
basswood trees, and beef bones were
loaned from neighbour to neighbour as
stock for soup. Both the white men
and the Indian relied much upon the
animal and fish life. The waters
teemed with fish as the air with birds,
and the woods with small game as
well as deer and moose. There was
no limit to the wild ducks, especially
along the water stretches of the Quinte

shore. Famous sport had our grand-
fathers when they were young, shoot-
ing black squirrels, trapping wild pig-
eons, spearing salmon, or scooping
them up in prodigious numbers. The
skilful red man was wont to spear the
fish by torchlight as he stood alert in
the prow of his canoe. The hunting
of the larger game and the attempt to
exterminate the wolves also led to
many an exciting adventure in the
depths of a Canadian forest.

Eating has ever gone with drinking,
and the toddy ladle we saw in the cabin
home forces the further truth to be
chronicled that in the beginning days
of Canada’s life whisky drinking was
not unknown; when, in fact, it was
consumed by the bowl full,
and when a man’s stand-
ard of capacity was placed
at two quarts. At twenty-
five cents per quart the cost
was not excessive. For
years there was but one
distillery between York
and Kingston, and as an
accessory to the stronger
liquid, as soon as orchards
began to bear, the cider
jug was a feature of the
capacious cellars, alon
with the barrels of winter
apples and the bins of roots
and vegetables.

Drinking was a feature of the vari-
ous ‘‘bees.” On the occasion of a
barn raising a man would mount the
top plate of the skeleton structure,
swing a bottle three times around his
head and throw it in the air. If it fell
unbroken it meant good luck, evidenc-
ing one of the many superstitions pre-
valent in the early times. Other forms of
superstitions were the supposed sight of
a winding sheet in a candle flame, or
that the howling of a dog at the moon
meant trouble for the inmates of the
house, or when a sudden shudder came
over one it foretold that an enemy was
walking over the spot which would later
be one’s grave. May was regarded as
an unlucky month in which to be mar.
ried, and it was equally unlucky to kil
hogs in the wane of the moon.
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Speaking of weddings reminds one
that there was marrying and giving in
marriage in the same pioneer times.
The courting was sometimes carried
on in Indian fashion, when the fair
Hebe would run through the forest in
a pretended effort to escape the pur-
suing lover, who invariably caught his
victim. A kiss was the sign of vic-
tory, and the wedding soon after closed
the romantic chapter.

There were difficulties innumerable
in the way of these
trusty hearts of old.
For yearsthere were
scarce half a score
of clergymen of the
established church
in UpperCanadaau-
thorized to perform
the marriage cere-
mony. A few mag-
istrates held the
same power. To-
day all that a mod-
ern lover needs is a
two-dollar bill for a
license—and a girl!
But in 1800 and
thereabouts the
happy couples were
sometimes compel-
led to travel long
distances on foot or
on horseback to
wait on minister or
magistrate. An in-
teresting tale of
early Canadian
life records the
fact that rings
were as scarce as
clergymen or magistrates. One offi-
cial, rather than turn away an ard-
ent couple that had walked twenty
miles to his settlement, found on a
primitive pair of skates a rough steel
ring. Though a homely substitute the
bride was told she must perforce wear
it to make the ceremony_binding, and
wear it she did for many’a long year
thereafter, and the trophy is a highly-
prized heirloom among her descend-
ants to-day.

It is interesting to read in this con-

nection of the dowries of our grand-
mothers. A generous one was a piece
of land, a colt, a heifer, a yoke of
steers, two sheep, some pigs, a linen
chest with bed and bedding and feather
ticks, crockery and cutlery and some
hand-made furniture. The wedding fee
stood for a long time at one dollar.

All the furniture of the time was
perforce hand-made, such as chairs
with elm-back seats, tables of rough
hewn boards, and bedsteads—four

A SPINNING WHEEL USED BY OUR GRANDMOTHERS

posters—cut from the native lumber.
Sometimes the baby’s cradle was the
sap trough of the sugar season, but
lined with blankets and resting on
rockers, our pioneer babies slept sound-
ly and never did the trough hold a
sweeter burden.

Practically all the implements were
hand-made — the reels for winding
yarn, the hand looms, the trunks made
of bark and the beehives of plaited
straw, the plows with wooden frames
and wrought iron mould boards, the
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primitive harrows made of the butt end
of a tree which the oxen hauled
around the stumps in the process of
‘“bushing in.” Scythes, cradles and
flails were the precursors of mowers,
reapers and threshing machines. The
wheat was sometimes ground at home
by pounding or crushing it in the
burnt-out hollow of a stump, a block
of wood attached to a springing pole
acting as a pestle in the mortar cavity,

The ways our grandfathers travelled
is in interesting contrast with modern
methods.  The horseback way was for
years the only means of covering long
distances through the bush, with the
oats in the saddle bags, a gun or toma-
hawk for weapons, and provision for
camping out if night overtook the
traveller.  Journeying by water was
in bateaux or flat-bottomed Durham
boats. After a time, along with bet-
ter roads, came the springless wag-
gons with boxes resting directly on the
axles and chairs for the use of the pas-
sengers in the body-racking journey,

A SMALLER-SIZED SPINNING WHEEL

A YARN REEL

A writer describes the old waggons
and stage coaches ‘‘as rolling and
tumbling along a detestable road,
pitching like a scow among the break-
ers of a lake storm, with road knee-
deep in mud and an impenetrable for-
est on either side.” It of necessity
took weeks of time to cover the dis-
tance, for example, between York and
Kingston or Niagara.

The market prices for commodities
also throw a suggestive light on the
days of our grandfathers. An ancient
price list of 1804, quoted by Canniff
Haight, reads as follows: A gimlet 30
cents, a padlock $1.50, a jack knife $1,
calico, $1.50 per yard; tea, eight to ten
shillings a pound, Halifax currency;
needles, a penny each; ball of cotton,
7d; board of pigs, $1 a week; an axe,
$2.50; salt, 6d a lb.

The early store was a departmental
store in miniature, and bartering was
the chief feature of trade. An old
lady of my acquintance has told of
buying a farm with a saddle, and a
yoke of oxen in another case was
traded for 200 acres of land. Butter,
cheese, homespun clothing, lumber,
pork, ox hides, molasses, shingles and
potash were a widely varied list of
articles used in trading. In the Tal.
bot Settlement in 1817 it took eighteen
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bushels of wheat to buy a barrel of
salt and one bushel of wheat for a yard
of cotton. The first clocks were $40
each. Before the clock days a line
was cut in the floor, and when the
sun’s rays reached the meridian height
they were castalong this mark through
a crack in the door to indicate the noon
hour.

Pens cost thirty cents each, but the
easily secured quill long held its supre-
macy. Postage was payable accord-
ing to distance—not exceeding sixty
miles, 4d; 100 miles, 7d; 200 miles, 9d;
and greater distances in proportion.

One should not forgetin this picture
of pioneer life the first church, with
men and women sitting on opposite
sides, when the circuit rider made his
infrequent visits and preached sermons
of a length commensurate with the
rarity of their delivery. One of the
humorous bits of the early Upper Ca-
nadian archives is the request sent to
London that a ‘‘ pious” missionary be
sent out to the benighted settlers of
Upper Canada. The first log school

houses also deserve a word, with the
huge box stove in the centre around
benches were

which long wooden

WIND
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ranged, too high for the feet of the
toddlers to reach the floor. Tired and
sleepy, the tiny students sometimes
created a panic by tumbling off their
uncomfortable perch!

The administration of justice was
accomplished under arduous condi-
tions. There were few gaols or court-
houses ; accommodation for jurors,
lawyers and others was most limited,
and many a trial was held under the
trees or in a tent. Jurors were often
compelled to journey fifty miles or more,
and to take ten or more days before
returning home. When the first gaol
was built in York it was made large
enough to hold debtors as well as
criminals of a deeper dye, the gaoler
receiving 5s. a day salary, and 1s. 3d
daily for the maintenance of each pris-
oner.

Such are some of the glimpses of
early Canadian days. All honour to
our sturdy pioneers for the work they
accomplished, the characters they
evolved, and the rich heritage they
passed on to their children. May we
of the twentieth century be as true to
our conscience and country as our
grandfathers—and grandmothers!

SONG

BY INGLIS MORSE

LAY out thy song, O wind of Time,
O wind of a thousand years!
Life’s solemn joys and falling tears
Are in thy voice sublime.

Play out, O wind, play out thy song,
To hopes that have forever fled
Into the land of the long lost dead,

Whither have passed earth’s throng!

Play out thy song of olden days,

Of dreams that nevermore shall be:

In murmuring repose, both full and free,
Now haste thee on thy various ways!
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wirad O UDON; it will be remem-

' bered, received the fateful
news from Fort William
Henry while yet upon the
. Ocean, and it must have
been a bitter moment when he realized
how completely he had been outgener-
alled. For the bloodless failure in
Nova Scotia he could blame others; for
the bloody tragedy on Lake George his
own tactics were wholly responsible.
He relieved his temper by vowing ven-
geance against Montcalm as an abettor
of savages and murderers, and sent
word by a fast-sailing craft to Webb to
hold out at Fort Edward till he could
send him reinforcements. It was the
last of August when he landed his
troops at New York. But the French,
as we have seen, had, for urgent rea-
sons, abandoned all attempts at an ad-
vance up the Hudson, and had return-
ed in part to Canada to save the
harvest, and in part to Ticonderoga to
make that post secure. Loudon is.sup-
posed even now to have cherished
thoughts of attacking the French fort-

ress, but if so he soon abandoned them
on a closer view of the situation. In
intention he was the very soul of
energy; in execution he remains,
whether from his fault or his ill-fortune,
the typical sluggard of the Seven
Years’ War in America.

Sir William Johnson had joined
Webb at Fort Edward, with a small
band of his Indians, just about the
time of the fall of William Henry, and
aday or two after, but all too late, raw
militia had begun to pour in by the
hundred. Their behaviour, however,
was so mutinous, and their conduct so
riotous, that Webb was glad enough
to dispense with such troops and dis-
band them, now that their services
were no longer needed.

Only one incident of moment mark-
ed this depressing autumn of a year of
disgrace and failure, and that of a kind
by no means calculated to lighten the
general gloom on the Mohawk River.
Near those forts that Webb had, it
will be remembered, destroyed in his
panic after the fall of Oswego, was a
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colony of thrifty Palatine Germans.
Far behind civilization, in this beauti-
ful and fertile valley, these industrious
settlers had been labouring for forty
years, and were now a community of
some three hundred souls, well situat-
ed in comfortable homesteads and till-
ing valuable farms. It was a popular
creed among French-Canadians that
the Germans of the British colonies
were dissatisfied—a queer delusion
in regard to people who revelled
in an independence far more novel to
them than to Englishmen. By way of

encouraging other Germans to crave
for the paternal government of France,
one, De Bellaitre, was despatched by
Vaudreuil with a hundred Canadians
and two hundred Indians to read them
a lesson. Paddling up the St. Law-
rence from Montreal, past the now
familiar Thousand Islands into Lake
Ontario, they struck southward to
Lake Oneida, crossed the portage of
the Mohawk watershed, and fell sud-
denly upon the unhappy Teutons, kill-
ing every man that resisted, destroy-
ing their live stock, and carrying off
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more than a hundred women and
children into captivity. A small British
detachment from Fort Herkimer hur-
ried up, but they were too late, and in
any case too weak. Lord Howe, com-
manding further down at Schenectady,
was strong enough, but he arrived
much too late and found nothing but
the smoking ruins of homesteads and
hundreds of slaughtered sheep and
cattle.

In the meanwhile, the Indian heroes
of Fort William Henry, who had been
almost as great a curse to their friends
as to their foes, paraded their wretch-
ed prisoners at Montreal, and by no
means yielded them all up to the not
very insistent overtures of Vaudreuil.
One of these English captives, writes
Bougainville who was just then on the
spot, they killed in presence of the
whole town and forced his miserable
companions to devour. It is even as-
serted by French writers that mothers
were compelled to eat portions of their
own children. Bougainville shudder-
ed at the horrors he saw, but was im-
potent, for Canadian public opinion
was lenient to these little Indian
vagaries so long as other people were
the victims. Bigot the Intendant, no
man of war but an expert in crooked
contracts, calmly stated that the
savages must be kept in good humour
at any cost. Vaudreuil, for his part,
was quite proud of his magnanimity in
purchasing, with Government brandy,
the lives of men who had surrendered
to his troops under signed articles;
while Indians reeled in crowds about
the rude streets of Montreal, insolent,
offensive, drunken and dangerous.

It was a gloomy enough winter, this
one of 1757-58,in the British provinces.
Loudon’s troops had retired to isolat-
ed snowbound forts, or to their much-
grudged but no longer disputed quar-
ters in the principal cities. It was the
lowest point ever touched by Anglo-
Saxon fortunes in America. Oswego
and William Henry were scenes of
desolation; Louisbourg was contempt-
uous and defiant behind its bristling
rows of cannon and massive ramparts;
the colonists even of New England

were disheartened and disillusioned as
to the invincibility of British troops,
and sore both with their generals and
their officers. The frontiers of the
more southern colonies still ran with
blood, and the labours of a generation
on a belt of country nearly four hundred
miles in length had been swept away.
Washington, struggling almost alone
with provincial legislatures, as twenty
years later he struggled quite alone
with the continental congress, had
patiently striven to mitigate the mis-
ery. He had now been over two years
at the frontier village of Winchester,
in the valley of Virginia, eating his
heart out in vain endeavours to stem
the hordes of Indians led by French-
men, who swarmed across the stricken
borders of the middle colonies. ]
have been posted,” he wrote in the
preceding spring, ‘“‘for more than
twenty months on our cold and barren
frontiers to perform, I think I may say,
an impossibility; that is, to protect
from the cruel incursions of a crafty,
savage enemy a line of inhabitants
more than three hundred and fifty
miles in extent, with a force inadequate
to the task.” He was still only twen-
ty-five, but a head and shoulders above
any colonial soldier outside New Eng-
land. He had no chance of gain or
glory with his thousand or so ‘‘poor
whites,” ill-paid and discontented, and
recruited wilh infinite difficulty. His
officers were often of no better discip-
line. One of them, he tells us, sent
word on being ordered to his post,
that he could not come, as his wife, his
family and his corn crop all required
his attention. “‘Such,” says Washing-
ton, in a white heat, ‘‘is the example
of the officers, such the behaviour of
the men, and upon such circumstances
the safety of this country depends.”
Three colonies, Pennsylvania, Mary-
land and Virginia, with some half-
million whites, to say nothing of rude
and populous North Carolina, could
only wring from this large population
a wretched, half-hearted militia of
2,000 men, recruited largely from the
burnt-out victims of the frontier.
Where, one may well ask, were the
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squires of Virginia and
Maryland, whoswarm-
ed along the eastern
counties of both prov-
inces, and whose com-
fortable homesteads
reached to within a
hundred miles of the
scene of this bloody
war, of their fellow-
countrymen’s long
agony, and of the im-
pudent invasion of
their country? To
mention a dozen ortwo
young men of this class
who rallied to Wash-
ington, would only be
to aggravate the case,
if such were possible,
in the face of these
statistics. Men of sub-
stance and education,
accustomed to horse
and gun, ‘‘outdoor”
men in fact or nothing,
were quietly staying
at home by thousands
unstirred by feelings of
patriotism or venge-
ance, and apparently
untouched by the clash
of arms and the ordin-
ary martial instincts of
youth. Their grand-
fathers had fought;
their sons were to
fight; their descend-
ants were in the last
civil war to be among
the bravest of the
brave. What was this
generation doing at
such a moment?
Washington, whose
local patriotism no one
will dispute, and whose
example shone like a
beacon light amid the
gloom, cursed them
often and soundly
in his letters for do-
ing nothing. It was
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fortunate for these colonies that Pitt people of Maryland and Virginia are
came forward to save them. The more than most other Americans proud



AMHERST
FROM REYNOLD'S STEEL ENGRAVING

GENERAL

of their ancestry—not because they
were thrifty merchants, for they ignor-
ed commerce; not because they were
famous navigators, for they were not
sea-goers; not because they were
thrifty farmers who made two blades of
grass grow where one had grown be-
tore, for they were sad economists in
this respect. The sentiment is by way
of being that which holds good in
Europe, and regards ancestry in the
accepted sense of the word as synonym-
ous with an aptitude for arms. But
the tobacco squires of the Seven Years’
War were lamentably wanting in those
generous and martial impulses which
supply almost the only motive for pride
of race, and quite the only one where
high culture and learning are absent,
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as was here the case.
There is no travers-
ing the facts; they
are bare and patent,
and it has always
seemed to us one of
the mostunaccount-
able incidents of
American history.
Think of South Af-
rica to-day, and, in-
deed, the parallel is
not an inapt one,
save that in the rac-
ial struggle for
North America the
prize was greater.
Think of the colon-
ists of every class
so lately crowding
by thousands to the
front, though none
of their women,
children or friends
have been scalped
and murdered. In-
deed, for that mat-
ter, turn to Massa-
chusetts at thatday,
who alone sent to
the front ten or fif-
teenthousand close-
fisted, industrious
farmers, men whose
labour was their
daily bread, and
whose absence from the homestead was,
for the most part, a serious matter.
‘“Nothing,” wrote Washington,
‘‘ keeps me from resignation but the
imminent danger to my country. The
supplicating tears of the women and
moving petitions of the men melt me
into such deadly sorrow, that I sol-
emnly declare, if I know my own mind,
I could offer myself a willing sacrifice
to the butchering enemy, provided that
would contribute to the people’s ease.”
Washington was giving up a life of
ease and comfort, neglecting an estate
to whose management he was greatly
attached, and those field sports which,
next to fighting, were the passion of
his life. Here, however, on this shag-
gy blood-stained frontier,, without



THE FIGHT FOR NORTH AMERICA

means to fight effectively,
neitherglorynoreven thanks
were to be gained. He lost
his temper more than once,
and wrote incontrovertible
but imprudent letters to the
Virginian authorities at Wil-
liamsburg, falling thereby
into the bad books of the
gentlemen who regarded the
state of the frontier with
such prodigious equanimity.
At one time an obscure
Maryland captain of thirty
men, who held a king’s com-
mission, had claimed prece-
dence of the young colonel
and commander of the West-
ern Frontier. Washington
had then ridden the whole
way to Boston—four hun-
dred miles—to put the mat-
ter straight with Shirley,
then in chief authority, and
ensure against its recur-
rence.

The Canadians, too, had
suffered greatly this winter.
The troops were reduced to
small rations of horse flesh,
and only the tact and abil-
ity of de Lévis averted a
general mutiny. The small
social circles of Quebec
and Montreal, however,
lacked for nothing, but
danced and dined, and intrigued and
sleighed in merry parties along the
frozen river or through the silent
pine woods white with their load of
snow. The Bureaucracy, with Bigot
at their head, followed with unabated
ardour their career of fraud and trick-
ery. Never were a king and his sub-
jects more flagrantly cheated. They
sold their provisions sent from France
for the relief of the colony and pocket-
ed the money. They fixed the price
of grain by law, bought it all up, and
then retailed it at famine prices. They
sold Government supplies twice over
in collusion with the officers who had
to sign the receipts. They purchased
supplies for the king’s use through so
many confederate hands, that the price
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was three or four times that originally
paid for the articles. They intercepted
food granted by the king to the hapless
Acadian refugees, sold the larger part
back to his Majesty at high prices, and
half starved the miserable outcasts on
what was left. The command of an
outlying fort was regarded as equiva-
lent to a small fortune, and bestowed
accordingly on friends and relatives.
The usual method was to give vouch-
ers for twice or three times the amount
of stores actually purchased, and to
exchange the Government presents
sent to the Indians for skins or furs.
It may well be asked, What was Mont-
calm himself, the soul of honour, say-
ing to all this? As a matter of fact,
his positionunderde Vaudreuil, who was
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himself mixed up in the frauds, was
sufficiently delicate to make interfer-
ence difficult. But Montcalm did take
means to acquaint the home Govern-
ment,already suspicious ofthe vastsums
of money demanded, with the condition
of affairs, and their eyes gradually open-
ed. Itis not perhaps wholly to be won-
dered that France lost some of her en-
thusiasm for an offspring that tugged
so incessantly at the strings of her al-
most empty purse, and showed so little
profit for the investment. The letters
to Vaudreuil from his Government at
last grew harsh and threatening, as
the rascality of the whole business be-
gan to dawn on the hitherto credulous
Ministers of Marine. But it was too
late. Pitt was about to settle down to
the greatest work ever achieved by a
British Minister. The colony was now
entering a death-struggle in which
ledgers and vouchers would be for the
time forgotten; and there is good rea-
son to suppose that many a tell-tale
document went to feed the flames
which the British torch or shell fire had
ignited. But the corruption of the
Canadian civil officials, and a great
number of the colony officers, did not
interfere with the actual fighting power
of the military machine, which was
itself a hardy plant. Food and clothes
and ammunition for men on active ser-
vice were always forthcoming. If they
had not been, Montcalm would have
asked the reason why, with a forcible
authority, such as in civil affairs he
could not call to his aid.

It was at the opening of the ever-
memorable year of 1758 that Pitt, free
at last from the shackles of his prede-
cessor’s plans and his predeces-
sor's generals, applied his great
gifts to the task before him. Great
Britain was sunk in despondency.
Chesterfield declared we were *‘‘no
longer a nation.” If any man had
asserted that in two or three years we
should take our place at the head of all
nations, never as a world-power to
again relinquish it, he would have been
accounted as fit only for Bedlam.
Many, though they could not know
what we do now of the then state of
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France and Canada, thought we should
be stripped of all influence, if not ot
all foothold in America, while the fear
in England of a French invasion re-
turned as regularly as the summer
leaves.

To free his mind of all paltry cares,
Pitt had flung the sordid part of gov-
ernment to Newcastle, who revelled in
it. It was part of his bargain that
where the honour or the safety of the
nation were at stake his word was law,
his appointments indisputable; and he
proceeded at once with fine audacity to
make hay of privilege, of family inter-
est, of seniority. Theincapables were
relegated to obscurity, and those who
might have caused annoyance were
soothed by Newcastle with pensions,
compliments, or honours, which most
of them perhaps preferred to service in
America. Small pay and brevet rank
for his servants seems to have been,
too, a sop that Pitt felt it advisable,
for the sake of peace, to throw to the
long list of rejected generals, who
seem therein to have found some
strange consolation. Fortunately,
Pitt's young men had, for the most
part, souls above titles or lucre, though
Wolfe was hard pushed for necessary
money; and his widowed mother, after
his death, made futile representations
to the Government for some financial
recognition of the work done by the
conqueror of Quebec. Pitt’s plans were
not merely to reduce France to her
legitimate sphere in America and make
her harmless against Great Britain in
Europe, but to drive her wholly from
the western hemisphere, to wrest from
her every possession she had outside
her own borders, to leave her crushed,
humiliated, and powerless for aggres-
sion.

To this end he appealed with im-
passioned fervour to the heart of Eng-
land, and by a genius unequalled in
our history, and that seems to us who
have not seen or heard him, almost
magical, brought an apparently half-
moribund nation into an ecstasy of
patriotic ardour. Every one who ap-
proached the great statesman caught
the inspiration, and every manin Eng-
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Jand who had a heart at all felt the
blood coursing more briskly through
it. Those whom Pitt called especially
to serve him and maintain the nation’s
honour went to the camp or to the
wilderness with an enthusiasm for
their chief and country, and a sense of
exhilaration that had for long been
almost wholly lacking.

With Pitt’s assistance in Europe to
the gallant Frederick of Prussia we
have nothing to do. It will be suffi-
cient to say that the Duke of Cumber-
land’s reverses were fully avenged, and
the French repulsed at every point.

As for the American campaign,
which constitutes our story, there was
not much opening for strategic inge-
nuity. As I have endeavoured, with
perhaps undue reiteration, to make
clear, there were certain routes through
the northern wilderness by which
French and English could seriously at-
tack each other, and none other.
There was nothing new, therefore, in
Pitt’s American programme for 1758
put the men who were to carry it out
and the kind of spirit which animated
them. Above all, there was the en-
thusiasm with which the people of
England—particularly of that substan-
tial but unrepresented middle class to
whom Pitt’s personality appealed—
supported him with heart and purse.

Loudon had abandoned the only true
path of American warfare, probably
because his predecessor, Shirley, a
civilian, had planned it, and, as we
have seen, left New York almost de-
fenceless in a vain attempt to gather
laurels upon distant shores. It was
no thanks to him that the colony was
still in British hands, and Pitt now re-
called him with contemptuous brevity.
It is only to be regretted that Aber-
cromby did not sail in the same ship.
The excuse put forward for making
such concession to routine in the mat-
ter of this luckless officer is, that Pitt
felt secure in the fact that the young
Lord Howe, one of the most rising
soldiers and most estimable characters
in the British army, would be at his
right hand; but,however probable, this
is, after all, but a matter of conjecture.

Ticonderoga, Fort Duquesne and
Louisbourg were to be the objects this
year of three separate expeditions. Of
the first, Abercromby, now in America,
was to be in command; and of the
second, Brigadier Forbes, a Scottish
soldier of merit and energy. Louis-
bourg was made a matter of prime im-
portance, as the fleet was to co-oper-
ate. Ambherst, a colonel serving in
Germany, was recalled to take com-
mand of the land force with the rank
of General, and under him went three
brigadiers —Lawrence, whom we have
met before in Nova Scotia; Whitmore,
of whom little was known, and lastly,
in a good hour, James Wolfe.

As Wolfe’s name is the most lumin-
ous by far in the annals of the war, a
few words on the previous record of
this illustrious young soldier will not
be amiss. He was of that Anglo-
Irish stock which has given to the na-
tion so many leaders, though his par-
ticular branch of the family had been
back in England again for two or three
generations when the hero himself was
born. His father was a general in the
army, who in youth had seen service
under Marlborough, and in advanced
middle age, after Walpole's long

- peace, took the field again in South

America and Scotland.* His mother
was a Miss Thompson, daughter of a
Yorkshire squire. The Wolfes had
just taken a small but picturesque
Tudor house which still stands in the
outskirts of the little Kentish town of
Westerham, where their eldest son,
James, was born. There he and his
brother, who died in his first campaign,
spent their early youth. In the gar-
dens of Squerryes Court, close by, an
inscribed cenotaph marks the spot
where the hero of the Plains of Abra-
ham received the envelope containing
his first commission while playing with
his friends the Wardes, whose de-
scendants still live there, and in the
stately Queen Anne mansion are still
treasured those hundred and seventy
or so well written and characteristic

*Wolfe's father went north with Wade in
the '45 as a General of Division, though very
infirm and taking little part in the operations.




ANYEEIT MAL OLEONOL NI OKIAVEONE THRELE V KOW4

.x.w.u_ AIN[—SHOTIVS HSILING AH NNOHNYH OHN0ESIN0OT NI SJIHS HONI¥4 OMU 1SV 4HL 40 ONINUNG




THE FIGHT FOR NORTH AMERICA

letters in which the young soldier un-
consciously tells the story of his life.

There is an old Welsh legend relat-
ing how Owen Glyndwr, while still a
babe in arms, if he caught sight of a
sword or a spear, gave those in charge
of him no peace till it was placed in
his infant fingers. Wolfe, not in leg-
endary lore, but in actual deed, was
only less precocious in his martial ar-
dour; for when his father, then com-
manding a regiment of marines, was
waiting in camp to embark on the
luckless expedition against Cartha-
gena, the boy—then just thirteen—
brushing aside his mother’s tears and
eatreaties, and overcoming his father's
less pronounced objections, actually
succeeded in getting himself attached
to the regiment as a volunteer. Hap-
pily they were not yet on board when
he was seized with some childish mal-
ady and sent home again, and put to
school.

At fifteen, however, Wolfe actually
received his commission, and joined
Duroure’s, or the 12th regiment of
foot. At sixteen he fought in the bat-
tle of Dettingen, acting as adjutant
throughout the whole of that sanguin-
ary day, which his boyish pen has
graphically described. Proud of his
profession and of his country, fearless
in battle and ardent in his duties, he
got plenty of the work that was in
those days crowded on a willing horse.
At the breaking out of the Jacobite
rebellion of ’45, though barely nine-
teen, he had won his way, without
backing or interest, to be brigade-
major. He fought through this cam-

ign in Barrel's regiment (the 4th
foot), and afterwards on the Continent,
where he was wounded at Lauffeldt.
He then had some ten years of home
service in command of the zoth regi-
ment, partly in Scotland doing police
work among disaffected Highlanders,
and partly in southern garrisons, chaf-
- ing vehemently the while at such en-

forced inactivity. In such times, how-

~ ever, he never lost an opportunity of
improving himself, studying mathema-
tics and classics, as well as military
~ history. He fished and shot when the
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chance offered with equal ardour. He
was fond of society, both grave and
gay, was a graceful and industrious
dancer, and expected his subalterns to
be the latter at any rate. All Wolfe
could do in the years of peace between
the two wars he did do in the path of
professional duty, for he left his regi-
ment the best disciplined of any in the
British army, and one much sought
after by ambitious youths and prudent
parents. He was a singular blend of
the dashing fighter, the strict discip-
linarian, the ardent student, the keen
sportsman, and society man. He was
religious without ostentation, studious
without any taint of the prig, and brave
even to recklessness.

