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FEvery Woman Appreciates Dainty
HandKerchiefs for a Christmas Gift

particularly if they come from Simpson’s

The above are i{eal Maltese, Point de Gauze, French Valenciennes, Lace and Swiss Embroidered, photographed direct from the Handkerchiefs.

This cut represents fifteen of our prettiest and choicest designs in Real Maltese,
Point de Gene, French Valenciennes Lace and Swiss Embroidered Handkerchiefs.

A517, A519 (also fifteen extra patterns)—In scalloped and hem- A521, A523—Sheer Linen Handkerchiefs, with Point de Gene lace
- stitch edges, each 35c. or 3 for $1.00. border, each 40c., 75¢C., 85¢c. to $1.50.
A518 (also five extra patterns)—In Swiss embroidered, with French ‘ A524 to A531 Real Maltese Lace Handkerchiefs, with sheer
|

Valenciennes lace and insertion, each 35C. or 3 for $1.00. «Irish” linen centres, each 85C. 10 $3.50.

H. H. FUDGER,
" ROBERT LIMITED
¥ MADH, Dept. CC

Manager TORONTO - CANADA




There is no other salt
for table use that can

compare with

e,
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Windsor
SALT

It is absolutely pure—
never cakes—and is

always the same.

O’KEEFE’S
Pilsener
O’Keefe’s ¢ Pilsener ”
Lager is brewed with
filtered water, choicest *

hops and pure barley
malt.

It is always
fully aged, filtered
again before bottling
and pasteurized.

IT IS THE IDEAL
BEER FOR THE
HOME. '

AS FAMOUS FOR
ITS PURITY AS FOR ITS
DELIGHTFUL FLAVOR.

Insist that your dealer always sends
O'KEEFE'S ¢“PILSENER”

“Tue LiguT BEER IN THE LigaT BoTTLE"
(Registered)

The O’Heefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

B ‘ . 1
is known and esteemed throughout the civil-
ized world. Its reputation is based on the
fact that it contains the whole of the valuable
properties of beef in such a form that it is

easily assimilated. It is therefore equally
valuable to the athlete and to the invalid.

q It is appreciated by the housewife on
account of the delicate flavor and aroma it
gives to all dishes with which it is used, and
it is a strong point in its favor that while
adding to the palatable character of the food
it also very considerably increases its nutritive
value.

A SITUATION

at a good salary awaits every
graduate of the CENTRAL
BUSINESS COLLEGE. Ex-
perience proves this positively.
Enter any time. Catalogues free.
Write W. H. Suaw, Principal,
Yonge and Gerrard Sts., Toronto
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PUBLISHERS’ TALK

HIS is a sort of Christmas number. We have been so busy
working out the details of our regular issues that special
issues are out of the question. A year-old publication must be
careful not to over-tax its new machinery. Nevertheless, we are
not ashamed of this number. Mr. Heming’s article and drawings
and Mr. Marten’s cover design are enough to make any issue
remarkable. Perhaps we may not unfajrly describe these two as
the greatest Canadian illustrators that the country has yet pro-
duced. They are both young—one is now on his wedding-trip
and the other is just old enough to be—and Canada may justly
entertain the hope of much good work to come.

BY the way, we desire to emphasise the fact that only Canadian

artists and engravers do work for “The Canadian Courier.”
Every cover and illustration ever used by us has been “made in
Canada.” Every native artist with ambition has a chance to be
represented in this national weekly. It is part of the purpose of
“The Courier” to encourage native art as well as native literature.

W,E are anxious to have more amateur photographers take an

_interest in our illustrated pages and in our photographic
comp'\et’if_ionfs. “Any person desiring information as to our methods
of doing business and the kind of material we are seeking will

find out everything he desires to know by dropping us a post-card.

NY of our old subscribers who desires to send ‘““The Canadian

Courier” to a friend for a Christmas present may do so at

the same price as he is now paying for his own subscription.

New subscribers coming in during December may secure the

“Courier” from now until December 31st, 1908, for three dollars.
This is a very special cash offer.
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For Business Buildings
The only cleanly, the only fire-proot
ceiling, —the ceiling that says the last word
in decorative beauty,—the ceiling that shows §%
no seams—that will outlast the building itself § A\ ‘

PEDLAR. —di i

ART STEEL CEILINGS Ji{ff
Cost no more than the s—" HACY

common sort, butlook thrice

asfine. Over 2,000 designs, to suit any store

or structure. Side-walls to match.  See} J\
our newest designs—nothing like them in
Canada, either in beauty or variety.

Request the free book that shows the whole

ceiling story. Send for it to-day. 210
(Est'd
The PEDLAR People (i,
Oshawa Montreal Ottawa
Toronto London Winnipeg

{ The day has passed when a piano is
bought for its BEAUTY, or for its TONE,
or for its SERVICE, or for its NAME.

{ The real test is—Which piano has a
continental REPUTATION for ALL
these qualities ? The

Mason & Risch
Piano

has a superb beauty of its own and a
tone unrivalled in sonority and sweet-
ness—resonant as a cello’s and brilliant
as a violin's. For strength and resist-
ance to the rigors of the Canadian
climate, it is like the oak.

We send free descriptive literature on request.

The Mason & Risch Piano Company
Head Office, Toronto Limited

Head Office for Canada: MONTREAL

WM. MACKAY, J. H. LABELLE,
’(]r'n. Manager, Asst. Manager.
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Largest

Insurance
and y p
Strongest ‘ N S U R AN c E 2 :.I‘:’;"\ij'?:rlii?"

COMPANY,

Maguire & Connon

GENERAL AGENTS
Office: *Royal Building,” 27 Wellington 8t. E., TORONTO.

T .g ] Main 6000.
delaphonsh | Residence, North 3571 and M. 978.

Duc de
Montebello

A champagne of the highest quality.
Try it and be convinced.

For sale at all the best hotels and
clubs everywhere




[llustrations of Superfine Carpets

These four numbers have been selected from Our New House-
furnishings Catalogue and creditably illustrate the many examples
shown in that book. If you are at all interested in the finer qualities
of Carpets, Draperies and Furniture you should have this new
catalogue for reference.  While the quality is high the price is low.

WRITE FOR THE HOUSEHOLD FURNISHINGS CATALOGUE.

(BE SURE To MENTION CANADIAN COURIER WHEN You WRITE).

Eatonia Wilton Square
Strathcona Ingrain Square M1-8450. Eatonia Wilton Square, British manufacture. With neatly

interwoven border. A beautiful medallion pattern ia shades of fawn,
brown and blue, on a soft blue ground, thé border also worked out in’
shades of blue, fawn and brown. A really artistic rug of very pleas-
ing appearance. Sizes and prices as follows :

M1-7300. Strathcona Smyrna Square. A seamless reversible rug with a heavy woo
pile. The design is a fine medallion in shades of green, terra, brown, red and blue,
on a creamy fawn ground. A nicely colored border completes the square which will

give every satisfaction in appearance and wear. Hearth Rugs to match. Sizes and 9 ft. 0 in. x 10 ft. 6 in., each - e 25.00
prices as fol'ows: 9 ft.0in. x 12 ft. 0 in.. each - - 2850
9 ft. 0 in. by 12 ft. 0/in., each - - . 27.50 11 ft. 3in. x 12 ft. 0 in., each : S350
18 in. by 33 in., each - - - ! 1.15 11f.3in.x 13 ft. 6 in., each - S
30 in. by 60 in, each : 2 2 . 3.00
36 in. by 72 in, each - = 2 i 4.00

Eatonia Brussels Square Heavy Axminster Square
M1-8500. Eatonia Brussels Square, British manufacture. With neatly M1-7450. Heavy Axminstec Square with neatly interwoven border without mitre or cross
interwoven border. A handsome medallion pattern in shades of fawn, seams. A medallion design in the shades of fawn, green, gold, redl and blue on a rich
black, red, gold and green ; the ground is of a rich red shade, the border red ground. A ‘really high-class rug and one of exceptionally good value. Prices
is brought out in the same colors. This is a rug that will give every and sizes as follows : '
satisfaction in both appearance and wear. Sizes and prices as follows : 9 ft. 0 in. by 12 ft. O in., each - - . 22.00
9 ft. 0 in. x 10 ft. 6 in., each - < 19.00 Also in f 36 in. x 63 in., each & # : 3.00
9 ft. 0 in. x 12 ft. O in., each - - 21.50 Rugs | 27 in. x 54 in., each : 5 3 2.00
11 ft. 3 in. x 12 ft. O in., each - - 27.00
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Christmas Thoughts

~ HRISTMAS should find Canada thankful and cheerful. The

Minister of Finance assures us that the wonderful progress,
which has been the theme of the Liberal Politicians for ten years, is
still with ws. The foreign trade of the country is greater than ever
before. The national prestige and credit are still at the highest point.
One British journal says that we will see a falling off next year, but
when did a British journalist ever estimate us correctly? If that
writer had asked the Ottawa Cabinet Ministers, they would have told
him that this prosperity will continue so long as a Liberal Government
holds office. 5

It is quite true that the Bankers have not had quite the same
faith in the steadfastness of our prosperity or in the surety of our
foundations, but then Bankers are often pessimistic. It is also true
that they have pulled back on the traces this year and have laid their
ears along their manes, but that need not worry us very much.
Already they show signs of a changing view. They are bringing home
some of the money they sent to New York and are ceasing to accumu-
late coin and bullion in their vaults.
A man may now go into a Banker’s
office and ask him to discount some
paper without danger of being eject-
ed with a stern reprimand.

The statisticians of the West !
have figured out that the crop of
1907 in the three prairie provinces is
worth twenty-one million dollars
more than that of 1906. There is a
better feeling out there than there
was in September. Then there was
great uncertainty as to whether the
crop would be marketed this year
owing to the lateness of the harvest
and the tightness of money. Never-
theless, a goodly portion of it has
been turned into cash and in most
districts the year shows a fair,
though by no means large profit. -
The Hon. Walter Scott, Premier of
Saskatchewan, assures. the public
that there are adequate supplies of
coal on hand, and that there will be
no recurrence of last year’s fuel
scarcity.

Down by the sea, business is also
good. There was a time when the
cars carrying goods from Montreal
and Toronto to the Maritime Pro-
vinces were returned to Central
Canada empty. This is not the case
Just now. The East is selling goods
to the West in almost as great quan-
tities' ‘as its purchases, . Butter,
potatoes, hay, coal, iron and manu-
factured products are finding a ready
market in what the man by the Sea
18 wont to term: “Canada.” The fac-
tories of St. John, St. Stephen, St.
Croix, Amherst, Windsor, Sydney
and Halifax are sending their goods
even as far west as British Colum-
bia.. The Maritime Winter Fair at
Amherst last week was a record-
breaker in every respect.

K

during the season of 1907, this was increased to twenty-one millions.
The shipments of other grains were just about the same as last year.
The shipments of flour and apples also greatly increased, but there was
a decrease in cheese, butter, cattle, meats, and eggs. These decreases
are due to two causes: an increase in the population and an unfavour-
able season for farming in Ontario and Quebec. On the whole, how-
ever, the season has been an average one.

Is there a large concern in Canada which has passed its dividend
or diminished its profits in 19077 Hardly one. The banks are
showing increased profits, since they are still paying a low rate to the
people and charging one to two per cent. higher for their loans. The
railways have steadily increased their earnings, though rates are
slightly lower than last year. The Canadian Northern shows an
increase of almost fifty per cent. in its gross earnings, while the
Canadian Pacific and Grand Trunk have maintained their customary
rate of upward progress. The manufacturers of railway rolling stock,
of bridge and structural steel, of steel rails and iron, of pulp and paper,
of machinery and heavier metal goods have had a splendid year,
though at present the demand is not quite so brisk as it was. The
insurance and loan companies will have an even better year than last,
because the rate of interest is higher.

: There is not a cloud on the hori-
zon, except some signs of timidity.
The plans for future development
are not being pursued quite so vigor-
ously as at this time last year. That,
however, may not be an unmixed
evil. What development work which
will occur in the near future will be
such as is based on first-class com-
mercial prospects. There will be
fewer imaginative and doubtful pro-
positions. The little check which has
occurred as a result of the world’s
financial stringency has but served
to cause some timely stock-taking
and to check some foolish extrava-
gances. The savings-banks deposits
of 1908 will probably be greater than
ever, since people have been remind-
ed of the possibility of a “rainy day.”

If our review of the situation be
correct, Christmas should be a cheer-
ful season. Let us not, however,
forget the newer citizen who has not
yet found an absolutely safe place in
the country of his adoption. In this
way we may assist in spreading
“Peace on earth and good-will to

men.”

The Anglo-Saxon usually makes
of Christmas a family festival, when
re-unions such as make a grand
home-coming of Old Boys are seen
in every town and city of the Do-
minion. The Christmas of Victoria,
British Columbia, is said to be more
like that of the Old Country than
any other Canadian observance of
the season. In considering the fact
that it is the children’s holiday, the
happy lot of the young Canadian
affords cheering consideration. To
be born in Canada in this dawn of
the Twentieth Century means
health, freedom and golden oppor-

Santa (Dumont) Klaus, wishing tobe up-to-date this year, decides to deliver tunities for every boy or girl. The

During the year 1906, fourteen hijs toys by air-sleigh. All will be well if his apparatus doesn’t get mixed up Canadian young person has no rea-

million bushels of wheat were ship- with a church-spire. Then the result may be as shown here.
Drawn for The Courier by H. W. Chance.

ped from the port of Montreal;

son to envy any other youngster
under the sun.

-
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HILE the Dominion Government may find it inadvisable to
W confine immigration to particular classes or to capitalists and
agriculturists, the Ontario Government is moving towards the estab-
lishment of a new policy. It has grown tired of sending mechanics
out to work on farms and of trying to fit square
pegs into round holes. It now proposes to send
a body of immigration agents fo Great Britain, to
work under the guidance of the greatest expert the province can
produce. This expert must know every county in the province and
the needs of each. If a certain county wants twenty-seven bean
farmers, he will send out a general order to his slaves, “Find me
twenty-seven reputable and moneyed bean farmers, quick.” If
another county wants ninety-three dairy-maids, the order shall be
varied to suit. If any of the more cultivated counties have farms
which are lying vacant because the old folk have died and the young
folks have gone West, the Ontario Agent-General will advertise:
“Twenty-five gentlemen farmers wanted; must have at least £1,000
capital.”

A further feature will be that the Ontario Government will bring
these immigrants over, put them down where they are needed and
look after them until they are properly settled. It will resolve itself
into a big Colonisation Company and work along the lines which the
Salvation Army and other bodies have adopted in colonisation work.
In this scheme, there will be no room for the shiftless 'Arry from
London or any of the other large cities. The Agent-General will
have enough men and women on his staff to inspect the teeth and the
breath as well as the purses of every applicant. There will be scientific
methods such as are worthy of the greatest province of the Dominion.

The idea is'excellent. It seems strange, however, to note how
lordly we are becoming in our immigration ideas. Ten years ago we
would have wept tears of joy over incoming chimney-sweeps ; now we
desire only gentlemen, and people with means. Bye-and-bye, this
ought to be a great country in which to sell shoe-polish and tooth-
powder,

HAND-PICKED
IMMIGRANTS

N the back room of a widow’s cottage at Kettering, England, in
I the year 1792, twelve enthusiastic Baptists met together and
formed the “Particular Society for Propagating the Gospel among the
Heathen.” The total subscriptions amounttd to £13 2s. 6d., and
the number of people to be’ converted was 420
million. Nevertheless, William Carey, who was
responsible for the movement, went to India and
began a work which has since been continued by many others. There
were missionaries before Carey, Protestant as well as Catholic, but
his name remains one of the most revered in British missionary
annals. He has been called the “Founder of Modern Missions.”

Three years after Carey began his work, the London Missienary
Society was formed on the basis of co-operation of all religious bodies.
Four years later the Church Missionary Society was organised. Soon
missions were planted in Ceylon, Africa, New Zealand and the
Southern Seas as well as in India. In 1816, the Wesleyan Missionary
Society was formed to carry on the work begun by Dr. Thomas Coke
in America under Wesley’s instructions. Nine years earlier, Robert
Morrison had landed in Canton and had begun the work of trans-
lating the Scriptures into Chinese. For eighteen years he toiled at
this work. In 1824 he returned to Great Britain and was received
with cheers by the House of Commons. He was the first Protestant
missionary, though the Catholic and Greek Churches had been there
for centuries. The China Inland Mission dates from 1866. Twenty-
two years later, the Scriptures were translated into Japanese. Between
1840 and 1874, Livingstone carried on in Africa the work begun by
6

A MISSIONARY
REVIVAL

Dr. Vanderkemp and Robert Moffat. In 1823 the American Board of
Foreign Missions began work among the Moslems at Beyrout.

These outstanding facts in missionary history will give the
reader a general idea of the genesis and progress of the Protestant
missionary movement. The work of the Salvation Army is on a
different basis. With the earlier Protestant missionaries went the
humanitarianism of Great Britain and these missionaries worked to
suppress such foolish customs as offering children to the Ganges,
burning widows on their husbands’ funeral pyres, cannibalism, and
(later) slavery. The Army, on the other hand, puts sdcial reform
scarcely second to evangelisation. The waifs and strays of society,
the submerged tenth and the criminal classes are the special objects
of its solicitation. It desires to raise mankind as well as Christianise
it. This is a difference well worth noting. :

Just now, there is a missionary revival in progress on this conti-
nent. It is termed the Laymen’s Missionary Movement and is intended
to -greatly increase the amount of money to be expended upon Chris-
tianising the world. This week is to be a “big week” in Toronto.
Mr. J. Campbell White, of New York, is beating the big drum and
Toronto is being urged to “advertise” herself all over the continent
by leading in this grand work to the extent of half a million dollars.
No doubt, Toronto will, in Mr. White’s words, “make good.” No
doubt other Canadian cities will “make good,” because the appeal is
to the best side of our religious nature. Canada will give largely.
Just whether the giving will be followed by wise expenditure remains
to be seen. That portion of the funds which is retained for Canadian
missions will probably be decidedly useful in our more sparsely
settled districts. That portion which goes abroad—well, we shall
refrain from being pessimistic. In the United States, the whole move-
ment is on behalf of foreign missions. In Canada, the city and home
missions are to share in the distribution. To this extent, the Cana-
dian movement is a broader appeal than that across the Line.

ROM present appearances, it looks as if the Liberals of Canada
were becoming Conservative and the Conservatives were
becoming Liberal. The names are ceasing to represent the sentiment.
This is especially true in regard to the question of Public Ownership.

NAMES AND

MISNOMERS gone in for public ownership, especially of the

provincial telephone systems. These Liberal gov-
ernments are also talking of a Hudson Bay railway owned by the three

provinces. In Manitoba, the Conservatives are not quite so decided on

the subject. So far there is no misnomer. Coming to the Dominion
Government, we find Mr. Borden declaring for government ownership
and operation of the National Transcontinental; and for ownership
and operation of trunk telephone and telegraph lines. This is Liberal
doctrine surely, even if it comes from a Conservative. - On the other

hand, Sir Wilfrid Laurier has steadily refused to move towards'

radicalism. He has always declared against government operation,
being content to rely upon private ownership under government
control.

Last week, Sir Wilfrid took occasion to criticise the Halifax
Platform of the Leader of the Opposition and to state his position on
this question. He admitted that corporations, like all other human
institutions, are a mixture of good and evil. Nevertheless, corporate
capital, corporate labour and corporate effort will do more for progress
than individual effort. Further, corporations in most cases can do
better than the state. If we remove the incentive of ambition and
emulation from public enterprise, we suppress progress and condemn

the community to stagnation and immobility. He instanced the

Canadian Pacific Railway as a private enterprise which had worked

In Alberta and Saskatchewan, the Liberals have
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more good to the nation than a government railway could possibly
do. He was not prepared to follow the example of Australia and
New Zealand. In regard to telegraphs and telephones, he felt that
Great Britain’s experience should instruct Canada to be careful. The
financial losses there were an argument against similar experiment
here. To prevent excessive rates, he would rely, not on government
operation, but on government control through the Railway Com-
mission.

