VLT TR, TR D D A S A

WRA DRI N BERUOE A N BRERAT BB ELE




lways eady
Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

are made with double layers of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. Each
layer is a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bination of sweets that can’t be duplicated.
This luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruits.
At luncheon or dinner to-day instead of serving the usual
dessert try Mooney’s Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste

to-day decide your desserts for the future.
In Tin Boxes 10c and 25¢ Sizes

The Mooney Biscuit and Candy Co., Limited, Stratford, Canada
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Skin Energy

The skin is an important contributor
to the sum of human energy. So long
as it is kept fresh, pure and healthy, it
is an inspiriting and an invigorating
influence; and the best known means
of keeping it in that condition is to use

Pears’ Soap

This completely pure soap, which has
been the leading toilet soap for a hundred and
twenty years, contains in perfect combination
the precise emollient and detergent properties
necessary to secure the natural actions of the

3 briskness and vitality about a skin that is
regularly washed with Pears. The skin sur-
face is always kept soft and fine and natural.
The skin is kept fresh and young looking
by using Pears which lasts twice as
long, so is twice as cheap as
common toilet soaps.

THE GREAT
ENGLISH
COMPLEXION

“Allvights secured”
OF RBLL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST
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Interesting Facts about the World’s Greatest Hotel

HIS mammoth hotel—easily the
largestin Europe—stands on 2%
acres of ground.

Its tastefully furnished and quietly
situated bedrooms can accommodate
850 guests. The bathrooms number
400, and altogether there are over 1,200
apartments of various kinds.

The public restaurants are among the
finest in the world, and the Banqueting
Halls can seat 2,600 persons.

‘The CECIL is independent of munici-

pal water supply, having its own wells,
sunk 450 ft., from which, with its own
hydraulic machinery, it obtains the
purest water in London.

This wonderful hotel makes its own
ice, its refrigerating machinery yield-
ing an output of some 6 tons daily. At
times of ice-famine, by no means rare
in London, it is therefore always inde-
pendent of outside sources for the
supply of this very necessary luxury.

The CECIL has its own electric light
plant—the largest private installation
in Europe. The hotel is therefore in-
dependent of the public supply.

The CECIL maintains, on the premises,
its own laundry, employing a laundry
staff of some 80 persons. Guests can
give out their linen over-night, and
have it got up ready for donning in the
morning, This laundry is responsible

or some 80,000 pieces per week.

The great kitchens which cater for the
large_ population of this small town
require a staff of 120,—in the persons

oi bakers, pastrycooks, butchers,cooks,
ete.

The magnificent new Palm Court, a
lofty and noble hall, has recently been
built on the site of the old Courtyard
in the Strand. This is decorated in
the Louis Quatorze style, and accom-
modates guests to the number of €00.
A skilled orchestra performs afternoon
and evening, and refreshments of a
light nature are served, thus constitut-
ing the Cecil Palm Court the most
refreshing and delightful lounge in
London.

There is a floor at the Cecil known as
the Indian Floor. The Smoking Room,
American Bar and Grill Room are all
daintily decorated in pure Indian style,
and these apartments offer a peculiar
sense of Eastern luxury and restfulness
to the tired visitor sated with the
fatiguing ardours of ‘‘doing’’ London.

A notable feature of the world's great-
est hotel is its tariff. This is no more
expensive than the tariffs of lesser es-
tablishments. Meals in the charming
Empire Restaurants can be had at
PRIX-FIXE, and single bedrooms or
the most elaborate suite are available
at modest tariffs,

Ask at the Travel Bureau of this Magazine for copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.

This shows, by text and illustration, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's interior,

its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a variety

%fo general information that will be found very useful to the intending visitor to
ndon.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU
TORONTO, CANADA
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Fiction will dominate this number, in keeping with the holiday season, but

there will be also a most attractive article by Prof. Archibald MacMechan

dealing with that part of old Halifax that is disappearing with the intrusion uh
of modern requirements. Splendid pen-and-ink drawings by Gyrth Russell,

with colored frontispiece.

THE EDICT UPON THE WALL
By ED. CAHN
An unusually spirited story about two brothers one a grocer, the other a
soldier, who exchange occupations, with results that are extremely amusing
and bizarre.

REGAN’S DEL
By IRENE NORCROSS
This is the pathetic love story of a half-breed girl who falls in love with a
cultured Englishman.

UNQUIET SPIRITS
By W. C. GAYNOR
A short story of the supernatural, based on an incident to a trip to the back-
woods of New Brunswick.

HER POINT OF VIEW
By GEORGE W. HALL
A Western story of a race between two threshers for the hand of a local
beauty and of the part the girl took in the contest. A most exciting story.

TO C. W.
By PAULINE JOHNSON
In the July Number, Mr. Charles Mair says that Pauline Johnson had an
unfortunate love affair, and in view of that this poem, which has never before I
been published, will be read with peculiar interest. 9

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
{ s PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. t

e




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks and desire a
perfect complexion, you must use Beetham’s
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rola is delicate
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and is very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

BEETHAM'S ' :

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
M.BEETHAM&SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG,

7). PROFIT SHARING BONDS

Profit Sharing Bonds form a new class of investment destined to become
highly favored. The nominal percentage of yield is positively assured
to the purchaser, who will then participate with the issuing Company in
any further earnings. Write us for particulars regarding a bond issue
of this class which we can highly recommend. Interest cheques mailed
to investors twice a yeat.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTARIO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

1 e ELANY&% M
MARKING |

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25c¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lrp. 7&9 St BRIDE ST- ENGLAND

.
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The Ideal |
APERIENT. ‘

A sure relief for constipation.
Very pleasant to take.

From England
H.P. has a new and de-
licious flavour, different
—quite different—from
any sauce you have
tasted before.

Exceedingly mild in action.
In 3 strengths:
“INFANT.” “ADULT” and “STRONG.”

Of Druggists, 30 c. per box or postage paid
for 35 c. direct from

LYMAN’S, LTD.,

474, ST. PAUL STREET,
MON TREAL. ‘

Wouldn’t it be worth your
while to try a bottle right away !

i

//////// ///////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

Benger’s Food is specially pre- |
paredtobuild upthe weakened {
== digestive system, and to pro- l

=" mote a high state of bodily
nutrition while doing so.

It is the only food enabling rest and regulated
exercise to be given to the digestive functions.

Benger’s is not a predigested food nor does it
contain dried milk. It is made with fresh milk,
and forms a dainty and delicious cream, with a
delicate biscuit flavour. Patients never tire of

but on the contrary continue to en]oy it.

Every householder shonld p copy of * BENGER’S FOOD,
AND How TO USF IT—FOR INIA NTS, INVALIDS, AND THE
AGED.” Post Free from i—

BENGER'S FOOD, LTD,, Otter Works, MANCHESTER, ENGLAND, ‘b :
Benger's Food lr.vald n tins by Druggists, ete., evevywhere.

o — = |
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The Deep Disgust;
He’s in a plight,

The tank is bust,
There’s no Fluxite.

ESSENTTAT: in every tool-kit is

LOXIT

the paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING
ANYONE can do Soldering with Fluxite.

Plumbers and other practical men will have it.

Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.

The ‘FLUXITE’ SOLDERING SKT is a useful portable outfit
for the motor-car or home. It contains a special ‘small space’
Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, Fluxite Solder. etc., and a
pamphlet on Soldering Work.”
Sample Set post paid direct, $1,32,
AUTO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,
Bermondsey, Eng.

ideal Suitings
For Gentlemen

EGERTON BURNETT Ltp's
“WELLINGTON"
SUITINGS
Are made from very fine wools
of excellent quality. They are
soft in texture, light in weight,

and very comfortable in wear.

\\I‘Q\i\\\

The range of colourings is

% extensive, including light, me-

dium and dark Greys, Browns

and Greens, in plain weaves

and fashionable striped designs.
SUITS

as illustration made to measure
for $15.50.

Delightful
Summer Fabrics

Excellent Wash Fabrics in
charming colours, fashionable
cord stripes, and handsome
designs; light-weight Woollen
Fabrics, Cashmeres, Poplins,
Silks, Alpacas, Corduroys,
Whipcords, ete.
SAMPLES

Price Lists of high-class made-
to-measure Clothing for Ladies,
Gentlemen and Children, Style
Plates, Measurement Blanks,
S etc., mailed to any address, PosT

No. 96 PAip, on request.

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.

R. W. WAREHOUSE
WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

SCOTCH

To compare our value write
for Patterns and Catalogue,
sent Post Free.