The long, gaunt figure, the pale,
homely face and red hair, of which
Wolfe himself was always so humor-
ously conscious, are a familiar memory
to most people, while his wretched
health is also a matter of common no-
toriety. He loved as ardently and as
faithfully as he fought, for being un-
successful in his first attachment—a
daughter of the Sir Wilfrid Lawson of
that day being the object of it—he re-
mained for years true to her memory,
and proof against all other charmers
till within a few months of his death.
What kind of a son he was his corre-
spondence shows. Almost the only
thing he would not do for his mother
was to marry any of the heiresses that
excellent lady was in the habit of
pressing upon his notice. In 1757 he
had been sent as fourth in command of
the luckless expedition against Ro-
chelle, led by Sir John Mordaunt, and
was the only man that came out of it
with any credit. Even this consisted
only of intentions which the supine-
ness of his chief forbade him to carry
out; and that so slight an incident
caught Pitt’s attention is characteristic
of his genius. Wolfe's professional
ardour in those dull times, together
with his rather uncommon tempera-
ment, made him regarded in some
quarters as eccentric. Some one told
George II he was mad. ‘‘Mad, is
he ?”’ snarled out the old king, soured
by the recent displays of British strat-
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egy. ‘‘Then I only hope he’ll bite
some of my generals.”

But Pitt’s first care this year was to
prevent, if possible, any men or pro-
visions from crossing the ocean for the
relief of Canada. Armaments for this
purpose were known to be preparing
in Rochefort and Toulon, so Hawke
and Osborn were sent with sufficient
ships to effectually thwart both enter-
prises. As a big fish chases a shoal
of frightened fry on to the shallows, so
Hawkedrove the French fleet at Roche-
fort helter-skelter on to their own
rocks and sandbanks, to their very
great detriment, while Osborn guarded
the Straits at Gibraltar, a position
which the armament at Toulon did not
venture to dispute.

Boscawen, who was to command the
North American fleet and take Am-
herst's army to Louisbourg, was a son
of Lord Falmouth and a grandson of
that too-famous Arabella Churchill,
who had married after her relationship
with James Il had ceased. He was
therefore of the Marlborough blood;
but Boscawen’s nicknames of ‘¢ Old
Dreadnought” and ““Wrynecked Dick”
suggest rather the bluff seadog of the
period than any flavour of coronets
and courts. In any case he was known
as a good sailor and, what at this mo-
ment was equally important, might be
trusted to act cordially with Amherst,
and not follow the too-prevalent fash-
ion of thwarting the soldier because
he himself was of the rival trade. For
there was not much love lost in those
days between the services, and they
were both apt to show their feelings
only too plainly for the public welfare
when called upon to act together. The
sailor, from the nature of his services
on these occasions, was the greater
sinner, and national enterprise, strange
though it seems now, had suffered
often and sorely from the friction. The
naval officer of those days, as every-
body knows, was, with some excep-
tions, a rough diamond. Taken as a
class, he was not the social equal of
the soldier, and this in part, no doubt,
accounted for his unconciliatory atti-
tude. But a change, both in the per-
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sonnel and the sentiment of the navy,
was now creeping in, and Boscawen
amply proved his capacity for putting
professional prejudice aside when the
honour of his country was at stake.

It was the 19th ot February, 1758,
when the Admiral sailed out of the
Solent with Wolfe on board and a
fraction of the army which was to op-
erate against Louisbourg. The rest
of the force was to be made up by
troops from Loudon’s army of the pre-
vious year, which was waiting at Hali-
fax. Ambherst was to follow immedi-
ately. Buffeted by winds from the
very outset, and forced for some days
into Plymouth, it was nearly three
months before the fleet appeared in
Chebucto Bay and dropped anchor in
Halifax harbour on May 1oth. Que-
bec, of course, was in the mind of Pitt
and of his generals, should fortune
favour them, and that quickly, at
Louisbourg; but in the matter of
weather she had so far been the re-
verse of kind, and they had already
lost a month out of their quite reason-
able calculations. Ambherst arrived a
fortnight later, and with a fleet of
nearly 200 ships of all kinds, and an
army of 12,000 men, sailed out of
Halifax harbour and bore away through
heavy seas before a favouring wind to
Louisbourg. On June 1st the soldiers
had their first sight of ‘‘the Dunkirk
of the North,” lifting its formidable
ramparts behind a white fringe of rag-.
ing surf.

Louisbourg, as may perhaps have
been already gathered, was no town
such as Boston or New York, or even
Quebec and Montreal, the focus, that
is to say, of a surrounding civilization;
but, on the contrary, it stood like a
lone oasis between a shaggy wilder-
ness and a grey sea, the sport of storms
and fogs. It counted a population of
4,000 souls, some of whom were fish-
merchants and some priests, but many
were engaged in various pursuits con-
nected with the trade of war. Louis-
bourg, indeed, scarcely professed to
represent the interests of peace; it ex-
isted for war and for war alone,
France, at the late treaty, had strained
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every diplomatic nerve to recover the
town from the grip of the New Eng-
landers, who in the last war, with the
help of a British fleet, had seized her
in a moment of comparative weakness.
England, deaf to the cries of her col-
onial subjects, had then yielded, and
was now paying the price of her blind-
ness. With her fine harbour, her nat-
ural defences, her commanding situa-
tion in the northern seas, Louisbourg
only existed as a menace to the enemies
of those who held her, a refuge to the
hunted, a rallying-point for the hunt-
ers of the ocean; the scourge of Nova
Scotia, the curse of the Newfoundland
and New England coasts, and a name
as familiar then in Europe as it is now
forgotten. Since its restoration to
France, a million sterling had been
spent on the fortifications. Franquet,
the eminent engineer, assisted by
skilled artificers, had done the work,
and from behind its two-mile circle of
stone bastions and massive curtains of
well-mortared masonry nearly 400 can-

non frowned defiance upon all comers.
Drucour was now governor, while
about 4,000 men, mostly French or
Canadian regulars, in addition to the
same number of inhabitants, with a
year's provisions, awaited Amherst be-
hind the walls. But this was by no
means all, for the Swutherland, of sixty
guns, met the British fleetin the offing
with the news that seven line-of-battle
ships and five frigates, carrying 550
guns and 3,000 sailors, were at anchor
in the harbour to assist in the defence.

Louisbourg harbour was some seven
miles in circumference with an entry so
blocked with reefs and islands that the
actual passage was not half a mile in
width. The town occupied the point
of the promontory which guarded the
western mouth of the harbour, and
formed a triangle; one side being lash-
ed by the breakers of the Atlantic, the
other washed by the land-locked waters
of the harbour, while the third, or base,
facing the only approach by land, was
the most strongly fortified. Goat Is-
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land, in the centre of the harbour
mouth, commanded the eastern or

navigable channel, and carried a bat-
tery. But these, after all, formed only
a portion of the strength of Louis-
bourg. For several miles to the west,
the only side from which a force could
to any practical purpose be landed by
sea, the shores of the bay of Gabarus
presented an iron barrier of cliffs and
reefs, only broken here and there by
narrow coves that could be readily de-
fended. A first line of defence there-
fore existed, formidable in itself to any
but the boldest foe, before a single
shell could be dropped over the walls
of the town. Each of these points had
now been strongly intrenched, mount-
ed with batteries, provided with pits
for riflemen, and protected by the
formidable and familiar American
method of felled trees laid with their
branches outward.

Ambherst's army consisted of about
12,000 men, made up of the following
corps: The 15th (Ambherst’s), 17th
(Forbes’), 28th (Bragg’s), 35th (Ot-
way's), 4oth (Hopson's), 47th (Lascel-
les’), 48th (Webb’s), 58th (Anstruth-
er's), the first and second battalions of
the both or Royal Americans, and the
63rd (Fraser’s Highlanders); there
were also five companies of rangers
and artillery, with about 140 guns of
varying calibre. The Highland regi-
ments had been recently raised by Pitt,
to whom belongs the honour of con-
verting the late enemies of the British
Government into battalions that were
to prove one of the most formidable of
its weapons. The Royal Americans,
too, whose acquaintance we have al-
ready made, were the origin of bat-
talions no less famous in British an-
nals. Most people, I fancy, would be
surprised to hear that the 6oth Rifles
was first raised in America, and con-
sisted not merely of colonists, but very
largely of German colonists; so much
so, indeed, that it was found advisable
to procure a number of officers from
Switzerland and Germany who could
speak their language. Their chief,
Colonel Bouquet, was a Swiss, an ex-
tremely able and accomplished officer,
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who was now in Pennsylvania with
Forbes, and of whom we shall hear
later. He has moreover left a journal
of his doings in America which is well
worthy of perusal.

Boscawen had twenty-three ships of
the line and seventeen frigates, and it
was the 2nd of June before his whole
fleet arrived off the town. A heavy
sea was running, and the rugged shore
was white with an unbroken line of
raging surf. Amherst, however, with
Lawrence and Wolfe, the latter still
suffering sorely from his dire enemy,
seasickness, took boat, and rowing
along the coast, surveyed it through
their glasses. There were only three
places at which a landing was possible,
even when the weather moderated, and
these, it was seen, were all strongly in-
trenched. On the 5th the wind dropped
a little but gave wayto a fog, which was
even worse. On the 6th both wind and
fog moderated,and the troops were plac-
edin the boats, but the wind again in-
creasing, they were ordered back to
the ships. The sailors, with all the
will in the world, thought gravely of
any attempt to land. Boscawen sent
for his captains one by one, and they
were all inclined to shake their heads.
A fine old sea-dog, however, one Fer.
guson, captain of a sixty-gun ship, the
Prince, would have no halting, and by
his vehemence turned the scale in
favour of prompt action. On the even-
ing of the 7th the wind fell slightly, the
night proved clear, and soon after mid-
night the men were once more dropped
into the boats. It had been arranged
that the attack should be made in three
divisions on three separate points.
Lawrence and Whitmore were to
threaten the two coves nearer the
town, while Wolfe made the actual at-
tack on Kennington Cove or Le Coro-
mandiere, the farthest off, the most
accessible, but also the most strongly
defended, and some four miles distant
from the city.

When morning broke upon the short
summer night, all was ready for a
start, and at sunrise the entire fleet
opened such a furious cannonade as
had never been heard even in those
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dreary regions of strife and tempest.
Under its cover the boats pushed for
the shore, Wolfe and his division, as
the chief actors in the scene, making
for the left, where, in Kennington
Cove, some twelve hundred French
soldiers, with a strong battery of guns,
lay securely intrenched just above the
shore line and behind an abattis of
fallen trees. As Wolfe's boats, rising
and falling on the great Atlantic roll-
ers, drew near the rocks, the thunder
of Boscawen's guns ceased, and, the
French upon shore still reserving their
fire for closer quarters, there was for
some time an ominous silence, broken
only by the booming of the surf as it
leapt up the cliffs or spouted in white
columns above the sunken rocks.
Heading for the narrow beach, the
leading boats were within a hundred
yards of it when the French batteries
opened on them with a fierce hail of
ball and round shot. Nothing but the
heaving of the sea, say those who
were there, could have saved them.
Wolte’s flagstaff was shot away, and
even that ardent soul shrank from
leading his men further into such a
murderous fire. He was just signalling
to his flotilla to sheer off, when three
boats on the flank, either unaware of
or refusing to see the signal, were ob-
served dashing for a rocky ledge at the
corner of the cove. They were com-
manded by two lieutenants, Hopkins
and Brown, and an ensign, Grant.
These young gentlemen had caught
sight of a possible landing-place at a
spot protected by an angle of the cliff
from the French batteries. Without
waiting for orders, they sent their
boats through the surf, and with little
damage succeeded in landing on the
-slippery rocks and scrambling to tem-
ry shelter from the French fire.

Wolfe, at once a disciplinarian and a
creature of impulse, did not stand on
ceremony. Feeling, no doubt, that he
would himself have acted in precisely
the same fashion as his gallant sub-
alterns under like conditions, he signal-
Jed to the rest to follow their lead, set-
ting the example himself with his own
boat.

The movement was successful,

though not without much loss both in
boats and men. The surf was strong
and the rocks were sharp; many boats
were smashed to pieces, many men
were drowned, but the loss was not
comparable to the advantage gained.
Wolfe himself, cane in hand, was one
of the first to leap into the surf. These
were not the men of Oswego, of Lake
George, of the Monongahela, of the
Virginia frontier. The spirit of Pitt
was already abroad, borne by the very
breakers on these wild Acadian shores,
and burning in the hearts of these
fierce islanders, who, like their Norse
ancestors of old, came out of the very
surf to wrest dominion from their an-
cient foe. As the troops came strag-
gling out upon the beach, full of
ardour, soaked to the skin, and many
of them badly bruised, Wolfe formed
them rapidly in column, routed a ae-
tachment of Grenadiers, and fell im-
mediately with the bayonet upon the
French redoubts. The enemy, though
picked and courageous troops, were
taken aback and fled without much
resistance. They had seen Ambherst,
too, with reinforcements, coming up
behind Wolfe, and above all had noted
the flotillas of Whitmore and Lawrence
between them and the city, and were
fearful of being cut off should these last
effect a landing. The French were
pursued over the rocks and through
the scrubby pine-woods till the pursu-
ers came within play of the guns of
Louisbourg, which opened a heavy fire
to cover the retreat. Over a hundred
were killed or taken prisoners, while
the loss of the British in landing was
not much less.

Ambherst now traced the lines of his
camp along a shallow valley, watered
by a small stream, which was not only
out of range of the Louisbourg guns,
but invisible from the walls. Here he
proceeded to intrench himself, erecting
blockhouses at extremities where an
attack might be expected from Aca-
dians and Micmac Indians, with which
the wilderness beyond was thought to
swarm. The sea, however, remained
so rough that it was some days before
the troops could get their tents, stores
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and lighter guns on shore. It was not
till about the 17th, when the weather
moderated, that the siege guns could
be brought from the fleet. Both
services worked with a will, but their
difficulties may be estimated from the
fact that over a hundred boats were
destroyed in the operation.

The French now drew all their men
within the fortifications. A large bat-
tery of thirty guns on the opposite side
of the harbour, with houses and fish
stages, was destroyed by the garrison
on the night of the British landing, and
a great conflagration reddened both
sky and sea. The guns were spiked,
as were those of a smaller battery at
the eastern point of the harbour's
mouth. Wolfe had a large corps of
light infantry, picked for their marks-
manship from various regiments, and
trained, so far as a week or two at
Halifax could train them, in tactics
that became familiar enough later on,
but were regarded at the time as quite
a strange innovation on the part of the
vigorous and eccentric brigadier. It
was merely a matter of advancing in
loose formation, and using all the in-
equalities of the ground for protection,
coupled with a light and easy costume
for the men, namely a short jacket,
small round hat, and a kind of light
woollen trouser, cut moderately tight.
A story goes that an officer who was
regarded as somewhat learned among
his fellows remarked to Wolfe that
his new corps reminded him of the
xapboryor alluded to by Xenophon.
““That is exactly where I got the idea,”
replied Wolfe; ‘‘only these people
never read anything, and consequently
believe the idea to be a novel one.”

Amherst's first move was to send
Wolfe with his light infantry on a
long, rough march of seven or eight
miles around the harbour to erect
some batteries upon the farther shore,
the necessary guns being despatched
by water. In this business, notwith-
standing the scantiness of soil and the
absence of suitable timber, he was so
alert that by the 26th he had not only
mounted his chief battery at Light-
house Point, but had intrenched all

his men in safety from the fire of the
town and fleet, which had been fierce
and continuous, and furthermore had
effectually silenced the formidable
French battery on Goat Island in the
middle of the harbour entrance.

There was nothing now to prevent
Boscawen, if he so chose, from sailing
in with his whole fleet, so the French
admiral, Desgouttes, rather than lose
all his ships, prudently sunk four of
them by night in the channel to pro-
tect the rest. Wolfe, in the mean-
time, had been writing cheery letters
to Ambherst, telling him of his progress,
and greatly jubilant that the French
fleet were now ‘‘in a confounded
scrape.” This was precisely what the
French admiral and his officers had
been thinking for some time, and
Desgouttes had urged on the Governor
the desirability of getting his ships off
while there was yet time. Drucour,
however, thought differently, as he
wanted the ships and the sailors to
prolong the defence, and so prevent
the besieging army from either pro-
ceeding to Quebec that season, or
from helping Abercromby against
Montcalm at Lake George. For a
fortnight an artillery fire had been
steadily proceeding upon the harbour
side, while to the westward, where the
serious attack was contemplated, Am-
herst’s dispositions were not quite
ready, the engineering difficulties being
considerable. Wolfe, having done his
work, now hurried back to the main
lines, which were henceforward to be
the chief scene of action.

An extensive marsh stretched away
from the walls of Louisbourg on the
landward side. Beyond this rolled the
rugged, broken ground in which the
British intrenchments lay. On each
side of the marsh, however, rocky
knolls extended up close to the de-
fences of the town. It was along these
horns, as it were, that Amherst had to
push his batteries under a heavy fire.
With rocky hillocks and swampy flats
to approach over, Amherst’s task was
no easy one ; but he was distinguished
for patience and thoroughness. What
he lacked in dash, Wolfe, who by the
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27th was back at his side, most amply
supplied. Thousands of men toiled
night and day, while a hundred big
guns roared with tireless throais from
the massive works of masonry on the
west of the town, and poured shot and
shell upon the British working parties
as they crept gradually nearer. But
the pick, the shovel, and the axe
proved as efficient in defence under
the skilful eyes of those who directed
them as they were to prove formidable
in advance, and no serious loss was
suffered. A French frigate, the A7é-
thuse, bravely manned and commanded,
was stationed in a western angle of the
harbour, where the northern wing of
the approaching invaders could be
reached, and proved herself extremely
troublesome. She stood in her turn a
yvast deal of cannonading, till at last
she was brought off, her shot holes
plugged, and running the gauntlet of
the British fleet in a fog, she bore
safely away, and carried the news of
the sore plight of Louisbourg across
the Atlantic.

On both the right and left the
English batteries were now pushed
forward to within half a mile of the
town, and, with Wolfe on one side
and Lawrence on the other, began
their deadly work. Two hundred big
guns and mortars, plied upon both
sides by skilled gunners, shook that
desolate coast with such an uproar as
no part of North America since its first
discovery had ever felt. Twenty
thousand disciplined troops, soldiers
and sailors, led by skilful and energetic
commanders, made a warlike tableau,
the like of which had never yet been
seen, with all the blood that had been
spilled between the Mississippi and
the St. Lawrence, while infinite valour
animated both sides. On July 6th, a
sortie was made upon the advanced
trenches on the British left which was
easily repulsed. Three days after-
wards a much more serious effort was
pressed by a thousand men, stimulated
by brandy, the English accounts say,
upon the right. The British Grena-
diers were forced back out of the
trenches, fighting desperately with the

bayonet in the dark. Wolfe was here,
revelling in the bloody mélee, and the
enemy was ultimately driven back
into the town.

At this time, too, the long-threatened
attack of Acadians and Indians, out of
the wilderness on the left flank, was
delivered. They were commanded by
Boisherbert, a partisan leader of note,
but were easily repulsed, and gave
little further trouble.

On July 16th, Wolfe made a rush
forward and fortified a small hill,
locally famous as the spot where
Louisbourg malefactors were executed.
It was only three hundred yards from
the ramparts of the town, and the
artillery fire now waxed terrific.

On both wings, indeed, the British
advance was pushed so close that gun
after gun was dismounted on the
Louisbourg ramparts, and the masonry
itself began to crack and crumble in
all directions, while British soldiers
were pressing forward to the very foot
of the glacis, and firing upon the cov-
ered way. On the 21st, one of the
French ships in the harbour, the
Célebre, was ignited by a bomb, and
the flames spread to two others. The
British batteries on the extreme left
commanded the scene, and rained such
a hail of balls upon the flaming decks
that the ships could not be saved, and
all three were burnt to the water’s
edge. Shells, round shot and bombs
were now falling in every part of
the devoted town. Nearly all the
sailors of the fleet were with the gar-
rison, and all the townsmen who could
bear arms helped to man the defences.

There had been a little earlier some
friendly amenities between besiegers
and besieged. Ambherst had sent some
West India pineapples to Madame
Drucour, whom an uncertain French
authority, that one would like to be-
lieve, declares took a personal part in
the defence. Madame sent back a
basket of wine, while Drucour himself
offered the services of an exceptionally
skilful physician to any of the wounded
British officers who cared to avail
themselves of them. But matters had
got too serious now for such courte-
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sies. On the 22nd the chief house of
the citadel, where the Governor and
other officials were living, was almost
wholly destroyed by fire. A thousand
of the garrison were sick or wounded,
and were cowering in wretchedness
and misery in the few sheltered spots
and casements that remained.

The soldiers had no refuge whatever
from the shot and shell. Night and
day—for there was a bright moon—
the pitiless rain of iron fell upon the
town, which, being built mostly of
wood, was continually igniting and
demanding the incessant labours of a
garrison weakened and worn out by
the necessity of sleepless vigilance.
The gallantry of the defence equalled
the vigour of the attack, and was all
the more praiseworthy seeing how
hopeless it had become. Only two
ships of war were left in the harbour,
and the British bluejackets, who had
been spectators of the siege, now
thought they saw a chance of earning
some distinction for their branch of
the service. So five hundred sailors,
in boats, running the gauntlet of the
fire from the town upon the harbour
side, dashed in upon the Le Bienfaisant
and Le Prudent, overpowered their
feeble crews, burnt the latter ship, and
towed the other one into a corner of
the harbour secured by British batter-
ies. The harbour was now cleared of
French shipping. Another great fire
had just occurred in the town, destroy-
ing the barracks that had been an im-
portant point of shelter. The bastions
on the land side were rapidly crumb-
ling. On the 26th less than half a
dozen guns were feebly replying to
the uproar of 107 heavy pieces firing
at close range from the British bat-
teries, and more than one big breach
in the walls warned the exhausted
garrison of the imminence of an
assault.

A council of war was now called, and
the vote was unanimous that a white
flag should be sent to Amherst with a
request for terms. This was done,
but when Amherst’'s answer came the
opinion was equally unanimous against
accepting what he offered, which was

unconditional surrender within an hour.
The officer was sent back again to urge
a modification of such hard conditions,
but Amherst, well knowing that he
had Louisbourg at his mercy, refused
even to see the envoy. With singular
courage, seeing that no relief was pos-
sible, the French officers resolved to
bear the brunt of the attack, and
Franquet, the engineer who had con-
structed the fortifications, with de la
Houliére, the commander of the troops,
proceeded to select the ground for a
last stand. But the townspeople had
no mind to offer themselves up as vie-
tims to an infuriated soldiery, for they
remembered Fort William Henry, and
dreaded the result. The Commissary-
General came to Drucour, and repre-
sented that whatever might be the
feelings of the military with regard to
their professional honour, it was not
fair to subject 4,000 citizens, who had
already suffered terribly, to the hor-
rors of an assault upon that account
alone. He pointed out, and with jus-
tice, that no stain, as it was, could
rest on the garrison, who had acquit-
ted themselves most bravely against a
numerous and formidable foe, and his
arguments had effect. The messen-
ger, who for some cause or other had
delayed in his mission, was overtaken
and recalled, and Ambherst's terms
accepted. These last required that
all the garrison should be delivered
up as prisoners of war and transported
to England. The non-combatants
were at liberty to return to France,
and the sick and wounded, numbering
some 1,200, were to be looked after
by Amherst. All Cape Breton and the
adjacent island of Saint Jean (now the
fertile province of Prince Edward),
with any small garrisons or stores
therein contained, were to be given up
to the English. :

On July the 27th the French troops
were drawn up on parade before Whit-
more, and, with gestures of rage and
mortification, laid down their arms
and filed gloomily off to the ships that
were to take them to England; 5,637
prisoners, soldiers and sailors, were
included in the surrender. About 240
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sound pieces of cannon and mortars,
with a large amount of ammunition
and stores, fell into the hands of the
victors. The French fleet in attend-
ance was totally destroyed, and French
power upon the North Atlantic coast
ceased to exist.

With Halifax so near, possessing,
as it did, an even better harbour, an
already firm British establishment and
a good tributary country, there was
evidently no need for such a place as
Louisbourg. So to place it more en-
tirely out of the reach of all enemies,
the British Government decided upon
its destruction. Two years after this,
in 1760, a great crowd of workmen,
navvies and soldiers, toiled continu-
ously for six months at the task of
demolition, and the busy, famous war-
like town was in this strange fashion
wiped out of existence. Never again
could a short-sighted English Govern-
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ment, blind to its greater interests
because these were not in the Mediter-
ranean or the English Channel, rein-
state by treaty a French garrison in
Cape Breton. To-day a collection of
fishermen’s huts by the shore is nearly
all that is left of this great stronghold
of French power in the days when a
mighty colonial future lay within her
grasp. Short by comparison as is the
story of the New World, he would be
a dull soul who could stand unmoved
by that deserted, unvisited, surf-beaten
shore, where you may still trace upon
the turf the dim lines of once busy
streets, and mark the green mounds
which hide the remains of the great
bastions of Louisbourg. It has not
bzen given in modern times to many
centres of note and power to enjoy
within the short space of a century and
a half at once such world-wide fame
and such profound oblivion.

CONTINUED

STAR-BLANKET

By DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT

sy RETTY-FACE had prom-

i ?m) ised to behave herself once

" I’.' #4l more. But this time she

W PR promised in a different way,

~  and her husband, Star-
blanket, was satisfied, which he had
pot always been before. Star-blanket
wanted to be what his agent called ‘‘a
good Indian.” He wanted to have
a new cooking stove, and a looking-
glass. He already had cattle on loan,
and was one of the best workers in the
hay-fields. But it was disturbing that
he should so often come back from his
work to find his wife talking to Bad-
young-man, who never did a stroke of
work, who ranged off the reserve into
Montana or Kootenay, scorning per-
mits, and who made trouble wherever
he came. Pretty-face would promise

solemnly never to have a word with
Bad-young-man again, but many times
had she broken her promise, and Star-
blanket would return to meet the rover
on his pony, and hear his impudent
hail as he passed him in his barbaric
trappings, his hair full of brass pistol
cartridges and the tin trademarks from
tobacco plugs. But this last promise
of Pretty-face was in something differ-
ent, and Star-blanket was satisfied.
So satisfied was he that he bought for
her the medicine-pole-bag, which made
her, without any question, the first
lady on the reserve.

And Pretty-face kept her promise.
It was true that Bad-young-man was
away, no one knew where; but Star-
blanket was infinitely satisfied to come
home and find her looking after the
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children, or preparing his supper her-
self, instead of leaving it to her moth-
er, whose cookery his soul hated. He
took a great satisfaction now in the
prospect of his small shanty and his
larger stable, with the three tepees
grouped around them, and his verdant
garden patches fenced to keep out the
cattlé, He took a greater pleasure out
of his wife’s social position than she
did, and viewed the medicine-pole-bag
with a sort of awe. With an infantine
curiosity he wondered what were the
sacred mysteries of the ‘Mow-to-kee”
when the centre pole was raised.
Pretty-face allowed him to see the con-
tents of the parfleche bag, which had
cost him so many good dollars; the
snakeskin head-band into which the
feathers were stuck; the little sacks of
paint, red earth and grease; the shells
in which the paint is mixed; the sweet
grass to burn as incense during prayer-
making; and the whistle to mark the
rhythm for dancing.

More and more evident were the re-
sults of his toil and his obedience to
his agent and his instructor. He be-
gan to see clearly that what they had
told him was truth. He could trace
every dollar of the twenty-five he had
paid for the medicine-pole-bag to some
good stroke of work he had done in
the hay-fields. He did not know it,
but the agent had asked the depart-
ment for lumber to build him a new
house, and his chief ambitions were
forming solidly in the future. Verily,
the white man’s ways were the best.

So his feeling was all the more in-
tense when he returned home one even-
ing in October and found that Bad-
young-man had been there. He did
not see him, but there was no need of
such crude evidence. There was no
visible trace inthe demeanour of Pretty-
face nor in the bearing of the mother-
in-law. His wife had even prepared
his favourite dish for supper. But an-
other date had been written down.
Bad-young-man had come back.