Coming to Ontario, we find Mr. Whitney, a Conservative leading
a government pledged to public ownership of the distribution of
electricity, and the Liberal Opposition taking the contrary position.
The Ontario Government is practically forcing all the Western
Ontario ‘municipalities interested in Niagara power, to decide for or
against public ownership of this public utility. A by-law to establish
a municipal distribution plant, in opposition to the present private
plant, in the city of Toronto is being supported by leading Conserva-
tives because they feel that this attitude is,a party duty. The policy
may be right or it may be wrong, but it is passing strange to find such
radical legislation supported by Conservatives when it would more
naturally be supported by Liberals. In days of yore, people were
wont to call Sir Oliver Mowat “an old Tory,” and it looks as if Mr.
Whitney may yet be termed “an old Liberal.”

It certainly looks as if the two great parties should exchange

names for a.time at least. If that is not done, then we must forget
that the terms Conservative and Liberal mean anything, and vote with
the particular party which has a policy to our liking. This may tend
towards greater independence among voters but it will be somewhat
confusing.

EARS ago, such seasons as “revival meetings,” held in Canadian
communities meant an outbreak of fiery denunciation of dancing,
card-playing and the theatre. ‘But times have somewhat changed
since flowers in a woman’s bonnet indicated the initial stage of that
fatally easy descent, or since attendance at the
dancing-school or the skating-rink betrayed an
inky depravity beside which Pharasaic seli-right-
eousness shone in dazzling purity. But even yet an occasional
evangelist, seeking cheap notoriety and a sensational clamour, sets out
to attack the Terpsichorean art in terms and tales more offensive than
are heard at most dancing-parties. Messrs. Crossley and Hunter,
whose evangelistic ability has won international recognition, have
lately been fluttering the dancers of Victoria and Vancouver by direful
prophecies concerning the destination of those who chase the glowing
hours with flying feet, while a Victoria editor has come chivalrously to
to the rescue of the youthful revellers, even insinuating that the
person who cannot observe nor participate in the ordinary dance
without unpleasant thoughts has a mind in need of fumigation. One
of the evangelists sadly confesses that he once indulged in the sinful
pastime and that he has been aware of a spiritual improvement since
he ceased from waltzing and took up evangelising. Exactly! But
another citizen with mind of a more impervious nature has probably
found a little exercise with his feet beneficial to a worried head.
Dancing, as carried on in most Canadian communities, is, like skating,
a youthful pastime which is given up by citizens over thirty, who take
to the more dangerous occupation of municipal politics and lead the
country another sort of dance. It may occur to the disinterested
spectator that the important matter is to avoid hysteria, whether in
the form of too much Terpsichore or excessive evangelising.

DENUNCIATION
OF DANCING

NEW ENGLAND writer recently confessed that he likes to
spend his holidays in the old land because he finds the English
names a delight and a solace, proceeding to dwell upon the melody

and restfulness of such phrase names as the Forest of Dean and
Moreton-on-the-Marsh. True it is that in Canada,

as well as in the United States, we have been too
much absorbed in building the house, the shop and
the factory to realise the desirability of giving the place a dignified
or significant name. Consequently a community finally rebelled
against the hideousness of Rat Portage and adopted the musical
“Kenora.” The new transcontinental line took the matter of names
into consideration and offered a prize of two hundred and fifty dollars
for a sounding title for the Pacific terminus with the result that the
name of a dashing Cavalier is to be kept in memory on the Western
coast, much to the horror of those moderns who think that war and
warriors should be forgotten by those who enjoy the fruit of the

OF NAMES
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fichting. No one has ever been able to say what is in a name but that
it is meaningless no thoughtful person will assert. The New
Englander who enjoys the leisurely old-world names says there is
something about Auchterarder that makes it a very bagpipes of a
name. ‘“Is it any wonder that the presbytery of Auchterarder has
come to words, and worse, over and over again?’ We have some-
times shown a queer perversity on this continent by giving names such
as “Paradise,” “Eden” and “Zion” to localities which are bleak and

sordid. But even on this new soil we have names, such as the
“Ticonderoga,” which drew Stevenson’s Highlander across the seas,
that have a history and significance of their own. Some of our streets
and churches are being called “First” and “Second” in the deadly
fashion too often followed in the neighbouring republic. Monotony is
too prevalent in our commercialised existence to be allowed to spread
over our highways and halls as well. Let us keep our St. Andrew’s,
our Chalmers, our St. Paul’s and our Wesley, for these names mean
much. Our history may be traced in the Indian, French and Saxon
names along our lakes and streams and it is a chronicle worth
preserving.

N Rome the great proconsuls finally found it impossible to return
I to the level of civic life. They brought in the armies devoted to
them during their years of service abroad and wrecked the republican
constitution. In England at the moment the three proconsuls, Lord
Milner from South Africa, Lord Cromer from
Egypt, and Lord Curzon from India, have all the
political influence of their predecessors, without
the same military strength. Beside them the stay-at-home politicians
are dwarfed into insignificance. Men hang on their words for guidance
in the controversy between Free Trade and Tariff Reform. Lord
Milner some time ago gave his allegiance to Mr. Chamberlain, but
Lord Cromer has just come out emphatically for Free Trade. Since
his return to England the Egyptian proconsul has made two weighty
pronouncements. In the first he insisted upon the folly of yielding
to the principles of a false humanitarianism in Egypt and in India;
in the second he urged that it was only England’s Free Trade policy
which had rep .ered possible a settlement of the Egyptian question
with other powers. He repudiated the suggestion that the Tariff
Reformers had a monopoly of Imperial thinking. He is himself the
strongest argument to the contrary. Lord Curzon must soon speak
if only to break the tie. His traditions are said to be those of Free
Trade. But for the time he is devoting himself to the cause of Oxford,
and amazes everyone in academic circles by his knowledge of condi-
tions, methods and feeling in the university.

THE GREAT
PROCONSULS

MID the chorus of approval which greeted the Anglo-Russian
agreement a few voices were heard protesting that British
interests had been sacrificed. Persia was looking to Britain for
political leading and support; when part of her territory was handed
; over to Russia, whose traditions and methods were
é‘;?: ki abhorrent to her, she felt herself betrayed in her
confidence. This view of the case has found

support recently from those who jealously measure year by year the
advance of Germany in the East. By subsidising lines of steamers
and promoting railway schemes Germany has developed her trade
with Persia, so that she may claim at any moment to enter into the
partnership with Russia and Great Britain. The south-western
provinces, which have not come within the present agreement, would
form her share. in Turkey also Germany is looking for a portion of
the spoil, should the Empire be dismembered on the death of the
present ruler. She has unbounded influence in Turkish government
circles and has her eye on the rich farm lands of Asia Minor for her
own overflow population. For her people whom she cannot any
longer keep at home, Germany must find immediate accommodation,
Hence her ceaseless activity. THe agricultural districts of Asia Minor,
which resemble closely, it is said, the better parts of Ontario, and the
climatic conditions recommend themselves to her. What a strange

- revolution it will be if German farmers lead a peaceful crusade among

the motley tribes of the East. Resistance to their movement would
probably come from the young Turks, who, while pressing for local
reforms, have made Britain the guardian of their political fortunes at
home. It is the irony of history that Britain’s traditions of domestic
freedom have made her the hope of political idealists elsewhere, and
that to maintain her influence with her friends she has to keep up her
vast armaments and play a strong hand in foreign politics.



THSNE LN s s N §E FaamEswan

T begins to look as if the obliging Conservatives might remove one
of the last of the standing reproaches against the Liberals as an
Opposition party. That is, the reproach of having, when out of office,
endeavoured to make use of their country’s misfortunes to get into
office. We used to call it “talking blue ruin” in the gloomy old days
when the wound of the exodus would not stop bleeding, and when our
population refused to increase as we thought it ought, and when even
some stout hearts felt moments of discouragement. Then the Liberal
leaders—some of them, at all events—would get up and paint the
picture even a darker blue than it was; and all with a view to heaping
discredit upon the cheery optimists who sat in “the seats of the
mighty” and refused to see anything ahead but prosperity. I think
that many a Liberal born, who loved his country, came near to loving
the Tory leaders about that time. We might have twitted them with
drawing their hope from the same sources that they drew their fat
official pay envelopes; but, however that might be, they were
optimistic and refused to be down-hearted when every young Canadian
of us was hoping with all his might that there was nothing to be down-
hearted about.
* * *

But now, just because we have had a little stock market “scare”
and because our industries have discovered that they have been
pushing ahead a trifle too fast for their capitalistic steam, we hear the
heirs of these same unconquerable Conservatives “talking blue ruin.”
It is enough to make a certain great Tory who sleeps under a lonely
group of pines at Cataraqui turn over in his grave; and how that
invincible optimist, Sir Charles Tupper, who is still with us, ever
stands it, I cannot guess. And there is no reason for it. - The country
is not in a bad way. It is merely hampered for the moment because
the “capital factory” is a little behind in its orders., The world began
by burning up two great masses of capital in two great wars; and then
it started out to use capital from the diminished supplies left at an
unprecedented rate. That is all. We are as rich as we ever were;
but we may be short of small change in our trousers pockets for a
while.

We are not bleeding away our best life in an exodus. We are
keeping our young men and women, and planting them on new farms
in the West: and the best of the American West is re-crossing the
border. to join them. Immigration comes to us from Britain ; and we
are keeping it. It is not sifting away across an invisible line into the -
United States, as it was when the Liberals “talked blue ruin”—and
more shame to them—a species of suicidal political folly which they
are not done mourning yet. W¢ are building two new transcontinental
railways—a daring enterprise which may well stagger humanity, to
say nothing of the depleted money bags. We are growing in every
way. Nothing has happened but a.slight attack of “‘growing pains” ;
and still there are a few asses, unhappily in a position to speak for the
Conservative party with some partial and subordinate authority, who
get up and yell for the ambulance and try to blame the Government
for not having prevented these “growing pains” by starving the
country into a stunted manikin which could never harbour them in its
weazened carcass. ‘

I had not intended to talk this way with these Christmas
reminders all about me; but there are some things which will not
yield wholly even ‘to the season of peace and good will. Come to
think of it, however, one might do worse than insist upon the goodness
of the gifts with which one is surrounded as a fitting Christmas
exercise. I doubt whether we who are nearest to it quite realise what
a marvellous thing is this land of Canada: and what an unparalleled
gift of fate it was for us to be born Canadian citizens. Politically,
Canada is the spoiled child of creation. It was literally born free,
which can be said of no other land saye those born under the British
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flag. Then, as it developed, it entered, no one knows how many
centuries before the rest of the world, into the golden era of peace.
Other nations have this security yet to painfully work out for them-
selves through many Peace Conferences and costly wars; but Canada
passed several decades ago into the age of the pruning hook and the
ploughshare. No war can come near us. The best navy of the world
keeps away all hostile flotillas; and behind_ it rides—without our
asking—what will soon be the second best navy commanded to protect
us by the Monroe Doctrine.
k ¥ *

Australia is not so secure; because her neighbour is not an
Anglo-Saxon republic but an over-crowded Asia. South Africa is a
white community in a black sea. Switzerland depends upon the
maintenance of the balance of power in Europe, and must keep armed
for fear it gets over-balanced in some unlucky day. South America
has but one navy between it and invasion. IHere alone can the Dove
of Peace securely build its nest. Then we are a democratic people.
No hereditary aristocracy claims privilege over us. No ruin of ancient
wrong encumbers our fields. We are also a people in whose veins
flows the blood of progress. With the Americans, we share the repu-
tation of being the most nervously alert people in the world. And
when we come to our natural wealth—the fabulous wealth of the
land that has been given us—it is neither necessary nor possible to
catalogue it. In forests and minerals, in fat fields and teeming fisheries,
in variety of climate and majesty of scenery, what country is there
to compare with ours? And to think that the petty insects of an hour
—be they coloured blue or red—dare pretend to even temporary
pessimism at the very time when such a land and such a people are
just falling into their grandest stride!

Mrs. Britannia: ‘‘ Now then, Charles, my boy, if you must box Percy’s ears, you might wait
till my visitor's gone.”—Punch.
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C AN ADTANGCOURDER

Sir Thomas Shaughnessy, lately
appointed Director, Bank of Montreal.

Mr. David Morrice, lately appointed
Director, Bank of Montreal.

Hon. Daniel Derbyshire, Brockville,
recently called to the Canadian Senate.

Hon. N. A. Belcourt, Ottawa, recent-
ly called to the Canadian Senate.

Wheat, The Wizard of The North

HE December magazines show a surprising
number of articles by Canadians in New York
and Boston publications. Among these none

is more interesting than “Wheat, the leard of the
North,” by Agnes Deans Cameron, ylce—pr“esxdent
of the Canadian Women’s Press Club, in the “Atlan-
tic Monthly,” from which we may learn many
stimulating facts. i i

“T'o-day the young men of Canada see visions
where the old men dreamed dreams. I
a far-sighted farmer from Alberta journeyed to
Ottawa, to interest the Dominion Government in
the sending of Canadian wheat to Japan. “Wheat
for Japan!” was the pettish response from the seats
of the mighty. ‘Why in the world can’t they grow
their own wheat? Here was a brain of the same
vintage as that of the boarding-house keeper who
could not see the sense of killing his fat pig and
getting another when that pig ate all the table scraps
he had. ;

“The fur-trader of Canada was no coloniser; the
herder followed the trapper, and both looked askance
at the farmer; wheatfields cannot flourish on fur
preserves or cattle ranges, and the interests of Jean
Baptiste and Piebald Pete and J. Solid Smith, the
grain-grower, are felt to be antagonistic. But Soh.d
Smith is winning out. The prairies west of Winni-
peg produced in 1906 no less than 201 million bushels
of grain, and the farmer driving in his 4o-bushel
wheat to the elevators snaps his whip at the cattle-
man with, ‘Johnny Bowlegs, you must pack your kit
and trek.’

“The Canadian cattle exported in 1907 put over
$12,000,000 into the pockets of the cow-men, but
the cow-men have to get out of the way of the wheat
elevators and whirring binders. A man rides away
debonair to a round-up, and coming back ten weeks
later rubs his eyes to see a brand new town with
popcorn stands and His Majesty’s Post Office where
he had left bare range. Tt is swift work. One day
the wind in the prairie, the next a surveyor’s stake,
two weeks later the sharp conversation of the ham-
mer on the nail-head, the chartered bank, the corner
grocery, another little blotch of red on the map, and
a new city of the plains. For between the parallel
of 49 and Arctic ice a nation is developing which
will be able to furnish the world with bread as
unfailingly as its vast territory for two centuries has
furnished” the world with fur. The evolution of
modern Japan represents the progress of the last half
of the nineteenth century ; the awakening of Canada
1s the index of the genius of the twentieth.

“Western Canada in 1906 had five million acres
sown to wheat—but one thirty-fourth part of her
total 171 million acres suitable for wheat-production.
In 1870, grain crops in Western Canada were a
negligible quantity, the cultivated spots meagre

ringes on the posts of the Hudson’s Bay Company,
and wheat elevators unknown. These great red
storehouses of grain now dot the prairies north, east,
south, and west, representing (terminal elevators

Five years ago
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included) over fifty million dollars of invested capi-
tal. One hundred and eighty-seven new elevators
were built within the last two years, making a.total
elevator capacity of over fifty-five million bushels.
There are 956 elevators on the Canadian Pacific
Railway lines and 297 on the Canadian Northern,
with twenty on other lines.. Canada’s exports for
1906 showed an advance of forty-four million dollars
over those of 1905; her total foreign trade for the
fiscal year ending June 30, 1907, was $617,065,110,
an increase of sixty-seven million dollars over the
previous year.”
T

And the conclusion of the glowing matter is a
tribute to the transportation men.

“The present is one of unprecedented activity
among the railway kings of Canada. The Canadian
Northern, originated by Mackenzie and Mann, with'
the Manitoba government as sponsor and fairy god-
mother, is essentially a twentieth-century growth.
Beginning at Port Arthur and running by way of
Winnipeg and Edmonton, through a thousand miles
of prairie literally bursting with fatness, it has paid
its way from the start. This line has a lower bonded
indebtedness and consequently lower fixed charges
than have to be faced by any similar railroad on
the American continent. The entire system is free
from objectionable grades and curves. From Pas
Mission on the Canadian Northern' to Fort Churchill
on Hudson’s Bay is only four hundred miles, and
Mackenzie and Mann for years have been firm be-
lievers in the Hudson’s-Bay-Liverpool route; the
sea-board extension of this line would seem an
assured fact.

“The wheat plains of Canada are bigger than
that rectangle in the United States extending from

The Spoor Trophy, offered by Union Stock Yards, of
Chicago, to team of students scoring highest marks
in judging stock, won three years in succession by

team from Ontario Agricultural College, Guelph.

Ohio to the Great Lakes and from the Atlantic to
the Mississippi. To him who would rightly read
the signs of the times, nothing is more encouraging
here than the activities of the railroads. The sanest
and most conservative men in the world are railroad
men. Sentiment is eliminated as a factor from all
their equations; it is a matter of dollars and cents
with them. They know as no one else knows the
country, its resources and its possibilities. President
Hill, and Sir Rivers Wilson, Mackenzie and Mann
and the president of the mighty Canadian Pacific
Railway are not making million-dollar appropria-
tions and hurling away money for the sake of spend-
ing it. I see no greater tribute to the country than
the fact that from sixty thousand to one hundred
thousand men were employed in the preliminary
railroad construction work in Canada in 1907, and
that the whole economic condition of the country is
about to suffer a sea change with the opening of
competitive lines to Hudson’s Bay.

“The white ghost of Henry Hudson revisiting
the glimpses of the moon, if still to be touched by
earthly issues, would seem to say:

‘Open the Bay, which o’er the Northland broods,
Dumb, yet in labour with a mighty fate!
Open the Bay! Humanity intrudes.’

"

Great Doings at Guelph

HIS is the week of the Winter Fair and also
the twenty-ninth annual meeting of the On-
tario Agricultural and Experimental Union in

the Royal City of Ontario. There is no talk of
financial stringency or hard times in that good old
town these days, for are not thousands of dollars
going in prizes for such live stock as any country
might well be proud of? The City Hall of Guelph
on Wednesday night of Winter Fair week hears
such optimistic speeches as would make any despond-
ing Canadian get up and cheer for the soil of his
land and the stock (human and sub-human) which
lives thereupon. It is a stalwart audience which
members of parliament, cabinet ministers and visiting
celebrities from Chicago, Wisconsin and Kansas are
facing and there is not a member of the cheering
crowd who looks as if he could be provoked into
telling a hard-luck story.

On Friday night of last week there returned the
victorious team of the Ontario Agricultural College
which had carried off for the third time and thereby
won permanently the bYonze trophy for judging live
stock at the International Live Stock Exposition,
Chicago. The five students in the team were met at
the Guelph station by three hundred of their fellow
students, all bearing torches. Then followed a pro-
cession in which many prominent citizens joined and
finally there was a joyous banquet at which President
Creelman, the heartiest boy of them all, ably pre-

sided.
ades



A'A.Dip Into the Fu‘tu'lrei”

Being an Account ot Soothsayers and Palmists

HE title written above has no such noble sig-
nificance as Lord Tennyson bore in mind
when, as a young and untitled poet, he

longed to see all the wonders that shall be. The
“future” herein mentioned is that which is adver-
tised daily in Toronto newspapers and which occa-
sionally attracts the vigilant eye of that law which
is always so eager to detect the small offender. To-
ronto has lately enjoyed some exciting escapades
in the matter of spooks and clairvoyants, and it
was in the hope of meeting with out-of-the-or-
dinary revelations that Monica and I set forth
on a bright November afternoon to learn what
we might from the sisterhood of psychic palm-
ists.