Drop us a postcard and a complete
selection of the finest patterns and qual-
ties the Homeland produces, compris-
ing all the newest and best 1913
designs, in Pure Wool Scotch Tweeds,
Homespuns, West of England Wors-
teds and Indigo Blue Serges, etc.,
will at once be dispatched to your
address, post free

Tailored Suits at

Dollars.

To MEASURE, DUTY FREE
And CARRIAGE PAID

Real Scotch manufacture, made in
our own premises by our own expert
% workmen, you can fully rely upon
wear, style and appearance. Every
order has individual attention, and is
guaranteed to salisfy or money
returned in full.

It will pay you to write to us for
patterns and accurate easy self-
measurement forms.

THE SCOTTISH CLOTHING COMPANY

The Great Scotch Tailors
TRONGATE, GLASGOW, SCOTLAND.
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The London Glove Company

DIRECT ATTENTION TO THEIR SPECIALTIES IN BRITISH MADE GLOVES.

LADIES’

No. 304. Chamois Leather,
Natural Colour, Dustless, splen-
didly made and finished, pique
sewn, 3 Buttons, 6lc. per pair,
3 pairs, $1.79

New Washable Chamois
“Degrain” Glove, made from
beautitully finished soft skins,
smart appearance, excellent
wearing, will wash well. Prix-
seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
73c. per pair, 3 pairs, $2.13.

The ‘“Canadian” Buck
finish Gloves, in Tan, Grey or
White, an excellent wearing,
British made glove, 3 Buttons,
95¢, per pair, 3 pairs for $2.80

LADIES’

No. 306. Superior Qual-
ity Chamois Leather
Gloves, 6 Button length
saxe, with Elastic at wrist,
wide tops, as illustrated.
46¢. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.34.

Washable Doeskinin Pure Whites
6 Button length saxe, with Elastic
at wrist, as illustration. 68c. per
pair, 3 pairs for $1 95.

Ditto 10 Button length. same style,
85c. per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50.

MOUSQUETAIRE
10 Button length Mousquetaire
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural Co-
our, splendidly made and finished. 71c.
per pair, 3 pairs for $2 07.

The “Connaught” Superior
Quality Cape Gloves (British
Made), in Tan Shades, Spear Points,
Prixseam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
71c. per.pair, 3ipairs for $2.07.

=The. "*“Blenheim” "Best Quality
Fine Cape, (British Made), in White,
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey or Black,
Spear Points, Prixseam Sewn, 2
Press Buttons, 91c. per pair, 3 pairs
for. $2.68.

7 Best Quality Cape, Rainproof
Driving Gloves, with gusset, Strap
and Press Button, Prixseam Sewn,
Spear Points, in Tan only. 9lc. per
pair, 3 pairs for $2.68.

MEN’S GLOVES

No. 324. Stout Cham-
ois Leather, prixscam | With Invisible Dou

sewn, splendidly made and 5 ¥
finished, 1 Button, 6 4. per Finger Tips

pair, 8 pairs for $1.79.

pair, 8 pairs for $2.13.

Buck finish, a splendid wear- S 5 i
ing glove, in Tan or Grey, {ous, G e Dt
prixseam sewn, 1 Press But-

for $2.80.

The Arlington, Tan | 73c. per pair.
Cape Gloves. medium o
weight, Spear Points, Piqug
Sewn, 1 Press Button, 79¢

‘.
DT DAL, 8 pates fhr BRI | STCy PET PRI

LADIES’ UNDERWEAR

. LADIES’ HOSIERY

The L. G. Co’s. Celebrated

UNEQUALLED FOR QUALITY, WEAR AND VALUE,

SILK GLOVES

ble

a Rich Quality Melan-

Ditto extra stout, hand-| ese Sill.(British Made),
sewn, 1 Button, 73€. per| j, Black, White, Cream,
Greys, Pastel, Beavers
The “Canadian’| and Navy, 2 Press But-

o v p 12 Button length
ton, 95¢. per pair, 8 pairs | Mousquetaire ditto in
Black. White or Cream,

16 Button length ditto,
~ gl

The L. G. Co. direct attention to their Specialties in
Ladies’ Hosiery and Underwear, unequallled
for Quality, Wear and Value.

No. H426. Ladies'White Unshrinkable
Wool Combinations, (British Made), Low
or High Neck, Short Sleeves, slender or
medium sizes, $1.20. Outsize, $1.44.

No. H407. Ladies’ White Scotch
Gauze Merino Combinations, (U nshrink-
able). Best quality, make and finish, Low
Neck, Ribbed Arms. Slender, $1.44, Med-
ium, $1.58, Outsize, $1.69.

High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender or
Medium Sizes, $1.69, Outsize, $1.83.

No. H.410. Ladies’ Silk and Merino,
Anglo-Indian Combinations, Low Neck,
Ribbed Arms or Short Sleeves, Slender or
Medium Sizes, $2.17, Outsize, $2.42.
© High Neck, Short Sleeves, Slender, or

Medium Sizes, $2.42, Outsize, $2.66.

HOLE-PROOF HOSE
made from soft wear resisting yarn, English
Manutacture, Black or Tan. Sizes 8%, 9,
914 inch feet, 30c. per pair, 6 pairs for $1.71.

“« THE INVINCI”
HOLE-PROOF CASHMERE

the best wearing cashmere stocking ever
produced. The feet and ankles are plated
with wear resisting material which protects
the stocking from the pressure of the shoe.

No. Hl. Black only., 36¢c. per pair, 3
pairs tor $1.05.

No. H2. Black or Tan, 47c. per pair,
3 pairs for $1.38.

The PROKLIPS, with Spliced Tops, for
use with Stocking Suspenders.

LISLE THREAD, with Embroidered
Silk Clox as illustration, in Black, Tans and
Shoe Bronze, 53c. per pair, 3 pairs for $1.52.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishlng Company, 18 Wellington St. East, Toronto

General Post Office, London, Englan ail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

adaross  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England-

Remittances, including postage bg Internutlﬁnal Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMl”ANY

f\
l
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Hyal Vinols

VANISHING CREAM

VINOL coL

OND(JN m:W fesdse

Price, per tube or jar,
Cents

Soid by all druggists and stores

A Perfect Tonic for the
Skin and Complexion

ELICATE, luxurious,

soothing and refreshing,
restoring elasticity, while
vanishing quickly and com-
pletely through its rapid
absorption by the pores.

It is especially welcome

to those who dislike the:

feeling of anything heavy or
oily. It is absolutely non-
greasy, and will not cause
growth of hair.

Soothes and refreshes
the most delicate skin.

Used by gentlemen after
shaving, it promptly allays
the irritation from the razor.

Supplied in a convenient,
patent, collapsible tube, having
the advantage that the user can-
not lose the cap.

Can also be had in glass jar
with screw top.
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A FOREWORD

(_]] TuE INTERVIEW WITH Sk CHARLES TUPPER BY MR. BOYD IS FORTUNATE

AS TO TIME AND IMPORTANT AS TO FACT. OF NOTEWORTHY SIGNIFICANCE IS

Sk CHARLES’S STATEMENT THAT JosEPH HOWE FIRST opPPOSED CONFED-
ERATION IN THE HOPES OF THEREBY GAINING A POLITICAL ASCENDENCY IN
Nova Scoria. THE ARTICLE HAPPILY PRECEDES Dr. COLQUHOUN’S FINE
<TUDY OF CONFEDERATION, AND MR. BOYD, WHO IS NOW ENGAGED IN WRIT-
ING. A HISTORY OF THE LIFE AND TIMES OF SIR GEORGE EriENNE CARTIER,
IS TO BE CONGRATULATED ON HAVING ELICITED FROM THE ONLY FATHER OF
CONFEDERATION STILL WITH US IMPORTANT COMMENT ON A CRITICAL PERIOD
IN OUR NATIONAL EVOLUTION. (] ONE GOES ON WITH ADDED INTEREST TO
ProFESSOR DUCKWORTH’S ESSAY ON THE PRESENT SITUATION. ‘WE ALL DO
NOT AGREE WITH HIS CONCLUSIONS ; NEVERTHELESS THEY WILL BE READ, NOT
WITH ALARM, BUT WITH CLOSE ATTENTION. (] Miss BELL GIVES A VIVID DE-
SCRIPTION OF THE ‘‘WarD’’ IN TORONTO, AND IT IS CONVINCING BECAUSE
oF 1Ts SYMpATHY. ] IT IS GRATIFYING TO HAVE TWO POETS SUCH AS
IsaBeL BooLESTONE MACKAY AND CHARLES MAIR WRITE THEIR IMPRES-
SIONS AND RECOLLECTIONS OF PAULINE JOHNSON, AND WE ARE FORTUNATE
ALSO IN BEING ABLE TO GIVE FIRST PUBLICATION TO A POEM BY THE LAMENT-
gD INDIAN POET HERSELF. (] MUCH COMMENT HAS BEEN CAUSED BY DR.
WORKMAN’S FIRST ARTICLE ON THE HIGHER CRITICISM, AND IT IS SAFE TO
SAY THAT THIS SECOND ARTICLE WILL BE FOUND TO BE EQUALLY ILLUMIN-
ATiNG. ] THE ARTICLE BY Mg. PHILLIPS ON THE TREATMENT OF THE
MENTALLY AFFLICTED WILL BE READ WITH GENERAL GRATIFICATION BE-
CAUSE OF RESULTS ALREADY ATTAINED. (] CONTRIBUTIONS OF POETRY BY

