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ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

A HOUSEHOLD
REMEDY FOR

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

Strength in every cupful.

EPPS’S

conrorrne.  COCOA

Made from the choicest cocoa beans

and prepared with the greatest care
and skill “Epps’s’
reputation as the premier cocoa

the favourite with all classes. There

’

still retains its

is more pure nourishment in a cupful

of “Epps’s” than in an equal quantity
of any otier cocoa—indeed, of any
other beverage. It stimulates and sus-
tains the worker, and delights both
young and old by its refined flavour
and fragrance. “EPPS’'S” STANDS
FOR EXCELLENCE.”

BREAKFAST SUPPER

CAUTION.—Fxamine the Capsule and see that
it is marked ENO'S ' FRUIT SA LT, otherwise
vou_ have the sincerest form of Rattery

IMITATION,

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

Wholesale of Messrs. Evans & Sows, Lad.,
Montreal and Toronto, Canada,

HAs Welcome as the Flowers in Way

A Box of

Chocolates

Send $1.00 for a box by mail, prepaid, if your confectioner does
not keep them.

THE NASMITH COMPANY, LIMITED
66 JARVIS ST., TORONTO
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Beauty

Doctors regard beauty from
the point of view of health, and
tell you that a good natural
complexion and a fair, soft
skin are necessary essentials
of beauty. They never disagree
about that, nor do they
disagree about the merits of

~

Doctor’s
Point

which is the most perfect
Of beautifying agent known, being
pure in every particle and
possessing those special and
unique qualities which render

@ ..',?'N.Q- a the skin pure, clear and of
B\J .

52
(@)
=

exquisite softness. The beauties
of six generations have

acknowledged PEARS’ to be

The Best Aid

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
¢ Al rights secured.””
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LONDON

HArchitecturally Famous as One of the
Finest Botel Structures in the World

U can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel Cecil by requesting a Booklet, This

little volume presents by illustration and description a fair idea of the Hotel’'s luxurious

interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information of service to the visitor to town. It oan be had for the asking
from THE CANADIAN MACAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA.

TARIFF
BEDROOMS TARIFF
Single
BREAKFAST
gt
uble
From $2.25 per day. LUNCH
Suite of Rooms M
From $6.25 per day. DINNER
55 16 and 106
No charge for Light
or Attendance. SU:PII
ORCHESTRA Or 4 la Carte,
TAT ALL MEALS All “fixed price”
On Sundays, Vocal meals served in
Restaurant,

Concert after
Dinner.

INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF DESIRED.

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term, with a fixed Tariff based on
strict relation to the MODERN COST OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the
modest, but comfortable, Single Room to the most elaborate Suite. The public Apartments—
spacious and elegantly equipped—have no rival in Europe. The situation of the Hotel is Central
and Convenient; indeed, a SOURCE OF CONSIDERABLE TRAVEL ECONOMY TO VISITORS TO TOWN
ON BUSINESS OR PLEASURE BENT. Cable Address, ““CECELIA, LONDON.”
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Dewioundland

“The Ancient Colony ” will receive special treatment in The

Canadian Magazine for July.

Its politics, showing tendency towards confederation with
Canada, will be discussed by Francis Asbury Carman, a Canadian

journalist, who recently visited Newfoundland for the express pur-
pose of studying conditions there.

The industrial and resourceful aspects will be treated by
Edwin Smith, and will_be well illustrated.

The picturesque side will be considered by lan S. Esmond,
an observant Canadian lady, and will form the impressions of an
outing in “ The Misty Isle.”

The July number will contain also an illustrated article on
Balnagown, Scotland, which stands on the Cromarty Firth, a
rendezvous for the Main Fleet.

There will be as well some capital stories and timely, orginal

articles.

THe CanapiaN TBAGRZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

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




BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

o

GRAND HOTEL, LONDON

verlooking Trafalgar
Square, the finest

position in London. Well
kncwn to many Cana-

dians for comfort and
excellent management,
Close to Royal Palaces,
Westminsusr Abbey,
Houses of Parliament,and
fashionable centres, Or-
chestra. Luxurious suites
of rooms with private
bathrooms attached.

Proprietors

GORDON HOTELS, Limited,

For Illustmated Book l('tf‘zi\'inx
full particulars of tarriff, ete.,
apply to the—

CANADIAN MACAZINE
Travel Bureau, Toreste, Ontarie

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

Al SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"

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

IT HAS NO EQUAL * The Queen of Toilet Preparations ” it Entirely Removes and

vents

FOR KEEPING EEETHAMS 7 :g)::;;ss.
THE SKIN = W < V4 IRRITATION,
TAN, Etc.
SOFT, ::lrv;LU—Aam
SMOOTH, o-Bnguarsbi ety
B o o scmeame ey

AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England ., UNeV'™0S

Ask your Chemist for “LAROLA,” and accept no substitute.
e e kot et e s e e
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(6 | A | £ 8 W -
The finest view in London according to Mr, Alfred East A. R. A. Taken from Hotel Cecil.
The Houses of Parliament to be seen in distance.

Newnes Photo,

THREE GENERATIONS OF HEALTHY BABIES
Have been successfully raised on Borden’s Eagle Brand Condensed Milk: more each year than
on all so-called “infant fnm{s“ combined. Thousands of unsolicited testimonials received annually

from physicians and grateful parents testify to the merits of Eagle Brand.

INGSLEY-HOTEL

H S s
BcggmseE?$ ESEUARE L_g N c;//?,//.N
- O/ '/¢/ / / - A‘

HESE well-appointed and commodious
Temperanoe Hotels will, it is believed, meet
the requirements, at moderate charges, of
those who desire all the conveniences and
advantages of the larger modern Licensed
Hotels. These Hotels have Passenger Lifts,
Eleotrio Light throughout, Bathrooms on every fioor,
Lounges and Spacious Dining, Drawing, Writing, Reading, Billlard and
Smoking Rooms.  Heated throughout.  Fireproof Floors.  Perfect
Sanitation.  Telephones, Night Porters.

aft, London.”

BEDROOMS, to 2
Including Attendance, from
INCLUSIVE CHARGES 3 ‘2"’
for Bedroom, Attendance, Table 7
d?'}lole.m;re-kfa:(nand Dinner, e /f/\
from 8/6 to 10/6 per day. ($2°10 to $2'60). - —

1lmstrated giving full particulars of Tarfl, et
%rw%mrmmd' \ -
*I

HACKERAY-HETE
GReAT RusseLt ST | ONDON

Cansdian Magusine. Art Dept.
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CHARMING SUMMER FABRICS

Of superior quality and in a choice variety of eflective designs and colourings may be obtained @
from Egerton Burnett, Ltd,, who will send a collection of Patterns, toany address post free.
Tweeds (English, Scotch and Irish), Flannels, Cashmeres, Alpacas, Wool-backed Satins,
Silks, Muslins, Delaines, Silk Weft Zephyrs, Mercerised Poplins, Cotton Shantungs, &ec.

24 ROY Al ' THE HALL-MARK OF E. B. Ltd.'s et
i Pure Wool Royal Serges  warkANTS
*“ EXCELSIOR"” TWEED SUITING

54 Inches wide, at $1.20 per yard,
Herring-bone weave, exceedingly strong,| §
Boys' Norfolk Suits, from $4.25. ‘ el 3 p O o S8 = TG
Genty' Cambridge Sults, $11.45. To order.| INTRINSIC WORTH

TAILORING DEPT. Ladies’ Costumes from $6.35; Waists from $1.80: Girls' Dresses from $2.20; Boys' Serge Suits
from $3.05; Men's uits from $9.15, to measure.

, Self-M - LW, & 5
mment sianks, o5t rce on roquest. EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED ™ ™ JGAiiosss wesiimeron

C A R I S B A The World’s Most Celebrated and Most
Frequented Spa and Health Resort

AUSTR | A 1908-—68,900 cure guests, Q(X).()(;O tourists,

indications for use of the Thermes of Carlsbad—Diseases of the Liver, Stomach, Intestines,

Kidney, Spleen, Bladder, Prostrate, Womb, Diabetes Mellitus, Gravel, Nephritis, Sand, Gall.
stone, Plethora, Gout, Chronic Rheumatism, etc.

give genuine satisfaction for appearance and dum
bility, and they are in many makes and colors, The
| varic w Ladies and Children are lHght in weight
1 durable, and the Coatings and Bot

men are of a very fine quality. From
ryd

16 Mineral Springs, 5 large Bathing Establishments. Open all the year,

Races, grand concert, golf, lawn tennis. For illustrated booklet, apply
Town and County Bureau, 389 bth Ave., N.Y., or Canadian Magazine, Toronto,

How

to prepare

CAMP

COFFEE

A teaspoonful of ‘ CAMP,’ sugar,
milk, boiling water—that’s all! Re-
sult—the most fragrant, delicious,
refreshing cup of coffee you ever
tasted in your life.

Put ‘CAMP’ on your grocery

order to-day.

SPEAKING

EXPERIENCE

THE DOCTOR: * Ah! yes, restless
| and feverish. Give him a Steed-
man's Powder and he will soon
| be all right."”

R. Paterson & g T
Specii” Steedman's Soothing Powders
CONTAIN

POISON

|
|
| NO
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The Fbotels o
ENGLAND'S

GREAT COMMERCIAL CENTRES

b=
MIDLAND HOTEL.LONDON. NW

ST PANCRAS
LONDONS LEADING

FAMILY AND .\.\-w_»‘_‘ i
BUSINESS ey
HOTEL Lot
S T e et
i 7 i @ IDLAND HOTEL. MANCHESTER_
> ] a0 | THE HOTEL
J R A FOR. WHICH
' S| - MANCHESTER.
QJL L / 1S
W \-—’4‘/@"/ Kote) Manchesrer FAMOU\S 2
ADELPHI HOTEL. LIVERPOOL ', 1.
THE HOTEL WITH A * bl
TRANSATLANTIC ; fr
REPUTATION o S 3

CUNDER. SAME MANAGEMENT

QUEEN'S HOTEL . LEEDS. (CENTRE OF IRON & STEEL INDUSTRIE s )
MIDLAND HOTEL . BRADFORD. (

Aepr Hetel Lo Vf/pu.vl

" WOOLLEN INDUSTRIES )

THE MIDLAND HOTELS ARE THE MOST COMPLETE IN THEIR RESPECTIVE CITIES,
SPECIAL PRICES for EXTENDED VISITS.

Bookler with complele mformalon mf,w.f//ee o appheation. %.

W. TOWLE. . A TOWN & COUNTRY OFFICES’
©  MIDLAND n;u.w;/ ngms_[.,c FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK.
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The Prince of Wales B
Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON
HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine unsurpassed
Accommodation for 140 Visitors

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Situation most fashionable and central for pleasure and bus-
iness, nearly oprmite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet,
being just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within a few minutes’ ride of Hyde Park Corner.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W,

Terms, inclusive, en pension, weekly, single, £2 12s, 6d. and
upwerds Special reductions to families and officers,

Single Bedrooms . . . . i 4s, 0d.
Breakfast ’ 4 . . . “ . 28. 0d.
Luncheon . . ‘ i . : % 28. 6d.
Dinner 3s. 6d.

Or daily, with full board and baths . from 9s. 0d.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Ladies and femlemen contemplating taking up or changing
their residence in London are requested to inspect this residen-

tial Hotel.
Telegrams : Telephone No.:
“*Suasively, London.” 3022 Kensington (2 lines).
Address: MANAGER, PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL
De VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, LONDON, w.

For Detailed Tariffs, Apply Canadian Magazine,
Travel Bureau, Toronto, Ont.
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A

HIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-
terior and commanding position facing the

THE.
D E v E R E Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensing-
tonlandmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges

on the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is
H OTEL generally considered to be the most Select,

Fashionable, and Moderate Hotel in the district.

For Tariff, Address En pension terms, from 10/6 daily
AGER : ,

MANABE VERE HOTEL En pension terms, from £3/3/0 weekly

KENSINGTON . " -
LONDON, ‘W. Lift to all floors. Electric Light, radiators,

BT Bedrooms centrally heated.  Separate tables.

Telegrams: “‘Improvisor, London" » . S

1 Telephone : 524, Kensington Private suites and sitting rooms

The Prince of Wales Hotel

- is a fully-licensed High-Class Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 visitors; it

is luxuniously fumished, and has a service so excellent, with prices so moderate, that
: visitors staying in London for a longer period than a few days often find it to their
: interest to reside at the above rather than at the larger or more expensive centrally-
situated Hotels. Arrangements can be made for Motor Garage, Stabling, etc., in the
immediate vicinity.

\ LONDON, W.
7’ Che Broad-WWalk PBotel

DE VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, W.

o

In the immediate vicinity of
the BROAD-WALK,
Kensington

Gardens.

Tel. No.
858, Kensinglon

Telegrams :
' ,,Kensingtonian, London.”’

| o
| INCLUSIVE EN PENSION

TERMS, from 8/= per Day
BEDROOMS from 3/6 per Night

ELECTRIC LIGHT LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Address : MANAGER’ BROAD-WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W
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Tell your Friends g
before you Sail A%

TO WRITE YOU AT THE

WALDORF

HOTEL

LONDON

And STAY THERE

Cables : “ WALDORFIUS, LONDON"”’

TARIFF ON APPLICATION TO CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO

GREAT CENTRAL RAILWAY (OF ENGLAND)

The Most Enterprising Railroad in the United Kingdom

Sea to Sea Expresses
The Line of the English Meccas—North, South, East, West

Quick route from Liverpool, Manchester, Sheffield, Nottingham, Leicester, London, etc., to
Continent of Europe, for GERMANY, HOLLAND, etc,, via Grimsby Docks.

NEW FAST 18-KNOT TURBINE STEAMERS

AMONGST THE MANY PLACES OF INTEREST REACHED PER GREAT CENTRAL
RAILWAY ARE THE FOLLOWING:

Wm. Penn’s Meeting House John Hampden’s Home
Lord Byron’s Birthplace Washington’s Ancestral Home
Milton’s Cottage Wycliffe’s Church
The Dukeries Oxford Universities
Shakespeare’s Country Robin Hood's Haunts

John Wesley’s Birthplace

Particulars of Train Service, Tourist Facilities, etc., can be obtaned at any Great Central
Station. Dean & Dawson's office in London and Provincial Towns or from

A. BRUCE, General AgengsA, - 355 Broadway, New York

M. FAY, General Manager

Bt et A

P, =



12 BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S

fit, quality, style, finish and value
they are unequalled,

THE “ESME
Mousquetaire Real ¥
black, white and all

12BUTTON LENGTH DITTO, in black
white and all colors. $1,09 per pair.

16-BUTTON LENGTH DITTO, in black,
white and colors. $1.44 per pair

THE *“'VALLIER," Ladies’ best quality
washable French kid, 12-button length
Mousquetalre in white, biscult, pastel, bea
ver, tan and grey. $1.58 pur pair

16-BUTTON LENGTH DITTO, in white
only. $1.93 per pair

THE “CINDERELLA.” Ladies’ 8-button
longth Mousquetair nch Suede Gloves,
in black, white and s, 53¢, per pair,

2BUTTON LENGTH DITTO, in black,
whi 1 colors. @9c. per pair

b TTON LENGTH DITTO, in black,
white and all colors.  93c. per pair,
BLENHEIM," Ladies’ best quality
fine cape, British made, in white, tan, oak,
dark grey or black, prix seam sewn, shear
points, 2 press buttons. 91¢. per pair.

Ladies 8-button length
h Kid Gloves, in
% SBcper pal r

THE

OUR CELEBRATED GLOVES ALL lflﬂ\ ES in this ‘l.rp.nt
obtained the Grand Prix at the ment are of British or French
Franco British exhibition. For manufacture and subject to pref.

erential tariff.

THE “CLARETIE,” Ladies’ real
French kid gloves, in blac .
pastel, beavers, tans, browns, gre
plum, navy, ¢-buttons. 60c. pe

THE “ESPERANCE,” Ladies’ 3-button
washable French kid, in white only. @4«
per pair

LADIES' WASHABLE FRENCH CASTOR
DOESKIN GLOVES, with strap and press
button as Hlustration, in  white, grey
putty, beaver and tan. 46¢. per pair.

LADIES" BEST QUALITY DOESKIN
GLOVES, British made with gusset strap
and press button as (Hustration, in white
putty, beaver, tan and grey. @®¢. per pair

THE "“C DIAN,"” Ladies’ buck finish
British ma in tan or grey, prix seam
sewn, 3 button. 95c. per palr

THE “RAINPROOF.” Ladies' washable
cape gloves, British made in tan shade,
pique sewn, 2 large pearl buttons. @9¢
per pair.

THE “"CONNAUGHT,” strong tan cape,
British made, spear points, prix seam sewn,
2 press buttons.  71e. per pair

A detailed and fllustrated Price List will be sent post free on application direct from London, England, or they may be
obtained post free from The CANADIAN MAGaziNg, Office, 15 Wellington 8t,, East, Toronto,
Remittances, including postage, to be made by International Money Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, at

the General Post Office, London,

45 and 45a, Cheapside, London, E.C. ; and 82 and 83, New Bond St., W,

cutting teeth.

\

TO MOTHERS!

Thousands of persons annually testify to the unfailing efficacy of Doctor Stedman'’s
Teething Powders, in all disorders to which infancy is liable during the penod of

are guaranteed by the proprietor and by the highest analytical authorities, to contain

no opium, nor other dangerously soothing ingredient, thereby making them the safest
and best medicine for Children. Caution—-ask distinctly for DOCTOR STED-
MAN’S TEETHING POWDERS and see the Trade Mark n®

Lancet on every packet and powder, and be not imposed upon by substitutes.
OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES
Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, England

1§

v 2 Gum
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND . A

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

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

MEMBERS OF THE ROYVAL FAMILY AND THE
COURTS OF KUROPE.

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

HOUSEHOLD  LINE

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 : LinenSheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard ; 2% yards wide, s7¢.
yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard ; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard ;
Be:sters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23¢c. per yard,
Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from roc. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94C. ; 2); yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered, (Special attention to} Club, Hotel or
Aless Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longciown, $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

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: ““ The Cambrics of Robinson

Cleaver have a world-wide fame.”—The Queen. ‘¢ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever

seen.”’—Sybvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 3o0c, to $1.18 per doz. ; Ladies', from 6oc.

to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 perdoz. |Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c. to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: COLLARS—Gentlemen's 4-fold, newest shapes from

1.18 per doz. CUFFS—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz.. Surplice Makers to West-
t’nin:ter Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kli’ggdom. “Their Irish
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 s6c. : Nightdresses, g4c. ; Combinations, $1.08. Indiaor Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 ; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

~

T

% D i

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

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Lo, Belfast, Ireland,

Our Catalogues can be obtained by Post Card NOTE.—~Beware of parti using our
equest to the *“ Canadian M ine, Toronto \\.I: o:lploy nci.tl.nr Agents ::rm'l.'nv.llon.
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HORROCKSES’

Long Cloths, Sheetings and Flannelettes

are the very best the Old Country can produce.

1791

LONG CLOTHS

=T SHEET]N iz
t\H LT,

See the Stamp “ HORROCKSES” on the Selvedge,
OBTAINABLE FROM THE PRINCIPAL STORES IN THE DOMINION
MANCHESTER and LONDON

lmﬂh@

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO., LTD,,
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“From the Homeland”

Patronised Patronised
by
.':‘ H.R.H. THE
= PRINCESS OF
THE QUZEN, WALES.

UNDER THE.
PATROMAGE OF

Direct «n.wearer a first cost.

. for our full range of the
wrl te ‘60'day Newest Patterns, which will
be sent Post Free per return,

A copy of our Booklet—""WHAT TO BUY AND WHERE TO BUY IT,” containing over 1,000
illustrations of all that is new in the World of Dress, will be sent post free on application to offices
of CANADIAN MAGAZINE, 15 Wellington Street East, Toronto.

o HRH mePrivrss oF WALES,

llks This is distinctly a season of soft exquisite fabrics, with Silks as the strong favourite by reason of
s ® their special adaptability to the long sweeping lines and soft clinging effects demand d by the
prevailing fashion. This places us in the .(mnt rank, our unique position of being in the centre of the English
Silk industry enabling us to offer direct at first cost the very latest productions of the looms. and all who would
make sure of quality and secure themselves against cheap unsatisfactory Silks should send for our patterns
They are charming in design, exclusive in colouring, rich and handsome in appearance. We can name
here only a few of Scason's Novelties —

Cashmere de Soie. Wool Back Satin Ondule. PRICES FROM

Satin Charmeuse. Pure Silk Satin Oriental. )

Self~coloured and Fancy Printed Honan Silks. COnoman Silks. 20 cents to
Armure. Crepe de Chine. Taffeta Chiffon. S

Js:.pkancse Washing Silks. Rich Brocades. Striped Talfetas. l dOI. 25 cents

Chene Silks. Foulards. Glace Silks. Tussores. i ol S

Silk Shirtings, etc. IN UNLIMITED VARIETY. 3

u Dress De ment Gowns of the Directoire and other similar close-
ww en ® fitting creations are the fashionable Modes,
To meet the demand of these elegant and graceful styles Dress Fabrics have practically been re.created
Fine textures, beautifully soft in finish, and by the addition of Silk they are rendered rich to a degree hitherto
gnkoown. The following are a few of the leading Novelties:—

Empire Satin Cloths. Rich Satin Stripe Silk & Wool Eoliennes. 1 PRICES FROM

Pha Stripe Satin Cloths. Shantung, a perfect draping

o w. Dl c it - o . Cl\xnrg-fnsh‘;ble fabrie. l7 cents to
Silk and Wool Crepolines. ew Ottoman Cloths.
Elegant Satin Striped Taffalines. Smart Tweeds. ) l dOI. 3‘ cents
Habit Cloths. Mohair Effects. Delaines, ete. per yand

Cotton and Washlng Fabri(:s. In this Department we are showing an

- immense variety of Novelties, both as
ds textures and designs. Owing to the recent fall in the Cotton markets, we are able to offer superior
ity cloths at lower prices than ever before quoted. The selection is practically unlimited, and
?.‘]-dg the following Novelties:—

PRICES FROM

Mercerised Shantung. Tussoria. Plain & Fancy Zephyrs. 7
Striped Radium. Linen Poplins. Plain & Striped Crashes. cents to
woven ** Crepe Merle.” Printed Delainettes. 48 cents
Printed Muslins. Swiss Embroidered Muslins, etc. par 2
Dept. 34.
The Royal
Silk Warehouse,
Macclesfield,
England.

LADIES___A POST CARD TO office of “CANADIAN MAGAZINE,"” TObR NTO,

and a copy of our interesting publication will be mailed free

15
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GREAT WESTERN
RAILWAY
OF ENGLAND

England’s Holiday Line

€ The Favorte Tourist Route to
Chester, Stratford-on-Avon, War-
wick, Oxford, Windsor and London.

( The Shortest and Most Direct
Route to Devonshire and the Cor-
nish Riviera.

UNRIVALLED SCENERY

The Royal Mail Route

Plymouth to London in 4 hours

is to sell you a “SwaN'’ Fount
Pen, because you need it—you
and everyone else who values
comfort, time saving, econ-
omy, and The Best.
Always clean and ever
ready for use ; won't clog,
 scratch, leak, or blot; will
outlast grosses of steel

Sold by all
Stationers
aud Jewellers.

Prices : pens.
$2.50 to $50.00 The busier you are
the more time a
INSIST ON “Swan" will save

y-u, and the more
you will appre-
B\ ciate its
3 splendid
w n reliabil-
. wu yor Catalogue, g
post free,

ty.
MABIE, TODD & CO., Head-
quarters, 79 and 80, High Holborn,
London, or 124 York Bt., Toronto,
and at New York, Chicago, Man-
chester, Paris, Brussels, Syduey.

\ The Purpose of
: this Ad.

o ——
———

LIVERPOOL TO LONDON THROUGH
SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY

q Interesting Literature and Full Information
regarding the Great Western Railway on appli-

cation to
R. H. LEA, General Agent,
428 Traders Bank Building, Toronto

Paddington Station,
London, W.

JamEs C, INGLIS,
General Manager.

A GIFT FROM THE OLD COUNTRY.

) i A ] |

Given away. LACE TABLE CENTRE. Sent FREE
with Catalogue of Curtains, Muslins, Table
Linen, DownQuilts,Carpets, Rugs, Furniture
Knockdown makes for shipping. La ies’ Costumes
Underwear, Shoes, Gents'Clothing, Hosiery, Boots,
& nu‘y'" 0 RECT FROM OUR MACHInES at first cost.
50 Years Experience. Patentees of “CONTRENET” Curtains,
Iast longer cost no more. WRITE TO-DAY.

CANADIAN "MAIL PARCEL
$6.96 7)., $3.60 v

2 pairs Lace Curtains for Drawingroom,
Ribbon & Floral Designs, length 3iyds.
width 60ins. 2 Lace Cushion Squares.

2 pairs for Diningroom, durable quality,
length 3yds. width 54ins. A

2 pairs for Bedroom, dainty design,
length 2jyds. width 43ins.

2 Toilet or Sideboard Covers and 10 Mats.
White or Ecru High in Quality, Low in Price,
SAML. PEACI’-zl & SONS, The Looms.

Box sM.NOTTINGHAM. England.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY QLOTH

Giass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH
Best for Cleaning arid Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA
JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.
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It is the little things that tell—the details
that make the ditference—the choice of
the right articles for everyday Toilet
use that secures your daily comfort.

CALVERT'S

Carbolic Tooth Powder

makes a great deal of difference to the way your tooth-brush does it

daily work—ensures a thorough antiseptic cleaning—just what is

apprecmled by the people who know that the care of the teeth is an
rtant matter. EC;)

% giving a smooth polish to the enamel it helps %
to keep the teeth a pleasing feature, and it also leaves a delight l
feeling of freshness in the mouth.
LTins, 15, snundvl cents. Sprinkler-topjbottle, 35 cents,

107 Carbolic Toilet Soap

is a delicately perfumed antiseptic soa of the pure quality which you

require for everyday comfort—for cﬁlnlmg the skin, keeping it in

healthy condition and removing the odour and discomfort of perspira-

tion. Cleansing, purifying and refreshing, it enables you to enjoy to the

full the pleasures of the toilet, while its antiseptic properties (it contains

109, Carbolic) also provide protection against contagious diseases.
15 cents a tablet. 3-tab. box, 45 cents.

CALVERT'S

Carbolic Ointment

is sure to be needed every day by somebody in your home, and some
day by everybody. For insect bites, chafed skin, burns, bmues and
similar ailments, it is a soothing and effective remedy, while for cuts,
scratches, and skin sores, its Anu:rx action is most useful to prevent
festering, and promote a rapid and complete cure,

Large tin, 35 cents.

Your druggist can supply F.C Calvert & Co
these, or will obtain on (of Manchester,
order. Booklet free. England),

Samples of these three 349 Dorchester St. West

preparations sent for 4c. Montreal.

L.\ S

N o g S SR L U R S P N
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On the Bridge of a
great Liner; with the soldier on

the scorching plains of India; oron
the wheat fields of Canada, there you find the '
“ County " Watch steadily and accurately discharg. 5%
ing its appointed task. =2

Built scientifically, each part properly finished and working §
in harmony with its fellow, and carefully tested, the “County ” |
Watch represents the knowledge and experience of 7o years' watch-
making plus all the resources at the command of a powerful firm.

The “ County " Watch is splendidly compact and strong—it has an admirable §§
Keyloss Lover movement fitted into amply '&ll‘xslnmi.ll Solid 12-ct. Gold English
Hall-Marked Oasos, $28.00. Half-Hunting, as illustrated (drawn small) or Full- j
Hunting as preferred, upon which an elegant monogram can be engraved for $1.25 ex- o2
tra. In Solid r8.ct. Gold cases, $38.00. Highly recommended. Solid Silver Cases. $12.s0. ':»‘-:;‘
“COUNTY"” ALBERT ahandsome Double or Single Curb Albert, Hall- Marked
every link, $16 #0. Solid 15-ct., $28.75. The Greatest Value, 4
Ohe LADY'S “COUNTY” in Solid 12-0t, Crystal Front, $18.15. Solid 18-et. "0

Halfor Full-Hunting Cases, plain or richly chased, $26.25. English Hall-Marked, §

Fine Lever Movements,

i

Malled at the 's Own Risk to any part of the Dominion, insured postage
Morit, st an almost incredible saving as compared with Colonial Prices.
$25.00
Will Save You Dollars /t will save you dollars. Mention ** The Canadian Magazine,”

English Hall-Marked paid, carefully timed and tested, upon receipt of Draft, Express or Muney Order,
r door, post paid anywhere, our handsome Guide-Book,
H. WHITE "WFAcuRiNG 0. 104, Market St., Manchester, England

Solid 12-ct. Gold CANADIAN ORDERS {1¥% 50310  TLikIR" & Srticies of the Highest
o
A PO'TCAnn .','.'.l.‘n',:w.'-f‘ un‘r stest productions in Watches, Chains, Rings, Bracelets, ete,
(Next to Lewis’s)

B o BRISTOL

WIEN

VIENNA

Best situation on the Ringstrasse, next to the Imperial Operahouse. The favorite home of American
and European Society. Apartments and single rooms with baths. Finest French Restaurant. Concert
during 5 0'Clock Tea and Dinner.  Auto Garage. Safe Deposit. Own Shooting and Fishing.

TARIFF ON APPLICATION TO CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Sumptuous lllustrated Work STA M P

Large and finest stock
British Colonials

for Stamp Collections.

Here and There in the Home Land

England, Secotland and Ireland as seen by a Canadian. By
Canniff Haight. With blographical introduction by E. B,
B r. 261 illustrations, my $vo., cloth, Toronto, 1904

e have pleasure in saying that Mr. Haight's book from
the breadth of its knowledge, the accuracy of its information,
the vigor and vivacity of its narrative, and the illumination
which it throws on English history and English literature, is
one of the very best books of its class with which we are ac-
quainted. We cordially commend It to the favor of intelligent
and patriotie readers, —W. H. Withrow, D.D., Editor of Meth-

odist Magazine $1.50
HISTORICAL PUBLISHING CO.
446 Partiam-m St. - - -~ Toronto, Ont.

6 Barbades 10c., 10 Jamaica 8¢c., 6 Mauritius 10c., 6 Trini- -

dad 9c., 5 Gold Coast 10c., 20 India 10c., 5 Bermuda 10c
50 different 10c., 200 different $1.50.
STAMPS BOUGHT FOR CASH

Canadians and British Colonials wanted, for which we pay
the highest prices. Send samples and return postage.

ROYAL ALBUM
exclusively for British Colonials. Send for booklet.

COLONIAL STAMP CO, ot

953 E. 53d Sitreet, CHICAGO

e
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College Campus, showing Library and Biology and Physics Building

THE

ONTARIO AGRICULTURAL
COLLEGE

GUELPH, CANADA
Opens September 14, 1909

MACDONALD INSTITUTE

AND

MACDONALD HALL
Open September 16, 1909

For particulars write G. C. CREELMAN, B.S.A , M S. President




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

TORONTO

Be or and Junior Residental and Day Schools
with Preparatory Department .
Prepacscion for Monour Matri. Havergal Dipl Examinations in Musie
and Art. Resident French .ng‘mn i‘mp ?’?]ﬁlo:l Culnt:lrgn:ngor two
uates of the Boston Normal S8chool. Domestic Science 8chool, with
Large Grounds, Rink, S ug

i
!

For lllustrated calendar please apply to the Bursar.
MISS KNOX, Principal.

Queen’s {nmiversity and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Sc., and Ph.D.

THE BDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are aceepted as
the professional courses for (.J First Class Public School Certificate ;_(b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
€) Specialists’ Interim Certifieate and (d) Inspectors' Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B,Paed., D.Paed.

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

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

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of M.B., M.D. and C.M., D.Se.

THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B Sc., and M.Sec., D.Se.

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance.

Oalendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE ¥. CHOWN, B.A. Kingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING Asoiizeeor
Afiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON. ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc.  II. Three Years’ Course for Diploma,

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. ' 'f. Mechanical ngineering,
¢. Mineralogy and Geology. &«. Electrical Engineering.

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

i. Power Development.
For Calendar of the School and further information, Apply Lo she Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 2

BGlen Abhawr

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

Thorough In all its d;gsnmenu Gives oareful indi.
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training.

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

Large staff of experienced nuﬁwﬂd and visiting Pro-
fessots and Teachers. f

Puplls are prepared for the Unl ersities and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toron

College of Music.
For Prospectus and full information apply to
MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

.340 Bloor Street West, TORONTO, CANADA

4

A residential and day school, well appoi well ged and con-
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examinations,
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray Koowles,
R.C.A., Art Director For announcement and information, address the
Principal, MISS M CURLETTE, B.A.

Royal Victoria College
MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill University.

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

(Y
N

o

i

-
8

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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- ‘\‘M i *”’ i
Toronto Conservatory of Music
Examinations June 14th to 19th. Applications must be in before May 15th,
SEND FOR 160 PAGE CALENDAR. EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Directo

Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

Founded 1865

For Calendar and all particulars apply to
REV, OSWALD RIGBY
M.A. (St. John s College, Cambridge), LL.D,
HEAD MASTER

The Royal Mlitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military Colle; t
At the same time its object and the work it is accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the grgneral gﬁg“(lflngﬂon.
The College is a Government Institution, designed primarilv for the purpose of giving the highest technical i
in all branches of military science to ets and officers of Canadian Militia, In fact 1t is intended to take the placenl;"(l)x:x'il:g:
of the English Woolwich and S8andhurst and the American West Point.
The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial army, lent for the purpose, and
in addition there is a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which form such a large proportion of the Colle y
Medical attendance is also provided. i 69 onT e
Whilst the College Is organized on a strictly milita
oughly practical, scientific and sound training in all subj
The course in mathematics is very complete and a thorou,
and Hydrographic Surveying, Physics, Chemistry, French an
The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the system,
In addition the constant practice of gymnastics, drills and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures good health and fine
physical condition.
Seven commissions in His Majesty's regular army are annually awarded as prizes to the cadets.
Three Commissions in the Permanent Force will be given annually, should vacancies exist, to the graduating class, viz,
Every year one in the Infantry ; and each alternate year:
One in the Engineers and one in the Horse Artillery.
One in the Cavalry or Mounted Rifles and one in the Garrison Artillery.
Further, every three years a Commission in the Ordnance Corps will be given to the graduating class.
ivalent pay, will be offered annually to the graduating class, such

Three 2nd class clerkships, or -Bgolntmem.s with % .
appointments to be in the following Departments, viz.:—Public Works, Railways and Canals, Inland Revenue, Agriculture and

Interior,
The length of the Course is three years, in three terms of 94 months’ residence each.

The total cost of the three years' course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is trom §750 to $800.
The annual competitive examination for admission to the College will take place at the headquarters of the several milj~
tary districts in which candidates reside, in May of each year.
ulars of this examination or for any other information, application should be made as soon as possible to th

Secr:loarr‘yucl)l he .\vclllmn Couneil, Ottawa,Ont, : or to the Commandant, Royarumury College, Kingston, Ont. 4

ry basis the cadets receive in addition to their military studies a .
ects that are essential to a high and general modern e("iucation. -

h grounding is given in the subjects of Civil Engineeri:
gmlm" )] 4 ng, Civil

Ps
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL

COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

President—His Grace, the Lord Archbishop
of Toronto

FORTY-FIRST YEAR
HURCH, RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
2€ FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE AND
ELEMENTARY WORK

For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

Upper and Lower Schools.

St. ANDREW'S COLLEGE |

TORONTO
A CANADIAN RESIDENTIAL AND DAY ScHoOOL
FOR Boys

New Buildings.
Boys prepared for the Universities and Business.

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

Separate Junior Residence.

1004

Upper School prepares boys for the

B Y O L EGE | o e e e sy o ooy e S

St. Catharines, Ont.

REV. J. Q. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., Principal

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GlRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE SURROUNDINGS

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

Ages. .
uMs:raxshﬁ'%g TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical

. locution 1, Domestic Science 1. :
c.'gzéYEATI‘ENDANCE 140, of whom 350 are in resi-
dence : classes average 10 each. 2 . = y

PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci-
alty: extended course for those not contemplating a uni-

versity education.

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

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work,
. LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation. Full
sized outdoor skstinf rink in winter,
- RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the
schoo!. Specialists in every department.
RECORD—190506: 14 at Universities; 20 passed ex-
:lr:lgm';(l’%% in M?jnig gt,:il‘oronbo Urai\;grclty winning 11 l:t‘
s and 5 2n chss, an at nlemwry
Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

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

Late Principal Upper Canadla Oollen; Torowmo Directors.
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON
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REPORT OF THE CONDITION

OF THE

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation

Toronto, Canada

31st December, 1908

LIABILITIES ASSETS
Deposits . §3.908,538.10 Mortgages on Real Estate - - - $23,200,639.79
Debentures errluu: Advances on Bonds and Stocks - 0952,486,36
Debentures—(C'urrency Municipal Debentures, Bonds and other
Securities - 620,850.20

Debenture 8tock

Sundry Accounts . . . 11, '469.56 Office Premises ( loronlo w mnlpu Regnm

Capital su.-u . . - 6,000,000.00 and Saint John,N. B.) - - . 398,871.19
Reserve Fand . - 8,000,000.00 Cash on hand and in Banks - . 1,284, 446,87
Dividends Unclaimed . . 63.90

Dividend Payable 2nd January l'm s '1040):11

Unappropriated Profits e
$26, m. 303.41 $26,465,308.41

HEAD OFFICE:
Company’s Building, Toronto Street, Toronto.

DIRECTORS :

President : W. H, BEATTY
Second Vice-President: W. D, MATTHEWS

8, NORDHEIMER FREDERICK WYLD
RiLeY, Winnipeg, Man.

First Vice President: W, G, GOODERHAM
Ratri K. Burorss  J. HERBERT MAsON  GEORGE W. MONK
Grorox F. Gavr. Winnipeg, Man. BR. T.

Joint General Managers: R, 8. HupsoN, JOUN MASSEY Secretary : GRORGE H. SymiTH

eI S T

ASSETS ;‘
38143485 K
CAPITAL (supscrnen) $2.500:000 . ‘

CAPITAL (paio upy) $1-500:000
RESERVE FUND #$):150000

4

[CENTRAL
C/AIN/A DA

£ LoaN 8 Saviy
§ Comeany

St. Denis Hotel

5 TORONTO) Ar Broadway and Eleventh Streot
ra 3 : 3 o NEW YORK
u J DEPOSITS 'RECEIVED Suropean Plan —— Conversent Location
1 . AND DEBENTURES_ WILLIAM TAVLOR & SON
Iy i, The Convenient. Location, Tasteful Appointm
* 4 r ISS_UED‘ 4 Re:sonzvl: Ch , Courteous Atten n.n%o. :n
G gl o Cuisine of Exeep ona.l Excellence are Character-
¢ i istic of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained

67 " ™ i for it a Patronage of the Highest Order.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - . $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and 1
Undivided Profits )] - . $1,277,404.49

DIRECTORS

S. J. MOORE, Esq. President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.
SIR WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.
HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches,

Dominion Express 4 Ai\}}

\

¥ Money Orders (i ik
IV 4 N,
"7 SAFE CONVENIENT ECONOMICAL 447

Payment is guaranteed and a prompt refund will be made, or a new order issued without
extra charge, if order is lost, stolen or delayed in transit.

Payable at par in over 30,000 places in Canada, United States, Newfoundland, West Indies,
Central and South America, Hawaii, Philippines and the Yukon.

FOREIGN CHEQUES
issued in Sterling, Marks, Francs, Lire, etc., payable in all commercial countries of the world

at current rates.
TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

in denominations of §10, $20. $50, $100, $200, with equivalents in Foreign Money printed on each
cheque. They are self identifying and payable everywhere,

Superior to Letters of Credit.

Agents in all the principal cities and towns throughout Canada

o

&N
L al

='iv /Y

\ e

4

General Offices, Toronto

| : :
IV Rates and full information cheerfully furnished by our
\“""’, Local Agent
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Policyholders First
Last and All the Time!

A life insurance business conducted on the purely mutual principle admits of no “‘class
privileges” and because there are no stockholders to thrive on the labor of others, each policy-

holder receives full value for every dollar he pays into the common fund.

“All with united force combine to drive
The lazy drones from the laborious hive.”

The business of

OF CANADA,

like every other good business is run in the interests of its owners.

But its owners are ils policyholders,
And its policyholders are ils customers.
Wherefore the interests of its customers take precedence over all other interests, “first, last and
all the time.”
When you insure in the Mutual Life of Canada your interests and those of the Company
are identical and its success your success, because all policyholders share equitably in its surplus
earnings.

A mutual life company is a co-partnership composed exclusively of policyholders who
alone are entitled to vote in person or by proxy, and thus control the management through a

Board of Directors elected |)y and from among themselves.

There are no ‘‘drones” in a Mutual Life Company.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director.
CHAS. RUBY, Sccrctnry.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., President.
W. H RIDDELL, Assistant Mnnngcr.
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The Canadian Bank
of Commerce

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

5. K President.

A. LAIRD,

WALKER,

seneral Manager,

ESTABLISHED 1867

Paid-up Capital, $10,000,000

Reserve Fund,

6,000,000

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED AT ALL BRANCHES

DRAFTS AND MONEY ORDERS sold, and money transferred by

or letter,

telegraph

COLLECTIONS made in all part.€ of Canada and in foreign countries.

FOREICN BUSINESS. Cheques and drafts on the United States, Great Britain
and other foreign countries bought and sold.

Those
Contemplating
Life Insurance

will do well to take note of the following
significant statement.

The returns for 1908 of the Canadian
Business written by the twenty-seven Life
Insurance Companies operating in Canada
show that the average GAIN for the year
of twenty-six of these Companies was
$956,758.

The twenty-seventh Company gained
$6,045,738.

That twenty-seventh Company was

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - - Winnipeg
Ascertain the reason. Full information
on request.

BANK OF
HAMILTON

Head Office: Hamilton

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

Hon. William Gibson . - 3
J. Turnbull -

President
Vice-Pres. and General Manager

Paid up Capital - - $ 2500,000
Reserve - -~ - . . 2,500,000
Total Assets, over - 30,000,000

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts
of Firms, Corporations and Individuals.
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The Fact

that so many old men are
depcndent upon others for
support should lead every
thoughtful young man to
make provision for his later
years of life.

An endowment policy will
make sure provision for old
age and while the money is
accumulating the family or
dependent ones are protected.

See one of our representa-
tives at once regarding a
policy, or write to the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

«“ golid as the Continent”

TORONTO

HOME OFFICE

THE

NORTHERN LIFE
ASSURANCE

OMPANY
OF
ANADA

HEAD OFFICE - -

LONDON, ONT,

It has made steady and sure progress dur-
ing the last twelve years.