Mrs. Howell of 76 McGill Street, who adver-
tises as ‘“psychic palmist, famous life  reader;
never fails,” was the first expert whose services
we sought. On entering the hall of a prosaic,
commonplace city house we encountered a pros-
perous-looking man, who had evidently been con-
sulting the “life reader” and who had apparent-
ly been given a verdict of glad hand. Monica,
who has innocent blue eyes and fresh cheeks
which hardly look at home in a search after psy-
chic experience, was told that she must remain in
the hall while T went on to the perusal of palms.
There was a row of chairs which looked as if
Mrs Howell sometimes had a considerable wait-
ing list. This person of psychic powers is a sub-

stantial lady, middle-aged and blonde, dressed in-

like those comfortable
over steaming boil-
tea-meetings.

conspicuously and looking
mothers-in-Israel who preside
ers of temperance drinks at country

She possesses cushiony hands which hold yours

firmly as she tells you what the lines mean.
Fvidently Mrs. Howell is anxious to avoid
any explanations to gentlemen of the legal pro-
fession, for she asks you to sign a printed slip
stating that you desire merely a delineation of
character as indicated by the light or heavy
markings on the palm. Then the lady proceeds
in a rather monotonous, cut-and-dried manner to
tell you what manner of creature you are, being
remarkably careful to indulge in such modifying
expressions as:—‘you're impulsive—but some-
times you're cautious. You may trust to firct
impressions—but sometimes not. You're ambi-
tious and energetic—aren’t you?” Gradually,
however, Mrs. Howell emerged from the nebul-
ous nature of these characteristics and boldlv
ventured to tell of things which had happened—
journeys, such as all able-bodied Canadians take
nowadays—slight illnesses such as measles and
chicken-pox, from which few of us escape. Then
she mentioned Christian names, none of which ¥
recognised as belonging to intimate friends. She
said, out of the wisdom and benevolence of her
soul: “Yow're not married, but you might have
been. It's your own fault.” My heart warmed
to this expansive creature; such divinations were
cheap at a dollar for a quarter-of-an-hour. “You
quarrelled,” she continued solemnly, “and you
believed what a fair woman said about him.”
Vainly did I rack my memory for the fair woman
and her perfidious words. “Can you place him?”
asked the lady, “he thought an awful lot of you.”
Then she foretold a letter, which is a fairly safe
prophecy, and informed me that T was to become
the bride of a widower, medium height and fair,
a gentleman given to books and writing and often
before the public. ‘“Perhaps an auctioneer,” I
said hopefully, while my heart performed a “go-
ing, going, gone” feat. But Mrs. Howell would
not commit herself to the profession of this im-
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probable being and airily concluded with a few
general remarks to the effect that I should live
to be seventy-six, unless an accident intervened.
Hoping that a friendly automobile or head-on
railway collision would prevent this horrible
length” of days, I retired to the hall and sent
Monica to have her rosy palms investigated while
I listened to a beady-eyed widow who told me
that Mrs. Howell, more than a year ago, had
hinted at the demise of the speaker’s husband
who was then “as stout and hearty a man as
you'd want to see.” A pretty girl with a wealth
of chestnut hair beneath a bright green hat, said:
“Why don’t you go to Madame iz wZelle won
Church Street? She'll tell you a good deal for
fifty cents and a lot more for a dollar.”

Monica returned with the glad news that she
was to be married.twice and that there was a
dark-eyed man with black, “crinkly” hair who
would “simply “do anything for her.” Madame
La Zelle was out of town, Madame Francis of

Wood Street was out shopping and Madame -

Johnson of 59 Ann Street, “crystal reader and
psychic palmist- with splendid testimonials,” was
busy with such a rush of “clients” that althoueh
we called four times, the seeress was reluctantly
obliged to postpone our conference until the fol-

lowing week.

—Evening Telegram, Toronto.

EDNESDAY afternoon, the twenty-seventh
of November, was rather chilly for an ex-
pedition to the encampment of the Royal English
Gypsies, away out on the corner of Triller Ave-
nue and Queen Street. There was a dreary grey
sky arching a lake of sullen blue and one felt
ready to hear of battle, murder and sudden death.
There were three queer, bulgy tents before which
hung a pretentious sign declaring them to belong
to Royal English Gypsies, “patronised by Royalty
and the Peerage.” We hoped for, at least, a
dusky queen and childhood stories of wonderfully
beautiful Tillahs and Sabras came back to mem-
ory as we made our way to the first tent. But
alas! An elderly woman with sallow face and
unkempt black hair, with a gown very much the
worse for time and toil, appeared on the scene
and escorted us to a large and chilly tent, plainly
furnished and even mean in appearance. This
dowdy sibyl informed us that she had been born
and brought up in England, but that she was a
true “Egyptian” by blood and added condes-
cendingly : “You know we never marry outside
our own race.” 'The only gypsyish characteristic
possessed by this dame was fine dark, silky hair
which might look well if a hair-dresser would
give it half-an-hour’s attention. Again the small
slip was produced and signed; and I noticed that
a man from the metropolis of Cooksville had
preceded us.

The gypsy stated unctuously that her terms
were a dollar for both hands, fifty cents for one.
I extended eager palms but the seeress demanded
the money in advance. This reader of the hand

’

indulged in the most vague generalities, qualified
by all manner of conditional clauses, calling upon
Lleaven to witness that she told only what she
saw in the hand, and what it might portend. Not
for her the thorny ways of the bold fortune-teller
whom an over-active police force escorts to the
magistrate. After this fashion she discoursed :
“YVou are self-willed”—just as if my chin
wouldn't tell her that—“your smiles ’ide an hach-
in’ ‘eart,—you’ll cross over water, maybe in a
year’—that means a season ticket for Niagara.
For a lady of Egyptian blood, she had a curious
fashion of displacing the letter “h.” She also
gave me the interesting information that a de-
sirable man 1s deeply in love with me, admitting
however, that there is a “hobstacle” in the way.
She concluded by solemnly declaring that within
a year, a “dark gentleman with a lordly walk and
smiling face” should lead me to the ‘“haltar.”
But what, I mused, is to become of the widower
of medium height and fairish. I retired to an op-
posite corner and glowered as Monica extended
her right hand, for Monica’s glove is only five-
and-a-half. :

The gypsy indulged in a similar dissertation
to my young friend, and really told her quite as
much for fifty cents as she had told me for a dol-
lar. Monica, also, is self-willed and quick-tem-
pered and she, also, is to be  married within a
year. But not a word would the gypsy lady
vouchsafe as to the large fortune which should
await us. To tell the truth, we were both glad to
escape from our somewhat unsavoury surround-
ings, and I voted the man from Cooksville an
idiot for going there in deadly earnest. The
question as to our next appointment was easily
settled. We had not yet known the joy of lis-
tening to the crystal-gazing lady, Madame John-
son .of Ann Street. There was something mys-
terious about the desire to avoid us which this
expert showed. We had seen “Madame” for a
few moments on Saturday when she had inform-
ed us that she took no money for her expositions
but that she kept in stock a book on occult sub-
jects which each “client” might purchase for the
sum of fifty cents. But “Madame” had been ex-
tremely busy the four times we called, and the
mussy look of the room with a table strewn with
cold beef, dirty tea cups and other accompani-
ments of a scrambly meal did not lure us to the
spot. However we tried the crystal-gazer once
more, only to be informed of her absence. Mon-
ica and I agreed that there is something queer—
something remotely resembling the State of Den-
mark—about Madame Johnson’s methods, even
though she advertises in the columns of the To-
ronto. “Evening Telegram.”

HE name of Madame La Zelle had haunted

us since Saturday, and we agreed that a
visit to the lady of the musical name was
likely to prove edifying. We went, we saw—and
Madame La Zelle conquered. Her name may be
just plain Sarah Smith in everyday life, and she
may have been born and bred in Toronto the
Tiresome Good, but Madame La Zelle could go
to the uttermost parts of the earth and make
herself at home within the first five minutes. 1f
she took up her abode in the jungle she would
have the tigers all tamed, and be reading their
paws before they had quite decided what man-
ner of being she is. The others had given us no
impression save weariness, or a slight disgust at
the folly of mortals who believe in gypsy queens,
although it must be admitted that Nﬁ's. Howell




keeps fairly to her text. But Madame La Zelle
is a tall, slender girl with a dark, pretty, vivacious
face and a manner which any debutante might
envy. She dresses well in a style only to be de-
scribed by a French word dear to social columns,
but which shall not be dragged in by its mono-
syllabic hair. Monica and I gazed in admiration
at this unusual creature in the black voile gown,
with slender bands of gold on her arms and a
few sparkling rings on perfectly-kept hands.
The information we had received was quite in-
correct. Madame La Zelle does not tell you “a
good deal for fifty cents, and lots more for a dol-
lar.” Her charge is a dollar for a reading, and
you cheerfully pay it.

Monica retired and left me to the consideration
of the palmist (or should there be a word, palm-
istress?), who drew forward the inevitable little
slip which the vigilance of the law has rendered
necessary. As she did so, she made a graceful
apology for such a seeming exaction and ex-
plained with a dainty shrug of her shoulders,
that there are so many “fakes” that the intrusive
police are exceedingly severe upon anyone who
professes to see the future. “Wherefore,” said
-Madame La Zelle, “if a policeman comes to have
his hand read, I simply show him that all T do is
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to say what the lines mean, according to the
science of palmistry. I do not say, ‘this will take
place,” only ‘the lines indicate such an event.’”
The picture of this engaging bit of femininity
perusing the broad palm of a Toronto policeman
gleamed for a second before my eyes and then
Madame La Zelle and I chuckled joyously. She
has what is rarer than rubies, a naive sense of
humour. Her very frankness is entirely disarm-
ing. She takes you into her girlish confidence,
shows you just what certain lines, bars, stars,
criss-crosses and curves mean (according to
palmistry), and leaves you perfectly content to
part with a sum which would buy a sheet of yel-
low car-tickets, or one-dozen-and-a-half new-
laid eggs. “But does she tell you what is true?”
asks the serious reader. She simply tells the
characteristics that are indicated by the hand-
lines, (according to the study of which Cheiro
is king), and meddles very little with the future.
She began in a somewhat startling fashion by
stating that I was born in March—which is
quite according to fact—but she kindly refrained
from mentioning the year. She also told Monica
correctly the month of her birth. She said:
“You are given to presentiments and forebod-
ings,” whereupon I impulsively helped matters
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out by saying: *“So are all the other Irish.”
That admission, of course, made it easy for her
to declare a fondness for luxury, a distaste for
drudgery, and a remarkable gift for spending
money. Little was said about the future, save
that certain lines indicated love of change which
would be gratified by much foreign travel, late
in life. Oh, yes, and by way of detail, there were
two marriages of which the first is to be decidedly
unhappy. Is it the fairish widower or the dark
man with a lordly walk with whom such matri-
monial amenities, as the throwing of plates will
be exchanged?

As we left the pretty parlour with its cheer-
ful green furnishing and walked home through
the gathering gloom of the November night,
Monica squeezed my arm with enthusiasm, and
murmured: “She told me I was born in June,
that I’'m going to be a widow, and that I must
not yield to melancholy. But isn’t she perfectly
cute?” There was nothing to do but agree. It
was really worth all the trouble of encountering
the unkempt gypsy, knocking in vain for the ob-
durate crystal-gazer, to come at last to a rare and
radiant student of Cheiro who knows her busi-
ness, and goes about it in a fashion which a stage
heroine might envy.

THE MORMONS OF ALBERTA

N the early eighties the present fall wheat
I country of Southern Alberta was a vast
expanse of uncultivated prairie. Practically
the only settlements between Medicine Hat and
the mountains, in the territory now tapped by
the Crows’ Nest branch of the C.P.R., were Leth-
bridge, Macleod and Pincher Creek. Macleod
was the centre, because it was the headquarters
of the Mounted Police. Lethbridge, now the
metropolis of this populous region, was a little
village depending for existence upon the coal
mines opened up by a company, of which the late
Sir Alex. T. Galt was the head. In the foothills
of the Rockies, a number of Ontario people had
settled at Pincher Creek and commenced ranch-
ing.

Farming was unknown in the country in those
days. The rancher, the miner and the policeman
ridiculed any suggestion that the dry, grass-
covered prairie would some day be dotted with
farms, productive of great crops of wheat, oats
and barley. The man was a fool, they declared,
who would waste his time at an experiment in
the growing of cereals. So persons, who might
have tested the soil to see what it would bring
forth, were discouraged and it was not until a
few Mormons came across the boundary line from
that great Mormon State, Utah, and settled in
the pretty valley, in which now nestles the town
of Cardston, that farming was seriously attempt-
ed. The Mormons had lived most of their lives
In semi-arid states. They had raised crops in
Utah, and Southern Alberta to them was a land
of far greater possibilities. They sowed the
grain and they reaped the harvest and then they
sent for their friends. The Mormon people came
in hundreds and settled upon the land in the
Cardston district that had been condemned by the
old-timers.

Then irrigation was suggested with a view
to attracting more of the citizens of Utah to
migrate to Alberta. It was believed that the tract
of country from some distance north and east of

ardston to Lethbridge required irrigation in
order to make farming upon it profitable. So thé

‘ A View of the Main Street of Cardston,
Alberta, a Mormon Town

By W . FE. ASBURY

Alberta Railway & Irrigation Co., founded by
the late Sir Alex. T. Galt, undertook to build
an irrigation canal and settle upon the land the
Mormon people. The canal was built and hun-
dreds of the followers of Joseph Smith came into
the country and commenced farming on the
irrigated lands. In a few years the towns of
Raymond, Stirling and Magrath, named after
Chas. A. Magrath, son-in-law of Sir. Alex. T.
Galt, land commissioner of the Irrigation Com-
pany, and a former member of the Executive
Council of the Northwest Territories, came into
existence and they are to-day centres of prosper-
ous communities of contented farmers. Irriga-
tion is a very fine asset for a farmer.
that he has water whether rain falls or not and
lots of water assures a good crop.

But these Mormon people believed that the
Jand could be made productive, as it had been in
the Cardston district, without the necessity of
irrigation, so a colony of these pioneering people
drifted to Taber, east of Lethbridge, and began
farming, with the result that to-day hundreds of
people are getting off at this station, where only
four years ago all that the eye could see was
a C.P.R! water tank and the bald prairie.

I claim for the Mormon that he has been
the founder of the fall wheat, irrigated and dry
land farming of Southern Alberta. I say further
that the good Mormon farmer is a treasure. His
religious beliefs may be distasteful to many people
but it must be admitted that he holds the palm in
this western country as a scientific and pro-
gressive agriculturist. Thanks to him, Southern
Alberta is to-day a farming country. A very
few years ago it was only a ranching country.
Now the rancher is being driven out and his land
is being cut up into farms and populated by the
best men from the Western States. The Mormon
lead the way and the Gentile is following in his
footsteps and even displacing him on his land.

Mormon capital established the great beet
sugar factory—the only one in Western Canada—
at Raymond. A million dollars are invested in it.
The immense brick building and the equipment
which it contains, make one of the most substan-
tial industrial establishments I have ever seen.
The beets are grown on the irrigated lands about
Magrath and Raymond and the factory last year
produced 4,673,300 pounds of sugar and paid out
to the farmers $5 a ton for the production. The
Alberta Government paid $23,366.50 in bounties,
being at the rate of a half cent per pound on the
sugar manufactured. \

The Mormon has been enterprising in another
respect, and that is in fruit growing. In the town
of Magrath apples and other fruits have been
successfully raised. This is unusual, as very little
fruit, more especially the larger varieties, have
been grown as yet in this western country.

As to the Mormon towns, Raymond, though
the youngest, is the largest, having a population
of over 2,000. Cardston is the oldest town and

It means'

it is a most substantial and progressive place.
Magrath has a population of about 1,000 and is in

_ the heart of the richest irrigation district in

Western Canada. In each community the Mor-
mon meeting-house is an imposing structure. The
public schools are also large, well-designed build-
ings and manned by competent teachers, the
majority being Gentiles. The school population
in these towns is far in advance of Gentile towns
of like population and very close to towns twice
the size. In 1906 the enrollment of pupils at
Lethbridge with nearly 4,000 population was 776
and at Medicine Hat with about the same popula-
tion, 621. Now compare these figures with the
three principal Mormon towns and you will find
the statistics to be as follows: Raymond, 2,000
population, 527 pupils ; Cardston, 1,000 population,
408 pupils; and Magrath, less than 1,000 popula-
tion, 325 pupils. What better proof is required
of the antagonism of the Mormon people to race
suicide ?

These three Mormon towns possess weekly
newspapers. David H. Elton, one of the bright-
est journalists in Western Canada, and a former
Mormon missionary in the Southern States, con-
ducts the Magrath Pioneer and the Cardston
Star. Brigham Young, a grandson of the famous
apostle of the same name, is the proprietor and
editor of the Raymond Chronicle.

The Alberta Legislature has as one of its
members, J. W. Woolf, of Cardston. He is a
leading Mormon and one of the most successful
business men in the province. Prior to the crea-
tion of Alberta into a province he was a member
of the Territorial Assembly at Regina.

I think most fair-minded people will admit
that the coming of the Mormon people to South-
ern' Alberta had a wonderful lot to do with the
marked material advancement of that section of
the country. They discovered the agricultural
possibilities of that region and if for no other
reason they are entitled to lasting gratitude.

*

Beet-Sugar Factory at Raymond, Founded
and Controlled by Mormons
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Christmas Throughout the Empire

By

LL through the Empire, with the rich and the
A poor, Christmas is a day for giving some
present. In India the natives called it
“Kissmiss” day. The butler will present you with
an almanac and a large bouquet, the gardener will
make many salaams, and the Parsee who furnishes
your bungalow will send up a sugared cake, “with
respects and best wishes” in pink letters, and much
gilt paper and fuss; and the Syce, the man who looks
after the pony, will decorate the head-collar with
roses.

Everything belonging to ‘master that day is
“Kissmiss.” There is a “Kissmiss” polish on your
polo boots, and one of the new shirts has been kept
in hiding for months carefully wrapped up lest it
should lose the gloss, and is produced for the “Kiss-
miss” dinner ; and the following morning the Chokra
brings a large cup of tea in case the Sahib should be
thirsty, and he very cautiously treads over the mat-
ting lest he should incur master’s displeasure and
wake him too early.

CHRISTMAS IN AN INDIAN JUNGLE.

ONCE spent Christmas in a camp pitched near

the banks of a dried-up river bed, in the jungle
in Central India. A few pools of water were all
that remained of the swollen torrent during the
monsoon—and here the animals came to drink. Tt
was a favourite hunting-ground for sportsmen for
tigers and panthers. Bear and cheetal used to water
there, and the sandy banks presented a mass of
pug-marks made by the different animals as they
crossed the open ground. That day we had been
after small game and bagged a hare and some jungle
fowl about the size of bantams, and secured a pea-
cock as he flew over. The previouseday one of the
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party had killed a deer, and with these the Christmas
meal was cooked. Our stores consisted of tinned
peas and asparagus and a plum pudding sent out
from England, so that when the dinner was served
the “Bobajee walla” or native cook presented the
menu as follows:
Hare Soup.
Jungle Fowls.
Venison.
Stuffed Peacock.
Green Peas and Asparagus.
Liver on Toast.
Plum Pudding.
Coffee.

And a bottle of port which had been well shaken on
a camel for some ten miles and then carried by a
native through the jungle, and finally uncorked and
used to drink many healths.

CHRISTMAS IN THE ANTIPODES.

IN Australia Christmas Day is often the hottest of
the three hundred and sixty-five, and the hot
winds borne in the interior almost suffocate you in
Melbourne atd Sydney and the heat is unbearable.
In the bush, men and women are fighting the fires
to save their homes and their possessions, and the
owners of fruit gardens are watching their incomes
drying up while the Christmas dinner is on the table.
One who walks through the snow muffled up to
the chin to the house of a friend where the turkey
waits, can hardly realize Christmas in the Antipodes,
yet the plum puddings are there and the roast beef,
and the children dance round the fir tree, often
brought hundreds of miles for the occasion.
Christmas for the Australians, owing to the
climatic conditions, is not the family re-union or
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party-at-home affair. It is the time for cheap excur-
sions and travel. Trips to Tasmania, where the
apples are beginning to ripen and the laughing
jackass birds are calling from the sleepy hollows,
and the duck-billed platypus (the only species of
animal which has a furry back like an otter and web
legs like a duck and lays eggs) wanders amongst the
thick undergrowth near the pools; where the tree-
ferns grow and the blueberries hang in clusters
under the mimosa trees. And Christmas Day is
spent in the bush and there is a “Billy tea,” which
means that a kettle is hung under three sticks and
boiled whilst the party sit round in the shade under

“some great eucalyptus tree whose trunk is covered

with lichen and moss; and returning to the wooden
villa,

“Music, mirth and social cheer

Speeds on their wings the passing year.”