DuncaN CampBeLL Scort, PAuLiNg JorNsoN, L. M. MoNTGOMERY, EL1ZA-

 BETH ROBERTS MACDONALD, AND QroreE HEerBErT CLARKE SHOULD BE

MORE THAN ENOUGH TO MAKE ANY ONE NUMBER NOTEWORTHY. q{ THE
REPRODUCTIONS OF PAINTINGS ARE FROM DIRECT PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE

ORIGINALS, AND EACH ONE IS WELL WORTHY OF ATTENTION.

R S
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Faculty of 100
Specialists

Women’s
Residences

Re-opens on
Tuesday,
2nd September

TORON I'O CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

S. Vogt, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
YEAR BOOK for 1913 14 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expression

L School for bo der fi —entirely Upper School prepares boys for the
U‘:x‘:’veermtcle:oang?or g;::ens Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres. 3§ :
The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911,

RIDLEY COLLEGE

St- Catharines, Ont. | REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L.. Principal.

X -

A Residential and Day School for Girls.

Hon. Principal, . Miss M. T. Scorr
Priacipal, Miss Epita M. Reap, M.A.
Preparahon for the Umverslty and for Examinations

Art Department. Thor-
ouzhly efﬁclent staff. 1

ds. Outdoor
games—T ennis, Basketball, Rl hyﬁoun of lo:-lxly.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
Autumn Term will begin September 11th.
For Prospectus apply to the Secretary.
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mestminster
Gollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., To onto

Every Educational facility provided-
Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation.

Music, Art and Physical Educatio?
The School, by an unfailing emphé‘aSis
upon the moral as well as the intellecmal'

aims at the development of a true woma
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

JoHN A. PATERSON, K.C., President:
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal-

/"2
Art Association

OF MONTREAL
New

The Schools of Art in the
Galleries, Elementary, Life, ;
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14

October, 1913.

Application should be made promptly to

JaB. ABBOTT, Secretaty

/

-~ ARTISTS, COLLEGES and
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for o

Discounts to out of town Customers.
ade discount to Dealers.

We are Agents for—
CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)

MANSELL'S

& ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. ™

STUDENT?

MEDIC] PRINTS (Medici Society)
COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
RBON PICTURES of Old Masters

YORK STREET
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Blendbawr

SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day Scheol for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Higgly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculumin both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education. Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus trom Miss, STUART

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865
Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink. :
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. GCRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s School, Brockville).
Next Term begins September 11th.

]
tmuéllm*

Bishop's College
Bchool

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A,, Emmanuel College, Cambridge.
Men occupying some of the most prominent This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-

positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions roupdings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's sanitary and well ventilated.

College School. Boys, are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the

All B.C.S. candidat :s tor Matriculation into the Universities and business life by an efficient staff
Royal Military College Kingston, passed successfully, | of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
the head boy taking tourth place. sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION. Etc., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.

MR S——
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.
A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. UPPE&

T.OWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application, com-
. “BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., HEADMASTER A oer 1108

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

. = A Residential and Day School for Girls
Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickso?

Academic Course, ork-

from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year W i
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket B2

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. Principal. _—

Y
©
£
=
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-
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%
/0
=
l’\\-f
’/—'f/ \\\\
< q s Head Master: Successes §
1st Pl McGill Sci
PL.7 C.S. Fosbery, WA Pl MeG S
E MONTREAL

TORONTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LIMITED

12-14 PEMBROKE STREET

F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Doc. (Tor.)
Musical Director.

COLLEGE RE-OPENS
SEPTEMBER 2nd, 1913

Send for new Calendar and Szll‘aiiﬂj-/
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Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL
College Street TORONTO

FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
pres.—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Toronto

A Church Residential and Day School
for Girls. Full Matriculation Course.
Elementary Work—Domestic Arts—Music
and Painting.

Principal: Miss Walsh,
Vice-Principal: MISS NATION.
Aiso at 221 Lonsdale Ave., a Branch

: Junior Day School.

WESTBOURNE

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed, and convenient. Students prepared for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F.
McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director. For an-
nouncement and information address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

—
! Resident and Day School for Boys.
S ury O e e Modern, fireproot buildings. Excellent Sanitation. Ten
acres of playing fields. = Gymnasium. Careful preparation
for R. M. College, Universities and R. Canadian Navy.

3 e years all didates for R. M. C.
Rockcliffe Park, ~ Ottawa  Jhlitsiniie™ Foinet amy: &
Rev. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.) Headmaster.

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar
——

\

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Preparation for the Universg!y and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

Young children also received,

Fine location. Outdoor games and ghyelcn.l training, g

Wh The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
0 for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
oice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

r"\‘"‘ml and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

IN THE CAPITAL OF THE DOMINION
IDEALLY SITUATED— EFFICIENT STAFF—ALL DEPARTMENTS.
Calendar and Particulars promptly sent on application.

I Tiendll REV. W. D. ARMSTRONG, M. A, Ph. H,, D. D., President.
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Havergal Ladies College

JARVIS STREET - - TORONTO
PRINCIPAL - . MISS KNOX

Thorough education on modern lines. Preparation for honor Matriculation and
other examinations, Separate Junior School, Domestic Science Department,

Gymnasium, Outdoor Games, Skating Rink, Swimming Bath.

Havergal-on-the-Hill - College Heights, Toronto
JUNIOR SCHOOL ;

for the convenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of the
City. Large Playing Grounds of nearly four acres—Cricket, Tennis, Basketball,
Hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss Knox, assisted by specialists in

Junior School Teaching and in Languages.

For Illustrated Calendars and Prospectus apply to the Bursar.
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas. ’

L o

Ry

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Roys!
I Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is accomplishing
are not sufficiently understood by the general public,

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction
in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial ArmY,
lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil sugjectl which
form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is also provided. S a

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Oadets receive a practical an
scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education,

The course includes s thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,
Chemistry, French and English.

The “strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the 00“"”"
and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensur®
health and excellent physical condition. a

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial-service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offere
annually. v

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for D"'?eia
jon Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Bocel
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each. is

The total cost of the course, inciuding board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras,

about $800. f oaT
The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each ¥
at the headquarters of the several military districts. 5 |hould

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applicatio MilitsrY
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant, Roysal
College, Kingston, Ont. /
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R oyal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
! MONTREAL,

For Resident and Day Women Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts, Pure
Science and Music. Scholarships are awarded
annually. For all information apply to the
Warden.

REMINGTON BUSINESS COLLEGE

269 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

Thorough courses in
Book-keeping, Shorthand, Typewrit-
ing and all kindred subjects. Gradu-
ates successfully placed. Catalog free.

UPPER CANADA
COLLEGE

TORONTO

The Premier Boys’School of Canada

Founded 1829, by Sir John Colborne,
Lieutenant Governor of Upper Canada

A large teaching staff of Canadian and Eng-
lish graduates. Records show the highest
yearly average in matriculation and entrance
to the Royal Military College.

An infirmary, in a scientifically constructed
building is provided, with resident nurse.
Playing and athletic fields of 50 acres, rinks,
gymnasium and all equipment.

Senior and preparatoldy schools in separate
buildings. Summer Camp at Lake Tema-
gami, conducted by A. L. Cochrane, physical
instructor of the college, trains boys to take
care of themselves in the open.

Write for full particulars and historical sketch.

UPPER CANADA COLLEGE
TORONTO

Autumn term begins Seytember 11th, 1913. at 10 a.m,
Boarders return on the 10th.

H. W. AUDEN, M. A., Principal.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ @ollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan

Regular Oourse of Study—That laid down by the
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Musi¢, and for
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Staff.
Special attention given to Language and Music.
High and healthy situation. Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light.
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements.

For Ilustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

Stanstead College

. A Residential School for Boys and
Girls. Students prepared for the Uni-
versity and Military College. Thorough
courses in English, Music, Business,
Household Science and Manual Training.

Affiliated with the Toronto College
of Music and McGill University.
Situation, beautiful and healthful,
with large campus and good gymasium.
For Prospectus write to—

G. J. Trueman, M.A., Principal
Stanstead, Que.

Fall Term opens September | Ith, 1913
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M[OULTON COLLEGE

A high grade Residential School
for Giris and Young Women

Courses—
MATRICULATION
ENGLISH
MUSIC
ART 4
Careful Training under
Competent Teachers

A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc.,

Consulting Musical Director

Miss CHARLOTTE THRALL,

Principal
Moulton College {
34 Bloor St. East - Toronto |
—
R

oodstock College |

WOODSTOCK, ONTARIO l
# fully equipped WResidential School for JBoys and Poung fben

Offers facilities for training unexcelled anywhere.

Intellectual

Full Courses—Matriculation, Teachers, English, Scientific, Commercial. A Univex:sjty
trained staff of teachers and large well-ventilated classrooms afford excellent facilities
for teaching the boy *‘to do” by ‘‘knowing. d

Manual Training

The first established and the most fully equipped in the Dominion. The practical
training received in this department teaches a boy ** to know ” by “doing.” J

Physical Culture

Large grounds and campus and fine gymnasium under the direction ot a competent
physical director ensures healthy physical conditions.
The school is noted for its high moral and Christian character.

Write for Annual Calendar

A. T. MacNEILL, B.A. - - - Principal

—

,_|
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Thousands of careful parents
have chosen

es) (ctlege

-

as the proper school-home for their daughters during
the most important character forming period of their
education. The College is Methodist and patronized
largely by the leading denominations, is 500 miles
farther south than Winnipeg, and has a fine record
for good health as well as for success in methods of
training. Courses for Normal, Matriculations, Music,
Art, Crafts, Expression, Commercial, Household:
Health, Physical Culture. =~ Write for Prospectus

Robert I. Warner, M.A., D.D.
St. Thomas, Ont.

THERE'S MONEY IN ART.

The greatest incomes of modern times are earn-
€d by Artists. We teach you right at Home

Is very popular profession. Qur courses have
een prepared by the strongest combination of
art talent in America—6 specialists. We offer
the most authoritative and scientific instruction
to be obtained. We bring the art of Europe to
Your home. Prospectus free. Write to-day.

Shaw Correspondence School,

393 Yonge Street, Toronto.

3
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FOR BOY
AND GIRL

ALL TERM
OPENS SEPT. 9

A RESIDENT SCHOOL. PRtPARATORY, COMMERCIAL
AND COLLEGIATE COURSES. MUSIC AND ART,
Newly built and equipped, ideal site, easy access trom

oronto. Full information in illustrated year book.

Write:—W. P. Firth, M.A., D.Sc., Principal,
Newmarket, Ont.

[———

Train Yourself
FOR A

Better Position

Enroll in one of the three Colleges
of the Fort Dearborn University of
Chicago.

Advertising

The Chicago College of Advertising is the
only institution of its kind in the world. It
is a genuine college of advertising, main-
taining day and night classes as well as a
correspondence department. You can pre-
pare yourself for a position as advertising
manager in any line of business by studying
our course in Advertising at home, The
price is reasonable and our method is far
superior to that of any other school.

Salesmanship

The Chicago College of Salesmanship offers
a conrse of instruction which will train any
man in scientific salesmanship and make
him a better salesman., It will build up his
character and enable him to become a keen
judge of human nature. This is the only
course which teaches you how to analyze
an article of merchandise so as to find its
selling points; how to study the buyers;
how to construct your selling talk in various
literary styles so as to be interesting.

Tratfic Work

The National Traffic College is well-known
as the best institution of its kind in the
United States for the training of traffic man-
agers. Its course is remarkably complete
and easy to understand. Men who are
genuinely interested in traffic work and
who want to fit themselves for one of the
many positions now open in this field,
should enroll for this course. It has the
endorsement of some of the best traffic
managers in the United States.

These three splendid colleges are separate and
successful institutions although they are parts of
the Fort Dearborn University of Chicago. You
are invited to write for » booklet of the course
which most interests you. You can address the
colleges direct or Wwrite to the University.
Kindly state your present occupation and tell
us something ot your plans This will enable
us to answer your letter personally and to advise
you much more intelligently.

Fort Dearborn University

309 Peoples Gas Bldg.,
CHICAGO, ILL.
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RESULT OF
A GREAT-WEST POLICY.

Plan—20 year Endowment. Amount $1.000-

Age at issue 21.

Premium $42.55. Issued
in 1892. matured in 1912,
The insured paid in 20 years to The Great-
West Life Assurance Company....$ 851.00
Received from the Great-West Life $1391.00
Profit (with $1000 Insurance for

20 years free) . .ccicivasovuna $ 540.00

$42.55 deposited annually for 20
years at 447, will amount to...... $1394.91
Received from the Company...... $1391.00
$. +3.91

Had the Company paid $3.91 more
profit the insured would have re-
ceived 437, compound interest be-
sides having his protection without
cost.

The Great-West Life Assurance Co.,
Head Office - - Winnipeg.

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 6},

‘We shall be pleased to aid you in the
selection of a desirable investment.

Dommion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL. LONDON.ENG

i a——————

%7&01713200 Point Number Tvgig
TheKalamazm tesi°Binder
is of Simple Construction.

d im
|

HE  mechanism of the
“Kalamazoo™ Loose Leaf
Binderis so simple that one hesi-
tates to call it “mechanism” at all.
It has no exposed metal parts,
and two or four flexible rawhide
thongs take the place of the rigid
" metal posts of the binders in
general use.

These thongs are secured to a
cross bar working on a threaded
screw, and by the operation of
the key at the end of this screw,
the covers are drawn together
or opened for the insertion or
removal of sheets.

The “KALAMAZOO"
Loose Leaf Binder has been
made in the United States and
in England for many years and
is to-day recognized as the best
expression of the Loose Leaf
idea that has yet been offered.

Werite for descriptive booklet oC. M
giving partial list of Canadian_users
of the ‘‘Kalamazoo™ Binder.

________—’
e i e

Warwick Bros. & Rutter

¥ Limited
Loose Leaf & Account-
Book Makers

e

Toronto

——

—

c
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Story of Another|| Canada Permanent
| Successful Year|| Mortgage Corporation

| \ i Thethirtv two years Toronto Street’ i Toronto
el of North American :
% Life history have Established 1855

been years of unin- g
terrupted  growth. President, W. G. Gooderham ;
Bl{)t T 5 First Vice-President, W.D. Matthews; Second
511 DS' 1 & . . .
S e ig;s_ Vice-President, G. W. Monk; Joint General

tered all along the Managers, R. S. Hudson, John Massey;
line. I‘f_“’ P‘;l'c‘es Superintendent of Branches and Secretary,
in 1912 ran 2§ per T

cent. in excess of ; George H. Smith.
those for rgrr. As-

sets increased by Paid-Up Capital .. $6,000,000.00
s o N R Reserve Fund (earn$

e A i ed) .............. $4,000,000.00
ggtvlv it 43 ,fe:}rlxy Investments...... $3],299:095.55

swing of success is ~ § -
T e The Corporation is a

55 : Legal Depository for Trust
North American Vi

Every facility is afforded Depositors.

L i f e A S SlIl'aIlCB C Oo Deposits may be made and withdrawn by

mail with perfect convenience.