It has now $6,500,000 of Insurance in
force.

It has now $1,250,000 of Assets.

1t has now over $725,000 of Government
Reserve.

It has now over $500,000 Security for
Policyholders.

It has a line of Specially Prepared Poli-
cies that are very attractive.

Write for Particulars

JOHN MILNE,

Managing Director

W. M. GOVENLOCK,
Secretary

THE EXCELSIOR

Life Insurance Company

Head Office, Excelsior Life Building, TORONTO

BUSINESS FOR 1908 MOST SATISFACTORY
EVER EXPERIENCED
INSURANCE IN FORCE - - - -
Tncrease $1 .079.435,00312’23.’"“"
NEW INSURANCE WRITTEN - - -
Increase  $359,728.00
ASSETS FOR SECURITY OF
POLICY HOLDERS - - - -

29433.903.'.

2,020,102.79

e i Increase  $227,428.71
¢ = - = - .. g
lncrease  $65.23504  190.84

RESERVE FUNDS - - - 1.4
Including special reserve 339.997.’8605'08" 03
SURPLUS ON POLICYHOLDERS’
ACCOUNT - - -
INCREASES—Insurance in force 10 per cent,

cent. Income, 17 per cent. Reserves, 15 per ml6 per
surplus 93 per cent.

t Ne
DECREASES—Death Rate 44 per cent. less than

9 per cent. less than preceding year ; expense ratio 6.5 ;P:M
INTEREST INCOME more than sufficient

1 89,43"
Assets -

to
losses and all expenses of the company excepﬁf,;y l)‘.ﬂl
salary expenses. Interest earned on mean Net i

: Assets 6.
per cent. A good company to insure with, ¢ nsequeny) 72
good company ?or agents to represent. g ¥a
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—if they know they are going to have with it delicious
Jelly or Preserves.

E. D. Smith’s Jams, Jellies, Preserves and Marmalade 2 /
are made ONLY from FRESH, PURE FRUIT--grown 7

Jam,

TTLE FOLKS will relish every meal—and ask for more

L

%
Z

picked right, canned and bottled right. Recognized as
The Standard of Quality the World Over

right

ellies, Preserves and U
R

Marmalade.

D. SMITH'S Fruit P
K Don’t Risk Substitutes E

s Jams, ]

A forE.

This Trade Mark is the Sure Proof
of HONEST GOODS and ths
Guarantee of Absolute PURITY.
o Look for the Trade Mark
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A FRAGMENT FROM A TRAGEDY
BY S. T. WOOD

S wida as the world is the range
of the flowers of genius. Some
bloom only in the arctic frosts of ad-
versity, while others need the con-
tinuous tropical warmth of comfort
and abundance. Some demand the
free neglact of the shady woods or
open prairies, with the erratic smiles
and frowns of changing scenes and
seasons, while others need the hot-
house nurturing of affectionata under-
standing and appreciation. Though
many .seeds fall in uncongenial en-
vironment and die, a few find the soil
and climate that is their own, and
enrich the world with a response,
transmitting the renewed heritage to
succeeding generations. No matter
how favorably adjusted the surround-
ing circumstances may be to the crea-
tion of a work of genius, no one can
escape the price of achievement. Tt
is often a terrible penalty, of which
the enriched world knows nothing.
Relentless nature may exact the sac-
rific2 of peace, comfort, home, friends,
health, love, even life itself. And the
achiever goes down to his grave mis-
takenly pitied, stupidly condemneq or
complacently pilloried as a warning,
that the unappraciative world may in-
herit immortal literature or priceless
art.
9

Coleridge sacrified all that men
reverence and hold dear in life, and
suffered ya2ars of unimaginable tor-
ment that the world might inherit
““Kubla Khan”' and *‘Christabel”’, and
the charm of philosophy, beauty and
spiritual  insight in  “*Sybylline
Leaves’. A mind capable of illumin-
ing the world, driven to childish de-
viczs in  eluding the vigilance of
friends, may provoke thoughtless con-
demnation and even pity. But when
the awful tragedy is seen in its true
light as the price of achievement, nar-
rower viaws are lost in a great
admiration. Creative power in litera-
ture is strangely elusive. Some are
able to call it up at will. Some may
be possessed by it regularly every day,
or at strange and unreasonable hours.
The pipe, the glass, the phial, and
the hypodermic syringe play a part
occasionally, as does the thought of a
kindred soul or understanding mind,
in stimulating the creative mood. And
sometimes achievement demands an
abandoned devotion to drugs or stimu-
lants, that sacrifices life to art and
the man to his work. These fragments
accidentally preserved from the tra-
gedy of Coleridge’s life reveal the stage
in which dignity and manly courage
are gone, eaten away by the nerve-
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THE POET COLERIDGE, AT ABOUT FIFTY YEARS OF AGE

destroying drug which alone could
give the temporary quiet essential to
spiritual insight and the mysterious
germination of poetic thought.

There has always been some uncer-
tainty and speculation among Coler-
idge's biographers as to how far
Gillman the Chemist, the faithful and
conscientious friand, with whom he
went to reside in 1816, was able to
enforce the moderate restraints he
thought best suited to the poet’s con-
dition. Coleridge was than thirty-four
vears of age and the spirit of literary
creation was departing. There were
rumours that another chemist, in Tot-
tenham Court Road, had been sue-
cessfully appzaled to for a surrepti-
tious supply of drugs. These rumours
have received various acceptances and
denials, and Hall Caine, in his life
of Coleridge, says that the onus of
proof is on those who doubt Gillman’s
claim to success. The rasurrection of
the relics, the letters, that are the
raison d'étre of this article, puts

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

all speculation at rest.
They were preserved in
pitying reverence by Miss
Dunn, daughter of the
Chemist of Tottenham
Courtt Road. Miss Dunn
became the wife of Rev.
William Henry Norris, a
clergyman stationed near
Toronto, Canada, and the
notes which reveal the sur-

reptitious  purchase  of
drugs are preserved in the
family of one of his
daughters by a former
marriage. Revealing the

tortures of a mind con-
sumed by the fire of geniug
may seem like profaning
the sacred chambers. That
the fire was fed by the fatal
narcotic makes the scenes
in the passing struggle all
the more sacred. But Col-
eridge is not an ordinary
man whose secrets we must
respect, but a bright star
on which we may freely
gaze according to our mood, with won-
der, admiration or indifference. The
glances w2 are allowed at one of the
mysterious sources of his brilliancy
and poetic insight but serve to make
the light he sheds on the world all the
more dazzling and incomprehensible.

Only two of the notes ara dated
and they are separated by an interval
of almost eight years. The earlier is
apparently on a page torn from a note-
book, and although the hand is firm
the writing has bezn slightly blotted
by haste in folding.

Dear Sir,— 21st Sept., 1824

It has mortified me that in conse-
quence of the prolonged stay of a friend
at Paris I have been obliged to disap-
point you and must still defer it for a
few days. I do not doubt, however, that
by or before this day week I shall be
able to settle it, independent of my
friend’s return, tho’ certain circumstances
render me reluctant to make use of other
resources, which I can indeed at any mo-
ment command but not so easily keep
sacred to my own knowledge.

8.7 . C.
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A LETTER FROM COLERIDGE TO A CREDITOR

Another, somewhat firm in touch,
is dated with the day and hour, show-
ing intimate relationship. It is on part
of a sheet of note paper and a small
part of the water-mark shows prob-
ably a flower. The script characters
“& M are distinct.

Wednesday Noon.
Dear Sir,—
I am setting off for town, which 1 was
prevented from doing yesterday by a Cold
and the Weather. I leave this note in

case I should return too late to call at
your house this evening.
; STo

The following is in a finer but firm
hand on paper which seems to have
101

been roughly squared by tearing.
There is a pathetic touch in the final
request.

I have this morning received a long
desired letter which enables me to state
this day week for the settlement. It
would remove an unpleasant weight from
my mind, if I could with propriety explain
to you, why with a hundred pound of
my own in the house I yet could not,
without imprudent exposures, settle a
£25 account.

Destroy this instantly.

The following dirsct request is writ-
ten on part of a sheet of note paper

torn off squarely and folded into a
small compass. The ink is carelessly
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ANOTHER LETTER FROM COLERIDGE TO A CREDITOR

smeared by the folding, and the hand
is decidedly weak.

Dear Sir,—

If it be in your possession, could you
favour me with an oz. of the Liquid
Morphii, equal in strength to Laudanum
or in lieu of this half a scruple of the
Acetate Morphii.

8. o8 S0

Thz most deliberate letter gives
some glimpse of the poet’s sensitive
mind, as well as the manifold causes
of his distress. It is written on both
gides of a half sheet of note paper.
The part of the water-mark showing
is the name “‘Pine &’ in large capi-
tals with ‘18" of the date. It was
folded and sealed with wax in such a
way that the margin was torn when
it was opened. This bears in pencil
mark, evidently by the lady who pre-
served it, the date, ‘‘March 10th’’,
but the year is omitted.

Dear Sir,—

I do not doubt that within a few days
my settlement with my publishers will
enable me to settle with you. In the
meantime be so good as to accept the en-
closed, in addition to the account, as
fairly your dues. The Day I left High-
gate for Ramsgate a letter arrived, con-
tained a draft for the sum, £26; but it
was accompanied with a request in rela-
tion to a late unfortunate Public Mea-

108

sure, and Controversy or Feud in this
District, which (had the compliance been
less repugnant to my own private and
disinterested conviction) T could not but
resent as compromising my independence.
Meantime, for motives of great literary
and not trifling pecuniary magnitude, T
was under the necessity of changing at a
heavy present loss, the whole I
of the work I was engaged on, and of
re-writing the whole. T mention these
circumstances to vou in confidence in jus-
tice to myself. For be assured, that few
things have given me so much pain as
this Delay has done. A few months’ hard
work will enable me hereafter to be be-
forehand with you rather than behind.
With true respect,
Your obliged,
BT 0

P.S.—I entreat you, be careful not to
have any note delivered to me unless I
am alone and passing your door.

The later dated note, the only one
signed in full by the poet, was written
less than three years before his death.
Many phases of the dark picture are
crowded in, and the shaking hand and
smeared ink reveal as much as the
words. This note was folded and
sealed with red wax, but the seal
was broken without injuring the
papear.

Dear Sir,—

You will oblige me by filling the ac-
companying bottle with Tinct. Op. T am
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at present confined to the house by an
attach of Rheumatism, but on my very
first excursion I will ecall on you and
sottle this with what other favours I have
vet to account for. Believe me with
“‘many happy New Years’’ to you, with
rogard and esteem.

Your obliged

8. T. Coleridge.

6 Jan'y, 1832

(Sec page 106)

The mystery of genius must ever
be measured by, or subjected to, con-
ventional standards, for common hu-
manity can have no 6ther. The solitary
school-boy absorbed in poetry and
metaphysics was flogged for infidelity.
Nothing could be more typical of the
whole life of this man who paid na-
ture's price, and of the world’s ac-
ceptance of him and of his work. At
twenty-one he enlists. What could

be more incongruous than the man
of metaphysical insight standing at
attention ? He is discharged in a few
months. The dream of human brother-
hood, that child of a deluded faith in
man, is indulged. He marries at
twenty-three, and a biographer, with
laconic deduction that may be tragic
or humorous according to ths mood,
says this was the end of his socialistic
projects. At twenty-five he sleeps
under the ‘“‘anodyne compound’’ and
dreams the vision of ‘‘Kubla Khan'’,
awakening with a strange remem-
brance not only of tha vision but of
the poetic lines that have given it
life. But in the soil in which his
genius bloomed and flourished his
body, his will, his common human
nature must die. He took up the

burden and we have

“Kubla Khan,”” a work
of which Charles Lamb,
his understanding friend,
wrote :

It irradiates and brings
heaven and Elysian bowers
into my parlour while he
sings or plays it.

At thirty he is tor
tured with rheumatiecs
and gout. The strangely
elusive creative faculty is
deadened by physical ail-
ments. There is new life
in the ‘‘Kendall black
drop’’ and in this form
the nerve-wasting mor-
phine becomes a deadly
necessity. The creative
insight and imagination
that could be awakened
by the spirit of youth
when the ‘‘Rime of the
Ancient  Mariner’’ was
written, required, in later
vears, the stimulant of
the humanly fatal drug.
Tt is impossible to believe
that this was a weak sac-
rifice of health, strength,
will, nervous force and

~OLERIDGE COTTAGE AT NETHER STOWEY

self-respect, for the sake
of some passing and un-

o
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THIS NOTE DISPLAYS THE HUMAN SIDE OF GENIUS

sensations  of
Those endowments which ordin-
ary and normal man values so
highly were sacrificed, not to pleasure,
but to the creative power that has
given the world enduring literary trea-
sures. Charles Lamb was of the few
who understood. The strangeness of
his own genius may have given a clue
to the artificial strangeness of Cole-
ridge’s recreative mood. It could not
have bezn to a weakling seeking plea-
surable sensations that Lamb wrote:

2105

natural

pleasure. * In my brief acquaintance with you in

ndon your conversation won me to a
better cause and rescued me from the
polluting spirit of the world. 1 might
have been a worthless character without
you . . this is no cant.
Biographers have attempted to esti-
mate the balance of rights and duties
in Coleridge’s relations with his wife
and family—as if any profana eye
could discern the myriad influences
of so sacred a relationship. On his
return to England after two years of
fruitless struggle abroad, he avoided
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his people and went to live with
Wordsworth. His condition, worse
than homeless, prompted Dykes
Campbell to write of ‘‘a sense of brok-
en promises—promises to friends, and
promises to himself, and above all
sense of a will paralysed, dead per-
haps, killed by his own hands’’.

In this thers is forgetfulness of
Coleridge’s struggle to redeem a
broader promise to the world to give
full measure for talents entrusted to
him by nature. The world cannot say
how far tha fulfilment of this promise
necessitated the breaking of many
others.

Gillman's influence fortunately dis-
appointed the prophecy of Charles
Lamb’s sad joke in spelling his name
with a “K'. Coleridge was again
abla to work, to achieve and to give
forth the light of his subtle imagina-
tion. Then came the delightful even-
ings with Wordsworth, Charles Lamb,
Mary Lamb, Moore, Rogers, Hazlitt
and DeQuincey.

In the intellectual light of an un-
derstanding circle his genius kindled
into flame and his wonderful conver-
sational powers found scope. We need
not join in the general regret at the
loss of these inspirad monologues.
They are not lost. They were the
Promethean fire that animated a be-
loved and receptive few, inspiring a
creative, literary impulse which has
given the century its place in the
world’s mental development. No one
could hear unmoved, and the world
owes to his inspiration both the sym-
pathetic, gpiritual mysticism and the
antagonistic materialism of the crea-
tive minds he won or repelled. Critics
have freely condemned this unconven-
tional and seemingly purposeless life.
But fortunately for the world the man
with a message will reach understand-
ing ears, irrespective of its praise or
blame.

This is not a contribution to the
endless controversy over the duty of
men of genius to conform to the con-
ventions necessary to the stability of
ordinary humanity under civilised con-

ditions. Whatever position the world
may take, men of genius will continue
to be laws unto themselves, and to
pay the prica of achievement for the
reluctant world’s enrichment, while
the world will continue to criticise ac-
cording to the laws of which its vision
is able to take cognisance.

Great physical vigour prolonged
Coleridge’s life to nearly three-score
years. The period of decline from
which the fragments are rescued were
years of physical and nervous suffar-
ing, of humiliation, of struggle with
poverty and debt, of senselessly vin-
dictive criticism, of painfully uncon-
genial work and of the consciousness
of creative power which he could not
use,

This outwardly sad picture is ra-
lieved only by the quickening asso-
ciation of a few sympathetic minds.
At forty-eight he writes:

From circumstances, t i i
of my harvest is still on l;;en;g:m%?rilion
indeed and only waiting, a few for the
gickle but a large part for the sheaving,
and carting, and housing; but from all
this I must turn away, must let them
rot as they lie and be as tho’ they had
never been, for I must go and gather
blackberries and earth nuts, or pick

mushrooms and gild oak-apples for the
palate and fancy of chance customers.

That is not the letter of a man seek-
ing weak indulgence, but of a man
gaeking power to work. The strength
to realise elusive possibilities may
cost even the supreme human saeri-
fice and the reward may be the
opportunity for new sacrifices and new
achiavements. Coleridge suffered the
penalty but does not seem to have
gained the full reward.

It is a mistake to regard as wasted
a life that has accomplished so much.
It is also a mistake, though a noble
and praiseworthy one, to pity deaply,
when, through all the distress and
anguish, there must have been the
gecret consciousness of power, of
greatness, of succass. His pain was
not that he suffered at the hands of a
criticising few who should have wel-
comed the manifestations of each re-

“——— f--—»—-..




RESPONSE

newed activity, but that this literary
circle was unworthy, and consaquent-
ly unappreciative of the spiritual in-
sight and exaltation which were
striving for utterance. The great soul
cries out in its loneliness—not because
it is misunderstood but becausa the
world cannot understand. Genius is
forever disappointed, for its reach so
far exceeds its grasp. There may be
a sense of disappointment with self,
perhaps keenly felt and suffered, but
there is always the sustaining inner
vision which tells that the disappoint-
ment is with the great brotherhood of
humanity. And Coleridge must have
felt in the bitterness of the attacks
which his works seemed to provoke,
that the failure was not his but his
eritics”.  Spiritual exaltation strug-
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gling for audience amid the sordid
restraints of commercial journalism
is a pathetic picture over which we
may forbear to dwell. But if we have
tears let them be shed, not for Cole-
ridge, but for the purblind crities who
were moved only to a jealous antag-
onism, and lived in the midst of
treasures they never discovered.

“His great and dear spirit haunts
me”’, wrote Charles Lamb on hearing
of Coleridge's death. “‘T cannot think
a thought, I cannot make a criticism
on men or books without an ineffectual
turning and reference to him.”

In the intellectual life of that pro-
lific time others were equally indebted
with Lamb, but none other was so
clearly conscious of the source of his
light.

RESPONSE

By

KATHERINE HALE

Have you known pipers in magic mood
Take a slim branch all winter-worn and bare
And breathe on it, till notes that were not there
Seemed to steal out through the enchanted wood ?

Have you seen Spring in luring, roseate guise
Gaze on some meadow desolate and worn
Until, like softest footsteps of the morn,
Pink buds responded to those questing eyes ?

Then you have felt the stirring in my heart
O Gazer on a life bereft and cold -—

God yield to you the promise you unfold
And let me go, awakened, yet apart.



THE INTERRUPTED TOAST
BY ROBERT E. KNOWLES,

Awuthor of “St, Cuthbert's,” “The Web of Time,” Etc,

o E'LL really have to take in
some of the Scotchmen,”” I
insisted, looking rather despairingly at
the other two; ““nobody ever heard of
& St. Patrick’s supper with only three
people—the thing’s absurd.”

My remarks were directed to Ter-
énce O'Flynn and Jimmie Ryan.
I'hey, with myself, constituted the
entire Irish population of our Scottish
town. It seems, I know, like an
oversight on the part of Providence
that any one community should have
8o little of the salt of the earth—
but so it was. Terence was the town
solicitor, this plum having fallen into
his eapacious Hibernian mouth while
several Scotchmen fought savagely for
it among themselves. Terence got it,
and litigation became straightway the
order of the hour. Jimmie, strangely
enough, was also an official of the
municipality. His particular duty was
to keep the Main Street bridge look-
ing decent. A shovel and a broom
were Jimmie's instruments of office,
both of which were now leaning
against the little wardrobe in which
Mr. O’Flynn kept his gown and other
garments less professional. Jimmie
had dropped in on his homeward way.

“There doesn’t seem to be anny
ginse in askin’ Scotchmen to an
Irish banquet,”” said Mr. O’Flynn,
concluding with a violent but accurate
bombardment of the cuspidor in a dis-
tant corner. Terence was a sure-
enough lawyer—but, so far as the
English language was concerned, he
was still a layman.

“But how the mischief can we have
a banquet wid jist three men—that’d
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be nothin’ but an ordinary spree. An’
ivery mother’s son av thim an Irigh-
man into the bargain—shure they'd
slaughter one another,”’ said Jimmie
dolefully.

Terence paid little heed to this. ““I
wouldn’t moind one or two of the
haythens,”’ he went on musingly, “‘as
far’s mysilf’s concerned—but I be-
lieve it’s ultra vires; I'm almost sar-
tin it is.”’

Jimmie gave a violent start.
‘““Hivens, Terry,”” he broke out,
‘““‘what’s that ye're sayin’ — it's
what ?”’

Mr. O’Flynn looked at him calmly.
“It’s wultra wvires, Jimmie,”” he re-
peated solemnly; “I can show it to ye
in the book,”’ laying his hand on a
volume of poetical quotations that lay
on the table.

Jimmie reached down and pulled
one leg of his overalls out from the
keeping of his high boots, not know-
ing what he did. His clay pipe rolled
mechanically in his mouth—the lat-
ter beginning to open—till it wag
turned upside down.

‘““What might that mean, Terry ?
It sounds loike the mischief—some-
thin’ about Ulster, is it, Terry?’’ g
little Vesuvius falling from his Pipe
on to the table.

‘““Not exactly,”” responded Terry ;
““it means it ain’t dacent.’”’ 3

““Oh,”’ said Jimmie, much relieved.
“It sounded like some wan was goin’
to lose their job,”” which was Jimmie’s
ultimate conception of disaster.

“Cut this out, O’Flynn,”” I intep.
rupted ; “‘let’s stop fooling and attend
to the banquet. The fact is, we’]]
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have to ask some of those Scotchmen
—and the question is, which ones
ghall be invited.”

“They’ll drink us dry,”’ remon-
strated Terence; ‘‘an Irishman hasn’t
any show wid those fellows along that
line.”

‘““There won't be any drink,” I
broke in, a little sharply, ‘‘for—"'

“More pertikkler when it's free,”’
exclaimed Jimmie with a kind of
wail. “‘They’re divilish careful, when
they have to pay for it; but whin
they get it for nothin’ they—they jist
swim in it,”” and Jimmie smacked his
lips in a kind of proxy of delight.

“We’ll invite none but total ab-
stainers,’”’ I interrupted.

“There isn't anny,”’ retorted Jim-
mie promptly, ‘‘none that’s fit to
ask, annyway. Archie Carrick’s one
o' thim kind—but it’s in his wife’s
name; an’' she won't let him out
afther sundown. That's how she keeps
him true and stidfast. An’ Tony Me-
Arthur’s a sthrict abstainer—but whin
he does take a little, he gets wild.
He’s apt to slam the bottle on the
floore,’’ Jimmie added, awe and pain
mingling in his voice. ‘‘An’ thim’s
the only two rale timperance men in
the bunch,”” as he cast on me a glance
that indicated the security of his
position.

But I was far from vanquished and
only then did the real fight begin. I
contended stoutly for the abolition of
all liquids except the most innocuous
brands. The evil and the peril of
any other course were duly pointed
out by me. The Scotchmen must be
invited, T urged—or a few of them, at
least—but why risk the pleasure of
the evening and the souls of the
Scotchmen by the presence of ‘‘the
eratur”’ at the banquet? What a
noble example, I pointed out to Ter-
ence and James, if all liquors were
banished from our table, would thus
be afforded the wondering Gentiles
who were to be our guests.

But my colleagues were obdurate
and immovable. Terence declared, al-
most with tears, that he was not
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thinking of himself but of the honour
of ould Ireland; and Jimmie made no
secret of his emotion as he told me
how he had promised an expiring
grandmother in far-off Tipperary that
he would always observe St. Patrick’s
Day after the fashion of his fathers.

So I yielded, sorrowfully. But I
had not finally surrendered. A few
days later Mr. O'Flynn and I were
walking across Main Street bridge.
Jimmie, with his usual industry, was
plying his profession with both broom
and shovel. Then and there I stopped
and made my last request. Unless
this were granted, I explained, I
would have to retire from the cele-
bration. All I asked was this, that
I be permitted to provide the drink-
ables myself.

Terence consented readily enough;
but Jimmie was more cautious.

“Will ye promise it'll be Irish?"
he demanded.

I promised. ‘‘Straight from Bel-
fast,” I volunteered, as additional se-
curity.

““An’ it'll be good stuff,”” pureued
Jimmie—'‘none o' that r—'"" em-
ploying a familiar term that implies
internal decay.

“The very best,”” I answered, and
80 the bargain was consummated.

*

St. Patrick’'s Day in the morning,
which fell this particular year on a
Saturday, was bright and beautiful.
Jimmie and Terence and I were early
abroad, each resplendent in a sprig
of real shamrock. Jimmie scorned all
toil this day, providing as his substi-
tute on the bridge, and at his own
expense, & Scotchman straight from
Glasgow. At frequent intervals Jim-
m.ie would appear upon the scene and
thunder his orders at the toiling
Sandy, especially masterful when sun-
dry Scotchmen were near by to mark
the servitude of their race.

All things were in readiness for the
festivities of the evening. The duty
allotted to me, as afore described, had
been faithfully discharged. And in the
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doing of it I had had great delight
Always a stout advocate of temper-
ance—any man who drinks whisky,
that doesn’t have to, is a fool—I had
provided the liquid supplies with a
profound assurance that I was a bene-
factor of mankind. I had purchased,
paying liberally therefor, a generous
supply of empty bottles, each one
bearing the lurid label: ‘“‘Good Old
Irish Whisky.”” These I had filled,
in accordance with my promise to
James and Terence, with good stuff
straight from Belfast. Right to the
cork I filled them—with the best Bel-
fast Ginger Ale.

The Scotchmen were early at our
little banquetting hall. No ticket was
demanded, no admission fee—nothing
but to walk in. They came early and
eager, one or two showing signs of
preliminary fasting, thus to partake
more worthily of the waiting hospi-
tality. Their number was rather
greater than we had expected. With
& nimbleness unwonted to their race,
an additional few had qualified for
the occasion. Clarence McKinnon as
much as invited himself, pointing out
that he had carried an Irish black-
thorn for over forty years. Ronald
Robertson was more delicate, merely
intimating that his grandfather had,
when a little boy, sold shamrocks on
the atreets of Glasgow. Charlie Neil
told Mr. O'Flynn, in confidence, that
their family name had been O’Neil a
few centuries before; while Archie
MeGlashan plaintively called my at-
tention to the fact that he had kept
an Irish getter till its bright career
was closed by an unequal conflict with
a passing train.

We admitted them all; and a very
happy company it was that gathered
about that Irish board. Out of respect
to our guests, and as a tribute to
their prehistoric appetite, porridge was
one of the first items on the bill of
fare. But they silently scorned it—
all but one Scotchman, who had evi-
dently vowed to begin at the begin-
ning and continue to the end. He de-
voured it without a word, though his
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face showed that he considered he was
doing us a favour.

After the main meal was coneluded,
it was comical to observe how the
Scotchmen kept their anxious eyes
turned upon the waiters as they came
in from time to time. There were
various preliminaries, of course, be-
fore the musical clink announced that
their pain was about to end. Gravely,
as befitted the occasion, the glasses
were set upon the table ; then followed
the large bottles, all bearing the lurid
label to which I have referred already.

Never have I seen such a trans-
formation! One and all rose to the
occasion, a smile wreathing each Scot-
tish face as they prepared themselves
for the real business of the evening.
This was especially true of Watty
Ferguson, one of Scotia’s most loyal
sons. Watty wore upon his bosom
a generous sprig of heather, an heir-
loom in the Ferguson family, now
proudly flaunted in the very face of
the modest shamrock that reposed on
every Hibernian breast.

‘“This is gaein’ to be a graun’ nicht
afore it’s through,” Watty murmured
as the waiter made a welcome deposit
at his elbow. ‘‘Thae Irish buddies
ken hoo to be hospitable, mind ye,
though they dinna’ get the name 0’t.”’

He glanced a little impatiently to-
wards the Irish brethren, waiting for
them to inaugurate the festivities
which, in Watty’s estimation, were
now about to have their real begin-
ning. His glance was not quite nor-
mal, his face a little flushed; it was
all too obvious that Watty, suspicious
of Irish taste, had taken the precau-
tion to lay a good Scotch foundation
—ingide of himself, that is—before
risking the hospitality of the evening.
Indeed, so liberal and fluent had
Watty’'s internal preparations been
that he was now able to do little more
than read, with a kind of contemptu-
ous delight, the flaming label that set
forth the merit of Irish distillery.

Watty’s impatience was submitted
to no lengthened test. For after the
National Anthem had been sung—and
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it did seem to me that our guests
hurried through it with unseemly
haste—Mr. O'Flynn proposed the first
toast of the evening. I fancy very
few of the Scotchmen knew what it
was. They were intent only upon
paying due and copious honour to it.
Had it been to the health of Senna-
cherib, or the prosperity of the pig-
iron industry in Patagonia, or the
repose of the soul of Joe Smith the
Mormon, it would have been all the
same to them.

But with the first mouthful of the
beverage I had provided, a great and
soleron hush fell upon the company.
The merriment faded from their eyes;
the laughter died upon their lips. Ter-
ence O'Flynn and Jimmie Ryan cast
swift and sympathetic glances toward
ench other, both pairs of eyes. turn-
ing then on me, more, it would seem,
in sorrow than in anger. Jimmie,
hoping against hope, took yet another
furtive mouthful ; his worst fears now
confirmed, he silently emitted the
counterfeit, pretending that he was
stooping over to recover his napkin
from the floor. Mr. O’Flynn, as be-
fiitted his superior station, merely
pushed his glass away from him, still
turning a reproachful eye upon my-
self.

A moment later Jimmie had left
hie seat, and a hoarse voice was whis-
pering in my ear: ‘It was ye that put
that pizen in the bottles—if this was
Tipperary, ye'd be hanged.”” Then
he passed solemnly out of the door—
gone for repairs. In about five min-
utes he returned, convalescent, and
at peace with all the world.

But the Scottish grief and disap-
pointment knew no abating. For them
no second spring! Clarence McKin-
non and Ronald Robertson, seated side
by side, exchanged pathetic glances,
like men who had tasted of the fatal
hemlock.

“It’s ginger ale,”” I heard Ronny
exclaim in a ghastly kind of whisper,
ae if his mouth were full of ashes.

“It’s some kind o' thae aireated
waters,”’ returned Clarance.
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““Ony way, it's swill,”” Ronald re-
sponded sadly, the tones of both sug-
gesting vitriolic acid, or something
worse. Charlie Neil (alias O’Neil,
lang syne) took up his glass and
smelled it incredulously, while poor
Archie McGlashan gimply turned his
round and round in a dumb despair-
ing sort of way.

Not so Watty, however. Whether
it was the previous precautions he
had taken—of laying a native-brewed
foundation—that stood him in good
stead, or whether the ascending fla-
vour from within lent its superior tang
to the descending material from with-
out, or whether a stimulated imagina-
tion atoned for all deficiencies, I can-
not say. But, from whatever cause,
Watty was delighted. Again and again
he quaffed, more and more thrilled
by each returning draught. My Old
Irish pleased him well, and was evi-
dently fulfilling the duty Watty ex-
pected it to perform.

The programme at length drew near
its close. Yet dark disappointment
still sat upon the assembled faces—
all but Jimmie Ryan's and Watty
Ferguson’s.

Suddenly Watty swayed to his feet,
his face aglow with exuberant emo-
tion. “‘I'll gi'e ye a toast,”’ he cried,
unpinning the heather from his coat
and waving it fervidly aloft. ‘‘St.
Patrick was a Scotchman, onyway—
so I'll gi'e ye a toast to Robbie

Burns. Robbie Burns, an’ a’ wha
honour him!”’ he repeated with
growling unection. ‘‘Man, Bobbie'd

hae likit fine tae be wi’ us the nicht.
There’s nae Scotch, an’ there's nae
Irish,”” he went on, emotion mingling
with his voice, ‘““when Scotch an’
Trish drinks oot o' the same little
broon jug—an’ I believe in treatin’
the puir Irish like ye wad ony ither
buddie. They’re human, like oor-
sel’s—an’ we canna a’ be Scotch.
We’'ve whippit the Irish ower an’
ower again—an’ ye never cast it up
against us. That’s the forgivin’ speerit
o’ the——"

““We mopped up the floore wid ye,”
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Jimmie broke in, unable to stand it
longer.

““An’ the Scotch hae the intelli-
gence o' the world,” Watty went
calmly on; ‘‘the Irish learned their
A, B, C’s frae us. When it comes
till brains, ye canna haud the candle
till us.”

““Yez haven't brains enough to
make your head ache,”’ Jimmie roar-
ed; “yez can’t tell Ould Irish from
ginger ale.”’

““But on that graun’ pint we staun’
taegither,”’ pursued Watty, adroitly
switching to Jimmie's savoury theme ;
““we staun’ agin the world. If a’ men
was Scotch — or Irish — or baith,
there'd be none o’ this haverin’ aboot
Scott Acts, an’ local option, an’ sic
like. They're graun’ folk, the Irish,”’
cried Watty, smiling benignantly on
Terence and James. ‘‘Ye've fed us
—an’' ye never lookit oor way when
we were pourin’—an’ we got it a’ for
naethin’. This wad bhae cost us a
quarter, ony ither place,”” Watty de-
clared, looking around on the dis-
mantled table. ‘‘Ye canna tell the
shamrock frae the heather,”’ he went
on in poetic vein, ‘“‘an’ if I was the
King, I'd hae St. Andra’s an’ St. Pat-
rick’s come on the same day, an'—
an’ then there’d be nae fear o’ Home
Rule for Ireland.”

“What’s that ye're sayin’?’’ Jim-
mie broke in significantly; ‘‘there
wouldn’t be anny what ?"’

“There wadna be ony Home Rule,”
Watty responded pluckily; ‘‘that is,
nane forbye the kind we a’ believe in.
I tak’ my staun’ for Home Rule, nae
doot—but I'm meanin’ in ilka man’s
ain hoose. Let a man rule his ain
hoose-—that’s Home Rule for ye. I'll
wear the breeks while I wear ony-
thin',”” Watty predicted proudly, his
bosom swelling, the conscious heather
held aloft. ‘‘A man’s nae man ava
that canna rule aneath his ain roof-
tree. An’ that’s my toast,” he sud-
denly digressed, forgetful of the
ploughman bard: ‘I ask ye a’ to fill
yir glasses till they’re rinnin’ over, an’
drink to the Home Rule o’ Scotch-

men ower &' the world—ilka Scot the
king o’ his ain castle, and the de’il
tak thae suffragents that’s tryin’ tae
wear the breeks. TFill yir glasses wi’
this guid Auld Irish, an’ we’ll tak a
cup o’ kindness yet for the guid Auld
Scotch, the Home Rulers o’ the uni-
verse,”’ with which high appeal Wat-
ty put forth his hand to discharge the
duty he had just enjoined.

When, lo! the door of our humble
banquetting hall slowly began to open,
and our inquiring eyes confronted a
forelock of red hair. This was fol-
lowed by a head covered with many
kindred tresses, each one of which,
in its aggressive pose, might have
done duty as a forelock. Beneath the
ruddy tresses was a matronly face,
strongly Scottish in its cast, from the
eyes whereof there gleamed a light
that bespoke a long-attested leader-
ship.

She stood a moment, the door open
behind her, her eyes fixed on the
orator of the hour. Watty was pale
as death. But, suddenly recovering,
he did his best.

““Come in Betsy,”’ he said in the
most conciliatory of tones, ‘‘come awa
in an’ tak a seat. There's a wheen
o' stuff left yet—an’ there’ll no’ be
ony objection till a bonny wumman
joinin’ wi’ us, will there, sir?'’ ap-
pealing plaintively to me.

Jimmie grinned; Watty’'s adjective
was too much for him.

“It’s my wife,”’” Watty added in a
lower tone; ‘‘it’s her, as sure as death
—but she’s a harmless buddy,’”” he
reassured us all, motioning the while
to Betsy to come forward to the table.

But Betsy was not to be so dis-
posed of.

“Ye'll come hame this meenit,’’ she
said, straightening up and scorni
Watty’s proferred hospitality. ‘“Wha’'s
a’ these drouthy buddies ye ha'e wi’
ye ?”' searching the assembled com-
pany with a glance.

‘“They’re—they’re freens o’ mine,”’
Watty ventured timidly.

“They’re naethin’ o’ the sort,”” she
retorted sharply, the auburn forelock

—
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nodding with her emphasis; “‘an’ ye
ken that fine—they're some sort o' a
society, I'm thinkin’—wha are they,
T tell ye ?”’ she repeated, advancing a
little nearer.

“We're a—a kind o' a releegious
body,”” Watty began desperately;
“‘that’s why we meet on a Saturday
nicht, ye ken. We're—we're the Sons
o’ Scotland,”” he said triumphantly,
drawing himself to his full length and
taking a deep breath, holding it as far
inward @as he could, for his wife
sniffed a little as she came nearer.
“We're the Sons o' Secotland,” he
repeated proudly, “‘an’ I'm the Chap-
lain, ye ken; I was juist gaein’ tae
gi'e them that bit frae Burns, aboot
the Cotter haein’ worship wi’ his
family—a little like oorsel’s, ye ken.”

His wife came closer to him. “Yir
breath’s like the Sons of Scotland,”
she said scornfully, ‘‘but I ken fine
wha’s yir company. I ken them frae
that bit weed on their jackets. They're
the ungodly Irish. An’ ye'r gaein’
hame wi’ me.”’

“I'll no’ gang,”’ said Watty stout-
ly, making one final desperate stand
as he glanced around at the deeply
interested company.

“Watty Ferguson!"” was all his
wife said as she gazed into the blue
eyes of her spouse. Then after a long
pause : ‘‘I heard yir bit screed, Watty,
aboot wha rules the hoose—an’ the
boots is tae black, an’ the coal stove's
gane oot, an’ the water's tae be
brocht again the Sabbath. An’ ye'll
gang wi' me, Watty Ferguson.”

The struggle in Watty’s conjugal
bosom was brief and sharp. Some-
thing of the storm within showed on
his mobile face. Then, very slowly,
he reached under the table and pro-
duced the flaming Tam o’ Shanter,
donned a few brief hours before in
proud defiance of all things Irish.
Solemnly he bowed to me as he stood
with his bonnet in his hand.

“Gentlemen,”” he began with splen-
did dignity, ‘‘ye’ll ha'e to excuse me
noo. I'm no’ leavin’ for ony — ony
—aguthority, forbye my ain mind and
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will. But it’s drawin’ near the Sab-
bath day, ye ken; an’ I was aye
brocht up to respeck the Sabbath.
Watty Ferguson's nae the man to be
caught carousin’, when it's maist the
Sabbath day, wi’ a company o’ Irish-
men that'll no’ be found i’ the kirk
the morn. It's a matter o’ conscience
wi’ me—an’ I'm gaein’. Wumman,”’
as he turned sternly to his wife, ‘‘ye'll
gang hame wi’ me. D'ye hear, Betsy ?
I order ye, as yir husband, to gang
hame wi’ me this meenit; it's by yir
ain fireside ye ought tae be, solemnis-
in’ yir mind for the sanctities o' the
Sabbath, in place o’ makin’ a laughin’
stock o' yirsel’ afore a gatherin’ o'
ungodly Irish that's been tastin’ mair
nor’'s guid for them. Come wi' me
this meenit, wumman, when 1 tell
ye,”” as Watty solemnly adjusted his
Tam o’ Shanter, bowed profoundly to
the company, and started majestically
for the door.

There was a pause for a minute
or two after Watty and Betsy had
passed out into the night. Terence
and James looked uneasily at me,
waiting till I should break the silence.
But, to tell the truth, 1 was quite at
sea as to what should follow next.
The way, however, was speedily
opened up. Clarence McKinnon
slowly raised his six feet four into
the air and addressed me thus:

“Mr. Chairman, I'm sure we a’
feel we've had a graun’ time the nicht
I'm dootin’ if ony gatherin’ o’ Irish-
men ever had sic a nicht since St.
Patrick and John Knox used to wet
their whustles when they met the-
gither. An’ I dinna think,’’ Clarence
formally concluded, ‘I dinna think
oor proceedin’s cud hae a mair fittin’
close than for us a’ tae rise an’ sing
Auld Lang Syne afore we pairt. I'll
lift the tune mysel’,”’ as he extended
a spacious palm to Mr. O'Flynn be-
side him.

We all joined hands—Terence and
James and I of necessity were mute—
and the surviving Scotchmen sang
their great anthem with the unction
that befits their race.



MORALITY
AND THE MODERN STAGE

BY ROBSON BLACK

THE periodical outburst against im-

moral presentations upon the
New York stage has of late been cen-
treing upon itself a degree of public
and private attention. No matter what
the transient force or inconsequent
birth of this latest crusade of news-
paper and pulpit, it is yet sufficiently
demonstrative and sincere to merit
present discussion. In the course of a
sermon in St. Patrick’s Cathedral,
New York, Archbishop Farley is quot-
ed as having said : “‘The stage is worse
to-day than it was in the days of
paganism. We see to-day men and
women, old men and old women,
bringing the young to these orgies of
obscenity. They go to the theatres
in shamelessness and they bring with
them youngsters wgho cannot escape
corruption.”’ i

No denial of this printed attack
eame from his Grace, and on the fol-
lowing day, Monday, Charles Burn-
bam, of the Managers’ Association,
boldly said that he believed the Arch-
bishop was right and that if he (Mr.
Burnham) had his way, five produc-
tions then in New York theatres would
be closed forthwith.

““All this talk,”’ he absorved, ‘‘about
the stage teaching sermons or moral
lessons is all bosh. Its mission is
purely one of entertainment. You
can’t blame the managers for indecent
plays. You must blame the public,
for the public wouldn’t make this sort
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of production pay unless the stuff wag
what it wanted.”

That began the battle royal. The
clergyman lunged; the manager par-
ried; the newspaper sat astride the
fence or violently belaboured the pro-
ducer on behalf of the ever dear
“public.”’ It has been worthy of at-
tention that through all the fume, the
public, whose moral welfare was the
sole cause of strife, seemed interested
only in a good-humoured way, wonder-
ing which of the contestants would get
the worst of it. These periodic Don-
nybrook episodes with the morality of
the stage as the chip on the shoulder,
must not be taken with morbid con-
cern. They have occurred before and
will again, like the outbreaks in our
zeal for national political purity.

Newspapers from coast to coast
have taken a hand in the quarrel,
mainly demanding that the theatre be
“purged,”’ and suggesting in some
cases the employment of a censor.
Others have found their opportunity
for demagogic tirades on the greed of
theatrical producers, while one or two,
seeing in the situation only the puny
figure labelled ‘‘the public,”” have
flung plentiful brickbats at its head.
Now, in all this blaming, the only
peg for three-quarters of the deduc-
tions has been a surface impression
gained from a shallow cognisance of
our time and condition. Few have
thought to dig even five years back,
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to trace tendencies and find that the
strange series of vicious portrayals of
social evils by the New York stage is
no matter for surprise. We have
reaped our promised whirlwind.