Star-blanket ate his meal in silence,
and Pretty-face was so frightened that
she went away when he began to fill his
pipe with tobacco and kinikinik. But

he did not really care just then what
she did. He wrapped a blanket around
his shirt and went out to see his pater=-
nal grandfather, who lived in one of
the tepees. He had been a mighty
warrior in his day, but now he was
old, and could only remember the time
of his prowess which had gone by.
He could talk, but he could not see,
and his chief delight was in smoking
and sleeping in the sun. That night
when he smelt the kinikinik in Star-
blanket’s tobacco, his tongue was
loosened, and he told many a story of
violent deed and desperate death.
Star-blanket was convinced that the
old way was a good way, and he went
out into the moonlight, unhobbled one
of his ponies and rode away furiously,
yelling every little while at the moon.
When he came back he pulled Pretty-
face out of one of the tepees where she
was hiding.  She thought he was go-
ing to kill her, but he only warned her
that he would kill her and Bad-young-
man if he ever heard of them being
together again. Then he let her go,
and went and got the medicine-pole-
bag and gave it to his grandfather.

After a night’s sleep he had forgot-
ten his lapse to paganism, and again
found himself wanting to be a ‘‘good”
Indian. It was the end of October,
and a ration day, and Star-blanket
went up to the ration house himself,
instead of sending one of his women.
He rode his best pony, and took his
rifle with him. The farther he got
from home the more restless he felt,
and he went down to his brother-in-
law's camp and had dinner.

It was late in the afternoon when he
returned to his own place. There were
the fresh marks of a horse’s hoofs on
the trail. They began after he had
passed the coulee. He knew they
were made by Bad-young-man’s pony.
He seemed to be thinking as he rode
slowly along, but suddenly he fired.
He did not himself hear the crack of
his rifle. His pony stopped. Some-
thing fell out from the bushes, half
way across the trail. It was Bad-
young-man. The pony sniffed, then
plunged and dashed by; but Star-
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blanket never dropped his eyes. When
he reached the house he went into the
tepee to talk with his grandfather, and
the women who had heard the shot
rushed off to find Pretty-face.

After Star-blanket had heard what
his grandfather had to say, he declared
that the old way was the best, and he
went out and made his ““ mark " to kill
a white man. But he would take his
time over that; no one would miss
Bad-young-man for a long while.
Pretty-face, remembering his warning,
expected to be shot, and she kept out
of sight for two days; but when he
saw her he only scolded and called her
the worst name he could in his own
language, and nearly the worst he
could in English, and because he had
nothing to eat all that time except her
mother’s odious bannocks fried in ran-
cid grease. Star-blanket’s settlement
was some distance from the main trail
to Macleod, and there was little likeli-
hood of any one coming up to his hill;
so, for a week, Bad-young-man lay as
he had fallen. No one went near him.
For a day and a night his pony stood
by him, but, wandering awaylooking for

rass he was taken by one of the women
and hobbled at night with the others.

Suddenly Star-blanket became rest-
less. Watching from a small hill near
his house, he saw the agent stop and
look up at his place as if debating
whether to visit him or not. He went
on, but the next time he might come.
That night it was dark, and a heavy
cloud in the east threatened snow,
Star-blanket deemed that this was a
good time to do a little shooting, so
when one of the farm instructors,
moving about his house, came between
the lamp and a window, he heard the
sharp crack of a rifle, and saw a
flower-pot jump off the window sill.
He did not believe he was hit until the
doctor, tracing the bullet from the
point of his hip backward, produced it
from somewhere near his spine. An-
other inch and he would not have seen
the flower-pot jump off the window
sill. Up came the cloud carrying and
mttering snow, and away went Star-
blanket with it.

253

In the morning the reserve was alive
with excitement. The Northwest
mounted police patrols were out scour-
ing the country, but safely were the
marks of Star-blanket’s pony hidden
in the obscurity of the snow. Star-
blanket himself kept close to his place
all day, but one of his women brought
him up the news. The instructor was
not even badly hurt; in a day or two
he would be as well as ever. Star-
blanket did not care very much; all
white men were alike to him; only he
made his mark to kill another, the
agent this time. He would have done
so had not Bad-young-man's pony
broken away and gone straight to the
lower camp. His appearance caused
a commotion, and soon it was known
everywherethat Bad-young-man’s pony
had come back without Bad-young-
man, and the question naturally arose
—what had become of that celebrated
gambler and lady-killer. Every pos-
sible and probable cause of his disap-
pearance was canvassed, when Medi-
cine-pipe-crane-turning declared that
he had been murdered. He had no
evidence to offer, but he looked the
pony all over and declared that he had
been murdered.

Star-blanket was uneasy when he
found that Bad-young-man’s pony had
strayed off, and later in the morning
he saw a girl of Wolf-bull's band come
out of the bushes near his trail. Some-
thing in the way this girl hurried along
made him know that she had found
Bad-young-man. Toward evening,
when the police rode up with tramp
and jangle, they found only Star-blank-
et’s blind paternal grandfather huddled
up in his tepee. Hours before Star-
blanket and his whole menage, ponies,
women, kids, kettles, blankets and all,
had taken to the brush.

That night it was known over the
whole reserve that Star-blanket had
shot Bad-young man and had tried to
kill an instructor. The word went out
by runners to the farthest police posts,
and while the fugitives were hidden in
the bottom of some coulee under the
stars and out of the wind, his fame
had travelled from Macleod half. way
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round the world. ‘No one could un-
derstand how Star-blanket, who want-
ed to be a ‘“ good” Indian, had done
this thing. He was a mild, big fellow,
with sad eyes in a face rather emaci-
ated. But, whatever reasons he had
had, he was now to be caught and
punished. It was once more civiliza-
tion against barbarism. Against this
one Indian who had dared to follow
the old tradition was arrayed all or-
ganized law. The mounted police, the
Indian agent, and the Bloods, the peo-
ple of his own clan and totem, who
had learned well the whiteman's treach-
ery, were banded together to hunt him
down.

Star-blanket resolved that, so far as
he was able, he would make it a long
and merry chase. To that end he be-
gan by discarding all the comforts of
home; and one evening, about sun-
down, a squad of police were surprised
to stumble on Star-blanket’'s women
and the paraphernalia of his camp
scurrying along the main trail. They
gathered them in, but from them they
could gain no clew to the whereabouts
of the murderer. Now that he was
free of his impediments Star-blanket
began a flitting to and fro that puzzled
the most cunning scouts and unsettled
the most phlegmatic brave on the re-
serve. Knowing all the fleetest horses
he stole them by night and used each
one until it was played out. In vain
the scouts followed tracks in the snow.
Reports came in that he had been seen,
mounted on a white horse, in the Belly
River bottom; but it was found to be
one of Cochrane’s cowboys. Three-
bull's piebald racer, the fastest horse
on the reserve was stolen,although his
owner was watching all night, and the
next morning he was found forty miles
away completely exhausted. The In-
dians fell into a panic; no one did a
stroke of work. Reports came in,
which, if true, would mean that he had
been seen on the same night in two
different places thirty miles apart. The
Indians believed that he had some
‘“medicine,” and that he would never
be caught. Three weeks had been
Jost in the chase, and even the police
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‘were beginning to chaff one another.

It looked probable that Star-blanket
had retired to the wilds of the Koote-
nay, or had flitted over the line to
Montana.

He could have done either of these
things readily enough, but, with a sort
of bravado he chose to circle like a
hawk about his own reserve. He
well knew what an excitement his es-
capade was causing, and his gratified
vanity bore him through perils and
hardships which he would for some
reasons have shunned. All the nights
of the late October were cold, as he
sometimes lay next his horse in the
bottom of a coulee, sheltered from the
wind, with his single blanket for a cov-
ering, or riding in the teeth of a storm
of snow or sleet to appear or disappear
like a spirit. Hunger pursued him.
The white man, with his cunning, had
locked up his women, and they could
not cache food for him. He distrusted
his relatives, he knew that they would
be bribed to hunt him down or lay a
trap for him. Sometimes he stood
under the stars so near their tepees
that he could hear their breathing.
Once he stole two days’ rations from a
mounted policeman who was sleeping
by his hobbled horse. But always he
was hungry. His face grew more
emaciated and his eyes took on the
glitter of ice under starlight. Sleep-
less by night and by day, he called on
his gods to strike his enemies. They
had taken his country from him, his

~manners and his garb, and when he

rebelled against them, their hands were
upon him. Sometimes he felt as if
his head was on fire, and he held his
hands up in the dark to see the reflec-
tion of the flames. Sometimes he
reeled in his saddle when he looked off
towards the foothills of the Rockies,
shining silvery in the distance, like an
uplifted land of promise.

He was getting tired of it all. A
sort of contempt for his pursuers, for
the hundreds of them that could not
catch him, crept upon him. He grew
more careless and more daring. They
found his trail mingled with their own.
One day after a storm, in which three




snches of snow had fallen, he struck
the trail boldly at Bentley's, crossed
the ford there without any attempt at
concealment, worked his way down
the river. Again he forded; then
doubling on his tracks through thick
brush, recrossed his own trail at Bent-
ley’s, and then followed the river bank
up stream. Then, after a mile or so,
he came out into the open. It was a
clear morning after the storm; above,
a lofty blue sky; below, the plain
stretching away covered with the
gleaming snow. He was riding leis-
urely, when suddenly, without turning
around, he knew he was followed.
Urging his horse and glancing over
his shoulder, he saw three mounted
men on his trail about a mile away.
He dashed ahead, at first without
eagerness, with an air of reckless con-
tempt. The next time he looked he
poticed that one of the horsemen had
begun to draw away from his compan-

Star-blanket’s pony was not fresh,
he had ridden him many a mile in the
night, and the beast showed signs of
fatigue. He urged him to the top of
his speed, but the next time he looked
behind his pursuer had gained. He
could see that he was mounted on a
spirited horse which was perfectly
fresh. He calculated that before he
had gone another mile his enemy
would be abreast of him, His own
beast, instead of responding to his
cries, seemed to lag, he had no life in
him. When Star-blanket looked over
his shoulder again he could almost
distinguish the features of his pursuer.
He had long, blonde moustaches and a
ruddy face. Star-blanket knew who
it was. It was Sergeant Wales of
the Pincher Creek detachment. He
was rapidly overhauling him. Star-
blanket could hear him shout now and
then. What would he do? His im-
pulse was simply to surrender. Glanc-

once more behind him, he saw
that Wales had drawn his pistol and he
would soon be within its range. Again
he urged his tired beast. He kept his
es fixed for a while on the snow
which the hoofs of his pony were
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tramping. . Over .the light, uneven
sound of his hoofs and the movements
of his trappings, Star-blanket began
to hear the pounding of the approach-
ing feet, regular and strong, and the
jingle and rattle of the accoutrements.
Every moment he expected to hear the
whistle of a bullet past his_ears.
Suddenly the thought flashed through
him that Wales intended to take him
alive and lead him back to barracks a
captive. Once more, and for the last
time, he looked behind him. Rushing
splendidly, horse and rider moving as
one, they thundered down upon him.
Sun flashing from red tunic, from
points of brass and steel, foam spring-
ing from nostril white as the snow into
which it fell, on they came as if hurled
from a catapult to overwhelm irresist-
ibly this rickety pony with its starved
rider. Star-blanket gazed for a mo-
ment; he could see the eye-balls of
his captor gleam. He did not utter a
sound; he merely smiled with the glo-
ripus excitement and triumph. [ will
make him shoot me, the Indianthought.
His rifle lay in the hollow of his arm,
Star-blanket turned away, and as he
turned his rifle spoke. Now he will
shoot me in the back, he thought. No.
Thirty yards they went. Star-blanket
heard a cry behind him. He turned in
time to see the towering frame of
Wales swerve in his saddle, bend back-
wards, swing from his horse. In a
twinkling Star-blanket wheeled his
pony. The horse, dragging its mast-
er's weight, rushed on for twenty
yards, then stopped. Quickly, so
quickly that the words of the story
seem leaden, Star-blanket dismounted.
A couple of bullets whistled far over
his head from his other pursuers half
a mile away. Then he did something
inconceivably brave for an Indian. He
ran close to the dead man, fired into
him, grabbed his horse, leaped into
the saddle and was off. From a mile
distant he saw his pursuers stoop over
the body of the sergeant, and then
gaze after him where he made a blot up-
on the snow. Slowly he raised his arm
andturnedfromthem, making for Stand-
Off and the mouth of the Kootenay,
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Wolf-plume was Star-blanket’s
brother-in-law. He had a house with
two stories, and one bed in which he
never slept. Following the agent's
directions, by day his house wore an
inviting appearance; by night it was
lighted as if prepared for feasting and
tea drinking. The third night after
the shooting of Wales, the snow had
begun to fall near sundown, and fell
silently, unmoved by wind, as the
night deepened. Through the snow,
an Indian, leading his horse, his face
hidden in his blanket, approached
Wolf-plume’s house. He tapped soft-
ly at the door. When Wolf-plume
came, the covering dropped a little
from the face. It was Star-blanket.
At first he would not come nearer.
But, reassured by the words of his
brother-in-law, and drawn powerfully
by the odor of a stew that came out
strongly into the snow, he threw the
rein off his arm, left his horse stand-
ing, and entered. There was no dan-
ger in sight. A bench was placed for
him. The stew tasted like nothing
which had ever passed his lips before;
and weariness overcame him, weari-
ness and sleep. After weeks of priva-
tion, starved, frozen, jaded with the
saddle, hunted for his life, he laid down
in the house of his friends and slept.

He slept. Then Wolf-plume took
the lamp out of the east window and
from miles away started the policemen
who had waited only for that signal.
Soon they had surrounded the little
house. They let him sleep as a free
man, sleep as the snow fell and the
clouds cleared off, and stars came out
piercingly bright in the sky. He woke
toward morning, and all about him
was the stamping of horses and the
movement of red tunics.

Many days after that, just before
they hanged him, he thought of the
medicine-pole-bag. He had often
thought of Pretty-face, but he did not
want to see her. He had thought of
many things which he did not under-
stand. He was to die in the white
man’s manner, in the way he killed the
braves of his own race who had dealt
mightily with their hands. He could
not comprehend it all. They had driv-
en away the buffalo, and made the
Indian sad with flour and beef, and had
put his muscles into harness. He had
only shot a bad Indian, and they rose
upon him. His gun had shot a big
policeman, and when they had taught
his brother-in-law their own morals he
was taken in sleep, and now there was
to be an end. He did not know what
Pére Pauquette meant by his prayers,
and the presentation of the little cruci-
fix worn bright with many salutations.
It was all involved in mystery, dire
and vast. Groping about for some
solace he sent for the medicine-pole-
bag, and when they brought it and he
was left alone, he placed it in a corner
of his cell and gazed for a long time
upon the parfleche covering with its
magical markings. When they had
left him for his last sleep he gathered
it to his breast, and all night he slept
with it there, unutterably content. The
next morning they took it away. It
was very cold for early spring. He
did not hear or understand what Pére
Pauquette murmured in his ear. His
was the calm of a stoic. He breathed

deeply the scent of the sweet grass
with which the medicine-pole-bag was
filled, which clung to his tunic and
rose like incense about his face. And
so Star-blanket died.
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THE GRAVES OF THE ENGLISH DEAD *

BY VERNON NOTT

IN a burial ground by the rim of the sea, that fronts toward the crimson west,
'Mid gathering twilight, I sat alone where the dead were lying in rest;
And meseem’d that voices from far away with longing vainly cried—
For softly I heard, as it sang to the shore, the drone of the ceaseless tide.
As the moon uprose from the purple waves,
I looked on that garden of serried graves—
And sorrow crept to my side.

“These are such,” I mused, “‘all sleeping here, as have chosen the peaceful life;
As have lived and died in their wave-girt home, unlured by the lust of strife;
They are such as humbled themselves to fate, choosing the minor pain—
Yet wrought as men of our English race—and here in their home are lain:
But what of the others—the heroes they!—
Who, true to their blood, have sail'd away—
And will never return again?

““Where do they lie, those dauntless ones, who in pride of their English birth
Carried the sword or the Word of God to uttermost parts of the earth;
Who, sharing the Christian’s burden, have suffer’d and wrought and bled—
And stamp’d for ever, the wide world over, marks of their tireless tread?”
And lo! in a vision then wrought for me,
I saw in the lands beyond the sea
The graves of the English Dead.

I saw where the lonely legion lay, afar from their island home,
Like seed from the hand of a sower, like stars in the heavens’ dome:
They lie in the five big continents; they are lull'd by every breeze;
Are tomb’d in the ice of antipodal Poles, or 'neath shade of the tamarind trees:
And such as were whelm’d by the vengeful waves
Are asleep in the dusk of coral caves
In the depths of the outer seas.

Where sunless the far-away circles gloom and the cold winds moan around
Are their footsteps lock’d in the icefloe, by Death their foeman bound;
'Mid the waterless deserts’ dustblown drifts, by God and devil bann'd,
The tracks of our brothers who challenged Death are lost in the shifting sand.
Oh, bravely they lived and as bravely died,
These men that wrought, to their country’s pride,
The works of heart and hand!

In the burial ground by the side of the sea, that fronts to the mystic west,
By light of the moon, I sat alone where the dead were taking their rest;
And meseem’d that a voice from over the world in a yearning whisper said,
““How long, how long, dear Lord, how long ere race to race be wed?"—
There's a voice in the ocean’s muffled roar
Telling a tale to the English shore
Of the graves of the English Dead.

*From “The ]ourney's_Er.td and cher Verses,” by Vernon Nott. Montreal: A. T.
Chapman. Compare ‘‘The Chain of Empire,” by Clive Phillipps-Wolley, CANADIAN MAGAZINE,
Vol. xii, pp. 494-495.
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SHAW’S COMEDY

By ALBERT R. CARMAN, Author of ** The Penstonnaires,” etc.

e R. WILLIS J. SHAW
started guiltily away from
Mrs. Willis J. Shaw at the
sound of a sharp rap at the
door. Mrs. Shaw looked
up quickly with resentful apprehension,
and her eyes said petulantly—*‘‘ Who
can it be?” Mr. Shaw had an annoyed
and hesitant air as if he contemplated
double-locking the door and pretend-
ing that they were dead, or had gone
out, or something of that sort.

“You'll have to see who it is,”
whispered Mrs. Shaw.

At this, Mr. Shaw looked more sav-
age than ever, and strode angrily to
the door. He flung it open; and there
stood the bell boy with his hand just
raised to knock again. But, instead,
he presented his silver tray.

““ A card for you, sir.”

Mr. Shaw took the card and read—

Miss ESTELLE STANLEY

““You are sure it is for me ?” he de-
manded of the boy.

““It is for Mr. Shaw.”

‘“ Where is the lady ?”

‘“In the Ladies’ Parlour, sir.”

“Um-m! Did she—wasn’t it for
Mrs. Shaw ?”

‘T was just told ¢ Mr. Shaw.’”

“Who is it—dear?” There was
just a little hesitation before the
““ dear,” and after it Mrs. Shaw looked
defiantly at the bell boy; for she had
been ‘‘ Mrs. Shaw” for only about
twenty-four hours, and it was still
quite a feat for her to call Willis
““ dear” in public.

““1 haven’t an idea,” said Willis.
“ Do you know a Miss Estelle Stanley?”

“No-0."

““There must be some mistake,”
said Willis, turning to the boy.

“T1'll see, sir,”” said the boy; and,
taking the card again, he backed away.

The newly married couple looked
curiously at each other. ‘‘A mis-
take,” said Willis, tossing his head as

if to fling off the incident; and, smil-
ing, he turned toward his bride. But
she moved away. Until the intrusion
of this other woman had passed, she
felt that things were not quite as they
had been.

Another rap at the door; and then
the bell boy was saying—

‘“ She says that she has an appoint-
ment with you, sir—and that she don’t
know anything about any other lady,”
looking significantly at Mrs. Willis,

Willis gasped and turned toward
Mrs. Willis.

““ You had better see her,” Mrs. Wil-
lis was saying icily.

‘““But I don’t know her,” stormed
Willis. ““ You—would you come down
with me?"” He seemed to doubt
whether she would or not; and the
doubt settled it. If he had taken it as
a matter of course, she would have
gone; but he clearly thought that the
proper thing for her to do was to stay
where she was—and she would stay.

““The card is not for me,” she said
with determination; and then seeing
Willis still hesitate in painful doubt,
she relented toward him and added
kindly—*‘ You will probably find it is
a mistake when you get there.”

“Very well,” said Willis; and he
brushed off the shoulders of his coat
and smoothed h‘is hair, and went.
Curiosity had nearly driven annoyance
out of the face that he turned to her in
going; so that when the door was quite
closed Mrs. Willis started to say—
“I wonder—;” and then caught her
breath and bravely refused to wonder.

II

There was only one lady in the par-
lour; and she wore an expectant air,
She also wore a flaming hat and a
costume which made the red plush
furniture look dull.

‘¢ Miss Stanley ?” said Willis, bow-
ing.
i Yes,” said the girl, getting up with
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a bright smile that was almost start-
ling in its sudden vivacity. * So you
finally decided to see me?” There
was challenge in her tones.

““I could not well do otherwise,”
replied Willis with wondering resent-
ment.

The girl smiled confidently and said
~—*“1 should think not, after your
promise.”

** My promise ?”"—in open astonish-
ment.

“ Well, it was equivalent toa prom-
ise surely. You said that you would
see me when you came to the city in
gonnection with your wedding trip—"

* [—said—my-—wedding trip?” Wil-
lis managed to get out.

*Yes, you really did. I know that
you have so much to think of, but you
really wrote me that or I would never
have bothered you.” The girl was
quite serious now; and Willis noticed
that she was a good deal older than
she had seemed when he came in.

* But—" Willis began.

“ Oh, I'll believe you if you say you
have forgotten it,” she broke in. ‘I
dare say,”’—a little sadly—*‘ you have
made the same promise to twenty other
ladies—"

“ But I haven’t,” burst out Willis.

““Well, I'm glad to hear it,” she
said with apparent relief. ‘‘ But you
remember me ?—Miss Stanley—Miss
Estelle Stanley of the ¢Night Off’
Company ?”

Willis stared at her with open mouth.
Then, realizing how ridiculous he must
look, he quickly recovered himself.

“ |—I-—have seen—*‘ A Night Off,””
he said lamely.

A curious smile flitted across her
face. ‘‘ Really!” she said with obvious
irony.

““ Were you in it ?” he asked.

“ You never saw me in it,” she re-
?lied coldly. *‘But, really, Mr. Sha.w,
if you bave already chosen your bride
for your wedding trip, there is no
need of all these theatricals. I think
I could fill the bill, and I wanted the
chance; but I dare say I shall get on
without it. I am sorry that I inter-
rupted you. Good afternoon!” And
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she swept past him with a walk very
suggestive of the footlights, and down
the hotel corridor toward the elevator.

Instinctively, Willis stepped into the
hall to watch that she did not try to
jump down the shaft.

I11

Mrs. Willis had hardly had time to
wish that she had put her pride in her
pocket and gone with Willis when
there was a quick rap on the door of
her room and the handle was instantly
turned. The door opened, and a
smooth-shaven, reddish, rather greasy
countenance was thrust through the
opening.

‘“Ah! beg pardon!” said a hoarse
voice. ‘‘Isn’t this Shaw’s room ?”

‘* Ye-es,” said Mrs. Willis tremu-
lously.

A part of a neatly dressed, stout fig-
ure followed the shining face through
the aperture, and the smallish eyes
looked quickly all around the apart-
ment. ‘‘He’s out, isn’t he ?".jerked out
the pudgy lips.

‘“ Yes—but just for a moment,” said
Mrs. Willis. She was getting quite
frightened, and noted with horror that
the bell button was right at the door.

‘“Ah! Perhaps you're the bride,”
cried the little man, now coming quite
into the room and smiling tentatively,

“Yes,” said Mrs. Willis. It was
little more than a whisper now. ‘‘Are
you a friend of Mr. Shaw’s?” she man-
aged to ask.

‘“An old crony,”—and the stout lit-
tle man wiped his bald head with a
handkerchief that gave off a wave of
strong perfume which its appearance
indicated that it needed.

Mrs. Willis’s eyes indignantly de-
nied the ‘‘old cronyship,” but other-
wise she preserved an armed neutrality
toward her visitor.

‘“Yes,” went on the oleaginous
party reflectively, ‘“ Shaw and I have
had some times together. He's a
pretty game bird, I can tell you—
though he don’t look it! No, he don’t
look it. I'm not surprised that you're
surprised—"

The indignation in Mrs. Willis's
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eyes had now become so frantic that
the little man thought it prudent to
pause a moment, and try to make out
the meaning of these signals.

““I am sure that you are entirely
mistaken about Mr. Shaw,” said Mrs.
Willis in a tone which she meant to be
cold and firm; and it might have been,
if her under lip had not been trembling
and a new indignation filling her throat
because Willis dared to stay so long
away with that ‘ strange woman,”
while she, his bride of a day, was be-
ing insulted by this odious creature.

The pig-like eyes of the fat little
man moved restively, but he said
nothing.

‘“ Perhaps,” went on Mrs. Willis,
‘“you had better wait for Mr. Shaw
down in the office.”

At this the pig eyes flashed in a
steely manner. ‘‘ Perhaps,” said their
owner aggressively, ‘“you do not
know that I am the manager of the
Booth Theatre ?”

‘I quite believe it,” said Mrs. Wil-
lis with crushing contempt.

““You'd better believe it,” rejoined
the little man, now thoroughly angry.
““You may have cause, if you go on
with Mr. Shaw, to learn that it is true.”
And he wagged his head warningly.

‘¢ Sir!” cried Mrs. Willis. It was
all that she could get out. Then she
pointed silently to the door.

‘“As you wish, Lady Macbeth,”
snapped out the pudgy lips from a
face now purple with thoughts of ven-
geance; and he flustered out and slam-
med the door after himself.

v

The little man was just in time to
catch the elevator. A brightly dressed
lady was in it already, and there was
something familiar about her face.
He looked at her enquiringly, when she
smiled and bowed.

““You don’t know me, Mr. Samson?”
she said archly.

“Yes I do. Yes I do,” he returned
jocosely. ‘‘But I've just forgotten
my cue. See!—don’t I come on like
this?”—and he held himself in what he
thought was an imitation of the Irving

"
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manner—*‘* and, say—* Beautiful day,
Miss—Miss—""

‘¢ Stanley ?”

“ Miss Stanley!—Sure! Why, you
were at the Booth last fall 2"

‘“ Yes—‘A Night Off.” ”

‘““Yes, yes.” They were walking
by now across the office. “ Well, I
have to stay here,” announced Mr.
Samson, ‘‘to meet a good fellow gone
wrong.”

‘“ Are you going the rest of the
way with him ?” asked Miss Stanley
brightly.

Mr. Samson grew suddenly serious.
““Not if the court knows itself,” he
declared emphatically, ““ It's a fool
friend of mine who has written a play
—a good play—a delicate piece of
comedy—no ‘knock-about,” no gal-
lery ¢ make-up '—nothing of that sort.
And then, what do you think he has
gone and done ?”

Miss Stanley shook a smiling face
at him.

‘‘ He has picked out for his leading
lady a sort of a sawed-off, weeping
Lady Macbeth, who thinks it's a sin to
joke, who talks like East Lynne all
the time, who threatened to have
hysterics when I mentioned that Shaw
was ‘ one of the boys’'—"

¢ Shaw ?”

“‘.Yes.”

““So that was what he turned me
down for,” she shot out savagely, her
face aging ten years in a breath, and
green venom spitting from her eyes.

Mr. Samson turned and looked at
her understandingly. He did not have
to have things like this explained to
him.

““ When did you see him ?" he asked
quietly.

¢“ Just now—upstairs. Ihad to tear
him away trom the lady who is to play
in his play, because she loves him.”

““ Loves him?”

‘¢ Certainly. Can’t you see that
much from what you have told me
yourself ?”

Mr. Samson whistled. ““And I'm to
wait here—‘in the office "—for him,
until his lovey-dovey sends him down
to me? Well, I'll—wait.”
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It was about half an hour before
* Billy ” Shaw came out of the smok-
ing-room and crossed the office. Mr.
Samson saw him, and diverted his
walk so as to meet him.

““Tear yourself away?” Samson
asked sarcastically.

“ Hello, Morris! I've been wonder-
ing why you didn’t turn up.”

“ Have you?”

“Sure. What’s the matter? Been
imbibing ? Now, see here, you come
right along up to my room, and—"

“ No, you don’t!”—emphatically.

“Why ?”’

‘“ Been there.”

“ Oh!—well, I thought you'd sort of
look for me in the smoking-room, you
know. Very sorry, old chap, that
~ you've been kept waiting. But—come
and have a drink, anyway.”

“No, I won't,"” said Samson bluntly.
“ See here, Billy, I just want to tell
you one thing, and that is that you
are the absolute limit in the way of a
fool!"”

Billy stared at him a moment, and
then said ‘“ Thank you!” but there was
more wonder than resentment in his
face.

“ The absolute limit!” insisted Sam-
son, smashing one fist down on the
other hand. ‘‘You've got an A1 play,
and you have picked out a leading
lady who ought to be on the nursing-
bottle yet—who don’t know—""

“ Great Scott! Have you seen her?”