THE FIGURES TELL THE STORY: Deposits of one dollar and upwards are
1912 1911 Increase welcomed.
Policies Issued - - §$ 7,630,336 $ 6,129,426 $ 1,500,910 I Interest at
Policies in Force - - 49,469,581 45,849,515 3,620,066
Assets - - - - 13,224,159 12,313,108 grro5t | | Thl'ee and OHE'Half Per Cent
Net Surplus- - - 1,576046 1,300,784 275,262 per annum is credited and compounded twice
Cash Income - - 2,404,757 2,295,177 109,580 a year
Total Payments to
sl SRR B TR Debentures

Profits Paid to Policy-

mhjld.:s e 166,368 148,135 18,233 For sums of one hundred dollars and up-

wards we issue Debentures bearing a special

1 rate of interest, for which coupons payable
jl YO“ 'Can Make NO MlStake half-yearly are attached. They may be made

In insuring with the North American Life. It is payable in one ;; more years, as desired.
a Company of proven “‘riorsf?.mslgssthi past ter} l I ey are a
years it has distribute ,165, y way o
profits among its policyholders. In 1912 Leéa nveStment fOl' Tl‘llst_
disbursements of profits to policyholders Funds
| amounted to over $166,000. \
Y’, A steadily increasing earning-power on invest- | | !
ments, a favorable death-rate and a management | | Associated with the above Corporation and |
| .| that skilfully combines progress with conser- under the same direction and management |
vatism, are your guarantees that North American is the :
J Life Policies will pay. c d P
anada rermanent

North American Life

Assurance Company
““Solid as the Continent ”’

Trust Company

lately incorporated by the Dominion Parliament.
This Trust Company is now prepared to accept and
execute Trusts of every description, to act as Executor, '

Administrator, Liquidator, Guardian, Curator or
L. GOLDMAN EDWARD GURNEY Committee of a lunatic, etc. Any branch of the
First Vice-President and President ‘ business of a legitimate Trust Company will have

anaging Director ‘{‘ careful and prompt attention.
|
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 RESERVE FUND $12,500,000

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., LL.D., D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager.

Travellers’ Cheques

Issued by the Canadian Bank of Commerce enable the traveller to provide
himself with funds without delay at each point of his journey in a convenient
yet inexpensive manner. They are issued payable in every country in the
world in denominations of

$10. $20.  $50.  $100.  $200.

with the exact equivalent in the moneys of the principal countries stated on
the face of each cheque. They are economical, absolutely safe, self-identi-
fying and easily negotiated.

LONDON, ENGLAND OFFICE, 2 LOMBARD STREET, E.C.
New York Agency: 16 Exchange Place. Mexico City: Avenida San Francisco, No. 50

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000

RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,750,000

$6,750,000

i s e s

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $48.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL,
BRANCHES
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. || POLICIES THAT PROTECT

To guarantee the payment of Assurances
i in force. The Mutual Life Assurance
\ Company of Canada holds in reserve

$16,161,753.55---an amount more than suffi-
cient to meet the severest requirements of
the Canadian Government.

" | POLICIES THAT PAY

This Company is organized on the
MUTUAL system. There is no private
capital invested. To the policyholders ex-
clusively the earnings belong. This is one
of the reasons why

THE MUTUAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA

has acquired so enviable a reputation as

“A DIVIDEND PAYER”

HEAD OFFICE, - - WATERLOO, ONT.

. —

—
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THE ROYAL BANK | |

OF CANADA :

incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :
H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C.,2nd Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J. Brown. K. C.
D. K, Elliott W. H., Thorne Hugh Paton T, J. Drummond Wm, Robertson <
C, 8. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

310-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-310

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Jamaica, Trinidad and
Bahamas Islands and British Honduras. :

LONDON, ENC., 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT sAlNeHes |

THE EXESOR UFE| | o STER N

Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA. ASSURANCE COMPANY

e Incorporated In 1851

Assels ----...... $ 2,842,654.08 R o

Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00 ASSETS, $3,213,438.28

sec‘“-ity are what intending insurers desire, both LIABILITIES’ 469’25436
5 obtained under “F‘:xcelsior" policies which SECURITY TO POLICY-

ﬂnd PI'Oflt ?elz‘t)ucrg:?am the *‘ Last Word” in liberal HOLDERS 2,744,18392

The the Company has been able to pay satisfactory
froﬁts is because it has been continuously

Remn a(:'?‘rine(;isf' elcr!‘ those features from which profits LOSSES paid since organization of Company
4 $54,069,727.16
In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 lE)eath Rate 34 per cent of expected. ]‘
xpenses decreased' 2.50 per cent. DIRECTORS : ‘;
Agents Wanted: to give either entire o Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
spare time. W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
il SRR L W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN, R
General Manager President., Head Office: - Toronto

cr—

.




Have you
provided for those
who are depend-
ent upon you?
Good intentions or

good resolutions

will not count for
much when your
widow is struggling
to make a living.
Ask for booklet,
“Endowment at

Life Rate.”

easy-writing =
qualities, long
wear, and ability

to hold a large quan-
§ tity of ink, are some of
the things that have

i helped to make Ester- §

brook's Jackson Stub No.
442 the most popular of
all stub pens.

Write for illustrated booklet.
Esterbrook Pen Mfg Co
New York. Camden, N.J.

BROWN BROS., Limited
Canadian Agents, Toronto.

«

||muu I
mmln Hn
*IHH'HIHH'

Paid-up Capital - - $6,768,900
Reserve Fund and
-Undivided Profits - 6,820,189

194 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1 00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $(,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = e = 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits - = 181,888.26

Head Office: - Toronto

S. J. Moore, President. W. D. Ross, General Manager

A General Banking Business Transacted. .

Satisfaction

Can you look at your family with a feeling
“ Were I called away they are safe?” If not,
you are a failure in the battle of life. The
man with the paid up Insurance Policies is 7
the contented one. Prepare your future by the ‘
Acts of the Present. Take a Policy with the .

Federal Life Assurance Co.

Hamilton E Ontario.
—d

>
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When You Travel

HEN you go abroad, take with you

Travellers’ Cheques or Letters of Credit.

These are the safest and most convenient forms
of carrying money from one country to another, and are
a complete protection against loss. All experienced and
prudent travellers carry their money in one or both
of these ways.

TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

The Travellers'’ Cheques issued by the Bank of
Toronto are accepted without question by banks,
hotels, railways and steamship companies in all
parts of the world. They are issued in denominations
of $10, $20, $50 and $100. Each cheque is engraved
with its exact value in the money of the principal
foreign nations.

LETTERS OF CREDIT

Letters of Credit are issued by this Bank for the use
of buyers, merchants and other travellers to Great
Britain, the Continent or the East. They provide
money when and where wanted, and in amounts
required.

TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES and LETTERS OF CREDIT can be obtained at
any of the 120 Branches of the Bank of Toronto. Their costis inconsiderable.

Paid-up Capital ................ $5,000,000
Reserved Funds ................ $6,176,578
ASSELS .................000 over $58,000,000

I HE INCORPORATED 1855

BANK or TORONTO

Head Office:
TORONTO - CANADA
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS |
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE

OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich. ,"4

Already CANADA'’S per capita wealth is the greatest
' in the WORLD. #

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—
W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., Englaﬂd'

/

e



A To gain the votes of Spotless Town,

As he reflects, of course he’ll know
She must have used

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 29

the Mayor beamed at Mrs. Brown.
Her candid way shut off debate: she promptly flashed her candidate.

SAPOLIO

Three household problems—with one answer

Suppose you must clean
. grimy floors, or dirty shelves,
or a dingy kitchen. How can
you freshen them up with a
quick cleaner that won’t waste?

Answer—Use SAPOLIO.

i} (It cleans economically. )

Suppose you have a drawer
full of kitchen knives, forks
and spoons that demand quick
SCouring. How can you re-
Move the dullness and rust?

Answer —Use SAPOLIO.
It scours thoroughly.)

Suppose you wish to polish
tins, and thoroughly remove
grease from your enamelled
utensils and crockery without
marring the smooth surfaces.

What should you do?

Answer—Use SAPOLIO.
(1t polishes brilliantly. Itssuds
thoroughly. remove grease. )

You rub just the amount of
Sapolio you need on a damp
rag. Not a particle scatters
or wastes.

Our Spotless Town bookiet will be mailed upon request.

EOCh Morgan’s Sons Company  Sole Manufacturers New York City

i
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1007 PURE

IT is our proudest boast that every article carrying the well-known
1 “E.D.S.” Trade Mark is absolutely pure, no coloring matter or

preservatives of any kind being used. But don't accept our
unsupported statement. Send to the Department of Inland Revenue
for Bulletin 194 which tells how

“E.D.S.” BRAND GOODS

under the most exhaustive tests, kave
proved to be of unvarying purity.

Here are a few “‘E.D.S.” leading lines
which all good grocers handle:

AMS, JELLIES, MARMALADE
: E‘D'S'” BRAND {IATS P AND GRAPE JUICE
INSIST ON GETTING “E.D.S.” GOODS

E.D.SMITH - WINONA, ONT.

comfortable and dressy by wearing
a pair of light

“KING COATLESS”

Summer Suspenders

Out of sight under your shirt. Hold trousers up
i and shirt down. Give neat shirt-waist effect. Ad-
justable to any size.

Name ‘‘King Coatless’’ on buckles. Say
*King Coatless’’ and make sure you get them.