Let us look for a moment at the
exact condition of the metropolitan
theatres and learn the cause of these
verbal fisticuffs. In the thirty or more
playhouses in New York City which
boast of being *‘first-class’ five plays
have gained for themselves either a
reputation for stark indecency or ill-
concealed deviltry that to the mass of
theatre-goers must necessarily prove a
poisonous draught. This quintette of
ymmoral plays has played to more im-
mediate profit than any other five of
the last ten years, which would indi-
cate that there is a large enough fol-
lowing to make them temporary
successes. In a published declaration
of Mr. Burnham, following his in-
terview, these plays were indicated as
“indecent’’: ‘‘The Easiest Way,"
“Salome,’’ *“The Girl from Rector’s,”’
“The Queen of the Moulin Rouge,”
and ‘“The Blue Mouse.”’ Back came
the managers and authors of the pieces
singled out, using two defence argu-
ments, either that their plays and
operas were perfectly proper or that
their existence was justified by the
“‘public demand,’” not seeming to see
that this latter argument is the one
which an apothecary might use when
caught vending cocaine to a drug
vietim.

Charles Frohman then came for-
ward. ‘I do not believe in a play
censor,” he said; ‘I believe existing
statutes should regulate the tone of
plays just as they regulate street traf-
fic, the character of books, pictures
and public morals.”

And TLee Shubert added: ‘“‘The
stage can get along without indecent
plays. I believe the public is the best
censor, and it is up to the public to
aid the managers in their effort to
wipe out such performances as may
gseem objectionable.”’

““I could name a number of plays,
the really successful ones,”’ said Dan-
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iel Frohman, “‘that contain the quality
to uplift. The success of lewd plays
is distinetly ephemeral. They have
a run for three weeks, and then their
vogue is at an end. The public should
act as censor of the stage. If they
did not find a play worthy of their
presence, nothing would more affect
the future of these gutter creations
than the public’s remaining away.”

And from Eugene Walter, the author
of *‘The Easiest Way," came this:
“I believe that the theatre can and
will become an engine of tremendous
educational value.”’

A few of the opinions of the New
York clergy are particularly interest-
ing. Rev. Charles F. Aked, pastor of
the Fifth Avenue Baptist Church,
said: ‘I don’t go to the theatre, but
1 am not opposed to it. I am afraid
of becoming too interested, and T am
too busy to give the time. I have
been in a theatre only once since I
came to America and I consider the
play I saw a beautiful one and in no
way 'injurious to the morals of old or

young."’

The Rev. Ralph Jervis Walker,
rector of St. Simeon’s Protestant
Episcopal Church, said: *“You eannot
make people moral by legislation, and
in this country a censor would not
meet the demand of the time. To-day
the Church has no objection to allow-
ing its children to see proper, elevat-
ing plays which, likesgood books, may
have a beneficial influence. But the
presence of offensive entertainments
in the city leads properly to protests
of the most vigorous kind."

What has come of it all?

Mr. Erlanger, the head of the book-
ing syndicate, which controls ninety
per cent. of the theatres of Canada
and the United States, promised in
an interview not to send any of the
condemned plays ‘“‘on the road,”
which would restrict their poison to
the one stream which passes through
New York City. Two days later the
manager of ““The Queen of the Moulin
Rouge’’ announced that he had ar-
ranged with a powerful partner of Mr.
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Erlanger's for booking rights over an
important section of territory, includ-
ing Toronto, Canada. And there we
are. "'The Moulin Rouge’’ looked like
& "“good thing” to the enterprising
manager, and, so long as the law keeps
its hands off, this leprous creature of
a foreign brain can crawl its disagree-
able length before any theatreful of
wives and daughters in the land. Con-
ceive the pretty picture of a press-
agent advising as a tonic “‘The Girl
From Rector’s,”” the Paul Potter edi-
tion of a French piece, expurgated,
cut down, expunged, pruned and again
re-baked before the American manager
would consider it; even at that, its
first production in a New Jersey city
brought from the editor of a sane
newspaper an editorial lashing in
which one of his mildest similes was
"““a sewer turned loose across a stage.”’

Plays of this sort have perhaps
never been presented with such daring
boldness as to-day in New York. Take
"Salome’’ as an example. One year
8go it was withdrawn quickly by the
express order of Mr. Oscar Hammer-
stein’s backers, who were apparently
too ashamed to let it go on, but to-
day it is revived by the same manager
with the same backers, and is an ex-
cellent magnet for the box-office.
“Mrs. Warren’s Profession,” bizarre,
mocking, with the inflaming logic of
theatre tricks, gave Arnold Daly the
experience of twenty nightmares when
he first touched his fingers to it. The
public anathematised his boldness by
book and bell, but—twelve months
after that, in this same year of the
Lord, ““Mrs. Warren's Profession’’
comes back smiling, as innocent as a
school miss at commencement. Once
its drabbled name was unmentionable
in polite company; to-day, hidden
among ite darker fellows, it shines
milk-white by comparison. And that
i just the way many a theatrical
rogue becomes a feasted but unrepent-
ant prodigal.

It is necessary to go back, some-
what, to show how the modern play
of “‘purpose,”” the ‘‘problem;’’ or
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whatsoever you are pleased to call
that long line of solvings or aberra.
tions flying the flag of modern drama
came into being. The primary pur-
pose of all theatres in all ages is a
reflection of the circumstances, man-
ners, and sentiments either identified
peculiarly with that period or recog-
nisable easily by its people. With
this in mind, it is profitable to know
how the play of exterior develop-
ment, natural to writers in olden
times, when externalism played admir-
ably into their hands, has been edged
into obscurity by the modern attempt
to solve a thousand questions, moral
and psychological. Our playwright of
1909 has been forced to it, because his
forerunner of the Renaissance, for in-
stance, controlled dramatic treasureg
denied to men in the present century.
As an instance, the advent of skepti-
cism has robbed religion of much of
its traditional awe and majesty. TLess
turbulent political conditions have
taken from the theatre conspirator his
old mantle of interest. There could
be no rehabilitated Cassius to-day.
because there is no Rome with its
unrest, its brooding spirit of war, its
violent and revengeful hates, its loves
tried by bitter sacrifice. True, there
is hate and love and jealousy to-day,
but their externals have been altered
past all recognising.

Of late, dramatic writers, no doubt
inspired by the French School, haye
endeavoured to meet the public’s
craving for entertainment by what
one might call the “‘introspective’’
play, which fills the same relation to
the temper of the present day as
Sophocles’ ‘‘Antigone” to the appe-
tites of the Greeks for legend. In-
stinctively, therefore, an American au-
thor might look for a theme in one of
the most harassing evils of hig na-
tion—divorce. In that there are a
hundred possible problems which lend
themselves to dramatic handling :
Should the faithless wife be forgiven 2
Is revenge for domestic wrong ever
justifiable ? And so forth.

Ten years ago these questions which
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have found their way to the public
forum were discussed in whispers by
people morbidly anxious for something
to gossip about. But now they are
blazoned from the newspaper head-
lines, chattered by foolish mothers
before listening children, circulated in
household literature, and, indeed,
have become the common property of
diseriminating wise men and impetu-
ous, ill-governed fools. What sur-
prise, therefore, if the drama of the
time, likewise grown bold, unscrupu-
Jous because irresponsible, pictures
the common table-talk of the nation
and asks us all to listen and to look
well. Its boldness is only the bold-
ness of the newspaper; its stripping
off of delicacy is but the stripping that
has crept into colloquial conversation ;
its offensiveness is no viler in the nos-
trils than would come from a close
examination of more than one corner
of modern human society. However,
in spite of the few dramas reflecting
this sort of aspect to an extent that
becomes keenly offensive to the nor-
mal mind, the play of ‘“‘purpose’” and
the plays of ‘“‘problem’ recently put
together in America have been, in the
main, pieces of ineffectual nonsense,
gtarting with a dull and foolish hypo-
thesis and closing with it still unde-
veloped.

Though it may be for a moment
stepping from the direct path of our
discussion, there is yet an indirect
interest in a glance at some recent
dramas purporting to be ‘‘purpose-
ful.”” Richard Harding Davis, in an-
nouncing his late deceased output,
““Vera the Medium,” told the world
that he sought to expose the evil of
spiritualism. But, indeed, it only
exasperated the audience, broke down
Miss Eleanor Robson’s patience, and
made a horrible mess for audience and
gctors alike.

““The Vampire”’ began in New York
with a good idea, that of absorption
of others’ gray matter by a peculiarly
formed giant, but crashed dismally.

“The Test,”’ a most inane treatment
of an impossible situation, rose in the
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East and went down in the West.
“Man and His Mate,”’ a mixture
of fatalism and yellow melodrama,
sang its own requiem, though but a
few months old. Of the successful
teaching dramas, ‘“The Great Divide"
mildly advanced the humanising
power of love; ““The Servant in the

House,”’ the brotherhood of man;
“Jack Straw,’”’ the viciousness of
gnobbery; ‘“The World and His

Wife,”” the tragedy of idle gossip.
Some weeks ago Mr. Charles Froh-
man remarked that in judging of the
morality of plays he would learn first
whether they represented fine drama,
with an unfortunate side of life as
merely incidental, or placed the gross-
ness of the gutter first and their dra-
matic art secondary. The first named
he would justify on account of its
fine drama; and would condemn the
gecond because of its illicit theme. A
very sane basis of judgment, but a
veritable pitfall for the unskilled
helter-skelter masses of the public.
When playwrights with their facile
pens begin to toy with the problem of
gex, and find that it is a delicious
morsel with the public when treated
daringly, scarcely any barrier except
a policeman’s warrant can prevent a
public carnival of grossness. Such, the
clerieal critics of New York would have
us believe is shown by “‘The Easiest
Way,'’ which lifts a young girl out of
degradation, then throws her head-
long into it, because Mr. Eugene Wal-
ter chose to clothe vice with pearls
and fine linen. ‘‘Salome,”” on the
other hand, is but a familiar story
taken from a widely read source, but
to the majority who see it in its
gorgeous grand opera raiment, there
is less art in its telling than gloom
and sensuality. With the irresponsible
“‘Girl from Rector’s’’ and ‘“The Queen
of the Moulin Rouge,” their frivolous
atmosphere of unreality almost dis-
penses with part of their danger, even
though they preach the unbridled doc-
trine of wine, woman and indifferent
song. These two latter, with ‘‘The
Blue Mouse,”’ an adapted German
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farce, are to the stage what unclean
books are to the careless vendor or
gross pictures to the dealer in art
goods.,

In a theatrical sense, there are but
two publics, those who “‘go’’ and
those who stay at home; and regard-
ing this latter class the statement of
# prominent idealist and student of
the theatre is interesting : ‘‘Three
quarters of the people qualified to ap-
preciate fine drama never enter a
playhouse. "’

In the writer's opinion the reform
will not come from the present. theatre
followers. They are not calling out
for revolution ; they are quite resigned
to the shadow of their Bastile. To-day
we have not well-defined classes
of theatre-goers. Instead, the old
time representatives of various schoolg
and levels of dramatic taste have be-
come a polyglot mass of “‘show-
goers,” seekers after the treasure they
are sure never to find,

Ask the average “intellectual’” Can-

ian, the very man whom one might
expect to be a pillar of art reform,
what his ideal of relaxation or enter.
. tainment is. ‘“When I tax my brain
all day, sir,” he answers, “‘T want a
change at night. Give me a brisk
musical show, with lots of fun in it.”
With such men (and women equally),
representative of the great class of
regular ‘‘show-goers,’’ there is but a
meagre desire for stage reform other
than that performances be kept “‘re-
spectable”’—a term of very great lati-
tude. Our Divine institution of The
Drama is treated with the same seri-
ous regard that a lad bestows on his
rocking-horse — to be kicked about
when the temper pleases or petted
when the liver is active. We give all
consideration of our drama over to the
tender brains of commercial managers
to bring up in their own mercenary
school, and then belabour it when it
shows a trace of viciousness.

Painting has secured from us a
definite veneration; music is hal!owled
through instinet and training; sculp-
ture igs worshipped blindly; but the

drama, the most widespread, most
popular and therefore most potent of
all our Arts—we laugh at its whims,
and leave its wickedness to the pro-
fessional clergy. It is clearly a denia}
of duty, a duty as profoundly ours as
any in the calendar of religious dogma.

The point I desire to make is this :
The theatre as it is to-day can be re-
formed not so much by those who at.
tend as those who stay away. Thig
18 no paradox. I mean that non-thea-
tre-goers, who are the stage’s severest,
crities, are responsible if the object of
their wrath shows no sign of regen.-
eration.

Deeply ignorant as are the majority
of persons of the history of the drama
and its ideal purpose in a community,
it is unreasonable that S0 many
should scoff at an institution which
will work for tremendous good or
desperate evil. And how very often
we find these non-theatre-goers pos-
sessed of a desire for entertainment
and the intelligence to appreciate the
best in drama, leaving the building of
the Temple to the least competent in
the community, while they stand
aside, and storm and revile out of all
countenance.

The “‘uplift of the stage” requires
more than well-intended platitudes of
pulpits, editors, or managers. Under
its present commercial control it is
amenable primarily to money. T may
not be a highly ethieal suggestion, but
experience will prove it true that only
& wisely-applied erowbar of dollars can
do much elevating to the American
stage.

Dollars are its master, always abso-
lute, sometimes tyrannical. Every
dollar put aside by a family for the
atrical amusement is a ballot of jm.
mense power. Collectively they are
capable of sending every unclean or
incompetent drama into eternal limbo.
These ballots for the election of good
or evil on the stage are in your hands,
and mine, dozens of them used in a
year’s time with all the responsibility
for good keeping that attached to those
servants in the parable of the talents.
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AN EDUCATIONIST IN MUSIC

BY MRS. J. W. F. HARRISON
“SERANUS "

WHILE in its infancy as a nation
Canada’s leading citizens were
chiefly conspicuous in commercial and
utilitarian directions, there was even
in the colonial age, from which we
may be said to have successfully
emerged, warm recognition always of
the first educationists, those intellec-
tual and resolute men who grappled
valiantly with the difficulties of a new
country and laid the foundations of
the great schools and universities
which have made Canada justly fa-
mous. The names of Strachan, Ry-
erson, Dawson, and of many others
less brilliantly endowed will readily
occur to all familiar with our history.
As long ago as the Centennial Ex-
position at Philadelphia, in 1876, some
features of the public school system
of Ontario were represented in the
Canadian section and attracted most
favourable comment. In fact, if sta-
tistics were given, it would probably
surprise a greabt many people to note
the proportion in any standard work
of reference (such as H. J. Morgan’s
““Canadian Men and Women of .the
Time'’) of professors and ‘‘education-
ists’’ to business men, .ba.n}:ers and
capitalists, especially t-akmg into con-
sideration the total population. These
first educationists were always more
or less connected with such subjects
as mathematics or political economy,
with history or the physical sciences ;
they were good Latinists.but. did not
rightly appreciate Ruskin. Art of
any kind was not quite in their line
of vision. Knowledge came, but the
msthetic faculty lingered; therefore,
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in the early records of Canada and
even up to twenty-five or thirty years
ago there is not one name which is
prominently associated with the ad-
vanced development of music, paint-
ing, or sculpture.

About that time there appears to
have been a considerable awakening
in these artistic departments of know-
ledge throughout the Dominion, and
when Dr. Edward Fisher came to this
country from Boston, Mass., it may
be that he arrived at what we some-
times term the psychological moment,
although the phrase had hardly ap-
peared then. A native of New Eng-
land and the son of Dr. Chesselden
Figher, a practising physician, he was
born at Jamaica, Vermont, Janu
11, 1848, and very soon manifested
unusual taste and aptitude for music.
Private tuition in Hyde Park, Ver.
mont, was followed by studies in
Worcester, Mass., and later in Bos-
ton, where he attended the Conserva-
tory of Music and became a pupil of
Eugene Thayer, the leading organist
of that city; of J. B. Sharband in
piano, and of Julius Eichberg in har-
mony and counter-point. After hold-
ing prominent appointments as organ-
ist in Boston, he proceeded to Ger-
many, where, in Berlin, he studied
the piano under the celebrated Loe-
schorn, teacher and composer, and the
organ and theory under August Haupt.
Upon returning to America in 1875,
Dr. Fisher became Musical Director
of the Ottawa TLadies’ College and in
other ways left his mark upon the
musical life of the Canadian capital,



-

and in 1879 proceeded to Toronto,
where he has fortunately elected to
romain, and where his influence and
personality have become so widely
known.

Dr. Fisher's first and only church
appointment in this city, which he
held for twenty years, was that
of organist and choirmaster of St.
Andrew's Presbyterian Church, King
Street. Another branch of activity was
the founding and directing of the To-
ronto Choral Society, an organisation
which was, for twelve years, conspicu-
ous among choral bodies and gave
many important and difficult works,
including a number of the standard
oratorios. As a teacher, an organist
and a conductor, Dr. Fisher amply
proved his very great abilities and
made many friends in all capacities;
but, perhaps unconsciously at first,
there was developing in his mind the
conviction that hig chief energies
would, sooner or later, be preferably
expended on the scheme of establish-
ing a conservatory of music in Canada,
which ghould be to Canadians what
the schools of Europe have long been
to natives of Germany, France, Italy
and the British Isles.

Probably this idea first occurred to
Dr. Fisher in Germany, the scene of
his future labours being the United
States and not Canada; and, had he
not come to Canada, he would have
been equally distinguished and influ-
ential in his native land. However,
fortunately for us, he did come to
Canada, or rather to Toronto, and at
an opportune time promulgated his
scheme for the founding of the Toronto
Conservatory of Music based on sound
business principles and possessing the
confidence of the public as well as the
enthusiastic following of music lovers.

In 1887 the Conservatory was open-
ed with two hundred students. To-day,
in 1909, it has a roll of upwards of
geventeen hundred, with graduates
gcattered all over the world. These
pupils are about to unite in forming a
much-needed Alumni Association. Be-
tween 1887 and 1909 are twenty-two
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years of constant upward endeavour
on the part of the director and found-
er, the board of officers, the Faculty
and the pupils themselves, who are
naturally bound by ties of gratitude
and esteem to their musical alme
mater.

Space will not permit here of a de-
tailed description of the Conservatory
itself, nor is it necessary to dwell om
the advantages of the curriculum or
the very high standard of its examina-
tions as the business of this paper ig
rather with the career and personality
of its founder, but it may be broadly
stated that in exterior features such
as site, architectural fitness and equip-
ment and in the eminence of its facul-
ty, the Toronto Conservatory of Musice
is recognised as ranking with the great
music schools of the world.

Returning to the subject of Dr.
Fisher's church and choral work, it
soon became evident that the gue-
cess of the Conservatory, so much
more rapid than he had foreseen,
would be a heavy tax upon his time,
and therefore he retired, first of all
from the conductorship of the Choral
Society and later from the organ of
St. Andrew’s. By thus devoting all
his time and energies to the work
within the Conservatory, he became
what may be termed a specialist in hig
line, and it is a case of the end crown-
ing the work.

In 1897, the present premises were
acquired, but in 1899, only two years
later, it was found necessary to make
further extensions to the original
building, and again in 1902 and 1907,
various large additions were built, in-
cluding many new studios for the
faculty, which has grown with the pro-
gress of the institution.

On May 7, 1908, a banquet was
given to Dr. Fisher by his brother
musicians, at which general reference
was made to his wonderful gifts as
teacher and musical director, the title
of the ‘““Mendelssohn of Canada,’’ in
allusion to the founding by Mendel-
ssohn of the well-known Leipzig
School of Musie, being applied to the
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guest of the evening, in the course
of a happy speech by Dr. Humfrey
Anger.

If one were asked to mention in
straight, clear, categorical terms, the
secret of his splendid success, the an-
swer might take the form of affirming
that in addition to his musical and
business capacities Dr. Fisher, very
early in his career, by the strength
and uprightness of his character, made
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himself and his calling very genuinely
respected. It need be no reproach to
a man of artistic bent that he is algo
a man of business, and in a combina-
tion of these qualities in Dr. Edward
Fisher may be found the secret of
his success. Therefore, not only has
he conferred benefit on this Province
and on this city by establishing the
Conservatory, which will be a lasting
monument to his name, but he has
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rendered a service to the cause of
music and of all ®sthetic enterprises,
by proving certain possibilities and by
discounting financial failure by his
sound judgment and foresight. He
has probably made it easier for many
who have followed in his steps, and
the great musical awakening all over
Canada during the last decade may
not inappropriately be traced to the
effect on the community of such
solid and legitimate prosperity as
has attended the growth of the
Conservatory.

Dr. Fisher married, just before
coming to Canada, Florence, daughter
of Silas Durgan, an esteemed resident
of Boston. Mrs. Fisher, herself a
good musician, has been the keenly-
interested companion of her talented
husband during their residence in
Toronto, where her delightful presence
and appreciation of all things artistic
have made her many friends. Dr.
Fisher ¢ a member of the Lambtou
Golf Club and the Royal Canadian
Yacht Club, and his fine social quali
ties are recognised not. only by the
cutside world but among his colleagues
in the Conservatory, who presented
him two years ago with a handsome
gold chain and amethyst seal on the
oceasion of his birthday,
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The degree (honoris causa) granted
him from Trinity University some
years ago is only one of the many
outward tokens which assure Dr.
Fisher that he is held in the greatest
esteem by his adopted country. He
is regarded outside his professional
calling as a well-informed and widely
read, courteous and amiable gentle-
man, capable of interesting himself in
all modern ideas, and whose adapta-
bility and readiness make him at all
times a delightful companion. The
number of first-class pianists and
teachers trained personally by him is
very large, and graduates of the Con-
servatory are to be found in all parts
of the Dominion, in the United States.
and Great Britain. Among the musi.
cal enterprises associated with hig
nmame is the organisation known at
present ag the Toronto Symphony Or-
chestra, which originated in the Con-
servatory Symphony Orchestra.

Every year witnesses some new and
important feature in the development
of this’ great school of music, the
result of a lifetime devoted to serious,
far-reaching and honourable aims. As
Canadians, we may perhaps be per-
mitted to reflect that the good seed
sown was sown on good ground and
has brought forth an hundred fold.

THE TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
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MINIATURES OF MERRIE ENGLAND

BY FRANK YEIGH

Hlustrations from photographs by W, E. H. Carter

NGLAND is a miniature land, as

well as a land of miniatures.

In every county, and in every cor-
ner of every county, the wayfarer is
rewarded with glimpses of scenic pie-
tures of rarest beauty and most per-
fect setting: nature-gems, miniatures
in proportion, exquisite in their frame-
work of rock, of foliage, of mystical
moorlands, of bold fronted cliffs ever
feeling the savagery of the sea.

And the miniatures are of many
types and kinds, discoverable in all
sorts of unsuspected places—such an
odd little hole-in-the-wall as Clovel-
ly, or such a curious little harbour-
mouth town as Lynton, or such a
poem in architecture as Tintern, even
in its decay, or such erratic, delight-
ful narrow streets as hundreds of
hamlets can show.

Here the eye may rest upon a six-
century- old house, rich in its feudal
traditions; there upon one of the
stately homes of England. Here a
castle wall peeps o’er the tree tops;
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there a modest little cottage almost
effaces itself behind a barricade of
rose bushes. Castle and cottage are
alike encased in the democratic ivy,
just as the road and river-sides are
banked with green and bright with
flower colour.

In the June days of springtime,
or the warmer and yet rarely too hot
summer days, England will win the
heart of any visitor with a heart, with
an open eye for its beauties, with open
ears for its musie of birds, and Devon
streams, and Cornish sea surf.

At such a time it is more than easy
to fall in love with the merrie Eng-
land of the open air and the country-
side—to fall in love with her flowers,
her flocks, her one-street hamlets, her
solemn little parish churches, her
wayside inns, her soft-carpeted swards
and far-sweeping moors—with Eng-
land herself, ‘‘the little body with a
mighty heart,”” “‘—thig little world;
This precious stone set in the silver
sea.”’
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THE BASE OF CLOVELLY

LOVELLY FROM ABOVE

IN TINTERN

A STREET IN EXETER

Let us ramble at random, in this
land of delight, in search of miniatures

and pleasure. The riches are em-
barrassing, as one feels in searching
for a masterpiece in the National
Gallery. As every wall has its mas-
terpiece, so every bit of England has
its scenery-picture, its gem-like mini-
ature, its nature magnet. If we coach
through Devon and Cornwall, and then
make a series of circles through the
South of England, the programme
will be replete with surprises, supply-
ing moreover a rich store of memories
for the after thinking-over days.

“One of the loveliest village in Eng-
land.”” So our reliable Baedeker
describes Liynmouth, huddled in be-

tween the bold cliffs where the two
little Lyn streams unite before they
lose their individuality in the Irigh

Channel. Quaint little Lynmouth,
with its feet in the sea; picturesque
little Lynton perched high and dry
four hundred feet above its neighbour
Viewed from the summit of the Rag-
ged Jack rock, a charming picture is
unfolded of mingled crag and forest
and water scenery. Valley doors in-
vite exploration, of the land of T.orna
Doone, of the Valley of Rocks, of the
Tor Steps and the White Stones, of
many another world of wild nature.

If Lynmouth is one of the loveliest
villages in England, Clovelly is its
queerest corner, and this in ‘a land
full of queer corners. TIt, too, is a
town of one street, and that so steep
that no horse or cart can use its
course ; foot-walkers perforce have to
negotiate the series of steps, in them-
selves so precipitous that if one ever
started to roll down hill in Clovelly,
one could roll only in one direction—
to and into the ocean. Tt is a village
on a staircase, a hamlet overhanging
the sea. The roof of one little house
evens up with the ground floor of its
neighbour, and each rose-encased
cottage looks proudly down upon its
fellow or sits humbly at the feet of its
companion on the higher level.

At every landing of the street en-
trancing glimpses are had of the blue
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waters stretching away to the green
shores of Ireland and, in between, the
white sails of the fishing fleet and
the long snaky lines of smoke from
the funnels of pasing steamers.

At the foot of Clovelly's hillside
thoroughfare is a stout sea wall that
encloses a tiny harbour, and harbours,
even miniature ones, are ofttimes
needed along this Devon coast, when
the Channel waters are in a storm
rage. But the tide is out: and the
sea 18 quiescent and the herring boats
are stranded helplessly in the mud
Stranded for a few brief hours too are
the fisherfolk, hardy old sons of Nep
tune, bronzed with the air and winds
of many a decade of exposure.

Friendly and communicative they
are, between smoke puffs. They will

point out Crazy Kate's cottage a
lassie who lost her lover at sea and
who thereby lost her reason. And a

group of net-menders may sing you
the song of ‘“The Three Fishers’’ who
sailed long ago into the West from
Clovelly ; of the three wives watching
through the storm from the lighthouse
tower, of the three dead bodies lying
on the wet sands as the tide hurried
away after casting up its burden, of
the three women

weeping and wringing their hands
For those who will never come back to

the town:
For men must work, and women must

weep—
And the sooner it’s over, the sooner to
sleep—
And good-bye to the bar and its moan-
ing.”

Yet another house is pointed out
the inn at the foot of the cliff street.
“The folks do only dare drink at one
inn—the one at t’ bottom o’ the hill.
Them as lives three away has to keep
sober or they’ll tumble down an’
break their crowns!”’ So spoke a
garrulous old loiterer sunning himself
on the sea wall.

It takes a mighty heart-wrench to
leave Clovelly, even though the scene
by the sea is soon exchanged for en-
chanting vistas of Devon lanes and
Devon streams and Devon woods along
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LYNTON AND LYNMOUTH

EPSOM DOWN ON RACE DAYS

NEAR SALISBURY

COURT-YARD OF GOLDEN LION INN,
STRATFORD-ON-AVON
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THE TAP-ROOM OF AN ENGLISH INN

their hedges and banks. It is a fair
land in this western main of Merrie

England, with miniatures on every
hand. The quaint gabled houses, an-

cient in appearance and even in
structure, speak of centuries as our
frame homes of Canada tell of a brief
span of years. The roses embellish
their window frames and porches, the
ivy tangles itself around eaves and
casements, and the rich weather-col-
ours are engrained in walls and roofs.
By rare good luck the door of such a
home swings open with all the wide-
ness of English hospitality and a
glimpse is had of the cosy interior,
with the cheery steam of the tea ket-
tle singing its song over the fireplace
and the happy purr of the family
tabby, stretched out in its warm win-
dow seat, and adding its own note
of deep content.

A similar degree of comfort is still
to be enjoyved in the typical wayside
inn of rural England, even though
their prices have materially gone up of
recent years. There is something wel-
comy about the very courtyard of
these modest hostelries—such as the
Golden Lion Inn, and who would ob-
ject to paying a few extra pence for
the yellow zoological monster ever
swinging on the old signboard ?
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Inside, a stolid Hodge is seated on
the hard bench of the tap-room, sip-
ping his ale as Englishmen have done
since hops were discovered. A dull-
witted chap he appears, not given to
a wide range of conversation or agi-
tated about the Concert of Furope or
the battle of the trusts in Ameriea,
yet this same peasant helps to make
up the England that is the mother
of many nations and the guardian of
many peoples.

Jut the tap-room is not an attrae-
tive apartment at best. The hungrv
guest will prefer the dining-room, with
its generous-sized sideboard bearing
the burden of a huge roast of good old
English beef (perchance a section of
a Canadian cow ?) or he will welcome
the inviting softness of the big four-
poster bed and the accompanying
comforts of ample towelling and hot
water.

Thus refreshed to the tip of his
toes, the thread of the journey is
taken up the next morning with every
body and mind ache gone, every mus-
cle and nerve rested, and every faculty

A SIDE STREET IN CLOVELLY
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alert for what the coming milestones
may reveal.

And revelations a-many there will
be: of old towns with old streets,
bounded by old houses, with old folks
sitting on their doorsteps, with old
village crosses rising sedately from
market or green, with the old stone
churech in the centre of the
parish, and with centuries of buried
folks hugging its foundation stones as
if in remembrance of the life-days
when they worshipped within its
walls.

Such streets you will discover in
Exeter, in Amesbury, in Plymouth, in
Tintern. Ah, there’s a name to con-
jure with: Tintern-by-the-Wye, Tin-
tern of the ruined abbey, Tintern of
the tiny tea-houses down by the river
bank. Tintern of the old mill, of the
richly carpeted valley bed, of the tree-
clothed hill slopes. ‘‘God’s hand
touched but lightly when He made our
England,”’ wrote Mrs. Browning in
one of the finest lines ever penned in
the English tongue, and the light
touch of the Creator is evidenced in
the vale of Tintern.

If there is romance in stones and
poetry in architecture, then the rem-
nants of Tintern Abbey supply them
both. Great-brained builders those
twelfth-century Cistercian monks must
have been; men of artistic vision to
conceive such window traceries and
towers and pillar decorations and capi-
tols. There, in the heart of a green
meadow, by a seaward rushing river,
lies one of the most romantic ruins in

England, amid scenery of surpassing
127
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loveliness and amid a nature quiet
that rests the wayfarer through many
an after day of stress and strain.

If Clovelly tugs at the heart-strings,
80 does Tintern, so do most of these
beauty spots of the dear old island.
But the miniature-seeker must ever
continue his search, in which he be-
comes something in the nature of an
expert. If he happens upon Epsom
Downs on a big race-day, it will be
not so much a miniature he will find,
but a large canvassed picture of hu-
mans in the mass, two-legged crea-
tions watching four-legged ones race
neck and neck for the goal the while
all England stops business long
enough to bet on the result. But it
is when the last contest is over, when
the shouting and tumult die away,
when the turf-lovers have returned
to town, leaving the downs to the
silences that can only live where men
are not, that the man-on-a-quiet-jour-
ney is satisfied.

It is the mood that first hurried
him from the sound of London, which
is 80 well likened to the roaring loom
of Time-—the mood that carries him
without aid of compass or chart to a
bit of country like Salisbury Plains,
where he has all out-of-doors to him-
self, save for a passing labourer,
urging his horse to carry its load of
wood, or & passing cyclist, hurry-
ing from somewhere to somewhere
else, as if Scotland Yard were upon
him, save for the Druidical stones,
and they are as voiceless as the
Sphinx.
robed

They tell no tales of white-
chanting

priests mysterious
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theologies by weird torchlight around
the grim granite pillars, they gossip
not about the dead days and a dead
religion, but the thirteen surviving
stones of a once perfect circle form a
fascinating miniature set in the centre
of a vast plain that slopes away to
the sky-line, away to the tall spire
of Salisbury Cathedral, representing
another and a more vital religious
cult that shows no signs of submer-
gence.

The road that leads from the Plain
to the Town will also bring you—if
you mind your map—to the Shake-
speare country, to Charlecote, the
mansion where, if the olden police
court records be correct, Mastar
Shakespeare was brought up before
Sir Thomas TLucy for deer-stealing
and with whom the young delinquent
got even by pillorying him as the
worthy Justice Shallow.

Once within the bounds of Shake-
speare-land, the summer-day saunter-
er will run the risk of a lengthened
detention, for miniatures demand his
admiration at every cross-road, by
every country stile, within the Shot-
tery cottage and under the limes of
the parish church where Stratford’s
great son rests, beside the quiet-
moving waters of the Avon.

And unless time is an elastic term.
and there is no such things as fixed
sailing days or home-calling duties,
he—the travellar—will still be held by
the spell of the Shakespeare Kingdom,
by the magic and magnetism of Mer.
rie England itself~—the land of minia.
tures in nature and in art and life.




BRADSHAW’'S ENGAGEMENTS

BY HELEN E. WILLIAMS

LARK BRADSHAW, president of
year ‘03, was striding about

through the cool semi-dusk, collect-
ing from their various repositories
such implements as he would need
for his morrow’s campaign in the
garden. He had just straightened
himself from setting an armful of lit-
tle pots of seedlings on the grass be-
side them when he saw, first, one,
then, another figure in white slip
through the hole in the hedge, and
sasunter down the path towards him.
He stooped and sent a hand rummag-
ing under the steps after a whetstone,
and was busily engaged sharpening a
seythe when they, following the wind-
inge of the path, for a heavy dew was
freshening the grass, called out as
they came up:

“Hullo, Clark!”’

“How do you do, Mr. W. Clark
Bradshaw, A.A., B.A., B.C.1.?”

Then Clark shifted the whetstone
to his left hand just long enough to
gnatch his cap from his head, with
the Bradshaw smile and manner.

“Hullo, girls. Awfully good of you
to come over. Notice that variegated
peony ? Isn’t it a peach? Now that
is my notion of——'’ ¢

The girls, who had unceremoniously
pushed aside the tools, and seated
themselves gingerly on the steps, eyed
him with such evident reproach that
he stopped to laugh a little. s

L0e1 | suppose you have been reading

apers.

th?‘ eplemve," said Corinne, emphati-
cally, “‘and what’s the use of coming
out so magnificently—oh, you needn’t
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shake your head, you did, you know
you did—and being Class Poet, and
winning the gold medal, and—and all,
if you come out here and grub the
minute you get home, and make out
what you've done to be nothing at
all? T think it’s maddening I’

Alice took up the tale of his de-
linquencies.

“And we had such a nice rece tion
ready for you at the station, an the
band struck up ‘See the Conquering
Hero Comes,” and you jumped off the
other side and actually ran away!
You!”

The subject of this derunciation
had the grace to blush.

“‘So you didn’t appreciate my vari-
ation ‘See the Conquering  Hero
Runs’? Sorry. But as to getting into
any speechifying scrape, and looking
& blooming ass, while some Johnnie
works off the mute-inglorious-Milton-
about- to-shake-off-the-shackles-of-ob-
livion act—not for mine, thank you."

He stalked over to the garden-
house, and came back with a box of
sturdy dahlias knocking against hig
shoulder.

“‘Aren’t they daisies 2"’ he exulted.
“Think I'll put them in that bit of
Spare ground next the daffodil bor-
der. George, but it’s living again to
get out to the country! To-morrow
I shall make a day of it.”

The girls, who had been regarding
the plants with small favour, at this
exchanged alarmed glances. Corinne
ot up and went over beside him.

““This is a Jean Charmant,’’ he ex-
plained, fondly turning it round as he
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exhibited it, ‘‘a magnificent ‘decora-
tive’ type, a giant in size, silvery-
pink deepening to rosy pink on the
edges. And this is a Gloriosa, vivid
carmine-searlet, bright and striking,
large flowers, and so on. And this is
a Souvenir de Gustave Douzon, and
will have flowers reaching ten inches
across—not too bad, eh? Colour in-
tense orange-red, with rich crimson
ghadings, a profuse bloomer, has
created a sensation; in short, in the
dahlia world—what's that ?"’

“I was only saying,”’ observed Co-
rinne, hastily, ‘‘that we know how
bard you must have been working, so
we thought we would break the strain
by giving -

““Not & tennis party!”

‘“Now, Clark, why not ?"’

*“Why should you ?"

“Well, if you don’t see, Clark Brad-
shaw—""

He came and swung himself up on
the verandah, and regarded his two
fair visitors with good-natured exas-
peration.

“All pure rot!” he vociferated. *'If
it happened that I in the least wanted
any demonstration. And every time
I come home you girls seize the op-
{’ortunity to get up a shine at which

am supposed to masquerade as chief
entertainer. Now if you are honestly
getting this up from a laudatory de-
sire to please an old playmate, take
my advice and—don’t."”

““With everything all ready?'’ de-
manded Corinne.

“H'm. You have mowed the lawn,
then ?"’

“Well, no, not the lawn. You see
we thought— 1 mean, you have al-
ways before—"'

“Court marked? Net up? Ice
eream churned ? Schedule made out ?
People asked ?"’

““Now, Clark, how absurd you are!”
How could the court be marked when
the lawn isn't mowed ? And we did
think of the schedule, but decided it
would be better to talk it over with
you first. And, as to the invitations,
1 wouldn’t have minded doing that
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part myself, but remembered how
social you are, and——""

‘“Hated to deprive me of the bliss
of making a house to house visitation.
eh ? Well, this is all very thoughtful
and nice, except that it’s going to use
up all the Saturday I've planned to
give to rusticating. See?”

But she didn’t see. How anyone
could prefer pottering around among
stupid flowers to the delights of a ten-
nis party was a wonder not to be en-
compassed by the feminine mind.

‘““Have it without me, why don’t
you ?"" suggested Clark, amicably.
“That’s the idea. You will have the
satisfied feeling of having done it for
me, even if I have the callousness,
the poor taste, not to show up, while
I can grub to my heart’s delight.
Well 2"

Corinne received this in a silence
which her host did not seem to per-
ceive was disapproving.

“Just as you like, of course,”’ she
gaid at last, preparing to beat a dig-
nified retreat, ‘‘but I must say, Clark,
I think—or perhaps I'd better not
say. Good-night.”

“Now I've ruffled her feathers, I
suppose. Think she’ll throw it up ?"

Alice, who had lingered behind,
shook her head.

““We just can’t, because—now don’t
smile—it was mostly for you, but
you know Corinne always likes to kill
two birds with one stone. Well, she
has asked a friend she met at Mount
Desert out for the week-end, and this
was to be the star entertainment—
minus the star, it seems.”

Clark shot a rapid glance at his
companion, and appeared to recall
gomething, for his manner changed
indefinably.

“Of course, I am always glad to
see you girls, who have been like
gisters to me; but, to be flagrantly
truthful, I am not exactly in the fit-
ting frame of mind to be what people
about here call ‘entertaining’ to a
gtranger—not as things are now.”

“Clark! she hasn’t broken the en-
gagement ?”’




BRADSHAW'S ENGAGEMENTS

“Oh, didn’t I write you?”’ Elab-
orately careless was the tone. ‘“We
called that off some time ago. It
wasn’t her fault. We mutually

ed to disagree, don’t you know ?
No hard feelings on either side, as the
saying is.”’

““And it was your third — beside
those two sort of summery ones at
York.”

She sighed.

Clark said nothing, but stood idly
pulling a spicy sweet-mary through
his fingers, back and forth. Twilight
had darkened to night. A star here
and there turned a brightening eye
upon the garden and adjoining mea-
dows, where dancing fire-flies held
high carnival. Across the lake came
the lilt of a song too distant to convey
more than a sweet, melancholy pas-
gion, which blended it with the
drowsy chirping of birds and other
night sounds. The boy drew a deep
breath, and when he presently spoke
his voice was very low.

“There would only have been one,
Alice,” he said, slowly, *‘ if you had
not been—obdurate.”’

The girlish profile in the shadow
of the post turned ever so slightly
away, seeing which Clark threw him-
gelf headlong into speech.

“But have you heard of the new
light on the horizon >—the scintillat-
ing, the beauteous, the heart-enthrall-
ing Miss— Why, you aren’t going
so soon ?”’

She made a little gesture of assent,
and he walked along the path at her
SId‘?"‘Well, there was I all ready to
launch upon engagement number four,
when the lady proves coy and betakes
herself to some country retreat, and
T am left inconsolable. And now you
see why I was so chary about accept-
ing Corinne’s invitation. :

‘Is she a nice girl, Clark?’ .

“Why, as to that, there is a dif-
ference of opinion. The mother is
not smitten with her charms; but,
then, there is only one girl that she
does consider worthy of her young
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hopeful. Optimistic mother!"’
““What is her name, Clark?”
“Her name is, her name—Smith,
Yvonne Lydia Smith. Believe she
spells it with a ‘y.” Good combina-
tion, don’t you think ? Not the sort
of girl, exactly, I used to think I
should marry. But my motto these
days has simmered down to, ‘if you
can’t get what you want, take what
You can get.” Don't you admire it ?"
“Good-night,” said Alice, abruptly.
¥

The next morning Clark went for-
aging in the attic, with the result that
when he came plunging down the
stairs half an hour later his mother
gasped :

“Why, my son! W-where #

“Oh, up there. Pretty fit, eh?
Guess I'm equipped to wage war
pretty successfully upon obnoxious
herbs, eh, mother ?"’

“Don’t you look a little, little—
unusual. That hat——""

““Oh, don’t you like the hat ? Now,
to my untutored mind that is the
most fetching feature of the whole
get-up.”’

He drew off the huge, broad-
brimmed, high-peaked affair, fantas-
tically decked with red and white
streamers, and stood absently un-
twisting the faded strands, a smile
half hovering about his lips.

“Relic of my first calithumpian
parade, theatre night,” he explained,
“when we marched in all the haughty
glory, and might, and—nerviness, of
which only a freshman is capable.”