And then perchance some cheir-boys will come
round and sing and one wakes from a dream. One
is not in the Old Country—the window is wide open
and the Southern Cross shines brightly in the sky |
like four huge diamonds. The waits have passed on
to chant another hymn elsewhere.

CHRISTMAS IN SOUTH AFRICA.

ITH memories of kangaroo-tail soup and the
open house of the hospitable Australians, we
pass on to another great continent, the southern part
of which is painted crimson on the map of the
world. There amongst the oaks planted by the
Huguenots under Table Mountain, Christmas is kept
in the good Christian manner of old.
“Toved when the year its course has roll’d
With all his hospitable train.” ‘
With the sun shining from a cloudless sky in
(Continued on page 14)




‘meet the little halfbreed who was in

. the trading room, bolted pell mell

Postmen of the Wilderness

By ARTHUR HEMING.

ronde as he floundered into the trading

room without a thought of closing the
door—though the drifting snow scurried in after
him—and called to the others' to come and see.
Instantly trade was stopped. The factor, the clerk
and the Indians rushed to the doorway to obtain a
glimpse of the long expected packet. For three
days the storm had raged, and the snow was still
blowing in clouds that blotted out the neighbouring
forest. ! 2

“Come awa’, Delaronde, ye auld fule! Come
awa’ ben, an’ steek yon door! Ye dinna see ony
packet,” roared the trader, who could distinguish
nothing through the flying snow. L

“Bien, m’sicu, mebbe she not very clear jus
now; but w'en I pass from de Mad Wolf’s Hill, w’en
de storm she lif’ a leetle, I see two men an’ dog train
on de lac below de islan’s,” replied the halfbreed fort
runner, who had returned from a caribou caphe, a.nd
whose duty it was to keep the fort supplied with
meat.

“Weel, fetch me the gless, ma mon; fetch me the
gless, an’ aiblins we may catch a glint o'.th.er,n
through this smoorin’ snaw; though I doot if it’s
the packet, as ye say.” And the factor.stoo.d shading
his eyes and gazing anxiously in the direction of the
invisible islands. But before the fort hunter had
returned with the telescope, the snowy veil suddenly
thinned and revealed the gray figure of a tripper
coming up the bank.

“Ouay, quay! Kee-e-e-pling!” sang out one of

“V OYEZ, voyes, le pacquet!” shouted Dela-

the Indians. He had recognised the tripper to be

Kipling, the famous snowshoe runner. Immediately

all save the factor rushed forward to

charge of the storm-bound packet, and
to welcome him with a fusillade of gun
shots.

Everyone was happy now; for last
year’s news of the “Grand Pays’—the
habitant’s significant term for the outer
world—had ~ at last arrived. The
monotonous routine of the post was
forgotten. To-day the long, dreary
silence of the subarctic winter would
be broken in upon by hearty feasting,
merry music, and joyous dancing in
honour of the arrival of the half-yearly
mail,

All crowded round the voyageur,
who, though scarcely more than five
feet in height, was famed as a snow-
shoe runner throughout the wilderness
stretching from the Saskatchewan
River to the Arctic Ocean. While they
were eagerly plying him with questions,
the crack of a dog whip was heard.
Presently the faint tinkling of bells
came through the storm. In a moment
all the dogs of the settlement were in
an uproar; for the packet had arrived.

With a final rush the gaunt, travel-
worn dogs galloped through the driv-
Ing snow, and, eager for the shelter of

through the gathering at the doorway,
upsetting half a dozen spectators bhefore
the driver could halt the runaways by
falling headlong upon the foregoer’s
back and flattening him upon the floor.

1l was excitement. KEvery dog at
the post dashed out with bristling hair
and champing jaws to over-awe the
Strangers. Amid the hubbub of shout-
ing men, women, and children, the
cracking of whips, and the yelping of
dogs, the packet was removed from
the overturned sled and hustled into
the factor’s office, where it was opened,
and the mail quickly overhauled. While
thq factor and his clerk were busily
writing despatches, a relay of dogs was
being harnessed, and two fresh runners
were making ready to speed the mail
upon its northward way.

resently the factor’s letters were
sealed and hurriedly deposited in the
packet box which was lashed on the tail
of the sled, the fore part of which was
packed with blankets, flour, tea, and

pork for the packeteers, and frozen whitefish for
the dogs. Then amid the usual handshaking the
word “Marche!” was given, and to the tune of
cracking whips, whining dogs, and crunching snow,
we swung away from the quaint muddled log build-
ings, out through the big gateway, and down upon
the snowy lake. The Indian track beater hurried
on far in advance of the packet train, and the half-
breed driver loped behind, ;while my man and dogs
brought up the rear.

As the going was good—for the narrow trail lay
on the sunlit lake for ten miles or more—little was
heard except the hard breathing of men and dogs,
and the monotonous swish, swish, swish of the
snowshoes as they sent thin clouds of sparkling snow
high into the frosty air. The trail, which led to an
Indian encampment many miles away, was smooth
and hard packed; for six trains had passed over it
not half an hour before. But when our route turned
from it we entered a forest of heavy timber where
a new track had to be beaten for the dogs to follow.

Here and there through the interlocked branches
of the snow-mantled evergreens, whose spreading
arms roofed the forest’s silent aisles, long shafts of
gladdening sunlight shone obliquely down upon the
somber gray carpet of the woods, and marked it
with ever-varying splashes of dazzling white, that
cast soft reflections far among the boles and lighted
up the shadowy lanes where hares were still at play.
Overhead, huge fluffy wreaths and long soft festoons
were draped in graceful array; while on the tops of
tiny, slender spruce trees, or upon rotten stumps,
or even upon the fungous brackets that clung to
lifeless trees, rested big bosses of snow, sometimes

““The Mackenzie River Mail.”
From the painting by Arthur Heming.

Illustrated by the Author.

two or three feet in diameter and four in height.
that looked as if at any moment their fragile sup-
ports might break away. Yet, with the help of the
sun’s dancing rays, these strange forms fashioned
in such fanciful shapes gave the winter wilderness
an aspect of enchanting splendoyr recalling child-
hood’s dreams of fairyland.

But in a moment the sunshine vanished, and the
trees began to whisper of the coming wind, to shake
their shaggy heads in discontent, and to sway their
shoulders stooping beneath their heavy mantles of
gray; until the enchanted wood became oncé more
only a forest in a snow storm. .Now, instead of
sunlight showing the way, the gloom of night
shrouded our course. Soon men and dogs alike
were coated 'with snow, while not a sound was heard
except the defiant roaring of the pines.

At noon the dogs were halted where dry wood
and evergreens were at hand, the dry wood for a
fire, and the evergreens for a carpet to protect our
moccasins from the melting snow. Hurriedly we
washed down freshly thawed bannock and slices of
fried pork with dishes of steaming tea. A smoke,
and then once more we turned to breaking a heavy
trail. Soon, travelling into sunshine, we caught
sight of two magnificent timber wolves trotting
along among the trees not fifty yards away. Splen-
did creatures they were, with their shaggy coats
waving as they ran, like fields of ripening wheat in
a breeze. They were big brutes, looking taller and .
heavier than any of our dogs. With wistful faces
and soft, friendly eyes they kept us company for
over two hours. The dogs, of course, fretted to be
at them; but the wolves were not afraid, for they
seemed to know that they were a
match for half a dozen dogs. As
usual the packeteers had no gun; and,
when. they coaxed me to use mine, I
was glad to find that I could do nothing
with it; for, as sometimes happens in
the North, the intense cold had con-
tracted the spring and rendered the
hammer useless.

Out upon a lake we swung where
the wind-packed snow made easy go-
ing. Here the heavy sleds slid along
as if loadless, and we broke into a run.
On rounding a point, we saw a band
of woodland caribou trot off the lake
and enter the distant forest. By the
time we had reached the end of the
lake, and had taken to the shelter of
the trees, dusk was creeping through
the eastern woods, the sun was nearing
the southwestern hills, and we made
camp for the night. We were to sleep
in the open; for in winter the trippers,
or packeteers, never ‘carry tents, but
bivouac on the snow with nothing but
a blanket between them and the Aurora
Borealis, though the thermometer may
fall to sixty below zero. Instinctively
we divided the work among ourselves.
One, with a snowshoe, cleared a space
on which to build the fire and spread
our beds; another went in search of
balsam brush to make a mattress beside
the fire; another chopped firewood ; an-
other unharnessed the dogs. Presently
a crackling, roaring fire, whose long
tongued flames seemed bent on reach-
ing the branches overhead, was send-
ing a whirlwind of glowing sparks to
the tops of the overhanging trees. Just
then the dogs began to blow and then
to growl, as a strange Indian strode
out of the gathering gloom into the
brilliant glare of the fire.

“Wat-che! wat-che!” (what cheer,
what cheer), sang out a halfbreed.

The stranger replied in Cree, and
the two began a lively conversation.
The Indian was the track beater of
a fur brigade that was approaching.
All were now keenly interested. The
cracking of whips and the howling of
dogs was heard, and a little later the
tinkling of bells. Then came a train
of long legged, handsomely harnessed
dogs hauling a highly decorated carry-
all, behind which trotted a picturesque
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halfbreed dog driver. When the train had drawn
abieast of our fire, an elderly white man, who proved
to be the district chief factor of the Hudson Bay
Company, clambered out from beneath a pile of
robes, cheerfully returned my greeting, and accepted
with dignified courtesy a seat upon my dunnage
beside our fire. Other trains followed, until in a
little while the woods seemed full of laughing, talk-
ing men and snapping, snarling dogs. Some sixteen
men wetre soon crowding round the fire, and over
fifty dogs and a dozen sleds were blocking the spaces
between the trees.

Some of the men moved off with axes in their
hands, and the sound of chopping began to echo
through the woods. On every side big dry trees
came crashing down. The roaring of the fires drove
the darkness farther away. Then could be seen
the building of stages on which to place the valuable
fur-laden sleds out of reach of the destructive dogs;
the gathering of evergreen brush; the unhitching of
dogs and the hanging up of their harness in the
surrounding trees; the unloading of sleds; the
placing frozen whitefish to thaw for the dogs; the
baking of bannocks, the frying of pork, and the
infusing of tea. Then, in silence, the men ate raven-
ously, while the dogs watched themi. When pipes
had been filled and lighted, each driver took his
allotment of fish, called his dogs aside, and gave
them a couple each. Some of the brutes bolted their
food in a few gulps and rushed to seéize the share
of others; but a few blows from the drivers’ loaded
lashes—lead being woven in the centre to give
weight—drove them back.

When the dogs had devoured their day’s rations
—for they are fed only once in twenty-four hours—
their masters sought out sheltered spots for them,
and cut a few branches of brush for their beds.
Some of the men cooked a supply of bannocks to
be eaten on the following day; others hung their
moccasins, mittens, and leggings on little sticks
about the fire to dry. It was an animated scene.
The fires were huge structures, twelve or fifteen
feet in length, so that each man might have room
without crowding his neighbour. Some stood with
their backs to the blaze; others sat or lounged on
their blankets. As they puffed away at their pipes,
conversation became general; but soon turned upon
that, to them, interesting and often discussed subject,
the packeteers.

“Which is the longest of the company’s packet
routes at the present day?”’ I inquired.

“That of the Mackenzie River packet from Ed-
monton to Fort Macpherson,” replied the factor.
“In winter it is hauled two thousand and twelve
miles by dog train; and in summer it is carried by
the company’s steamers on thé Athabasca, the Slave,
and the Mackenzie Rivers. Next comes the -Peace
River packet from Edmonton to Hudson’s Hope, a
distance of over a thousand miles. In summer it
goes by steamer, and in winter by dog train. There’s
the York Factory packet from Winnipeg to Hudson
Bay by way of Norway House, a distance of seven
hundred miles. In winter it is hauled by dogs from
Selkirk as far as Oxford House, and from there
to York Factory by men with toboggans. In sum-
mer it is carried by canoe on Hay River and by
steamboat on Lake Winnipeg. Then there’s the
Liard River packet, and the Reindeer Lake packet.
Each travels about five hundred miles by dogs in
winter, and by canoe in summer. The Moose Fac-
tory packet from Temiscaming to James Bay goes
by canoe in summer, but by men in winter. All
mails in and out from Hudson Bay or James Bay
to or from the next post in the interior, are hauled
by men. Dogs are seldom used on those routes, on
account of the depth of the snow and the scarcity
of dog feed.” :

“Tell me, which is most important, the summer
or the winter mail ?”

“Oh, the winter; for, when inward bound, it
bears the commissioner’s instructions to the district
managers; and, ‘when outward bound, it contains
information regarding the results and the prospects
of the fur trade, and orders for-additional supplies.”

“Can you tell me how many miles a day the
packeteers average on their winter trips?”

“Well,” replied the factor, “I think the rate of
speed maintained by our packeteers is remarkable;
especially when one considers the roughness of the
country, the hardships of winter travel, the fact that
the men must make their bread, cook their meals,
care for their dogs, and, when upon the trail, cannot
even quench their thirst without halting to build a
fire to melt snow. Yet the packeteers of the Mac-
kenzie River mail cover their two thousand miles on
snowshoes at an average rate of twenty-seven and
a half miles a day, including all stoppages.”

“That is certainly splendid travelling. Some of
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the packeteers: I should judge, have made great
records; have they not?”

“Yes, that's true,” acknowledged the factor;
“the packeteers do make great efforts to break for-
mer records between posts. But, though they may
have succeded in cutting down the time, their
achievement is never mentioned on the way-bill, nor
does it affect the time allowed for the completion
of the trip; for, though the mail be brought in ahead
of time, it is never handed over to the relay until the
appointed hour -has struck. Otherwise the whole
system would be thrown out of gear. Exceptionally
fast runs are not shown upon the way-bills, because
they would eventually affect the average time
allowed for the trip; and in stormy weather that
would be hard upon the packeteers. The time
allowed for the transmission of a packet is calculated
on a ten years’ average. No excuse for delay,
except death, is tolerated. At each post on certain
fixed dates relays of men and dogs are kept in readi-
ness to forward the mail without delay. A through
way-bill accompanies every packet from point of
departure to point of delivery. At each post along
the route the time of arrival and the time of de-
parture of the mail must be entered upon the way-
bill, as well as the names of the packeteers and of
the officers in charge.”

“I understand that packets contain not only the
despatches of the company, but the private mail of
the employees, that of missionaries of all denomina-
tions, that of chance explorers or travellers, and
even that of opposition fur traders. Is that a fact?”

“Yes, sir, and, moreover, no charge is made by
the company.”

“Do the company’s officers experience much
trouble in procuring men to act as packeteers?”

“Oh, no; none whatever. As a rule when men
enter the company’s service, they stipulate that they
shall be given a place on the packet; for that affords
them an opportunity to pay a visit to the next post,
and to join in the dance which is always held on
the arrival of the mail. Trippers consider them-
selves greatly honoured on being given charge of a
packet; for it means that they are held to be trust-
worthy, and thoroughly familiar with the topography
of the district.”

“Before the advent of the railway and the steam-
boat, which was the longest of the company’s packet
routes ?”’

“By all odds that of the Yukon packet. It made
the journey from Montreal to Fort Yukon, which
was then situated at the junction of the Procupine
River with the Yukon River. It was routed by way
of the Ottawa River, Lake Huron, Lake Superior,
Lake of the Woods, Lake Winnipeg, the Athabasca
River, the Slave River, and the Mackenzie River.
It was forwarded in summer by canoe, in winter by
dog train, for the enormous distance of four thous-
and five hundred miles. And, let me tell you, it is
to-day, as it was a hundred years ago, the pride of
the company’s people that not one packet was ever
lost beyond recovery. Packeteers have been drown-
ed, frozen, burned, shot, smothered, and even eaten;
but the packet has always reached its destination
somehow.”

Knocking the ashes from his pipe, the factor
rose and added, “But. it’s getting late.

way to-morrow.”

In a little while the murmur of voices had ceased,
and round the dying embers the motionless forms
of the Indians and halfbreeds were lying wrapped
in their blankets or robes. Out of the fast gather-
ing gloom came the heavy breathing of the dogs as
they shivered in their frosty beds. Faintly from the
western hills sounded the howling of wolves. Away
up in the wintry sky the Northern Lights were
flashing with fitful brilliance.

By three in the morning camp was already astir,
though the thermometer hanging in a tree registered
fifty-eight below zero. After a hasty breakfast, the
men dragged their reluctant dogs to the sleds and
harnessed them. Then the factor and I shook hands
as the mail pulled out on its northern trail.

The going was excellent; for the passing of so
many sleds had left a serviceable trail. It was easy
to follow, though the woods were still in darkness,
and remained so for several hours. At dawn I parted
company with the packet. As I turned on my
eastern way, I thought of the work of these wilder-
ness postmen, of the hardships they endured, and
the perils they encountered. The factor’s assertion
that no packet had ever been lost beyond recovery
brought to my mind stories that I had heard.

For instance, a canoe express was descending the
Mackenzie River; the canoe was smashed in an ice
jam, and the packeteers were drowned. A few
weeks later, passing Indians caught sight of a stick

bobbing on the surface of the stream. Though the

~and I must be
turning in, or my men will be late in getting under

water was deep and the current was running at the
rate of three miles an hour, the stick remained in the
same place. So the Indians paddled over to investi-
gate. They found that to the floating stick was
fastened a long thong, which, on being pulled up,
brought the missing packet to light.

Again, while making camp near the Athabasca
River, the packeteers had slung the packet in a tree,
the usual place for it while in camp. During the
night their fire spread and burned up their whole
equipment except the tree, which, being green,
received little more than a scorching. The packet
was unharmed.

On Great Slave Lake during a fierce snow storm
the packeteers became separated from their dogs,
and were frozen to death. But the packet was after-
ward recovered. :

In one autumn two packeteers journeying from
George’s River post to Ungava post drew up their
canoe upon a sandy beach, and camped beneath a
high, overhanging bank. During the night the bank
gave way and buried them as they slept. When the
ice formed, the trader at Ungava sent out two men
to search for the missing packet. They found the
canoe upon the beach; and, from the appearance of
the bank, conjectured what had happened. Next
spring the landslide was dug into, and the packeteers
were found both lying under the same blanket, their
heads resting upon the packet.

Christmas Throughout the Empire
(Continued from page 12)

midsummer, women in their muslins and their men-
folk in dark clothes and their broad-brimmed hats,
and surrounded by all the wealth of beauty which
nature can supply, greet their friends in Cape carts
who arrive at the gaily decked stoep to pass the fes-
tive season. A word or two of welcome, a glass
of vanderhum (a liqueur made from oranges) and
questions about the farm and the fruit—the midday
meal is commenced.

Here amongst the farmers it is the custom for
the women to wait upon the men, but on Christmas
Day the order of things is reversed, and the Kaffir
servant girl decked in spotted muslin brings in the
turkey or the khoran to be cut up and handed round
by the men. Drakenstein wine, a sort of light hock
made nearby, is sipped down, and the large cups of
coffee which looks the colour of muddy water and is
highly sweetened, closes the meal. The Cape carts
are “inspanned” and a drive is taken to visit some
friends by the sea, or towards the Paarl, where there
is an absence of oaks for six miles through the
oldest Dutch settlements in the Colony. Everyone
is greeted as they pass along and everyone is decked
out in their finest clothes. Regardless of colour and
of taste, the Hottentot and Kaffir women outvie each
other in gorgeous costumes and false jewellery. It
is the one day in the year when the natives were
allowed by the Boers to walk on the pavements in
the Dorps during Kruger’s reign. It was a day of
peace and prayer and of mirth and festivity after
the family Bible had been opened and read.

CHRISTMAS DURING WAR.