50 at all Dealers or mailed free with
G instructions on receipt of 50c. by

The King Suspender Co.
TORONTO







SIR ¢

The sole surviving Father of Confederation.

in his 93rd year, at Amherst,

HARLES TUPPER; BAR'T

From a photograph taken especially for THE CANADIAN_MAGAZINE,
Nova Scotia, on the eve of his departure for England.}
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THE BIRTH OF THE DOMINION

WITH SOME PERSONAL REMINISCENCES OF SIR CHARLES TUPPER, BAR'T,
THE SOLE SURVIVING FATHER OF CONFEDERATION

BY JOHN BOYD
HISTORIAN OF THE LIFE AND TIMES OF SIR GEORGE ETIENNE CARTIER, BAR'T.

FROM one of the leading hotels of

the City of St. John, N.B., at
noon on Thursday, May 1st, of the
present year, slowly emerged a vener-
able figure, the ecynosure of many
eyes. Clad in a fur-trimmed top
coat, protecting him from the inclem-
eney of a stormy day, a silk hat sur-
mounting his silvery locks, his should-
ers stooped by the burden of years,
but his glance still keen and alert,
recognising old friends with a cordial
bow, his whole air was one of extreme
distinetion. Even a stranger would
have felt that he was in the presence
of no ordinary man.

It was Sir Charles Tupper, Bar’t,,
the sole surviving Father of Confed-
eration, on his way to the Empress of
Ireland. A few hours later the Cana-
dian Pacifie’s palatial steamship sail-
ed for England, having as its most
distinguished passenger the veteran
statesman, fated perhaps—though all
Canadians will hope otherwise—never
to see his native land again. It was
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an historical setting and the unique
character of the event was emphasis-
ed by the spontaneous and hearty
cheers which arose from the lange
concourse of people who had assembl-
ed to wish the departing statesman
God speed and bon voyage.

It was my privilege to spend some
time with Sir Charles at Am-
herst, to accompany him to St. John,
and to be one of the last to take leave
of him. What most deeply impressed
me, what in fact impressed everybody
was the wonderful vitality which he
displayed at his advanced age. His
energy, his alertness, his mental vig-
our, the manner in which he stood the
strain of a long series of fatiguing en-
gagements would have put to shame
many a younger man. Amherst, his
old home, where he spent a week,
gave a celebration in his honour that
was worthy both of the eity and of its
distinguished son. For a whole week
festivity followed upon festivity, and
the most pleasing feature of the cele-




220 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

bration was that all party differences
were forgotten, and that Liberals and
Conservatives united to do honour to
one who though one of the stoutest
fighters and hardest hitters of his
time in the political arena, was, as the
Honourable G. H. Murray, Liberal
Premier of Nova Scotia, declared, al-
ways a generous political opponent.
One of the leading spirits in the Am-
herst celebration was Mr. Hance J.
Logan, former Liberal member of
Parliament for Cumberland, Nova
Scotia, who presiding at the great
mass meeting, well said that while
they might not all agree with
their distinguished fellow-citizen in
his political faith and allegiance,
they recognised that at his time
of life he stood apart from the poli-
tical arena, that he had been an out-
standing figure of the Empire and as
such they all bowed the knee to him.
This note of generous appreciation
was in evidence throughout the whole
celebration, and it was one that re-
flected honour upon the people of Am-
herst.

Ambherst of course has a special in-
terest in the career of the great states-
man. Ninety-two years ago Charles
Tupper was born near that city,
seventy years ago he entered upon his
professional career in Amherst; he
married there, and it was there that
he scored his earliest triumphs. His
father, the Reverend Charles Tupper,
D.D., was for many years pastor of
the First Baptist Church of Amherst.
Ninety years from the date when his
father first beecame identified with the
First Baptist Church, his distingnish-
ed son attended divine service in that
church on Sunday, April 28th, of this
year.

An entry from the pen of the Rev-
erend Dr. Tupper found amongst
some old papers records:

““On the 2nd of July, 1§21, an event
oceurred in which many others as well as
myself proved to be interested, namely,
the birth of my eldest son, who has been
for a number of years an eminent and
highly useful physician, and who is now

the Provincial Secretary and leader of
the Government in this, his native Pro-
vince.’’

The house in which one of the
greatest of the Fathers of Confedera-
tion first saw the light of day was
within a few miles of Amherst. It
was destroyed by fire about a quarter
of a century ago, but the site is still
pointed out to visitors.

Another item found in an old paper
records :

¢‘Charles Tupper, by consent of the
Royal College of Physicians and Sur-
geons, Edinburgh, has opened an office in
Ambherst for the profession of the prae-
tice of medicine, 1843.”’

The expectations of a brilliant fu-
ture for the young physician were
more than realised.  For fourteen
consecutive times he was returned for
his native County of Cumberland, in
which Amherst is situated, and he
represented it for thirty-one years.
His defeat of his great antagonist,
Joseph Howe, with whom he was de-
stined to cross swords more than once,
is historie. The ‘‘ War-Horse of Cum-
berland’’ became the term by which
in after years Sir Charles Tupper was
familiarly known. It was fitting,
therefore, that his farewell visit to
his old home should have united all
in doing him honour.

From the hour of his arrival at Am-
herst until the moment of his sailing
from St. John, a week later, Sir
Charles Tupper was called upon to fill
innumerable engagements, to receive
hosts of friends and to make numer-
ous speeches. Despite this fatiguing
strain, which would have exhausted a
much younger man, when I took leave
of him just previous to the sailing of
the Empress the veteran statesman
was in the best of health and spirits,
without a sign of fatigue. When I
said that T would not bid him good-
bye, but only au revoir, as we all hope
to see him back in Canada soon again,
he smilingly remarked that he deeply
appreciated all the kindness of which
he had been the recipient from his

>
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Facsimile of a letter addressed by Sir Charles Tupper to Mr. Boyd, showing Sir Charles's
handwriting in his &lird year.

fellow-countrymen and that he sin-
cerely hoped he would be privileged to
return to his beloved country.

This last trip was the sixty-fourth
time Sir Charles Tupper has erossed
the Atlantie. The first time was in
1840, when he crossed in a brigantine
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of 160 tomns, which took forty days
getting from St. John’s, Newfound-
land, to Lough Foyle, Ireland. Though
he had been advised by his physician
not to attempt the voyage again at
his advanced age, he had no fears, as
he is a good sailor, and he was unac-
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companied on the trip save by his
valet. During his stay in Amherst he
was the guest of his nephew Mr. C. T.
Hillson and Mrs. Hillson, whose lov-
ing care attended him until his de-
parture.

What is the secret of the marvellous
vitality displayed by Sir Charles
Tupper in the 93rd year of his age?
How is it that a man who has been
through many strenuous political
campaigns, who has borne the burden
of many important and responsible
public offices, is able at this advanced
age to still fill the most exacting en-
gagements, to eat well, sleep well and
enjoy life with all the zest of a young-
er man? The answer is to be found
in his temperate habits throughtout
life. Though a tireless worker, he
never abused his physical powers, he
eschewed econvivial gatherings, re-
frained from the use of intoxicants,
and husbanded his strength for great
and serious work. His career is a les-
son to young Canadians in more ways
than one.

When asked to what he attributed
his long life and his great vitality, he
remarked: ‘‘I have no specific for
long life save one—hard work. I have
never known anything else. My only
holidays have been in train journeys
and in crossing the Atlantic.”’

What a great example is furnished
by the career of this marvellous man.

It will be fifty years next Septem-
ber since the Charlottetown Confer-
ence assembled, and the 10th of Oc-
tober of next year (1914) will mark
the semi-centennial anniversary of the
meeting of the historic Quebec Con-
ference at which were framed the re-
solutions which formed the basis of
Confederation.

It will be interesting to recall here
the names of the statesmen who took
part in those two historic gatherings.

At the Charlottetown conference
the delegates were:

From Nova Scotia—The Honour-
able Charles Tupper, The Honourable
A. W. Henry, the Honourable R. B.
Dickey, The Honourable J. MeCully,
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and The Honourable A. Archibald.

From New Brunswick—The Hon-
ourable S. L .Tilley, The Honourable
J. Johnston, the Honourable J. H.
Gray, the Hon. B. Chandler, and the
Honourable W. H. Steeves.

From Prince Edward Island—The
Honourable Colonel Gray, the Hon-
ourable E. Palmer, the Hon. W. H.
Pope, the Honourable H. G. Coles,
and the Honourable A. A. MacDonald.