Out in the sunshine he set mechani-
cally' to work, at the long-anticipated
task of preparing ground into which
to transplant his beloved dahlias. But
someway the bubble of his pleasure
was pricked, the fate of many a
larger, finer bubble since Alice had
ceased to smile upon him. The
worst of it was that she did not look
happy herself—or was it the worst ?
Could it after all be converted into
the best ? He was turning over ways
and means to bring this about, in a
mind not unskilled in such tactics
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when the tick-tick-tick of a lawn
mower being pushed out backwards
came to him from the other side of
the hedge. An expansive smile spread
over his handsome face.

“They can’t mow that lawn!"

Throwing himself back on the grass
he pushed aside strips of the hedge
till the light from the other side glim-
mered through, and he made out Co-
rinne pushing vigorously from behind,
while Alice, clutching a string with
both hands, strove to assist from the
front, with results evidently unsatis-
factory, for they stopped and com-
muned together.

‘“And that lawn has not been cut
this season, and that mower is, to
say the least, not in its first youth!
Great is the faith of the Ephesians!”’

After following the halting progress
another minute, the watcher rose un-
easily and sought the barn.

He greeted his neighbours with a
wave of his seythe, and a ‘‘guess I'd
better tackle this for you."

“Oh, you needn’t mind,’’ retorted
Corinne, distantly. ‘““We may be a
little slow, but in time—-""

However, as Clark had already be-
gun, and as the old mower came to
another choked halt, which defied all
their efforts, she capitulated.

“We wouldn't bother, since you
don't care about it,”’ she confessed
breathlessly, ‘‘but I suppose we must
do something for this girl — Yvonne
iSnmzt.he. did I tell you ?~—who's com-

g.

Clark sent one astonished glance at
Alice, while Corinne went on to ex-
plain the chain of accidents by which
a casual and, she hinted, not over-
welcome summer acquaintance would
goon be their guest. But she was not
allowed to proceed far befgre the
thought wrinkle smoothed itself from
Clark's forehead, and he interrupted
her rapturously.

“But this is capital, eapital!”" he
cried. ‘‘Corinne, you are a genius!”
And as she stared, he seized the
handle of the seythe and set to work.
““We must make this shine the real

thing. I'll see to the lawn and mark-
ing the court, and other little things
like that, so as to leave you girls free
for anything else you may have on
hand, and if you think of anything
more you have only to say the word
and — Yvonne Smythe, Yvonne
Smythe! Welll well!”

And he did not seem to hear Co-
rinne's searching questions as to
whether he had met Miss Smythe
before, and Alice had to explain mat-
ters, as she and her sister returned
to the house. The rest of the morn-
ing and the early part of the afternoon
he displayed such bubbling spirits that
Corinne, arranging centre pieces on
the little tables under the trees, con-
fided to Alice that she believed Clark
Bradshaw was in love this time.

‘Tt looks like it,"" Alice agreed.

But she stiffened perceptibly as the
afternoon wore on. He had eyes for
no one but Miss Smythe. If by
chance his regard did wander in her
own direction, by their far-away ex-
pression she knew he did not see her,
though once she thought she detected
a wicked look in them, which puzzled
her. Not that he ignored her. Quite
the reverse. But he made it so ap-
parent that it was a duty, which he
conscientiously imposed upon him-
self, that she took no pleasure in it.
He would tear himself away, and
come over beside her and fasten his
eyes resolutely on her face, as if
nothing should prevent him from pay-
ing all due attention to his old friend.
He would ask her what she had been
doing with herself since Easter, and
whether she had forgotten how they
used to do so-and-so. Then in his
turn he would give a brief rehash of
his doings, dwelling humorously on
the events of convocation, and mak-
ing a good deal out of certain breaks
he had made. But, invariably, just
as he was getting to the point, and
Alice had almost forgotten the fair
Yvonne, the flow of his narration
would slacken, he would falter, repeat
a sentence, apologise penitently, and
conclude most lamely, as likely as not
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without the point, and she would hear
one of the girls behind whisper: *‘Did
you ever see anyone so completely
‘gone’ as Clark Bradshaw? Deli
cious!"’ Glancing round at him, she
would perceive that he was gazing
dreamily across the lawn. How dif-
ferent when he approached the para-
gon! No effort there. No need to
simulate devotion. And, yet, how
could he, Clark, the boy she had
played with when her hair swung in
pig-tails, care for this affected fashion
plate ? ;
She gave up the puzzle of it as
too deep for her, and devoted herself
go sweetly to her guests’ comfort that
she failed to see that her old friend
geemed strangely willing to let his
vis-a-vis bear the brunt of the con-
versation. But when one of the girls
on departing suggested that they
should go en masse to her house for a
game of bridge and a ‘‘hop,” she
excused herself on the plea of do-
mestic duties. _
She was thinking how strange it
gseemed to have Clark go off without
her, without a word, and with another
girl. Before, whoever had had to stay
behind, he had taken good care it
was not she. Probably the time would
come when his face would not lighten
when she came into a room nor his
lively persiflage cease when she left
it. Queer, how the thought stung
her! The afternoon had brought it
home to her as his three engagements,
despite his voluminous correspond-
ence, had failed to do. Oh, well! She
looked around on the cluttered tables,
the melted remains of ice-cream and
gherbet in the saucers, the bits of
cake, the racquets and balls flung
carelessly on the grass, when Clark
in one of his characteristic speeches
invited the combatants to refresh-
ments. What was that under the
tree? Someone had left a handker-
chief. She left her half-filled tray,
and picking up the dainty, lacy trifle
gearched for the name. A quick, fa-
miliar tread on the gravel walk! Tt
was hers—and he was coming back
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for it. She had never let him wait
on her, in the past. They had almost
quarrelled about it. And now— She
turned a smiling face towards him.

‘““What have you left?’’ she in-
quired in her most sisterly tone.

He crossed the intervening strip of
grass before replying, “‘you."”

She went on piling saucers
plates on her tray.

“But I said T wasn't coming.”’

“Yes, I know.”’

‘“So run along and enjoy yourself.”

But what he did was to lift the
tray out of her hands.

“You might keep me company with
that dollish thing,”’ he suggested.

After a glance at his face she com-
plied, and between them they cleared
away all traces of recent festivity.

““Now, if you're going at dishes—'"
He put on the aggrieved air of a little
boy who wants to be petted.

“I'm not, I'm not."

‘“Very well.”

‘Poor Clark! T wish you wouldn't
take it so hard. She—-"'

Alice broke off upon seeing him sud-
denly redden, as the key to her sus-
picious readiness in allowing him to
stay flashed across him.

“I believe you think that— But
I've only given one girl the chance
to refuse me.”’

“You were so sure of the others ?"’
she asked tentatively.

He looked at her thoughtfully, as
if weighing something in his mind,
then swept aside her remark con-
temptuously.

“‘Others? There have been no
others — since the beginning — until
the end. Only you, Alice. Always,
always you."

“But you said—you wrote—"'

‘“Rather creditable fabrications,
weren’t they? Well, T worked hard
enough to give them the ‘vital touch.”
I wasn’t squeamish about the truth.
But—I never saw such a girl | Haven’t
you a spark of jealousy in you,
Alice ?”’

“I did almost hate that Myrtle,””
Alice whispered, as if confessing some

and
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heinous erime. ‘‘She was so incon-
siderate, so exacting, she kept you
waiting on her so, and the way she
broke off the engagement was abom-
inable!"

Clark laughed delightedly.

“She was a ripper, wasn't she?
Oh, T put some deep thought into the
make-up of Myrtle!"

“But Yvonne Smythe? She at
least was no fabrication.'*

“Met her at a tournament last
week—again to-day. When you struck
me for a name I thought hers would
answer the purpose as well as another,
though I hadn’t counted on the dam-
sel putting in an appearance to expose
my nefarious ways. Still, she's not
& bad sort—at least, the chap she's
engaged to seems to think she is all
right.”

They fell into silence for a little,
watching the purpling hills but a mo-
ment since sharply defined against the
daffodil sky. The girl, curled up
among the cushions in the easy chair,
her fair head thrown back against the
bend of a softly rounded arm, seemed
the embodiment of all that was best
in the romance of the ideal summer

nigh ;

‘Well, Alice 2"

All the tender, eloquent, untrans-
latable passion whi(:{x on such a
richly-dowered evening becomes al-
most a tangible presence, caressed the
two words and filled them with a
world of meaning. A confession, a
Yearning, a prayer, which hardly
dared to be a hope—what did they
leave unsaid of a man's love and
longing, of a woman’s power to awak-
en again and, if she but would, to
satisfy it ? :

Clark waited expectantly, but the
chirp of crickets alone broke the
silence. Suddenly all his optimism
forsook him. It seemed the most au-
dacious thing he had ever heard of
to expect a girl like Alice to care for
him. How had he ever conceived such
a thing within the range of possibility,
how had he had the presumption to
think, in his rather grand way, that it

was only a matter of time before he
would have his way in this, as in
other things! The irrevocableness of
the silent answer, so palpably intend-
ed to wound as little as might be,
brought home as nothing else, the
realisation of what it shrank from
conveying through the bald medium
of speech.

But life without Alice—life without
Alice to live up to. He was not given
overmuch to thinking about religion,
but in the background of his mind he
had always felt it would be well with
him with Alice by his side. Without
her—he stared out over the garden,
and shivered a little. The very gar-
den had changed. Where was now the
enchantment of a moment ago? A
cold, bright, artificial light flooding
an average country place. What had
there been in that to evoke such
visions? Was it that he had seen
Alice in everything? Without Alice
would the visions ‘‘fade into the light
of common day'’ ?

“Well, Clark?"

Mechanically he turned round on
the step where he was sitting.

Of course, it's not much of a hand,"”’
pursued the mocking, deprecating
voice, ‘‘still, as you happened to ask
for it you might at least pretend—"’

Dully he lifted his eyes from the
fluttering hand to—oh, such a face!
and eyes shining with such a light!
With a ery he sprang up and caught
her in his arms.

*

“Well, Clark Bradshaw,” said Co-
rinne, later, when the great news had
been divulged, ‘I hope this is your
last engagement.”’

“It certainly is my first,”” he
laughed.

Whereupon Alice revealed the ast-
ral properties of Myrtle and Florence
and the York beauties. The fair
Yvonne, whose presence alone saved
her from footing the list, was properly
shocked.

“Whatever would Frederick think!
I must tell that to Frederick. You
know Frederick believes—’’

-

s
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“What I want to know,”’ inter-
rupted Corinne (who had heard Fred-
erick’s theories all the way home, and
had formed the private opinion that
“Frederick’” must be ‘‘a precious
one’’), ““what I want to know is how
Clark, here, did it, what he said. He
has had practice enough in making
fine speeches. Now, Alice, haven’t
I always been a good sister, haven’t
I acted the mother’s part?’’

““Alice, if you tell!”” ecried Clark,
in mock consternation.

““Alice will now have one stock re-
ply: ‘just as Clark says.” Oh, me,
what it is to be engaged! I foresee
months a-plenty in store with every
sentence prefaced, ‘as I told Clark,’
‘as Alice said to me.” "’

Alice smiled in the serene manner
of one too far removed by happiness
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to be disturbed by any amount of
chaff.

““There was no need to say much,”
she observed, quietly; ‘“we under-
stood.”’

“That’s right, Alice, don't you let
them jolly you.”

‘“It’s only the very stupid people,”
he explained to Corinne, ‘‘who have to
‘say’ things, only the Myrtle-Florence
aggregation. We soar above such trite
amenities.”’

‘“And this is he that was Clark
Bradshaw!”’ chanted Corinne. ‘‘This
is he who—""

But Clark, snatching Alice like a
brand from the burning, fled through
the hole in the hedge into the Brad-
shaw’s garden, where the voice of the
Philistine was drowned in the pipings
of that great god Pan.

AN ACADIAN SPRING

Bv INGLIS MORSE

Across some mirrored lake

As evening falls,
1 hear the night birds give
Their vesper calls.

The tinkling bells of kine
Float down the vale

And lose their melody
Along the trail.

Forth from the old mill-race
There comes the roar
Of waters falling as
They fell of yore;

While far in yonder gorge
A restless stream

Makes music to the night
Wind’s gentle dream.

Across the marshland drifts
A silvery screen

Of fog; the late moon casts
Her mystic sheen.

Upon Tawopskik’s hill;
The odorous Spring

And cool, dark Earth now move
The heart to sing,

As out of memory
Faint echoes rise

And quaint Acadian days
In dim disguise.



WIT IN EMERGENCIES
BY F. BLAKE CROFTON

I'I' is sad that one eannot always say
the right thing at the right time.
Even if a man is ready of speech, his
readiness usually deserte him in a
sudden danger or emergency, and he
thinks of the crisp repartee, or the
soft answer ‘‘that turneth away
wrath,” just a moment too late. But
there are many brilliant exceptions,
where words promptly fitted to the
conjuncture have saved the situation.
Prior to the decisive battle of Sala-
mis the Greek commanders had voted
to retire before the preponderatin
fleet of Xerxes, but were persuadeg
by Themistocles to alter their de-
cision. It required not only his argu-
ments but also his prompt rejoinders
to prevail over their caution and
thereby decide the supremacy among
the continents in favour of Europe.
When during the debate Themi:toc?:s
had started to his feet, Adeimantus,
the Corinthian commander, gaid: *‘In
the festival competitions those who
rige before the signal are scourged.”
““True,” rejoined Themistocles, ‘‘but
those who lag behind win no erowns.”
At another stage in the angry dis-
cussion Eurybiades raised his wand
as if to strike. ‘‘Strike,’’ eried
Tb;;lx]niogoglas& “‘but hear me."b
e defenders of Thermopyle were
warned that the Persian host was so
vast that their arrows would hide the
sun. ““‘So much the better,”" cried
the Spartan Dienekes ; ‘‘we shall fight
in the shade.”” This undaunted re-
tort must have stiffened the resolu-
tion of the immortal three hundred.
In the religious wars preceding the
1%

Massacre of St. Bartholomew, the
ferocious Baron des Adrets, says the
historian Henry White, ‘‘would some.
times amuse himself by making his
prisoners leap from the top of a tower
or from & high window on to the pikes
of his soldiers stationed below.” On
one occasion—it was at Montbrison,
in 1562—a prigsoner hesitated, upon
which Des Adrets reproached him
with cowardice. The other retorted :
*‘I dare you to do it in ten times!"
The boldness of the utterance pro-
voked the grim baron to a smile, and
the life of the prisoner was spared.

During the late South African war
a Canadian contingent had acquired
too good a reputation as successful
foragers. The battalion was paraded
by order of the general (Sir Tan Ham-
ilton, if I remember correctly), who
was solemnly warning the men that
the wholesale expropriation of chick-
ens must cease, when one of the
birds in question ran along the line.
An Irish-Canadian soldier, carried
away by his foraging instinet and ob-
livious to his surroundings, started
from the ranks in pursuit. A thun.
derous ‘““Halt!” from the general re-
called his wanderi wits. He
pounced upon the chicken, wrung its
neck in apparent r and dashed
it to the ground. ‘‘Take that!'’ he
cried; “‘that’ll larn you to stop run-
nin’ when the gineral calls ‘Halt!" ”
The general smiled, the battalion
roared, and the delinquent was saved
by his ready Irish wit.

For this quality the Irish have been
famous ever since the days of Finn

B e Ju——
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MeConmal. This famous giant could
stand with his right foot on one moun-
tain and his left foot on another. But
a still bigger Scotch giant one day
walked across the sea to fight him
for the championship. Fion's wife
happened to see the Scotch Colossus
coming and hurried her husband to
bed, bidding him keep his eyes and
mouth shut.

‘“Where’s Finn ?”’ roared the strange
giant, through the bedroom window,
at the altitude of an ordinary moun-
tain,

“Whisht!"” said Mrs. McConmal,
shaking a warning finger; ‘‘don’t
wake the baby!” The Scotchman
hastened homewards, jumping several
mountains at a time, for he had no
desire to meet the father of such a
babe. If he did not win the cham-
pionship of the heavy-weights, he
beat the record for long distances.
He had probably reached his High-
land fastnesses before it dawned upon
his slow Scotch brain that the Irigh-
woman had been “‘pulling his leg.”

Equally well known and perhaps
equally mythical is the story of the
American at Rome who was always
vaunting the superiority of his coun-
try. To try whether any circum-
gtances or surroundings, however, de-
pressing, could damp his national
conceit, some companions made him
drunk and carried him down into the
Catacombs. They placed by him a
dim light, just enough to suggest the
darkness; and they hid themselves
cloge by. After a while he awakened
and was perplexed. The silence was
intense and he saw indistinctly some

bones.
hu‘x‘lia\nmus{z be dead,” he muttered.
“And this must be the resurrection!”
he exclaimed, starting to his feet.
“The first man up!” he cried exult-
ingly. ““‘Another record for the United
s!’l

8t’?.'theis gtory was first told in othe_r
words some decades ago, in the “Edi-
tor’'s Drawer’” of Harper's Magazine,
and se non é vero ¢ ben trovato:

In the reign of George III. the

quick ingenuity of ome of the royal
chaplains is said to have temporarily
saved a threatened perquisite of
theirs. A daily dinner provided for
them in one of the palaces was on
the point of being discontinued ag an
unwarranted extravagance, when the
King one day surprised his chaplains
by unexpectedly appearing at their
dinner. The usual form of grace was
“God save the King and bless our
dinner.”” This the chaplain who said
grace, to the great amusement of his
monarch, changed into ‘‘God bless the
King and save our dinner!”’ It proved
to be ‘“‘a saving grace.”

A somewhat distinguished general,
whom we shall eall Blank, in his
youth won a sum of money at Simla
from a young hussar officer who sus-
pected him of unfair play and de-
clared his intention of exposing him.
Next day the hussar confronted Blank
in the club card-room before an ex-
pectant audience.

“‘Blank,’”’ said the hussar, ‘“‘what
would you do if you found there was a
man in the card-room who did not
play honestly ?"’

‘““Does he win or lose?” asked
Blank.

“Naturally,”” replied the hussar,
“he wins."

“Then I should back him!” an-
swered Blank promptly.

A roar of laughter greeted this un-
expected sally, and Blank escaped
exposure. It is hard to slaughter a
man you are laughing with. Blank's
answer, it is true, was not original
with him, but it was repeated with
remarkable alertness and effect.

Several witty rejoinders are cred-
ited to Bishop Wilberforce, nicknamed
“Soapy Sam.” He was once caught
in a shower while walking to church,
An inmate of the same country house
(was it Lord Shaftesbury ?) overtook
him in a shut carriage and cried out
of the window,

‘‘How blest is he who ne’er consents
By ill advice to walk!"

The bishop promptly completed the
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quotation in an equally loud voice:

“‘Nor sits in sinners’ seats nor stands
Where men profanely talk!”

Everybody has heard Disraeli’s fa-
mous retort to an impertinent sneer
at his Jewish origin. Less dignified
but equally effective was Baron
Rothschild’s snub to an ill-bred hater
of Israelites, which is told in ‘‘Picca-
dilly and Pall Mall,” but which I
quote from memory. Rothschild had
asked a man who had lately been
there what sort of place Tahiti was.

“Oh, splendid!” was the reply,
“lots of pretty women, and not a pig
or & Jew in the place.”

**What an opening for you and me!”’
€aid Rothschild.

On another occasion the Jewish
baron, by his over-familiarity drew
upon himself a snub that was equally
;rompt and galling. Meeting Prince

aul of Wurtemburg, Rothschild said,
"Good morning, Paul.” Good morn-
ing, M. le Baron,” returned the

rince ; “‘sorry I can’t use your Christ-
an name."

Persons who assume airs because of
their position or wealth are some-
times, though too seldom, effectively
called down by humble individuals. A
poor but educated friend of mine was
once rebuked by a purse-proud mil-
lionaire for calling the plutoerat by
his surname on a somewhat slight ac-
quaintance. ‘‘I see you are under a
misapprehension,”’ replied my friend,
mortified but alert; ‘I called you
Smith not, as you call your coachman
Brown, with any sense of superiority.
I meant the informality as an admis-
sion of our equality, but see I was
miﬁaken.” 2

e story is told that George IV.,
disgusted at an after-dinner remark,
emptied his glass in the face of the
speaker, who promptly emptied his
own glass in the face of the gentleman
next him, exclaiming, ‘“The King's
toast—pass it on!"”

Sarcasm is an effective weapon of
defence, but should never be used
without provocation. But for the of-
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fensive imputation of ignorance con-
veyed in Pope’s question, it would
have been simply brutal to answer the
malformed poet that ‘‘a note of in-
terrogation”” was ‘‘a little crooked
thing that asks questions.”

A jolly Irish rector, of the old
school, kept a pack of harriers in the
diocese of Tuam more than half a
century ago. His bishop, having heard
of this scandal and resolving to stop
it, paid a sudden visit to the rectory.
He expressed a wish to see the
grounds and the Rev. Mr. G. was
reluctantly constrained to guide him.
As they passed near the kennels, the
harriers gave tongue.

“What’s this noise ?’’ asked the
bishop.

‘‘Sure, my lord, the hounds can’t
keep quiet when they smell an old
sportsman.”’

And a keen sportsman his lordship
once had been.

‘“And so you keep a pack of har-
riers 2"’ asked the bishop.

‘“And why not, my lord; sure the
Bible sanctions the hunting of the
hare.”

“‘I should like to know the text!™
exclaimed the prelate.

“It is the heir; come let us kill
him!"”" said Mr. G.

This audacious pun surprised the
bishop into smiling, and the parson
saved his benefice, though he had to
part with his harriers.

The doctor of an asylum for the
insane was surprised in an upper
room by one of his patients, who ap-
proached him with a ecarving knife in
his hand and a sly and cruel look in
his eyes. y

“I want to see you jump out of the
window, doctor,’”” said the lunatic.

‘“‘Anybody can do that,” coolly re-
plied tie physician; ‘“but you should
see me jump up to the window from
the ground.”

It was an off chance, but it suec-
ceeded. The insane curiosity of the
madman was aroused ; he let the shifty
doctor go down-stairs, and was cap
tured by the keepers, while gazing
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intently from the window, expecting to
see the doctor jumping up.

In another asylum a madman in-
formed his favourite keeper that they
must both leave this unhappy world,
and be produced a revolver from his
pocket. 4

“The very best thing for us,”” as-
sented the keeper; ‘““but of course
each of us must kill himself; if we
killed each other it would be murder.
I'll shoot myself first, for I couldn’t
bear to see you die,”” and he reached
for the pistol, which the other yielded
without opposition. Having thus se-
cured the revolver, it is needless to
say that the keeper postponed .hi's
avowed suicidal purpose to the thirti-
eth of February. - .

The cases are numerous in which
lawyers have saved their clients from
defeat or themselves from trouble by
a smart retort. J. F. Oswald, K.C.,
of the London bar, had been more
than once rebuked by the Court, per-
haps for being too aggressive . At last
the Court exclaimed : ‘I cannot teach
you manners, Mr. Oswald!” ““That’s
so0, my lord,”” quickly retorted Oswald.

Everybody knows the story of the
barrister who suddenly flounced
around, irritated at some decision.
“‘Did you mean that to show contempt
of court?”’ angrily asked the judge.
““No, my lord, I was trying to conceal
it,”’ answered the lawyer.
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The late distinguished actor John
Brougham was once playing with a
poor company which drew hisses from
the ‘‘gods,’”” one of whom threw a
head of cabbage on to the stage.
Brougham promptly picked it up, held
it aloft, and looked inquiringly at the
upper gallery. ‘“Which of you boys
has lost his head ?”’ he asked. The
responsive laughter restored the good
humour of the audience and the per-
formance concluded without further
interruption,

This recalls G. B. Shaw’s treatment
of a solitary hisser, when the author
was called on the first night of ‘‘Arms
and the Man.”” “I quite agree with
you,” said Shaw, looking towards his
depreciator; ‘‘but what can two of us
do against a houseful 2"’

Half a century ago a retired actor
named Bateman was noted for his
great head of highly anointed hair.
Engrossed in conversation in the pit
of a theatre, he neglected to take his
hat off when the curtain rose. ‘‘Take
off your hat!” grufly demanded the
man behind him. Resenting the tone
but unable to disobey the rule, Bate-
man removed his hat but promptly
replaced it by an obstacle quite as
formidable. With a few strokes of
his fingers he raised his long and
sticky hair aloft. “Will you kindly

put on your hat again?’’ asked the
man behind.




DHIFRARY - BEAT
BY C. L. ARMSTRONG

DAWN was due in two hours, but

we knew it could not come then,
because the night was overcast, and
a three-quarters gale was blowing
from the east, kicking Cabot Strait
into as dirty a sea as the stoutest
sailor-heart could desire. The month
was November, and the Cape Breton
coast shivered beneath the lash of a
raw, searching wind. As the long,
powerful tug slid through the cold,
black waters of the upper harbour,
snow began to spit and whirl from
the dark night ahead. The nearer
lights of the North Sydney shore
twinkled abeam; and, astern, the il-
luminsation of the larger town cast
faint haloes in the murky atmosphere.
The mate and I leaned up against the
gale on the forward deck with the
collars of our oil-sking pulled up
around our chins, our sou’-westers
tugged down so as to allow just
squinting space, and our hands thrust
deep into our pockets. He was there
to share the responsibility of his cap-
tain in presiding over the destinies of
that little eraft. I was there because
the state of my nerves was such that
I needed a strong tonic, and the wild
rush of the wind, the pounding of the
in-set swell and the spitting of the
snow were music to my ears. For
three weeks I had waited feverishly
in town, working silently, praying for
success in the first really big news-
paper assignment I had ever had.
Competition was keen, other men
were on the same quest, men of more
experience, of vastly greater ability
than I, and, yet, in my heart I hoped
to win. I realised that the hour had
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arrived to make or break. Peary was
nearing home, was in the big storm-
tossed strait somewhere, with a dis-
abled ship, taking the shortest course
to Sydney. He had not yet been
boarded by any newspaper man.
There was the one chance of finding
him at sea.

In the cosy cabin aft, the photo-
grapher I had hired for the trip lay
asleep, his head pillowed on his ko-
dak. Hunched up beside him was s
young man who had helped me get
& grasp of local conditions necessary
to plan intelligently. I wished I eould
sleep as they did, but I had stage
fright in the most advanced form and
only the freezing gale sweeping over
the tug’s bow gave me relief. Once
I went down into the cabin and re-
read a telegram received the day be-
fore from the managing editor of the
Boston paper I was working for. It
read: ‘“You must follow up our first
scoop. Push on to Labrador if neces-
sary.”’ Then T went out on the for-
ward deck again and lined up begide
the big silent figure of the mate.

The desire to talk overcame me at
last, and I stumbled up to the mate’s
ear as the tug dipped to the first big
seas of the open strait.

‘Do you think we'll find him ?”* I
roared.

‘“Hey ?”’ he roared back.

“Do you think we can find him ?**

“Thunder! I don’t know."’

An hour slipped by without a per-
ceptible change in the black wall that
gurrounded us. The snow had in-
creased and the wind had not moder-
ated. We were well out in the strait
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now, and the seas were piling fheir
foam-crests high over the bows. The
mate and I had separated and taken
up positions at either side of the deck
where we could grip the lantern sock-
ets when the bow-wash rushed in half
to the tops of our sea-boots. The fear
that we had lost began to grow on me,
for, little as I knew of the sea, I
could realise that the chances of find-
ing a ship steering an uncharted
course in such a night were infinitesi-
mal. I looked at the dim figure of
the mate across from me and wished
I knew what he really thought of it.
I wished I could turn an immense lan-
tern into the black surrounding wall
and sweep away the shadows to dis-
close the wounded Arctic ship creep-
ing inward, somewhere in that waste
of seething sea. The thought came to
me, that it would be better to turn
back now, while it was not too late,
to be among the first of those who
had remained ashore to board the ship,
than to press farther into that maze
of waters. I felt panic coming over
me and the need to do somgth}ng,
anything, save stand and strain into
the black night.

Suddenly the silent mate roared
something, and at the same moment
sounded the faint clang of the bell in
the engine room. The throbbing of
the big cylinders grew slower, and T
knew that we were at half speed. I
pressed forward in my eagerness to
see far ahead, and noticed for the
first time that the wind had moder-
ated considerably and that the’ snow
had ceased. Yet I could see not}.nng.
Hanging to the wheel-house. rail, I
gwung across to the mate’s side.

s

or answer he shot one long ar
oufstraight ahead. Following it ?vxth
my eyes I saw, faintly, after a bit, a
green light. Then the green Tight
vanished and a red light took its place;
then both showed together. Between
them shone a white light.

““Ship, dead ahead!” sgreamed the
mate and at the same time he half
erouched and leapt, like a cat, to the
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bow of the tug, where he remained
like a statue.

In an ecstasy of anticipation, hardly
daring to believe in our luck, I rushed,
slipping and sliding, to the cabin
hatch, where I almost launched head-
long down the scuttle. Below I
roared at the photographer, who jump-
ed to his feet, half awake, not certain
whether we were ship-wrecked or
boarded by pirates, but minded to save
his precious camera, while the young
man who had helped me ashore
rolled from the bunk and lit with his
legs moving so as to lose no time
getting on deck.

By the time I had found the ladder
leading aloft and had reached the
wheelhouse, the tug was making only
enough headway to steer by, and the
red and green lights ahead were much
plainer.

“Is it he, Cap ?"’ T asked the wiry,
grizzled man at the wheel.

The captain didn't reply for a mo-
ment. He kept his eyes on the bin-
nacle and whirled the wheel two
spokes to port. Then he turned with
a smile: “'I'm not making any wagers,
my boy,”’ he said, ‘‘but it looks like
you're in luck to-night.” Then we
shook hands.

It seemed a long time, to me, be-
fore we got any closer to the red and
the green lights. After a hit, though,
we lost sight of the red light by
reason of the captain’s manipulation
of the tug’s wheel. In five minutes
we could make out the outlines of a
peculiarly-built ship moving silently
and slowly through the seas. A shout
came from the mate at the tug’s bow,
and the captain raised a window and
leaned out.

“It's him all right,” the mate
shouted. “‘His fo’-top-m’st’s carried
away. That’s him.”’

In ten minutes we were rangi
alongside the low, broad rail of the
strange ship. Even in the range of
the lanterns, objects showed merely
as grotesque bulks, and there was no
sign of life on board. A peculiar odour
of disinfectants mingled with the stale



142

smell common to ships nearing the
end of long voyages, came to us on
the wind as we churned into the
stranger’s lee. There was something
romantic, eerie, in the sight of that
tar-black, queer-smelling monster
moving steadily on, with never a sight
or sound of human life aboard her
and us snorting and clanging along-
side like a terrier bullying & mastiff.
We dropped astern a few fathoms
while our captain put the tug about
and headed up for another try, run-
ning close alongside this time. Out
of the semi-darkness of the stranger’s
deck a skin-clad shape loomed and a
hail rang out above the wind. Our
captain answered :

“Tug , from Sydney. Who're
you?"

We waited & moment, and then the
response came through a megaphone,
clear and joyous:

“Auxiliary ship Roosevelt, Com-
mander Peary, bound in."”’

The tug's stokers, the captain,
mate, the two deck hands, and our
land-lubber crowd were lined along the
rail, and the cheer of welcome that
we sent up pierced the howl of the
wind and brought a score of eager
giures hurrying to the ship’s side.

ey gazed at us in silence, the light
from our wheel-house dimly limning
their features.‘ I shall never forget
the hungry look in their faces, hun-
gry for news of home, for sights long
deferred, for word of the world they
had been lost to for long, long months.

The tug captain shouted again: ‘I
have some newspaper men here,”’ he
called, mentioning names and the
name of the paper: ““They want to
go aboard.”

In answer a new voice, deep and
resonant and cultured, boomed from
the blackness where the quarter-deck
must have been: ‘‘Come aboard, sir,
come aboard.”

“Is that you, Commander ?"* yelled
our captain, who knew Peary of old.

““What's left of me,” came the
return, with a deep laugh.

““Welcome back, welcome home;

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

God bless you,”’ screamed our grizzled
old skipper half beside himself with
pleasure, and again we cheered.

There was no answer from the quar-
ter-deck, but while the two officers
were talking, their men were making
the tug fast alongside and as they
finished a rope ladder was let down
from the Roosevelt’s rail. We all
stood back to let our captain ascend,
but he took me by the arm and shoved
me up before him. Grasping the
limp, wet strands and being pounded
against the ship’s planks, I finally
reached the rail. Strong, iron-like
hands took hold of me and hauled me
in-board, and in & moment I was in
the middle of a band of be-whiskered,
silent men who ate me with their
eyes and handled me as if I were a
messenger from Mars.

Following in the trail of one of
these men, I found myself at the foot
of the ladder leading to the ship's
quarter-deck, and at the top of this
a tall, commanding figure grasped my
hand in a grip of steel and shook it.
Two stern eyes with twinkles hidden
in them searched my face and I re-
cognised Lieutenant Peary.

I forgot the nice, modest word of
welcome I had framed up so care-
fully. The explorer himself did not
speak either. There seemed to be no
need for words. Right behind me
came the captain of the tug, who
pumped Peary’s hand with terrible
thoroughness and gave him a sailor’s
welcome.

Behind Peary, his leather-like face
just showing above the wheel, stood
the helmsman, moving only when the
binnacle called him to his ecourse,
steering the ship home. God knows
what weary watches he had kept
through the long hard months in the
gloomy northland. I thought, as I
watched him for a moment, how his
heart must be pounding in his throat
and how his anticipation must be at
white heat, knowing that only a few
paltry miles of all the hundreds he
had traversed separated him from
home and dear ones.
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Peary introduced the captain and
the rest of us, then, to a man of
whose ability and courage too much
cannot be said. This was Captain
Robert Bartlett, of St. John's, New-
foundland, who, although he had
barely passed his majority, had sue-
cessfully captained the good ship
Roosevelt throughout the record polar
trip, whose good spirit had never

uailed and whose wisdom had never
altered while he took his bark through
geas that know no chart and brought
her safe, through perils, home again.

I was all eagerness to get Peary to
talking of his expedition, to get him
started on the story that was to arouse
the world within a day. He was most
kind and courteous with all my im-
patience, leading our party below to
his big, roomy cabin and telling us
gaily, the while, that he had gained
five pounds during his long trip.

With the Commander’s permission,
the photographer who accompanied
us took a flash-light picture of the lot
of us there in the cabin and then went
his own way about the ship exploding
his flash-cartridges to his heart’s con-
tent and setting the Eskimo dogs in
the main hold to howling dismally.

During the remainder of the trip
in, Peary talked of his voyage in his
own inimitable way, while my pencil
raced over the note book and my
blood ran warm as I realised what a
story I had in my hand. It was a
story of rare adventure, important
discovery, and no little humour, and
it will long remain clear in my
memory.

pe:-;, in his turn, asked for news
of home. It was an odd experience
to recount for this big, cultured man
news that had passed into history long
gince and to hear him comment on it
with all the zest and interest due the
latest of late happenings. For months,
years, he had been cut off from the
world, and he was keen for news of
that world.

The explorer’s first anxiety was for
his wife. He had had short messages
from her at Etah and Battle Har-
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bour, but he wanted to know how she
looked, acted. We told him all we
could of the brave little woman who
had been waiting for him for weeks
in a Sydney hotel.

Daylight hung on the brim of the
world as the Roosevelt came abreast
of the main town and quietly and
modestly shot her mud hook. The
cable rattled through the hawse pipe,
and the anchor settled with a jerk.
The ship swung slowly about with the
tide and hove to, and Peary was
home again.

The knowledge that a swarm of
rival correspondents would buzz about
the Arctic ship's decks at any mo-
ment rendered me uneasy, and I was
impatient to be off. The Commander
accepted an invitation to go ashore on
our tug and we guickly slipped our
lines and headed for the wharf.
Peary was standing on the forward
deck conversing with some of us when
the nose of the tug touched the quay.
She bumped off and swung out to run
alongside. As she did so Peary turn-
ed. On the height above, the big
botel stood, cold in the morning mists,
but from one of the windows a woman
leaned, feverighly excited, waving a
bandkerchief. Without a word Peary
sprang to the rail, cleared in a flying
leap, a good six feet of empty space
and landed on the wharf. Without
once turning round, he shot up the
steps from the dock and disappeared
in the hotel.

The rest was merely a matter of
haste. We landed the ph her
with instructions to pack his films
without developing them. The last
train that could get through to Bos-
ton and New York for two days, ow-
ing to the Sunday restrictions, was
due to leave in two hours and the
pictures must go with it. The photo-
grapher landed, the tug put about and
made all speed for North Sydney. I
landed there and made a bee line
for the cable station, and inside half
an hour the first sheets of my story
were in the hands of the editors in the
home office. T wrote all forenoon with-
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out stopping and then I realised that
I was almost dead with fatigue and
want of sleep. I went back to the
hotel and turned in, in a stupor. At
dark a messenger came to my room
with two messages. The first was
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GOD’S LEAVEN
By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

What do I see in the Spring?
In the fresh grasses growing,

The new leaves all budding,

The soft breezes blowing,

The brooklets all flooding ?

It is God that I see in the Spring!
The bleached winter grasses
Turn green as He lingers

To touch, as He passes,
The trees with His fingers.
The gentle wind blending
The scents that are straying
Is a breath of His sending
For Earth’s new arraying.
The prison-free leaping

Of brooks overflowing
Escapes not the keeping

Of God the all-knowing.
The flowers that tarry

In gunny-sweet places

Are Earth’'s—yet they carry
His smile on their faces!

So do I see in the Spring
All the love up in Heaven
Turned steadily earthward
Instilling the leaven

That raises us birthward !
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from the photographer to the effect
that the pictures were aboard the
train, all safe and sound. The second
was from my city editor. It read:
““Clean scoop. Bully work. Staff

sends congratulations.”’

=




THE ART OF

BY EoF. R

ll is always a delicate if not a diffi

cult matter to review the work ot
a living artist: delicate, because one
has the l..-r\nuu] presence of the artist
relation ; difficult, be
time of
genius of the man may not have at

in immediate

cause at the
tained its full expression, and the ex
act [t]:uw- in art to which he is entitled
Then
there is the tendency to say pleasant
friends
quaintances, the desire to lend a help-
ng hand to the

mayv not have been ascertained

about one's and ac

7‘1!15‘_’\

struggling, earnest

worker :|!)1i the w\’t'l‘—'»)"'.\('!lf :nul
charitable principle that where good

cannot be truthfully spoken of a fel
low-being one should hesitate to speak
ill of him

\s regards the subject of thi
article, however, one is relieved from
any of these embarrassing situations
Mr. Atkinson
eredit His work is undoubtedly ex
cellent, and the progress he has al
ready made speaks of a more brilliant
future than usually comes to an artist

deserves the greatest

whose surroundings and opportunities
are limited, as they must necessarily
be in a country without any of the
historic traditions of art. But he re-
quires no charitable treatment at the
hands of the ecritic. There is no ill
word to be said regarding the man or

his methods. Kind, earnest and
thoughtful, he has won for himself
many admirers both as a man and

as an artist, and the delightful sim-
plicity and naturalness of his pictures
H—M5

W.

JOHNSTON,

writing, the

E. ATKINSON
K.C

wre but the reflex of his
He seeks no

personality
advertisement by indi
\i‘]”.l?

AEOTessIvVeness or new k')ll!'l']‘
Ht!il'llﬁ\ H ¢ content to ]l't hlu
work speak for itself, and is more apt

of his fellow
craftsmen than he is to uplift his own

The

to praise the productions

course of his art is

pursued

»Yw:hilll\ :|ll1‘ with fine fed l}!\:! “'
18 intent only in presenting the best
and highest ideals of his own mind
and capability \ great artist was
once .‘l\I\ml what was the 4‘!]!’1'11\1'
point of his art, nd his reply was

simplicity And in this word lies
th secret of the men who hawvi

s
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Painting by W. E. Atkinson

MOONLIGHT

attained the highest positions in
the world of art. The idea of
appealing to the taste of the buying
publie never occurred to them. Critics
said, “*You do not finish your pictures
with sufficient minuteness’” or ““You
do not select popular subjects.”” The
advice came to deaf ears. The true
workers cared not for popular admira-
tion. They cared nothing for the
censure or applause of the multitude,
but econtinued on their way and
worked out their problems according
to their better instincts, adhering
to what they honestly believed to be
the truth as they felt it. Time brought
ite own reward, sometimes too late
in life to be of any substantial value,
but posterity became the richer by
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reason of this rigid adherence to the
individual conception of truth and
beauty expressed by the men who
thought only of their life-work.

The answer to the question, **What
constitutes a good picture ?”’ will an-
swer the question, ‘“What are the
qualities in Mr. Atkinson’s work.”" If
by the term ‘‘good’’ is meant pleas-
ing subjects, prettiness, or mere visual
enjoyment of a superficial character.
then his work is far from deserving
that title. But if there is involved the
expression of some new beauty not
heretofore seen by the multitude,
some artistic truth noticeable in line
or colour, whether it be in the subtle
record of moonlight, the weirdness of
shadow-land, or the intimate relation-

7



Painting by W, £, Atkinson

THE WINDMILL, HOLLAND

gship of “‘gray days and gold,” then
one can see how aptly Mr. Atkinson's
art can be said to be ‘‘good’’ in the
best acceptation of the word as ap-
plied to pictures.