DURING the South African War, fighting was

“called off’ for forty-eight hours—from
Christmas Eve until the warriors were ready to
renew operations. After the Battle of Colenso,
which took place just before Christmas, there was
an armistice. The old Boers put away their Mausers
and looked down from the trenches on the heights
above the Tugela at the merry-makings in the British
camp. At Chieveley where Buller’s army lay there
was a cricket match in which a celebrated Australian
cricketer took part. There was a race meeting,
when the programme included the Colenso Derby
and the Tugela Plate for a piece of the armoured
train, and the Chieveley Stakes. There was a dinner
party in every mess and a “sing-song” within sight
of Percy Scott’s 4.7 guns.

When the Goorkhas and Sikhs were winding
their way up the mountain passes where three em-
pires meet, there was a halt, and the officers and
men of the British regiments took what cover they
could from the snipers, to drink to those they had
left behind in cantonments and to the colours and
the band and drums safe in barracks at Pindi and
Cawnpore; and the flying column chasing the Mad
Mullah Zareebared in the garden of Allah for an
issue of rum and a tug of war, or a camel-loading
competition, and the thoughts of the holly-covered
walls in the barrack rooms at Aldershot and the
Curragh came to them, and the colonel’s visit to the
company dinners when the health of the officers
sci'c]c)mded for active service would be drunk in mugs
of beer.
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Resume: Lady Marchmont and her grand-
niece, Lesley, are visiting the former’s nephew,
Richard Skene, at “Strode,” his Scottish home.
They withdraw from the dining-room, after Lady
Marchmont has pled with her nephew to forgive
an erring member of the family. Mr. Skene’s
lawyer, Dalmahoy, ventures to refer to this injury
of many years before.

business 1 wish you would reconsider. 1

wish you'd let me draw up a fresh will
for you. I've been too long at the business,”
he went on, in spite of his host’s slight movement
of impatience, “not to know that the worst sort
of .-harm a man can do is often after his death.
There’s no use trying to play Providence and
keep a grip on other folks’ lives after we are
gone. There’s been mischief enough done in that
way already. If you had let Master Adrian alone
I believe everything would have fallen out as you
wished. Two young things in one house were
bound to come together like two apples set
a-rolling. And it might all come right yet. Give
Master Adrian another chance. Let thém meet
as friends. If he saw Miss Lesley now, I'll be
bound he’d change his tune. There’d be no more
question of ‘thrusting him on her,’ which he quite

“I’M going to be sensible, but there’s a bit of

rightly considered a far greater wrong to her than

to himself, but don’t perpetuate the condition.
It’s cruel to Miss Lesley—"

“Tf her feelings are wounded they will be
well salved,” said Mr. Skene dryly. :

“Do you think she will thank you for that ?”
retorted Dalmahoy bluntly. “Not if I know any-
thing of her. If she were your daughter instead
of your niece it would be different, but after all
Adrian is your natural heir, as he would have
been your legal heir, had Strode been entailed.
He is the last male of the line, the last of the oid
name—"

“Am I likely to forget that?” exclaimed Mr.
Skene bitterly, and his friend glanced away, wish-
ing he could have used some other plea. “But
is even that reason enough for me to hand over
Strode to him, to turn it into a labour colony or
an art school, or heaven knows what, according
to the whim of the moment?”

“Pshaw ! that was but the effervescence of
youth, and as to all that, you could easily tie his
hands, but Strode itself would be excellent ballast.
How many a lad has planned a new heaven as
well as a new earth—as easy to do the one as the
other when you're at it—and then has doucely
followed in his father’s footsteps and made a
good sober laird after all.”

“Lesley’s good commonsense would have been
the best ballast. I can't trust Adrian”—a note
of sharpness in the level tones—"he has too much
of the French strain in him. Like father like
son, and he and his father have inherited both
name and nature from my uncle James’s French
wife. He grafted an alien strain on the old stock
when he married Adrienne de Valcour,” said Mr.
Skene coldly.

“But if you think so ill of Adrian, why force
him on the lassie? Is it fair to Miss Lesley?
Is she any more likely to take a ready-made
hushand than the lad was to take a ready-made
wife?” asked Dalmahoy shrewdly.

Mr. Skene fingered the stem of his glass for
a2 moment in silence, and then he thrust it from
him so suddenly that the glass upset and the wine
spread in a widening pool over the table.

“Tut! tut!” ejaculated Mr. Dalmahoy, making
a well-meant effort to divert a stream which was
flowing in his digection.

His host turned upon him, a blaze of cold
wrath upon the white face and in the pale, im-
placable eyes.

“Am I to go to my grave without having one
desire, one hope in life fulfilled? Do you think
it means nothing to me that since T have no son

UERBOARD

By Heten Wallace -

to come after me, I must sever Strode from the
last of the Skenes? Is it so much to ask of
Adrian that if he is to inherit Strode he should
unite all that is left of the family and bind it to
the land again? Do you think that if he had not
been the last of our name I could have borne to
have had him under my roof, could have tutored
myself to regard as my heir a lad whose every
look and tone reminded me of the man who laid
my life waste? You remember his father, Dal-
mahoy—my cousin Adrian. - I was the heir—yes,
but he was the favourite—you heard my old Aunt
Mary just now—and did he ever lose a chance
of throwing that in my teeth? As God’s above,
I believe he wooed Mary Erskine and wiled her
away from me for no other reason than because
he knew that my whole heart was set on her. He
knew that she was everything to me, while to him
she was a flower to be plucked and worn for an
hour. I know what you would say—the man is
dead. Thank God! I said, when 1 heard it, but
he had time enough before he died to break his
wife’s heart—the woman on whom I would not
have let a breath blow too harshly. And it is
to this man’s son you would ask me to hand over
the inheritance of my fathers, a lad who, for all
these years, has countered me and thwarted me
at every turn, and who, when I was fool enough
to cherish one last wish at the end of my empty
days, denied it to me, took my last hope from me,
the last brightness from my barren age.”

He checked himself abruptly, rose from the
table, and, going to one of the windows, drew
back the heavy curtain, and gazed out into the
night.

Dalmahoy sat staring at the red stain of the
spilled wine, as if it had been the blood flowing
from the old unhealed heart-wound suddenly
bared anew to him. This outburst of despairing
wrath and bitterness, leaping out like a jet of
lava at white heat, checked the words upon his
lips. And he had thought that he knew Richard
Skene, and had regretted that the schoolboy
friend of long ago was becoming more and more
merged in the precise, formal Laird of Strode.
He must have been moved to the very depths
before he could utter that name, unspoken for
long years—Mary Erskine—the gentle girl who
had been swept off her feet by Adrian Skene’s
impulsive wooing, and who, though she had
adored her husband, had never perhaps quite
understood him, any more than he had compre-
hended her.

Dick Dalmahoy turned and looked for a
moment at the tall, thin figure standing framed
in the long window against the night sky and
the faint stars. Amazement and deep pity held him
silent, crossed by the darting, incongruous
thought that on the morrow Skene would bitterly
resent this sudden self-revelation. For all that,
his heart was very full as he approached the
silent figure.

“Skene,” he said—and it required some cour-
age to utter the words he did—"you’ve had hard
measure meted out to you, but I've aye thought
you over hard on your cousin Adrian. I believe
he loved his wife, though I'd never say he was
the right man for her, still, if more time had
been granted him, well—well—"as Mr. Skene
stirred and thrust out a passionate hand, as if
fiercely repudiating the thought—“we’ll say no
more of that. You've aye thought of Adrian as
the son of the.man whose death even could not
wipe out his offence against you, though I think
we might well leave him now to the judgment of
his Maker. But what of Mary’s plea, when at
the last she begged for your protection for her
boy? Itiwas for ‘Mary Erskine’s son,’ not for
the last of the Skenes. Could woman have paid
a finer tribute to your love and her trust in it?
Have you forgotten that? Are you keeping faith
with her now when you cut her son adrift be-
cause he wouldn’t do your bidding in a matter
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where, if a man’s a man at all, he feels he has
a right to choose for himself?”

Dalmahoy paused. He had used the one plea
likely to reach that core of fire which he now
knew had smouldered through all the years under

the chill outer crust. And he had reached it.

“Forgotten! Do you think I have ever for-
gotten? Let my right hand forget her cun-
ning—" Skene faced round, and his look re-
vealed how fiercely that hidden fire had burned—
how the old love had contended with jealousy
and pride.

“Rick,” cried Dalmahoy, on a sudden impulse,
“you're fighting against yourself. It’s not the
first time that Mary’s memory has pled with you.
I believe in your heart you are willing to listen
if you would but yield to it.”

His old friend bent a strange look on him, the
tense lips parted, but no words came; then he
abruptly turned away and stood silent, gazing out
at the darkling autumn hills, brooding vast and
solemn under the stars, at the faint, steely glint of
the river running broad and strong in the valley
beneath. The hills of home, his native glen, the
swift, rejoicing river—next to his one ill-fated
love, these had held the first place in Richard
Skene’s deep, narrow, tenacious heart. As his
eyes followed that familiar waving outline, only
a deeper shadow against the sky, was he thinking
of one who, though differing from him in every
other point as only one radically dissimilar nature
can differ from another, had still shared with him
this silent passion, this inborn clinging to the
home of his race.

Five years ago he and his cousin’s son, the
younger Adrian, had parted in hot anger, though
the final breach was but the culmination of the
long inevitable jarring between minds of such
differing types, heightened on the elder man’s side
by corroding prejudice, full-fed from old springs
of bitterness. Had the spell of these long un-
spoken words, “Mary Erskine's son,” indeed had
power now to open a fount of sweet waters which
could at last overflow the bitter, and to awaken
tender memories of the blighted years?

Looking out from the warmth and comfort en-
closed by these glowing, wine-dark walls behind
him into the immensity of night above the silent
hills before which human passion and strife dim
and dwindle, was Richard Skene asking himself
whether, if Adrian had been impulsive and vision-
ary, hot upon all his new-fangled dreams, he had
always had justice dealt out to him? Did he
wonder how the exile might be faring, or where
he might be beneath the wide-spread wings of
darkness? Had Dalmahoy been right—had some
breath from the past blown upon that arid heart,
reviving and softening it, though the will still
kept its icy grasp? Who could tell?

Dalmahoy, to whom the silence was growing
unbearable, came a step nearer. Mr. Skene
stirred slightly, as one might when half aroused
from a dream.

“ ‘Mary Erskine’s son'—Mary’s son,” he mur-
mured to himself, as a man might utter some
soothing spell. :

Then suddenly he wheeled right round, his
hands grasping vaguely as if for some support.
In his widely-opened eyes was the look of one
face to face with something long expected and
awaited. They met his old friend’s startled,
anxious gaze, and he made a convulsive effort
to speak. , ;
 “Tell—tell—" The broken words trailed off
into a long, rasping, choking breath—a sound
which chills the marrow and which, once heard,
can never be forgotten.

The tall figure wavered and seemed to shrink
together, as Dalmahoy, after one horrified second,
$prang forward, caught the falling body, and
gently guided it to the floor.

It did not need the verdict of the doctors,

(Continued on page 23)




Messiter’s

Sister

The Strange Experience of a London Editor with a°* Psychic Contributor.

By HORACE ANNESLEY VACHELL, Author of ““Her Son,” ““A Face of Clay,” and ““The Hill.”"

e IS ambitions were never realised,” she con-
tinued. “He touched the fringe of them
just before he died. And he knew that if

his strength, his poor frail body, had not failed,

he would have held what he desired so vehemently
in the Hhollow of his hand. At the last, 1t was
terrible; the struggle, the hopeless struggle, to live

a little longer, a few months, so that he might taste

—success—

Adrian was about to entreat her to say no more.
The contrast between the matter and manner of
her speech had an edge so sharp that he felt his
own tissues — tough enough, to be sure—to be
lacerated. She went on, in the same dull mono-
tone: .

“The night before he died we were alone. And
then—and then—" Her voice died away in_a
fluttering sigh.

“Yes, yes.” Adrian bent forward and too}c her
hand. Tt was cold, limp, and transparently thin.

“He said that he would try to—to come back.
And he did.”

Adrian was conscious of a shock. Her hand fell
from his warm grasp, and with it much of his sym-
pathy and respect. Reason revélted against what
was incredible. And yet—and yet—her face suf-
fused truth.

“You saw him?”

“No; I heard him.”

Adrian read the terror in her dilatqd eye. ‘It
happened months after he was buried. I had
brought myself to look over his papers. I was
reading an unfinished manuscript. 1 cried because
it was unfinished, because he had tried to hard to
finish it. Oh, it all came back, that last scene—
his poor face, his thin fingers, clutching the pencil,
and then the—end! Oh! I hated, hated, his wor}(,
because it killed him. And yetol loved it,
you understand, because it was his—his, not a part
of him, but all of him. Just as I came to the last
illegible line, I heard his voice in my ear.”

“Go on,” commanded Adrian. He spoke with a
vehemence that he knew to be brutal; but for the
moment she, the frail woman, had swept him off his
feet, whirled him into a maelstrom of emotion, pas-
sion—aye, and fear. The dead man’s .VOICC——I’.IE
could remember it well—thrilled and vibrated in
his own ears. :

“I was sitting by an open window, and the voice
came from outside, whispering my name, ‘Chris-
tine—Christine” And I answered, ‘Yes, John,’
almost without thinking. And then he told me
to get a pen and write down what he was about
to say. He finished the story which—which I
brought to you next day.” : ;

“The story I bought and printed,’
Adrian,

“Yes. I like to think, now, that he was per-
mitted to help me, you understand, that at was
not done for any seifish motive. I had come to
the end of my resources. But I cannot deny
that T was terrified. It made me ill—very ill”

“And this?” Adrian touched the second MS.

“I had spent the cheque you sent me. And
he came again. I had prayed that he would
" come. Was it wicked? Perhaps we are not
meant to grasp what lies beyond. When 1
praved, I had the feeling that I was—how shall
I put it?—tampering with—with a power that
might kill me. If I had not been—in want—"

“In want? And a hint to me—" 0

She silenced him with a gesture so delicate,
so eloquent of pride, gratitude, and shame, that
Adrian’s cheeks flamed.

“He came,” she continued. “And he dic-
tEﬁed what I have brought you to-day. That is
all.”

Adrian jumped up. Crossing the room, he
flung the window wide open. The cool air
flooded his brain. At the same moment, the
office hoy appeared with the tea. This anti-
climax of an interruption restored to Adrian
self-possession and self-confidence. He asked
his visitor to pour out tea with an air and accent
that proclaimed the superior animal, securely

said

(Continued from last week)

enthroned above the weakness and credulity of the
other sex. He began to talk of current topics. Mes-
siter’s sister drank her tea, listening to his well-
turned phrases. A faint colour sparkled in her
cheeks ; she ‘smiled at his quips; she seemed to wish
to exhibit herself as the agreeable, conventional
woman, pleasing without effort and easy to please.
Presently she rose, drawing on a pair of carefully
darned gloves. Instantly the situation became
strained.

“Must you really go?
indicated the manuscript.

“It is—it 4s his, you understand.”

“Certainly; it is John Messiter’s, if you say
S0.%

Her eyes flared.

/ “I do say so—and you don’t believe me.”

He bit his lip. What a brute—what a fool he
was! Of course, she had written both stories,
although her brother, doubtless, had begun the first.
Grief at his death, an abominable penury, had un-
balanced a brain too finely adjusted for work-a-day
uses.

“My dear Miss Messiter, I beg your pardon. I
repeat, with tenfold emphasis, what 1 said half an
hour ago. I should be proud to call myself your
friend. I shall esteem it an honour to serve you—
i1 may

“But,” she held his glance, “you don’t believe
me; you think me not mad—"

“Heaven forbid!”

“But—unbalanced.” ;

She had used his own word, reading his thoughts
with uncanny subtlety.

“And, that being so, I can only say good-bye,
and thank you.”

Adrian stammered out:

“May I—you will f-forgive me—but—as a
f-favour to me—" He retreated to his desk and
pulled a cheque book from a pigeon-hole. “S-s-some-
thing on account—"

“No. Well, then—yes. I am in debt. My land-
lady is a good creature. But she, too, is struggling.”

Adrian filled in a cheque, thrust it into an
envelope, and begged her to say no more. She took
him at his word, bowed, ignored his outstretched
hand, and left the room.

“She is furious,” he muttered, “because I have
seen through her pathetic little enterprise.”

I shall want this.” He

‘“ He picked up the instrument, astonished
and perplexed.”

He sat down and plunged into the MS. Yes,
yes; who could doubt that this was woman’s work ?
Why, the delicacy of it, its fragrance, its bloom—
bloom was the word—revealed the sex of the writer
in every paragraph. She was a genius—half crazy,
half starving, and wholly charming; a creature of
fascination.

He had hardly finished the story when the door
opened, and in came Paxton Wright, his sub-editor,
whom Adrian in expansive moments called “friend.”

“Ah, Wright. Sit down. Something amazing
has taken place.”

He was constrained, against his better judgment,
to tell this shrewd, lynx-eyed man what was in his
mind. Speech became a necessity. Wright curled
a derisive lip.

“A clear case of obtaining money under false
pretences. With your experience—"

“You did not see Miss Messiter.”

“Yes, I did. A witch, no'doubt.
easily humbugged.”

“She is not quite
head significantly.

“Pooh! She’s as sane as I am. I took particu-
lar notice of her, because she is unquestionably
pretty; too -thin, but graceful as a nymph. She’s
laughing at you now, I'll be bound.”

“If—I say if, Wright—if her story were true.”

Wright shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh! You contemplate a fake.
ness point of view I'm with you.
England.”

Adrian shuffled in the editorial chair. At times
Wright scraped his feelings. Not often; he was
too clever for that, but now and again—and always
unexpectedly. Adrian asked himself the uncomfort-
able question: “Is Wright quite straight?”

“This magazine would never lend itself to that
sort of thing,” he said stiffly. “Did you want to see
me about anything in particular?”

ks
Next day he sent Messiter’s sister another cheque,
the balance due, and with it this note:

“My Drar Miss MessiTer :—Unwittingly T
placed you and myself in a false position. But
‘please forgive me. For the future I promise to

consider whatever you may bring or send with-
out asking questions, which, after all, are ir-
relevant. At the same time, can’t we meet ?
I would travel an ell to you. Won't you
come an inch?”

To this she replied by return of post, acknow-
ledging the cheque with thanks. The answer
he awaited with almost boyish impatience was
condensed into a postscript.

“T am a forgiving woman. Because
you have placed me in one false position,
I shall not try to place you in another.”

Adrian, it has been ‘said, had found life
simple. Now, without gradation of any kind,
it became complex. He had tried to obey the
philosopher’s injunction, but self-study and self-
analysis had not taught him knowledge of char-
acter, temperament, and opinions other than his
own. He felt that he was floundering, if not
founderings in a sea of speculation. Messiter’s
sister obsessed him.

~He knew: many so-called spiritualists and
spiritists; he had assisted at their disappointing
seances; he had read their pamphlets, their
manifestoes, their affidavits. And the thoughts,
the messages, the words twisted out of plan-
chette, had without exception proved trivial, or
senseless, or illiterate; generally all three. He
recalled a message from John Milton, an Alex-
andrine faulty in quantity, ill-spelled, and
grotesque in sentiment. A woman of his ac-
quaintance claimed to have constant intercourse
with departed spirits. ‘He did not doubt that
she was sincere in believing that certain illus-
trious spirits hovered: about her even at un-
seasonable hours. She saw them, heard them,
as clearly, let us say, as a delirious patient sees

You are not

Adrian touched his fore-

From a busi-
We can hoax half
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and hears the creatures of his imagination. Adrian,
in compliance with this lady’s request, had put some
searching questions. What, for instance, was the
late =¥ . that admirable painter, doing in the
world unseen? “He is painting,” replied the lady
solemnly, “pictures more beautiful than any he
painted here.” This answer was reasonable ande
satisfying. “And W - Adrian named a famous
poet.  “Ah! he too is at work. He tells me that
he has just finished a poem, in nine cantos, finer
than anything recorded here.” Adrian admitted
that it would be impossible to make any critical
estimate of pictures painted with celestial pigments,
but he begged his friend to procure, if possible, a
sample verse jor two of W s’ new poem. Surely
W , who on earth had really bored his friends
by constant recitation of his own poems, would be
willing to oblige an honest seeker after truth. And
if this new poem were finer than any he had written
on earth, what a gospel it would prove to millions !
The lady replied rather tartly that W was not
permitted to transmit his best. Adrian smiled de-
risively. It is hard to believe that the worthless, the
base, and the counterfeit are the only coins current
between the quick and the dead!