““ Have I seen her? Has she not
bidden me ‘ Be hence!’ as if I were a
three-act villain ?”

“ From where? Where did you see
her?”

“In your room.”

“Moly Hoses! How did she get
there! Say, you simply must come and
have a drink.”

VI

When Willis and Mrs. Willis came
out into the corridor to go down to
dinner that night they had the look of

Je who thought that they were
being ‘‘ put upon.” There were signs
of weather on Mrs. Willis’s face, and
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a storm still threatened from Willis’s
brow.  But it was plain that all ques-
tion as between them had been dis-
missed. Willis had indignantly denied
that he had ever ‘‘had a time” with
the ‘‘ horrid, greasy little man,” whom
he did not even know; and Mrs. Willis
had believed him. Then he had told
her of the mysterious talk of the scarlet
girl; and Mrs. Willis was convinced
that they were in league to bring
sorrow to the sweetest love-match the
world had ever known. Just why they
wished them ill the bride was not quite
sure; but, in her innermost heart, she
thought it was ‘“envy.” Now, when
they stepped into the corridor, she
could hardly keep from taking Willis’s
hand, simply to show that they were
‘‘one and indivisible,” and that noth-
ing could ever, ever separate them,

In the dining-room the considerate
head-waiter gave them a table to them-
selves. They each ordered ‘‘soup” as
a preliminary; and then fell to advising
each other over the menu card.

Somewhere after the fish, their
waiter approached Willis, and said—
““There is a lady in the office asking
for you, sir.”

Instantly there was fight on Willis’s
face, and a despairing ‘‘ Just as I
expected,” on that of Mrs. Willis.

“You tell the ‘lady,’” said Willis
firmly, ‘“that I am at my dinner.” Mrs.
Willis looked her surprised admiration
at him_for this stern, and yet quite
proper, reply.

‘“She knows that, sir—but she’s
scribbled something on her card here;"
and he, rather unexpectedly, handed
Willis the card.

Willis went white and red and black
all at once as he read the name again—

Miss ESTELLE STANLEY

Under it was written, ‘ Mr. S. says
that you want to see me again, and I
am leaving town in an hour.”

Willis handed the card silently to
Mrs. Willis. As she read the name
her deep blue eyes flashed up at him
again with a look that said here was
corroboration of her darkest suspic-
ions; and then she looked quickly back
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to read the pencilling. As she did so
her lips set. ‘I don't believe she is
going to leave in an hour,” she said
decidedly, as if that were the chief
point at issue.

Willis glanced warningly toward the
waiter, and then asked—*¢ What shall
I do, dear?”

““I don't know,"” said the bride, des-
perately pushing the whole responsibil-
ity over on him; and then she quickly
added—‘*1 don't think you ought to
see her,” thus limiting his ability to
carry the burden gracefully.

Willis sat back in perplexity; and
just then he noticed a slick, plump lit-
tle man carrying a shining silk hat in his
hand, hurriedly following the head-
waiter into the room. They seemed
to be coming to the table next—no, to
their table.

“‘A gentleman to see you, Mr.Shaw,”
announced the head-waiter blandly.

Willis stood up in stiff hauteur; the
gentleman turned two pig-like eyes on
him, and then said—

** I beg your pardon, I am sure; but
this is a mistake, I think.”

‘““Iam sure of it,” returned Willis.

Quick resentment crossed the puffy
little face; then his eyes fell on Mrs.
Willis. At this he turned with a new
assurance to Willis, and said—

** When do you expect Mr. Shaw in
to dinner 7"’

Willis opened his mouth to say
something, but could hardly think
what it ought to be. Mrs. Willis,
now recognizing the voice, turned
quickly and looked at Samson. Then
a flash of triumph lit her face.

** So," she said over her shoulder,
without thinking how it would sound,
‘‘you don’t even know who Mr. Shaw
is when you see him 2"

Samson began to see a ray of light.
Is your name Shaw ?" he asked of
Willis.

AT

** Well, you are not the Mr. Shaw
I'm looking for,” he said; *‘ and I beg
your pardon—and this lady’s, too.”

** This lady is Mrs. Shaw,” returned
Willis, at which Mrs. Willis visibly
stiffened with satisfaction.
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‘“Glad to know you,” said Samson,
bowing with great politeness; a per-
formance which was rather marred by
his finding a heavy hand on his shoul-
der when he went to recover.

‘“ Looking for me, Morris ?" asked
the owner of the hand

‘“That’'s what I am, Billy,” said
Samson, turning his fat neck around
to see the newcomer. *‘ And say,” he
burst out, ‘‘here's where the ‘funny
man’ unravels the complication and
lets the curtain get down. Let me
make two Mr. Shaws known to each
other—two; one "—putting his hand
on Billy's shoulder—*‘the author of
the very finest comedy ever written,
entitled * Their Wedding Trip,’ and
the other ?”—and he waved an invita-
tion to Willis to describe himself.

For a hot second Willis thought
that he was being insulted. The only
wedding trip he knew of was his; and
these people certainly seemed to be
trying to make a comedy of it. But
the friendly, unsuspecting smile on the
face of the two men made this theo
appear impossible. So Willis resolved
upon an adroit move, :

‘“ Have youyour comedy with you?"
he asked.

*“Sure!” exclaimed Billy.
with it on my person.” And he drew
from somewhere about the skirts of
his coat a large, flat book, This is
the first act,” he went on gaily, hand-

ing it to Willis, who read on the out-
side

‘“ Isleep

THEIR WEDDING TRIP:

A SOCIAL COMEDY
BY
WILLIAM B. SHAwW,

' What I am up against now," said
Billy, as Willis was awkwardly leafing
it over, ‘‘is the selection of the right
kind of a girl to play the ¢ bride,’ »

Instinctively Willis looked toward
Mrs. Willis, and she met his look with
a corroborating smile. They both
knew exactly what an ideal bride
should be like. Samson tipped Billy a
wink and cleared his throat.

““Now,” he said, ‘“if my friend could
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get a lady like yours, whose acquaint-
ance | formed under rather inauspicious
circumstances to-day, he would be very
fortunate.”

** [ should not think of going on the
stage,” said Mrs. Willis with decision,
looking to Willis for commendation of
her self-sacrifice.

Billy turned a reproachful eye on
Samson, which reminded him of the
things he had said of Mrs. Willis when
he thought she was to be the ‘‘ bride;”
but Willis said nothing, for he was
blushing again and wondering if the
men suspected that Mrs. Willis was
really a bride.

““ Well, I am sure that I wish you
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success,” said Willis at last, handing
back the manuscript play.

‘““1 only hope that it approaches
yours,” returned Billy politely ; and
then Willis was sure that they ‘““knew.”

Bowing, they withdrew to the door,
where Miss Stanley's hat now loomed
uneasily, like a sunset.

““So that was it,” said Willis, with
a sigh of relief, as he sat down again.

But Mrs. Willis was trying to see
the face under the sunset. ** To think
of that woman,” she muttered, ‘‘ tak-
ing the part of a bride.” And she
assumed her expression of sweetest
innocence that Willis might appre-
ciate the contrast.

SIR GILBERT PARKER’S “OLD QUEBEC”*

By WILLIAM WQOOD, President of the Literary and
Historical Society of Quebec

IR GILBERT PARKER is
a Canadian; he has made
a spesial study of the
older part of Canada ; and
he first came into vogue

with a novel about Quebec in the time

of Wolfe and Montcalm. These re-
markable qualifications need to be
pointed out at once; because they are
all so modestly concealed beneath the
many pages of his ‘“ Old Quebec” that,
if they were not pointed out before be-

ginning the book, no one—Ileast of a.ll

a Quebecer—would even suspect their

existence. His readers should also

bear in mind that this book is not only
the work of a specially qualified man,
writing on his own special subject,
but also the final result of a particularly
long and careful preparation; for its
appearance was heralded by announce-
ments in the press during the two
years before its actual publication.

Naturally enough, all this aroused

high expectations among the large and

increasing public, which is becoming
more and more interested in this fas-
cinating subject.

But, somehow or other, in spite of all
Sir Gilbert Parker's advantages, and
in spite of his being so well-advertised
an authority on all things Canadian, he
has only succeeded in producing one
of those very commonplace specimens
of book-making which prove how
many thousands of words can be writ-
ten all round about a given subject,
without once touching any of its vital
issues, much less reaching the heart of
it. Of course, the book may be popu-
lar enough with those who have an
appetite for a réchauffé of dilettante
details, sentimentalised to taste. And
all this public needs is the time-hon-
oured recommendation, that those who
like this sort of thing will find this the
sort of thing they like. But, for the
sake of those others who are a little
more exacting, it might be worth while
to examine this work a little more

* A review of ““Old Quebec, the Fortress of New France.”
London and New York, Macmillan, 19o3.

Claude G. Bryan.

By Sir Gilbert Parker and
N.B.—This review was

originally written in December, 1903; but circumstances delayed its appearance till the

present time.
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closely, both as literature and as his-
tory.

All novelists may be included in
three great classes—the dramatic, the
melodramatic, and the stagey. Those
in vogue to-day generally hover about
the borderland between the stagey and
the melodramatic; and with these Sir
Gilbert Parker, who is nothing if not
fashionable, is perfectly at home. He
shines as a star of the first magnitude
upon that great world whose moon is
Miss Marie Corelli and whose sun is
Mr. Hall Caine. And though he once
went astray into another solar system,
where he and his ‘‘ Donovan Pasha”
became visible to the naked eye as sun-
spots on Mr. Kipling, he escaped with
nothing worse than a singeing, and
has now come back again to his proper
place in literature with his “‘Old Que-
bec.” For here is what he calls his
own ‘‘assimilation” of ‘‘history”—
to which he might have added ‘‘ En-
glish and French folklore.”

Some of his English, indeed, may
have been made up expressly for the
readers of his “‘Old Quebec.” For
instance, the ‘“‘Lower Town"” that
“‘huddles in artistic chaos,” and the
“‘churches, convents and schools hud-
dled together in the fairest city of the
New World.” He is also quite pos-
sibly original with his ‘ brave Vaud-
reuil” and “rugged Pitt.”” Could all the
curiosa felicitas of Mrs. Malaprop her-
self have made a ‘‘nicer derangement
of epitaphs”? The term *‘ grisly vet-

erans” must come from that ‘‘assimi-.

lation” which has produced so many
other new ways of treating old quota-
tions. Edgar Allan Poe is ‘‘assimilat-
ed” when we are told how ‘‘the great
continent of promise would renew in
France the glories that were Greece,
and the grandeur that was Rome;”
and Wordsworth, when the authors
meditate on ‘‘Old, far-off, unhappy
things.” These two changes can only
be unconsidered trifles to the author of
them; for they amount merely to the
substitution of the plural for the singu-
lar in one case, and the transposition
of adjectives in the other. Yet neither
mistake could possibly be made by
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anyone with true poetic intuition,
Both are of the same significant kind
as this stray newspaper perversion—

‘“Ah Love! in truth, half ice, half fire;
And all a wonder and a brave desire ! ""—

where one incorrect vowel-sound makes
all the difference between harmony and
discord; except, of course, to tone-deaf
ears. The crowning glory of *‘as-
similation” is reached when a passage
from the Bible is so much improved
that it will actually bear comparison,
on perfectly equal terms, with one tak-
en from ‘“The Seats of the Mighty.”
Here is the revised quotation from the
Bible, as it appears in ‘‘Old Quebec";
““The savage Indian with his reeking
tomahawk might break through and
steal, the moth and rust of evil admin-
istration might wear away the fortunes
of New France . . .” And hereis
the revised version of the ‘‘ Seats of
the Mighty ”: ‘‘A vague melancholy
marked the line of [Wolfe’s] tall un-
gainly figure . . . and a chin, falling
away from an affectionate sort of
mouth, made, by an antic of nature,
the almost grotesque setting of those
twin furnaces (4nglice ‘‘eyes”) of dar-
ing resolve; which, in the end, fulfilled
the yearning hopes of England.” Com-
pare this with Thackeray’s little in-
cidental sketch, written long before
Wolfe’s life had been fully revealed
by modern research! But Thackeray
wrote literature.

‘‘Assimilated” French is a thing to
set one’s teeth on edge. We would ven-
ture to suggest that Sir Gilbert Parker
might save a great deal of very dis-
tressing trouble by imitating the in-
genious undergraduate who headed his
Greek paper with a neatly drawn pill-
box, filled with accents, and labelled,
“‘to be used at the discretion of the ex-
aminer.” For he uses accents where
they are quite right, as in Récollet,
while leaving them out in such expres-
sions as Bois briiles, where the want of
them changes the meaning from ‘‘half-
breeds” to what might be mistaken for
an impatient apostrophe to the camp-
fire! Of course, everyone in the French
army is given a superabundance of
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“‘acutes”—Répentigny, Ramésay, and
soon. But such ““foreigneering”’things
are carefully removed from the names
of British officers like Barré and
Montrésor. One poor s is all that is
allowed for the gentilhommes who
“gave themselves to pick and spade.”
And the innocent coiffe poudre (!)
of the ‘‘seigneur’s wife” is mas-
sacred in cold blood, with the most
heartless indifference to the claims of
the female sex. Butitis in his tran-
scription of the famous epitaph on
Montcalm that Sir Gilbert Parker has
surpassed even himself. ‘‘Honneur @
Montcalm: le Destin, en lui derobant
la Victoire, I'a récompensé par une
Morle gorieuse!” We always used to
think that Montcalm’s great recom-
pense was a glorious death ; but this up-
to-date authority assures us thatit real-
ly consisted of a splendid female corpse!

As for Folklore, Sir Gilbert Parker
seems to have no conception of the
complete difference between the per-
sonal lyric and the impersonal folk-
song. And as all folklore lives on
longest in remote country places, and
withers away in the unsympathetic at-
mosphere of towns, it is rather unfor-
tunate that he invites us to listen for
the old songs ‘“down by St. Roch or up
by Ville Marie,” i.e., in Quebec and
Montreal, the two least likely spots in
the whole of French Canada. What
on earth does he mean by a ‘‘crude
epic of some valiant atavar?” Are we
to hail him as a second ‘‘coiner of a
word unknown to Keats”’—not to men-
tion the great new Oxford dictionary ?
Or is atavar only his *‘ assimilation” of
avatar? In this case we might remind
him that the crudest epic of the first
avatar of Vishnu tells how the first man
was saved by a fish during the Deluge.
It is, in fact, the oldest fish-story in the
world, and, as such, a most ‘“valiant”
prehistoric prototype of all that *“Old
Quebec ” has to tell us about French-
Canadian folklore at the present day.

These few examples will enable the
reader to see whether Sir Gilbert Park-
er has been writing literature. So we
may now turn to the purely historical
side of his work.
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The sub-title is ‘“ The Fortress of
New France,” and we might suppose
that this would restrict the subject in
band, more or less, to an account of
the city itself. Such an event as the
battle of Ticonderoga is, of course,
quite relevant; though, to be sure, it
is a little disconcerting to find the gal-
lant Lord Howe leading the attack
there the day after he had been killed
in a preliminary skirmish! But Prince
Rupert, who lived and died three
thousand miles to the east of Quebec,
and Mackenzie, whose great discover-
ies were made as far away to the west,
are rather too wide of the subject. Yet
both of them, together with three
other Hudson Bay worthies, are thrown
in, apparently for the sole reason that
cheap cuts of them were to be found
with irresistible ease, and that equally
cheap information could be ‘‘assimi-
lated” from Mr. Beckles Willson’s
““Great Company.” The worst of
it is, that, while these and many
more irrelevant characters are favour-
ed with illustration, there are no por-
traits of any of the following:—
Bigot, the last and most pre-eminently
vile of all the Intendants; Vaudreuil,
the last figure-head of the old régime;
Murray, the first military chief of the
new; Carleton, the first British Gover-
nor-General, and saviour of Canada in
1775; and Lord Monck, the first vice-
roy of the new Dominion!

When the book does deal with
Quebec it shows so little local knowl-
edge that an inhabitant can hardly be-

* lieve the authors ever visited the place

in person. How do they suppose that
the Castle of St. Louis managed to
climb up to the ‘““summit of Cape Dia-
mond” (!) after the age of miracles was
past? Why do they forget one of the
stock features of every guide-book—
the lamp of Repentigny? How is it
that they have never heard of Quebec’s
claim to having built the Royal Wil-
liam, the first vessel which crossed the
Atlantic by the aid of steam alone?
Why do they illustrate the Quebec of
‘‘ to-day "’ by views taken many years
ago, such as those of the Citadel from
the Terrace, the Upper Town Market,
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the Breakneck Steps, New St. John’s
Gate, and the Old French House ?

However, a better idea of the real
value of the book can be obtained
by examining the account of Wolfe's
campaign.  Sir Gilbert Parker has
made the Siege and Battle emphatic-
ally his own, in more senses of
the word than one. Perhaps it is
only because he thinks he has a per-
fect right to do what he likes with his
own, that he favours some characters
with undue attention, while others
get little or none. Rodney is intro-
duced with a full-page portrait, as
Governor of Newfoundland in 1750;
though he had left that station seven
years before. While Saunders, who
commanded at Quebec the largest
squadron then afloat, is distinguished
by a small cut in the text, and is de-
scribed as wnder Wolfe; though both
his junior admirals were themselves
considerably senior to all the generals,
and though his own ‘‘assimilated”
expression of horror at hearing this
news for the first time might well have
deterred the authors from offering him
such an indignity, Other mistakes,
both small and great, abound. Wolfe's
successor was never styled ‘‘ Marquis
of Townshend.” * Major-General Sir
Isaac Barre,, Paymaster to Wolfe's
forces,” is incorrect in rank, title,
name, and appointment. While An-
son, who planned the naval conquest
of Canada from headquarters; Durell
and Holmes, who were the two junior
flag officers under Saunders; and Lord
Colville, who commanded the fleet at
the final surrender in 1760, are all
crowded out by the other ¢ profuse
illustrations.”

The account of the Battle of the
Plains is no better than the rest,
though this is the second book in which
Sir Gilbert Parker has made it the cen-
tral feature, and though he might have
avoided all his present blunders by
referring to a work which he himself
praised, in 1902, as ‘‘a work of Impe-
rial significance,” 77s.: Mr. Doughty’s
Siege of Quebec. The three brigadiers
had nothing to do with Wolfe’s final
plan; as is proved by their joint letter
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to him at 8.30 p.m. on the eve of the
battle, asking for information—**par.
ticularly of the place or places we are to
attack.” Bourlamaque was not on the
Heights, but two hundred miles away,
The camp fires which are said to have
‘‘spotted’’ the banks of the river are as
mythical as the stone walls which are
said to have ‘‘girdled” Quebec. Wolfe
could not have ‘‘eyed” his men in the
boats at the turn of the tide, because
neither boats nor men were there at the
time, and it was a great deal too dark
to have seen them in any case. Nor
could he have seen Bougainville's
bivouacs at Cap Rouge, because Bou-
gainville was then some miles higher
up. Nor could his boat have been
challenged from Sillery Heights, two
hundred feet sheer up and as many
yards off as the crow flies, without his
whole plan having been discovered.
Nor did his forlorn hope of twenty-four
take Vergor’'s post by themselves.
Nor did he ever form line facing St.
Louis Road. Nor did he court mili-
tary suicide by cutting off his retreat.
On the contrary, he had only 3,111 in
the firing line, whilst 1,718 were close
by in reserve, and a very strong naval
brigade was at hand on the beach, to
say nothing of all the men-of-war along
the river. The first regiment describ-
ed in the white French line wore blue.
The “‘burghers” of Quebec and the In-
dians, quite regardless of the fact that
by and by Sir Gilbert Parker would
want them to pose in the open for his
fancy sketch, allinsisted on taking cover
in every other part of the battlefield.
The ridiculous ‘‘scarlet columns” de-
stroy the very effect he wishes to pro-
duce, because the most notable mili-
tary feature of the whole action was
that Wolfe anticipated the Crimean
“‘thin red /ne” by nearly a hundred
years. And the British troops must
indeed have been ‘‘silent as cats, pre-
cise as mathematicians,” if their whole
line of nearly half a mile fired one
single simultaneous volley on Wolfe's
own personal word of command !

Cest magnifique—mais ce nest pas
la guerre!

Some one has blundered !




HE most that can be hoped
for by pro-Russians is that
each side may acknowledge
itself unable to subdue the
other. Even that would be

“a great triumph for Japan and a virtual

defeat for Russia. It would compel
the latter to recognize Japan as at
least of collateral authority and im-
portance in all far Eastern affairs.
How can it be hoped that any better
than a drawn battle can be looked for
from the Russian standpoint. Even if
with fearful sacrifice and effort they re-
cover lost ground and drive their foe
into the sea, that is as far as they can
go. He isstill triumphant on that ele-
ment, and secure in his ocean-girt
islands. However bitter the draught
may be, the very best issue that Rus-
sia can now hope from the contest is a
compromise settlement in which she
will have to recede from the arrogant
position at first as-

and even those which now possess foot-
holds in Asia are doubtless filled with
some anxieties. What will be the policy
of the new masters of the East? They
have or will soon have behind them
the force to give any of these powers
notice to vacate, with possibly one ex-
ception. There can be little doubt,
however, that Japan will consent to the
status quo. What she will undoubt-
edly object to will be the strengthen-
ing by the European powers of their
position in the East. Germany, for
example, may retain the little circlet of
land about Kiao-chau, but any attempt
to increase the circlet would certainly
be resented by China, backed up in all
probability by Japan. The French in
Indo-China would be in the same posi-
tion. It can be affirmed with all sin-

cerity that Great Britain has not shown
a disposition to go far beyond the
limits of Hong-Kong. A few years

sumed. Japan will
have to be recogniz-
ed as possessing, at
least, an equal voice
with any other
power in Asia, and
the knowledge that
she will always be
ready to fight for
her interests will
make her voice a
potent one.
G
However matters
go then, events
have already pro-

LA

(B O\

Fituswin sen £,

claimed a profound
revolution in the
East. The powers
who have had their
eyes on the outlying
provinces of China,

“If I saw a prize-fi
the combat equaﬁ;l as a
ports.”—Disraels at Shrewsbury, 1843.

And JoHN BULL has more money on than he can afford to lose

FOUL PLAY

hter encountering a galley-slave in irons I should consider
ir as to make England

ght hostile Tariffs with Free Im-

—B. C. Review, London
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ing rather than let
your enemy choose it,
He would be likely to
choose an opportunity
which would be in-
convenient for you.
Whatever Mr. Cham-
berlain’s critics may
say no one who trav-
ersed the Boer settle-
ments of Cape Colony
would have any diffi-
culty in believing that
sooner or later Great
Britain would have
had to fight to retain
her South African
possessions. The ex-
tinction of the Trans-
vaal should not be laid
at Mr. Chamberlain’s
door; it should be laid
at the door of the

IN THE SQUEEZER—Minneapolis 7'»ibune

ago when Germany planted herself at
Kiao-chau the British slightly increas-
ed the radius of their control on the
mainland opposite Hong-Kong, but the
reasons were military rather than those
of territorial aggrandizement, .

L)

I am quite aware that assurances
that Great Britain does not desire fur-
ther accessions of territory are receiv-
ed by her sister nations with sneering
incredulity. An unprejudiced view of
the facts, however, supports the claim.
The acquisition of the Transvaal and
Orange Free State does not furnish
evidence against this position. There
can be no doubt that Sir Alfred Milner
and Mr. Chamberlain became sincerely
convinced that the Africander spirit
throughout South Africa backed up by
the revenues of the aggressive Trans-
vaalers would eventually attempt to
oust Britain from her South African
colonies. The possession of a naval
base on the route to Australia is a con-
sideration of supreme importance, and
if it was necessary to fight to retain it

it was best to choose the time for fight-

stubborn, implacable
old man whose dis-
like of his British
neighbours had become an unreason-
ing passion.

Lp)]

Trade has become a first considera-
tion with nations, and all of them are
prepared to go any lengths rather than
have open doors suddenly closed upon
their commerce. There can be no
doubt that had Russia’'s action in
Manchuria led to a general grab for
Chinese territory, Great Britain would
have stood out against the closing of
the Yang-tse river to her commerce.
The situation is most unequal. India
and Egypt are as open to the mer-
chants of Germany and Fraace, or in-
deed of those of any part of the world,
as they are to the merchants of Lon-
don, Birmingham or Manchester. Not
so the possessions or protectorates or
spheres of influence of other countries.
Russia’s title to Newchwang was of
the flimsiest description, and yet her
occupation of the port was immediate-
ly signalized by an attempt to close it
to the commerce of the world, an at-
tempt against which the United States
was firmly protesting when the war

broke out. The first thing the Japan-
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ese did after capturing
it a week or two ago
was to proclaim it
open to the ships of
the world. This type
of civilization may not
unnaturally be prefer-
red to that illustrated
by the Russian me-
thod.

6D

It may beasked what
the present expedition
towards Lhasa is if not
an expedition of con-
quest. There is no
chance that Tibet will
be annexed to the Brit-
ish Empire, becoming
another Indian Pro-
vince. The British
hold on India would be
immensely weakened
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if once the idea gained
currency among the
tribes and peoples of
that country that the
Christian successor of
the Great Mogul was unable to protect
his subjects from the insult and oppres-
sion of a feeble folk like the Tibetans
Indian merchants attempting to carry
on a trade with the people of the great
plateau have been maltreated and driv-
en back. Yet this trade between the
two peoples is of immemorial age.
Lord Curzon and his advisers attribute
these increased restrictions to Russian
intrigue, and it is certainly the fact
that while the Tibetans have shown

owing distrust of everything com-
ing from the direction of India, they
have exhibited a tendency in quite a
contrary direction so far as Russia is
concerned. The day will never come
when a great power will submit to this
sort of treatment from a weaker na-
tion whose conduct is suspected of be-
ing inspired and directed by a powerful
rival. It may be affirmed with some
confidence that Lord Curzon will prove
that territorial aggrandizement was not
his object by withdrawing from Tibet
as soon as he is assured that British
subjects, which in that case virtually
means natives of Hindostan, are un-

IS IT COMING TO THIS?

Czar—** For goodness sake, Pat, don’t lure him in here!"”

—Brooklyn Lagle

molested in their legitimate journey-
ings through Tibet.

oD

It is urged in some quarters that it
would have been better for British in-
terests if Russia had been allowed an
outlet for her energies in the far East,
Denied access to the Yellow Sea, she
will become more active in the coun-
tries along the borders of India. It
may merely be said that what she was
doing in Manchuria and on the Liao-
tung peninsula did not seem to sub-
tract from the energy of her propa-
ganda in the Balkans, in Persia or at
Lhasa. At all events, over the colli-
sion which has now taken place British
statesmanship had no control. No
power on earth could have prevented
the Japanese from attempting to stop
the onward movement of the Musco-
vite steam roller. The world must
just make up its accounts in view of
facts which could not be avoided.

@D

The possibility of mediation still
crops up. A month ago, it will be
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The above map from the London Daily Mail is an attempt to in-
dicate the lines of advance of the various Japanese armies. General
Kuroki himself has advanced from the Yalu through Feng-hwang-
cheng to the Motien Pass, which he has avoided. On the right is an
unknown army, and on the extreme left is the latest army. This latter
body will probably soon see hard work as the Russians appear to be

going against her.
Needs must is an
irresistible sub-
duer, and despite
the little reverses
which Japan is
suffering at the
moment of writing
it must still be
judged that Russia
has essayed an im-
possible task. To
say that she will
emerge from a war
in which she has
gathered no glory
and immediately
begin her career of
activity in other
directions is to
leavealot of things
out of account. If
she comes out of
the war with dis-

advancing to try to relieve Port Arthur.
must occur before the month closes,

remembered, the Russian Foreign
Office took pains to deny that any pro-
posals had been made looking towards
intervention. There are not unimpor-
tant differences between intervention
and mediation. The one case seems to
imply the interference of a third power
with a certain suspicion of coercion
behind it. Mediation would only occur
where one or other of the combatants
had by round-about methods given
some friend to understand that his ser-
vices in the interests of peace would be
acceptable. It is a bitter thing for a
powerful despot to acknowledge him-
self beaten by a despised people. But
history is full of such cases. It was
doubtless a terrible humiliation for
Darius to retire across the Bosporus
in face of a few disunited tribes of
Greeks whom he accounted very
lightly. It was undoubtedly an equally
painful experience for Xerxes, his son,
when he saw his navy worsted at
Salamis and his hosts melt away on
the plains of Thessaly. Rome paid
tribute to the Goths and bowed to
Brennus and Theodoric, and, big as
Russia is, she will have to bow to
Japan if the fortunes of war keep

Important developments

credit she will have
plenty of matters
: todeal withto keep
her quite busy at home. The modern
spirit is penetrating Russia in spite of
every effort to fence it out, and the
collapse of the military reputation of
the Empire will force such questions to
the front beyond the possibility of the
power of any minister to repress them.
Domestic questions and the rehabilita-
tion of the finances will keep Russian
statesmen pretty well employed for the
greater part of a generation at least.