The casual observer coming to the
work of this artist and looking for
romantic, historic or sentimental
stories should pass on to something
more superficial, something which will
leave no impression on the artistic or
intellectual vision. Such an observer
ghould go to the artist who writes
penny novelettes with a brush. The
man who looks only for decorative
qualities, however beautiful the
decoration may be, should close his
eyes when he comes before a canvas
by Mr. Atkinson, for such an attitude
implies an utter want of intelligent
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appreciation of the most clementary
qualities in what he sees before him
Does such an obgerver, or rather non
observer, feel any syvmpathy with the
painter’s expression ? Does he experi
ence the fact that through this me
dium of inanimate paint, there are
unseen spirits speaking to him in
tongues heretofore unknown ? Is there
present. to his new vision or
phase of beauty whether it be of line
or colour or

eves a

arrangement ? Can he
read and feel the message now made
clear, which he may have nebulously
thought and dreamed of, but to which
up till now he has been unable to
give form or expression? And as he
goes further and observes and reflects
more carefully, does he see a new

light breaking over that which was



Painting by W, E, Athinson

——————

AFTER THE RAIN

formerly obscure and hear voices
which were up to this point entirely
AR e longer
picture which pleases
decorative merit His know-
has sufficient to en-
able understand and ap-
preciate the beauties and
something of the art which character-
ise the work of a painter exercising his
true function

There is a picture of moonlight by
this artist, but
large when measured by the rule of
genius, which appeals to me as
strongly as any picture in my collec-
tion. Masses of gray cloud are driving
across the sky: the moon, almost
white by reason of atmospheric action,
breaks through, easting a cold, silvery
licht on the landscape. Turning away
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silent does, he no
looks at a
by is
ledge become
him to

some nf

unimportant in size,

for a moment and looking again, one
feels as if the clouds had echanged their
position, so sensitive is the apparent
action of the masses drifting overhead
and so sympathetically has the artist
treated the moving elements of his
subject. Beneath, there is an old
cottage with a subdued suggestion of
a light in the solitary window. A
stream tumbles down to the fore-
ground reflecting in vivid splashes of

light the broken reflections of the
moonlight. A leafless tree stands

and the banks of the
rich in deep browns

against the sky,
small river are
and shadows.
But this is merely deseriptive. Be-
vond all this, one feels the true spirit
of night and realises the discovery of
a new sentiment. There is something
conveyed to the eye which reveals a



Painting by W, E. Atkinson

THE WILLOWS

mood or beauty hitherto unknown, and
the pleasure afforded is not that of a
transient expression or casual appeal
to a sense of movement or colour, It
i= the opening of a new and original
vein, and once experienced, the in-
telligent mind has made a long stride
on the path which leads to a full and
proper understanding of art. The
magic of the artist’s touch is felt in
the loneliness of the scene, and the
mind returns again and again to the
simple drawing, because the picture
evokes infinitely more than the pass-
ing pleasure one experiences in look-
ing at a merely beautiful or expressive
landscape. It is indeed the spirit of
night, clothed in its most fitting gar-
ment and speaking through the repre-
sentation of a picture on which the
artist has recorded an original
thought, and by which he has con-
149

EVENING

veyed a personal message to his fel
low-beings

Some good examples of Mr. Atkin
son's art were seen at the Canadian
Art Club's Exhibition at
“The Harvestfield'’ is an exquisite
study in tonality. There is not a fals
note in the picture. The subject is
dealt with on broad conceptions, Space
predominates, and there js a freedom
in the technical treatment which is
]'\'fl’l'.\‘]li]l,‘:, Full of colour and at
mosphere, the picture is very typical
of the soft hazy day in Canada. There

Toronto

is no striving after effect. Simple,
broad, and conveying a sense of re-

served power, it was one of the very
best works at this exhibition,

The **Old Mill on the Humber'’ is
dealt with in quite a new and success-
ful method. Instead of making the
mill the chief n])j\‘(‘ti\‘o feature, as
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most artists who have approached this
picturesque have done, Mr.
\tkinson has subordinated the build-
ing and vet preserved its feeling and
the fullest extent.
There ig a very subtle and fine bit of

subject

characteristics to

painting in the near side of the
river, and the bridge is admir-
ably rendered. One feels the charm

and romantic beauty of the place, and
is able to keep well in view the old
ruin, which is now historie, without

thrust under one's vision a
architectural display of stones
and and, broken walls. The
water may seem too highly coloured,
but the condition of the stream is so
variable, that a day changes its whole
character. For a purely Canadian
subject by & Canadian artist, it would
be difficult to choose a finer example

Mr. Atkinson's large canvas, "‘No-
vember,”" is also a fine type of purely

having
mer

mortar

Canadian scenery showing the feeling
of the artist for that quiet, peaceful
and harmonious subject which appeals
The colour is

to him so \N'Hll'_:l\,
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more subdued than in the other two
canvases mentioned above, but there
is a big conception and a tender sym
pathy for the subject which cannot
be got by colour alone.

Still another large canvas claims at

tention called ““The Willows: Even
ing,”” which shows him at his more
vigorous stage—strongly and firmly
painted. One misses his delicious

effects, but the
(‘\'i(]l‘ll('l‘

moonlight
referred to

pictures
mnother pll:l.\\'

of this artist’s capability and give
him a very high place amongst
the art workers of this country. He

is finding his way towards clearness
and greater simplicity, and if he con
tinues in the course he is now pursu-
g, his name will be known in the
annals of Canadian painters as an
earnest, conscientious and sympathet-
ic artist, whose ideas were high and
who live up to his
i\ll‘lll‘~.

He is not a colorist in the ordinary
meaning of that term. Avoiding
contrasts, he works in a har

strove to ]u'&[

strong

Painting by W. E. Atkinson

OLD THATCH COTTAGE, DEVON



Painting by W. E. Atkinson . THE
INONIOUS and attains his object
often in monochrome. There are no
spectacular effects sought after. His
treatment of light and shadow is fre-
quently very subtle and reminds one
of the simple and wonderful passages
in some of the gray landscapes of the
best known modern Dutch artists.
His technique is entirely his own and
differs materially from that of the
landscape painters of Holland, but he
seeks, like them, to get air and space
by means of colour simplicity. And
herein lies his success. It took many
vears for the public to appreciate the
work of some of the great Dutchmen,
because apparently there was no great
variety of colour in their pictures. Tt
was ;»111)' after education that the
subtlety of their colour was under-
stood, and in a less degree this ap-
plies with equal force to Mr. Atkin-
son’s work.

Mr. Atkinson is an associate of the
Royal Canadian Academy. He was
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key

CASCADE

Toronto in 1862, and com
menced his art about 1881,
studying under Robert Harris and the
late J. A. Fraser, and later in the
School, under the professorship of Mr.
Eakins of the Pennsylvania Academy
of Fine Arts, Philadelphia. During
1886, he decided to study landscape
painting and went to Paris, where he
entered the Julien ‘\(‘udvlll.\A He ex

born in

career

hibited at the Paris Salon in 1800
and the following vear. He found
scope for his talents in painting
scenes in  Brittany and Holland

Later he devoted a congiderable time
to Devonshire landscapes and other
English subjects. Returning to Can-
ada in 1902, he competed for and won
the artists’ prize for that year by his
large landscape, ‘‘Autumn in Devon
shire.”” His work is always acceptable
to the Royal Canadian Academy Ex-
hibitions, and has been well placed at
the galleries of Chicago, Buffalo and
St. Louis.



PRIVATE DONALD McIVOR

A SINGLE MAN IN BARRACKS

BY W. E.

UIVATE DONALD McIVOR came

to the Company from somewhere
up on the shore of Lake Huron. He
had been a sailor; so had his father,
who was Donald Meclvor; and his
father's father, who was also Donald
Melvor. But the other Donalds were
sailors on the Atlantic, and their home
was in the Orkneys. In Donald’s
speech was a little of the Gaelic still.
“But it is fery little of it? I will be
knowing,”’ he sometimes said, regret-
fully. Briefly, Donald was a little
black Highlander.

Of quite another breed was Private
Jacques — ‘‘Jakes,”” the colour-ser-
geant pronounced it—and the men
let it go at that, making it ‘‘Jakey,"’
however, for barrack-room usage. As
Melvor said in one of hig rare jocular
moods : ‘“He iss twice my own size,
my own heavy, and my own weight.”’

And it was even so as he had said.

Jakey came of a soldier race, and
his forbears fought under the flag of
France. Incidentally, Jakey was a
singer, and this is where our story
begins. Unbelted, his long boots cast
under his iron cot, Jacques would
pace up and down the long barrack-
room, his brown chest partly bared,
and sing, and sing. This was after
supper, when the men had eaten and
were filled, and were lolling in their
cots in the dusk, smoking. Soon the
canteen would open, and they would
go down to visit the chevroned dis-
penser of ale and shandygaffs. But,
just now-—the old songs.
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None of the men ever thought of
complimenting Jakey on his voice.
He never expected it. But they loved
to hear him take the very low and
very high notes of ‘‘Sailor, Beware"
with his wonderful ease; and, ac-
cording to tradition—only tradition,
mind—one night when ‘““The Holy
City’’ followed ‘‘The Lost Chord,”” no
one heard the ‘‘QOrderly-Sergeants’
call sound at seven o'clock, a sign
that the canteen had opened.

On one of these evenings, as
Jacques, wearied at last with song,
came to one end of the barrack-room,
he noticed Donald Meclvor with a
photograph. Softly he drew nearer,
and looking over the little man's
shoulder saw by the light of the lamp
(this was in the days before gas was
put in at the School) that it was a
picture of a girl, of jet black hair and
eyes, one could tell; straight of form
and graceful in motion, one could
easily imagine.

““Aha! I see what the little man is
‘doing time’ in barracks for,”” Jacques
said to the listening men.

Meclvor started, for he had not seen
the other, replaced the photograph in
his kit-box and said nothing. It
looked like an insult swallowed in
silence. Perhaps the little man was
not sure.

There could be no doubt about the
thing that Jacques said next.

Men caught their breath and sat up
swiftly, but few were quick enough
to see what happened. There was a

i
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PRIVATE DONALD McIVOR

sharp “‘snick’’ as a small, iron-hard
fist belonging to a furious little black
Highlander landed square between
the eyes of the big French-Canadian.
Jacques toppled over, reached for tha
table, and brought it crashing down
with him.

Jacques was as strong and active
88 he looked. Before one could have
counted two, he was on his feet and
reaching for McIvor. Lively and all
as he was, the little man would have
been a cripple for life in less time than
it takes to tell it, but just then the
door was jerked open. Jacques heard
it and turned in the midst of his wild
rush.

What brought Lieutenant Fitzger-
ald into the men's quarters in the
officers’ dinner hour nobody ever
knew. But he had heard the noise
and rushed upstairs to investigate.

““Well, what’s the trouble here 2"’
asked Mr. Fitzgerald in his best bar-
rack-square style.

It was Private Donald MecIvor who
answered, standing stiffly at attention.

“‘Nothing the matter, sir; we wers
having a bit of—fun, sir, and the
table was knocked over.*’

Men gulped down their hearts from
their throats and, still standing to
attention, turned their eyes on Fitz-
gerald. The officer looked for the
sergeant in charge of the room, found
he was out, and turned away, relieved
that it was not a case for “‘office."’

““Try and get along with less noise,
men,” he said, returning the cor-
poral’s salute as he departed.

As the sound of his footsteps on the
stair died away, the room heard the
sharp crack of a Lee-Enfield bolt being
shot into its place. Looking, they saw
a levelled rifle in the hands of Private
Jimmie Todd. It was pointed at
Jacques, and meant that in any at-
tempt to renew the attack on McIvor
he would have to reckon with Don-
ald’s champion.

Where did he get the loaded cart-
ridge? Oh, kit inspection in the
Royal Canadian Regiment doesn’t in-
clude kit-boxes.

6
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No man is anxious to have an inch
and a half of cold lead and nickel shot
into his body, and Jacques halted.
But even as he hesitated, still dizzy
from Donald’s blow, his eyes closed
in pain and he staggered drunkenly.
The man he would have killed caught
him and with another carried him to
his cot. The bugler ran across for
the hospital sergeant.

When ‘“‘Dress for Picquet’’ blew,
half an hour later, Jacques groaned
aloud.

“I'm f'r duty to-night,” he mut-
tered, and vainf;' tried to get up.

Then came forward Private Donald

Melvor,
"I will do your guard, Jakey,”" he
said. ‘““And T am sorry I hit you so
hard, but my anger will be fery often
getting the better of me.”

Without waiting for an answer, he
turned to go. But Jacques’ hand wag
outstretched, and the grip that fol-
lowed was a treaty of peace between
men. In ten minutes Donald Me.
Ivor paraded with the picquet, boots
shining, belt-buckle almost white
from the application of polish and
“elbow-grease. "’

“To your dooty—MARCH!" the
sergeant-major's command rang across
the square, and the little ceremonial
was over. Private Donald Melvor
went his round cheerfully, and ‘‘lean-
ing well on his chin-strap,” as the
sergeant-major observed to the mees
when he dropped in for a half-hour

before going back to the married
quarters.

¥

Donald’s second watch began at
four o’clock in the morning. At the
end of half an hour he roused the
orderly in charge of the furnaces and
went with him on his tour of the
barracks. Under the officers’ quar-
ters the furnace was giving out a
strange sound. The sgheet metal
creaked horribly and every few sec-
onds from some pipe would come &
loud ““ping-g-g.”” "Over all there was
& harsh hiss of escaping steam. All
this the two men heard dimly, as

5
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they passed along the board sidewalk,
its planks creaking under them with
the frost. They glanced up at the
stone walls, masses of black punec-
tured only by the rays from a couple
of lights in the officers’ hall.

Melvor stopped in the middle of
something he was saying to his com-
panion and quickened his pace. As
they reached the head of the stairs
that led to the furnace-room, he
turned.

“@if me the light,”’ he command-
ed, sharply. ‘‘Go you upstairs quickly
and gif the officers a ery. Tell them
they will be better out of here. That
is not & goot noise; I heard it once
gefore on the tug Jonmes when my
rother Aleck was killed.”

Then he ran down the steps and
held his lantern up to discover the
valve that had shut off the water.

The orderly was no coward. He
hesitated a moment, not sure where
his duty lay, and as he halted there
came a deafening roar.

*

The newspapers told the bald story
of the explosion at the barracks: one
private soldier blown to pieces, an-
other injured, and two officers who
were sleeping above badly shaken up.
A third of a column on that, and, a

week later, a paragraph on the in-
quest, an open verdict. But few ever
knew that the man whose body was
borne between files of reversed rifles
to the railway station a couple of days
later was a hero.

The sergeant of Donald’s room had
a little exercise he sometimes used
in the exuberance of his joy on those
occasional stormy Sundays when the
bugle sounded ‘“No Parade.’’ Prayer
book in hand he would go over some-
thing like this:

“Stawf p’'rade, 'shun. Those as
can read will follow the regulations.
Those as can’t will go through the
requisite motions, as follows: One!
Extend left hand holdin’ prayer book.
Two! Raise right 'and to level of
mouth. Three! Moisten thumb of
right hand. Four! Turn over page.”

But the next time he did it was the
day after Donald’s wooden kit-box,
button- stick, razor and other equip-
ment had been put up at auction by
the quartermaster’s sergeant, accord-
ing to custom, and the incident was
in his mind and that of the men. His
eyes happened to fall on the page
held open by his thumb. After a

pause he read aloud very gently:

“In all time of our tribulation, in
the hour of death: Good Lord deliver
7
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ON THE PLAINS

BY DOLF WYLLARDE

THE new machinery had only ar-
rived last week, and Chain, the
manager, had got it put up by dint of
that peculiar quality which makes the
Anglo-Saxon race the master of the
negro still, in spite of the emancipa-
tion. Chain was an Englishman, and
the possessor of a white wife and
child; but he was only the manager
of the Sherwood sugar estate, which
belonged to another of his country-
men—one of those ‘‘absent owners,”’
whose tenure of inherited property
makes the Igland of Jamaica what it
is. Major Carrington yachted in the
Solent, and trusted to John Chain to
assist him in the upkeep of the
Dinorah by the manipulation of cer-
tain factors, human and mechanical,
four thousand miles away. Sherwood
was given every facility to produce
sugar, and to compete with modern
factories, and the latest improvements
and inventions known to Europe and
America had superseded the methods
of the old cane days when sugar rea-
lised £75 per ton. Major Carrington
had not grudged the outlay, but it was
to the future he looked for profit, and
to his manager to justify him. A
Throughout all that curious piece
of mechanism known as the British
Empire the units that go to its up-
holding are but portions of the whole,
and sink their individuality in their
performance of its woi'k. Iﬁ E}x:gland
1f, perhaps, men lose the honour
ofmthag'e ml;aonsibility a little; but
abroad, and particularly in the Colon-
jes, it is their tyrant. The Viceroy to
156

his King—the Governor to the Col-
onial Office—the officer to his superior
whatever the service—and among ci-
vilians the employé to his employer—
all good men and true come to absorb
themselves in the work they have un-
dertaken, and square their shoulders
to the burden. Sherwood and its ma-
chinery stood to John Chain for his
atom of responsibility in the Empire,
and Major Carrington for his chief.
It is this spirit that has carried the
Empire to success, but if the loss of
the individual were counted the tithe
would be heavy.

There was & line between John
Chain’s eyes as he entered the factory
and saw the new machinery at work
for the first time. It floated acroes
his mind that the output from Sher-
wood ought to be larger to ensure the
ten per cent. interest on the capital
which should justify Major Carring-
ton’s outlay—five per cent. on the
money invested on those sixteen-inch
cylinders with their thirty-six-inch
stroke—the compound gearing, twen-
ty-five to one made of steel, and the
whole grinding plant—and five per
cent. for a sinking fund. His eyes
took in the general scheme of the ma-
chinery inclusively, and he reminded
himself that while it represented some
thirty thousand pounds, it was wear-
ing out from the first day it began to

work. Very necessary, that sinking
fund.

Apart from the burden of responsi-
bility pressing on his shoulders with
the whole process of the sugar mak-
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ing, was a private and personal trouble
which had no place in the factory,
and which—theoretically—he should
have left on the verandah of his house
across the way, when he walked over
to his work after his early coffee.
Nevertheless it had its share in bring-
ing the knit between his straight light
brows, and making even the sugar
outlook darker than it would have
been. For Nellie was sick — baby
Nellie, whose three years of life and
laughter had been the joy-centre of
her father’s and mother’s life. It had
been an unusually hot, damp winter,
and perhaps the moisture and heat of
the plains had told on the child’s con-
stitution, though she had seemed well
enough up to a week ago. Then there
eame a day when Nellie was ailing,
and then the instinet of alarm in the
mother’s heart made her urge the ne-
cessity of a doctor. He came in a
ramshackle buggy from ten miles off,
and pronounced it a touch of malarial
fever — nothing much, but children
lacked gtamina in this country—get
her into the hills if possible. And he
departed again, after testing Chain’s
eight-year-old rum, and pronouncing
it excellent, while the mother’'s eyes
glared at him like those of a desperate
tigress.

““He wasn't sober when he came,
Jack!'’ she burst out stormily, as the
ramshackle buggy departed. ‘‘How
eould you give him more drink ?”’

‘“He wasn’t far gone, little woman,
and, well, he'd driven ten miles. A
fellow must offer hospitality !’

““When Nellie’s so ill? I don’t be-
lieve he knew what he was saying
when he prescribed for her!”

“*Oh, well, he saw her before he had
the toddy, didn’t he? And he knows
his business, wet or dry—at any rate,
he's the only man round here.”” The
lines round the English eyes deepen-
ed, and he looked out across the em-
phatic green of the sweep of cane
which bounded the horizon of his life
as if he would fain find a way out.
The woman flounced into the house,
and back to the child’s bed, to watch

and minister with an instinet which
she trusted better than the drunken
doctor’s preseription.

That was a week ago, and Nellie
had not grown well enough to be
taken up to the hills. She lay in her
cot, the little bare legs and feet that
pattered so bravely about the carpet-
less floors grown very white and wast-
ed, the childish body tossing to and
fro restlessly as she complained that
the coverlet was so hot — so hot!
Driven by desperation, Mrs. Chain
had sent for the doctor again, but this
time he had not come. When Chain
left the house that morning the mo-
ther was still looking from the veran-
dah along the level road between the
cane fields, for the first glimpse of the
ramshackle buggy, and in her eyes
was hate.

“I shall never forgive him if he
doesn’t come, never!” ghe said
monotonously. “It’s that curséd
drink—and poor Nellie—John, if she’s
worse, I'll send over and tell you at
once.”’

Chain looked tenderly into the hol-
low eyes. She had not slept for
nights, watching by the child’s bed,
and the thermometer in the verandah
registered 89°. There was that
strained look in her face that comes to
the buckra whose will forces him to
keep on doing, contrary to the law
which the negro so well understands
to mean slack off and sleep. Tt is the
tropics which have produced the negro
—the white man is only an importa-
tion.

‘“Pray God Nellie won'’t be worse!”
said John Chain simply. ‘‘And—Kate
—don’t send unless you really must.
The new machinery’s at work, and I
might find it difficult to leave if Cur-
tiss isn't up to the mark i

““John |—if the child were dying!™

Something of the expression she had
in her eyes for the doctor was there
for himself, he fancied, even for him.
But she had turned the next instant,
as at a feeble cry too faint for his
ears, and had gone back to Nellie,
leaving him to cross to the factory.

O

-
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He looked absently at the shining
brass fittings as he entered the build-
ing, and ran up the stairs to the upper
platforms. The railing was as bright
as on shipboard, and all the place was
wonderfully clean and free from the
mess and waste of the manufacture.
Major Carrington insisted on that
when he paid his brief periodical visits
to Sherwood. He liked the factory to
be as well kept, comparatively, as the
Dinorah.

““So long as the brasses are clean,
he doesn’t care to inquire about the
rest of the work!” John Chain said
rather bitterly.

Outside in the sunshine the canes
were coming in and being piled on to
the cane-carrier which fed the first
mill, and so on to the second. Sher-
wood was not a sufficiently large fac-
tory to warrant three mills; it had to
be content with seventy per cent. of
sugar from the cane, and leave the
possible extra ten, which would have
cost too much to extract. There is,
however, no waste in a sugar factory.
The refuse of the cane as it came out
of the second mill was carried on to
feed the furnaces, for if there were no
refuce the factories could not exist.

Chain only glanced below him at the
light shredded waste being tossed out
of the mill; that was an old story,
and the negroes knew the work. He
had reached the higher platform and
stood before the new triple-effect, the
French invention for boiling the raw
liquid, that had cost three thousand
pounds, alone. The great vessels in
their polished wood casings looked
like monster beehive; Eonnecftedh by

e pipes. Only the first of these
l::f supplied with steam, the vapour
from the furious boiling being carried
to the second to continue the heating
process, and so on again to the third;
but the temperature registered on the
first was 210°, and on the third had
dropped to 120°. Beyond this the
vapour was useless, and was carried
off by pipes, condensed with hot
water, and allowed to run away out-
side the factory.
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Chain put his hand half stealthily
on the great wooden side of the first
callandria. The mere mechanism of
the thing had that fascination for him
which machinery exerts for all men,
but it represented more than this, it
was his trust, the wonderful servant
placed in his guardianship to work for
their joint master. Even the engineer
attached to Sherwood, who, with
Chain, had directed its installation,
was not more absorbed in the machin-
ery than the manager. He had had
most of the responsibility of its erec-
tion and starting, and now that it was
really working he looked at it some-
what with the eye of a creator. Inside
the little glass square which informed
him of its inward apparatus he could
gee the sugar dancing and boiling,
flinging up thick yellow spray and
sometimes blinding and darkening the
little window on each side of which
were the indicators—the vacuum on
the righthand and the temperature on
the lefthand—25 inches and 29° re.
spectively.

Chain's keen eyes read off the num-
bers before he walked on to the next
vesgel for a fresh examination, and
he drew rather an anxious breath. He
knew as much as could be known of
the making of sugar, but rather less
of the steam that was its motive
power, and it was in this particular
that belp might fail him. The ma-
chinery itself was really Curtiss’s af-
fair, and Curtiss was responsible, un-
less—— The curse of the white man
in the tropics was not confined to the
doctor who had failed to appear that
morning ; Chain knew that the Sher-
wood rum was Curtiss’'s enemy, and
that the engineer might fail him just
at the moment when his knowledge
and judgment were indispensable.
During the erection of the new ma-
chinery Curtiss had kept off drink,
and had been heart and soul in his
work ; but the manager unconsciously
feared a reaction, and redoubled his
own study of the new methods. Sup-
pose something went wrong, and he
were left to bear the brunt of it ? He
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pulled himself together with a wrench,
and steadied his nerve. The heat—
and Nellie —were playing the deuce
with his self-reliance.

Every time that the measurer
filled with juice, the whistle of the
factory shrieked the register, for the
warkpeople were paid a penny for
every four tons of cane crushed.
John Chain heard it register sixteen
difecators before he left the factory,
which meant seven cars of massecuit
to give five tons of sugar in crystals;
but all the hot morning he had not
caught a glimpse of Curtiss. His face
relaxed, however, for Sherwood was
doing well, and they would have to
buy cane at this rate, their own erop
being liable to fall short. He wag
standing near the boilers watching the
men ab work, as the whistle registered
the last difecator, and he turned to
one of them and asked quietly for
the engineer. For, through the smell
of the sugar in its various stages which
filled the building, he fancied that
there was something unusual about
the steam—or was it merely his over-
wrought fancy, urged by the nervous.
ness of inexperience ?

"I saw Mars’ Curtiss go over to the
still-house early, sir. e not come
back yet," gaid the man ominously.

Chain hesitated, looked round the
factory again to see that all the units
under him were doing their work, both
human and iron, and started to walk
through the still-house, where the
groat gtills were full of fermenting
rum. The smell of the dunder rose
up under his feet as he entered the
building, a stench to sicken the unin-
itiated, but John Chain had been born
and bred amongst sugar cane, and it
represented nothing to his palate but
the smell and flavouring of the rum.
He paused a moment in the depart-
ment where the pure spirit was dis-
tilled, watching the white liquid as it
flowed from the wood.

“I wonder why people at home in-
sist on having it coloured!”” he mar-
velled. “'I don't believe even Major
Marrington knew that rum was white
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until he saw it here, with his own eyes
—for that matter, it is only coloured
with a little burnt sugar—""

He stopped abruptly, his heart
turned sick within him, for in the dusk
of the further corner of the place lay
a heap of sacking or empty bags—he
could not tell which—and on it was
the supine figure of a man. There
was no need to draw near and bend
over Curtiss to discover his state. The
temporary abstinence had broken
down, and the man was in the cluteh
of his own weakness — dead drunk,
and not to be roused when Chain took
him by the shoulder and shook him
roughly. He was still bending over
the helpless figure that had betrayed
him. Then the sound of hurrying feet
and a breathless voice made him turn
with rasped senses.

" Anything wrong ?"’ he said desper-
ately. It seemed as if he had known
that disaster must follow, the minute
his eyes fell on Curtiss, lost and in-
competent.

‘“The boilers, Massa Chain—-""'

But he was out of the still-house
and into the factory before the words
were more than formed, his teeth set
as if that would force his feet to go
faster, his mind grappling with the
machinery in Curtiss’'s stead. He
seemed even to himself to make s
flying rush for the boilers, and to be
at the scene of the threatened disaster
almost before he had left the outside
air.

The boilers were priming. Even as
he entered the building the rush and
roar of the steam deafened him—that
sound which once heard by an en-
gineer is never forgotten. The water
was bursting and pouring from the
valves, and as a natural consequence
every negro in the factory had left
his work and fled from the explosion
to follow, leaving the white man to
face it alone.

John Chain did not know just what
had happened, as Curtiss would have
done. The condensed water from the
steam coils of the eliminator ran to
the hot well, and from there it was
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pumped into the boilers by the feed
pumps, but one small leak in the
steam coil had been the cause of some
of the cane-juice getting into the
water. All that the manager knew
and saw was the water foaming up
and rushing out of the valves, and if
this were not checked in time the
boilers would be nearly empty and the
tubes exposed to the flames would
grow red hot. No wonder that the
negroes had fled!

Before he paused to think he had
drawn the furnaces, the heat of the
flames nearly driving him backward
88 he raked them out, the water from
the valves pouring over him as he
stooped in his desperate effort to save
the boilers. Drenched and scorched
and blinded, he staggered back from
the furnace doors, and a hand on his
shoulder hardly made him start, or his
wife’s voice in his ear—his whole soul
was in bondage to the machinery, his
double trust now that Curtiss had
failed ; he was the slave of the absent
owner cruising in the Solent who had
bound this burden on his shoulders.
It was only a mechanical impulse that
made him warn her of danger.

“Back!”” he shouted at her, as if
she were a long way off. ‘‘Keep back!
the boilers are priming!” .

But her eyes were as fearless as his
as she faced him, indifferent to the
roaring steam in the stress of a great-
er disaster to herself.

““Jack!”’—the mother’s voice was
choked with tears, desperate, wild—
“‘Nellie is asking for you—you must
come at once——"’ :

*“I can’t!”” he gasped, his eyes still
on the dangerous machinery. “‘I can’t
leave the sugar!”

“Jack! She’s dying——""

“I ean’t,”” he repeated, and his
own voice seemed to have lost its
meaning. He was only conscious of
the suspense of waiting for that awful
angry roar to cease, for the boilers to
stop priming, and a strange sense that
the machinery had taken on a person-
ality and was a live and furious thing.
Even when his wife spoke for the last
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time he hardly heard her save as a
secondary claim on his attention.

“Jack!—I can't stay—she’s crying
for you—but I shall go back!”

He heard the hatred in her voice
distinetly now, that she had vowed to
the doctor, but for him this time—
for him | For an instant he half turned
to follow her flying gown. The next
he was by the boilers again, caleu-
lating the subsidence of the mischief.
He judged that, as the boilers had
only primed a little, and the water
remained above the top row of tubes,
it might be safe to start the feed pump
and fill the boiler to its normal level,
For this reason he shouted for the
men, who were already beginning to
creep back to their stations like beat-
en curs, and ordered them shortly to
get to work at the pump. They
looked askance at the late danger, and
Chain’s drenched and draggled figure,
but the fear of the white man who
had faced the terror from which they
had fled was greater even than their
fear of the boilers themselves. They
came back sullenly, and obeyed the
lash of the man’s tongue, as, a century
ago, their ancestors had obeyed the
lash of the busher’s whip.

Even when all danger was over, and
the factory hummed again with its
usual sound and stir, John Chain lin-
gered a little longer for certainty, and
then gave the men implicit orders how
to act during his brief absence, before
he started for his own house. They
were so cowed that he had rio fear but
that they would do as he told them,
and notify him the instant they sus-
pected something wrong. And then
he was free—free to run down the
stairs headlong, and out into the heavy
heat of noon, through the cane-feed-
ers, on to his own house just across
the way.

He bardly realised what had hap-
pened, even now. He felt half dazed,
and pushed his hair away from his
forehead, the beads of sweat trickling
down his scorched face.

“If we have weathered this storm
we shall weather others—the worst is
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over now. I know the ropes. I'm
not dependent on Curtiss. [ can rely

on myself, unless—Nellie!"’

His heart gave one thud like the
knell of a deep bell. In the door-
way, beyond the verandah, stood his
wife.

“Yes, she's dead,’”” she said in a

hard voice. ‘““And I'll never forget
this, Jack!"

“You don’'t understand,’’ he said
dully.

“Oh, yes, I do!" She flung the
taunt at him in her intolerable pain.
"It was the work—you couldn’t leave
the work for Nellie, because if this
new machinery went wrong it might
ruin you. In fact you put the child’s
bread before the child!”

*"No, not even that."’ He rose and
stood before her, a tired man in mind
and body, and the lines between his
young brows seemed to have settled
there permanently since the morning.
“The work waen't only for you and
the child, though, as you say, it meant
your bread and—and hers. But it's
my trust—I've undertaken to work
this place for Carrington—I'm respon-
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sible. Oh, can't you understand 2’

He flung out his hands toward her
with the appeal of man to woman to
grasp the inexpressible. The factory
was his piece of the Empire, and in-
herited, unspoken traditions made it
sacred in a crigis such as he had
passed through. The man’s honour
came in here; he looked to his wife
for comprehension—and found her
eyes blank.

His hands fell to his sides. He
pushed her out of the way, not rough-
ly, but with irresistible strength, and
went into the house to the room where
lay the dead child.

The woman stood as if dazed, star-
ing down the road between the bright
fields of sugar cane. But her eyes
and ears were deadened, and she did
not notice the rattle of wheels or the
tiny speck between the canes resoly-
ing itself into the doctor’s ramshackle
buggy. She only saw in fancy the
great boilers as monstrous material
things she hated, and she heard above
the din of the factory the register of
the siren—another ton of sugar suec-
cessfully carried through.




VILLAGE IMPROVEMENT

BY MAUD GOING

Little heaps of tin cans,
Rags and bones galore,

Left to mar the landscape
Just a few months more.

Gather them up, Slowgo,
Dump them in a hole,

You'll please all your neighbours
And satisfy your soul.

EEN years ago two travellers,
belonging to two generations, were
exploring the region of the Great
Lakes together. The elder was Eng-
lish by birth and education and irre-
trievably English by convietion. The
younger was American by the acei-
dent of birth, and her convietions
were, as yet, in the making.

Both were being pained by the un-
tidiness of the smaller lake towns in
the great republic to the south of us;
neither had seen Canada except as a
blue coast-line glimpsed in calm wea-
ther from afar.

“When we get to Canada,” said
the British patriot to the woman of
no convictions, ‘“‘the towns will look
so different. The streets will be well
paved, the fences mended, the houses
will be home-like and all the outbuild-
ings neat. You will not see there
these broken sidewalks and sagging
fences, and all this scattering of rub-
bish and refuse.”

Alas for the shattering of patriotic
ideals! Alas for the stubborn rude-
ness of facts! The Canadian towns
were not better than their American
neighbours. They were distinetly
worse. Their barns were more utterly
estranged from paint. Their fences
leaned more wearily, their serap piles
and garbaga heaps were more utterly
naked and unashamed.
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To-day any one comparing the
smaller towns under the two flags is
forced to a decision still less to the
credit of Canada. Are the majority of
small Canadian towns trying hard to
be pretty and neat? Like Rosa
Dartle, we ‘‘ask for information’’,

Many Canadian and American
towns are actively concerned about
their state, sanitary and msthetic,
Some are merely conscience-stricken,
many are tidying up, a few are clean
as wax, and another few are beautiful
to behold. Why? Because through-
out the land village improvement so-
cieties have been organised and are
earnestly at work.

The birthday of the first improve-
ment society is lost in the haze of the
past. Like most praiseworthy move-
ments in the States, village improve.
ment originated in New England. But
where ?

Beautiful Stockbridge, in the Berk-
shire Hills, has long been considered
the pioneer town, because its Sociaty
was organised more than fifty years
ago. But Northampton has a well-
belovéd grand old man, who, on
his eightieth birthday, was banquet-
ed by his fellow-townsmen grateful
for his life-long services as a vil-
lage improver! And now Framingham
claims that a society there gave at-
tention to the trees shading the streets
and the common, as long as ninety
Years ago. So the birthplace of vil-
lage improvement is, like ite age, a
disputed subject, for many communi-
ties would feel pride therein.

No one can fix its present abiding
place. because it is everywhere. The
impulse has gone south and awakened
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west and
The ef-
beauti
has

the drowsy It has gone
grown up with the country.
fort to make the villages tidy,
ful, healthful and cheerful
become national. Massachusetts alone
has two hundred village immprovement

\U"ll"l"h

now

to say nothing of many wo-
men's (lulm which are doing more or

less vills age or town lHl]'r"\"‘Hl"HT
work.
Most of the improvement societies

throughout the States have been in-
augurated by and the meom-
lu l‘\}n]' O f '|l] I8 l)”],umo'(] ]qrﬂl-]\ u

the gentler sex

women,

Their work, after all, is mostly
feminine ; it is extended housekaep-
ing. The house-mother is desirous
that her home shall be clean and
sweet both within and without. She
wants her lawn to be neatly raked,

her porch and sidewalk to be well
swept. It is but an extension of this
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effort to extend the cleanliness all up
and down the street.
She wants tha yard or garden where

her t']l”tirl‘ll [rl'l\' to she l'll"l'l \\'l‘”'
drained, and as pretty as may be. Will
she not also desire pleasant small

parks and free ]ll"l'\"_,'l‘(lllllfln for the
children of the town who
neither garden nor vard ?

She takes pride in the neatness and
beauty of the entrance hall and re-
ception-room of her homa. Will she
then feel no mortification if visitors
to her town arrive at a dirty, ill-smell-
ing station, if the first l»ml(lm'm they
see are ugly and broken down, if close
by the station there is a rough bar-
room, or a crooked board fencing
plastéered over with unsightly adver-
tisements ?

Let her then start an improvement
society to work for the cleanliness
and be auty of the village.

poor hava
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If, after awhile, the society grows
strong and financially i
may go on to work for the pleasure
and enlightenment of the village. Its
efforts may provide a library, a park,
a public playground, swimming baths,
public lectures, open air concerts, or
& house beautiful,
the village can rest and read while
they await the few-and-far-apart
traing of a minor branch road.

Jethany, Missouri, with a popula
tion of three thousand people, has
opened such a publi¢ waiting-room
light, airy, and provided with all ne
cessary toilet The
tables display plenty of good reading
matter with the plants and
pictures, makes the place most rest-
ful and homelike.

Whether an improvement
undertakes an enterprise so wmsthetic
and hospitable as the Bethany wait-
ing-room or merely cleans the back
lanes, it binds a community together
as few organisations do or can. Men
and women, rich and poor, learned
and unlettered, gentle and

prosperous, 1t

where visitors to

conveniences.

which,

society
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If there is any sort of library, the
librarian can do much. He, or—more
probably—she, may have a bulletin

board that can be used for l\uk‘lill;.f up
pictures and reading matter relating
School-teachers could
help by causing the children to write
How
make our town more beauti
ful 2"’ ““Do we need an improvement
society ?'" 1If there is a local paper
the subject can be broached and ex
panded in its eolumns. One improve
which

to the subject
essays on such topies as these: "'

can we

ment  association has been
singularly successful began its endea
vours with an illustrated lecture free
to all, telling what had been done in
An essay in the Woman's
Club might prove a beginning of bet
ter things for the town

\ voung league, in drafting its
by-laws, might gather many helpful
suggestions from some improvement
New England, notably
from those of Stockbridge, Framing
ham, and Tynsboro’

Initial efforts of

other towns

societies of

young 80O

simple, work together for
the common weal. In
concerted friendly effort
for the village, which is
home, people of all creeds
and of both potitical
parties are united.

Conditions differ in each
community. Needs vary
with location, industry,
distance from a large city,
and the character of popu-
lation. There is scarcely
a village anywhere where
an improvement society
could not make itself both
useful and pleasant, and
the community least con-
seious of the wish for such
an organisation may be
the very one most in need
of its benefits.

Because villages differ,
suggestions as to methods
of beginning improvement
work must be tentative.

ONE KIND OF OBSTRUCTION THAT MIGHT WELL BE REMOVED
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cieties  are generally turned per-
force  towards the negative side
of their work, the removal of things
untidy, objectionable, or dangerous,
for street rubbish full of poisonous
germs, may be as deadly as a lyddite
shell.

Nothing so mars lawns and streets
as a litter of blowing papers, and the
insidious banana peel is a menace to
life and limb. No other inexpensiva
deed of an improvement society pro-
duces such good and quick results as
the providing of receptacles for refuse.
One society made its modest begin-
ning by supplying its home-town with
six big empty barrels, painted green
and placed where they were easily
found, vet unobtrusive. The Thomas-
ville (Georgia) association recom-
mends a basket of galvanised wire.
because its contents can be burned
within it.

Bill-boards are often not only hide-
ous, but demoralising. It would prove
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a question too subtle for present dis.
cussion to ascertain why the manu-
facturers of certain commodities have
recourse to bill-boards, or why fences
are used mainly to advertige whisky,
tobacco and the theatres. :

Worse even than the bill-boards and
the placards pasted on fences are the
signs painted upon rocks marring
landscapes which should be lovely.

In England there is a society called
“Scrapa’ whose object is to ‘‘check
the abuses of public advertising’’. The
society numbers more than a thousand
members, and among them have been
enrolled the names of James Bryce.
Sir Charles Dilke, and the artist Mil-
lais. A strong contingent are members
of parliament,

The German attaché in Tondon
drew the attention of hiz home gov-
ernment to the good work of
“Scrapa’’, and the result was a law
regulating the size of German sign-
boards and the localities where they

-y
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might be placed. A license for the
privilege must also be paid. France
i taxing the sign-boards out of ex-
istence.

When will Canada join the proces-
gsion and abolish the signs which mar
two of the most famous beauty spots
in the world : thoge which rear their
unashamed ugliness on the Canadian
side of Niagara, and those which stare
up at the tourist as he looks down on
the lovely panorama spread below the
citadel of Quebec ?

A new village improvement associa-
tion should begin its work by putting
in order the most unsightly place or
places in town. Concentrate the in-
experienced effort and the little cash
available upon that one spot — the
public square, the school-grounds, or
the cemetery. Make it clean and
pretty.

After unsightly bill-boards are re-
moved, after aggressive and pestilent
rubbish is banished, after mud holes
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are filled, and streets made clean, then
come the pleasant things.

One league worthy of imitation has,
through the generosity of a member,
distributed packets of flower seeds to
the school children. Another mem-
ber has offered fifty dollars in prizes
to boys and girls under fifteen for the
best kept lawn and the prettiest
flower-bed. The seeds and the prizes
have aroused lively interest among the
children, and this cannot fail to help
the appearance of the whole town.

Many village associations have
found that the offer of such prizes
produced excellent results,

Why do not the managers of the
county fairs take the hint? Why, we
wonder, is philanthropic enterprise so
blind to the opportunities afforded by
the county fair? Here is a gathering
of people, collected from a wide area,
starving for interest, for amusement,
for something to think and talk about
in the long monotonous days which
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are to follow the homeward journey.
And they find only ten-cent shows of
the meanest deseription offering ‘‘at-
tractions’” that are generally silly,
vulgar, or actually fraudulent. When
will some beneficent body econsider
the feasibility of sending to county
faire some really good cheap shows ?
There might be a series of recitations
stirringly given, and made up of se-
lections sparkling with innocent fun
or teaching the love of country and
the beauty of goodness.

Cleanliness is next to Godliness, and
sometimes is a step towards it. Vil-
lage improvement may begin by pick-
ing up old papers and empty cans,
but it does not end there: it has its
moral uses also. The desertion of the
village and the consequent overcrowd-
ing of the city is a vexing problem of
our time. On the one hand, we see
the farm forsaken, the fields left idle,
the labour spent in wresting them
from the wilderness wasted, it may
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be, and the wilderness taking posses-
sion again.” We see the parents, too
old to be transplanted, left to a lonely
age.

On the other hand, we see the
young breaking home ties, casting off
sacred duties, and becoming involved
in the struggle for material wealth and
in the temptations arising therefrom
— to sharp practice, covetousness.
materialism.

The problem of the day is to keep
the likely boys and girls in the vil-
lage home. Anything which makes
country life more attractive to young
people helps towards the solution of
this problem.

John Comenius, a distinguished
educational reformer of the seven-
teenth century, said that every school
should have a garden where the child-
ren can at times, gaze upon trees,
flowers and herbs and be taught to
enjoy them.

Comenius was more than two cen-
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turies in advance of his time. Not
till 1869 did his native country, Au-
stria, prescribe by law that, whenever
practicable, a garden and a place for
agricultural experiments should be
established at every rural school

The following year Austria, the
pioneer country in nature study as
well as in gardening for children, pro-
vided that instruction in natural his-
tory should be given by means of
these gardens.

Belgium followed in 1873, making
the study of horticulture compulsory
and requiring that every public ele-
mentary school should have its gar-
den.

Then France fell into line, decree-
ing that no plan of a rural school
building to which the State contri-
butes money should be accepted
unless a garden were provided.