He published the second manuscript in the next
issue of the magazine. It attracted more attention
than the first. 'The elect became excited. Why, it
was asked, had these posthumous works been with-
held so long from publication? Were more to be
expected? And so forth.

Meantime, it had become plain to Adrian that he
loved Messiter’s sister, with a love differing from
anything of the kind experienced before. One
measures adequately the strength of this attachment
by the statement that this shrewd, cool-headed man
was willing to marry, on her own terms, a girl he
had met only twice. If she imposed silence, he
would ask no questions. He wrote a letter entreat-
ing permission to pay her his addresses. She sent
one line in reply:

“Not till you can swear that you believe what I
told you.”

About four months later she called at the office
for the third time. Adrian was so shocked at her
appearance, the attenuation of her features, the
pallor of her skin, that he exclaimed instantly:
“What have you been doing?” - She displayed an
irritation which he rightly attributed to physical
weakness. :

“I didn’t come here to talk of myself.”

“You have brought another MS.?”

He spoke with carefully studied courtesy.

“NO.”

“Will you sit down?”

She refused the chair he offered. Her large,
clear eyes lingered on his face. :

“You are in trouble, Mr. Steele.”

He betrayed his astonishment by a sharp intake
of breath and the too quick “How did.you know?
I've not told a soul.” i

“And it is serious—very serious.”

“Oh! You read minds, too? <Yes, it is very
serious.”

The look of bewilderment on his clean-cut face

rovoked a smile from Messiter’s sister—a smile
which puzzled Adrian more than anything that had
gone before, for it was the smile of superior know-
ledge, yet tender, pitying, and magnanimous. The
smile provoked him to unconsidered speech, to
almost brutal frankness. That he, who had grasped
all he wanted with a sure, tenacious clutch, should
find this fragile woman so elusive, so intangible,
became an insupportable exasperation. His calm,
authoritative manner, his easy gestures, his cour-
teous bearing, were suddenly exchanged for a boyish
petulance and roughness.

“You try me too high!” he exclaimed. “I tell
you that you are partly responsible for a misfortune
which has overtaken me. I have been obsessed by
your mysteries. I have neglected my work. And I
must pay for such neglect. Well, I'll pay, if you'll
own that for some inscrutable purpose you've tried
to make a fool of me. You have the satisfaction of
knowing that you have succeeded.”

“Oh!” she said faintly.

At once he felt ashamed of his outburst.
looked so pitifully small and weak.

“It’s all right,” he said, confusedly. “I take it
back. I don’t believe that you—you—could have
deliberately deceived me.”

“And this misfortune of yours?
me what it is?”

Adrian nodded. Her eyes seemed to diffuse a
strange power of perception. He went on to say
that he was the sole trustee for a niece whose small
fortune of some ten thousand pounds he held in
trust. Certain securities had been taken by him
from his bankers to look over with a view to re-

She

Will you tell
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investment. Adrian recalled bringing the package
from the bank, carrying it to his office, and thence
to his chambers. He could swear that no one save
himself and the manager of the bank knew of its
removal from the bank’s strong-room. And yet,
within forty-eight hours, some of the negotiable
securities, amounting in value 'to two thousand
pounds, had been stolen, or at least had mysteriously
disappeared. :

“T've turned my chambers and this office upside
down,” said Adrian in conclusion. “Well—I’ve been
inconceivably careless, and I must pay the penalty.”

“You mean—"

“That the money must be made good.” He laugh-
ed bitterly. “Luckily I have scraped together a
little more than the amount missing. It might have
been a little less. Wright always told me I was a
fool to save. If I hadn’t saved, some very awkward
questions would have been asked. But—why have
I bothered you with my troubles?”

He stopped, confused, remembering that she had
divined these troubles before he had declared them.
Then he burst out: “How did you know ?”

She did not answer. Again it struck him that
she was horribly ill. Her next words arrested his
attention.

“If T could help you!

“The strength?”

“If I could ask—TJohn!”

It was a supreme, moment for both of them.
Her brother’s name quivered from her lips, a mere
sigh. Yet it smote Adrian with inconceivable vio-
lence. He was trembling when he said:

“Have you heard from John lately?”

He could not keep an ironical inflection out of
his voice. This cursed John, this infernal spirit
raised by a weak woman’s fancy to stand between
her and her happiness and his happiness! She re-
plied meekly :

“No: I did not dare. I have not asked him; but
if you—" She faltered, blushing, irresolute, turning
aside her graceful head.

“T—TI ‘ask you to ask him? Never!”

His hatred of this imaginary brother was written
plain upon his face. She understood instantly.

“How hard you are!” she exclaimed. “And how
incredulous of everything which you can’t see and
feel and hear! Good-bye!”

Their hands met; he noticed how her fingers
vibrated at his touch. A voice within struggled for
utterance. He wished to say: “Christine, I love you
with all my heart and soul. Be my wife!” The
same voice whispered that he must speak now or
never, that it was not yet—too late.

They parted. After the door had closed behind

If I had the strength—"

her, he sprang forward, irresolute, his features

twisted by indecision. And then the habit of a life-
time seized him. His face grew impassive, his
relaxed muscles became rigid; he returned ponder-
ously to his desk, once more the obedient slave of
that tyrant, his reason.

For some hours he worked feverishly, making up
the time he had squandered, imposing upon himself
a penance of unremitting labour, of undivided atten-
tion to the innumerable duties of an editor. The
pile of letters to be answered dwindled to small pro-
portions. He heard Wright leave the office; the
boy, first to come and last to go, ran off whistling.
Doors were slammed all over the big building as
men stopped work for the day. Soon, Adrian was
sensible that he and the hall porter were left alone.
Still, he wrote on and on, trying to blot out the
pathetic face of Christine with ink.

And then suddenly his telephone bell rang. He
picked up the instrument, astonished and perplexed.
Who was ringing him up at seven in the evening?
And how did they know that he was in his office at
such an hour?

“Who is it?” he asked. “I am Adrian Steele.”

“I am Christine Messiter.”

Adrian recognised her voice at dnce. The tone
of it seemed stronger, clearer, more vital. Yet he
asked anxiously:

“Are you ill?”

“I am quite well,” came the reply. “You are

alone. Will you go at once to Mr. Wright’s desk.
In the middle drawer you will find a small bunch
of keys. One of them—a Bramah key—unlocks the
japanned box which you will find in the lowest right-
hand drawer. In the japanned box are the missing
securities. Will you look at once?”

“Yes,” said Adrian, confounded ; “but—"

A faint voice murmured: “Good-bye.”

Adrian hesitated. The obvious questions—the
how, and why, and when—rushed to his lips, but
never passed them.

“Christine,” he said passionately, “Christine—
are you there?”

..Yes.n

“I love you—do you hear? And I am coming
to you. Wait for me! Christine, do you love me?”
He strained his ears to catch her reply, but it
came to him so faintly that he supposed something
must have gone wrong with the instrument.

“I—love—you. I—shall—wait—for you.”

And then—silence !

Adrian shut up his desk, and put on his hat and
overcoat, before he remembered Christine’s message.
Great Heaven, how had such knowledge come to
her? He rushed into Wright's room. [Iis desk
was locked, but the middle drawer happened to be
open. 'The small bunch of keys met his eye. He
pulled at the lowest right-hand drawer—that, surely,
would be locked. No. By some mischance the
patent lock of the fluted lid, which ought to have
locked the desk and all drawers in it, had failed to
work properly. Adrian saw the japanned box.

The securities were there.

With a trembling hand, with a beating heart
and throbbing brain, he thrust them into his pocket,
and replaced the box and bunch of keys. He had a
strange look of awe upon his face as he went down-
stairs.

Passing through the hall he noticed the porter
and a couple of workmen, and paused to ask what
they were doing at such a late hour. The porter’s
answer was the keystone to the arch of mystery
through which he felt himself to be crawling. The
telephone, he was told, needed adjusting. The job,
however, was nearly done. :

“Ts it disconnected now?” Adrian asked.

“Yes, sir, and has been since six. You needn’t
worry, Mr. Steele; it will be in good order before
business hours to-morrow.”

Adrian rushed up the street and into the Strand,
whence a hansom bore him swiftly to Bloomsbury.

The landlady—2not the slattern he remembered
so well—opened the door. -

“Where is Miss Messiter?
me—not half an hour ago.”

He was pushing bv, when she clutched at his
sleeve. Something in her stupid, kind face arrested
him.

“We've no telephone in the ’ouse, sir. Miss
Messiter come ’ome about four. T took her a cup of
tea. TI’m sure she’s not gone out again; she’s in the
second floor front.”

Adrian was half-wav up the stairs before she
finished her sentence.” He knocked at Christine’s
door, inclining his head to hear her quiet: “Come
in.” 'There was no answer. The landlady. breath-
ing very heavily, joined him, and opened the door.

She telephoned to

By the light of a reading lamp Adrian could see

Christine lying back in her chair, asleep and smiling
in her sleep. The landlady and he approached

silently. The landlady touched the hand which lav
upon the arm of the chair. Then she screamed
out:

“O my God! She’s not asleep. She’s—she’s
dead!”

The New West

Oh, have vou seen, my travelled friend,
The expurgated West,

Where men no longer tote their guns
Attention to arrest;

Where little Willie Tenderfoot
No longer gets a shock,

But where they gather round the boy
And sell him mining stock?

Gone are the glories of the land
Where once the cowboy ranged,

That chap is now a hired man,
For, lo! the times have changed!

No longer hardship stalks abroad,
For if the grub is shy

They call the store by telephone
And get a new supply.

The wild and woolly mining camp
Most of its wool has shed;

The bold, bad men who used to roam
The streets have gone te bed;

They do not now shoot up the town—
That wouldn’t be polite;

Besides, it doesn’t seem the way
To treat electric light.

A new and milder race of men
Now monkey with the game,

And when they get their dress suits on
The scene is trite and tame.

You note them in the swallowtail,
Tall hat and fancy vest,

And looking all around you see
I'he passing of the West.

—Selected.




AT A LOSS.

CANADIAN speaker who was recently asked
A to say a few words to a club in a small town
seemed to be much depressed before the
hour for his speech arrived. :
“What's the matter, old man?” said a sympathetic
friend.
“You see, my wife’s here and she told me before
I left the house that I was not to say that this is
Canada’s century, that we have a glorious heritage,
nor that this is Canada’s growing time. Well, I'd
like to know what is left to say.”
3K k) %k

CHORUSES FOR CONVICTS.

HERE are some matters in which we may be
instructed by the Old Country. Recently the
one thousand inmates of Wandsworth Prison, Eng-
land, were entertained by the Brixton Oratorio Choir
who visited the prison and sang selections from “St.
Paul” and “Elijah.” The report says that the pris-
oners seemed glued to their seats. Here is an idea
for the Mendelssohn Choir, the Elgar Choir, the
Schubert Choir or the Festival Chorus. Dr. Gilmour
would, no doubt, welcome a choral inva51_on and
would be likely to see that all Central Prison inmates
attended. The English paper says that if the prac-
tice of singing oratorios to prisoners is followed up
it will act as a deterrent to crime. That is the most
caustic bit of musical criticism we have yet noticed.
Rk

INFORMATION FOR FOOLS.

HIS column continues to give valuable and

varied advice. We wish that it were possible

to answer all of our inquiries this week, but we hope

ultimately to'keep in touch with all the dear interro-
gators who wish to know things.

Gladys. “Would you advise me to order a pale-
blue evening-gown? I have chestnut hair and am
rather large in the waist. How would you have the
bodice trimmed? Can you tell me how to remove
a large lump on the back of the neck? Do you
think it right to marry without love? A gentleman
who is the widower of my second-cousin Maude
seems serious in his attentions but my feeling to-
wards him is mere friendliness.” &

By all means, have a pale-blue evening-gown.
Have it trimmed with bias bits of broadcloth on
the front of the skirt and touches of wild and woolly
rosettes on the bodice. Your chestnut hair must
look perfectly sweet. I really don’t know what to
say about the growth on the back of the neck. Try
rubbing it with coal oil for an hour or so. Perhaps
you had Detter see a doctor. Of course you are not
supposed to marry without love and a cabxpet of
silver.  Still you may be happy with the widower
of your cousin Maude. Some widowers make excel-
lent husbands. You might send his photograph and
a piece of his left ear and I should then be able to
advise you. . g

Ethelwyn. “Would you kindly advise me as to
how to convert a wheel-barrow into a cosy corner?

have mislaid my copy of the. ‘TLadies’” Home
Infernal’ and forget just how it is done. Do you
believe that true love lasts forever? What is godd
for warts? Your column does me so much good.
I feel that I have a true friend to whom I can t‘ell
all my private affairs. What would be a nice
present for an elderly gentleman whose first wife
died of small-pox ?”

I've really forgotten about the wheel-barrow
stunt hut T think you turn the arrangement upside
down and saw most of it off. Then you cover the
remainder with several layers of wadding and myrtl_e
green plush. It makes a nightmare of a corner if
you follow these directions. So you read the
‘Ladies’ Home Infernal’! I am very fond of the
cover. It usually has such a supremely idiotic

Just a sip of darkest Mocha,
As the lazy moments pass,
And a murmur of soft voices
O’er the fragrant Demi-Tasse.

young couple spooning away that it makes one happy
for a week. ‘Heart to Heart Talks with Whirls' is
my favourite department. Of course I believe that
true love lasts until forever and the day after. It
has excellent staying qualities. I don’t know what
is bound to remove warts but I should advise you
to rub them with a mixture of bath brick and car-
bolic acid. Am awfully pleased that this column
does you good. That’s what it’s for. Tell me all
about yourself, like a bally simpleton. Really I
hardly know what to say about the Christmas gift
for the elderly person. That was very sad about
his first wife. Perhaps you’d better send him some-
thing about golf or hockey. These old chaps are
pleased to be treated like sports. Write again and
do tell me if you get rid of the warts and whether
the cosy corner is a howling distress,

ANABELLE.

The College Bird.—Life.
* ok ok

A DIFFERENCE.

ARNEY MALLOY and Mike Cairey were
shingling a roof. “Barney,” Mike asked, re-
moving a bunch of shingle nails from his mouth,
and settling back comfortably, “what is the differ-
ence between satisfied and content?”

“The difference? Sure, there’s none,” answered
Barney. “If you're satisfied you're content, and if
you're content you're satisfied.”

“That was my opinion, too, Barney, me boy, up
to now, but it struck me sudden like as I put that
Jast nail in that I am satisfied all right that Molly
Cairey is my wife, but T am/durned sure I am not
contént.”

* k%

SLIGHELY S MIXED.

H AMILTON is happy because a Toronto frustee

perpetrated the following: “If you find a man
prepared to strike out from the shoulder, no matter
where the axe may fall, you will always find some
snake in the grass prepared to knife him.” That’s the
queerest snake which a Toronto citizen has seen in

a long time.
T

COLD JUSTICE,

POOR beggar in Paris, being very hungry,

stayed so long in a cook’s shop, who was
dishing up meat, till his stomach was satisfied with
only the smell thereof. The choleric covetous cook
demanded of him to pay for his breakfast. The
poor man denied it, and the controversy was referred
to the deciding of the next man that should pass by,

’

who chanced to be the most notorious idiot in the
whole city. He, on the relation of the matter, deter-
mined that the poor man’s money should be put be-
twixt two empty dishes, and the cook should be
recompensed with the jingling of the poor man’s
money, as he was satisfied with only the smell of
the cook’s meat.
o

A SAD SUBTECT,

66 MET a fellow to-day,” said Gaddie, “who was
simply dotty about a buried treasure; couldn’t

talk of anything else.”

“T'hat reminds me of my wife,” said Peckham.

“Why, does she talk of a buried treasure?”

“Almost constantly. I'm her second husband,
you know.”—Philadelphia Press.

ook ok

GETTING MIXED.

HE chairman of the school committee was ad-

dressing’ a meeting at the teachers’ institute.

“My friends, the schoolwark is the bulhouse of civil-
isation; I mean—ah—"

The chairman here became slightly chilled.

“The bulhouse is the schoolwark of civ—"

An invisible smile began to make itself felt.

“The warkhouse is the bulschool of—"

He was evidently twisted.

-““The schoolbul s the housewark-—"

An audible snigger spread itself over the faces
of the audience.

“The scowsehool—"

He was getting wild. So were his hearers. He
mopped perspiration, gritted his teeth, and made a
fresh effort.

“The schoolhouse, my friends—"

A sigh of relief went up. A-h-h!
got his feet under him again. He gazed suavely -
around. The light of triumphant self-confidence
was enthroned upon his brow.

“Is the wulbark—"

And that was all—Short Stories.

RSk
WARNING TO SMOKERS.

MISSIONARY travelling in the South, one

day saw an old coloured mammy sitting on

the doorstep of her cabin peacefully smoking a pipe

as black as herself and filled with very strong
tobacco.

Thinking he saw an opportunity to do some mis-
sionary work, he remonstrated gently with her, but
with no apparent success. Finally he said: “Mammy,
when you die, how do you expect to get to heaven
with such a tobacco-laden breath as yours?”

She looked up at him and slowly replied: “Massa,
when I dies, T 'spect to lose my breath.”

* ok %k
TO THI TO9TnR
JA 1L ' € IV

Now he has

Weather Forecast.—Cooler to-night, fine to-morrow.
—Metropolitan Magazine,
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The Critics and «Spirit Lake.”

“Here is a book so full of the spirit of
adventure and wild sport, so breezy and
fragrant of the woods that one is strong-

ly tempted instantly to cut loose from |

into the
Tran-

and to set forth
wilderness.”—Boston

civilisation
trackless
script.

“The whole thing would seem to be a
transeript from actual life and makes
one of the freshest and most interesting
novels of the year.”—The Reader, Lon-
don, Eng.

“We can recommend it highly.”—New |

York Mail.

“The story moves with smoothness,
and a swift under current of feeling that
grips oné’s heart-strings. [t is a mar-
velous piece of work.”—Buffalo Courier.

“A delightful volume."—Madame, Lon-
don, Eng.

“Reading the book is almost like
standing face to face with nature in her
grandest moods.”—Hartford Courant.

“One of the best volumes of Canadian |
fiction yet produced.”—Canadian Courier. |

“We have read Mr. Heming’s book |

with rare

News, Eng.
“Undeniably good

man, New York.

enjoyment.” — Birkenhead |

reading.”—DBook- |

“There is no dull page in this tale of |

adventure, and it is as informative as it
is entertaining.”—Boston Budget.

“A most
Adzocate, St. Louis, Mo.

“Mr. Heming’s book of
stories belongs to a class of literature
deservedly popular on both sides of the
Atlantic.”—Daily News, London, Eng.

*Spirit Lake’ ought to have a wide
and enduring popularity.”
York.

“The author’s striking drawings lend
additional fascination to this delightful
romance of pure nature.”—Nortn Ameri-
can, Philadelphia.

“His story is excellent.
tions are the work of a real artist and
can scarcely be over-praised.” — The
Guardian, London, Eng.

readable book.”—Christian |

charming |

Vogue, New |

The illustra- |

“1 he book makes excellent reading for |

every lover of the wild, and may be com-
mended to every prisoner of the city.”"—
Times, Pittsburg, Pa.

“The book is a pleasant change after |

the usual run of modern novels.”—7he
Spectator, London, Eng.

“These stories have been translated in-
to [rench and published in ‘Je Sais
‘T'ont, the most popular French magazine
of the day.”—The Press, Pittsburg.

“The beautiful illustrations add much
to a tale that awakens keen interest es-
pecially in those who love to be ncar to
nature.”’—Paris Edition of the New York
Herald.

“‘Spirit Lake’ is a book every youth

will read with deep interest and profit.”
Forest and Stream, New York.
“Mr. Heming has produced an inter-
esting and entertaining book, and “has
l}lustmtcd it with remarkable distinc-
tion."—The Tribune, London, Eng.

“The pictures no more reflect any
other artist than the text reflects any
other author.
two fields the originality of profound
knowledge.”—The Living Age, Boston,
Mass.