D

The South African authorities have
overcome all opposition, in order to
introduce Chinese labour in the mines,
They have gone far towards justifying
those who said that the moneyed inter-
ests plotted to bring about the down-
fall of Boer Government because it
took the side of labour rather than that
of capital. Sir Alfred Milner’s policy
will have to justify itself. It is being
followed in face of the protest of some
of the colonies which helped to place
him in power at Pretoria. Itis said
that what is now being done will be
upset as soon as the Tramsvaal is
granted self-government, which can-
not be long delayed. If so it is a mis-
take to have ever thought of it,
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Edited By

M. MaclL,EAN HELLIWELL.

ARE WE SNOBS AND TOADIES?

A E are reading just now a
great deal in our Canadian
papers of how the eyes of
the Mother Country are
turned towards Canada,
and of how at last our British brothers
are waking up to a sense of our
importance. It is all pleasant read-
ing and interesting, but I wonder if
we are really any better understood
by the mass of our brothers and sisters
in the homeland than we were twenty-
five years ago. Sometimes it seems
to me we are not.

Oaly a few days ago I overheard a
benighted Britisher (an educated man,
and generally well informed in other
respects, a man whom I afterwards
learned had lived in Canada for twenty
years), denouncing Canada and things
Canadian in no measured terms. We
were a lot of snobs and toadies, he
politely informed us, fond of cheap
notoriety, and eager to rush forward
to touch the hems of the garments,
so to speak, of any Tom, Dick or
Harry in the way of nobility who
happened to come to our land.
After listening more or less patiently
for a time, I took a hand in the merry

e, and tried to persuade the old
gentleman that he was quite mistaken
—that we, as a nation, cared little for
titles or ‘‘lang pedigrees "—that our
training and environments tended to
make us free and easy in our mode of
life, and that we could have none of
the sentimental regard and respect for
high-sounding titles which people in

the same class of life in the Old
Country would naturally feel for them,
having grown up with the fear of the
nobility in their hearts. It was all to
no purpose. :

Why had our leading citizens a few
days before put themselves to such
trouble lunching, dining, and other-
wise entertaining the Duke of S )
who happened to be touring in Canada
at the time; and why were the columns
of our daily papers filled with descrip-
tions of Mrs. Sam Smith’s and Mrs.
Jack Robinson’s *‘ Pink ” or *‘ Green”
or ** Yellow ” Teas? That was what
he would like to know, if it was not be-
cause we were fond of cheap notoriety.

I meekly suggested with regard to
the ¢‘ Pink Teas,” that as we had no
Princesses of the Blood Royal, no
Duchesses or Countesses or even
‘‘ Honourables” as yet in this great
and glorious West, we had to fall
back for society leaders upon the wives
of our respected and prosperous busi-
ness-men—that in a very small and
modest way our despised * Pink
Teas” took the place of Royal Draw-
ing-rooms, and so forth, the joys of the
aristocratic world across the sea; and
that in describing the same our worthy
newspapers were only following the
example set by the Old Country press.
This amiable explanation, I may say,
was received with merely a contempt-
uous snort. It was too flippant and
childish to even come in for passing
notice.

Having the floor, however, for the
time being, I went on to say that
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the Duke of S—— was supposed to be
intimately associated with Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain, and that our citizens in
entertaining him were doubtless moved
to do so largely in the hope of hearing
from his own noble lips some of the
details of Mr. Chamberlain’s plans for
Imperial Federation, just now the chief
topic of the day.

‘I saw nothing in your papers about
the Duke being Mr. Chamberlain’s
spokesman,” he retorted. ‘‘All that
was lost sight of by you in the joy of
having a real, live Duke in your midst;
and if you only knew it, my dear
young woman, these aristocratic vis-
itors whom ye delight to entertain (he
was growing excited) just go away
and laugh at you for your pains. Take
the Governors-General who are sentout
to Canada. Do you not suppose they
are utterly bored to death by your at-
tentions? Indeed, one of them told me
himself, on his return to England, how
amusing, and even annoying, it had all
been.”

Talk of insular prejudice, and ignor-
ance of colonial affairs in Great Britain!
This was from a man who had lived
for twenty yearsin our very midst. And
yet, in spite of it all, we remain loyal;
and when an opportunity offered gave
of our dearest and best to fight and die
for our Queen and country.

Argument with the dear man, I saw,
was useless, and [ retired from the
fray with what dignity I could, re-
marking as I took my departure, by
way of having the last word and leav-
ing a parting shot behind, that, at any
rate, I hadn’t noticed any great com-
motion when the noble Duke took his
walks abroad, nor had Main Street
been blocked at any time during his
visit as I had seen Princes Street,
Edinburgh, blocked one afternoon
when Lord Rosebery dropped into
Jenner’s to do a little shopping!! I
left my choleric old friend speechless
with wrath, and can only hope he did
not have a seizure as a result of hav-
ing encountered someone, and a wo-
man at that, who dared to hold oppo-
site views to his own. Probably he
will alway regard me as one of the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

unfortunate products of this uncultured
and unenlightened country.

Does this little incident, however,
not go to show that we are still hope-
lessly misunderstood by our British
brethren ? Co. s

Winnipeg.

L]

A LULLABY

‘“ Sweet and low, sweet and low,
Wind of the western sea—"
THE words echo mournfully through
the quiet room, and the rain that
falls against the window seems to pat-
ter an accompaniment to the faltering
voice. The clock ticks on, pointing
with its gilded hands to the hour of
midnight, while its white staring face
looks down on the dim, dark figure of
a woman, half kneeling, half crouching
beside a child’s cot.
*‘ Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western sea—"
The firelight glints and gleams about
the room, throwing now a streak of
light, now a deep shadow in some
corner, making the fair hair of the
kneeling woman shine like threads of
gold, and dancing in mocking playful-
ness over the fever-tossed figure of the
child, lying with its little arms extend-
ed, and the fingers of each tiny hand
curled inward. The door opens, and
the doctor enters, accompanied by the
nurse, but the child moves restlessly
and the mother, with almost a passion-
ate gesture, motions them back.
‘ Over the rolling waters go,
Come from the dying moon and blow,
Blow him again to me:
While my little one—"
The child is still again, but the agony
in the mother’s voice pierces the watch-
ers’ hearts. The rain patters on the
window, the clock ticks, ticks, and a
faint sound of weeping from the ad-
joining room, are all that disturb the
stillness.

While my pretty one—"
The voice is almost a whisper now and
the golden head of the woman leans
very near that of the child; the firelight
playfully kisses them both and shows
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for an instant the white agonized look
of the one and the flushed baby face of

the other.
“‘Sleeps”—the woman almost gasps,

" and then for a moment, with a moan

of anguish, clasps the little form close,
close in her loving arms. ’Tis only for
a moment though, for the blue eyes
open and look into hers, and the weak
voice, with unconscious cruelty, says:
“ Don’t stop, mother; lay me down and
sing to me; the rest of it—about
father.” For aninstant there is silence;
even the very rain seems to fall more
quietly, while from the mother’s heart
goes up a prayer for strength; then, as
the little body in her arms stirs, she
lays it tenderly down, and again re-
suming her crouching position, softly

sings—
¢ Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,
Father will come to thee soon—"
The misery in the brown eyes and the
clinging black robe she wears tell a tale
too pitiful for words, and her lips grow
white and seem to move stiffly as the
last verse of Tennyson’s beautiful lul-
laby quivers through the room.
“ Rest, rest on mother's breast, *
Father will come to thee soon—"
The blue eyes are still fastened on hers,
and with the courage of despair she
forces herself to smileinto them with a
shadow of the hopefulness she sees in
them; the little hands clasp hers, and
the child waits eagerly for the voice
that falters on—
*¢ Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west
Under the silver moon."”
There is a little choking sound and the
doctor and nurse start forward, but
she waves them back (no one must
share his last moments with her). She
thers the little twitching limbs into
her loving arms and soothes him with
the words that have so often lulled him

to rest.

“* Sleep my little one—""
The child’s struggles grow fainter, the
fittle hands begin to loosen their clasp,

the doctor furtively wipes his eyes,
and the nurse weeps freely, as the

anguished voice of the young mother
breathes the last words

‘“ Sleep my pretty one—sleep.”

Her task is over, the baby hands drop
from hers, and the blue eyes close.
The rain patters on the window pane,
the clock ticks over the mantel, point-
ing with its gilded hands to five min-
utes after the hour of midnight, while
its white staring face looks down on
the broken heart of a woman and—a
sleeping child.

Maud Beatrice Roberts
L]
THE FUNCTION OF MUSIC

’l‘HF community and the individual

debarred from the privilege of
frequently listening to music are not
always aware of the loss they sustain.
If it may be said not only that ‘‘ what
the eye doth not see,” but what the
ear doth not hear, ‘‘the heart doth
not long after,” it is as unfortunate in
the latter as it is fortunate in the
former. For the sense of hearing has
never, like ‘‘ the lust of the eye,” been
classified among the evil things of
life. Isit a true indictment to state
that the Anglo-Saxon is not a musical
race, and that in this respect it is
inferior to the Germans, the Italians,
and other nationalities? In German
towns, music at some centre where all
may congregate is the regular evening
recreation, not of the few but of the
multitude. It is to places like Leipsic
that our musical devotees resort to
perfect their education in the divine
art. Itis safe to say that the musical
development of the people, considered
separately from the artists, is more
conspicuous in all the continental
nations than in England or the United
States. The infancy of Canada must
be its excuse for musical as well as
literary limitations.

It may be stated broadly, but none
the less truthfully, that music is a
power for good. Admittedly there is
a stimulus in intoxicating liquor, but
in the gallant charge on the field of
battle it is more often the martial music
than any material stimulant which stirs
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men's blood to brave deeds. If the
averageattendant at church were asked
what part of the service made him feel
a better man or more desirous of
attaining higher ideals, he would
answer the hymns and other devo-
tional music.

It is not the elaborate anthem, not
the magnificent oratorio, not the
shivering scream of the prima donna
that appeals to the heart of man. All
this may be, as an American humorist
remarked, ‘‘really very much better
than it sounds!” Butit is the spiritual
fervour of the Christian hymn, the
sustained elevation of the simple chant,
the pathetic melody of the minor
operas, or the robust beauty of Scottish
song that influence and inspire the
sympathetic listener,

Musical geniuses like those of poetic
mould are sometimes regarded as
eccentric and in ordinary matters,
unreliable. But at the other extreme
is *‘ the man that hath no music in his
soul.” Shakespeare tells us that

““The motions of his spirit are as dull as night,
And his affections dark as Erebus.”

A choral society, though its orbit and
influence are limited, is, as far as its
educative work extends, an excellent
institution. But we want music in the
home as well as in the churches and at
social gatherings. Such melancholy
tunes as ‘* Where is my wandering boy
to-night ?” are more apt to set the
unfortunate boy wandering than to
keep him at home. But there is abund-
ance of cheerful and inspiriting music
for every day in the year. For the
veflective mood, there are touching
melodies in the hymnals and the operas
whose effect is only mellowing and not
depressing. The finest accomplish-
ment which girls can acquire is that of
playing the piano or some other musi-
cal instrument.  Only a few are incap-
able of attaining fair proficiency. If
their voices give any promise let them
be cultivated also.

Music is infinite in its variety. Of
making music as of making books
there is no end. It can be fashioned
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to please every taste, to accord with
every feeling, to banish many a useless
worry, and solace many a care. It
is a stimulant, but one *‘ that cheers
and not inebriates.”

C. E. A. Simonds
"
MELBA'S HARD WORK

MADAME MELBA, the great diva,
has a splendid house in Great
Cumberland-place, London, England,
and in a recent interview she tells of
the hard work she put into the learn-
ing of her recent opera. This was put
on the stage for the first time in Monte
Carlo, and ran for six weeks. The
composer is Saint Saéns, and the title
is Héléne. The piece is written in one
act,and occupies an hourand a quarter.
During the whole performance Madame
Melba does not leave the stage. But
even harder work than the acting was
the trying task of learning the new
opera while keeping her engagements
in America and elsewhere. [t required
three months of persistent work re-
hearsing for four hours each day.
Madame studied it during her train
journeys of October, November and
December last. Literally she learnt it
on the road. She had no other oppor-
tunity. She had a piano put into her
drawing-room car, and practised as
the train rushed along at the rate of
fifty miles an hour, in spite of all the
rattle and the noise. This was deter-
mination with a vengeance. Speaking
of it, Madame says: | got used to it.
But it is trying in the extreme. Day
after day, week in and week out, al-
ways practising. Nevertheless, I could
not live without it. It is my life.”
After gleaning this remarkable jn-
formation the interviewer asked one
more question, Did Madame ever think
of retiring? Melba, the great Melba,
sprang to her feet. ‘‘ My good fellow,
I'm not forty yet. Retire? Retire?
When I am forty-five, perhaps. But
now. Never.” And she laughed long
and merrily. The idea of retirement
was so ridiculous.
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B HE months of May and June
@ were rather important
months in the history of
this country. The people
made some momentous
That is, they didn’t ac-

decisions.
tually make the decisions themselves,
but they looked on while their leaders
came to certain conclusions.

For example, it was decided that

Senator Wark was the old-
est living legislator in the
world. It appears that he
was born near Londonder-
ry, in Ireland, in February,
1804, emigrated to New
Brunswick in 1824, and en-
tered the Assembly there in
1843. Since then he has
been engaged in the making
and unmaking of laws, hav-
ing never once changed his
occupation. He did not de-
sire to miss even the present
session of the Dominion
Senate, in which he has been
since Confederation, and the
Government sent a private
car down to his home to
transfer him to Ottawa.
Then this centenarian legis-
lator came up, had his pho-
tograph taken for Tue Ca-
NADIAN MAGAZINE, sat for a
painting, and deservedly re-
ceived the congratulations
of an assembled Parliament.
A man who has lived so
long must have taken great
trouble to keep his health
and mind in good condition
—he is a noble example.
But it shows that when a
Member of Parliament com-
plains that he cannot endure

*FEOPLE -
ANDND: ABEBEAT
‘AND AFFAIRS.

the stress of law-making, it is time to
take a pinch of salt.

NG

The people who control the Univer-
sity of Ottawa have decided to build a
new Arts building to replace the one
burned down. There were some

rumours of trouble as to whether it
should be controlled by Canadians or

SENATOR WARK-—THE OLDEST LIVING LEGISLATOR IN THE|
“

WORLD
HIS LATEST PHOTO, BY TOFLEY
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LAYING THE CORNER-STONE OF THE NEW ARTS BUILDING OF OTTAWA UNIVERSITY ON MAY 24TH

Among those present were Cardinal Gibbons (who delivered the address), Mgr. Sbarretti
(who officiated), the Governor-General, Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Chief Justice
Taschereau and the Hon. Richard Harcourt,

PHOTO BY PITTAWAY

English-speaking Canadians also ad-
herents of the Roman Catholic Church.
Apparently the rumour had little basis
in fact. The corner-stone has been
declared well and truly laid, and
French and English, prelate, priest
and people, parliamentarian and pri-
vate citizen, joined to wish success to
higher education and long life and
usefulness to the University of Ottawa.

b 4

Again, it has been decided that
government ownership of railways is
advisable. Sir Wilfrid Laurier says that
he advocates it—advocates it for the
new transcontinental railway so far as is
practicable. Just now he favours the
Government owning the roadbed from
Winnipeg to the Atlantic Ocean. A
few years from now, say fiftyor a hun-
dred, he believes that it may be advis-
able to take over the operating of the
road. Hence he has had a few para-
graphs looking to that end inserted in
the Bill which creates the Grand Trunk
Pacific Railway. After fifty-one days of
consideration of the amended bargain,
the House of Commons agreed with

Sir Wilfrid by a vote of 105 to 59, and
the Bill became law.

The leader of the opposing fifty-nine
agreed with Sir Wilfrid that govern-
ment ownership was a splendid ideal,
but he thought that government own-
ership should cover roadbed, rolling
stock and general operation. Mr,
Borden is enthusiastic. He would buy
everything and own everything, the
rails, the ties, the cars, the engines,
the stations, the new townsites, the
telegraph lines, the express companies,
the dining-rooms, and the right to
issue passes. He has never worked in
a railway office; he has never been
Minister of Railways, nor even General
Passenger Agent at Moncton, or per-
haps he would not have been quite so
enthusiastic. Think of all the people
who would want passes and jobs if the
Government owned and operated a rail-
way from the Atlantic to the Pacific!

S

The rivalry between the Ontario and
the Federal Governments has become
serious. The Ottawa people created
a Railway Commission to rival the
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OPENING OF THE NEW GOLF CLUB HOUSE IN OTTAWA ON MAY 17TH
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Temiskaming Commission appointed
by the Ontario Government. Mr. Ross
thought a long time and he conceived
another great idea. He would have a
commission to investigate the taxation
of railways and to travel over all the
continent from Greenland to the Pana-
ma Canal looking for information—
perhaps even to Europe if they happen
to think of it. Mr. H. ]. Pettypiece,
M.P.P., Professor Adam Shortt and
Judge Bell were chosen for the im-
portant work. It is said Sir Wilfrid
was staggered for a moment until Mr.
Fielding came to his aid and said
“Let’s have another Tarif Commis-
sion,” and straightway there were
sunny smiles in Ottawa once more.
So Mr. Fielding made what is called a
Budget Speech and announced a new
tariff commission which will once more
attempt to settle the question of who
pays the duty, the producer or the con-

r.
sume @

While he was making this annual
address Mr. Fielding took opportunity

incidentally to say something about the
revenue of Jack Canuck & Co., Unltd.
It appears that the revenue of the com-
pany increased from fifty-eight millions
to sixty-six millions, while the expen-
diture increased only one million—a
little less in fact. Now in 19o1-2 the
surplus was seven millions; therefore
in 1902-3 the surplus was fourteen mil-
lions. And then he prophesied that
the surplus in 1903-4 would be sixteen
and a half millions. Jack Canuck &
Co. are certainly prosperous.

In 1goz the national debt was $271,-
829,000. In two years it has been re-
duced to $257,412,000, or less than it
was in 1896. In 1896 the debt was
$50.61 per head; in 1904 it is only
$46.69. He gave a great quantity of
other figures, all of which went to show
that Jack Canuck & Co. was one of the
most prosperous firms in the world.

i, 4

Mr. Fielding’s speech was also the
occasion of introducing a new princi-.
ple into the customs tariff, a provision
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against ‘“‘dumping.”’ This nefarious
practice is defined to mean that where
an article is sold at a lower price in
Canada than it is in the country of pro-
duction, it will be said to be ‘‘dump-
ed.” For example, if the steel rail
makers of the United States sell rails
in Canada at $22 which they sell in
the United States at $28 they are
“‘dumping” them. Mr. Fielding pro-
poses to penalize this by adding a
special duty equal to the difference
between the ‘““‘dumped” price and the
regular price, which in the instance
cited would be $6. This, however, is
limited by a provision that the added
duty shall not exceed one-half of the
regular duty.

This provision is a concession to the
manufacturers who claim that certain
United States competitors seek to ruin
Canadian producers in the same line
by underselling them in this market.
There is no doubt that the Canadian
manufacturers have been much alarmed
over the rapid growth of United States
sales to Canada, but itis equally certain
that this is not always due to a lower
price. For example, there are certain
lines of ladies’ shoes manufactured in
the United States and sold in Canada
for other reasons. These shoes sell
in the United States at $3.25 and in
Canada at $3.75. Why? Because
they are good shoes and better ad-
vertised than any similar shoe produced
here. The Canadian manufacturer
might take a leaf from the Australian
book of customs duties, where they
have imposed a duty of six cents per
pound on all foreign periodicals con-
taining more than 15 per cent. of ad-
vertising. It is time the Canadian
manufacturer turned his attention to
the ease with which the United States
manufacturer can get his advertise-
ment before the Canadian reader. Un-
til that is rendered difficult, the United
States manufacturer will maintain his
position here. @

A number of the journalists who
have returned from St. Louis claim
that Canada’s exhibits are splendid. I
am inclined to express a different opin-
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ion. In fact, [ would almost go so far
as to say that at St. Louis Canada has
received a decidedly cold shoulder, both
at the hands of the authorities of the
Exhibition and at the hands of those
who have had the Canadian exhibits in
charge. The agricultural trophy in
the Palace of Agriculture is splendid,
but there the praise must end. The
Canadian building is inadequate, and
represents no particular idea. The
German building is a replica of the
Schloss Charlottenburg, the British
building a reproduction of the Orang-
ery at Kensington Palace, the French
building a replica of the Grand Trianon
at Versailles, and so with the other
national buildings. Canada’s building
represents nothing in particular in
architecture, and indicates nothing in
particular in its furnishings. This, of
course, is Canada’s own fault, and an
explanation is due from the Canadian
commissioner or whoever authorized
the plans.

There is to be no exhibit of Cana-
dian manufactures, no exhibits of fruit,
no exhibits of cattle, and no exhibits
of dairy products of an official char-
acter. To a great extent this is the
fault of the St. Louis directors, who
refused to allow Canadian animals to
be shown under favourable conditions,
and to the consequent lukewarmness
of the leaders in Canadian agriculture
and kindred industries.

Knowing the United States people
as we do, there need be no surprise at
this attitude. Canada is the greatest
competitor the United States has on
this continent. For forty years it has
been her policy to check us as far as
possible, and for a time her efforts
were fairly successful. Now that we
are commencing to draw away some
‘of her best citizens, itis but natural that
she should refuse to assist our progress.
That Canadians should be warmly re-
ceived at St. Louis could hardly be ex-
pected, and any one who did expect it
has been disappointed. Asa Fair, how-
ever, I am free to confess that it is a
great success, and well worth going to
see. Every person who visits it will
reap both pleasure and profit.

John A. Cooper
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THE IMPERIALIST

el O young Canadian, though
[}l willing to go to Parliament
to represent a constituency,
and though well enough
known to be a possible can-
didate, can be an imperialist and a
successful candidate. That is the
general proposition upon which Sara
Jeanette Cotes has based her argu-
ments in ‘‘The Imperialist.”* Her
definition of an imperialist is one who
would not hesitate to put Canada to
some material loss, or at least to post-
pone her development in various im-

rtant directions, for the sake of the
tmperial connection. Having thus
defined him, she carries him through
a political contest to defeat.

Mrs. Cotes may or may not be right.
I fancy Lieut.-Col. Denison would dis-
agree and perhaps one or two others.
There are many imperialists in the
country, but most of these place their
Canadianism first. This is especially
true of the Canadians who speak
French ; they have steadily refused to
sing ‘‘God Save the King.” I recently
attended a dinner at which about a
score of French Canadian women were
present ; when the national anthem
was being sung they contented them-
selves with a shrug and a smile. The
Canadian who speaks English but who
was born in this country usually sings
the national anthem with vigour, but
privately he believes the residents of
the British Isles are members of a
decadent race. He is willing to shout
for the Empire, but does not believe
in taxation without representation.

Whether Mrs. Cotes is right or
wrong, the story is opportune. [t
comes at a time when imperialism is

* The Imperialist, by Mrs. Everard Cotes.
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co.

being calmly considered. The intense
glorification of Wallingham, who is the
Rt. Hon. Joseph Chamberlain in thin
disguise, is a fault in the story, per-
haps. The Idea would have been just
as forcible if less closely associated
with one man. Again, the style of
the author is extremely bad in many
places, showing a lack of close revision.
Ungrammatical  constructions are
common ; the improper use of words
shows a sad lack of dictionary and
classical knowledge; the unnecessary
chapters show a mercenary willingness
to ‘“pad.” Yet, in spite of its glaring
faults, one would hesitate to say that
the book is not a valuable contribution
to Canadian literature.

>
CLEMENT vs. ROBERTS

THE story goes that when the great

conference took place a few years
ago to settle upon a suitable Canadian
history for use in all Canadian schools,
that Roberts’ book was not selected
because Mr. Roberts would not con-
sent to having the life edited out of it
to suit certain religious bodies and
other interests and whims.

Mr. Clement consented to have his
book cut up, and his reputation has
been steadily declining ever since. On
the other hand, Roberts’ history was
published in an expensive edition and
secured a few fond admirers. Now it
has been published in a cheaper edi-
tion* with illustrations. The preface
runs thus :

““ This volume, originally issued in 1897,
has been revised and brought down to date

by Mr. Roberts. A chapter on the govern-
ment of the country, federal, provincial, and

* A History of Canada for High Schools
and Academies, by Charles G. D. Roberts.
Toronto : Morang & Co.
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ROBERTS

CHARLES G. D.

municipal, has been added, as well as a list
of important dates. A new and enlarged
index completes the book."

While this book is much better than
Clement’s and is equal to any one-
volume history of Canada in existence,
it is still far from being ideal. There
are a thousand facts and dates in it
which might safely have been omitted.
The pictures of each period are not
broad enough, not bright enough, not
as vivid as a novelist might make them.
The War of 1812 alone, if told in all
its detail, would easily occupy all the
space any author, working on this
line, can be given. Why then try to
give the names of all the generals
and all the battles? Better far a
bright, vivid picture, such as an artist
might paint on one canvas—a running
commentary such as might be given
by a lecturer who desired to keep
his audience awake.

Then again the perspective is open
to question. There are 353 pages de-
voted to Canada before Confederation,
and 110 pages to the history since
Confederation. The latter period might
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reasonably have at least one-
half the space, instead of one-
quarter, il an author were
disposed to treat some of the
later phases of our national de-
velopment as Carlyle or Mac-
aulay would have treated them.

The ideal school-history of
Canada has yet to be written,
but until that ideal day Rob-
erts’ brightly-written work will
do very well. Any teacher of
enthusiasm and broad reading
may use it to advantage. The
other kind of teacher could do
little even with a more ideal
book.

p

CANADIAN FICTION

~ANADA has an increasing
number of very fair public
libraries, and the most strik-
ing feature in each is the ab-
sence of Canadian books.
There are not ten libraries
in the Dominion that have ‘a
department specially label-
led ‘‘Canadian.” Strange? No,
not so. The people of this country
have always been half-hearted in their
opinions. Even in 1812 they hesitated
a moment before they defended the
country ; and less than fifteen years
ago some of our leading men were
prepared to surrender our national ex-
istence.

There are some who stand firmly for
national existence, and most of them
recognize the value of studying and
encouraging our native literature.
Chief among these are the men who
are gathered about Victoria College,
Toronto. They encourage their stu-
dents to know Canadian books ; they
invite Canadian writers to contribute
to the College journal on purely native
topics ; they have issued a bibliog-
raphy of Canadian poetry, and will
shortly have a companion ‘‘ Bibliog-
raphy of Canadian (English) Fiction,”
which will be No. 2 of the publications
of Victoria University Library. This
bibliography was begun some years
ago by Lawrence ]. Burpee, of the
Ottawa Civil Service, but he grew tired
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of it, and abandoned his post to Pro-
fessor L. E. Horning, whose enthusiasm
in behalf of native literature is well
known. After patient research and
correspondence extending over many
months, he is now giving the work to
the public, though he knows that it is
far from being perfect. The Professor
is to be congratulated upon the measure
of success which has attended his un-
selfish efforts in this connection, and
Mr. Burpee deserves praise for having
originated an important piece of work
on behalf of our national literature.

Canada needs more professors with
enthusiasm for native letters. During
the past season Professor Horning de-
livered some fifteen university exten-
sion lectures at various points in
Ontario, and, during the months of
March and April, travelled twelve hun-
dred miles, carrying with him his zeal
on behalf of native prose, native poetry
and a higher standard of literary cul-
ture among the people. Itis a pleasing
sign that the public should be anxious
to hear about our native literature
which, however imperfect, will not be
improved by being ignored.

b,

STEWART EDWARD WHITE

TEWART EDWARD WHITE was
born in Grand Rapids, Mich.,
March 12, 1873. He lived all his young
boyhood in Grand Haven, where he
used to spend much time with his
father on the river and with the river-
men. Often, he used to accompany
his father on long trips to the north
woods, and so early acquired a taste
for that sort of thing. At the age of
ten he went to California and spent
four years in that State, taking long
hunting trips on horseback. During
the next few years he visited various
parts of the West, and did a good deal
of work in ornithology. His first pub-
lished book was on this subject—an
annotated list of the birds of Mackinac
Island, published in pamphlet form. He
made a collection of about 1,400 bird-
skins. After graduation from the
University of Michigan, desire for ad-
venture led him to the gold camps of

the Black Hills, where, with a horse,
gun and about $100, he enjoyed life.
He spent most of the time in a lawless,
unsheriffed camp, about forty miles
from anywhere, and made long horse-
back trips over the wild country in all
directions. Once he was nearly lynch-
ed, and once he was shot at. He mined
a little gold; staked some water rights,
and got fooled by a washout; shot
game for a living. During all this
time he was gathering material for his
two books, “The Claim Jumpers” and
““The Westerners.” Returning from
the wilds, he entered the Columbia
Law School and studied one winter.
Then he went abroad for a year and a
half, living in Paris and making many
literary friends. From civilization he
turned to the woods again, coming
to Canada and penetrating far into
the Hudson Bay region, where he
gathered the material for his two
books, *‘Conjuror’s House” and “‘The

PROFESSOR HORNING



STEWART EDWARD WHITE

Silent Places.” Last summer he spent
in the Sierra Nevada mountains,
tramping the backbone of the ridge for
over a thousand miles. On April 28th
last he was married to Miss Elizabeth
Grant, of Newport, R.I., and recently
returned to California with his bride,
where he will take up his residence in
a little house of which he himself was
the architect and builder, furniture and
cabinet maker, which he has whim-
sicallynamed ‘‘The Jumping Off Place.”