One European government after
another has followed the example of
Austria. Even unprogressive Russia
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ten years ago could boast of seventy-
five hundred school-gardens, with
grain, flowers, fruits and vegetables:
532 apiaries, and 872 silk-worm
hatcheries.

In the United States the enthusi-
asm for school-gardens is &o great that
means have been found to make and
maintain them even in cities so con-
gested as Boston and New York.

Canada first realised the educative
value of gardening twenty vears ago.

At first the enterprise owed its life
in great measure to the zeal of Dr.
Alexander N. Mackay, Superintendent
of Education for Nova Seotia. He
advocated nature study and garden
work so ably and effectively that there
were fifty-two school-gardens in his
own province before 1904. In that
vear the Sir William Maedonald
school-gardens were established in all
the Eastern Provinces, so that Can-
ada can now boast of hundreds of
gardens.
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The first school-gardens were mainly
volunteer institutions due to the en-
thusiasm of the teacher more than to
the initiative of the school trustees.
But since 1904 there has been a grant
coming from the Macdonald Rural
Schools Fund, giving an addition of
thirty dollars to the yearly salary of
the teacher who will qualify for na-
ture work and maintain a garden
and twenty dollars for labour, seeds,
plants and tools. Prizes have been
offered for the most successful gar-
dens in the Province, and in 1904 the
first prize was awarded to Knowlton
H(‘ll()(vl_

Now it is hoped that the Provinces
will earry on the work which the
munificence of Sir William Maedon-
ald has started and vote out of the
public funds an annual grant to en-
courage the making of gardens around
rural and village schools. This has
been already done by Ontario and by
New Brunswick. In Ontario the De-
partment of Education have issued a
most practical and helpful circular,
beautifully illustrated, dealing with
the improvement of school-grounds.

Many towns in the States are mak-
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ing organised efforts to awaken in the
boys and girls a love for outdoor
sports, for natural science, or for
gardening. Instead of loafing about
the bar-end of the hotel, the boys are
incited to geologise, to hunt butter-
flies, or to gather field notes about
native birds. In this line the town
of Ashfield, in Western Massachu-
setts, has done work which might well
prove an inspiration to other com-
munities.

The situations and surroundings of
Ashfield are analogous to those of
many places in the Eastern Town-
ships, in the Province of Quebee. Agh-
field lies high among the hills, its
chief village being about ten miles
from a railway station. Tts inhabi-
tants, about a thousand in number,
are mainly of English stock. Most of
them are engaged in farming. They
are intelligent, and in moderately
comfortable circumstances. Hardly
any suffer from extreme poverty. The
town library is excellent and well ad-
ministered, and much used by the
young people as well as by the old.
The boys and girls alike enjoy the
usual sports both in summer and win-
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ter; but the life of the town lacks that
varied activity which is fitted to afford
interest to children, and to stimulate
their intelligenca.

In view of this lack a plan was
devised some years ago to widen the
range of interest and occupations for
the children by offering small prizes
for work of various descriptions. A
circular with a long list of diffarent
objects for which prizes would be
awarded was distributed throughout
the town. Fifty dollars for these
prizes was secured by entertainments
given during the winter, and more
money for special prizes was contri-
buted by friends.

Charles Eliot Norton,
concerning them, says:

“The exhibits have rarely, if ever,
fallen below one hundred. The majority
of them, as might be expected, are of
slight worth, and bear no evidence of
continuous effort. Most of them, in-
doed, as might also naturally be expect-
ed, indicate that the interest of the
children is intermittent, and often only
felt as Prize Day draws near: but in each
vear there has been a considerable num-
ber of exhibits manifesting persistent and
intelligent industry, good handiwork and
eareful observation, and of these the num-
ber seems to be increasing. . . .

“From year to year the interest of the
townspeople has increased in the exhibits,
and there is now hardly a more pleasant
festival than Labour Day, on which the
prizes are distributed. The town hall is
well filled with the children and grown

ple, and the exhibits form not only an
interesting, but a very pretty display.”

Some prizes encourage the old
housewifely arts — cooking, sewing,
knitting, washing, and ironing — but
most of them foster love for country
occupations and for country joys.
Most novel are those to encourage in-

who writes
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timacy with the little brothers in fur
and feathers—prizes for photographs
of wild animals and birds, and for the
successful taming of a wild animal.

Some awards are so well calculated
to teach tha lore and love of nature
and to attach the affections of the
children to the soil that we cannot
refrain from quoting them. There are
prizes for the best lists in the follow-
ing branches: Plants observed during
the year on any single half acre;
forest trees native to Ashfield, with
» statement of the special locality of
the town where rara or remarkably
fine trees are to be found, with mea-
surements of the largest trees, and
with account of the uses to which the
diffarent kinds are put; wild flower-
ing plants, with the dates of their
coming into flower; birds seen in Asgh-
field, with dates of arrival and notes
of their habits. There is a prize also
for the best garden of wild flowers.

So the child is lad, it may be, to
find the Creator where our forefathers
found him, out of doors; in the sweet
dim woods, on the hills which look
eternal, or in the garden in the cool
of the day.

It is not an impossible achiavement
for the association which begins by
picking up rubbish and goes on to
better things.

At all events, thanks to the associa-
tion, the boys and girls are less de-
sirous to leave the farm, the village is
claaner, prettier, more healthful, and
a common effort interests and unites
its people.

Now, is this village improvement
not well worthy of further propagation
in Canada?
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THE EIFE OF TRADE

BY MABEL BURKHOLDER

“N\X/HAT luck to-day ?"
' W “The best in the world, my
dear Harry, thanks to you.”

“That's right! Cheer up. This bit
of rivalry won’t hurt your business.
I bet your things looked nicer to-day
and sold faster than ever before, I'm
sure we took pains to make them
appear well."

“As you are always saying, Harry,

competition is the life of trade. Per-
b:gl I waos getting careless. I have
had the same customers for so many
”m‘ "
. ""We'll show the upstarte who have
just found out that this is good soil
for raising vegetables that they don’t
come in ahead of Mre. Lacey of Rose
Cottage. Come, where is the spade ?
I may as well dig up the whole patch
for cueumbers, eh 7"’

Peter Cox, working on the lawns of
the Hotel Bellevue, dropped his tools
to listen to the two voices separated
from him merely by a hedge. Pres-
ently the owners of the voices came
along the path from the wharf where
they had tied their little boat, and
entered the next yard. First came
Mrs. Lacey, the widow who lived in
the rose-covered cottage next door,
then Annette, the little ‘“home’” girl
whom she had taken to raise, then—
yes, truly, that conceited young dog,
Harry Carscallen, who since his ar-
rival at the Bellevue a few days ago
had strugk u;]):‘.:n nmaHzing intimacy
with Widow ey. He was carry-
ing the empty baskets he had helped
her to fill with vegetables and load on
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her little punt early in the morning,
ready to sell to the city people in the
summer cottages all along the lake
shore. Although a larger load than
usual, it had all been disposed of, and
free indeed was the widow with her
thanks, for it was due to the you
man’s energy that she had secure
some new orders right in the face of
several competitors who were begin-
ning to find out the profits of her
trade.

Mr. Cox took it as n personal
grievance, this familiarity of young
Carscallen with the Widow Lacey. In-
terferepce, he called it. Who had
looked after the Widow Lacey all
these years when the youth, Cars-
callen, was a child in arms? Hadn't
he spaded her garden? Hadn't he
tied up her grapes, and pruned her
young trees in the intervals between
his duties as chief gardener of the
Bellevue? Hadn't he recommended
her to get little Annette to stay with
her when her own daughter, Made-
line, had taken a position in the city ?
It was insufferable to see this young
prig strut about the place as if he
owned the widow and her whole es-
tablishment.

Carscallen had thrown off his coat
and was putting all his strength on
the cucumber bed.

“Let him sweat,” thought Peter
Cox. “‘Let him do the work. But
he can’t plant the cucumbers. They’ll
have to call me for that.”

How young the widow looked in her
blue galatea house-dress and check

2
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apron? He could see through the
hedge that she and Annette were
trimming the rose bushes. The con-
versation seemed to be one constant
round of jest.

How very pretty she looked!

But she was twice the youth's age.
It couldn’t be that he was thinking of
~-yes, some of those city rogues would
do anything for a home and a bit of
property. -

There was a past tradition which
most people around Bellevue knew
and respected. Twenty years ago
Peter Cox had been thwarted in his
wooing of this same lady, then Kitty
Cook, the handsome dark-eyed belle
of the village. He was gardener at the
Bellevue then as now, but young, sen-
timental, and woefully sensitive. No
one guessed how it hurt him to see
young Lacey carry her off, because,
forsooth, he had a horse and rig and
wore fine clothes cut by a city
tailor.

Peter Cox had made a pretty good
show of not caring. After Lacey had
been dead ten years he was still pre-
tending he didn’t care. He had made
up his mind to tell her sometime, all
the same; just any time now since
he had been installed head gardener,
with an income in salary to correspond
with his titulary honours. But the
current of his blood ran slow with
middle age, and his timidity had in-
creased. If he had half the brass of
Harry Carscallen, he told himself, it
would have p\ib him through that try-
ing interview ago.
msPeter uunbe::g up to the low hedge
separating the Bellevue lawn from the
widow's garden.

“Want your cucumbers planted ?”’
he asked, leaning on his spade.

The young man, having just fin-
igshed, had gone to wash his hands in
the kitchen.

* “It will not be to trouble

you, Mr. Cox,” said the widow with

one of her rare upward glances;

+ “Harry has just been doing it for
”

me.
““Not d”p Snmlh» not dOQP
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enough. A wretched bungle he has
made of it."

‘“What's the matter, Mr. Cox?"
asked Carscallen, coming around the
corner.

‘A fine evening, sir,"”’ returned
Peter, and retreated ignominiously to-
ward the hotel.

The widow smiled and then sighed
as she glanced after the stalwart fig-
ure, but both were lost in the
shadows.

It was something of a fight before
Mrs. Lacey was placed in the fore-
most position among the gardeners
who had sprung up in Bellevue, but,
thanks to Harry Carscallen’s energy,
she suffered nothing from her com-
petitors, even gained something from
a study of their methods. Having
settled her business position once and
for all, Harry became her right-hand
man, undertaking to straighten her
fences, nail down the loose boards in
the front walk, and trim her side of
the hedge.

One day, before Peter had well fin-
ished his noon-day meal in the hotel
kitchen, he was roused by the clatter
of a lawn-mower near at hand. He
went to the window and discovered
Carscallen ghoving the machine as-
giduously over Mrs. Lacey's zrass.

And he had taken the hotel law
mower to do it!

Peter's exasperation lent wings to
his feet. He was out and across the
yard in an instant.

“'The mower, please!'’ he said per-
emptorily.

“‘I am nearly done,” replied Cars-
callen pleasantly.
‘“‘See here, young man"” (Cox

always put emphasis on the
“3'00118"). “WM bu.iness h“ve m
interfering with hotel property ?"’
“Well, if must have it,”’ said
Harry, handing it over with the ut-
most good nature, ‘‘be good enough
to "ﬁniah this corner before you

Peter took it with a jerk, running
it carefully over the very part Harry
had finished, pushing it well around
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the flower beds with the air of a mas-
ter-gardener.

The young man had throwa lnmself
down at the feet of Mrs. Lacey, who
was sewing on the porch, and began
to play with her spools of thread.

“Well, it's much pleasanter to
watch you do it than to be doing it
myself,” he called.

Peter finished his task in dignified
silence. Then he came up to the
porch and addressed Mrs. Lacey, ap-
parently as oblivious of her companion
a8 of the door mat.

“There,” he said, “‘that cut ought
to do you for awhile. The next time
you want the lawn trimmed, Mrs.
Lacey, have the goodness to come to
me. The hotel cannot lend its ma-
chines to any kid who may take a
notion to cut grass.’

“That choke,”” said Mr. Peter Cox
to himself as he moved away, ‘‘would

enough to convinece most people
that they're not wanted. But there's
kome can't teke a hint. And he's
one,"" he added, looking back through
the hedge.

The young man had taken a seat
opposite the widow and with chin in
hands was gazing up eagerly into her
face. _ He seemed to be asking some
question about the place with his
monstrous  authoritativeness. The
widow's answer came quite distinctly.

“Do just as you like, dear Harry.
You will soon be a part of the house-
hold, and T desire that you shall make
Yourself quite at home.”

Cox reeled. Part of the household!
Was he too late again? Must he
stand by a second time and watch the
enactment of the little drama? How
old was the fellow, anyway, to dis-
play such serpent-like wisdom ? Since
the fashion for clean shaving came in
one could not tell a man's age within
ten years. Even he might look quite
youthful with his beard off.

What if he did it? He was a dolt
to let himself be so easily displaced
after well-nigh thirty years of de-
voted service. The widow thought
well of him, respected his judgment,
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deferred to his opinion. He might
yet persuade her from her folly of
taking a boy to raise.

Down came his razor and began to
ply vigorously on the full beard. He
almost shouted with delight when he
saw the result. He was a new man.
He looked as young as Carscallen.

Where was his Sunday suit? Did
that stupid maid think he would
never wear it again? Would the
widow think it ridiculous at that time
of day, during work hours and all?
No. Lacey had won his way by ap-
pearances; Carscallen was about to
do the same. Away with timidity
it had been the curse of his existence.

Carscallen had been seen to take
his hat and swing down the street at
a tremendous pace, as if on some im-
portant errand. Peter had visions of
interviews with the village parson,
or the issuer of marriage licenses.

But the widow still sat placidly
sewing on the porch, the roses clus-
tering around her head, and Annette
at work in the flower-beds in the dis-
tance.

Peter screwed his courage to the
sticking point and stepped out on the
other side of the hedge.

Though she seemed to sew busily,
the widow saw him out of the corners
of her eyes.

“Competition,”” she murmured,
thinking of Harry's favourite maxim,
“‘is the life of more trades than gar-
dening.”’

Peter came up to the verandah and
took the seat Carscallen had vacated.
He fell into exactly the same position,
for he had admired it in spite of
himself, as he watched his rival with
jealous eyes,

The widow stopped sewing to in-
spect him.

“I hardly knew you, Mr. Cox,”
she cried admiringly.

“I have just come to the conclu-
sion, Mrs. Lacey,” said Peter, inflat-
ing his chest, ““that I am as good as
anybody else.”’

“Indeed, I have always thought
that, Mr. Cox,” she replied earnestly.
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“Where's Carscallen?’’ he asked
casually.

“He went into the village,” she
responded non-committally.

“8o I observed,” said Peter drily.

She stitched away with closed lips.

"“Annette,”” she called after awhile,
“come and tie up this vine. It
catches my hair.”’

“I will do it,"" said Peter, preferring
Annette at a little distance.

“I've been thinking,”” he began
awkwardly while his back was turned
and his hands busy with the vine,
“that some one ought to warn you
about—about that fellow.’”

“Harry ?"" she ejaculated in sur-
prise. ‘‘And I have learned to think
so much of him."”

‘“He may be all right,’’ said Peter;
“‘but he's a city dandy, remember.
You don't know his family. Be care-
ful. If anything happens, remember
I warned you that I don’t like his
looks."’

“You astonish me,"” cried the
widow. ‘‘What reason—-""

It had seemed to me,"” interrupted
Peter with dignity, ‘‘more suitable
like, more proper, if it was you and
me buckling up.”’

“Oh! That would be lovely." cried
the lady, clasping her hands. *‘But it
eould never be, Peter. Don't you
remember you told me twenty years
ago that you—that you hated me,
that T was false, that I ruined your
life 2"’

“Kitty''—it was the dear, familiar
pname of long ago—''for heaven’s sake,
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Kitty, don’t bring that up. The anger
of & man who knew he was beaten,
forgive it—forget."’

He took her hand and was tryin
to look into her dear eyes, lowere
and averted now in real nervousness,
when the gate clicked and the fa-
miliar tread of Carscallen was heard
on the walk.

Peter Cox stiffened into iron.

But who was this tripping behind
the young man, with a face like an
opening rose and all the frills and
flutterings of charming girlhood ?
Whose was the suit-case which the
young gentleman carried ?

“Why, why, Madeline! Bless me,
it's little Modygel" cried Peter, as the
girl sprang into her mother's arms.
Harry stood back with folded armas,
looking on with an air of proud pos-
sessorship.

“Is your daughter home to stay 2"’
ventured Peter, as the young people
passed, laughing and chatting, into
the house.

“You see, she and Harry are to be
married a week from Wednesday,"
said the widow demurely. ‘‘Harry
got down here some days before her,
58 he filled in the time by getting into
my good graces. Not that he needed
to blister his hands with work, silly
boy. I took him to my heart from the
first.”’

“Well, well,”’

well, ejaculated

Peter, “‘T didn’t know—""'

In fact no one knew all the fine
points in the game but the widow,
and—she didn’t tell.
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E British parliamentary election
at the historic town of Stratford-
on-Avon, England, appealed with
& very special degree of interest to
Canadians, because of the candidacy
of Mr. Joseph Martin, the well-known
Canadian lawyer and politician. Mr.
Martin is always a great fighting man
and possessed of an extraordinary de-
gree of personal force. Within a year
or two after he had moved from Win-
nipeg to British Columbia in 1896 he
had become the stormy petrel of the
itics of the latter province, as he
ad formerly been of those of Mani-
toba, and apparently he had hardly
reached the shores of Britain before
he had plunged into the turmoil of an
election campai The result, which
was determined on May 4, was al-
most sure, as it did, to favour Mr.
Martin's opponent, who is an ardent
nulitarist,
%

The campaign was, however, a
curiously complicated one. Captain
Kincaid-Smith, the late member, cap-
tured the seat for the Liberals at the
general elections of 1006, after a long
era of Conservative representation.
However, Captain Kineaid-Smith re-
signed to test the feeling of the con-
stituency on the defence question—
that is, more particularly, military
defence, he being an ardent advocate
of national military training. It was
his vote against the Liberal Govern.
ment, however, on the vote of cen-
sure on the naval question that
aroused the ire of his constituents and
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caused them to censure him in form,
whereupon he resigned his seat and
sought reélection. He remains an
ardent freetrader, which probably pre-
vented the Unionists from endorsing
him. 8o the contest became three-
cornered. The Unionist may perhaps
be described as militarist and protec-
tionist, the independent Liberal, the
late member, as free-trade and mili-
tarist, and the straight Liberal, Mr.
Joseph Martin, as free-trader and anti-
militarist. Aside from the local con-
stituency there will be a wide sympa-
thy with the man who takes so
straightforward a plan of testing pub-
lic sympathy, though his plan may
prove to have been anything but good
electioneering.

Extraordinary interest attaches alse
to the budget which Mr Lloyd-
George must now shortly introduce
into the Imperial Parliament. Inetead
of being able to curtail his expendi-
ture, as was the case with Mr. Field-
ing in the Canadian budget, because
of any lack of buoyancy in the reve-
nue, Mr. Lloyd-George must find
extra revenue equalling almost the
whole of Canada’s income — over
$70,000,000. Of course the money
will be raised, and the question of
ways and means has caused encour-
aging presentations of Britain’s
wealth, and this particularly by com-
parison with Germany, the country
with which, for well defined reasons,
Britain’s resources are just now bei
chiefly matched. Mr. Chiozza-Money,

:
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M.P., a distinguished financial au-
thority, has decided that it requires
but a very slight effort on England’s
part to put German rivalry quite out
of the question and contrasts the two
following statements: (1) ‘‘Britain—
The five million richest British people
have an annual income of not less
than £900,000,000;"” (2) ‘‘Prussia—
The seventeen million richest Prus-
sian people have an annual income of
only £600,000,000.”" And again, says
Mr. Money, “‘In the last ten years,
in spite of the great increase in ex-
pemﬁture, the incomes (gross—the
net is not much less) of the income
tax paying classes (over £160 a year),
who number about a million families
only, have risen from £768,000,000 to
£1,025,000,000 (the latter figure my
own estimate, but a conservative
one). Increase in expenditure, 82.2
per cent.; increase in taxed income,
84.4 per cent. On the whole, it cer-
tainly looks as if Great Britain can
nung a severe financial strain far
better than Germany."'’

*

How the additional burden will be
distributed is the question. An in-
genious argument advanced in favour
of letting the new taxation descend
to those who are now exempt is that
such a procedure may tend to render
them unwarlike, the fear of tul:i:ln
serving to counteract jingoism; this
is & somewhat speciou: e;ppc:'sl to a
peace-loving government to get money
out of tea :::ivcugnr, the duties on
which, restored to their figures of a
few years ago would, it is pointed out,
gocure between six and seven m:}lxon
pounds, nearly half the sum required.
A tax on motg cars, andfusdpu;tul
suspension of the sinking fund, it is

, with the inevitable eontribultion

liquor, would do the rest. It is
l?::ty 31:.: the last part of the pro-
gramme will be acceptable enough to
a radical government, but for the for-
mer we may see substituted a gradu-
ated income tax which will rest

lightly enough, after all, on those five
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millions of wealthy ones to whom
Mr. Chiozza-Money draws attention.
And the sinking fund will not be
tapped without reluctance, for the
present British Government has prid-
ed itself, and not without reason, on
the remarkable record it has made in
reducing the national debt.

¥

The strongest men become curiously
childlike when they step obviously
outside the regions where their ex.
periences have qualified them to act
as advisers. Mr. Andrew Carnegie,
whose commercial instinets enabled
him to amass a prodigious fortune,
regards affairs of state and great cur-
rents of national emotion as matters
not more difficult of adjustment and
regulation than the capitalisation of
financial concerns, or the blowing in
or out of blast furnaces. It is prob-
ably true, too, that if Mr. Carnegie
hady been President of the United
States or Premier of Great Britain,
he would not have left things
any worse than they are now in each
of these countries. But Mr. Carnegie
supposes, or speaks as if he supposes,
that government is possible on ideal
lines — on lines such as he never
dreamed of pursuing, needless to say,
when in the steel business; then he
did as others did, but more skilfully,
and as a statesman we may be sure
also that he would have found it im-
possible to depart from the tracks
beaten by all the world. There is a
temptation to smile therefore, if one
may be allowed to smile at so great a
man, when we find Mr. Carnegie
gravely advising the Peace Society of
New York to organise a League of
Peace that shall be strong enough to
put down its foot and prevent war.

*

This highly practical s tion is
the outcome of the multi-millionaire’s
thoughts on the foolishness of the ri-
valry in D hts between Britain
and Germany the calamitousness
of a war between these great nations,
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which we all freely admit. Mr. Car-
negie would have the building of
Dreadnoughts stopped; but we may
ask how would his League of Peace
deal with an obstreperous Britain or
an obstreperous Germany, unless the
League is stronger in Dreadnoughts
than the obstreperous party, and how
in any case could the Peace League
be a thing of force, with its ships and
gung and trained men and what not
ready for emergencies, without the
maintenance of that militant epirit
which Mr. Carnegie and the Peace
Society deplore, and, which it must
be conceded, cannot be schooled and
graduated at will ?

*

Let the Peace Society and all else
work night and day for peace, not
only as between nations, but as be-
tween the various classes of society
and as among men themselves, but
do not let us suppose human nature is
to be revolutionised by a few bland
words and by the framing of a few
regulations. We need but look at the
Armenian massacres in Syria, at the
impending revolution at Constanti-
nople, at the atrocities daily perpe-
trated in Persia, at the political chaos
in the Balkans, at the endless chapter
of horrors, in fact, which the world
presents to-day, to realise that it is
facts and not theories that we have
to face. '“We have got in future to
face the world,”’ says the Spectator,
still one of the first of English jour-
nals in moderation of tone, liberality
of sentiment, and measured weight of
words, ‘‘not as we should like it to be,
but as it is,—the world of blood and
iron, controlled by men who are not
humanitarians and philanthropists,
but persons intensely human on the
other side of man’s nature, persons
who do not take what they would eall
a Sunday-school view of the world,
but rather the view that man is still a
wild beast, that the race is to the
strong and not to the well-intentioned,
that victory belongs to the big bat-
talions, not to those who say that
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they envy no man anything, and who
cannot understand why nations should
hate or be jealous of each other.” The
average man feels and knows, no mat-
ter how reluctant he may be to admit
it, that this is a true picture in rough
outline of the world in which we live,
and in which, if we would continue to
live, we must become a part of the
mass.

*

There is endless loose talk concern-
ing the inefficiency of British diploma-
ey in its relation to Canada and the
United States, and it is assumed by
the hasty newspaper reader that there
must be much truth in the broad
statement so freely made that Canada
has been invariably worsted in all
such cases. The effect, and less fre-
quently, the intention, of such charges
is to create bad blood between Britain
and Canada, to give Canadians the
impression that England has always
sacrificed their interests and that they
are entitled to hold a grudge against
her. Dr. MacPhail has, in the last two
issues of the University Magazine,
done something to correct this unten-
able theory of Britain’s systematie
sacrifice of Canada, but it is hardly to
be hoped that his effort, able as it is,
will overtake the countless loose and
inaccurate statements on the subject
which have been current so long, or
will counteract those that are still
circulated by careless or prejudiced
writers and thinkers. Doubtless there
have been cases where Canada was
unfairly worsted, and some of the pro-
tests of Canadian speakers and writers
have been honest and sincere. But
it is nothing short of outrageous to
preach the doctrine so freely circulated
in some quarters that Britain has con-
gistently and callously, if not deliber-
ately, sacrificed Canadian interests.

*
The blood spilling in the Turkish

revolution was late in coming but it
had to come, apparently. Presum-
ably it was the last desperate effort
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of old Abdul, whose vices
and whose cunning have so
long combined to baffle and
mystify the nations of
Europe. How it will end is
not clear at the moment of
writing, but it may surely
be taken for granted that the
Young Turk movement for
the general emancipation of

Turkey from worse than
medieval  barbarity and
ignorance will ultimately

triumph in some form, and
that the triumph will not be

long delayed. Undoubtedly
Austria is largely responsible
for the reaction against the
Young Turks, her ruthless
and successful snatch at two provinces
that were still at least nominally
within the Turkish Empire, having
gravely discredited the powers of the
Reform leaders to protect the Sultan’s
territory ; and such an incident might
well have wrecked the best off ;ll

ible anisations. Part of the
mble tl?;% has faced the Reform
leaders has been the difficulty of
finding men in gympathy with
their ~views and of training
and experience such as would qualify
them to fill the official places through-
out the Empire, which consequently
have remained in the hands of the
Sultan’s faithful attachés, and have
been centres of disloyalty to the new

ime. The parliament at Constan-
tinople is but the first step after all in
a long and difficult road, and before
the second step can be taken it may
be that the parliament will have, at
least temporarily, ceased to be. Sue-
cess to the Young Turks in any event
seems to be the unanimous sentiment
of the western world, which has long
revolted at the horrors of the Sui-
tan's dark régime.*

The visit of Mr. Roosevelt to British
South Africa will be the occasion of

mn%' particular attention to that

part of the British Empire during the

next few months and may be the
’

The Peace Statue is certainly lovely

=t what if it thaws?
IN THE BALKANS

=~ Pasguino (Turin)

means of causing many to realise the
remarkable development that has
taken place during the last few years
in & country that to us seems excood.
ingly remote. Nowhere has there been
& more striking example of the civilis.
ing influences of the British system
and of the peaceful progress that is
possible and almost invariable within
ite borders. From Mombasa on the
Indian Ocean to the Lake Vietoria
Nyanza British capitalists have con.
structed a railway which enables the
traveller now to perform in two days
with the ordinary comforts of life a
journey which a few years ago could
not be accomplished under four
mc:inths. requirecf an armed escort,
and was o task of the greatest danger,
Passengers on the train may look from
the windows and gee occasionally a
roving giraffe or lion, or even a herd
of elephants; herds of antelope, too,
arée & common gight, but this, of
course, is a spectacle frequently en-
countered on our own western plains,
and sounds less strange to Canadian
ears. The whole country is now

liced by ‘‘soldiers of the King” who
were a few years ago marauding bar-
barians, and ag Nairobi, half way to
Nyanza, there are engine works and
forges, at which other natives who a
few years ago smeared their faces with
ochre and robbed and killed indis-
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Map showing the location of Mau Summit (near the upper end of the railway), in the vieinity
of which Roosevelt bagged his first lions

criminately, are wielding hammers
and working delicate machinery.
Southwest of British East Africa lies
German East Africa. Here there is
no railway and there has been no
striking change from former condi-
tions, offering a suggestive contrast
with the British colony alongside.
Even to British settlers this newly
opened region is successfully appeal-
ing, and over a million acres have been
taken up by white settlers and farm-
ers, with this result, among others,
that the great game is retreating into
the remoter districts. One interesting
colonist in the district, who is to be
the host of Mr. Roosevelt for a while,
is an American gentleman, W. N.
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McMillan by name, a big game hunter
who has built himself a house from
the verandahs of which hundreds of
wild animals are nearly always in
sight. The first message received by
Mr. Roosevelt on landing at Mombasa
was a telegram of welcome from King
FEdward, and the ex-President will
hardly escape or perhaps desire to
escape the agis of the British Empire
during his journey across Nyanza and
one at Wadi-Halfa by way of Khar-
toum. Mr. Roosevelt’s travels, and

the stories he will have to tell con-

cerning them on his return, will have
a valuable educational effect on his
countrymen, and possibly on others
than his countrymen.
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TaE MAID.

By Theodore Roberts.
Thunder of riotous hoofs over the quak-

ing sod;

Clash %f ree’kmg squadrons, steel-capped,
iron-shod ; :

The White Maid and the white horse and
the flapping banner of God.

Black hearts riding for money ; red hearts
riding for fame ; ;

The Maid who rides for France, and the
King who rides for shame—_ ; :

Gentlemen, fools and a saint riding in
Christ’s high name!

“Dust to dust!” it is written. Wind-
scattered are lance and bow.

Dust, the Cross of Saint George; dust,
the banner of snow.

The bones of the King are crumbled, and
rotted the shafts of the foe.

Forgotten, the young knight’s valour;
forgotten, the captain’s skill ;

Forgotten, the fear and the hate and the
mailed hands raised to kill;

Forgotten, the shields that clashed and
the arrows that cried so shrill.

Like a story]from some old book, that
battle of long ago: s
Slmdot:vs,e the poor French king and the
might of his English foe;
Shadows, the charging nobles and the
archers kneeling a-row,—
But a flame in my heart and my eyes, the
Maid with her banner of snow !
—Pall Mall Magazine.
: ¥
TaE MARTYRED MAID. g
THE French have the poetic fa(-lhf:y
for commemoration and romantic

ceremonial. They have shown this
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especially in the case of Joan of Arc.
the peasant girl of Domrémy whose
visions were an inspiration which fi-
nally restored Charles to the French
throne. In any case, England would
have been forced to abandon her cost-
ly campaign in France, but to the
people of that pleasant land, Joan has
always appealed ag a saviour, although
the immediate result of her efforts
was failure, even unto martyrdom.
Her story is never old to the novelist,
her figure never becomes prosaic to
the artist. During this year, the
canonisation of Joan of Are by the
authorities of the Church of Rome has
led to renewed interest in the war-
rior-maid. That such a theme should
attract the Canadian poet, Theodore
Roberts, is not surprising, for Eastern
Canada should be readier than any
land outside France to understand the
poetic appeal of the peasant girl in
mystic white armour, led by the voices
which came to her in the forest, to
rescue the king of her realm.

£
THE NORTHERN TRAIL.

IS it a far cry from Joan of the

Fifteenth Century to a Canadian
woman explorer of the Twentieth ?
Perhaps, it may seem a return to the
prosaic. Yet the adventures of the
modern journalist are not without
touches of that ‘““True Romance’’
which the poet Kipling has sung. Miss
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Agnes Deans Cameron has gone to
the rescue of no distressed monarch,
has ridden at the head of no victorious
forces; yet she comes unto her own
people with tales of a wonderful land
in our great unspoiled places, which
stir us as the travellers’ stories have
ever moved our wandering race. Miss
Cameron, as was observed in the May
issue of this magazine, is now a ‘‘resi-
dent’’ of Chicago, so far as that term
may be used of one who finds herself
at home by a camp fire, in a boat on
a northern river or in a fort somewhere
on the verge of the Arctic Circle. Miss
Cameron, however, as becomes her
Kipling-lore, belongs to her own Do-
minion yet and has a realisation of
what this country means such as is
given to few of its daughters.

Miss Cameron has recently been
lecturing in the City of Toronto and
has captured the Ontario capital as
surely as even her ardent Canadian-
ism might desire. She is a native of
Vancouver Island, and that delectable
spot on our Pacific Coast may well
be proud of its exploring child, for
Miss Cameron makes one realise all
the buoyant hopefulness of a land
“where West is East, beside our land-
locked blue.”’

The most delightful feature in this
Scottish-Canadian explorer 1is her
absolute enjoyment of all her wan-
derings. Do not mention the word,
‘‘hardship,”” in her hearing, if you
do not wish to arouse the humorous
scorn of this dauntless traveller, who
has made friends with sun and wind
and rain, until such a term as hard-
ship has no significance. Her story
is one of surpassing interest, told as
only its native Tusitala could relate
its strange delights; and, withal, the
woman is as magnetic as the unworn
way she has taken, for her hearers
feel throughout the spoken narrative
the charm of a frank, wholesome per-
gonality. She is as freshly stimulat-
ing as a September day on one of our
northern lakes, when the breeze
comes from the West and brings
dreams of the pineland — and what
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more can a Canadian say in tribute to
a daughter of the Dominion ?

*

ToroNTOo UNIVERSITY AND Co-EpU-
CATION.

HE enthusiastic advocates of co-
education may be given pause
by the recent report adopted by the
University Senate in Toronto, when
by a vote of twenty-eight to eight,
that body appeared to favour ‘‘a pos-
sible college for women.’”’ The report
declares :

“‘Experience has made quite indis-
putable the general law that in the
occupations where women predomin-
ate men tend to disappear, and where
men predominate women tend to dis-
appear. Neither sex likes the pre-
dominance of the other in their chosen
field of labour. What is happening in
the University of Toronto is already
greatly in evidence elsewhere, that
men abandon the courses specially
favoured by women, such as modern
languages, while women do not select
courses specially favoured by men,
such. as political science. The most
natural solution of the difficult prob-
lem would be to organise women into
a separate college.”

For some time, a growing discontent
with co-education in the universities
has been quite apparent; but the dif-
ficulty in Canada regarding a univer-
sity for women is largely financial.
In Ontario, the average citizen is so
absolutely convinced that he has the
best of everything in the form of edu-
cation, that it is somewhat amusing
to hear his expressions of incredulity
over the statement that Smith Col-
lege, to say nothing of Bryn Mawr,
may be regarded as the equal if not
the superior of the august University
of Toronto. There are Toronto citi-
zens quite capable of believing that
the public schools in their city are as
good as those of Boston or Washing-
ton, while to insinuate that a Can-
adian woman would find a ‘‘higher’’
course at Bryn Mawr than at the Uni-
versity in Queen’s Park, Toronto, is
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almost high treason. As has been
said before in these columns, there is
better instruction and there is more
freedom for a girl in a university for
women than in a co-educational insti-
tution. Some day Canada will have
enough money to build a university
which may approach the great United
States universities for women. Then
we shall see how poor a system was
the much-lauded co-education.

*

WoMEN WORKERS.
OF the making of societies there
is no end, but the International
Council includes them all—or nearly
all. The great gathering in Toronto
during the month of June will repre-
sent twenty-three countries in so far
as the activities of feminine organisa-
tions are concerned. Most of the
speakers will address the audiences in
English, for, unlike Canadian dele-
gates, the majority of those who are
coming from other than Anglo-Saxon
countries have a speaking acquaint-
ance with more than one language.
The women of the International Coun-
cil are of the most broadminded and
capable type—mneither faddists nor
gaddists—and the recital of their var-
ied experiences in philanthropy, lit-
erature, education or art cannot fail
to result in a wider grasp of the ques-
tions with which women’s organisa-
tions must deal. The day has gone
when the woman interested in mat-
ters of social or national interest is to
be ridiculed or misrepresented. The
deepest work for any woman to ac-
complish is that which lies within her
own home. But, while that is true,
it is also an obvious fact that there
are certain public duties or activities
which can be carried on effectively,
only through womanly agencies. Chari-
ties need both masculine and feminine
management if the greatest good is to
be accomplished, and the whole fabric
of our modern philanthropy would fall
to shreds if women were to withdraw

their influence and activity.
Perhaps I take an optimistic view

A TYPE OF CANADIAN BEAUTY

of the sex, but it has always seemed
to me that the vast majority of women
are doing their duty to their homes,
are looking well to the ways of their
households and are in no danger of
eating the bread of idleness. It al-
ways gives me a sensation of wearied
amusement when a clergyman or an
editor takes sermon or pen in hand
with the object of enlightening woman
as to her duty in the home. There
are few bridge fiends in the land and
they are, what dear, crusty old Car-
Iyle would call ““mostly fools,”” who
would be quite incapable of doing any
effective work if they did stay home.
Let a woman do her domestic duty
by all means, but she does not need
to forget the needs of the world out-
side and she may sometimes stretch
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Ringing the bell of the Roman Catholic Mission at Fort Rae, on the north shore of Great Slave Lake

a hand of comradeship or help beyond
the hedge of her own domain.

*

Bric-A-Brac.

DURING the last ten years there
has been a distinct improve-
ment in the appearance of the Can-
adian parlour or drawing-room —
marked by the disappearance of many
of those small articles, supposed to
be for adornment, but acting chiefly
as & trap for unwary masculine feet.
In an article on ‘“The Sing of Bric-a-
Brac’’ in a recent number of The De-
signer, Sophie K. Underwood says:
““Come out from under the weight of
your trashy treasures, oh, bric-a-brac
sinners! Behold—a rack to hold the
books you love best and read most often,
a lamp to give you a kindly light at even-
tide, a vase to hold the beauty and grace
of fresh-gathered flowers, a clock that

shall count your precious minutes truly,
a bag for your sewing and a copper jug
for your pencils—these are all you need.
When you realise this, the reign of terror
of the dustcloth will be ended, and even
the heaviest-handed housemaid can not
create very great devastation in your
home. The rest is exceeding peace.”
Truly, these are the words of wis-
dom and it is to be hoped they will
be taken to heart by the feminine
reader. The dusting of the bric-4-
brac parlour was a burden and a snare.
One was in terror of knocking over
vases or treading under foot some
richly-embroidered piece of fancy-
work, on which marguerites or roses
were fearfully and wonderfully
wrought. But the mission furniture
kas done much to banish the trivial
adornments and the masculine mem:
Lers of the household may well re-

_joiec in the change.

JEAN GRAHAM.
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An autograph verse from a poem by Miss Marjoric L. C. Pickthall

OLONEL GEORGE T. DENI-
SON, of Toronto, has written a
history of most of his own life under
the title ‘““The Struggle for Imperial
Unity.”” Without reflecting on the
Colonel’s good intention or on the
value of the book as a remin-
iscence, it can be said that the
title might quite as appropriately
have been ‘“‘How We Saved
Canada for the Empire.”” No one
would care to say that since about
the time of Confederation Colonel
Denison has not taken a very keen
interest in all movements affecting the
national spirit of Canada and the im-
perial spirit of the Empire. First it
183

was Canada—how . could Canada be
saved from secession, disintegration or
annexation to the United States ? This
was a very grave question that con-
fronted the Colonel and his seven or
eight patriotic associates in the days
when the East knew not the West,
when the binding influence of steel
rails and increasing population was
not felt as it is felt now; but the

" Colonel and the other founders of the

Canada First party faced it, and it
is gratifying to know that the author
of this book has lived to witness the
fruition of the hopes and desires of
those and later uncertain times—the
Red River Rebellion, the Independence
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agitation, the Commercial Union per-
jod, the formation of the Imperial
Federation League, the ‘‘contest with
Goldwin Smith,”” ete. But in time
the Canadian Ship of State was pilot-
ed into pretty safe waters. Then the
problem of cementing the Empire to-
gether loomed up, and the Colonel im-
mediately took a hand in it. He went
on several missions to England, he
became President of the British Em-
pire League in Canada, he correspond-
ed with Mr. Joseph Chamberlain, and
he made numerous Imperialistic
speeches. These things are set forth
in detail in the book. To be sure, the
destiny of the Empire is not conclud-
ed, but advice is given as to what
should be done here in Canada:

‘““We must not forget that with a
powerful neighbour alongside of Canada,
speaking the same language, and with
necessarily intimate commercial inter-
course, an agitation for closer relations,
leading to ultimate absorption, is easy to
kindle, and, being so plausible, might
spread with dangerous rapidity. This is
a danger that those both in Canada and
Great Britain who are concerned in the
future of the British Empire would do
well to take to heart, and by strengthen-
ing the bonds of Empire avert such dan-
gers for the future.”

The book is well set up, with a
photogravure portrait of the author
for frontispiece. (Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada. Cloth,
$2).

¥

A NoverL oF REALNESS.

John QGalsworthy, the author of
“The Country House,”’ has prepared
us to expect realism from his pen
and in ‘“‘Fraternity’’ our expectations
are satisfied—almost to satiety. It
is all terribly, baldly, depressingly
real; so real that even at the end of
things, when the hero might with
propriety relax and do something a
little bit improbable without harm to
himself and with satisfaction to his
readers, he refuses to do it. It seems
almost impossible that, in a book, a
hero should hesitate to run away with
a heroine simply because at the last
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moment he doesn’t like her and thinks
that they would both be miserable.
The realness of such a thing makes
one gasp! But then, the titles of
hero and heroine are out of place as
applied to any of Mr. Galsworthy’s
people; perhaps Mr. Galsworthy
thinks heroism of any kind unreal—if
so we are much the poorer. One likes
to conjecture what talent such as his
could do if used to illumine those
small finer things which may perhaps
still be hidden under the débris of our
very modern human nature!

“Fraternity’’ is written with con-
summate gkill. It is so much more
than clever that one finds it hard to
choose a word if wishing to stop short
of saying that it is a work of genius.
All of its people are convincing, all
its deductions are faithfully and logi-
cally drawn. Whether the characters
make their own beds or have their
beds made for them the author in-
sists that they shall lie upon them to
the bitter end (the end is nearly al-
ways bitter, too). As a study in
sociology, the trouble is that while
we obtain a vivid picture of pressing
need, a great cry for ‘‘something to
be done,”” we gain not the slightest
idea of how to do it. This is done
with intention, of course, as being
necessary to the proper balance of
the book and is in keeping with its
atmosphere of the desperately real but
—it leaves us with a disquieted heart.
Somehow we do not look for as much
reality in our literature as in our
lives. (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company).