From Canada—The Honourable J.
A. Macdonald, the Honourable George
Etienne Cartier, the Honourable A.
T. Galt, the Honourable George
Brown, the Honourable H. L. Lange-
vin, the Honourable William MeDou-
gall, and the Honourable Thomas
D’Arey McGee.

The delegates who composed the
Quebee Conference which resulted in
the establishment of the Dominion
were :

From Canada—The Honourable
Etienne P. Taché, the Honourable
John A. Macdonald, the Honourable
George Etienne Cartier, the Honour-
able George Brown, the Honourable
A. T. Galt, the Honourable A. Camp-
bell, the Honourable H. L. Langevin,
the Honourable T. Chapais, the Hon-
ourable Oliver Mowat, the Honour-
able D’Arcy McGee, the Honourable
William MeDougall, and the Honour-
able J. Cockburn.

From Nova Scotia—The Honour-
able Messrs. Charles Tupper, Henry,
MeCully, Dickey, and Archibald.

From New Brnnswick—The Hon-
ourable Messrs. Tilley, Peter Mitchell,
Fisher, Steeves, Gray, and Johnston.

From Prince Edward Island—
The Honourable Messrs. Coles, Havil-
land, Palmer, Col. Gray, MacDonald,
‘Whelan, and Pope.

From Newfoundland—The Hon-
ourable Messrs. Shea and Carter.

Of the twenty-two statesmen who
met at Charlottetown and of the
the thirty-two who assembled at Que-
bee, Sir Charles Tupper is the sole
survivor. During my visit to Am-
herst it was my proud privilege to
spend some time with the venerable
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statesman, and to hear from his own
lips a recital of the events which
resulted in the birth of our
great Dominion, The ‘‘ War-Horse of
Cumberland’’ sat in the cozy library
of the beautiful home of his nephew,
and for several hours did me the hon-
our of giving me his personal narra-
tive of the most memorable event in
all Canadian history.

It was a unique experienre and
one that shall never be effaced from
my memory. There was I, a com-
paratively young Canadian, born in
the very year when the Quebec Con-
ference met, privileged to listen to
the narrative of a man who was one
of the greatest figures in that historie
gathering, a man at that time forty-
three years of age, in the very prime
of his life, when I was but an infant
in arms. Now at the age of ninety-
two, when the Dominion which he had
helped to form had nearly attained
a half-century of existence, this re-
markable man was reecalling the men
and events of half a century ago as
clearly and as vividly as if they were
but of yesterday. There were giants
in those days, and the figures of the
great men of that period appeared
more distinet as they were recalled by
one who had been of their number.
For a man of ninety-two, Sir Charles
Tupper’s memory is little short of
marvellous.

Let me attempt to give a pen por-
trait of the last surviving Father of
Confederation. A man who in his
prime was nearly six feet in stature,
with a powerful physique, his shoul-
ders are now bent and rounded by
the burden of years, but his figure
is still full and well preserved. The
only indieation of old age is the slow-
ness of his gait, his legs of all his
physical parts alone indicating fee-
bleness, necessitating the constant

use of a sturdy cane. The body is .

surmounted by a magnificent head.
The face is still full and round, with
none of the sunken features usually
associated with old age; the chin
square and powerful, showing deter-

mination of character; the mouth
large, indicating oratoriecal power;
the nose long and aquiline; eyes of
grayish blue, constantly animated,
still powerful of vision, enabling
their possessor to see and read with-
out the use of spectacles. From large
protruding eyebrows rises a mag-
nificent dome of thought, the fore-
head slightly retreating, but the tem-
ple of the brain high and spacious.
The head is surmounted by a light
crop of silvery gray hair, sparse com-
pared with the splendid growth of
raven black which adorned his head
in his prime. His voice always pow-
erful, is still strong and clear as a
bell, as was evidenced when he ad-
dressed the great meeting at Amherst,
every word being heard distinetly by
those in the farthest extremity of the
immense hall. The figure of the ven-
erable statesman is habitually garb-
ed in the old style conventional
Prince Albert, without which our
public men of the olden days were
never seen.

The form of Charles Tupper as it
appears in the picture of the Fathers
of Confederation shows what a mag-
nificent man he was in his prime.
There he is seen standing between
George Brown and D’Arcy McGee,
who are seated, his figure tall and
erect, holding a paper in his right
hand, his features full of firmness
and determination, his face adorned
by side whiskers, and his head cover-
ed by a profuse growth of jet black
hair.

The Conference which met at
Charlottetown in September of 1863
and which was intended primarily
to discuss the union of Nova Secotia,
New Brunswick, and Prince Edward
Island, was due to the initiative of
Dr. Tupper, then Prime Minister of
Nova Scotia. Delegates from the
Canadian Ministry appeared at that
conference and presented the wider
scheme of a Federal union of all the
British North American Provinces.
These proposals resulted in the Que-
bee Conference and eventually in
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Confederation. At both the Char-
lottetown and Quebee Conferences
Charles Tupper played a leading
part, and his voice exercised a de-
termining influence.

From a very early period of his
career, Sir Charles Tupper entertain-
ed the idea of a union of all the Bri-
tish North American Provinces in a
great Confederation, stretching from
ocean to ocean.

“As long age as 1860, he
remarked, ‘‘in an address which
I made at the opening of
the Mechanies’ Institute at St.
John, New Brunswick, on ‘The Po-
litical Conditions of British North
America,” I advocated a Federal un-
jon of the British North American
Provinces as the only solution for the
difficulties that then existed, and I
closed my address by expressing the
hope that the time would come when
the whole of British North America
would be united from sea to sea un-
der one Federal Government, presid-
ed over by a son of our beloved Queen,
a desire that has at last been realised.
With the object of uniting Nova
Qeotia, New Brunswick and Prince
Edward Island, I arranged with the
Governments of New Brunswick
and Prince Edward Island for a con-
ference at Charlottetown to consider
arrangements for such a union. After
T had organised that conference the
Government of what was then Unit-
ed Canada and the Opposition came
to a deadlock.

“There had been three elections
within two years, and the posi-
tion of parties was such that it
was found practically impossible to
carry on the Government of the coun-
try. There followed the formation
of the Coalition Government, which
ineluded such men as Sir BE. P. Taché,
John A. Maedonald, George Etienne
Cartier, A. T. Galt, Alexander Camp-
bell, D’Arcy MecGee, George Brown,
William MeDougall, W. P. Howland,
and Heetor Langevin.

«‘The Coalition Ministry was form-
ed with the avowed object of bring-
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ing about Confederation, if possible.
Hearing that the representatives of
Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and
Prince Edward Island were, as the
result of my efforts, to assemble at
Charlottetown, to discuss a maritime
union, the Canadian Ministry applied
for permission to send delegates to
that Conference, and to present their
views in favour of a larger union. In
the meantime the Government of
Prince Edward Island had informed
me that it would comply with my
wish to diseuss a maritime union, but
that it would be impossible for Prince
Edward Island to agree to such a
union unless Charlottetown was made
the seat of Government, which, of
course, owing to its geographical sit-
unation and other considerations, was
rather an absurdity.

““When I propounded a union of
the Maritime Provinces I expressed
my strong desire to see the Confed-
eration of British North America ef-
fected, but I may say that I regarded
it, as far as I could judge at that
time, as impracticable, though I con-
sidered it desirable in the event of its
being brought about that the three
Maritime Provinces should enter as
a unit and not as three distinet Pro-
vinees.

¢ At Charlottetown we received the
Canadian delegates, Macdonald, Car-
tier, George Brown, William MeDou-
gall, and D’Arcy McGee, with open
arms. They put before us the terms
on which they were prepared to fa-
vour a union with the Maritime Pro-
vinces, and the result was that it was
decided that further mnegotiations
should take place. The Canadian
delegates were most hospitably enter-
tained, and when the Conference was
over I invited them to visit Halifax,
where a great banquet was given in
their honour. Personally I had the
honour of entertaining George Brown,
the distingnished Liberal leader, at
my house for several days. It was
Brown who made the prineipal speech
at the Halifax banquet, outlining the
general principles on which a union
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of all the British North American
Provineces was favoured. Macdonald
and Cartier also spoke, and their re-
marks created a very favourable im-
pression.

““Following the return of the Cana-
dian delegates, Lord Monck, the Gov-
ernor-General of Canada, addressed
the Governors of all the Provinees on
the subjeet, and subsequently with
the authority of the Imperial Govern-
ment, the representatives of the Pro-
vinces met in the City of Quebee to
consider a union of all the British
North American Provinces.