His latest book, ‘‘The Silent
Places,”* deals with the far northwest
in the early days of the Hudson’s Bay
Company and describes the pursuit of
an Indian defaulter by two employees
of the company. A man hunt under
the most wonderful and most trying
circumstances.

p

A MAN OF HORSES

O write one must know. W, A,

Fraser writes of horses because he
knows them. He has owned racing
horses in India and in Canada; he has
lost money to the bookies in the East
and the West, at Calcutta, at Sara-
toga, at Fort Erie, at Toronto. So

* Toronto: Morang & Co. Illustrated.
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have many others. Mr. Fraser differs
from the others in that he sought the
experience mainly that he might paint
the picture, just as did that Russian
painter of war scenes whose great
genius was lost to the world the other
day when a Russian battleship sank in
the Yellow Sea. That is why *‘Brave
Hearts” * will appeal to men who love
horses and know the race-course, and
to other men who love merely courage
and breeding and strength.

In addition to telling twelve good
short stories in this volume, Mr. Fraser
has again shown that he has a style of
his own. When his first work appear-
ed, the critics said it smelled of Kip-
ling. Fraser has lived that down and
the critics have swallowed the slander.
The excellences of his prose are his
own; his artistic handling of words and
phrases is mastery rather than imita-
tion; the abrupt forcefulness of his
phrases meets the general require-
ments of literary form, but yet has an
individuality of its own. Nor is he
merely a splendid transcriber; he in-
fuses his imagination and humour into
his writing, so that it is genuine fine
art with a vocabulary, a composition,
a manner, a feeling which reflects the
writer and him alone.

-
TRAVEL

NEW edition of ‘‘ Here and There
in the Home Land,” by Canniff
Haight, has been issued under the title
‘“A United Empire Loyalist in Great
Britain.” The only changes are the
addition of a Frontispiece picture of
the author, who died in 1go1, and a
biographical introduction by E. B.
Biggar. This is an excellent work
which should find many new admirers.
It is printed on heavy paper, with a
neat cover. f
The northern parts of Canada are
coming in for greater attention. The
central portion of British Columbia has
been described for the first time by
Rev. Father Morice, who has spent
twenty years among the Indians of that

* Toronto: Morang & Co. Cloth, $1.25.
t Toronto: Wm. Briggs. Cloth, $2.25.
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district. It is, as its title would indi-
cate, more than a contribution to our
history of the Indians. ‘‘The History
of the Northern Interior of British
Columbia* "’ goes back to the days
before Victoria and New Westminster
had been called into existence, when
Stuart Lake was the seat of authority
for that Province. The earliest tra-
ding posts were established by Simon
Fraser, who in 1902 became a partner
in the Northwest Fur Company, and in
1805 he founded Fort McLeod on Lake
Mcleod, the first permanent post
erected within what we now call Brit-
ish Columbia. In 1806 he explored
Stuart Lake, and built Fort St. James.
Bancroft, Masson, Bryce, Macfie, and
other historians, have improperly, says
the author, described the situation of
this fort and have called it the first
fort in British Columbia, whereas it
was the second. Fraser then explored
Fraser Lake, where he built another
fort. He named the whole district
New Caledonia, taking possession of
it in the name of his company. The
subsequent history of this district fills
out the interesting narrative which the
author has given to the public.
Another work on the northern part
of the Dominion is ‘‘ Sport and Travel
in the Northland of Canada,” by David
T. Hanbury,f who spent twenty
months travelling in the district im-
mediately north of Winnipeg. He
travelled from Winnipeg to Hudson
Bay, and from there to Great Slave
Lake, as a preliminary, but failed to
find a way to the north. This was in
1899. . Two years later he left Edmon-
ton and proceeded to Great Slave Lake
and Chesterfield Inlet. He returned
to Buchanan River, and then went
north to Pelly Lake, and pressed on to
the Arctic Ocean; thence westerly across
Kent Peninsula to Coronation Gulf,
and along to the mouth of the Copper-
mine. He ascended this and the Dease
River, and crossed Great Bear Lake to

*Toronto: Wm. Briggs. Cloth, illustrated,
$2.50.

+New York: The Macmillan Co. Toronto:
Morang & Co. Cloth, 318 pp., illustrated,

$4.50-

W. A. FRASER

Fort Norman on the Mackenzie, one
of the greatest trips ever taken by a
white man. A more extended notice
of this wonderful adventure will be
given next month in this publication.

S
A POOR BOOK

CASPAR WHITNEY is reputed to

be a great authority on sport and
heis editor of the American Sportsman’s
Library. The latest issue in this is
‘“ American Yachting,”* by W. P.
Stephens. This volume entirely over-
looks the greatest of all lake contests,
that for the ‘‘Canada’s” cup. This
contest was inaugurated at Toledo in
1896 when the Canada won from the
Vencedor. In 189g, the cup was taken
back to the United States by the Genesee
which defeated the Defender. In 1901,
the /nvader recovered it, defeating the
Cadillac at Chicago. Last year the
Strathcona was beaten by the /ronde-
gquoit and the Cup went to Rochester.

*New York: Macmillan & Co.
Morang & Co.

Toronto:
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VERNON NOTT, WHOSE SECOND VOLUME OF VERSE HAS

JUST APPEARED,-—~PHOTO BY KILE

This omission and the general make-
up of the book rob it of any perman-
ent value. In fact, it is a discredit to
the sport which it is supposed to rep-
resent.

Y

SUMMER READING

The Editor recommends the follow-
ing list of books for summer reading.

FICTION

The Bright Face of Danger, by Robert
Neilson® Stephens. Romance of the Renais-
sance. Copp.

The Crossing, by Winston Churchill. United
States Historical Romance. Copp.

The Watchers of the Trails, by Charles G.
D. Roberts. Animal Stories. Copp.
Strong Mac, by S. R. Crockett.

Galloway Tale. Copp.

Strong

The Imperialist, by Mrs. Everard
Cotes. Canadian Political Story.
Copp.

The Heart of Rome, by F. Marion
Crawford. Modern Romance. Copp.

Follow the Gleam, by Joseph
Hocking. Story of Cromwell’s
Time. Copp.

Over the Border, by Robert Barr.
Cromwell Story. Copp.

The Silent Places, by Stewart
Edward White. Canadian North-

west. Morang.

The Queen’s Quair, by Maurice
Hewlett. Mary Queen of Scots,
Morang.

Brave Hearts, by W. A. Fraser.
Racing Stories. Morang.

The Merry Ann, by Samuel Mer-
win. Smuggling on the Great Lakes.
Morang.

The Faith of Men, by Jack Lon-
don. Short Klondike Stories. Mo-
rang.

The American Prisoner, by Eden
Phillpotts. Dartmoor Prison Tale.
Morang.

Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm.
Kate Douglas Wiggin. Child Story.
Briggs.

My Friend Prospero. Henry Har-
land. An Italian Idyl. Briggs.

Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch,
Alice Hegan Rice. Humorous.
Briggs.

Lovey Mary. Alice Hegan Rice.
Humorous. Briggs.

Letters of a Self-made Merchant
to HisSon. Geo. C. Lorimer. Briggs.

Place and Power. Ellen Thorney-
croft Fowler. Political. Briggs.

Tales of the St. John River, E.
S. Kirkpatrick. Ready Shortly,
Briggs. 3

The Mystic Spring and other Stories. Hon.
D. W. Higgins. Ready Shortly. Briggs.

GENERAL

Journal of Voyages and Travels in the In-
terior of North America, by Daniel Williams
Harmon. Reprint. Morang.

The Fat of The Land, by John Williams
Streeter. The Story of a Farm, Morang.

Getting Acquainted with the Trees, by J.
Horace McFarland. Morang.

History of the Northern Interior of British
Columbia. A. G. Morice. Briggs.

By the Fireside. Charles Wagner. Briggs.

Working with the Hands. Booker T.
Washington. Briggs.

Handbook of Modern Japan. Ernest P,
Clement. Briggs.

Canada in the Twentieth Century, by A. G.
Bradley. Constable.

Quebec Under Two Flags, by Doughty and
Dionne. Quebec News Co.

The Journey's End and other Verses, by
Vernon Nott. Chapman.



SIR CHARLES TUPPER'S THROAT
LOTION

URING one of Sir Charles
Tupper's stumping tours
he was troubled with an
irritation of the throat,
says a writer in the Clinton
He had prepared a simple

remedy for the irritation in the shape

of plain barley water (not fermented
at all) and had instructed his Private

Secretary to remain at the rear of the

platform until he should require the

flask containing the lotion, when he
was to hand it to him. It was at

Hamilton, and the audience was some-

what boisterous. When his throat

began to trouble him, he poured
out a copious drink. Instantly the
audience assumed that it was liquor,
and began to chaff him, asking to be
taken in on the treat, and all sorts of
similar guying. Sir Charles protested
that he was not in the habit of using
intoxicants, saying that if they did not
believe his version about it being non-
intoxicating, he would call upon his
Private Secretary to come forward and
verify his assertion. This person came
to the front, rather embarrassed, which
was not lessened when he had made
his explanation by the audience good-
naturedly crying out: ‘‘Oh, Sir Charles,
your Private Secretary is drunk, and
you will be, too, if you drink much of

that.” It took some time to restore
order, but Sir Charles managed to
finish his speech without further diffi-
culty.
L
PHILOSOPHY AT DRILL

Drill sergeant, who is just initiating
his men into the mysteries of present-
ing arms, to recruit who has just left
the university:  Muller, do you know
what an idea is?” ‘‘Certainly,” re-
sponds the son of the Muses; ‘ the
word ‘idea’ had its origin with Plato,
who assumed that in a higher intelli-
gible world higher concepts actually
existed, and were recognisable, though
imperfectly expressed in the sensible
world, by the human psyche which had
experienced them in a previous exist-
ence.” Drill sergeant: ‘‘ Very well, if
you know that, would you oblige me
by shifting your rifle just an idea more
to the left."—Sachsenstimme.

|
MR. TREE'S EXPERIENCES

Mr. Harold Begbie, in the Pall Mall
Magasine, presents Mr. Beerbohm
Tree as ‘‘ the master juggler in per-
sonality,” and tells two interesting
stories of the way in which Mr. Tree
absorbs himself in his parts. When
he was acting Hamlet, he found him-
self in that scene on the ramparts
where he awaits the approach of the
ghost, gasping for breath and drench-
ed with the dew of apprehension.

““ What a fool I am!” he cried to
himself. ‘“ My back is to the audi-
ence, my face is hidden, the scene is
in darkness. Why should I waste so
much mental force? Why not stand
at rest, with detached mind, awaiting
my cue with a cool pulse?”

But a trial to this end convinced
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him of its folly. He had a difficulty
to get back into the character of Ham-
let; and, moreover, he discovered that
the scene did not grip the audience
with the same intensity. What was
the effect of this terror on the ram-
parts but a telepathic effect from the
stage to the audience? It was, in
other words, a brain-wave from the
actor to the men and women filling the
silent house.

The second story told by Mr. Beg-
bie supports the same mystical thesis.
When Mr. Tree was playing Mark An-
tony he was so lost in the part that his
grief forthemurdered Caesaraffected the
actors gathered roundthe bier, and from
them flowed into the house. But. to-
wards the end of the piece, at a time
when he was feeling unwell and worn
out, he checked something of his fer-
vour, and spoke with quieter pulse
and with intenser self-consciousness.

““What was the result?” he ex-
claimed. ‘‘The crowd on the stage
was unmoved, and the crowd in front
was unmoved also. I could feel the
loss of sympathy between my fellow-
actors, my audience, and myself.”

L}
PRONUNCIATION

The London Globe publishes the fol-
lowing study in pronunciation:

There was a young lady named

Strachan,

Who wished she had never been bachan;
For her sweetheart, Colquhoun,
Ran away—shot the Mgquhoun,

And left her completely forlachan.

L]
WHY ENGLISHMEN LIKE PUNCH

Mr. Sydney Brooks, writing in Har-
per's Weekly, of May 28, gives some
of the reasons why Punch has so
strong a hold on the affections of the
British public, and why it fails to ap-
peal to Americans. The great virtue
of Punch, he says, is its seriousness,
in which opinion there will be many on
this side of the water to agree with
him. The great fault of the American
comic papers, it appears, is that they
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are not serious enough. They are al-
ways making jokes. Punch, on the
other hand, evades these mistakes, but
is a critical journal. The Ameri-
can comic paper is like the professional
funny-man at a party. You listen
and laugh for a while and then you
want to murder him,

|
THEY KNEW HIM

A well-known literary man who has
been spending several weeks at his old
home in Vermont tells of a conversa-
tion which he overheard between two
visitors on the porch of the village
store. An acquaintance of theirs had
just passed in the street, and the
following comment was heard by the
visitor:

““Thar goes Si Perkins.” Then a
meditative pause. . . . ““Si ain’t the
man he used to be.”

‘‘Naw—an’ he never was.”—Har
per's Weekly.

|

AN UNDERESTIMATE

The decorator had just made his
estimate. “‘I’ll tell you what I'll do,”
said the householder.” “You go ahead
and decorate the house, and then I'll
give it to you in payment of your bill.”

““No,” replied the decorator. *¢]
couldn’t afford to take the house for
more than half payment.”—Chicago
Evening Post.

n
FOILED

A Mormon once argued polygamy
with Mark Twain. The Mormon in-
sisted that polygamy was moral, and
he defied Twain to cite any passage of
Scripture that forbade the practice.
“Well,” said the humorist, ‘“how
about that passage that tells us no man
can serve two masters ?"—A4rgonaut,

n
ISN'T IT QUEER ?

‘“It’s mighty queer about families.
There’s Mrs. O’Shaugnessy—she has
no children, an’ if I raymimber corrict-
ly, it was the same with her mother."
—Life.



ODDITIES AND CURIOSITIES

A WONDERFUL HORSE

HOW many different pieces of luck

and good judgment are required
to make a great success is well illus-
trated by the following story:

Some six years ago, a Mr. Wells, of
Aurora, attended a sale of horses, held
by Mr. Jos. Seagram, M.P., the well-
known distiller and race-horse breeder.
He bought a cast-off mare that had
once been a winner and still showed
her blue-blood. The price paid was
less than what would be paid for an
ordinary roadster.

Mr. Wells took the mare home, for
he loves a good horse and he once
knew what it meant to see his horses
win and lose on the race-track. Three
years ago this mare had a colt from
Courtown, a splendid horse owned by
Mr. N. Dyment, of Barrie, another
admirer of good running stock. And
they called this black colt Sapper.

Now, when Sapper grew into a long-
limbed, ugly yearling, Mr. Dyment
fancied him, and he bought him from
Mr. Wells for $r25. Mr. Wells
wished him well, and said to Mr.
Dyment, ‘‘ Take care of him and you
may win something with him.” So

they entered him for the King's Plate,
where horses are entered when babies,
The King’s Plate is the oldest race in
America, and is for three-year-olds
born and bred in Canada. It has been
run in Canada for fifty years.

So the King's Plate of 1904 ap-
proached, and the date, May 21st, was
set. Not many people knew anything
about this horse Sapper, and any
money that was put on him in the win-
ter books was put on the Dyment
Stable. When Sapper was brought to
Toronto to be trained, it began to
be whispered about that he was a good
horse. The public fancied War Whoop,
however, and Sapper was neglected.
The Son of Courtown and poor old
Kate Hardcastle was not worried
about the betting. He was learning
his business. He loved the gallop in
the muddy track as a kitten loves to
play and jump, as a boy loves to climb
fences and trees, as a man loves to
gain success in the world.

And the day came when the great
race, the greatest Canadian race of the
year was to be run. And the people
filled the Toronto street-cars to over-
flowing as they crowded down to the

SAPPER-—WINNER OF THE KING'S PLATE OF 1904.—PHOTO BY GALBRAITH

287



THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

A DOUBLE EXPOSURE

Some years ago a H, B. Co. factor took
returning from visiting some traps.
doorstep to be photographed.

a picture of two men in a canoe as they were
The men brought a fox, and he was fixed up on a
Inadvertently both exposures were on the same plate with

the above result.—By kindness T. A. Reynolds, Brockville.

Woodbine, The Governor-General
and Lady Eileen Elliott and their
friends came up from Ottawa. So did
Lord Dundonald, the Major-General
commanding His Majesty’s forces in
Canada. So did numbers of senators
and members of parliament. For, was
this not the King’s Guineas, and were
they not humble representatives of His
Majesty ? And the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor, the Chief Justices, the K.C.’s,
the humbler citizens of His Majesty
crowded in also. And the crowd on
the green sward that stretches along
the mud track numbered ten thousand.

It was the fifth race, but the great-
est of the day. The distance was one
and a quarter miles. The men and
women made their bets and their hat-
pools. The horses were warmed up
and walked around the paddock. The
bugle blew, the blankets were stripped,
the jockeys mounted and they paraded
up the track by the judges’stand. They
went to the post. Inten minutes they
are off. Two black horses go to the
front, leaving the other twelve in a

helpless, struggling bunch. Which

black will win ?

23}, 494, 1.02}, 1.15}, 1.30, 1.44,
1.57%, 2.12—record.

As they come down the stretch one
is winning easily, not a whip, not a
spur, not a hand, not a heel is needed
to keep him straight and true. His
gallant courage is his only goad. And
Sapper, whose mother had been sold
for a song, who himself had been sold
for a few dollars, won the greatest
race of 19o4. Sapper was a hero.

The people cheered as he came back
to the stand, and they took this pic-
ture for the readers of Tue CANADIAN
MaGaziNg. Then Mr. Dyment, the own-
er, and Mr. A. E. Dyment, M.P., the
son, went up into the judges’ stand to
receive the congratulations of His Ex-
cellency, the certificate and the cup.
The prize money was only a paltry
$2,000, but there are men in Canada
who would give $235,000 to be able to
see a horse of theirs do what Sapper
did that day at the Woodbine.



CANADA AND THE CAPE

HE trade between Canada and
South Africa has not been devel-
oping as fast as is desirable. Sir Al-
fred Jones, head of the Elder-Dempster
Steamship Line, has decided to en-
courage that trade more generously.
He has announced that the steamer
Monarch, which will leave Montreal on
July 25th, will take representatives of
Canadian manufacturers and samples
free. This will practically convert the
vessel into a floating exhibition, and
will enable the manufacturer to show
his wares at each of the ports touched
at by the Monarch in South Africa. It
is hoped thus to bring about a more
speedy development of the Canada-
Cape direct trade.

B
FAST ILLUSTRATING

HE London Daily Chronicle has an
engraving department for the
purpose of helping to illustrate that
metropolitan journal. It is a British
publication, but not so slow as some
colonials and a few United Statesers
would have us believe British business
men generally usually are. It tells
this story: ‘‘A few nights ago sever-
al artists were sent by the Dazly
Chronicle to Portsmouth to draw the
sad scenes of the burial of the Sub-
marine A1 victims. We received their
finished sketches at 11.15 p.m. We
were ready; all decks cleared for ac-
tion. For, as mentioned elsewhere,
our way of taking time is to take time
by the forelock. In one hour and
twenty minutes the chief in person
hurried over to the Daily Chronicle
office with plates equal to about three-
quarters of a full page size; all per-
fectly finished ; thoroughly, deeply

7/ ._q\?
mﬁ@ﬁm
By //ﬂ%ﬂ?
etched; clear and clean at all points.
Thus Portsmouth and other readers
had fine illustrations of the historic
scenes on their breakfast table, a rec-
ord which secured the warm congratu-
lations of the Editor of the Daily
Chronicle.

““ What a far cry to the days of forty
years ago, when in publishing the
news of Lord Palmerston’s death, a
leading illustrated journal announced
that in a few weeks it hoped to present
a portrait of his lordship.”

22713

THE MAPLE LEAF AT ST. LOUIS

THE maple leaf badge of the Cana-

dian Press Association attracted
much notice at St. Louis from May 15th
to 2oth, when one hundred and ninety
Canadian journalistsvisitedthe World’s
Fair. Every Canadian visitor to the
Fair should wear a little maple leaf, as
it leads to many pleasant conversa-
tions. Mr. Cliffe, of Carleton Place,
describing the incidents during his
stay, tells the following story:

‘“One day a gentleman from Chi-
cago and his wife were at our table in
the Inside Inn. We discoursed pleas-
antly, I opening by remarking on the
speed with which American people
dashed through their menus, he as-
senting to the fidelity of the indict-
ment and lamenting the rapid march
of the people to premature decay.
Suddenly wheeling around at me, not
noting my maple leaf, he said: ‘ What
State are you from?’ I think Divinity
shaped my answer, for with suave
boldness I instantly replied: ‘I am
from Greater America.’ ‘ From where?’
he said, his knife and fork suspended
in mid-air, his face a map of surprise.
‘I am from Greater America,’ I said

289
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over again, positively but pleasantly,
[ wasn’t going to lose the opportunity
of licking all creation over there when
but a phrase could do it, and so | stuck
to my gun. As he comprehended my
meaning, his countenance tipped over
and fell off. But his appreciation of
my claim to a vaster birthright than
has been was soon apparent and we
discussed the fishing and shooting of
Canada till the sherbet separated us
and I saw him no more.”
ot
CANADA AND ITALY

A NEW steamship line is contem-

plated between Canadian and
[talian and other Mediterranean ports,
says the B.C. Review of London, Eng-
land. The project is feasible, and
should prove remunerative, especially
for Italy, which sends large quantities
of oranges and lemons to Montreal.
It is supposed that the Dominion Gov-
ernment will grant a subsidy to the
proposed new line, also that a prefer-
ential duty may be allowed on Italian
wines and products in exchange for a
preference on coal and flour, lumber,
wood pulp, petroleum, agricultural
implements, and other products ex-
ported from Canada to Italy.

Alarge Italian shipping firm, possess-
ing, it is said, upwards of 100 vessels,
is originating a scheme for an Italian
colony in the North-West Territories,

One point which these people ad-
vance as important is the division of
fruit cargoes, which would mean a
steadier market and better fruit, in-
stead of a glut once a year, with large
waste, due to keeping the fruit for
such long periods.

Official reports show that during the
past two years the immigration from
Italy has represented the largest addi-
tional incoming to the United States,
and also it is pointed out that Italian
emigration to other parts of the world
has almost entirely fallen off, and that
for the present the tide is setting to-
wards the United States and Canada,
with constantly growing dimensions.
Upwards of 200,000 people so emi-
grated in the last fiscal year, and as
the tide of people is continually in-

creasing, it is proposed to operate a
direct line of steamers from Sicily and
other Mediterranean ports to Montreal
next season. Some years ago the Ar-
gentine was a favourite point for emi.
grants, but owing to political unrest
and lack of business many of the lines
running to these ports had been obliged
to abandon the River Plate.

The total population of Italy is now
estimated to be 31,000,000. The an-
nual emigration is fully 500,000 men,
women and children; yet notwithstand-
ing this tremendous drain there is a
steady annual increase in the popula-
tion of the country of between 6 and
7 per cent. More than two million
Italians have gone to the United States
in the past thirty years, of whom about
one million have remained permanently
in their adopted home,

o2
TARIFFS THAT PROHIBIT

A NOTABLE example of how a tar.

iff may turn the stream of trade
into a new channel is the change in
our sugar trade caused by the surtax
levied during the past year on Cana.
dian importations from Germany. Dyr.
ing the nine months ending March
31st, 1904, the importations of sugar
from Germany dropped from 150 mil-
lion pounds to a half million; while the
imports from the British West Indies
and Guiana increased from forty mil-
lion pounds to 162 million.

The total imports from Germany
show a remarkable decrease. Where.
as for the nine months ending March
31st, 1903, the total dutiable goods
entering Canada fro g, Germany
amounted to $7,776,203, they had
sunk for a similar period, terminatin
March 31st last, to $5,076,383, a fall.
ing off of $2,699,822. No wonder the
man with the mailed fist is calling for
a halt in the war of tariffs. In March,
1903, Canada took $928,831 worth of
German dutiable goods. Last March
this country bought only $491,440. In
view of these facts, Germany seems to
be getting more than she bargained
for when she raised the duties against
Canada because of the preference given
to Great Britain.
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Theldeal Beverage

[OMONIO]

A Pale Ale, palatable, full
of the virtues of malt and
hops, and in sparkling con-
dition, is the ideal beverage.

® ® @
And when chemists an-
nounce its purity and

ndges its merits, one needs
ook no further.

(OBOMO)

ASK FOR
/
(LONDON)

%
|
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For the
Dyspeptic

Half a teaspoon of Horsford's
Acid Phosphate in half a glass of
water after meals gives pcr?ect di-
gestion,

To relieve nervous and sick
headache, the sense of oppression,
distress and “‘all gone™ feeling, take

Horsford's
Acid Phosphate

If your druggist cant supply you, send 25
cents to Rumrorp Cuemical Works, Provi-
dence, R. ., for sample bottle, postage paid.
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IT'S NOT YOUR

THE HAMMOND
TYPEWRITER CO.

MONTREAL BRANCH, - I3 BLEURY ST.

9000004 mmmmmmw

NEIGHBOR’S FAULT

If your correspondence hasn't the neat appear-
ance that has made the

HAMMOND TYPEWRITER
WORK

FAMOUS THE WORLD OVER

It's up to you to examine a Hammonp.
In five minutes you will see more exclusive
features than you ever imagined possible in a
typewriter.

Write for Catalog and we will instruct our repre-
sentative to call on you.

|
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First Discovery
of Coffee

About 16 centuries ago an Arab herder of
goats driving the flock through some new
country was alarmed at the antics of the
animals and thought they were ‘‘ possessed

of the devil.”

Each day the same thing occurred after the
goats had eaten of a certain kind of berry.
The goatherd thought he would eat a few to
try the effect,

That was the discovery of coffee.

Arabs learned to brown the berries and
boil them, drinking the liquor which was then
and now recognized as a stimulant with direct
action on the heart,and of course the reaction
and depression later on.

Coffee sets up a partial congestion of the
liver in many people as shown by the coated
tongue, yellow skin and generd) lethargy. If
continued, fixed and chronic disease sets up
in some organs most easily affected. Some
people are strong enough in digestion to get
along well with coffee for years, but great
numbers are not.

It is often stated by physicians that coffee :
is the one greatest of all causes of disease to Americans.

Anyone can easily prove whether it be coffee that causes the
periodical headaches, sick stomach, bowel troubles. weak heart,

kidney complaint, weak eyes, neuralgia, rheumatism or nervous prostration.

Simply leave it off entirely for 10 days, and that's easy when you can have a piping
hot rich cup of POSTUM with the coffee color and a crisp coffee snap (if well made
according to the directions on the package.)

If you find, in a day or two, that you are getting better, that's your cue, follow it
straight back to health, comfort and the power to do things.

POSTUM FOOD COFFEE, 10 days, “ There’s a Reason.” 4
\_
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Pearline

The Modern Soap

for anything washable
and for many things which /-
have been considered &
unwashable. As it does
away with the Rubbing it
saves fabrics and spares &
Women - Lace,Linen,Cotton, - ¥
Silk Wool and your Skin ; §
receive nothing but clean-
liness from Pearline
Costs same as & "7 s

MATTER OF

GOQd ba]" Soap % INTELLIGENCE '

DELICIOUS TASTY
s (ST T
Detroit, Mich. o Windsor, Canada
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Sweet Caporal
Cigarettes

““The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked.”
—London Lancet.
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" INFANTS FED ON NESTLE'S FOOD ARE STRONG AND
OBUST, BECAUSE ‘"THEY ARE WELL AND PROPERLY NOUR'
T IS EASILY DIGESTED AND ASSIMILATED, AND

* - <
Tﬂl LEEM!NG. MILIS CO-. Ltd-._MONTRlAL. P Q

RIS
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Seal Brand Coffee

makes breakfast a success, by making the
coffee for breakfast a success.

Most men would rather have a cup of
rich, delicious coffee in the morning than
anything else.

Good cooks rely on SEAL BRAND

to insure their breakfast coffee being
always just right.

In 1 and 2 Ib. airtight tin cans—ground
or in the bean.