“‘Spirit Lake’ is surely entitled to be

Mr. Heming possesses in |

accounted the work of the year — for |

Canada.”—T oronto World.

“One thing is certain, he will be hard
to please indeed who does not with
avidity seize this excellent work when
the first opportunity offers; no time
should be lost in securing it."” — The
Road London, Eng. ]

*Mr. Arthur Heming is a writer with
whose work we shall hope to meet
again.”—The Daily Telegraph, London,
Eng.

NOVELTIES

INSURANCE ADVERTISING NOVELTIES

Write for samples and prices.
Greatest business builders.

Can be used in connection with any
trade or business to increase sales.

INDEMNITY ADVERTISING CO'Y

P. 0. Box 433, St. John, N. B.

o '-E'fninznt Physicians
& Prescribe
Wilson’s
ids' §
- Port

Inall cases of

general debilify
and

convalescence.

I Does what soap cannot do. It
removes ink stains, acids, grease,
dirt, oils and color stains. It is
indespensible to surgeons and
dentists, mechanics, plumbers,
chauffeurs, electricians, house
wifes, house maids. In fact it is
a combination which fulfills every
requirement, and should be found
in every home, shop, office and
mechanics” kit of tools.

i . P 1 SN A][
l“ GENUINE Anp ommNALH""D ]

ANTISEPTIC

IDCLEANE

5 P Y
AP CO ::PAL.!.“-«’G 2

15 cents per can or two cans for 25 cents.

SNAP COMPANY LIMITED, Montreal

CANADA’S BIG MUTUAL
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® OF CANADA.

A SOUND COMPANY FOR
SOUND POLICY-HOLDERS

Insurance in force, $50,000,000
Assets—all first-elass, 12,000,000

With a much larger volume of
business to take care of, the
expenses for 1906, including
taxes, were over $10,000 less
than in the previous year.

AGENCIES IN EVERY CITY AND
TOWN IN CANADA

HEAD OFFICE - WATERLOO, ONT.

WISEOLD

ARTA CLAUS

Present your boy or girl on Christmas morning with a De})osit

Pass Book. Give them a start and encourage them to build up
a Savings Account. Saving, like spending, is often a habit.
The all-important lessons of thrift and economy as elements of
character cannot be learned too early. ' ‘““As the twig is bent the
tree inclines.”

You can deposit with this old established, large and strong
Institution, no matter where you live, with the same convenience
with which you post a letter to a friend. One Dollar will
open an account. That Dollar and every Dollar you add
to it will bear interest at Three and One-Half Per Cent.
per annum. Interest will be added to the account and compounded
four times each year. Your deposit will be secured by
our large paid-up Capital and Surplus exceeding eight and
one half million dollars.

Send us the first deposit, with the names and addresses of the persons whom
you wish to remember, and we will send them the bank books with your card
enclosed, direct, so that they will be received on Christmas morning ; or if
preferred we will forward the books to you.

Write to-day for our Booklet ‘‘D.”

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street =  TORONTO

The OCAN A DT AN
OFFLICE

JCHOOL
FURNITURE CO,
PPERRETITON, ONZ. P

Manufacturers of N
High Grade Bank
&P Office Fixtures,
School, Library £
Commercial Fur-
niture, Opera £
Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood ¢
Finish Generall
(/

A Residential and Day School for Boys.

Handsome new buildings. Modern equipment. Lower
and Upper Schools. Boys prepared for the Universi-
ties and Royal Military College. sndar on appliea-
tion. Re-opens after Christmas vacation, Jan. 8, 1908.

Rev. D.Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL.D., Principal

The THIEL Detective
Service Co. of Canada

—_Offices— Limited
TORONTO, CANADA, Suite 604 =5-6,
Traders Bank Building.
MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and Globe Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAX.. Union Bank of Canada Bldg.
CHICAGO, ILL., Monadnock Bloek.
DENVER, CoLO., Majestic Building.
KANSAS O1TY, Mo., New England Bldg.
NEW YORK, N. Y., Broadway Maiden Lane Bldg.
PORTLAND, ORE. Chamber of Commerce.
SAN. FRANCISCO, CAL., Mutual Savings Bank Bldg.
SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block.
SPOKANE, WASH., Empire State Building.
8. Louis, Mo., Century Bldg.
8T. PAUL, MIXN., Germania Life Building.
CITY OF MEXICO, MEX., Equitable Life Ins. Bldg.
Los. ANGELES, 621 Trust Bldg.

Issued in sums of $100.00
and upwards.with interest
coupons, payable half-yearly,
attached thereto, under authority of “The
Loan Corpnrations Act,” R.S,0., 1897.
Write for 14th Annual Balance Sheet.

Peoples Building & Loan Ass'n

LONDON, ONT.




ESTABLISHED THIRTY YEARS

Music and Drama |

HE National Chorus concerts, announced in this column last week, will |
take place next Monday and Tuesday in Massey Hall, Toronto. The
assisting orchestra, the New York Symphony, under Mr. Walter |

Damrosch, has done similar service on former occasions and its alliance with |
the Canadian chorus has come to he regarded as an excellent habit. Dr. Albert |
Ham, the conductor of the National Chorus, and also organist of St. James |
Cathedral, has confined the choral efforts to the works of British composers |
and has introduced several new compositions to Canadian audiences. Dr. |
Ham, who is an Englishman by birth, has composed several effective settings, |
of which “Crossing the Bar” is dedicated to Principal Hutton of Toronto |

University.
* * *

HE members of the Ottawa Rowing Club deserve congratulations for the
success attending the entertainment given under their auspices last week |

at the Russell Theatre in the Capital. Mr. Gordon Rogers, who had the heavy |
share of the programme, showed himself a most competent monologue artist, |
while the local pianist and vocalists who assisted fully sustained Ottawa’s |
reputation for musical talent. \
. * * * ‘

RS. PATRICK CAMPBELL appeared at the Russell Theatre, Ottawa, |

last Monday night in ‘“The Notorious Mrs. Ebbsmith,” and was greeted l

-by a large audience. The “problem play,” so much patronised by Mrs. |
Campbell, is being produced in Toronto, also, this week. Mrs. Campbell’s |
genius might be directed to less depressing but quite as artistic material. This |
is hardly the season for “I'he Second Mrs. Tanqueray,” and other distressful "
heroines, but unpleasant plays seem to be the only class which appeals to this 1

golden-voiced actress. '
* * * i

Dr. Albert Ham. ‘
\

* * *

EW Western: Canadians are aware that Montreal has the distinction of
possessing a French theatre in which the modern Gallic plays are pre-
sented by an efficient company. Tast week, for instance, Edmond _R”os_tand S|
“L’Aiglon” was on the boards and this week “Le Fils de Coralie” is the |

attraction at Theatre Des Nouveautes. ‘
) % * s

MRS. LESLIE CARTER in “Du Barry” is as tiresome a ranter as ever
tore a passion to tatters. The most striking feature about this noisy
artist is the fashion in which she shakes her cayenne locks and makes every
coil eloquent as she screeches her friendly intentions. Canada h?s suffered
on more than one occasion from this frantic play “from the French” and really
does not demand another dose. ‘- .
HE “Bystander;” a well-known London weekly, has an interesting portrait
and paragraph on the subject of Miss Edith Miller in a recent issue.
The latter, under the heading, “A Canadian Contralto,” says: “Miss Edith |
Miller is of those fortunate ones who have profited by opportunity. At the{
smoking concert of the Royal Amateur Orchestral Society early in the year she |
happened to be down to sing. She sang, and the King himself, who happened |
to be present, gave her applause with the Royal hands. More than this, he |
sent asking her to sing again, and afterwards personally congratulated her on
her performance. Perhaps to obtain the Royal favour to-day is hardly what |
it would have been in mediaeval times, but with the seal of kingly approval set
on her performance, it is not surprising that her career should have been |
assured. Besides her qualifications for social success—she is tall and graceful, |
and has a particularly fascinating manner—she brings real musical talent to |
bear on what she undertakes, and those who heard her sing during the recent

series of Promenade Concerts were charmed by the skill and restraint with
which she used her contralto voice.”

i
|
|
|
|
|
|
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’ =AW Direct to You.
GEORGE MILLS & CO.

KINGSTON CANADA

ISABELLA FOX SE1S

q This fur has become exceedingly
popular and it is as beautiful as it 1s
popular. Its brown, long silky fur re-
sembles the costly Russian Sable. The
picture shows one of this season’s best
styles and our price for the set (stole and
muff) exactly like picture in every detail
15 $32.50. Mail orders receive special
attention. Money refunded if not entirely
satisfactory. Express charges prepaid to
any part of Canada. Wnte to-day for
catalogue “M."”

GO, MHLS & OO

Makers of Fine Furs
KINGSTON . - CANADA .

From Hunter and Trapper

Here’s a
Box for
Christmas

that will give renewed satisfaction
every morning for years to come.
THE “AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR SAVESIHALFE

THE TIME, more than half the trouble, and all the discomfort
of a shave with an old-style razor.

It saves over $20 a year, besides many hours waiting, for
the man who has always gone to the barber.

S Pl 1
RAZOR
has all the advantages of the best of the other safeties, and the

one most important feature which all the rest lack—the blades
can be stropped quickly and perfectly.

That means a keen ‘‘hair edge,” not only for the first shave,
but for every shave. No new blades to buy either, because the 12
AutoStrop blades will each one last as long as an ordinary razor.

The set is put up in a
handsome leather box and in-
cludes:

AutoStrop Safety Razor,
quadruple Silver-plated ;

Certified Horsehide Strop;

12 blades—will last a life-
time :

Price complete - $5.00

If no one is likely to give you
one, give it to yourself.

At your dealer’s or by mail from

nookier tree  ATILOSELOP Safety Razor Co.

on request (LIMITED)
14 ST. HELEN ST., MONTREAL
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MONTREAL.

IN'1 AND 2 LB. CANS ONLY.

THE ROYAL GEM OF THE
KINGDOM OF COFFEE.

The Hamilton Steel

and Iron Compamy
Limited

PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable.

FORGINGS

of Every Description.

High Grade Bar Iron.
Open Hearth Bar Steel.

HAMILTON - ONTARIO
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Gilbey’s
“INVALID”
PORT

IS A GENUINE PURE
DOURO PORT WINE

{ The rare delicacy of
bouqitet which is found
only in genuine Douro
Port Wine, apart from
its medicinal properties,
makes it not only accep-
table to the tired invalid
but almost a necessity in
private homes.

@ When ordering insist
on having

Gilbey's Genuine
“INVALID” PORT

Distributors:
R. H. Howard, Toronto
G.F. @ J. Galt, Winnipeg

and others. 543

Christmas
Cakes

Unequalled for fine quality
and artistic decoration.
Shipped safely by express
to all parts of the Domin-
jon. 5 lbs. and upwards
goc. 1b.

Plum
Puddings

As good as the best men
and the best materials can
make them. Put up in
cloths, cooked, ready for
heating and serving.
3oc. 1b.

The harry Webb Co., Limited

Catering Establisbment, 447 Donge Street, Toronto

GETTING TIME TO THINK ABOUT |

CHRISTMAS

A few hints of our lines of Glassware, Silverware and Cutlery

may be valuable.

We have the largest selection of useful and valuable gift offer-

ings in Toronto.

You may go where you like for ordinary goods, but when it
comes to Christmas buying be sure of yout store.

SILVERWARE CUT GLASS CUTLERY
Entree Dishes Bowls Carvers

Tea Sets Nappies Dessert Sets
Sugar and Cream  Vases Tea Sets

Baking Dishes
Cruets

Egg Stands
Egg Boilers
Butter Dishes
Bon Bon Dishes

Water Bottles
Sugar and Cream
Tumblers

Rose Bowls
Celery Trays
Decanters

Butter Spreaders
Fruit Knives
Scissor Cases
Manicure Sets
Pocket Knives
Children’s Sets

RICE LEWIS & SON, LIMITED
TORONTO

CHILDREN THRIVE—
grow strong .and active—on
pure, wholesome Bread.
That's the kind of Bread you
can bake from PURITY
FLOUR. It'sfull of nutriment,

because it is milled entirely from
the very finest Western Canada
Hard Wheat in the best equip-
ped flour mills in the world.
It makes tasty and wholesome Bread,
and it never disappoints in the baking.

Sold Everywhere in the Great Dominion

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.
LIMITED
MILLS AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH, BRANDON

You {Uant CThe Best

DON’T YOU

The unanimous opinion of Insurance
Critics is that our “ IMPROVED SECUR-
ITY " Accident Policy has reached a degree
of perfection never before attained-

There is no reason why you should not

have it. Let us send you full particulars
The Sterling Accident
Guarantee €o. of Canada
164 Sf flames Sﬂ’Qﬂ monmal

WILLIAM THOMSON & CO.,
GENERAL MANAGERS.
Would you care to canvass for us on a liberal commigsion?

Special Ofter

TO NEW SUBSCRIBERS

Though the price of the CANA-
piaN CoOURrIER is now Four
Dollars a year, we have de-
cided to make a special offer
to new subscribers. During
December we will accept new
subscriptions at Three Dollars.
If you are interested, do not

delay. Remit by cheque or
money order. Write address
plainly.

THE CANADIAN COURIER
59.61 Victoria Street -

Toronto

THE STANDARD LOAN
COMPANY

CAPITAL $1,125,000
RESERVE 50,000
ASSETS 2,250,000

Vice-President and Managing Director:
W. 8. DINNICK.

Director:
RIGHT HONORABLE LORD STRATH-
CONA AND MOUNT ROYAL, K.C.M.G.

HEAD OFFICE :
24 Adelaide St. East, TORONTO, ONT.

Debentures for oné, two, three, four

and five years issued, bearing interest.

at five per cent. per annum, payable
half-yearly.

Write for booklet entitled ‘‘ SOME
CARDINAL POINTS.”

i’a\.n |

Berlin Lion Brewery
{Ourzburger

and

Pilsener Beer

See that our label
is on every bottle.

Manufactured of pure
malt and hops.

@. 1. Huetber
Berlin - Ontario

" LONDON &
LANCASHIRE

FIRE

\ INSURANGE COMPANY

8 Richmond St. East, Toronto

ALFRED WRIGHT, Manager

When you
are buying
rubber
goods ask
the clerk
who waits
on you to
show you
the trade mark (JACQUES
CARTIER) behind which
the largest rubber manu-
facturers in America stand
to refund the purchase price
if the goods are not exactly
as represented. Remember
the trade mark.

The Canadian Rubber Co.
of Montreal, Limited

SALES BRANCHES :

Halifax  St. John Toronto

Winnipeg
Regina  Calgary  Vancouver

Victoria
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Borated |
Talcum

““Aim Straight’’
at the heart of all lexion troubles, by pr i
the skin—before it is roughened and chapped by §
keen fall winds and winter’s blasts.

Mennen’s Borated Talcum Toil=t Powder
proteets as well as heals 3 if used daily it iy
keeps the skin clear and smooth. For X
chapping and ehafing there’s nothing/&$:
half so good as Mennen’s. After bath- Q‘? {
ing and after shaving it is delightful. [e>
« Putup in non-refillable boxes—the {.

box that lox "—for your protection.

If Mennen’s face is on the cover it's

genuine and a guarantee of -purity.

Guaranteed under the Food and Drugs

Act, June 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1542.

Sold everywhere, or by mail, 25 cents. Sample Free.
4 GERHARD MENNEN CO.. Newark, N. J.

Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder
It has the scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets

Locomotives

For All Purposes
All Sizes. Prompt Shipment.

Steel Rails

5' All Weights in Stock.

Contractors’
Supplies

Of Any Description.

Let us have your enquiry.
Catalog sent on application.

THophina 6o

MONTREAL

|

o000

THE VALUE OF
COD LIVER OIL

No physician would dispute the value
of COD' LIVER OIL in nervous and
bulmonary diseases, if the nauseous

» grease did not so derange digestion as
to more than counteract the good done
},‘?{ the therapeutic principles of the

. In “BRICK'S TASTELESS” there
i8 no grease. It increases the appetite,
stimulates the digestion, invigorates
e nerves by nourishing them, and
URES Coughs, Colds and Bronchitis.
Its timely use is an insurance against
serious consequences, as the wea ened
system is a prey to germ diseases, such
as Tuberculosis, Typhoid and Typhus
Fevers, and Diphtheria.
. Brick’s guarantee with every bottle
is an evidence of our faith in this
matchless Preparation.
. “BRICK’S TASTELESS”
is put up in eight (8 ounce bottles,
retail price fifty (50) cents, and in
twent{ (20) ounce bottles, retail price
one (1) dollar.

T 0000000 0000000000000000

LLife’s Chequerboard

(Continued from page 16)

summoned in hot haste hy half-a-dozen galloping grooms, to tell him that his
friend of a lifetime was dead, and that Strode was awaiting a new owner.

CHAPTER T1.

To and fro in the great hall, between the fire gleam and the shadows,
Lesley Home was slowly walking up and down. The house, always silent with
that silence with which a rich man can so easily surround himself—the silence
of thick walls and massive doors, of deep-piled carpets and curtains, and the
noiseless comings and goings of velvet-footed domestics—was hushed to-night
to a deeper quiet. The stillness was something palpable, something which
forced itself upon the attention. To-morrow the Laird of Strode would go
forth for the last time. He would be laid with his fathers in the ruined nave
of the old cathedral church at Dunkeith, but to-night he still held state in the
old house which had once been his, and which in the majesty of Death he still
possessed.

Lesley had come from the death-chamber, where she had looked her last
look upon the still face. Though the high peace of death had descended upon
it, it still bore the marks of the earth and of time in the deep lines which bitter
brooding rather than the years had graven upon it. She had sought the cham-
ber of the dead with the honest desire to leave behind her in that unjust
presence the lingering sense of injustice, of wrong wantonly done to her
maiden pride, which had rankled surely enough at times, ever since her cousin
Adrian, as she called him, had departed so abruptly from Strode. For her
uncle she could not feel more than the natural sorrow and awe at the sudden
rupture of a lifelong tie of daily association, though he had been kind after his
cold, indifferent fashion. She had stolen from the quiet room at last with a
sob which was one of pity rather than of grief. ;

-“Poor Uncle Richard! I pray God that he has found the happiness he
always seemed to miss in life,” was her parting thought.

Now, as she paced the hall, the future thrust out the past. It was the
new chapter that was just about to open rather than that which was closing
which held her thoughts. In this, though she chid herself remorsefully for it,
she was but sharing the feelings of all to whom the name of Skene of Strode
was one to conjure with. In farm and cothouse, up and down the long valley
or scattered among the hills, in the old town of Dunkeith, everywhere the
passing sigh of regret for the old master was quickening to the throb of
expectation of the new. And who would that new master be, or would it be
a mistress rather, who would reign at Strode, was the question which was
hotly debated at the dinner-tables of the neighbouring gentry, down through
every rank and grade of life to the taproom of the village inn or the wayside
smithy, where each discussed it after his or her kind.

Lesley was quite aware of the gossip, and the consciousness of it brought
every now and then a hot stain of red to her pale cheeks as she paced steadily
up and down. The matter had never been broached to her. She was supposed
to know nothing of it, but though the least precocious of girls and infinitely
more occupied with her fishing and her gardening, the training of Sheila’s
puppies, or the rearing of the pheasant chicks, than with such far-away things
as love and marriage, she had known by some instinct that she had been offered
to her cousin Adrian and had been refused, that he had thrown away a great
inheritance since it was burdened by such a condition. Nor had there been
lacking hints and chance words which had amply confirmed her instinctive
knowledge. Pride had closed her lips on her sense of injustice and her hot
anger—anger which at first had burned as fiercely against Adrian as against
her uncle. T'he latter, in the depths of her heart, she had perhaps never wholly
forgiven, until an hour ago, when she had softly laid the sheet again over the
marble-still face, though on the surface they had, after a time, been good
friends enough, especially since he had let her taste the pleasures of responsi-
bility, and given her a chance to develop her practical capacity. But with
Adrian her humour and her sense of justice had soon come to her aid.