*

A SourrLess WoMAN

“The Lure of Eve,”” by Edith May
Moor, is a study of a woman by a
woman and therefore has a very ap-
parent element of truth. Undoubted-
ly Annabel Laine was a soulless wo-
man with a beautiful face, doomed to
bring misery to the man she married
and incidentally to some other men
also. The trouble is that we do not
care very much what she is or what
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she does, and our sympathy for her
unfortunate husband is tempered with
wrath at his blindness in marrying
her. There is one situation in the
story which may have some claim to
novelty of treatment. When Laine
finds his wife prepared to elope with
a wealthy friend of his and she gives
as her reason her dislike of their pres-
ent poverty he actually treats her
complaint as worthy of consideration,
a remarkable thing for a hero of a
work of fiction to do! He promises
to make more money, the elopement
is abandoned, the promised money is
made and if they are not happy at
least they are as happy as they can
be. (Toronto: Cassell and Company).

¥

Fisaing 1IN Many WATERS.

After reading a recent publication
entitled ‘‘Sunset Playgrounds,”’ by
Mr. F. G. Aflalo, one begins to think
that here in Canada we have very few
genuine sports—not of the race-track,
prize-ring, pool-room, football-field
type but rather the sport whose spe-
cialty is, for instance, fishing. Mr.
Aflalo is an enthusiastic fisherman,
and he has travelled around the world
in gratification of his favourite pas-
time, fishing betimes in many and
strange waters. His book is a most
interesting and chatty volume of tra-
vel sketches, with fishing as the chief
objective. He starts on the Caribbean,
and the main points of. contact there-
after are New Orleans, San Francisco,
near which deep-sea fishing was ob.
tained ; Catalina Island, the Yosemita
Valley, with three concluding chapters
on Canada, starting at Victoria. While
Mr. Aflalo’s praise of fishing in Can-
ada is unstinted, it is evident that his
experiences were far from comprehen-
sive, because he had practically no
salmon, maskinonge or bass fishing,
but was more than enthusiastic over
our trout. With him and Canada, it
was a case of love at first sight. ‘“How
much of its irresistible appeal may
have been due to leaving Seattle, with
the reek of patriotic powder still in
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the air, I cannot say, but I bent the
knee to Canada and shall ever num-
ber her among my loves,”” he writes.
For anglers and tourists this is a cap-
tivating book, well illustrated. (Lon-
don: Witherby and Company; New

York: Secribner’s Sons. Cloth, 7/6
net).
¥
A CANADIAN WRITER ON AMERICAN
EXPANSION.

Mr. H. Addington Bruce, a Can-
adian who has achieved distinction in
the United States, mostly as an op-
portunist writer, is the author of a
splendid historical review of the chief
events in the territorial expansion of
the United States. The title of the
volume is ‘“The Romance of Ameri-
can Expansion,’’ a title that is emin-
ently justified, not only by the facts
related but also by the high literary
quality that pervades the narration.
In a concise and illuminating manner
Mr. Bruce presents the outstanding
incidents to the growth of the United
States, and with each particular move-
ment or territorial acquisition he
sketches the work and characteristics
of the person connected most promin-
ently therewith. He therefore connects
Daniel Boone with the opening up of
the West, Thomas Jefferson with the
Louisiana purchase, Andrew Jackson
with the acquisition of Florida, Sam
Houston with the annexation of Texas,
Thomas Hart Benson with the occu-
pation of Oregon, John Charles Fre-
mont with the conquest of California,
William Henry Seward with the Alas-
kan cession, and William MecKinley
with the transmarine possessions.
(New York: Moffat, Yard and Com-
pany. Cloth, with sixteen illustra-
tions, $1.75 net).

¥

SLANG BY AN EXPERT.

Is there such a thing as professional
slang ? Perhaps that is not a precise
way of presenting the question, but at
any rate it looks as if the American
people are so apt at the creation and
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use of slang that many callings have
especial kinds of slang of their own.
Mr. Edward W. Townsend, author of
““Chimmie Fadden,”’ is somewhat
of an expert in slang. His latest ven-
ture in this line is an entertaining
novel entitled ‘‘The Climbing Cour-
vatels,”” in which he employs to good
advantage the vernacular of the
vaudeville stage. The story is that of
two sleight-of-hand performers who
have been reduced from good social
standing but who have by legerde-
main acquired a sufficient fortune to
enable them to court once again the
favour of fashionable society. They
succeed, notwithstanding the difficulty
they experience in trying to avoid the
use of the slang they became familiar
with while going about as professional
entertainers and notwithstanding also
the efforts of a scoundrel to keep them
down. After they have climbed to
the top, they, of their own free-will,
disclese their past associations and
are admired by friends and acquaint-
ances for their courage and honesty.
(Toronto: The Copp, Clark Company.
Cloth, $1.25).
* :

Wit TRE MASTERS OF FINANCE.

An insight into the life of a clique
of multi-millionaire speculators in New
York is presented by Phillips Oppen-
heim in his latest novel, entitled ‘‘The
Governors.”” The principal charac-
ter study is Phineas Duge, a master
of finance, who could wield a mighty
power over the money markets of the
world. The narrator treats the de-
lineation of Duge in an attractive and
masterly way. Enough of the make-
up of this important financier is em-
bodied in the story to cause a person
to feel that he understands him fairly
well, nevertheless there is consider-
able left to the imagination. KEven
after the temperament is thought to
be understood, there exists with the
reader a tendency to keep harping on
the analysis of his personality. This
man of wealth, owing to deception on
the part of his daughter, regaydmg his
gecrets, banishes her from his home.

She is replaced by a young niece, who
turns out to be the heroine of the
story. Unavoidably the latter allows
an important document to be stolen,
and thereby loses for a time the fa-
vour of her uncle. To restore this
document and regain her former pres-
tige, she follows the possessor of it
to London, England, and there par-
ticipates in some stirring scenes. The
incidents of the entire story cover only
a few months’ time. Interest is well
sustained throughout. (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company, Limited.
Cloth, $1.25).
*

DeaN Harris” NEwW Boox

Dean Harris of St. Catharines, On-
tario, is not only an ecclesiastic of
distinction, but a writer of consider-
able merit. ‘‘Days and Nights in the
Tropics’’ was a volume which deserib-
ed vividly scenes in Central and South
America that are too little known by
Canadian readers and travellers. Hig
latest book, ‘“By Camp and Trail”’,
deals chiefly with districts in Lower
California and Mexico and is char-
acterised by the same penetration and
discernment of unfamiliar types which
made his earlier work attractive.
(Toronto: Murray and Company).

¥

NorEs.

—First place in The Studio for
April is given to an appreciation of
the work of René Ménard by Achille
Segard. The author regards Ménard
as a painter of classical landscapes,
and there are & number of illustra-
tions which show that at least in sub-
ject and composition that opinion is
not far wrong. There is also an
article entitled ‘‘Portraits in Enamel,”’
by Alexander Fisher. Further leaves
from the sketch-book of W. H. Charl-
ton are presented, most of them of
full-page size. An article of uncom-
mon interest, with splendid reproduc-
tions of pictures, is ‘‘The Paintings
of Ttalico Brass,”” a young Italian
painter of note, by L. Brosch. (Lon-
don : The Studio, 1s. net).

P



HE greatest and most appalling
paradox that the world has ever
witnessed, a paradox that for cen-
turies has been regarded as a maxim,
flourishes forth to-day in a manner
that far exceeds its mightiest achieve-
ments . during the most warring
times of paganism. That paradox is
the preservation of peace by prepara-
tion for war. The ancjents held
firmly to it, and the nations of to-day
have as yet failed to appreciate its
fallacy. As well might we say that
our houses could be kept clean by
dumping all the refuse in the streets.
It is the same as the old-fashioned
method of encouraging righteousness
by parading the devil and depicting
all the torments of the damned. It
is, in short, homeopathy outdone, and
yet we see it now in the very hey-day
of its adoption.

Would it not be ridiculous for any-
one to think that in order to cultivate
good neighbourhood every man should
practise on a punch-bag in the back-
yard, and then walk up and down in
skin-tights on the front walk, with
much raising of muscles and chesty
protuberances ? But that is almost
what the nations are doing. They are
all at least practising on dummies in
their back-yards, and some of thex.n
are coming around to display their
capabilities in front of the plate-glass
windows. And it is all a result of the
mistaken adage that if we wish for
peace we must prepare for war.
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There is also just now another uni-
versal paradox, the paradox that while
this is an age of peace conferences it
is also the age of greatest military
and naval activity and expenditure.
Acording to report, Germany, owing
largely to her aggressive militarism,
has in one generation increased her
national debt from eighteen million
dollars to more than a billion dollars,
and the naval experts in Great Bri-
tain are calling for immense increases
in the appropriations for the navy,
while the Government seeks new de-
vices for relieving the unemployed
and assisting the aged poor.  The
finances of Russia and Japan have
been woefully wrecked, and the Unit-
ed States, with a deficit of more than
a hundred million dollars in a twelve-
month, is spending this year one
hundred and thirty millions on its
navy.

The principle is lamentably at fault,
and it must end some time. We can
only wonder how and when.

The American Association of In-
ternational Conciliation published re-
cently a pamphlet containing an
article entitled ‘‘“The Delusion of
Militarism,”” by Dr. Charles E. Jef- -
ferson. In this article Dr. Jefferson
says in part:

“A droll man indeed is the militarist
What matters it what honeyed words the
King of England and the German Kaiser -
interchange, so long as each nation hears
constantly the launching by the other of
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a larger battleship ?
Prince Biilow may say
hundred times a week
harm,” anq Mr. Asquit
“We are your friends,”’
and Berlin are never
soldiers who are practi
to kill just go long will
many be flooded with th
and thrown into hyste
invasion and carnage.
“Like many other diseases,
is contagious. One nation can be infect.
ed by another until there is an epidemic
round the world, a parade of battleships
can kindle fires in the blood of even
peaceful peoples, and increase naval ap-
propriations in a dozen lands. Ts it pos-

sible, some one asks, for a world to
become insane ?

And even though
to Mr. Asquith a
» “We mean no
h may shout back,
8o long as London
beyond earshot of
sing how to shoot
England and Ger-
e gossip of hatred,
ria by rumours of

militarism

That a community can
become crazy was proved by Salem, in
the days of the witcheraft delusion ; that
a city can lose its head was demonstrated
by London, at the time of the Gunpowder
Plot; that a continent can become the
vietim of hallucination was shown when
Europe lost its desire to live, and waited
for the end of the world in the year 1000.
Why should it be counted incredible that
many nations, bound together by steam
and electricity, should fall under the spell
of a delusion, and should act for a season
like a man who has gone mad? But is it
not true that the world has gone mad ?

© masses of men are sensible; but at
present the nations are in the clutches of
the militarists, and no way of escape has
yet been discovered. The deliverance will
¢0me as soon as men begin to think and
examine the sophistries  with which mili-
tarism has flooded the world.

“Certain facts will surely, some day,
burn themselves into the consciousness
of all thinking men. The expensiveness
of the armed peace is just beginning to
catch the eye of legislators. The ex-
travagance of the militarists will bring
about their ruin. They cry for battle-
ships at ten million dollars each, and
Parliament, or Congress votes them. But
later on it is explained that battleships
are worthless without cruisers, cruisers
are worthless without torpedo-boats ; tor-
pedo-boats are worthless without torpedo-

boat destroyers, all these are worthless
without colliers, ammunition boats, hos-
pital boats, repair boats; and these al-
together are worthless without deeper
harbours, longer docks,

more spacious
navy yards. And what are all thege
worth without officers and men, upon

whose education millions of dollars have
been lavished ? When at last the navy has
been fairly launched, the officials of the
army come forward and demonstrate that
a navy, after all, ig worthless unless it
is supported by a colossal land force. Thus
are the governments led on, step by step
into a treacherous TOrass, in which they

are at first entangled, anqd finally over-
whelmed,

“Militarism hag foisted
a policy which handicaps

church, cripples the hang
blocks the wheels of eon

tion, cuts the nerve o

upon the worlq
the work of the
of philanthropy,
structive legisla-
f reform, blinds

by filling it with vain
imaginations, corrodes the heart by feel-
ings of suspicion and ill-will. It is stary-
ing and stunting the lives of millions,
and subjecting the very frame of society
to a strain which it cannot indefinitely
endure. A nation which buys guns at
seventy thousand dollars each, when the
slums of great cities are rotting, and
millions of human beings struggle for
bread, will, unless it repents, be over-
taken soon or late by the same divine
wrath which shattered Babylon to pieces,
and hurled Rome from a throne which
was supposed to be eternal.

“The world is bewildered and plagued,
harassed and tormented, by an awful de.
lusion.  Who will break the spell ?
America can do it. Will she? To ape
the customs of Furopean monarchies jg
weakness. Why not do a fine and op.
iginal thing? Our fathers had an intui-
tion that the New World should be dif-
ferent from the Old, that it had a Unique
destiny, and that it must

pursue an qp.
iginal course. That is the Spiritual megp.




WITHIN THE SANCTUM

ing of the Monroe doctrine,—that no
foreign influence shall be permitted to
thwart the development of America along
original lines. Alas, the Old World has
broken into our Paradise, and we are
dethroning ideals for which our fathers
were willing to die.

‘Peace hath her victories
No less renowned than war,”’

said Milton to Cromwell long ago, and
humanity is waiting for a nation which
will win the victories that Milton saw.
Will America devote herself to the work
of winning these victories of peace ? Will
she spend half as much the next ten
years in preparing for peace as she has
spent the last ten years in preparing for
war? Experience has demonstrated that
swollen navies multiply the points of
friction, foster distrust, foment Suspi-
cion, fan the fires of hatred, become a
defiance and a menace, and lie like a
towering obstacle across the path of na-
tions toilsomely struggling along the up-
ward way. The old policy is wrong. The
old leaders are discredited. The old pro-
gramme is obsolete. Those who wish for
peace must prepare for it. Our supreme
business is not the scaring of rivals, but
the making of friends.

189

“Will America become a leader? At
present we are an imitator, How hu-
miliating to tag at the heels of Great
Britain in the naval procession, haunted
always by the fear that we may fall
behind Germany ! Why not choose a road
on which it will be possible to be first?
Why not head the procession of nations
whose faces are toward the light? This
is America’s opportunity, Will ghe, by
setting a daring example, arrest the
growth of armaments through the world?
The nation which does this is certain of
an imperishable renown.’”

Dr. Jefferson certainly makes a
pertinent suggestion. It ig g sugges-
tion that should appeal to the people
of Canada even more than to the
people of the United States, for, while
Americans would have to retrace their
steps along a course that they have
pursued so very far, Canadians would

have to merely stand pat. But in
Canada we have militarists whose
mouths are not always shut, and a

certain section of the most influential
press is regrettably militant. With
such influences as thege at work, it ig
rather difficult for a group of adminis-

trators to do the right thing and still
remain in power.

S )
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A SporTING EVENT.

““My husband doesn’t mind walking
the floor with the baby at night any
more,’” said Mrs. Binks.

“Why is that ?”’ asked Mrs. Jinks.

“He makes believe it’s a Mara-
thon,”” said Mrs. Binks. ‘“He covered
the twenty-six miles before ten o’clock
last night.”’—Brooklyn Life.

¥

His Hint FaALED.

Curate (who struggles to exist on
£120 a year with wife and six child-
ren)—"‘We are giving up meat as a
little experiment, Mrs. Dasher.”’

Wealthy Parishioner.—‘‘Oh, yes!
One can so well live on fish, poultry,
game, and plenty of nourishing wines,
can’t one ?"’—Punch.

¥

His MoT1ve.

A.—"'That old villain has gone and
married his cook. I wonder at it, for
her cooking is miserable.”’

B.—"“That’s all right. He has now
got her out of the kitchen, and hopes
she will hire 8 cook that will suit
him.”’—FHtegende Blaetter.

AT ANY MATINEE
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UNExPECTED CONDOLENCE.

A correspondent sends to a Paris
contemporary an amusing contest of
wit which he recently heard in a rail-
way carriage on a journey between
Compiégne and Rove. There were
several passengers. One believed him-
self to posses a fund of humour which
he intended to expend on a priest who
got in at one of the intermediate sta-
tions. Bestowing a patronising look
on the clergyman, he said:

‘“Have you heard the news, Mon-
sieur le curé ?”

““No, my friend, I have not,’’ was
the reply; “‘I have been out all day,
and have not had time to glance at
the papers.”

Then said the traveller:
something dreadful; the
dead.”’

“‘Indeed,” replied the ecclesiastic,
without the smallest surprise or dis-
pleasure. Then, seeming deeply
touched, he added : ‘“Monsieur, I have
always taken the greatest interest in
orphans. Will you accept these two
sous?’”’

The wit, we are told, retired as
gracefully and as quickly as he was
able.—TLondon Globe.

“It is
devil is
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Tourist (who during a steady tramp has enquired, once every hour, how far is it to Ballymaloney,
and has now for the third time received the same answer—namely, “About four-and-a half or five miles”).

“Thank heaven we're keeping pace with it, anyway"”

THE RESULT.

“I thought you were working on
Smith’s new house,’”’ said the house:
painter’s friend.

“‘I was going to,”’ replied the house-
painter, ‘“‘but I had a quarrel with
him, and he said he’d put the paint
on himself.”’

““And did he do it?”

““Yes, that is where he put most of
it.”’—Christian Ad*vocate.

EL1ZABETH AGAIN.

TLocal Elks are having a lot of fun
with a member of their lodge, a Fif-
teenth street jeweller. . The other day
his wife was in the jewellery store
when the ’'phone rang. She answered
it.
“I want to speak to Mr. H——,"’
gaid a woman’s voice.

“Who is this?”
jeweller’s wife.

“Elizabeth.”’

““Well, Elizabeth, this is his wife.
Now, madam, what do you want ?**

“I want to speak to Mr. H——."’

“You’ll talk to me.”
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demanded the

— Punch

‘‘Please let me speak to Mr. H—.”

The jeweller’s wife grew angry.
“Look here, young lady,”’ she said,
““‘who are you that calls my husband
and insists on talking to him ?”’

“I'm the telephone operator at
Elizabeth,” came the reply.

And now the Elks take turns calling
the jeweller up and telling him it’s
Elizabeth.—The Denver Post.

W

For A Harp Man.

An American guest for the night at
an inn in Stirling, Scotland, descend-
ed to the office at break of day and
complained to the person in charge
that the bed was hard.

“It was like sleeping on a board,”
he said.

The person in charge replied with
cold . austerity :

“The great Duke of Wellington once
slept in that bed.”’

“No wonder they called him the
‘Iron Duke,’ ** remarked the guest,
ruefully rubbing his person as he
turned away.—Youth’s Companion.
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STELEA
AE THE SEASHORE

Giggle, giggle, little Stella,
Underneath my big umbrella!
If I'm still, let it amuse you;
If T sigh, exclaim: “You goose, you!”
Howe’er my heart may writhe or
wriggle,
Sweet Stella, never cease to giggle!
Your eyes are beauteous and rare,
A golden glory is your hair,
Your teeth a row of shining pearls,—
You are the queen of summer girls;
I should have mentioned, too, your
arms ;
Yet, chief of all your varied charms,
Come, first and last, before and after,
Your ripples of elusive laughter,—
Now maddening and now entreating,
Now sounding out a music-greeting,
Or now anon a note of warning,
Inviting, chiding, coaxing, scorning;
No other speech you mneed, fair
maiden,—
Each laughlet is with meaning laden;
The more I study it, dear creature,
The less I know,—but oh, the teacher!
Her summer-school’s beside the ocean,
And all her courses spell—Emotion !

I wrote thus far, then read my ditty;

She said it sounded ‘‘rather pretty,”’

And then she yawned—I dropped the
MS.,

She dropped her eyes—I caught the
premise :

“I am, you say, the queen of Circes;

Well, I'm aweary of your verses;

One’s mouth should have & smile upon
it:

A kiss is better than a sonnet!”

Such criticism—here I swear it—

For me has most decided merit,—

So . . giggle, giggle, little Stella,
Underneath my big umbrella!
George Herbert Clarke
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L’ENVOI
OF THE BANTERS

When earth’s last hip has been banish-
ed, and the seams are all taken in,

When the stoutest lady is slender and
the fattest lady is thin,

We shall rest—and faith, we shall
need it—let up for a minute or two,

Till the Master of all the Fashions
shall set us to work anew.

Then those that are slim shall be
happy, they shall sit in complacent
ease; :

And eat whatever they want to, and
drink whatever they please,

They shall have real candies to munch
on till sweetness shall fairly pall,
They shall doze for an hour at a sit-
ting, and never get fat at all.

And not a modiste shall blame us, and
not a masseuse revile;

And no one shall bant for fashion, and
no one shall starve for style.

But each, in a calm contentment,
with treatment to undergo,

Shall eat and sleep as she wants to,for
the Groddess of Shapes as they grow.

—Carolyn Wells, in Saturday Evening

Post.

¥

PROSPERITY

When you've a dollar in your clothes
The winter shows a patch of green;
You reck not of misfortune’s snows
When you've & dollar in your clothes.
Somewhere springs up a red, red rose,
The cold, cold world and you
between.
When you've & dollar in your clothes
The winter shows a patch of green.
—New York Sun.

S .
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There is no other single article of food

value and the same appetizing qualities as BOVRIL,
other that is so quickly assimilated an

that has the same nutritive

There is no
d so instantly energizing as

BOVRIL

That is why its users include all olasses—Athletes and Students,
Millionaires and Wage Earners, Nurses and Invalids, Doctors and
Patients—Everybody.

Here are two excellent BOVRIL Recipes:

BOVRIL MILK SHERBET—Scald two cupfuls of milk and dissolve therein
two tablespoonfuls of sugar.  Stir in thoroughly while warm, one tea-
spoonful lemon juice and teaspoonfuls BOVRIL. Cool and freeze ag usual,

BOVRIL AND MINERAT, WATER—Stir a

spoonful of BOVRIL intoa glass
of any plain mineral water and you have th

e finest pick-me-up and reviver.,

GOLD MED AL‘ VACATION TIME

is incomplete without a supply of

Most
Delicious
9 Chocolates
and

Bon Bons

Made to Eat—
Not to Keep.

The Girl Question is Easily Solved

Prleiu‘“ ’ World
wit::ra Famed
. Box of e /Y cv— Candies
FOR
“A Man is Known by the Candy He Sends”
Al€e ana Porter |||, ‘_ |
AWARDED it’s she wants,

JOHN L AB A I I Known the World over for its Purity, Quality, Flavor.

When near our store do not £

orget our unexcelled
< & - Ice Cream Sodas and other F::nu‘;n Dr.i:k:. ¥
At St. Louis Exhibition Our Candies Made on the Premises.
1904

2p 130-132 Yonge Street,

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA ( Eroapy gl Toronto, Ont.
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ALL SPOONFULS

MAY LOOK ALIKE
—They are not. Weigh them —Test
them in actual work —Teest them in mak-
ing Soft Soap.  Use the same quantity |
of water and powder in each test. '
( PEARLINE is Condensed Soap— |
Energy —the Original Washing Powder. |
It established the directions, a Table-
spoonful to a Pail of Water. You will
have to use double or more of its {ollow-
ers to accomplish the same work.
¢ PEARLINE is made of Pure Fats
and Vegetable Oils—no refuse used. Itis
Absolutely Harmless — Brightens Colors
Llj‘sc’ —does not turn White Goods Yellow.
a Little

Gumption.

A Fl;ablespoonf:nlwof Soap Powder should weigh an ounce
and make a Quart of Solid Soap Paste or Soft Soqp_\

2 i Always Prompt

These things are possible because of our splendid equip-
ment and the size of the plant. Only skilled workpeople are
employed, all under careful supervision.

The space in these works given over to Curtain Cleaning has
recently been widely extended, making it easy for us to meet the
largest trade in the busiest seasons.

Send us your finest Lace Curtains—Brussels, Irish Point, Marie
Antoinette, or others. The work will be found satisfactory.

R. Parker & Co. couie

Canada’s Greatest Dyers and Cleaners
BRANCHES AND AGENCIES IN ALL PARTS OF CANADA
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The College Boy

Keeps his Nerves steady for sport—
His Brain is clear for Study—on

POSTUM

“There’s a Reason”

Let a change from coffee to Postum tell
its own tale of better feelings.

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek Mich., U.S.A.
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Spreads Like Butter

Sold only in 15c. and 25¢. blocks.
For sale by all grocers.

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLIL PACKING CO.
Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario,

Canada.

WHY NOT BE CURED THE
EASY WAY?

When disease of
any and every kind
can be driven from
the system without
drugs or medicine—
when you can be
cured at home,
while wou slee
when you may enjoy
vigorous, buoyant
health, why notdo it
with OXYDONOR?

OXYDONOR will
revitalize your run-
down system, fill you 3
with life and energy, g
and give Nature
strength to throw off WW
any disease so long -
as no vital organ is  Copyright 1907 by Dr. Hercules Sanche
destroyed. All rights reserved.

Read these frank statements from those who have
proved the value of OXYDONOR.

Mrs. Vygeont, Winnipeg, Man., writes: ‘“‘My granddaughter was
dying of bronchitis. I got an Oxydonor and used it and noticed an
improvement in four hours, and to-day she is cured. If I could ot get
another Oxydonor, money would not buy it, as I have used it in my
family for all dis 4

Your Oxydonor cured me

Mr. W. F. Acheson, Fin A Ly : “I was unable to work
from Catarrh and the results of Typhoid Fever, and to-day I can do my
regular work. Thanks for the Oxydonor I got from you.”

What OXYDONOR has done in the past—for others—it
will do again—for YOU—if you give it a chance. Write
to-day for our free booklet telling all about OXYDONOR.

DR. H. SANCHE & CO.

354 St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL

only

Genuine

Beware of

Imitations Sold

on

the Merits
of

MINARD’S
LINIMENT
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m You press hard on a pen when making one or more carbon copies, and a Water
man’s Ideal writes just as smoothly as under light pressure, the ink flows just as
evenly, and the copies are perfect. Manifolding nibs are rigid  There are many
advantages in Waterman’s Ideals which fulfill special requirements of writing.
Not a Complicated Pen—But Simple and Sure for Writing
( Avoid Imitations At All Dealers (** Ye Fogy Book™" on request) i
L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, 136 St. James St., Montreal
NEW YORK — LONDON — PARIS

B EROReeE
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For Every Meal

At breakfast with porridge ‘‘Crown Brand
Syrup’’ is delicious.

Used with plain puddings or made up with
pastry, odd scraps of cake, etc., it makes a
delightful dessert.

At supper it is just the thing to eat with
bread and butter, toast or biscuits.

“CROWN BRAND SYRUP” is syrup at
its best and in its most delicious and whole-
some form.

t is prepared in a perfect manner from
pure ingredients. It is far ahead of all
other kinds in deliciousness of flavor

and perfect wholesomeness—don't

you think it’s worth while insisting
on ‘‘Crown Brand Syrup?”’

Your dealer has it for you in 2,

5, 10 and 20 lb. air-tight tins with

lift-off lids. Order some to-day,

The
AR
WY Edwardsburg Starch Co.
Limited
ESTABLISHED 1858

Works: CARDINAL, Ont.
Cftices: MONTREAL, TO 20NTO and BRANTFORD

i
e e
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Old Dutch
Cleanser

Cleans
Scrubs
Scours

Old Dutch Cleanser is the only hy-
gienic cleanser to use in the kitchen
and bathroom—the only safe clean-
ser to use throughout the house.

Avoid Caustic & Acids

Old Dutch Cleanser contains ab-
solutely no acid, caustic or alkali,
and cleans mechanically, not chem-
ically. In Large, Sifting-Top Cans
(at all grocers), 10c.

CUDAHY—OMAHA--MAKER
Branch for Canada, Toronto,
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‘Champion of the Year

(NEW YORK HERALD, JULY 16, 1908)

This extract voices the opinions of the English press after the performances of
the Ross Rifles at Bisley Meet last year. Canadian Rifle shots at the D R.A. last
year were equally successful when, though many who used Ross Rifles were com-
paratively green men, 60 per cent. won places on the 1gog Bisley team.

No keen rifle shot can afford to go without one this season. Write for catalogue
and prices of our

ROSS RIFLE “MARK [II”

The Ross Sporting Rifle retailing at from $25.00 upwards is worthy of the praise
which those who have used it freely accord to it.

Ross Rifle Co., Quebec, Que.

Spring Purity |
pring P ,
To brew gdod ale pure, hard
water is an absolute necessity.
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 gg.08 degrees pure. ;
Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other, k
because no other is quite so good.

QRarling’s Ale

The Ale that’'s Always Pure
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Williams e
inia ms Stick

"The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face "
The eye can be deceived—not so the beard.
Second-rate soaps may look like Shaving Sticks,
but the beard yields to nothing else so easily
as to the rich, creamy lather of Williams’

Shaving Stick.

Williams’ Shaving Stick comes in the nickeled box, hinged cover. It can also be had
in the leatherette covered metal box, as formerly. Williams’ Shaving Sticks sent

en receipt of price, 25c., if your druggist does not supply you. A sample stick
(enough for 50 shaves) for 4c. in stamps.

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
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Everything

in Silverware that
is required for the
home is manufac-
tured by this Com-
pany, both useful
and ornamental.
Because of their

artistic merit they

have quickly super-
seded others. Dis-
criminating buyers
realize that this

trademark instantly
identifies them as
the best, But be
sure that they hear
this stamp.

The
Standard Silver
Company, Limited
TORONTO, CANADA

Rodgers
Cutlery

for the Household

when buying cutlery, be
it a carver, knives, scis-
sors, etc., always ask
for “Rodgers” and look
for the above trademark,

Such precautions will
ensure you obtaining
the best cutlery that is
or can be made.

JOSEPH RODGERS & EONS,
Cutlers to His Majesty g

SHEFFIELD, ENG.
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G/ EDISON PHONOGRAPH

Songs and music never before
offered in Record form can now

be had in Edison Amberol Records

MUCH of the world’s best music has heretofore been too long for any record

of any sound-reproducing instrument. If used, it had to be cut or hurried.
Such music, executed as the composer ihteiided it, is now offered in
Edison Amberol Records.

Amberol Records play twice as long as standard Edison Records and
longer than any other record}; of any kind.

Thus Amberol Records bring to Edison Phonograph owners an exclusive
and unusual list of songs and musical selections.

The new Edison Phonographs play both the standard Edison Records
and the Amberols. Any Edison Phonograph (except the Gem) can be changed
to play both at a small expense.

No instrument, except the Edison Phonograph, plays Amberol Records;
so if you want the music that Amberols have made possible your instrument must
be an Edison Phonograph.

ANY Edison dealer will play these new Amberol Records for you

d supply you with both Phonograph and Records. Any dealer
will change your present Phonograph to play both standard Edison Records
and Amberols. Ask your dealer or write to us for catalogues of Edison
Phonographs and Records.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 6 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J.



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

THE “PANHARD” TOURIST
OR MOTOR GOAT

An absolutely “Dust Proof” garment
for the protection of the dainty Summer
gown. For auto and street car.

Extraordinary Value at

$4.95

The material is specially woven in
exact imitation of the expensive
Summer light motor coats.

In the new shades of Cream Cham-
pagne, Tan, Ecru, Fawn and White.

The cut of the coat is perfect.
Mannish in the extreme.

It is a long coat—52 in.— making
a complete covering for the dress.
Strictly tailored with the long lines,
trimmed with strappings, pockets are
finished with the rounded effects of
the strap, which gives the coat quite
a distinguished style. The sleeves are
the shape which just suits the cut of
the coat. Finished with smart turn-
ed-back cuffs. The ¢ollar and lapels
are tailored, and can either be button-
ed to the throat or nicely rolled back.
Trimmed and fastened with pearl
buttons. It has the new circular back.

company, TORONTO
M:rr:::s to ;g:m'r SI M PSO N LIMITED CANADA




HOTEL CUMBERLAND

NEW YORK
S.W. Cor. Broadway at 54th Street.
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pi E 1” Shows Onls ¥ the /Z[( leclion”

FLOOR

Near 50th St. Sub-
way and 53rd St.
| Elevated and ac-
cessible to all sur-
face lines.

HEADQUARTERS
FOR CANADIANS

Ideal Location,
Near Theatres, |
Shotys, and Central
Park,

VARNISH

NEW AND FIRE- |
PROOF. |

Strictly First Class

Rates Reasonable | e |

It?s.;vat‘e roof; —«:Chil(h:‘er)llt_:'a;i\’,ﬁ hurt it

\vl\e':rﬁ‘df@j'_*"-blijgﬂ# They may dent the

“prood; but the varnish won'’t crack. Write
ooklet and ™ & AP

¢ 10 minutes walk to |
20 Theatres.
European Plan

$2.50 with bath,

and up. & < ML
Riat <Ere ple_Panel -
Unexcelled

finished with “61.” Test it — compare it
with other finishes. Buy from your dealer.

PRATT & LAMBERT-INC.
VARNISH MAKERS 60 YEARS
91 TONAWANDA ST., BUFFALO, N.Y.
FACTORIES IN 7 CITIES

Prices Moderate

Send for Booklet
Harry P, Stimson R. J. Bingham

Formerly with Hotel Formerly with Hotel
Imperial. Woodward.

MADE ENTIRELY UNDERWEA %4

FROM THE WOOL

OF AUSTRALIAN
MERINO SHEEP

Don’t Change from Wool to
Cotton

Your physican will tell you that you should not wear cotton
atiany time of the year in this climate—always a danger of
serious colds.
£ [You can discard your uncomfortable winter underwear to-
day without danger if you buy “CEETEE" light and medium
weight Pure Wool Underclothing,

Made in Silk and Wool Cashmere. Australian Merino
Wool and fine India guaze in medium and light weight wools
Ask you dealer about the advantages of wearing eEE"I‘E.E"
woollen underwear.

2 We manufactuse itin all styles for men, |
women and children.

The C. TURNBULL CO.
of Galt, Ont., Limited

1606
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STERLING
SILVER

WEDDING GIFTS
THE display of Sterling Silver at the

various stores of this firm in prepa-
ration for the Summer Wedding Season
is especially remarkable for the variety of
its Tea and Coffee Service Designs, all
carrying that beautitul finish and heavy
weight of metal which has always been
associated with Birks’ Silver.

HENRY BIRKS & SONS

LIMITED
Correspondence solicited. Gold and Silversmiths
Illustrations, with prices, given upon request. M O N R E Al

OTTAWA WINNIPEG VANCOUVER

i, v

CONSIDER WHAT IS REALLY ESSENTIAL IN A LAUNCH

1st. Strongly constructed of good material.
2nd. Tobeableto stand a heavy storm andsea, when you are caught in it; and with a
GIDLEY Launch you know you are safe.
3rd, A Reliable Engine of sufficient power.
4th. Comfort.
In addition to the above, if you purchase a GIDLEY Launch you get, without extra
cost, a fast, handsomely finished. boat.
The accompanying cut shows the design of our Special 18} and 21 ft. Launches. These
boats are fitted with a 5% h.p. Engine, Reversible Propellers, complete and ready to run.
Speed g to 9% miles.
18% Ft. - - - $325.00, 1. 0. b. cars our factory.
.oo ” ” ” ”

21 e 4 - - - > $385 )0, <
The reason we can sell this Beautifully Built and Finished Boat at these prices is because

these two sizes are built in large quantities, off perfect templets,

H. E. GIDLEY & CO., PENETANGUISHENE, ONTARIO.
Write Dept. C. for Catalogne

m:wt'a A
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“Silver
Plate
that

Service over the tables of three generations has
won for ‘1847 ROGERS BROS.” silverware the title of
“Silver Plate that Wears."' To the honest
quality standard strictly maintained since the year 1847
add the richest designs of present day skilland you havein

I847 ROGERS BROS.

knives, forks, spoons, etc., the best in
silver-plate.  Sold by leading dealers
everywhere. Send for Catalogue
“ 33 * showing latest designs to
aid in making selections.
MERIDEN BRITANNIA CoO,,

Hamilton, Can.

i$ the Hall-mark of <y

the Smart Dresser ‘3

It's almost the first thing about a man
to be seen. Better make the first impres-

sion a pleasing one.

The & BEDFORD
//C/%% COLLAR

with the new, deep, snug-fitting points is
the last word in collardom.

Made right. Sold right (three for a half).
Wear right.

The W.G.&R. Shirt is the big brother
to the collar-has every good quality of the
Shirt you've always wanted. See the
Spring styles. All Men's Furnishers.

BOTH MADE IN s
BERLIN, CANADA, BY g
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For business correspondence.

Ask your printer to show
you these four grades of
paper :

Danish bond, English

bond, Hercules hond, Regal
bond, white and colors.

Envelopes to match.

“It is a beauty
and 1t’s- just
as sweet as it
looks.”

-

The “Star” Brand Ham

MADE BY

FEARMAN, HAMILTON

FOR OVER 50 YEARS

—
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TRADE

TRAODE

ARMY
[

MaaR

Price

$5.00.

Here’s a Good

Revolver for Target Use.

Note the perfect full grip — how it fits the hand
naturally, affording greater accuracy in shooting.

Six inch barrel, 22 calibre, rim fire. Graceful )
in design — perfecly balanced — solid frame, yet light, compat, durable.

The result of over 36 years manufacturing experience — your guarantee of the
little details you cannot see. Particularly desirable

For Both Men and Women.

In fact a revolver that will fulfill every purpose—from pleasure to protection, and the
rim fire means economy in ammunition.

Price, as illustrated, 6 inch barrel, Target Grip Stocks, nickel finish, $5.00. Blued._50 cents additional.
With 2{ inch barrel, regular ftocks, nickel finish, $3.00. Especially desirable as a noise maker with blank cartridges.

Sold by all firt-class dealers. Rather than accept a substitute, order from us direct. Look for our
name on barrel and little target trademark on the handle. Write today for our new illustrated catalogue.

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS C0., 520 Park Ave., Worcester, Mass.

Summer on the Porch

ITH the approach of
- \X/ Summer when Nature is
s e . clothed in all her beauty
with blossoms and green grass there comes a longing for the ‘“‘Out-
of-Door Life” and the Porch really becomes the living-room.
Hammocks are hung, rockers and settees installed, potted plants, palms and ferns give a
decorative effect and on the floor are spread the very latest in perch comforts, the new, clean,

Haemid Crex Grass Rugs

CREX imparts a cool, refreshing atmosphere, even during the hot, sultry summer days and at
such season one becomes fully convinced of its true value. No summer cottage, bungalow, club
or home is complete without CREX.

Solid Colors — plain and All sizes, in a large variety of exclu- i
Cal'pets striped effects—in all widths, R“GS sive designs and beautiful colors. W

CAUTION—Avoid imitations. The genuine bears the CREX label, i
Sold by all Up-to-Date Carpet and Department Stores. Send for Free Booklet J, beautifully illusirated, in colors. M
CREX CARPET COMPANY, 377 BROADWAY, NEW YORK Af

) |
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Taylor-Forbes

heating appara-
tus 1s built on the
“unit extension”
principle. Each
section forms a
complete part that
" may be removed
without taking

caVI°r=¥orbcs down the whole

furnace. The

Bot watcr “unit extension”

feature of construc-

[OW PI‘QSS"I’Q tion assists ready

: installation and ex-
Stcam BOHQrs tension, and tends
tomaterially reduce

If you intend bux!dmg or bu.ymg * the cost of main-
house let us assist you with the
benefit of the experience of those t€Nance where pro-

who are living in houses heated by | on oe d and sus-

Taylor-Forbes boilers. All our tes- . ? :
timonials have come unsolicited, and tained heatin 5 IN

they will be helpful to you. required.

"TTAYLOR-FORBES (2imay”

Head Office Guelph, Can. Works and Foundries
BRANCH DEPOTS AND AGENCIES IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL TOWNS AND CITIES IN CANADA
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A DUSTLESS HOME
By Acme Vacuum System

Have you not often wished, after a thorough housecleaning, your home
might be kept in like condition all the time? This is now made possible
by the use of the Electrical Portable Acme Vacuum Cleaner.

"™ You are undoubtedly aware of the fact that the dust and dirt carried into your home, by air
currents or otherwise, is full of disease germs, and that the majority of the known diseases result from
germs which enter the system with the air we breathe.

Further, you must appreciate that every time you sweep you actually remove by this laborious
method only the larger particles of dirt from the premises, and that you stir up the germ laden dust only
to settle on the walls and furniture, and later to find its way back onto the floor through the accustomed
dusting process.

But you need neither sweep nor dust when you use our Electrical Portable Acme Vacuum
Cleaner. It takes up the disease germs with the dust and dirt, and removes them forever from your home.
The vacuum in the cleaner is so regulated as to thoroughly clean your carpets without injury to the fabrics.

The motor in our Electrical Portable Acme Vacuum Cleaner is wound for Direct or Alternating
Current, and operates from the ordinary lamp socket at an approximate cost of one cent per hour.

The best proof you can have of the thorough manner in which the Electrical Portable Acme
Vacuum Cleaner will remove the dirt and dust from your home is with your own eyes, and we would
be pleased to show it in actual operation in your own home.

For full particulars and prices address the Vacuum Department.

CANADIAN PNEUMATIC TOOL CO., Limited

MANUFACTURERS

CANADIAN BRANCH CHICAGO PNEUMATIC TOOL COMPANY
66 McGILL STREET, MONTREAL GEORGE ]. SHEPPARD, MANAGER
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““The Proof of a Picnic is in the
Eating”

And

MATTHEWS

ROSE BRAND
HAM

in the sandwiches guarantees
success.

Order of your dealer.

G A
By R Warrant
To His Majesty
The King.

here is as much
pleasure in eating
ye fish, as in catch-
ing them, when ye
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L
Furnace properly and carefully installed.

With great ease water is
placed in water-pan, drafts
opened and coal fire started.
Fire soon burns up brightly,
drafts are closed and check-
draft opened. Immediately heat-power begins to penetrate dome
and radiator surrounding dome. The incoming cold air immed-
iately receives the energy of this heat-power, and by natural law
ascends up the hot-air pipes, thence to rooms. No gas escapes
into cellar or rooms because there is an automatic gas damper
providing for its escape up the chimney.

In the morning a gentle rocking of the lever
removes all ashes from grates. No dust in operators
face, for he first opened damper into dust-pipe leading
from ash-pit, then direct draft atsmoke-pipe entrance
and all dust passed up dust-pipe to dome, then
out chimney.

1.

No need to shovel any ashes away. All nicely
settled in ash pan ready to be quickly and easily
removed from pit. On coming upstairs operator finds
that he requires no whisking off, and his wife don’t
scold him for “‘making everything white.”

V.