Chase ® Sanborn

Montreal

FOR SALE BY LEADING GROCERS

After many years of crucial examination
and severest testing, the

UNDERWOOD

has been conceded first place among all

writing and tabulating machines because
of absolute superiority and durability. Of

course much time is saved by visible writs
ing, and the Underwood is the only ma-
chine giving this great convenience, We
have second-hand machines from $235.00
up.

Write us for special price list of new
and second-hand typewriters.

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO.
LIMITED

7-9 Adelaide Street East, Toronto.

19 King Street West, Hamilton.

97 St. Francols Xavier Street, Montreal.
Temple Building, London.

Sole Canadian Dealers.

4
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Priestley’s
Estrellas

The daintiest fabrics for
summer wear.

4 10 0

Worn by the best dressed women
the world over.

LR I A 4

These goods have received the highest
praise from H. R. Highness Princess
of Wales, and worn by her.

L B AR R

FOR SALE AT ALL THE BEST
DRY GOODS STORES.

31
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A choice selection of the latest
Novelties in

CHINA ano GLASS
Lamps and Shades

WILLIAM JUNOR
88 West King Street TORONTO

to drink

HIRES

and lots
of it.

Made of

Nature’s

best helps
to health.

Rootbeer

A package makes five gallons,

Charles E. Hires Co., Malvern, Pa., U.S.A,
| W. P. DOWNEY, Sole Agent,
1‘ 30 and 20§ St. Peter St., Montreal, Canada,
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PALMER BEAUTIES

[ The voice of a piano is its speak-
ing beauty.

Q[ Architecture and design are its
silent beauties.

[ The musical voice of the Palmer
is adopted into it with the selected

wood of which it is built.

[ The design and finish of the
Palmer is the work of artists in
pianocraft.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE
ORDER THROUGH DEALERS

The Palmer Piano Company

Limited

Toronto, Canada

ART DEP'T  CANADIAN MAGAZINE.
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D. & A.

CORSETS
wooel “CREST” 400

Straight Front

This is a patented corset which is unequalled
in fit, wear and durability. It is the only
corset which Cannot Break at the Waist
Line.

This model, made in drab only, of the nicest
coutille, has a 10}4 inch clasp, 5 hooks with
dips for hose supporter. It is also trimmed
with wide high-grade lace, with an insertion of
baby ribbon. Sizes 18 to 30. Retails at $1.25
Hxtth'sizeg 31 WG 2 0y i o a5

iy <k OLD OSTRICH
g S FEATHERS
You only think them old. By the addition of new tops

and our improved methods of dyeing, cleaning and curling
ostrich plumes we make them new again. No matter in

what part of Canada you reside you can send your feathers
here by express or post and have them cleaned, dyed or
curled in up-to-date style and returned promptly,

R. PARRER @ CO.

WorKs and Hoad Office

787-791 Yonge Street, TORONTO, CANADA
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BROUGHTI UP ON NEAVE'S JFOOD. '

Neaovels
Food

Infants, Invalids
and -the ged

‘“ AN EXCELLENT FOOD,

admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”

Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D,

GOLD MEDAL, Woman's Exhibi-
tion, London, (Eng.), 1900.

THREE-QUARTERS OF A
CENTURY’S REPUTATION.

Neave’s Food is regularly
used in the

RUSSIAN INPERIAL NURSERY.

MANUFACTURERS: —~JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO,, FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND.
Wholesale Agents:-THE LYMAN BROS. & CO., Limited, Toronto and Montreal.

LIKE A BOOK

Our New Collapsible “ LITTLE BEAUTY”
Hammock Cot (pat’d) folds up like a book.

Just the thing for Summer Travelling, Camping or
Home. Our booklet sent for the asking.

T 3 giT HEVV'
W TiTGE
BEAUTY [
A ' HAMMOCK COT. |

PATENTED

THE GEO. B. MEADOWS, Toronto
Wire, Iron and Brass Works Company, Limited
113 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO

A Full Line
in Stock
made by
-the well

known
House of

ROSS

Limited

of London
England

These are unexcelled by any other make, ang
are now offered at prices lower than ever

8 power, $37.70 and $42.00
10 power, 45.00 and 49.30
12 power, 50.00 and 54.00

SEND FOR LEAFLET

CHARLES POTTER - - OPTICIAN
85 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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THE DESK OF THE ACE.

Every Devic
necessary to make a dﬂk reliable,
l-bur saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and construction, in finish
and utility, in durability and design
they lead all other makes. They
make an office a better office.

24 Onr Catalogue .zorl in detail,
Canadian Office & 8chool
Furniture Co., Limited.
PresTON, Ontario, Canada.
Office. School, Church and Lodge

Furniture.

A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

EMOVES Tan,
Pimples, Freckles,
Moth-Patches, Rash and
Skin diseascs, and every
blemish on beauty, and
defies detection. On its
virtues it has stood the
test of 56 years; no other
has, and is so harmless
we taste it to be sure it is
properly made. Accept
no counterfeit of similar
The distinguished
. A, Sayersaid to a
lady of the haut-ton (a
patient): *As yowu
ladies will use them, [
recommend * Gouraud's
Cream’ as the least harmful of all the Skin preparations.” One
bottle will last six months, using it every day.

Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous hair
without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, l‘rull\ru'h‘r 37 Great Jones St,, N.Y
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers thruuglmul
the U.S., Canada and Europe.

Also found in New York City at R. H. Macoy's, Stearn's, Ehrich's, Ridley's
and other Fancy Goods Dealers. t.ﬂ‘lmvurn of base imitations, #1,000
reward for arrest and proof of any one selling the same.

the Skin

AS WELL AS

PURIFIES
Beautifies

ROGERS—MAKERS OF FINE

MAHOGANY

This Dinner Waggon is part
of a mahogany suite built at
our own cabinet works. The
design is decidedly ‘‘Sheraton”
in feeling, and is greatly ad-
mired for its quiet elegance and
fine proportions.

FURNITURE

Our price for the outfit, in-
cluding Sideboard, Dinner
\\ dgtron Table and Chairs, is

low.

SHALL WE SEND YOU OUR

THE ROGERS FURNITURE COMPANY, Limited

97 Yonge Street, TORONTO

CATALOGUE?

LUBY'S

GIVES NEW LIFE

1O THE HAIR
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| HEWSON
TWEEDS

Have rapidly been rec-
ognized by good
judges of woolens as
taking rank along side
Scotch fabrics. Some
leading city tailors pre-
fer them to the import-
ed. From Halifax to
Victoria tailors will
supply Hewson
fabrics. A sK them.

Weare making splendid,
stylish, pure wool
cloths, and are quickly
building a reputation whick
is backed by our name and
guarantee. The best Can.
adian tailors are our best
HEWSON WOOLEN MILLS friends. They know!

HEWSON WOOLEN MILLS, = - Amherst, N.S.

NO HEAT WASTED

The Robb-Mumford boiler is
internally fired, and no heat is
wasted by radiation as in an
externally fired boiler.

The furnace is long and of
large diameter, with greatest
=== height at the back, giving good
" combustion.

The boiler is built with a sheet steel case, ready for use
when it leaves our works, or for bricksetting if preferred.

Robb Engineering Go., umis, Amherst, N.S.

William McKay, 320 Ossington Avenue, Toronto.

Ageﬂts Watson Jack & Company, Montreal.
J. F. Porter, 3556 Carlton St.,, Winnipeg.
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NOW IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY

To buy a splendid organ at stock-taking prices. Look over the following list and
write us at once, as these organs have to be cleared out to make room for the mov-
ing of the head office of the Company to these premises.

575.007_Berl|n Organ, piano case, 6 octaves, 2 knee swells, 11 stops,

handsome Mahogany finished case.

565 00 __Mason & Hamlin Organ, 2 knee swells, 10 full stops, 5 octaves,
. medium height top.

560 OO_Domlnlon Organ, high top, 5 octaves, 2 knee swells, 10 stops, In
. massive elaborate alnut case.

555 OO___W Bell & Co , high top, 5 octaves, 11 stops, 2 knee swells, beauti-
. ful Walnut case.

545 00___Domlnlon Organ, in splendid Walnut case, high top, mouse-
. proof, 8 stops, 5 octaves, 2 knee swells,

545 Oo_E%mlnlgr‘?vglrgun. in splendid Walnut case, high top, 5 octaves,
. nee s,

535 00 __Thomas Organ, high top, 5 octaves, nine stops, 2 knee swells,
. in Walnut case.

530 Oo_gainlgé bB:ll & Co., 10 full stops, 6 octaves, 2 knee swells, medium
. elg P.

525.00 ~—-Doherty, double knee swell, 5 octaves, 11 stops.

520 00 —=Clough & Warren, 5 octaves, 7 stops, neat Walnut case.
Also many others of smaller case design, suitable for churches.

We will make the terms easy. Write to-day, as these may be all sold by to-morrow.
The NEWCOMBE PIANO CO,,
LIMITED
Cor. Church and Richmond Sts., TORONTO, ONT.

Richelieu’s Famous Dictum

Take away the sword; states can be saved
without it. Bring me a pen and ink;
any pen will do, but the ink must be the
never-fading, non-corroding, free-flowing

Writing Ink

ALL FIRST-CLASS STATIONERS SELL IT.
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B L5 PERAINS
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Cvrierg < wory
OAME & Soue

PERRINS

&

Such dainty and delicate y bk -
Confections are ' - ’ e

COWANSS Zgi:?pgfcure knows full vell the
SWISS MILK CHOCOLATE, LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE

and those who wish to enjoy fish,

CHOCOLATECREAM BARS’ fowl, game or meat at their ful]

delicacy of flavor, must use a few

‘ CHOCOLATE WAFERS, EtC. g | ‘ drops of ‘‘ the Sauce that has abso-

lutely no equal. Try it.

.J. M. DOUGLAS & CO.,, MONTREAL
CANADIAN AGENTS
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We will tell you all about it in
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Have You Selected
Your New Golf
Jersey Yet?

If not, send for our large
Illustrated Catalogue and

PURE WOOL

and therefore the best to
be had. When you write
for our Catalogue ask for Dr. Jaeger's
famous book on ‘*Health Culture,”
and learn why the Jaeger Pure Wool
Wear is so beneficial to health and
general comfort. It has so many good
points that we can't begin to tell you
about them here, but if you will send us
your name on a postal card you will re-
ceive full information.

DR. JAEGER 335ty SYSTEM fomped™

2206 8t. Catherine 8t., MONTREAL

the next issue of this

Magazine.

see our new designs—all
made of
JAEGER

WATCH THIS SPACE

VP00 0000000000 000000000000 0000 00000000
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Enthuse About
Boeckh’s Brushes
and Brooms

These experienced ones seldom err
in judgment. They have a great
reputation for foresight, and insist
upon their Grocer supplying them
with the Brushes and Brooms branded
with the name ‘* BOECKH,"” because
they are absolutely the best on the
market.

—All good Grocers recommend Boeckh's
—Brushes and Brooms, and Cane's Pails,
—Tubs, Washboards and Clothespins.
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GOURLAY fs\ |
PIANOS ¢

Every One An Art S
Piano

F we took a commission to make a single
piano for $5,000, it could be of no better
material or workmanship than we reg-

ularly use in our plainest, least expensive in-
strument, for we use the best only. We could
spend more money on ornamentation, but noth-
ing to improve quality. And every instrument
receives that same personal care and special exact-
ness in detail that one would look
for in such a costly instrument.

We have a proposition that makes
it easy for youtoowna GOURLAY.
Evenif your means are limited, there
is no need to buy an inferior piano.
Wrrite for particulars.

\&\ 'i _\ \ : ,:_\ N@, .\\\f
: \\\%\::\\\ B NS

ART DEP'Y cnmmmuw\v ) \\X\ —— e e

URLAY WINTERELEEMING

/‘_\———*"
TORONTO°]88YONGE ST X HAMILTON-66KING ST-w:
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McLAUGHLIN VEHICLES

Excel in Style, Comfort and Durability

RIAGE /
\\r— M

No. 48 -STICK SEAT SURREY

We build over 100 different varieties of spring vehicles. Our carriages have an individuality all
their own and are giving satis'action and delight to thousands of contented users in Canada and other
sections of the British Empire, Catalog on application.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., Limited, - OSHAWA

h L ik T S
Yo can do it
just as well
Pour over lumps of ice, strain and serve

SEVEN KINDS BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

G. F. HEUBLEIN @ BRO.
HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON
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AMERICA'S FAIREST
SUMMER RESORT DISTRICTS

INCLUDING

MusKkoKka Lakes Lake Nipissing and
Lake of Bays French River

Maganetawan River LaKkes Simcoe and

30,000 Islands of Couchiching
the Georgian Bay Kawartha Lakes

Wild, romantic scenery—pure, bracing air—fishing,
boating, beautiful water trips—and

PERFECT IMMUNITY FROM HAY FEVER

It"s fun even to read about it—handsomely illustrated
descriptive matter, maps and all information
FREE. Apply to

G T. BELL
General Passenger and Ticket Agem
Grand Trunk Railway System
Montreal, Canada
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ALLAN LINE #,..
TO LIVERPOOL

CALLING AT MOVILLE, LONDONDERRY

The Allan Line Twin-screw Steamer * Tunisian,”

TURBINE-ENGINED STEAMERS BUILDING
VIOTORIAN, 12,000 Tons VIRGINIAN, 12,000 TONS
NEW STEAMERS
TUNISIAN, 10,575 Tons, Twin Screws BAVARIAN, 10,375 Tons, Twin Screws
IONIAN, 9,000 Tons, Twin Screws

These fine ’ncw steamers sail every Friday to Liverpool, calling at Londonderry.

The steamers are amongst the largest and finest in the Transatlantic Lines, and are excelled b none in
the accommodation for all classes of passengers., The Saloons and Staterooms are amidshi ns, where least
motion is felt, and all above the main deck, thus securing perfect light and ventilation. Bllge keels have
been fitted to all the steamers, which has reduced the rolling motion to the minimum. The vessels are also
fitted with Marconi's system of wireless telegraphy.

Electric lights are in use throughout the ships, and the cabins have all the comforts of modern first-class
hotels. Cuisine is unsurpassed. 3

1904 PROPOSED SAILINGS 1904
From LIVERPOOL STEAMERS From MONTREAL From QUEBEC
P RIS BAVARIAN ...covvvves Fri., 17 June, 4.00 a.m. Fri., 17 June, 3.00 p.m.
Lk e B PR NS PARISIAN .. e B IS “Oo4 w1000 ¢
e S e TUNISIAN.. Shsa el July, LOD ™ # 1July, 300 *
23 T SR P RONEAN . o ienanvs ! B RO " s 5 0g: » %
e A SHDAVARIAN.. ... ke | Sl T R el LSRR T IR
LUl ... ....PARISIAN .. Vi niodees  MERales T O el SRe Rt ¢ 8V
A 5% .TUNISIAN.. i B U Rl wias MR TRN PR
fn “ ..JONIAN... ‘“  b5Aug.,800 *“ * 6Aug.,700 “
B s ie BAVARIAN g S U TR * 1% % %00 ®

TR o S AL R Sl Sptemvgs 1, 238 nen: st o
BAYABIAN 4 11,8 o, Tplelag (07 g, e v misper b on e . e
KO esmagen Betiveon HATIFAR o MOV 17 WiSe ¥ Houre T st et St on v e
e o S 1, B S 4,y e S Octoer

ForJrates or further particulars apply tofany Agentfof the;Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge Street, Toronto
or H. & .A. ALLAN, Montreal




44

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

CANADIAN PAGIFIG

BUSINESS,
HEALTH or
PLEASURE

If you are contemplating a trip, East or West, North or South,
to the Atlantic Seaside or the Pacific Coast, to any quarter of the
Globe, it will pay you to favorably consider the advantages offered by

the most unique railway system in the world.

BUSINESS—It passes through or has access to every City and
important Town in the Dominion of Canada.

HEALTH-—Some of the most renowned health resorts and
mineral springs are situated on its lines; with its connections all

others are reached.

PLEASURE—No grander scenery can be found along the line

of any railway.

ROBT. KERR, C. E. E. USSHER, A. H. NOTMAN,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent, Asst. Gen'l Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL MONTREAL TORONTO
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RICHELIEU AND Navigation
ONTARIO Company
AMERICA’S UNRIVALLED SCENIC LINE

Niagara
to

The

Mag- the
nificent

New

Steamers sea

“TORONTO'..
"KINGSTON

LEAVE TORONTO FOR

Rochester Kingston
Clayton

1,000 Island
Ports

Passing through the Picturesque Scenery of
g 4 1 b 4

the 1,000 Islands, and making the descent of

all the Marvellous Rapids to
Montreal
Quebec

Murray Bay and Tadousac

thence up the far-famed

MANOIR RICHELIEU, MURRAY BAY, P.Q. Sag‘uenay River

MANOIR RICHELIEU, M Bay, P.Q.
HOTELS .+ s« .. HOTEL TADOUSAG. Tagousac, P.Q.

Two charmingly situated summer hotels owned and operated by this Company and up-to-date in every particular.

For fureey to - THOS. HENRY, Trafic Manager, MONTREAL
¢““WE DELIGHT IN GIVING INFORMATION *”
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Over the WABASH to the
' Great World’s Fair, St. Louis, Mo.

CO.\IE with us and see this the greatest Exposition in the
history of the world. New and elegant palace sleepers,

built specially for this traffic, are now running daily between §

Montreal, Toronto and St. Louis, over the Canadian Pacific

Wabash short line. The shortest, best, quickest and only true

route from Canada to St, Louis. Tickets good via Wabash
short line or via Chicago, with stop over at Detroit or Chicago
without extra cost. Passengers leaving via evening trains
arrive in St. Louis next day at noon. For rates, time-tables and
descriptive folder, address J. A, RICHARDSON, Dist. Pass.
Agent, North-east corner King and Yonge Streets, Toronto.

QUEBEC GULF AND RIVER OF

STEAMSHIP | ST, LAWRENCE
COMPANY

LIMITRD Summer Cruises in Cool Latitudes

The well and favorably known

S. S. CAMPANA

1,700 tons, lighted by Electricity, and with all modern comforts, leaves MONTREAL
on Mondays at 2 p.m., 2oth June; 4th and 18th July; 1st, 15th and 29th August,
and QUEBEC the day following at noon for GASPE, PERCE, GRAND RIVER,
SUMMERSIDE, CHARLOTTETOWN and PICTOU.

The finest trip of the season for health and comfort.

BERMUDA LINE WEST INDIES LINE

Improved service next season with the Special cruises to the Tropics, January,
new twin-screw, 16 knots, up-to-date

February and March, 1g9o;.
S. S. “BERMUDIAN,” 5,000 tons.

A. F. WEBSTER, Ticket Agent - King and Yonge Streets, Toronto
STANLEY BRENT, Ticket Agent - - 8 King Street East, Toronto
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, Quebec
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The

Intercolonial
Railway

THE SEA

‘“How happy they,

Who from the toil and tumult of their lives

Steal to look down where naught but ocean strives.”
—BYRON

‘““Sea air is proverbial as a tonic,
and makes the blood dance in our
veins . . .. and with every breath
we are laying in a store of fresh
life and health and energy; it is
impossible to overestimate all we

owe to the sea.”
“THE PLEASURES OF LIFE.”

“Intercolonial Tours to Summer Haunts” offers a great variety
of seaside resorts reached by Canada’s Famous Train, the *‘ Mari-
time Express,” via the Intercolonial Railway. Write for copy to

General Passenger Department
MONCTON, N.B.
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s sk Posces gitend 0. IT'S GOOD
BUSINESS TO

LOORKR AFTER

YOUR HEALTH

AND there is nothing like a sea voyage

THE
ADIRONDACK
MOUNTAINS.

The lakes and streams in the Adiron- on a comfortable ship, with pleasant
dack Mountains are full of fish; the woods people to revive and invigorate your energies
are inviting, the air is filled with health, and interest. There would be fewer doctors’
and the nights are cool and restful. If bills to pay if everybody went to the West
you visit this region once, you will go Indies each winter on a
there again. An answer to almost any
question in regard to the Adirondacks i Po @ Bo STEAMER
will be found in No. 20 of the Four-Track ‘ A 42 days’ passage
Series,” ‘‘ The Adirondack Mountains and for $130.00
How to Reach them,” issued by the is a cheap way of escaping doctors' bills.

NEW YORK CENTRAL e
R. M. MELVILLE - . - - Toronto

- P —

A copy will be mailed free on receipt of a two-

amp, by George H. Daniels, General Passen- & ' ’ b o
B Agwt, Grand Coutrid Seation. Tiow Yorb PICKFORD & BLACK - Halifax

Dominion Line Steamships
WEEKLY SERVICE—MONTREAL TO LIVERPOOL

From Liverpool STEAMER From Montreal | From Liverpool STEAMER From Montrea)
16... VANCOUVER July 21 .. VANCOUVER ........

... KENSINGTON ‘“ 28 .. . KENSINGTON
.DOMINION Aug. 4. DOMINION
s 11...SOUTHWARK
‘. ls‘

The 8.8, ““CANADA holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada,
The 8.8, “CANADA” and S.S. “DOMINION" have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengors.
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

!'- Special Notice is called to the fact that the “ KENSINGTON,” “SOUTHWARK” and “VAN.
COUVER™” carry only one Class of Cabin Passengers, which, by agreement with the other Lines,
we are under obligation to term “SECOND” CABIN in our announcements so long as a Second
Class rate basis is used. This accommodation is situated in the best part of the vessel,
includes Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the
requirements of that large section of the Travelling Public who, whilst requiring the best the
ship affords, do not care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having twg
classes of Cabin. This is an opportunity of going cheaply and comfortably to Europe.

For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

CHAS. A. PIPON, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE,
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CRORINLN

=) Ganadian Northern Railway
The “STEAMSHIP LIMITED”

Daily between

Port Arthur and Winnipeg

Commences June 19th, 1904

A
==

MODERN EQUIPMENT VESTIBULED THROUGHOUT
STANDARD FIRST-CLASS SLEEPERS FIRST AND SECOND CLASS COACHES
DINER ATTACHED, SERVING A LA CARTE MEALS

Connects at Port Arthur with steamers of the

Northern Navigation Company, Canadian Pacific Ry. Steamship Line
and Canadian Pacific All Rail Route

Through Tickets can be obtained at all Railway Ticket Offices.

. - - s < p> LY AR N
R. H. BELL, WM. PHILLIPS, GEO. H. SHAW, m

. F.&P.A, General Eastern Agent, Traffic Manager, 0
MONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPEG >

GhHe Niagara, St. Catharines and Toronto

Railway and Navigation Co., Limitea
AFFORDS

THE
EASIEST

AND

THE
CHEAPEST

QUICKEST

Means of transportation between

TORONTO, PORT DALHOUSIE, ST.CATHARINES,
NIAGARA FALLS, N.Y., and BUFFALO

Magnificent Steamers “ GARDEN CITY” and “LAKESIDE" leave Milloy's
Wharf, Toronto, four times daily for Port Dalhousie, making close connections
with our Electric Cars for Niagara Falls, N.Y., and Buffalo.

H. G. LUHKE, Toronto E. F. SEIXAS

‘Phone Main 2553 and 207 ' General Manager
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Get Ready for
Vacation Days

If you want a trunk of the best quality, with a perfect finish, our No. 865
is the trunk we are sure will suit you.

All corners and metal pieces are riveted, and the corners are protected with
rubber cushion corners. Heavy Straps all the way around. Brass lock with two
keys, leather bound, linen lined and two trays.

32 inch, $13.00; 34 inch, $14.00; 36 inch, $15.00

Express charges paid in Ontatrio.

Catalogue C is worth sending for. It costs us fifty cents a copy to issue but
a post card brings it to you free. All the specialties we make in Traveling
and Leather Goods are illustrated and they are goods you can only buy from wus,

The JULIAN SALE

Leather Goods Co., Limited
105 KRing St. West, Toronto, Canada

—
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VYICTORIA BC.

CANADA

< QUEEN CITY or THE GOLDEN WEST

VICTORIA

THE
EVERGREEN
CITY
OF CANADA

is the

fMost Delightful §

Resort for &

SUMMER
HOLIDAY |

NEVEN EXCEEDS B4

FISHING, HUNTING

ROWIING, SAILING B

VISITORS

PACIFIC
COARST

SHOULD RETURN
HOME VIA

A Bit of England
on the Shores of
the Pacific.'*
DRIVING, CYCLING
TENNIS, GOuLF

Buy A HOME IN YICTORIA FOR HEALTH, PLEASURE & CONTENTMENT.
NO HARD WINTERS. NO HOT SUMMERS.  Write Tourist Association for free booklet.

| 2
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o WY

Lake Hopatcong
and THE SUSSEX HILLS

In the highlands of New Jersey, 1,200 feet above sea
level; cool, dry and invigorating. A region, 90 minutes from
New York, where you can enjoy your summer outing at
moderate cost; sailing, fishing, camping, outdoor sports.

Lackawanna
Railroad -

"

“ Mountain and Lake Resorts,”” a handsomely illustrated book of 128 pages; will give complete
information about hotels and boarding places, their rates and location, together with more than 175
pictures. The book also contains a fascinating love story, “‘A Chance Courtship." Sent on receipt of 10
cents in stamps. Address T. W. LEE, General Passenger Agent, Lackawanna Railroad, New York City,
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T0 COLOUR TRY ALEXANDRE'S

GREY HAIR|SHADEINE

LONDON MADE

Trial Bottle
12}c.

Trade Mark,
Copyright

BLACK, AUBURN and GOLDEN. Contains no lead, silver, mercury or
. Absolutely harmless. Guaranteed not to burn or produce an nn-
Whomtle dosed. La bottle, 86¢. Trial bottle, 12 1-2c.  Of all chemists,
. I-‘* ‘rr.A'r().‘?::n , Limited, Yonge 8t , Toronto. L. ALEXANDRE,
Fortunes in this plant. KEasily
Gl Ns E N G grown, Roots and seeds for sale.
Fall. Booklet and Magazine, 1c.
OZARK GINSENG CO., DEPT. 36, - JOPLIN, MO.
mall, 80¢ per doz. Shellsforall kindsof fanc;
work. Shell Stick Pin by malil, 10e, wi
J.F. POWELL, Waukegan, Il11,, U, 8, A,
mere s notuna Lke K D .C,
 ——————————————
FREE SAMPLES K. D C. AND PILLS, Write for them.
X D.C.CO, Ltd., Boston. U.8.. and New Glasgow, Can.

RINE colors grey or faded hair BLONDE, LIGHT or DARK BROWN,
satarsl Unt; is permanout, washable, and free from grease. Medical cer-
25 Wenthonrne (Grove, London. W, England

Room in your garden.

SEA SHELLS. :5000

» Shells by

Catalogue. Largeststock of Shellsin the U.8.

FOR NERVOUS DYSPEPSIA
HMEADACHLE, DEPRESSION OF SPIRITS, Etc.

Up-to-Date Office Furniture and
. Time-Saving Devices.

Gunn’s Office Desks—In material, construction,
finish, utility and durability, best in the world.
volkert's Interchangeabie Leaf Ledgers—
Most perfect system made. Illustrated booklet
“On the Credit Side,” free for the asking.
The Waggoner Watchman Clock—A perfect
safeguard against accidents and negligence.
Saves time, trouble, money.
McCloud’'s Adjustable Chairs.
Triner's Automatic Office and
Home Scales.
Keller's Unexcelled Inks.
Keller's Mucilage.
Keller's Sealing Wax.
Keller's Syphon Ink Wells.
Write us today for anything you want in the office.

THE DOMINION OFFICE SUPPLY COMPANY
Walkerville, Ontario

Plant in |

Don’t invite house-
hold troubles by buying
imitation shade rollers,

The standard shade
roller of the world is the

Hartshorn

used in every civilized com-

munity.
Strongest. Simplest.
Easiest Working.

Every first-class dealer has
them. No first-class dealer
will sell you anything else.
The script signature +of
Stewart Hartshorn on the
 labelisfor your protection.

> Tin Rollers. Wood Rollers.

WEST SHORE

RAILROAD

The popular tourist route to
New York, Boston, the principal
summer resorts on the New Eng-
land Coast, Long Island, Cats-
kill Mountains, Saratoga, Lake
George, Lake Champlain, White
Mountains, the beautiful Mohawk
Valley, and the historic Hudson
River.

Full information, time-tables, etc., at
6912 Yonge Street, ’Phone Main 4361,
Toronto, Ont.