“Poor fellow; why should I be hurt because he wouldn’t marry me?” she
had once said, laughingly, to Lady Marchmont. “I was only a schoolgirl—
you remember how I clung to my short skirts—or a schoolboy rather. We
liked each other immensely, and I missed him dreadfully for many a day, but
I should simply have laughed if he had spoken to me of marriage. It would
have been like marrying my big brother, and I daresay he regarded me as a
good sort of fellow for my age.”

Lesley had been perfectly sincere in her protest, but sincerity may have
more sides than one, and now, as she listened for the sound of wheels, her
thoughts went out more and more to the cousin who had once filled so large
a part of her life, and had so suddenly vanished from it, save in memory. In
the silence these memories came thronging back thicker and faster. Aye,
and softer and tenderer, too. Oh, what good days they had had together!
She might jestingly say that Adrian had treated her as a younger brother,
but in her heart she knew that it was not so. At times, in the fierce indepen-
dence of a very young girl, she‘had girded at his carefulness for her, though,
as she had truly said, she had missed it dreadfully when he was gone. Gone
after a strange, abrupt parting which she had long wondered over, but which
she now throbbingly recalled. He had found her in the garden, busy planning
some rearrangement of the beds, and had caught her hands and merely said,
“Good-bye, I must be going.” But he had stood} gazing into her face, as
though he were searching for something there. Then he had dropped her
hands with a muttered word she did not catch, and had turned away before,
in her surprise, she could ask him where he_ was going, or how long he would
be away. Ah, if she had known then that it would be for years—but now he

was coming back ! ; ¢

Suddenly, in a surge of mingled feeling, she caught up a lamp and crossed
the hall towards the dim recess, where the portrait of Adrian Skene, the elder,
hung. She held up the light to the dark, debonair face, still smiling its easy,
careless smile, though the man hxm_self was dust, and stopd looking long and
steadily at it. She was perhaps trying to reconstruct the image of her Cousin
Adrian which had remained with her through the years, or else she was trying
to picture the Adrian whom she would soon have to meet.

(To be Continued)

Just a choice
QlIdi-Poyrt
combined
with some of
Nature's best
recuperative
tonics.

Byrrh
Tonic
Wine

benefits old
and young.

On sale
Foerywhere

IDOLO

SECO SHERRY

. Bottled in Spain only.

Gonzalez & Byass’ Idolo Seco
Sherry is recommend by ‘‘ The
Lancet” —the leading medical
journal in the world—as well as
by all those who drink it for pure
enjoyment.

For sale at all leading Hotels,
Cafes, Restaurants and Wine
Merchants the World over.

LAWRENCE A. WILSON CO., Ltd.
AGENTS, MONTREAL 507
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No Matter how often Washed

there is no shrinking or loss in softness and elasticity in

“CEETLEE "

Pure Wool
UNDERWEAR

Always fits the body perfectly and insures complete
comfort.

Look for the trade mark on every garment.

Made and guaranteed by

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt
Limited S

Bathroom Outfits
of AH Kinds

Somerville Limited

59 Richmond Street East
TORONTO, ONTARIO

DOWANES

COWAN’S

Chocolate
MAPLE BUDS

s««Exceedingly Choice”

OCOA

BooKs for Christmas Gifts

POSTPAID AT LIST PRICES
JUST ONE BLUE BONNET. Life Story of Ada Florence Kinton, Artist and Sal-
vationist. Told mostly by herself with pen and pencil. Edited by her
sister, Sara A. Randleson. Cloth, illustrated, $1.00 net.
AN IRISH SAINT. The life of Ann Preston (‘‘Holy Ann”). By Helen E.

Bingham. Cloth, illustrated, s0c. net. 2
The late Rev. Dr. Potts wrote : ‘‘The story simply fascinated me.”

THE THREE CROSSES. By Rev. ]J. W. Falconer, B.D. 75 cents.

HOW ARE YOU LIVING? By W. T. Hambrook. $1.25 net.

WHAT MEANETH THIS ? The Value of the Pentecostal Gift. By Rev. Ben-
jamin Sherlock. 75 cents net. :

THE LAST ROBIN: LYRICS AND SONNETS. By Ethelwyn Wetherald. $1.25net.

SONNETS AND SONGS. By Helena Coleman. Second Edition, revised. $1.25 net.

SONGS OF A SOURDOUGH. By R. W. Service. Holiday Edition. 10 full-page
Engravings. Boxed, $1.50.

THE TOILER AND OTHER POEMS. By W. ]. Fischer. $1.25.

CANADIAN SCENES AND OTHER POEMS. By Rev. W. H. Porter. $1.00.

THE YEAR THAT FOLLOWED. By Millie Magwood. A sequelto ‘‘Pine Lake."” 75c.

CHARACTERISTIC CONVERSATIONS OF CURLY KATE. A study from life. By
E. M. Gardner. Illustrated. 35 cents. <

ALTER EGO. A tale. By W. W. Walker. 60 cents.

WM. BRIGGS, 29-33 Richmond St. West, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED NEARLY §O YEARS

Gerhard

) Heintzman
. §
(e Vet '\“.“ o
——mawd | Pianos
\‘ t @’/—’”“' hold the place of honor as Can-
: =" 5 ada’s most artistic piano.
&

Factory : Sherbourne Street
Salesroom : 97 Yonge Street

TORONTO

HAMILTON SALESROOMS: Corner King and Catherine Streets

T rustees

desiring to be relieved
of the management of
estates, advise with

National Trust Co.

7 Limited
(7 18-22 King St. East, ToronTto
7 BRANCHES :
TORONTO Montreal Winnipeg Saskatoon Edmonton
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~ & mighty sweet girl,” was a Southern girl’s rejoinder.
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HE problem of domestic
l ‘service which is multiply-
ing wrinkles on the house- |
wife’s brow and driving whole |
families to the restaurant or the
hotel is an ever-present tribu-
lation. But sometimes one finds
a household of the old-fashion- |
ed sort, served by a maid who
has been years in “the family”
and whose loyalty is a good
thing to behold. It was my for-
tune to see such a rare modern |
instance, not long ago, in a|
prosperous Ontario town where |
a servant of the fine old Irish |
name of “Honor” has been a|
valued member of the household |
for more than ten years and is
as devoted to the six happy, |
healthy children as if they were |
her own kindred. To see her |
faithful, dignified performance |
of her duties and the loving re- ‘1
gard in which she is held by |
Afternoon Tea. those half-a-dozen well-bred |
! young Canadians was a refresh- |
ing change from the frequent cry: “Really, I don’t know what we're comingi
to! It’s simply impossible to keep a servant.” Just where the trouble lies it |
would be hard to say. But one of the pleasantest pictures I have seen in many }
a day was respectful and respected “Honor.” }
g * * * |
THE silly season regarding Christmas usually sets in about the twenty-first |
of November, when wiseacres, both male and female, begin to talk of |
how children should not be taught to believe in Santa Claus. Of all modern |
freaks and fads, this is surely the dreariest. Santa Claus is one of the adorable
memories of childhood and the educators who would fain remove him are
Bluebeards to be avoided. They are the Gradgrinds whose vices Dickens |
portrayed in “Hard Times.” FEven Canada is not free from these tiresome, |
unimaginative creatures. One of them recently broke out in Essex, Ontario, |
and warned teachers against referring to Santa Claus in the course of the |
day’s work. Poor little Essexites! The road to learning is hard enough
without being deprived of Santa Claus beguilements at Christmas time. By
all means let the kiddies believe in good old Santa Claus and his rosy cheeks.
I suppose the Essex educator will drive away the festive reindeer and leave |
us only the dull and useful donkey instead. And what about the flight down |
the chimney and the midnight scampering about with presents? Really, it is |
hard for a grown-up not to believe in Santa Claus when the shop-windows |
begin to fill with rocking-horses, dolls, gorgeous tin horns and glittering tinsel |
balls. It is time to read about Marley and Scrooge, about Tiny Tim and all |
the other blessed Dickens people whose ghosts come back in the white month
of December. By the way, if any lonesome creature wishes a Christmas Eve ;
book of delicious flavour, let him absorb Jerome K. Jerome’s “Told After |
Supper,” and make friends with the “spooks” in that chronicle of strange
visitants. Long live Santa and his northern steeds! |
* * *

CANADA has recently enjoyed visits from two actresses to whom _the |
over-used adjective, ‘‘charming,” may be justly applied. Miss Ethel |
Barrymore, in “Her Sister,” played the part of unselfish devotion which natur-
ally falls to her lot. The critics find in Miss Barrymore’s personality a
handicap to her creative work. There are certain men who retain an eternal |
boyhood, who are always looking for new sticks to whittle, new kites to fly, |
new worlds to conquer. There are a few women w_hq keep to the last the |
freshness and buoyancy of girlhood’s spirit——although it is sadly true that most |
women make haste to grow old. Ethel Barrymore is one whom the gods love.
She will die young even if ‘her years should lengthen out to fourscore. Then ;
we have seen FEleanor Robson again—not so enchanting as when she was |
“Merely Mary Ann,” but a winsome and thrilling “Salomy Jane” as she dared |
and defied the law to save “the Man.” What a voice to echo t}lrough days of |
dreariness has this dainty Eleanor, who was born in Lancashire, brought up |
in a New York convent, and is now an actress with fame attending her in two |
continents! - “She’s a charming comedienne” was a man’s comment. “She’s |
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CANADIENNE,.

YOUTH AND AGE.

By Ethelwyn Wetherald.
Bent over some heroic book, ;
In nights gone by, his boyish head
So filled with eager dreams he took
Them with him to his bed.
The splendid strife, the rush of life,
The trump of fame, inspiring, strong,
His heart so stirred he scarcely heard
His mother’s slumber song. "

But now the glowing book of life )

Is falling from his nerveless hand;
Gone are the splendours of the s'trife

. The conquering hopes—a daring band;

No plaudits pierce those aged ears,

No trump of fame, though loud and strong,
He only hears across the years

His mother’s slumber song.

Rex Hockey Sticks

for expert players—for forward and defence work.

Serrations on handle prevent stick from
slipping.

Double grooved blade—the lower one serrated
to insure accurate shooting and also strengthen
the stick.

Cut from straight grain, second growth

yellow birch.

The word ‘‘Rex’’ as trade mark, and the design of the Rex
as an industrial design, are, copyrighted at Ottawa. Infringers will
be prosecuted. i

The Starr Manufacturing Co., Limited

DARTMOUTH, N. 8. CANADA. 18
BRANCH OFFICE e . - s TORONTO. ONT.

Do You Shave Yourself?

If not you want to get in line right away. Start and save money
by having your own outfit. ;

A Relial?le, Fully Guaranteed Razor, First Class Strop and
Brush will cost you $3.00.

A Gilleqte Safety Razor with 12 Blades —one year’s shaving with-
out having to strop once. No danger of cutting. Complete in
Leather Case. Price $5.00.

‘We carry a full line of Razors, Razor Strops, Brushes, etc.

SEE OUR DISPLAY. OPEN SATURDAY AFTERNOON.

AiKenhead Hardware Limited
17, 19 and 21 Temperance Street, TORONTO

Michie @ Co. Ltd.

Established 73 Years

(1[ Michie’s valuable old European
connection secures for their

customers Wines as fine as are

obtainable at the great continental
centres. |

g PORT WINE for instance comes to us direct
from Oporto, Portugal, whence it derives its name;
and we offer an excellent selection, including a
Sound Dinner Wine for $1.00 bottle ; a superior
Dessert Wine for $1.50_ bottle; a magnificent
vintage for $2.00 bottle, and a good pure Cooking
Wine for 65c¢. a bottle. ;

List
and

 For out-of-town buying, our Wine
quotes our full selection of Liquors,
prices are the same to all.

Michic ® Co. Ltd.

Wine Merchants
7 Ring St. West, Toronto

-



Silverware for
Holiday Gifts

When buying silverware do not be
satisfied with any misleading mark
such as “ Quadruple Plate " which
means nothing. Your only safety
lies in getting goods which bear
a reputable trade-mark guaranteed
by a reputable firm. Our trade-
mark has been known for years.
We stand behind it. Every dealer
in Canada will tell you how we
guarantee each piece bearing our
name. Your friends know this, and
if they get a piece of silverware
with our trade-mark on it, they
know you have paid a fair price
for a first-class article.

Standard Silver Co.

Limited
TORONTO -

GILLETTS

ABSOLUTELY PURE

CREAM
TARTAR.

Nearly all goods in this line at the
present time are adulterated and in
Jact unfit to use.

GILLETT'S is used by the best bakers and
caterers everywhere,

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES,

GILLETT'S costs no more than the inferior
adulterated goods.

REFUSE SUBSTITUYES.

E.W.GILLETT £0WiTeb

TORONTO,ONT.

CANADA

Clean
Practical 50c ionum
Patriotic

. These are three reasons given by a prom-
inent clergyman why

The Home

Journal

CANADA’S LEADING
HOME MAGAZINE
should be in every home in Canada. -It is
crisp editorially, smart typographically, bright
as to fiction, instructive and helpful. No
liquor, narcotic, exploitation or patent medi-
cine advertisements taken.
Special Inducements to
Women’s Organizations

Secretaries are requested to write for our
SPECIAL RATES to organizations for the
improvement and unlifting of the home.

SEND FOR SAMPLE COPY, 5c.

The Canadian Woman’s Magazine
Publishing Co., Limited

59-61 John Street, TORONTO

ElR
RADNOR

blends perfectly with
the most delicious
wines and liquors.

5

As a blender with
claret or champagne
it has no equal.

For sale at all leading
Grocers, Restaurants,
and Clubs.

The Ganadian Detective Bureau

LIMITED

MAX J. KELLER, GEN. MANAGER WILLIAM H. WELSH, GEN. SUPT.

GENERAL OFFICES: TORONTO, ONT.
Crown Life Building—Queen and Victoria Sts.
BRANCH OFFICES
OTTAWA, ONT., Trust Bldg., Sparks St. MONTREAL, P.Q., Bank of| Ottawa Bldg.
‘WINNIPEG, MAN., Bank of Hamilton Bldg.

ST. JOHN, N.B., Pugsley Bldg. HALIFAX, N.8., 8t. Paul Bldg.
VANCOUVER, B.C., Inns of Court Bldg. DAWSON, Y.T., N.C. Bldg.
NEW YORK, N.Y. LONDON, ENG. PARIS, FRANCE
q This Bureau is prepared to undertake all classes of legitimate detective
work for railroads, banks, insurance companies, other corporations and pri-

vate individuals.
g Our offices being located from one end of the Dominion to the other give
us specially good facilities for handling business for clients with connection

throughout the various provinces.

CABLE ADDRESS, “CANDEC”

A Mother’s
Testimony

About a month ago I received one
of your LIIMLE BEAUTY HAMMOCK
Cors and find it perfectly satisfactory
in every respect and would not like
to part with it, for it is the best
thing I ever saw.

Write for a copy of ‘‘BABY'S SLEEP”’
telling all about it.

The Geo. B. Meadows, Toronto
Wire, Iron & Brass Works
Company, Limited
479 Wellington St. W., Toronto, Canada

CANADIAN

" HOTEL DIRECTORY

Fairbanks’

R Bath Room Scale

Automatic Electric

House Elevator

( The luxury and comfort of a
modern automatic house elevator
can hardly be over estimated.
Absolute safe-
ty . and: the
highest de-
gree of re-
finement are
found in the
“Otis.”
quire of us
about them.

|

|

OTIS - FENSOM
ELEVATOR CO.

LIMITED
Head Office = TORONTO
Offices in Principal Cities

No well appointed Bath Room is complete
without one. FAIRBANKS' SCALES are made
for every service requiring accurate weights.

The Canadian Fairbanks Co., Ltd.

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver

TORONTO HOTELS

The Arlington

King and John Streets
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American Plan.

King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests.  $1.50 up.
American and European Plahs.

Palmer House
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

Rossin House
European $1.00 up.
American $2.00 up.
Accommodation for 500 Guests. Fireproof.

~ ONTARIO HOTELS

Caledonia Springs Hotol’
(C.P.Ry.)
CALEDONIA SPRINGS, ONT.

Americarn ¥lan, $8.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

Hotel Royal
HAMILTON
Largest, Best and Most Central.
$2.50 per day and up. American Plan.

MONTREAL HOTELS

Corona Hotel
458 465 Guy Street. 125 Rooms.
$1.00 up. Buropean.

The Place Viger (C.P.Ry.)
American Plan, - $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

QUEBEC HOTELS
The Chateau Frontenac
(C.P.Ry.)

American Plan, - $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 450 Guests.

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra (C.P.Ry.)
WINNIPEG, MAN.
European, $2.00. American, $4.00.
Accommodation for 600 Guests.

Glacier House, (C.P.Ry.)
GLACIER, B. C.
American plan - $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests,

Hotel Vancouver (C.P.Ry.)
VANCOUVER, B.C.
American plan -  $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests,




Direct Night Service
Toronto = Qttawa \

DAILY
Leave Ottawa  10.45 p.m. | Leave Toronto  10.45 p.m.
Arrive Toronto  7.00 a.m. | Arrive Ottawa 7.00 a.m.

THROUGH COACHES AND C. P. PALACE
SLEEPING CARS. SHORT LINE.

WM. STITT
General Passenger Agent Montreal

C. B. FOSTER
District Passenger Agent, Toronto

The
Double Track Railway
of Canada '

If you want to experience the maximum of comfort while
travelling see that your tickets read via

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

Finest road-bed.
“The International Limited”

MONTREAL—TORONTO—CHICAGO

 The Railway Greyhound of Canada” and the finest and fastest train in the
Dominion. It is a pleasure to ride on this popular flyer. First-class coaches, through
sleeping cars and cafe-parlor and library car on this train.

Modern and luxurious frains,

W. E. DAVIS G:. T. BELL
Passenger Traffic Manager General Passenger and Ticket Agent
Montreal Montreal

AN and
CANAD Allied
Railways

—

Already Completed Miles

The Finest Summering
Country in Ontario, New
Ontario, The Far West,
Quebec, Nova Scotia,
Cape Breton Island.

Canadian Northern Branches... o Wy 8 B
Qu'Appelle, Long Lake and

Saskatchewan ...... .......... 254
Canadian Northern Ontario ...... 150
Canadian Northern Quebec..... ...... 251
Quebec and Lake St.John........ ... 280
Halifax and South Western...... ...... 371
Inverness Railway and Coal Co...... .. 60

Miles Operated........... 4,102
New Lines Ready in 1908 Miles
BrandontoRegina...............coovves 222
Saskatoon to Goose Lake................ 50
Parry Sound to Moose Mountain....... 145
Garneau Junction to Quebec ........... 84
St. Sauveur to St.Jerome.......... .... 15
Hawkesbury to Oftawa............ .. 48

Under Construction .. .... 564

G. H. SHAW, Traffic Manager,
WINNIPEG

—INQUIRIES TO—

WM. PHILLIPS, General Eastern Agent,
TORONTO

12 Adelai

Axrt FElectric Fixtures

 The cheapness of electric light
in Toronto makes it possible to do
away with old methods of lighting
for the home.

 The cheapness of our ART
ELECTRIC FIXTURES enables
you to get the artistic effect you
want at small cost.

@ A visit to our art show rooms will repay you.

The
Toronto Electric Light Co.

Limited

de Street East - Toronto

The attention of manufacturers is invited to the fact that

ELECTRIC POWER from

SHAWINIGAN FALLS

If you are considering a loca

FOI‘ inform

is available in the following Cities and Towns :

Shawinigan Falls St. Francois Stanfold

Grand Mere de Sales Danville

Joliette Montreal Asbestos

L’ Assomption Berthier St. Ferdinand

St. Paul I'Ermite  Lanoraie de Halifax
Charlemagne Sorel Thetford Mines

St. Therese St. Joseph Black Lake

St. Rose Three Rivers Warwick

Lachenaie Victoriaville Kingsey Falls
Terrebonne Arthabaska indsor

city or town where you can have dependable
power at a fair price.

Already by reason of the desirable conditions and great power

available, industries have located at Shawinigan Falls, the value

. of these plants exceeding three million dollars, and so satisfactory

have been the results obtained that in each instance the capacity
of these works is being increased.

Shawinigan Water & Power Co'y

MONTREAL

tion for an industry, select a

ation apply
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