Operator is delighted. When asked the name
of his furnace, he proudly said,

Send for nooknetMCClalyvs

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B. Hamilton, Calgary
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Robinson’s Patent Barley

¢ The best food for Infants and Invalids, the only reliable prepar-
ation of its kind. 4 It is quickly and easily prepared, and renders
wilk easily digestible. € But insist on having ROBINSON’S

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

€ The whole theory of heat generation and heat
diffusion is simple when intelligently presented.
The practical application of the theory to modern
requirements 1s illustrated in the

KELSEY

Warm Air Generator

€ A continuous current of properly and evenly heated fresh air is
distributed to all parts, or any one part if desired, of the building.
This 1s done with an amount of fuel which would be wholly inade-
quate with any other heater. For the satisfaction and comfort it will
bring you 1t 1s well worth your while learning all about the Kelsey.

Write for Bookiot THE JAMES SMART MFC. CO., LIMITED, Brockville, Ont, J
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A Skin 5! Beauty is a Joy I;oi-ov.;'

SR il DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S
sound punciples | QRIENTAL CREAM ek
NGy BEAUTIFIER
S EMOVES Tan, Pim-
Ui R ples, Freckles,
E% Moth Patches, Rash,
. and Skin diseases, and
every Dblemish on
il beauty, and defies de-
¥ tection, It has stood
the test of 60 years; no
other has, and is so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name,
The distinguished Dr.
L. A, Sayre said to a

as well as

No other
cosmetic
will do it.

réci
S Dy )
ol

ion to the

at
- 4

lady of the haut-ton (a
patient) —“ 4s you
— ladies will wse them,
I recommend ‘Gouraud's Cream’ as the least harmfwl of
all the Skin preparations.”
For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers,

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-

plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.
: GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
| | Removes superfluous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail

: FRED. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jones St., New York City
Interchangeable | about better ceilin Tells of
o | abo gs. ells of
H‘“ﬂ\-"'ca‘?‘.‘ge-’ Rea'd a two thousand designs for every
Visible ‘i"“‘d“‘g E R E E sort of structure from a cathe-
B kS“ » erd dral to a warehouse - proves why
;ﬁ\erl?:awm B k our ceilings cost less. Get the
O O 4 book. Ask our nearest office.
o Smith Premier Typewriter Co.lnc. PEDLAR People of Oshawa
SYI‘IC!HQN‘I Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

Underwood

€ 300 Underwoods are made every day. It is the largest
output of any typewriter factory in the world.

q The public would not take that output, and more if they
could get it, if any other typewriter would give them as good
service. The Underwood typewriter is not the cheapest in
price, but it is the cheapest in-service. If you pay less you get
less—The typewniter is cheap that gives you the best service,
no matter what it costs. In this sense the Underwood is cheap.

UNITED TYPEWRITER COMPANY, LIMITED

ADELAIDE STREET EAST
TORONTO
OFFICES IN ALL CANADIAN CITIES.
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Pe-Gyillette .
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~
A

KNOWN THE

This Trademark is Protected
| By Over a Hundred Registrations

In practically every country that has a patent law—in every
principality, province and colony that protects the inventor and

puts a premium on brains—you will find the ‘‘Gillette’’ Trade-
mark registered.

This trademark goes on Gillette Blades—on Gillette Boxes—on
Gillette Wrappers—as the distinguishing sign of the Gillette
Safety Razor outfit,

We protect you before you buy the “GILLETTE’ by having
originated a unique trademark for yon to remember.

We protect you after you buy the “GILLETTE” by ,having
originated the most unique and the most satisfactory shaving

appliance that the world has ever seen.

Ask your Jeweler—your Druggist—your Hardwear man—the clerk
in your favorite Departmental Storeto show you the “Gillette”

and explain its exclusive features.

THE CILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA LIMITED.

% 63 ST. ALEXANDER ST., MONTREAL

OFFICE AND FACTORY!
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Remmgton

THE name which dis-

tinguishes the BEST
Typewriter—the name
which means Typewriter.

8|

©000000000000000000 )N

The name which stands
for the latest and greatest
development in writing
machines.

aooooooocoooooooooooooooooSBSB

0000000000

See the new models 10 and 11

Remington

P N R

Remington Typewriter Company

(Incorporated)

New York and Everywhere
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Beauty and Solid Comfort

do not always go to-
gether, VYou get the
combination in our brick
fire places, which are
artistic and give a room
a very cosy appearance.
All up-to-date houses
have them. Buy a good
Buff Milton Brick when
you build your house,

Send for Catalogue

Milton Pressed
Brick Company

Limited
TORONTO OFFICE :
75 YONGE STREET
WORKS AND OFFICE :

MILTON - ONTARIO

Free Expansion of Tubes

Perfect Water
Circulation

Dry or Superheated
Steam

R i L

Half the usual number
of handholes

e | Ry

ROB ENCGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

J'l'raders Bank Building, Toronto, William M?’Kax, :annger
: < Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
Distriot Offices: | union Bank Building, Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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INE FURNITURE is like fine pictures. It
f should be more valued as the years go by.
That this may be so it should be built to

last both in style and workmanship. These qual-
ities we claim for our Hand-made Furniture.
Sketches and estimates submitted on request.

ELLIOTT & SON,

LIMITED
79 King Street West, Toronto

CHOCOLATES

The latest and daintiest arrangement
for Chocolates

The “Evangeline”
Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams, Nouga-
tines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts. 4, 1, 2,
3 and 5 pounds. Full weight in every box.

35 YEARS' EXPERIENCE
GANONG BROS., Limited St. Stephen, N.B.
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Perfection in Leather

is reached in the tanning of

Genuine Bull Sea Lions

All “Julian Sale’’ bags are made from young Sea Lions caught before the
skin has been cut or scarred from the ice or claws. Owing to the scarcity of these
skins, fully nine-tenths of the bags sold are from old lions that are so scarred up
that the grain has to be embossed again.  All our bags are made from young
and perfect skins making them last longer and giving a much richer appearance.
The lady’s bag illustrated makes a handsome present

16 inch size $20.00

If you buy from a dealer see that the ‘‘Julian Sale’’ guarantee is on the bag.
If your dealer cannot supply you write for our catalogue. Sample of Sea Lion
leather sent free,

me JULIAN SALE

LEATHER GOGDS CO., Limited
105 King Street West, Toronto
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o Shoot and Fish

0 40

Temagami
Northern Ontario, Canada

—a new territory now reached
by rail —the country of the canoe,
the camper’s paradise.

Fish for black bass, speckled
trout and lake trout—the gamiest
fish that swim. Shoot moose,
deer, bear, partridge and other
game during the hunting season.

Bring your camera—the scen-
ery is wiKi and magnificent.

In this pure, pine-perfumed
air, hay fever is unknown.

A booklet telling you all about it, band-
somely illustrated, seny on application to

J. D. MeDONALD,
Union Station, Toronto, Ont.

: J. QUINLAN,
B Bonaventure Station, Montreal

G.T. BELL, G.P. &T.A., Montreal,
W. E. DAVIS, P.T.M., Montreal.

 ——

RICHELIEU

& ONTARIO
NAVIGATIONG

Niagara to the Sea

The grandest tip in America for health and
pleasure.  The Thousand Islands, Rapids,
Montreal, Quebec and the famed Saguenay
River, with its stupendous Capes Trinity ™
and “ Etemnity.”

Send bc. postage for illustrated guide to
THOS. HENRY, Traffic Manager, Montreal, Can.
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Allan Line Royal Mail Steamers

WEEKLY SERVICE
MONTREAL TO LIVERPOOL
MONTREAL TO GLASCOW MONTREAL TO HAVRE & LONDON

MUSIC ROOM, S.5. VIRGINIAN

The St. Lawrence Route

Shortest, Smoothest, Most Picturesque
Four Days from Land to Land

The Magnificent Turbine Triple Screw Steamers

VICTORIAN and VIRGINIAN

Absolutely without noise, odour or vibration
A boon o those desiring rest and recreation

New Twin Screw Steamers CORSICAN, 11,000 tons, and TUNISIAN
Moderate Rates Polite Attention  Cuisine Unexcelled

GLASGOW SERVICE

New Twin Screw Steamers GRAMPIAN and HESPERIAN
and One Class Cabin Steamers IONIAN and PRETORIAN

Send for Sailings and Rates

THE ALLAN LINE, 77 Yonge St., Toronto, or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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Richelieu @ Ontario Navigation Co.

Charmingly Situated Summer Hotels on the Picturesque Lower St Lawrence

The
Tadousac

Tadousac

P.[Q.

Manoir
Richelieu

Murray Bay!
P. Q.

These high-class Summer Hotels are replete with all modern improvements, and the
Climate and Scenery at these points are unequalled on the continent.

For further particulars, and copy of *‘Where the Sea Breezes Mingle with the Pine” apply to
- Traffic Manager, Montreal

THOMAS HENRY, - - -

Royal:MusKo S

THE ROYAL MUSKOKA HOTEL
Muskoka Lakes, Canada.

**The Grandest Spot in all America.”

LAKES OF BLUE SET WITH ISLES OF EMERALD,
Amid mijles of inland lakes are thousands of picturesque
islands on which are located over 100 hotels and boarding
houses, with prices ranging from $5 to $35 per week,
The Lakes, 112 MILES FROM TORONTO, are reached
by a magnificent train service on three lines, the Grand
Trunk, Canadian Northern, and Canadian Pacific Rail-
ways. NINE SPLENDID TRAINS ARE RUN SOLID
FROM TORONTO to Muskoka Wharf, Bala, Bala Park
and lake Joseph, where steamers Carry passengers to their
various destinations,
Get illustrated folder giving list of Hotels and
other information. Muskoka Lakes Navigation &
Hotel Co., Limited, Gravenhurst, Ontario.
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Pacific ;-
Coast ON Wy
Excursions

q Frankly, is there anywhere you would rather go this summer than to the Pacific

Coast? Can you imagine a more delightful trip, or one of greater educational
value?

q:[ In addition to the journey through the western provinces and praines, the mar-
vellous Rocky Mountain scenery and the attractions of Bntish Columbia,
there is this year the ALASKA - YUKON - PACIFIC EXPOSITION,
SEATTLE, advertised as a new departure in world’s fairs, and better, as one
that will be completed and in full swing on the opening date, June Ist.
Other attractions are

|

Annual Rose Festival, Portland, Ore., June 7-12.

Northern Baptist Convention, Portland, Ore., June 25-July 2.
International Convention of Epworth League, Seattle, July 7-12.
National Irrigation Congress, Spokane, August 9-14,

Convention Dominion Educational Association; Victoria, B.C. June 1.

The remarkable reduction in rates brings the tour within the reach of persons
of most moderate means.  The total cost for railway fare, exclusive of side
trips, is $74.10 from Toronto and proportionately low from
all Ontario stations; tickets good going May 20 to Sept. 30,
return limit Oct. 31. Route is by Canadian Pacific direct
—— line in one or both directions (by upper lake steamer at small
(\CANADIAN extra cost), or choice of U. S. lines in one direction.
\PACIFIC Canadian Pacific through train service assures a thoroughly
satisfactory and comfortable journey.

\ RAILWAY
A\ f

For rates, routes, sleeping car service and full R. L. THOMPSON,
information apply to local C.P.R. ticket agent or-write District Passenger Agent, Toronte
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY'S ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIP LINES

THE EMPRESSES

AND 14 OTHER MODERN
ATLANTIC LINERS

AN OCEAN RECORD is a strong point in favor
of aship ; it proves its superiority. Our Empresses
have made and broken all records between Canada
and the Old Land—5 days, 23 hours, dock to dock.
Quick, isn'tit? Prices very moderate, too.

East SUMMER SAILINGS West

May 29%h ..... Lake Manitoba ~ ....... May 12
June 4th ...... press of Ireland..... May 21
Juie T s s s RN TN €200 s 600 e May 26

All vessels equipped with wireless, and all modern
appliances for safety and comfort of passengers

For rates and other information apply to any
S. S. and Railway agent
ORTO

S. J. SHARP W. G. ANNABLE
West. Pass. Agt. Gen. Pass. Agt.
EMPRESS OF BRITAIN and EMPRESS OF IRELAND 71 Yonge St.,, TORONTO MONTREAL

e LT e —————————————————————— i :

White Star-Dominion Line|

WEEKLY SAILINGS ST. LAWRENCE SEASON
From MONTREAL and QUEBEC to LIVERPOOL

FLEET FOR SEASON 1909

The new steamers S. S. ‘““ LAURENTIC,” of 15,340 tons, triplescrew, combination
of turbine and reciprocal engines, also the S. S. ““ MEGANTIC,” twin screw, 15,000
tons. Largest and finest steamers in the St. Lawrence, with accommodation for First,
Second and Third Class passengers. The S. 8. ‘“CANADA"’ will also be operated,
with accommodation for three classes of passengers.

" Moderate Rate Service—One Class Cabin (called Second Class)

T'o meet the growing demand especially from those engaged in educational work, it
has been decided to continue the One Class Cabin Service. The S. S. ‘* DOMINION"
and the S. S. “OTTAWA *’ have been placed on this service, and will meet the demands
of those who desire the best that the steamer affords at a moderate rate.

For all information apply to Local Agents or Company’s Offices.
MONTREAL, 118 Notre Dame St. West. TORONTO, 41 King St. East. WINNIPEC, 205 McDermot Ave. l
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The Sea-Side

Hundreds of Safe Beaches.
Water Agreeable Temperature.
Accommodation at Reasonable Rates.

Quebec, New Brunswick, Nova Scotia,
Prince Edward Island

Write for free copy of “TOURS TO SUMMER HAUNTS’

fo

I P ‘,
TICKET OFFICES General Passenger Dep

MONTREAL 130 S. James St INTERCOLONIAL

TORONTO: 51 King St.

ST. JOHN: 3 King St. RAIILLWAY

HALIFAX:  Cor. Sackville and Hallis St.
QUEBEC: { ;ZDl;‘a?}r:oiti'e St. Moncton, N. B., Canada
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A Re-Creation of /frm

(CANDES
Business Opportunities ‘m@

The commercial opportunities opened up by the Canadian Northern Railway
System are unequalled in the British Empire. In 1897 the Canadian Northern
operated 100 miles of railway. It now controls 5,000 miles in the most promising
parts of the country. Hundreds of new townsites have been created west of
Lake Superior and many new enterprises have been made practicable in Nova
Scotia, Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta. All these newly
developed territories are bristling with business opportunities for the enterprising
and they are clearly described from the commercial viewpoint in the new edition
of the publication—

A MILE A DAY FOR TWELVE YEARS

a copy of which is free for the asking from the Information Bureau, Canadian
Northern Head Offices, Toronto.

The
“Killarney of America’’

The Land of Mountain and Lake—1,000 feet above sea level.

The Lake of Bays

‘““Highlands of Ontario,’’ Canada

The ideal country for camp and canoe—unsurpassed fishing and water trips. If you don’t want to
camp there are fine hotel accommodations at reasonable rates—and modern steamboat service all th rough
the lakes. Send for thehandsome booklet which tells you about this magic land. Free on application.

J.D. McDONALD, Union Station, Toronto, Ont. J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, Que,

W. E. DAVIS, Pass. Traffic Manager  G. T. BELL, General Pass. & Ticket Agent
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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. Diagara Navigation Company

NIAGARA
NAVIGATION
COMPANY

CONNECTING

BUFFALO--NIAGARA FALLS--TORONTO

Six Trips Daily (Except Sunday)
Write for Illustrated Booklet B. W. FOLGER, Manager, Toronto, Canada

Ask Yourself

Of what value is Purity to You?
Every Brand of

EDDY’S TOILET PAPERS

is Guaranteed Chemically Pure.
It’s worth considering.

Always Everywhere in Canada Ask For

EDDY’S MATCHES
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Six Pairs for
$2.00

You don't want holes-in your socks, If you

are batching it or living away from home, you
cannot be bothered mending the holes which
constantly appear in ordinary socks,
You may try to darn them, but how
very uncomfortable the sock
is afterwards. Nine times out
of ten you will discard the
ordinary sock after one wear-
ing, which is both unsatisfac.-
tory and expensive,

You can stop all your hosiery troubles, and enjoy genuine comfort by wearing

ﬂ NEVERDARN
oleproof flosiery
6 pairs guaranteed holeproof for six months.

We are the only makers in Canada who make sox good enough to guarantee them
for six months.

Holeproof is made of specially prepared maco and long fibre Egyptian lisle yarns
—the best that money can buy. This yarn is interwoven by special machinery, making
the hosiery extraordinarily durable, but not heavy, and very soft and easy on the feet.

The heels and toes are doubly reinforced —made to resist wear where the wear comes

Holeproof Sox are dyed by an entirely new process, which makes them as soft, clean
and sanitary as undyed hosiery, The colors are absolutely fast—will not rub off or

discolor the feet. ; GUARANTEE

If any or all of this six pairs of hosiery re-
You can buy 6 pairs of these socks for quire darning or fail to give satisfaction
$2.00, with the following guarantee : within six months from date of purchase, we

will replace with new ones, free of charge.

A guarantee coupon for each pair in every box,
State size (only one size in box of six pairs), and whether black or tan.

If you cannot get Holeproof from your dealer, we will supply you direct. Send the
£2.00 in money order or bills,

We make Ladies’ Hosiery in the same quality and containing
the same guarantee as the men’s,

Also in response to numerous inquiries we are making Girls'
and Boys' Hosiery in same quality—3 pairs to the box—g1.00,
Guaranteed for three months,

The Chipman-Holton Knitting Co.

Kelly Street, HAMILTON, CANADA Limited

T REGISTRRED
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Croquettes,
truly delicious.

For sale by all
to Coast.

Milk Chocolate Stick, Medallions,

Cream Bars,

etc., . are

dealers from Coast

THE COWAN CO., LIMITED, TORONTO

Newcombe Pranos
Built for Music and Built to Endure

Awarded Medals and Awardsat many international
expositions, including Paris, Chicago, London
England, Jamestown, ete.

“The Finest made in Canada.”
Write for Catalogue of designs and prices.

The Newcombe Piano Co., Limited,
129 Bellwoods Ave., Toronto
New City Warerooms: 7 & 7} Queen St., East, Toronto

FOR DAINTY SHOES

Preserves alike the
daintiest kid and the

roughest leather.
TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE = 10225¢TINS
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“‘Chateau Brand”

Pork and Beans are
Digestible

No home oven can make baked beans
thoroughly digestable.

Because no home oven can generate a
sufficient amount of heat and maintain it
long enough.

“Chateau Brand”’ Pork & Beans are slowly

- baked in small quantities at a time at an
even heat from start to finish.

By this process the beans are neither
burnt nor broken, but every particle of the
bean is mealy and perfectly cooked.

It is this thorough baking process that
prevents ‘‘Chateau Brand’’ Beans from fer-
menting when eaten and makes them so per-
fectly digestible. <

A substantial piece of choice pork is
found in évery can of ‘‘Chateau Brand’’ Baked
Beans.

«sChateau Brand’’ Baked Beans are pre-
pared either plain or with tomato sauce
and sold in three sizes at 10c. 15C. and 20c,
a tin.

WM. CLARK MFR., MONTREAL.

F ™)
A TOILET TREASURE

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use 1t is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use,

——

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !

.

Beautiful

Pictures
are produced only by

pure rich colors.

Winsor & Newton

S Som
and \‘.lolelr‘:".l v
Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear, For
sale at all Art Stores.
A.RAMSAY& SON,
MONTREAL.

‘Wholesale Aﬁnﬁ for

IF
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

By the Cross of St

George,
But I'd stuff and I'd gorge
Of the kind that they gat

“LADY CHARLOTTE”
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Recreation is essential to every Professional
and Business man.

Few things will divert the mind from daily
cares more quickly than Music.

There is no method by which one can more
readily or effectively produce the best of Music
than by using that charming instrument

G/

It is the modern Playerpiano. Anyone can
play it. Everyone who uses it appreciates the
simplicity with which it can be operated. A
handsome instrument.

Send for free Booklet C to the makers.
The BELL PIANO & i+ GUELPH, ONT.

TORONTO LONDON, ENG. OTTAWA

The Berkshire Hills Sanatorium

Established Thirty-one Years.

For the exclusive treatment of cancer and all other forms
mlll{nln( and Peni'n new growths (except those in the
t. » other abdominal organs, and the thoracic cavity),

With the Escharotic Method

(without resorting to surgical procedure),

Aal_x your fnr!:ily physician to make a personal investigation.
This ity ducted upon a strictly ethical basis.
Complete information given upon request. Address,
WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.
NORTH ADAMS, MASS.

WANTED

Ilf1 yonu want Ct: sell property which you own in
the U. 8. or Can- town property
ada, such as a FAR M or a us&een.
write us at once {or our new successful plan of selling direct,

without Give full d property an ” 3 -
state lowest price. If you want to buy property of any kind - :
in any locality, write us, stating what and where you wish to —

bu ,ud::l vﬂlsengyg‘u FR Bmmtpdne'"::hoh:.;deh.: i__ . - fﬁ‘» = «'::‘,

ns for sale direct by the owner no commission .
Buv} it site] | 24 YEARS OF PROGRESS
. e et iﬂn%:hpeléfe%t' rccor«liw fotr reliablgr erformanﬁe t'hnad superior build
s in ierce Motors, t good
should be. Equally dependable are - o

M s e L] skt PIERCE Motor Boats

Fil'ePI'OOf proof Building Materials for -_:o;”lias' sp;ed‘y;i safe and m’ﬁ Welguanﬁx;teee ::Ahelm to give full
. 2 satisfaction and will repair or e a
Bui d.i N g Exteriors an;i Int:norn. kl?'rm: dau:&pm_;::sc i p;;:"ht:‘ srm‘#dp‘;ggﬁ:d:&cﬁ;’er n 5)':“ from
e for the asking. Write Book showing erent sizes, prices, etc., and telll;
Materlals Catalogu & about Pierce supremacy. Don’tbuy a Motor Boat or Motor till you he.:

from the pioneer builders of Gasoline Motors.

PEDLAR People of Oshawa Siegel-Cooper Co., New York City, Eastern Agents

Vinnipeg, Vancouver .
Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Pierce_Engine Company, 9th Street, Racine, Wis
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IF IT ISN'T AN EASTMAN. IT ISN'T A KODAK.

‘The Top Noich in
‘Pocket Photography

S Foldie Pocket Kodak

Every detail of design. material and workmanship has been worked out with the utmost
care to produce a camera of the widest capabilities, yet it retains the Kodak simplicity—and
““Kodak’’ you know, means photography with the bother left out.

. A feature of the 1909 model is the Kodak Ball Bearing Shutter, in
which we have embodied a new principle in shutter construction, The
leaves are in five segments, mounted entirely on ball bearings and open
in the form of star, thus admitting a much greater amount of light in a

iven time than any other between the lens type of shutter. Pratically
rictionless and with a precision and smoothness that are a mechanical
delight.

- No. 34 Folding Pocket Kodak, Pictures 3'{ x 5%, $20.00.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Bodoh Cotiloqe /s Toronto, Canada
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DELICIOUS

CARES
PASTRY
ROLLS
BUNS

AND

BREAD

VIE FLOUR MILLS (0 zeres

MONTREAL, CANADA.

ART DEP'T, CANADIAN MAGAZINE.
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TYPEWRITING

GET SPEED!
AND THE

Typewriter Users

Touch System. It can be learned in
enable you to make the change from
a dav from your regular work
and the salary of the expert.

Study The Tulloss
your spare time, will
gight to touch without losin
and will bring you the spee:

Send for our
72 Page Free Book

which describes this fast and accurate method. It will tell you more
about actual, practical, fast typewriting than any instruction book you
ever saw, It is filled from cover to cover with new ideas and valuable
helps. It tells how high speed is gained; how mistakes may be pre
yented ; what kind of practice work is best; 72 pages of vital helpful
facts for the typewriter user

It costs you nothing more than the trouble of asking for it, If you
want more speed, more AeCuUTACY, more ease in writing, more salary
send for this book to day

The Tulloss School Touch Typewriting
1033 College Hill Springfield, Ohio

This standard Canadian Denti-
trice has given unvarying satis.
faction for years as a cleansing
and antiseptic agent in the care
of the teeth. Possessing the deli-
cate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its aid—
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 use—Harmless and
efficient.

\ I At all druggists, 25c.
i1

/ ‘0
LY T NEN

kAL

Caribbean Fruit Lands

are very productive. They

any fruit lands known, while their cost of operation is t

smallest. ;

Delightful climate, excellent health conditionsand a
ple. A more charming place for a home cannot

mgined. Free booklets.

roduce larger net income than |

he

We have them in lots to suit, at bed-rock J»rimxx
friendly |
be 4

The Realty Company, San Pedro Sula, Honduras

3

A RECORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE YEARS

For over sixty-five years Mrs WIN-
SLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of ‘Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup” for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no, mistake
about it, It curcs Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘‘Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
throughout the world. Price twenty-five
cents abottle, Besureand ask for ‘‘MRrs,
WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP.” Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098,

(‘0 \
O\ The

original Rear Cycle

and Post Office

Size 14 in. by 6in,,
free 83,00,
from 8§ x 4 to 19 x 8 iuches free.

i H. G. TURNER

Guaranteed for

_ Turner's Bi-Carrier )

Parcel Carrier,
Used exclusively by the C, L V. in the South
African War, the British Territorial Army
6 years
with clips te fit, malled
Prices and particulars of all sizes

Eldon Grove, Manchester, En..J

Oshawa

:. You can't afford to roof a
‘ Galvanized lhin_;,v \\'iltm\lt Oshawa Gal-
‘ S t e e \'jll\ll(‘d Steel Shingles.
| S lfund f\\r a hundred years.
‘ hingles . sed for the free booklet.

PEDLAR People of Oshawa

|
‘l Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

}

Taught Any Man or Boy )
by Mail at Home. This is no special gift as
you have supposed, but an art. I have
taught thousands in all parts of the world.

Cost small. Send today, 2-cent stamp for
| particulars and proofs.

Wood Rollers
Tin Rollers

| O.A.SMITH, Room 11262040 Knoxville Av., PEORIA, ILL.
Steccmig e iZerrn
See that the label on each Roller bears this script

signature for your protection.
Get ‘‘ Improved,’’ no tacks required.

Hartshorn Shade Rollers
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One of the finest charac-
teristics of Seal Brand
Coffee isitsrich, full body.

Thin and watery coffee
is unknown in house-
holds that use Chase &
Sanborn’s Seal Brand.

In 1 pound and 2 pound fin cans. Never in bulk. “

UPTON’S

7.0 %) PURE
S Orange
Marmalade
\ Sold at all ﬁrst—

class grocery stores.

Healthful and tasty,

the delight of old ,f\'.' ,.«n‘)
VPJ T@R] 5

| QWE MAD’:I

& < and young.

—M “It's Pure

| y 40 %2 ‘O“X 4
-':-__.___- — ( ( T That’s Sure” W
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McLAUGHLIN VEHICLES

No. 466. Westhoro Road Wagon
This Plate illustrates one of our New Models for 1909.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGES ARE EQUIPPED with A Standard
wheels; solid drop forged fifth wheels and perch ends; number one
hand buffed leather trimmings with genuine leather welting; heavy
frame solid foot dashes; English cast steel springs; second growth

‘XXX hickory shafts, spring bars, axle beds, reaches and head
blocks; McLAUGHLIN PATENTED, NOISELESS, LIGHT DRAFT
BRASS AND RUBBER WASHERS.

ONE GRADE ONLY AND THAT THE BEST — Our motto for
forty years.
McLAUGHLIN QUALITY represents HIGHEST QUALITY and re-

member that quality remains long after price is forgotten.

Qur new Toronto warerooms, corner Church and Richmond streets, will be
opened about April 15th, and we wil! be pleased to meet with our customers there
and show them the merits of our line of carriages and automobiles.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, Oshawa, Ont.

Branches: St. John, Montreal, Toronto, Hamilton, Winnipeg and Calgary
CATALOGUE SENT ON APPLICATION
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See Ganada from a Russell

and enjoy the finest summer you ever had.

HE Russell is built especially for road service—built to be comfort-

Table no matter how rough the roads—built to stand all the jolting

and strain it is sure

to receive—built with all the

power you can need. Always
under perfect control.

Russell Models vary
in size and price,
but not in reliability.
$1500 to $4500—18
to 50 horsepower.

Send for our catalogue now.

Canada Cycle & Motor Co., Li;lied, West Toronto

Makers of High Grade Automobiles

Branches : TORONTO HAMILTON OTTAWA MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER MELBOURNE

STRAIGHT TALK ABOUT
G0OD SEWING MACHINE DiL

Don’t blame your machine if it runs hard, rattles, works loose and wears out. The trouble may
be inferior oil that dries out, cakes, gums and clogs the bearings.

3-IN-ONE oil will make your machine run like new. It goes right into the contact points
where 0il is needed, removes dirt and grease, spreads evenly over the bearings, reduces friction |
and makes machine run easier, better and longer” 1

3-IN-ONE also cleans and polishes the wooden case and positively prevents rust on metal |
parts, It contains no grease or acid to soil or injure, More oil for less money than any so-called | i
fish oils or inferior, cheap mineral oils, ik
m[l[NH RugT R EH

Try this good oil on your machine at our expense. f LUBRICATES

FRE Write at once. Give name of your dealer, get sample bottle and 3-In-One [E rrecwnmens
dictionary—both free. A magazine slip packed with every bottle. -~

3-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY. 50 Broadway, New York City [} “&™e

ELECTRICITY

THE BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL is the oldest and best school in the world teaching
ELECTRICITY exclusively. Th ical and tical course !

Stud: actually Dynamos, Motors and A
Electrical instruments. Graduates hold good positions I N O N E Y E R
throughout the world. Seventeenth year opens September 22. Apply for free Catalog to

L. DENTON BLISS, Pres’t, 82 Takoma Avenue, Washington, D. C.

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD'S” Caledonia Water

Th:re is nothing quite like either, for both are “THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL
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MAGAZINES

For The

YOUNG FOLKS

“CThe Boy’s Own Paper”’

is of the highest standard of
magazine publications
devoted especially to the
interests of boys of school
age. Its contents include
stories by the best writers
together with countless arti-
cles on travel, sports, school
life, and many other subjects
in which boys are interested.

““Che Girl’s Own Paper’”’

occupies the same field in
the interests of growing girls.
In addition to hosts of splen-
did stories—both in serial
and in short form—each issue
is full of articles of a useful
character, especially written
to meet their needs.

Both magazines are co-
piously illustrated by leading
English artists and every
number contains a fine col-
ored plate.

Price by the year $1.20
Ten cents for each copy

Subscribe now —
sample copies sent on receipt of price.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter Ltd.

Canadian Publishers

King & Spadina - - - Toronto

Hall’s

Vegetable Sicilian

Hair Renewer

Falling Hair. It isnow positively known
that falling hair is caused by a germ, hence is a regu-
lar germ disease. The first thing to do is to completely
destroy these germs. Hall's Hair Renewer does this
quickly and completely. Nature does the rest.

Dandruff. Dandruff is also a germ discase.
Hall's Hair Renewer completely destroys these germs and
removes all dandruff from the scalp.  R. P, MALL & 00., Nashus, N1

Promotes Growth Does not Change the

An Elegant Dressing Color of the Hair

o ﬂl
0y Wealth in

gg ”“01d Mexico”
Mines

r’l‘hey have proved enormously rich and productive,
It has been hard, however, to develop the more inland
mining claims owing to the difficulties of transportation
and depredationsZof the half savage Mexican Indians.
When these have been overcome, the result has always
been vast riches to the fortunate ones.

We positively believe we have several of the richest
mining claims in that country, ore assaying from $79 to
$900 a ton. Original stock over-subscribed, Company
out of debt. Considerable improvement work already
done. For sufficient capital to cover final tunneling
and necessary machinery, we offer for sale a small block
of 20,000 shares at 50c. a share. Stock non-assessable.
WRITE TO-DAY for booklet giving full information.

DR. A. GARFIELD

Lan Security Bidg. - Los Angeles, Cal.



A Little Every Now and Then
Pays for a

New Scale Williams
Piano

E want to place a New Scale

Williams Piano in practically
every home in Cannda. We want
those of moderate means to enjoy
the delights of owning one of these
superb instruments. Our Easy
Purchase Plan points the way.

Simply by making a payment
every month—you may have a New
Scale Williams Piano delivered at
your home after the first payment.
And you have the use of the
instrument all the time you are
paying for it.

The richness and elegance of
the New Scale Williams Piano
impress you at once. When you
hear the beautiful tone, you agree
with musicians that the ‘‘ New
Scale Williams”’ is a masterpiece,
Write for illustrated booklets and
our Basy Purchase Plan, Sent free

on request. Mail the coupon to
us today,

% are :
%%, \_ The Williams Piano
% Co. Limited
%, % OSHAWA,

o "»%%6
% .. W
h

20
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Are You Amongst Those
Who Say Wool is too Hot?

If so, why doesn’t nature provide animals with a
cotton covering for summ-r and a woollen one for
winter?

Animals even in tropical countries do not feel op-
pressively hot in summer, nor do those in the tem-
peratezone take chills by becoming wetoron account
of the changeable seasons,

The reason is, they are covered with wool (hair or
furz summer and winter alike,

Woollen underwear, shirts and clothing keep the
skin pores working freely, removing the feeling of
oppressive heat and all fear of chills.

The Jaeger System provides absolutely pure un-
dyed woollen underwear of gauze texture.

The needs of Ladies and children are ually well
provided for. We shall be pleased to mai catalogue
or to show the goods at our own store. ; )

pst styles

TRADE b MARK A full range of late yle

> in Knitted Coats and Golfers
G0N
A ,‘%
\\. >

y for ladies, and Coat-Sweaters
é%e and Sweaters of all kinds for
& {\‘/‘: N men and boys,
.
NT JAEGER

AN E‘

R Trade Mark

SANITARY WOOLEN SYSTEM
CO0., Limited
316 ST. CATHERINE WEST, MONTREAL

ALSO AT TORONTO & WINNIPEG

Look for the

DR.

THE LAW OF
Financial

SUCCESS

TELLS YOU IN PLAIN ENGLISH

to make money safely and judi-
H ow ciously.
H ow to judge investments properly and

realize financial success
How to acquire the faith necessary for

success.

to analyze, develop and utilize
How your dormant abilities essential

to guide your ambition, concen-

trate upon your aim and persist
SPECIAL PAPER - BOUND EDITION
104 Pages - 10 CENTS - 16 Chapters

to success.
until you achieve it, ete., ete.
100,000 Coples Sold

ST e e ee

S s S S S SIS

R

e s es

7

D ey

T
e e e s e es.

|
|

Just write your name and address on a sheet
of paper, wrap a dime or stamps in it, enclose
in an envelope and mail to

THE FIDUCIARY CO. A B
« D0 IT NOW

The Book will be promptly sent prepaid,
Whenever you wish to part with it, return itand
the 10 cents will be instantly refunded.
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Mothers Who Are Particular

—about the health and wellbeing of their children
should exercise great care in their choice of a soap.

Nothing can cause more harm or discomfort than
an impure, harsh or badly made soap.

Baby’s Own Soap is so pure and of so fine a
quality that many medical men strongly recommend
its use for young children and babies, because it cannot
harm the most delicate and sensitive skin.

“Baby’s Own” leaves the skin fresh and fragrant,
soft and smooth. Refuse substitutes.

Baby’s Own Soap

Best for Baby—best for You

ALBERT SOAPS, LTD., WNfrs. - - MONTREAL.
¢ 12.09
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The Last Best West

Health, Liberty and Prosperity .

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

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

A Free Homestead
160 Acres

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

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

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

may be freely obtained from

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION,
OTTAWA, CANADA.

), BRUCE WALKER, COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION,

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, or

7. OBED SMITH, ASSISTANT SUPERINTENDENT OF EMIGRATION
11.12, CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W. ENGLAND.
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The Fascination of

The GOURLAY-ANGELUS

Player Piano
Is in the fact that anyone can Play It Afrtisttcally

HIS truly marvelous instrument appeals to every member of the family,

even to the strenuous business man. = Nor is there any time limited. It

is universal and perpetual.  Because anyone can play immediately
thousands of compositions of all kinds without previous practious or study.

This is only possible where there are the Phrasing Lever, the
Melodant, the Melody Buttons, the Diaphragn Pneumatics.
Angelus is the only Piano-Player possessing these vital features
The Gourlay-Angelus is the only piano containing the genuine

Angelus.

You are cordially invited to visit our Ware-
rooms, where you can thoroughly post your-
self on all the details of this wonderful
instument.

GOURLAY, WINTER @ LEEMING,

188 Yonge Street, Toronto
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Club Cocktails

are a

Bottled Delight

Martini (gin base)
and Manhattan
(whiskey base) are
universal favorites

After a hot day’s work or play, a CLUB
COCKTAIL is the most delightful of re-
cuperators. They’re not only an ideal
cocktail, but a delightfully refreshing,
gently stimulating drink. CLUB COCK-
TAILS entail no fuss or trouble to pre-
pare. Simply strain through cracked
ice, and they’re ready for instant use.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.
Hartford New York London

e

How Wall-papers
can correct defects

shelf next the wall, crown up.

Ask a friend to look at it from a
distance of ten feet or so and say how
high it is. .

Then remove the hat and ask him
to place his finger on the wall at the
heigl}ilt of the }}lxat.

ow, push the hat under his fi
and 7\:ou. wlx’ll find he has placed it I;ger
mach higher than the hat measures.

That is because of its peculiar shape,
:hicﬁ‘ creates an Ocular Delusion as to

eight.

PUT a tall “‘silk hat’’ on a table op

* Xk X

This same law of Illusion is made
skilful use of by Decorators in the treat-
ment and selection of wall-paper desi

Just as a striped suit will make a
stout person look taller so will certain
peculiarities in wall-paper design make
a room look higher and narrower, op
lower and wider.

Other peculiarities of Color ang
Design produce a dignified effect, or a
cozy one, a chilling effect or a cheerfy)
one.

Such use is called ‘““Correcti
Treatment,’” its object being to :ef
cure symmetrical effect and pleasing
proportion in the room.

Knowledge of this kind has much to
do with success, and with Permanent
satisfaction, in Home Decorating.

That is why a little book, by Wal-
ter Reade Brightling, just publisheq
should be of decided interest and ag-
vantage to Home-makers.

* % ok

It tells how to use Wall-papers so
as to make a room seem larger, smaller.
wider, higher, lower, dignified, or Cheer.
ful, by the deliberate use of Oculay
Delusion in certain forms of design op
cert%rlx coloring(;r]s.1

ere are Colorings in Wall-d X
tion which convey a d%stinct impr:(s::{:n
of Cheerfulness or Restfulness to the
mind, while others convey a sense of
Depression or Irritability.

Brightling’s book entitled ‘“Wall-
paper Influence upon the Home”’ covers
this subject acceptably for popular use.

It supplies information gy which
any Home can be made to look cheerfy]
and l'i?h“full) atksmall cgﬁt.

e book is well worth g d.
though is costs only 25 cents at your (;u:ﬁ
K:ger ealers, or by mail from the pyh.
ishers, Watson-Foster Co., Ltd., Ontariq
St., East, Montreal.
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A DELICIOUS, wholesome, nutritious combination
for the Summer days, when the stomach rebels against
heavy meats, against starchy foods and soggy pastnes—

SHREDDED WHEAT
AND STRAWBERRIES

The purest, cleanest, most nourishing of all cereal foods,
combined with the most luscious berry that grows from
American soil. A light, palatableﬁ":ealth ul dish for
any meal, easily digested by the most delicate stomach;
supplies all the strength needed for a half day’s work.

Heat the Biscuit in the oven to restore crispness, then cover with strawberries and serve with milk or cream,
adding sugar to suit the taste. Try it for dessert in place of soggy white flour short-cake and other pastries.
The Biscuit is equally delicious and wholesome with other berries or fresh fruits in season. Many persons who
cannot eat strawberries or other fresh fruit without distress, find them very nourishing and satisfying in com-
bination with Shredded Wheat Biscuit. Our new illustrated cook book is sent free for the asking.

The Only Breakfast Food Made in Biscuit Form

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO., LIMITED - - Niagara Falls, Ont.
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East 1605
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ASKFOR FREE CATALOGUES.
SEND SIZE OF HOUSE

IF YOU WISH ESTIMATE 0OF

COST OF FURNACE
INSTALLED READY FOR USE
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Libby, M¢ ygill & Libby,
4 Q- y*
NS S

Quality —Purity — Fine Flavor

are assured by the cleanly and
sensible Libby methods of prepa-
ration in the largest white enam-
eled kitchen in the world. =

Libby’s Tomato Catsup ; =3d¢

from lus-
cious sun-ripened tomatoes, granulated
sugar, the best vinegar and pure spices
only. It has just the right flavor—not
too sweet—not too tart.

Libby’s Sweet Gherkins—{¢lizht-

fully
spiced, sweet and crisp with all the natural flavor retained.

leby’s lmported Olives —the choicest selection of fruit from

g the most famous Spanish groves.
Every olive perfect. o g

Libby’s Natural Flavor Food Products are
" Prepared Without the Use of Preservatives
Try the following products, and always have a supply in the pantry:
Libby’s Dried Beef, Libby’s Evaporated Milk, Libby’s California
Fruit. Your grocer has Libby’s. Always ask for Libby’s.
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. Write for large free sampie and valuable book. LEEMING MILES CO., Limited 2 Si. Lawrence, Mo
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E f 38-} How in the EUROPE
o 8% World WL AND
) B-s—] Can you expect your health to take care of you Registere AMERlCA ,.i’
!ﬁ & fi unless you take care of your health? U. 8. Pat. Off.
-3 A perfect food, preserves
;E'.g; G rape-N uts health, prolongs life
v
’3'55 esntiats for certainiy rebunding wom Nerves and || | WALTER BAKER & CO. Lro.
Brain, Established 1780.

shed Loan Comg

abl
erefore, the best form of inves

DORCHESTER, MASS.

Branch House :
86 St. Peter Street, Montreal, Canada

“There’s a Reason”

$
Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creck, Mich., U.S.A.
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:; [} YOULL be proud to s]xce the .U-E-
[ o xn light, snowy-white bread made g~
| 852 from “PURITY" flour. Blse
-
?"658 " Costs more than the other kind, but worth 2N
A %0 the money. Results prove this. 3
18 ol - s
!mﬁa More Bread and Better Bread ”’ =
o £
l-gh 3 Western Canada Flour Mills Co., =
' “:2 ;4 Limited e
rnig S‘ Mills at Winnipeg, Goderich, Brandon ﬂ=)-
2 g_a‘g’ a.
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|1 PURITY FLDUR
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§‘(§~§ IN ONE BOTTLE. l ] (ndelible and Harmless ‘
i REQUIRE. n an 'abric
3‘;“ NO HMEIQ(T:!NG OR e a n y Try lfuo:c::agmb;:m wil)
= Inventors MARKING INK FOR LINEN
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‘ . Cooper, Dennison & Walkden, Limited, Londen, England