FRANK FOY,
Ticket Agent,

LOUIS DRAGO,
Canadian Pass. Agent,
Toronto, Ont. Toronto, Ont.
C. E. LAMBERT, H. PARRY,
General Pass. Agent, General Agent,
New York City Buffalo, N.Y.
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“Hing Baby
Reigns"™

MaKkes ANY
sKin like
Baby’s skin

Baby’s Own Soap

Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., MANUFACTURERS
MONTREAL.
No other Soap is just as good.
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P Berliner ol Wherever
You May Be
This Summer

On the lake side or on the mountain
—afloat or afield—canoeing, camp-

HIS MASTER'S VOICE ing or enjoying the cool breeze on

the balcony of your summer home—
you will find the Berliner Gram-o-phone a delightful companion, a source of
constant amusement and pleasure to old and young. If you want to dance,
indoors or out, it will play any music you wish in perfect time and never tire.
The strains of the Coldstream or Grenadiers’ band on the water must be heard to be
appreciated—no other instrument can approach the Gram-o-phone. Berliner Gram-
o-phone Records are made of a hard substance that never burns nor goes ‘‘ flat” like
the cheap, trashy imitations—especially the *‘ celluloid ” records, which are liable to
explode at more than ordinary heat—the public is warned against these imitations.
Berliner Gram-o-phone Records are maroon colored and have the ‘‘dog on the
back.”

Berliner Records will wear ten times as long as any others. More than two
thousand different selections to choose from—everything worth hearing in Music,
Song and Story.

Berliner Gram-o-phones and Records are sold the world over, but those sold in
Canada are made in Canada. Gram-o-phones guaranteed for 5 years.

Price $15 to $45, at any of our 1,800 agents in Canada, also on
easy payment trial plan. If no agent convenient, write for catalogue
tist of over 2,000 records and full particulars to us direct.

Ask for coupon, which, when filled, entitles you to advantage of the dozen

price on the single record.

MANUFACTURED IN CANADA BY

The Berliner Gram-o-phone Co. of Canada,
LI
MONTREAL, P.Q. e

J
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Radnor Mixes With Anything

Y TR

T Deof Con

Strong
Grates

SUNSHINE
FURNACE
)

Sunshine grates never break ;Q? ‘
because they are made of extra &
heavy bars with thick, short
bull-dog teeth—the kind that break
clinkers—but never break themselves.

Bars are so thick that not even
white heat can twist or warp them,

Teeth are set to squeeze and break
clinkers, but coal is squeezed and
forced upwards. There is no waste
coal in a Sunshine ash tray.

The Sunshine Furnace is the strong-
est furnace built—it weighs more than
any other furnace of equal heating
capacity.

Sold by all Enterprising Dealers.
Write for Booklet.

MClarys
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IS BABY TEETHING?

All the troubles of teething are
effectually allayed by

OCTOR STEDMAN’S
TEETHING

|

D
!

POWDERS

RADE MARK,
OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES
Certified by Dr. Hassall to be absolutely

free from- opium or morphia, hence safest and
best. Distinguished by trade mark, a gum
lancet, Don’t be talked into having others.

125 New North Road
Hoxton, London, England

" The universal Perfame
for the Handkerchief
Toilet and Bath.

you qet the
gendine

IMURRAY & LANMAN'S

FLORIDA WATER.

Refuse all substitutes.

OFFICE AND
LIBRARY TABLES

We are makers of High Grade Office
Furniture and Filing Devices. We
have some new designs in Library and
Office Tables. Write us.

he Office Specialty Mfg. Co.

LIMITED
55 Yonge St.,

Factories,
TORONTO, ONT.

NEWMARKET, ONT.

BUILD YOUR OWN BOAT

by the Brooks System, which consists of exact size Print-
ed Patterns ot every piece, a complete set of Half-Tone
Working Illustrations, an itemized bill of all Material
required and how to secure it.
— Our Instructions
tell you how to lay a
certain pattern on a
particular piece—how
tomark itand cutit out
3 0., beam & —how to nail or screw
B g b g it in plac e with so
$1000.00 Boat for $125.00 many of such size nails
or screws. We then
give you an illustra-
tion of each step of
the work properly
done.
Itis the Twentieth
Century method for

SRR B TR Bise Kb

Length 35 ft., beam 6 ft. 3 in

Length 18 ft., beam 4 ft
Patterns $10.00.
Takes 300 ft. Inmber and $9.00 in hardware.  the amateurand pro-

A $200.00 Boat for $35.00 fessional boat build-

er. It isa form of re-

o e, Patterns $5.00 creation. Itisa splen-

N\ dot b With 200 ft lumber and did business opportu-

CERAN L \lvt i‘:ll):x:v-iuuure nity. Can you see it?

ou have a

$1650.00 Boat for Pattern sizes 12 to 51

$20.00 t. Prices from $3.00

up. Catalog and par-

ticulars free. For asc. 64-page catalog, sheet of instruc-

tions and working illustrations. Prices quoted on knock-
down frames and completed boats.

Brooks Boat Manufacturing Company

Originators of the Pattern System
of Boat Building

1807 Ship Street, - Bay City, Mich., U.S.A.

oute  Length 16 ft., beam 4 ft,
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ano Truths

T is generally conceded that time alone reveals the
good or bad qualities ot everything. For 35 years

we have been furnishing our pianos and organs to the
best of Canadian homes and institutions. You take no
risk when you buy a

DOMINION

PIANO OR ORGAN

The honesty ot a Dominion begins with the varnish
and goes straight through to the iron plate.

\ Our Complete Catalogue Sent for the Asking

| Dominion Organ & Piano Co,

L BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

THE TOUCH IS EXQUISITE

A BEAUT[FUL HOME CAN be kept always bright, beautiful and cheerful

with just a touch ot paint—the right paint,

~ 1 RAMSAY’S PAINTS

are the right paints to paint right. Made for Canadian
Homes—made at the right price for the purest and best
in the way of paint making. Send for

BOOKLET No. 22 FREE
showing how some beautiful homes are painted.

A. RAMSAY & SON, Est'd Paint
MONTREAL 1842 Makers

Pierce Vapor Launchesg

Are beautiful, swift, safe models. Equipped with the Pj

ierc
Reliable Simple Motor. We guarantee satisfaction. .
SEND FOR CATALOGUE
PIERCE ENGINE CO., Racine, Wis. Box 29

SIEGEL, COOPER CO., New York City, Eastern Representatives,

‘RED-HEART N MINE

run down systems, *»

v
J. M. DOUGLAS @ CO., Montreal, Sole Agents for Canada,
ESTABLISHED 1857
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Good morning, Carric. Thank you for bringing the Hunyadi Janos. Always be sure to get
Hunyadi Janos (full name) and bring two glasses. My husband takes it before breakfast—half a tumbler,
It always relieves him of Constipation as it does me of biliousness.

A PEASE WINTER

All this nonsense about ‘“Canada’s chilled realm” is to be
charged up against the makers of poor furnaces. There is such
a thing as a pleasant winter—a PEASE winter—and it is to be
had in the pleasant degree of warmth that radiates from a PEASE
ECONOMY heating apparatus. It is available for buildings of
all structures in the

Pease Economy
Hot Water Boiler

For years this boiler has been the generous purveyor of winter
comforts to Canadians. It provides a pure, warmed, evenly dis-
tributed indoor atmosphere, and it is so easily controlled and
economical in its working that it is said to exercise an intelligent
supervision over the coal account.

If you do not like the ordinary kind of winter, try a Pease winter.
The Economy Boiler makes a solid comfort of the season that is
commonly associated with discontent.

CATALOGUES AND INFORMATION CHEERFULLY SUPPLIED

THE PEASE FOUNDRY CO'Y, ¥553nTo

“WE MAHKE IT WARM.”
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The Chainless

Wolveri

| The Reid Mfq. Co. §

| AEI AN qense. Mea s Catalog now. ready.

Sold ready for the picnic
hamper—spread on
bread and eat.—Tasty,
—delicate —nourishing.

CLARK'S

POTTED HAM ‘ P
5 BEEF J sell t}'xem. .

o TURKEY
= GAME

ALSO MANY OTHER VARIETIES

W. CLARK, Manufacturer, MONTREAL,
7t

CLARK’S

Pork and Beans

APPETIZING
NOURISHING
THE BEST

With or Without Chili or Tomato
Sauce.
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SPARKLING
GELATINE

FAMED for SIXTY YEARS

Gives a bright Transparent
Solution and is

Always Uniformly Strong,

and always trustworthy.
Sold in shredded form in well-

known checkerboard boxes.

Agenu for Canada
., CorLsox & Son, Montreal.

l) \ha\..\ & Co., Montreal.
Artriur P. Tierer & Co.,
Toronto, St. John's, N.B., and
Montreal.

The enjoyment of the

SOUP

OYSTERS

is increased if served with
dainty silver. Ladles,
spomm forks, etc,, smmp-

with the trade-mark

‘1847

Rogers Bros'’

are beyond criticism —
handsome in design, cor-
rect in shape, perfect in
finish — and are sold by
leading dealers at one-
fourth the price of solid
silver.

The ‘' Berkshire” here
shown, and many other
mllcnmin"184 '* ware,
1s shown in our cn(nlogue

No. 61 Send for it

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM ©AKViLE

IN LAKEHURST GROUNDS

the facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating and Bathing.
For terms, etc., Address the Manager, LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE

HIS Sanitarium,
established some
eleven years ago for
the treatment of
Alcoholic and Drug
diseases, has had a
very successful car-
eer, and is now the
acknowledged lead-
ing institution of its
kind in Canada.
The spacious
grounds are delight-
fully situated on
Lake Ontario, and

the patients freely
avail themselves of




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“KELSEY” FOR THE HOME

g

§
:
:
;
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VOV IVIYYYYY

Heat Economical
Makers Sanitary
Fuel Efficient
Savers

Warming

Resldence of John Collins, Esq., Sault Ste. Marie, Ont.

Tae JAMEs SMART Mra. Co., Sault Ste. Marie, Ont., March 25th, 1904
Brockville, Ont. 2

Gentlemen—In the summer of 1901 I purchased throngh your representative one of your No. 2 * Kelsey *
Warm Air Generators, and, having used said heater for three winters, beg to assure you of my appreciation of
its many points of superiority over anything I have yet seen in the heating line,

During the past severe winter many of those using hot water heaters and combination heaters of wates
and hot air suffered endless annoyance and expense through the bursting of pipes and radiators, but I am
pleased to say your “‘ Kelsey " gave me all the heat required, with a very moderate amount of fuel, and at the
same time is entirely free from the dry parched heat common to the ordinary hot air furnace.

I am, yours respectfully,
JOHN COLLINS,

More than 24,000 Pleased Kelsey Users }

ESTIMATES PROMPTLY FURNISHED
7 DIRECT CONTRACTS MADE PROPER RESULTS GUARANTEED
WRITE FOR “KELSEY” BOOKLET

THE JAMES SMART MFG. CO., umiten

WINNIPEG, MAN. 1 Exclusive Canadian Makers [ BROOKVILLE, ONT.

0000000000 000000000000000000000000000000000¢

VT VT ITTITITITIIIITIITITI TP 79P97999999999

060000000000 000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000¢

PO P P P O O P U TPV TP YY Y YYYYYYoY

bPODLOPPEBIEbB8S 0000 n 440000440000000000000000000000000000

i g Frost Lawn Fence

is strong, attractive and durable,
Beautify your homes by having one of our

. Fences. We also carry a large line of
Ornamental Gates. write for catalogue and prices
THE FROST WIRE FENCE CO., LTD., WINNIPEG, MAN., WELLAND, ONT
MADE IN CANADA -

ASK FOR ) GINGER ALE AWARDS
G U D S SODA WATER  Gold Medal, Paris, 190q,
Charles Gurd & Co. APPLE NECTAR Gold Medal,

MONTREAL “THE BEST” CREAM SODA Gold Medal, Monum.‘.
‘“‘MAGI” CALEDONIA WATER LEADS
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$1%Tints rather than colors, subdued effects rather than
pronounced contrasts, these are what constitute the
charm of stained shingles, and make even the low-cost
bouse a thing of beauty.

No house, no matter how cheap or ordinary in archi-
tecture, can justly be regarded as commonplace if the
shingles are stained to match the woodwork or general
coloring tone of the building.

o Shingletint is a scientific combination of linseed oil,
eoloring matter, creosote oils and t)n- necessary drying

wnts, and produce the most artistic and durable color
effects known on shingles.

Stained woods and descriptive literature sent free
upon application.

BERRY BROTHERS, Limited
Varnish Manufacturers WALKERVILLE, ONT.

!‘ 0000090900 0900900900000000000 00000000

DREWRY’S

"REFINED”
ALE

i
The favorite Ale %
§

of Western
Canada

Pure and well matured

E. L. DREWRY, Winnipeg

0000000000900 0000000000000000 0000000000000 000

0000000000000 0000000000000000000

TOOLS AND
TOOL CHESTS

These goods will be found very

useful for the home.

We have a large assortment of

Chests and Cabinets,

also Work Benches from $9.00

S e

TOOL CHESTS
From $3.00 to $25.00

to $20.00 each.
S8EE OUR STOCK OF

ADDIS CARVING TOOLS

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

Rice Lewis & Son

LIMITED

COR. KING AND VICTORIA STREETS

TORONTO



64

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Be on Guard

against Inferior Goods

Some things never seem to pass
into the realn of certainty. With
Silverplate that bears the brand of
this factory we have an illustration
of opposite conditions. The degree
of perfection, beauty of design, and
durability of we:
piece of Silverwar
is something ar which
never clusters a doubt. The brand
is a gunarantee of the highest in man-
ufacture in this particular line.
Insist, that your dealer gives you
Silverplate marked Standard.

Standard Si_lver Co.

Toronto, - Canada

THE GREAT REMEDY,

LAIR e

GOUT
PILLS,

uT,
RHEUMATISM,
SCIATICA,
LUMBAGO,
NEURALBM.
The Excruciating Pain is quickly relieved, and cured in a
few days by these celebrated Pills.  Sure, sate, and effecrual,
All Chemists and Stores at 1s. 1§d. and 2s, gd. per box,

([“ROB ROY?”
. PENS.

BIRMINGHAM
HINKS, WELLS & CO. beg to draw attention
to this new series of
TURNED-UP POINTED & OTHER PENS,
made of the same materials, by the same tools, by
the same process, and at the same works as the
‘“ WAVERLEY " Series of Pens, which Hinks,
WeLLs & Co. have for 30 years and upwards (prigs
to September, 1901) manufactured for and supplied
to Messis. Macniven & Cameron, Limited,

6d., 1e. & Grose Boxes. Sold by all Stationers
CUMPARE OUR PRICES.

\_ HINKS, WELLS & GO., BIRHINGHAN , ENGLAND.

How to Double the Value of Magazines

This may look like a hard task, but
it has been done. Ask your librarian
to allow you to see and use a num-.
ber of the Readers’ Guide. You will
appreciate the fact then, yet like all
really great things it is the acme of
simplicity.

The H. W. WILSON COMPANY, Minneap(,"
Publishers. of the ONE-PLACE Bibliographies "

- > § \
Purity—Tis a Virtue,

W@aﬁt

Is Absolutely Pure.

All Grocers sell it,
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4 Why look old before your time? Bring

¥ back the freshness of youth to your

' gray hair. Hall’s Hair Renewer always
restores color to gray hair, always.

Sold by druggists for over 50 years. If your ¢ lrum_lut cannot supply
you, send to R. P. HALL & CO,, Nashua, N. H.

RERRRRERRRRRRRRER L

A.D. 1851.

is a synonym for the BEST. ALWAYS see that the

MATCHES

you purchase bear the above name, Zze., if you want the best.

Ask for one of the following brands:

PARLOR:
e “ KING EDWARD”
“« TELEGRAPH” “« HEADLIGHT "
“ EAGLE ”
“TELEPHONE” “VICTORIA”

“LITTLE COMET”

FOR SALE BY DEALERS EVERYWHERE
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HOPHKINS @ ALLEN 4 3EF, "ORRk SHOTGUNS |

Top Snap, Patent Fore-end, Choke Bored, 3-piece Gun. |
Full Pistol Grip. Heavy Rubber Buttpiate. |
!
|

Quickest to take down |
or put together. |

Made in 12, 16 and 20 gauge.

!

Of all dealers or prepaid to any express
office in the United States.

PRICE
Send for Catalogue No. 49 of Shot-guns, Rifles

and Rovolvers. $6.00

The HOPKINS & ALLEN ARMS CO., Norwich, Conn.

THAT

DECAUVILLE
CAR

Is guaranteed for three hundred
and sixty-five days, and the guar-
antee is unlimited relative to both
workmanship and material.

WRITE US FOR PRICES

THE CANADA LAUNCH WORKS, Limited, carlaw Avenue, 10ronto, Ontario, Canada

CANADIAN AGENTS

oy

Spring Purity

To brew good ale pure, hard
water is an absolute necessity,

.V,A,.
2’

I
g
Ui

HH

Yot ]
¥, ¥

.

The solvent powers of water
are so great that few springs
produce water pure enough for
brewing.

Carling’s springs were discovered
after many years of searching, and the
brewery established only when Government
analysts deposed that the water never tested
less than 99.08 degrees pure.
Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other,
because no other is quite so good.

~ Qarling’s Ale

= The Ale that’s Alwaywys Pure
B R R PR )

LA
NANY

SAINOPAAS PN ITIL




This standard Canadian Denti-
frice has given unvarying satis-
faction for years as a cleansing
and antiseptic agent in the care
of the teeth. Possessing the dell-
cate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its ald—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the teeth glisten-
ing and white to the gums. It
is especially recommended for
children’s
efficient.

At all druggists, 25¢.

use — Harmless and

|

| s BE
| gMEngm;s;
|

- efmte

INDIGESTION
congueEntr .o K.D.C.

2 HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTEM,

CONQUERED

LADIES

to do piecework at their homea
We furnish all material and pa;
from $7 to $12 weekly. Ex
Send stamped envelope to RO

UNNOCeSSATY.
w: Desk C. M., 34 Monroe Street, Chicago.

AL

67

CARBOLIC TOILET SOAP
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BY ROYAL WARRANT
Flour Millers

TO
77/5 HRH.
Prince of Wales

E 0GILVIES

World’s
Bes
Family

&

Flour>
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is better than a bottle
of any one of the
cheap imitations.

HIRES

Rootbeer

is the original and
genuine Rootbeer.

A package makes five gallons.
CHARLES E. HIRES Co.

Malvern, Pa., U. S

W. P. DOWNEY, Sole Axvnl.
20 and 20§ St, Peter b,
Montreal, Canada.

WE MANUFACTURE

PARQUET
FLOORS

and send designs and prices
to any address on
application.

The Elliott & Son Co.,

Limited,
79 King Street West,
TORONTO.

FEARMAN’S FAMOUS

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Cured and sold by us for over fifty

years, is unsurpassed for flavor and
guality. Try it. Boiled or fried,
it will please you.

For Sale by all Leading Grocers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

IF
I WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

By the Cross ot St.
George,

But I'd stuff and I'd gorge

Of the kind that they call

“LADY CHARLOTTE"

Beautiful

Pictures

n due vl nly by
: ch o

WlllSU[ & NBWTUH

are artists’ colormen
to the Hn_ynl Family
and their

Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear. For
saleat all Art Stores,
A.RAMSAY& SON,
MONTREAL.

Wholesale Agents for
Can
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Fuel economy is an important feature

in a range. Almost as important as good

cooking facilities.  Every house-wife wants
to do good cooking but she doesn’t want it to cost her too much

in. fuel. The good cooking qualities of the

Imperial Oxford
Range

are enhanced by its great fuel economy. The big scuttle of coal
of other style ranges is replaced in Imperial Oxford homes by a
smallef' scuttle less often used. The fire-box is evenly proportioned
to the size of the oven, so there is no more fire needed than the
size of range demands—no waste Heat. The arrangement of flyes

and drafts concentrate the heat in the stove—it doesn’t lose itself

up the chimney.

THE GURNEY
FOUNDRY CO.

LIMITED
TORONTO
WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
CORRESPONDENTS
The Gurney Standard MetalfjCo., Limited
[Calgary,”Alta.
The Gurney-Massey Company, Limited
Montreal

&
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CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION
1904—TORONTO-1904

X

SEPTEMBER
10th

AUGUST
29th

GREATEST EXPOSITION EVER MADE OF THE NATION'S INDUSTRY

Special Building Handsomest and
Devoted to LARGEST BUILDING IN CANADA Best Arranged

Processes of F'L"::E V:A;':_o::'s PRODBUOYS Art Gallery
Manufacture OF in the Country

IN PRIZES—$35,000—AND PREMIUMS

Grandest display of Live Stock and Products of the Farm and Garden to be seen on this continent,

Every department in running order at the same time.
GREAT SHOW OF DOGS

By special permission of His Gracious Majesty THE KING

The Band of the Black Watch

will play three times daily.

NIGHTLY will be presented the most magnificent and impressiye spectacle yet,

THE SIEGE OF LUCKNOW

with Brilliant Fireworks and a remarkable array of Acrobatic and Entertaining Talent.

ENTRIES OF EXHIBITS CLOSE AUGUST 8th.
Prize Lists, Entry Blanks and all Information supplied on application by

W. K. McNAUGHT, President J. O. ORR, Manager and Secretary

TORONTO, ONT.

REDUCED RATES ON ALL LINES OF TRAVEL
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Scientifically prepared from highest grade
corn, Crown Brand Syrup is not only a table
delicacy, a treat for young and old, but a
most nourishing and concentrated food.

Combined with Bread, it forms an ideal :
relish and an unequalled bone and muscle
builder.

The post chaise beside an up-to-date auto-
mobile is no farther behind the age than
other syrups compared with Crown Brand.

Sold in 2, 5, 10, 20 Ib. Tins.
Ask your Grocer for CROWN BRAND.

THE

EDWARDSBURG STARCH (0.

LIMITED
5% FRONT ST.E. 164 ST JAMES ST
TORONTO MONTREAL
WORKS — CARDINAL ONT.
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o 3 53 DRAWN FOR THE EASTMAN KODAK CO. BY FREDERIC
‘ THE CORRESPONDENT. [REMINGTON THROUGH COURTESY . COLLIER'S
'WEEKLY. COPYRIGHT 1904 BY COLLIER'S WEEKLY.

In war as in peace

THE KODAR

; is at the front

%B:-l; Cuba and the Philippines, in South Africa, in Venezuela, and now in Korea and Manchuria, the

| gy 08t in evidence is the Kodak.

the ¢, Gue same qualities that make it indispensable to the correspondent make it most desirable for

Sistq + rist—simplicity, freedom from dark room bother, lightness combined with a strength that re-
€ Wear and tear of travel.

Catalogue free at the dealers or by mail.
ake o

9l 0k to St. Lowis, CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

B for adimiecs
& (or .vma”a mission of
g-"ﬁdsitio” f—’?‘) Kodaks to

Toronto, Canada J
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\N EXAMPLE

LOW PRICES
GOOD QUALITY

IF WE DO YOUR SHOPPING FOR YOU

. Totlet tahle requisites, quality and price cannot be doplicated at ary store

A Genulne e ——— in Canada. HWand Mirror

£ p : s e . - sultable for presents, K e ui
Bargain 2 I )

“ lllnw)rh-d 5 1-2 inch bevelled

g~ 5 1 ass carefull y sprung in

. = rame, full length 9 1-2inches,

real solid ebony, imported from France, oval shape,

11 rows stiff pure white bristle, 8 1-2 inches long, regu-

lar price, $1.00, our price, 50c. Rubber Comb,

stamned in gold * Unbreakable,” regularprice, 780.,

our price, 350., or we will send yon the

three articles, vlz.:—Bru-h‘ Comb ana

Our object inoffering you these goods at practically

cost price 18 to gain your confidence, so that after

examination you may be Induced to send for our catalogue and become a regular customer,

Ebonoid,guaranteed, with fine
Regular price, $1.00, our price, 50c, each. Hair Brush, guaranteed
heavy arched quill back, extra strong, 8 inches long,
, Mirror,guaranteed asdescribed, postpald for$1.18.
DOMINION PURCHASINC ASSOCIATION, - - 60 Yonge Street, Toronto.

SEND US YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS
AND WE WILL FORWARD YOU OUR
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, WITH FULL
PARTICULARS OF THE ASSOCIATION.

DOMINION PURCHASING ASSOCIATION

60 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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INSURANCE FREE

An Endowment Policy in this Company gives your family protec-
tion during the 10, 15, 20, or 30 years which the policy takes to
mature, and at the end of that time all you have paid for it is returned
to yourself with good interest thereon. In reality, if you live, the
insurance protection you have had will have cost you nothing, while
the money invested will have brought good returns.

Nor do you run chance of loss in the meantime. If through mishap you should
have to cease payments on your policy at any time after it has been running three years,
you would at once receive such a liberal return of cash, or such a large amount of paid
up insurance, or, if you preferred, your insurance would be extended to the end of the
Endowment Period free of charge and such a liberal cash payment made you then that
the cost of the policy up to the time of its surrender would be only nominal.

In fact the Endowment Policies of the Manufacturers Life cannot be excelled either
as insurance or as investment propositions.

Write for rates, giving your age next birthday, to the Adver-
tising Department.

THE MANUFACTURERS LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO, CANADA

Die in
open air.

7 Rats and Mice

77— leave choicest food
and grain for

Rat
Bis=Kit

Packed in boxes. Ready for Use.
The only poison it is safe to have about. Acts
quickly. = Die in open air seeking water. Dry,
clean. Put in rat holes, linen closets, pantries,
etc., without soiling anything.
Why taKke risK of mixing poison,

Endorsed by all leading drug houses in the
United States. Sold over the entire world.

Rats and mice are the greatest germ carriers known.
Ask your dealer. [ 1% R IR
J. H. Maiden (it )
131 Place d'Youville, MY

THE RAT BISCUIT CO., &=
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THE ACCOMPANYING CUT
SHOWS THE

“SOUVENIR”
RANGE

Which is the very best in stove
manufacture, fitted with the celebrated
Aerated Oven, thereby ensuring
properly cooked and palatable food.
In buying a new Stove or Range

bear in mind ‘‘ That the remembrance
of quality remains long after the price has been forgotten.”
SOLD BY THE BEST DEALERS EVERYWHERE
MANUFACTURED BY

THE GURNEY, TILDEN COMPANY, Limited

Hamilton Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver

P00 0000000000 0000000090000 000000¢

0090900090000 0000000000000 000900000000

090000900 00009090000000000000000000000000000000000000000000¢ *e

Witcn HAZEL
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REGISTERED BRAND




"~ Food,
Products

Libby’s (i2) Food Products

are constantly used and appreciated in every part of the world.
Libby’s Ox Tongue, Melrose Paté, Chipped Dried Beef, Potted Ham,
Vienna Sausage, Veal Loaf, Concentrated Soups, have a quality that
is all their own, made so by the scientific, up-to-date process of man-
ufacture which obtains in the Libby Plant. All grocers sell them—
they are the best.

Our booklet, “Good Things to Eat” sent free on request.
Send five 2¢c stamps for Libby's Big Atlas of the World.

Libby, McNeill « Libby

Chicago




THE WiLLiAmMs P1ano Co., Oshawa, Ont. April 286t
Dear Sirs—I have heard your New Scale Williams Piano and

it a_very fine instrument. Its tone is most satisfactory and
quality, both for solo work and Qrdmur\v use,
the very best Pianos made on this continent.
Faithfully yours,

EW SCALE

VILLIAMS PIANOS

It will "hold igm';
R. Warkmny Muss

{ECONOMICAL
HOUSEKEEPERS

USE

Walter Baker’s
Cocoaand Chocolate

Because they yield the
MOST and BEST FOR

_ THE/MONEY.

@ They can be depended upon
to produce uniform results.
You don’t have to experiment
with them to find out what
A they will do.

IMEY ARe
THE BEST

Wedding
Cakes

are unequalled for fine quality

and artistic decoration. They
are shipped by express to all
parts of the Dominion. Safe
arrival guaranteed.

20eue

CATALOGUE FREE.
The Harry Webb Company, Limite
447 YONGE STREET,
TORONTO

best advantage.

TRADE-MARK Address our Branch House

Walter Baker & Co. Ltd.

12 and 14 St. John Street
MONTREAL. P. Q.

2 dwreg
YU

/AL Surprising how

47— cool, yet full of

T energy and “go” one feels
when the hot weather diet

is selected with reason. For breakfast
A Little Fryit. Soft Boiled Eggs.

Saucer of GRAPE-NUTS and Cream.,
Toast Whole Wheat Bread or Zweibach.

rnop (WPIY

» 04 e

Canada’s High-Class
Instruments

pays(jqnd

+ s

Used exclusively in
Moulton Ladies’ College, Toronto,

oy

Hamilton Conservatory of Music,
and also in almost all of the lead-
ing Conservatories and Musical

Colleges. ’
WRITE TO THE

Cup of POSTUM,

All the necessary food elements here
to keep Body and Brain well nourished
and strong until the noon hour, no

S 3

TOOKE'S SHIRTS

matter what the work.
An ideal hot weather lunch, too, for
the same important reasons.

oh

PIANO AND ., .
ORGAN co., Limited

BELL

1 "0 DNINSIIANd O14VING THL

i 78

M GUELPH, ONTARIO b
> 0 Grape-Nuts -
18 —
- TR T Indelible and Harmiess
; ! " REQUIRE . On any Fabric. :
: NO HEATIN

Try it once and you will