““There were thirty-two present at
that historic gathering, including re-
presentatives from Canada, Nova
Seotia, New Brunswick, Prince Ed-
ward Island, and Newfoundland. The
gessions were held with closed doors,
but I may say now that the proceed-
ings throughout were characterised
by the utmost harmony, and that
there was a practical unanimity of
opinion on the leading prineiples,
though, of course, there were some
differences as to details, differences
which were all amicably adjusted be-
fore the close of the conference. The
delegates, I may say, were unanimous
in favour of a Federal Union. Sir
John A. Macdonald, who, as is well
known, was a believer in a legisla-
tive union, frankly declared that he
had always been in favour of legis-
Jative union, but that he fully recog-
nised that the consideration of any
such idea under the circumstances
was impossible. The prevailing sen-
timent, in fact, prevented any other
than a Federal Union being consider-
ed. Strong objection was made by
Mr. Oliver Mowat to the nomination
of members of the Senate by the
Crown, as he favoured their election
by the people, but he was the only
one at the Conference who took that
view, the prineiple of the election of
members of the Upper House by the
people having been abandoned by gen-
eral consent. The labours of the Con-
ference resulted, as all know, in the
drafting of the Quebec resolutions,

which formed the basis of Confedera-
tion.”’

Sir Charles Tupper vividly recall-
ed the great men who had been pres-
ent at the historic gathering which
resulted in the establishment of the
Dominion. The outstanding figures
were, of course, those of John A. Mac-
donald, George FEtienne Cartier,
George Brown, A. T. Galt, Leonard
Tilley and D’Arecy McGee. To these
great names which were recalled by
Sir Charles must, of course, be added
that of the venerable surviving
Father of Confederation, who took
such a leading part in the conference.

For all of his illustrious colleagues
Sir Charles Tupper had words of
generous praise and appreciation. He
dwelt on the consummate qualities of
Maedonald as a leader, his tact and
his resourcefulness, he gave credit to
George Brown for the signal service
he rendered at a grave juncture of
his country’s history, by making the
formation of the Coalition Ministry
which resulted in Confederation be-
ing possible; he spoke of the eminent
abilities displayed by Tilley and Galt,
and he referred warmly to the potent
influence wielded by McGee as a pat-
riot and an orator.

To George Etienne Cartier, the
great French-Canadian statesman,
Sir Charles Tupper paid a specially
striking tribute. Cartier, he declar-
ed, had been a powerful influence
in the establishment of Confedera-
tion. Tt may be mentioned here that
Cartier was a strong supporter of
Confederation from a very early per-
iod, and to the Cartier-Macdonald
Government, of which he became the
head in 1858 as'Prime Minister of
United Canada, must be given the
credit of having taken the first prac-
tical steps to bring about Confedera-
tion. One of the items of that Gov-
ernment’s programme was the union
of the British North American Pro-
vinees, and soon after the close of the
session of 1858, a delegation composed
of three members of the Government, -
Cartier himself, A. T. Galt, and John
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Rose, went to England to press the
matter upon the Imperial Govern-
ment. A memorandum signed by
Cartier, Galt and Rose was submitted
to the Imperial Government, urging
it to take steps to have a meeting
of delegates from all the British
North American Provinces to con-
sider the question of Confederation.
Though the steps taken in 1858 had
no immediate result, the fact remains
that the Government of which Car-
tier was the head was the first to
make a practical move in the direc-
tion of Confederation, that, as McGee
remarked, in his great speech during
the Confederation debate, ‘‘the first
real stage of the success of Confed-
eration, the thing that gave import-
ance to theory in men’s minds, was
the memorandum of 1858 signed by
Cartier, Galt and Rose.”” The re-
commendations in that memorandum,
as MeGee further remarked, laid dor-
mant until revived by the Constitu-
tional Committee, which led to the
coalition, which led to the Quebec
Conference, which led to the draft of
the Constitution, which led to the
eventual union of all the British
North American Provinees.

Cartier’s role was an extremely dif-
ficult one. There was the strongest
opposition in Quebec to Confedera-
tion. Cartier had to face the power-
ful attacks of redoubtable antagon-
ists who maintained that Conefedera-
tion would be detrimental to French-
Canadian interests. In face of the
most determined opposition, and the
bitterest attacks, Cartier stood firm,
and secured the allegiance of the Pro-
vince of Quebec to the measure. Sir
Charles Tupper declared that the ser-
vices that Cartier rendered at that
time entitled his name to the lasting
and grateful remembrance of all
Canadians. ‘I have no hesitation in
saying,”’ he added, ‘‘that without
Cartier there would have been no
Confederation, and therefore Canada
owes him a debt that can mever be
repaid.”’

Tt is noteworthy that fifty years
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from the year which witnessed the
meeting of the Quebeec Conference,
through the indefatigable efforts of
Mr. E. W. Villeneuve, and those as-
sociated with him on the Cartier Cen-
tenary Committee, there will be un-
veiled on one of the commanding
slopes of Mount Royal, at Montreal,
a magnificent memorial, which will
serve not only to perpetuate Cartier’s
memory but also to commemorate
the establishment of Confederation, in
which he played such a conspicuous
part. In the movement to commem-
orate the one hundredth annivers-
ary of Cartier’s birth, which falls on
September 6th, 1914, Sir Charles Tup-
per displayed the deepest interest
and expressed the hope that all Cana-
dians would join in doing honour to
the memory of one of the greatest of
the Fathers of Confederation. He
also expressed himself as deeply in-
terested in the memorial history of
the life and times of Sir George
Etienne Cartier, which will be pub-
lished in connection with the big
celebration to be held next year, and
on the eve of his departure he did
me the honour of forwarding me a
personal letter in his own handwrit-
ing, wishing me the utmost success in
that work. Sir Charles Tupper’s
handwriting is remarkably clear and
distinet for a man in the ninety-third
year of his age.

One of the most interesting por-
tions of Sir Charles Tupper’s remin-
iscent talk dealt with his great an-
tagonist, Joseph Howe. That dis-
tinguished Nova Scotian, it must be
remembered, was not always opposed
to a union of the British North Am-
erican Provinces. As Dr. Parkin
points out in his ‘‘Life’’ of Sir John
A. Macdonald, the first formal adop-
tion of the idea of Confederation by
a legislative body was in the Province
of Nova Scotia, where the Assembly
in 1854 unanimously passed a reso-
lution that the ‘‘Union, or Confed-
eration, of the British Provineces,
while calculated to perpetuate their
connection with the parent state, will
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promote their advancement and pros-
perity, increase their strength and
influence and elevate their position.’’
Howe, who was then leader of the
Liberal party of Nova Scotia, on that
occasion made a speech of remarkable
power. His strongly-expressed be-
lief at that time was that a united
British North America was the true
stepping-stone to a firmly united Em-
pire, while both were essential to the
highest political development of the
nation.

What were Howe’s real reasons for
the bitter opposition he displayed to
Confederation after having previous-
ly advocated such a project ?—I ask-
ed Sir Charles Tupper. ‘‘Howe, in
that connection,’’ replied Sir Charles
“undoubtedly made the mistake
of his life. When the question
of union was broached, the first man
1 invited to represent the Liberal
party in the negotiations was Joseph
Howe. At that time Howe had been
appointed to the office of Imperial
Fishery Commissioner, and he in-
formed me that he was unable to ac-
cept my proposal as he would be
away, but that he would be back
in October, and that he would then
be prepared to agree to anything I
might propose, as he had always been
a very strong advocate of such an
idea. In faect, I recall that at a meet-
ing at Halifax some time previous-
ly, at which D’Arcy MeGee had de-
livered an address on Confederation,
Howe had warmly supported the idea.
On his return to Halifax, however,
he found that many of those who had
been amongst my most influential
supporters were strongly opposed to
any idea of Confederation. The temp-
tation to down me was too great, and,
unfortunately for himself, Howe put
himself at the head of the Opposi-
tion and used all his great powers to
prevent Confederation.”

Regarding Howe’s visit to London
as head of the delegation sent to ask
for the repeal of Confederation, Sir
Charles Tupper told of how he had
had several personal interviews with
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Howe in London, during which he
had pointed out to him the futility
of opposition. As everybody knows,
Howe’s mission, owing to the great
work done by Tupper, proved to
be a failure, and Howe returned
to Nova Scotia to report that British
sympathy could not be counted upon
for any movement having for its ob-
jeet the breaking-up of Confedera-
tion. Howe subsequently became a
member of Sir John A. Maecdonald’s
Government, and died as Lieutenant-
Governor of Nova Scotia, having be-
come reconciled to the new order of
things.

Of Howe personally and of his
great powers, Sir Charles Tupper
spoke in terms of the most generous
appreciation. ‘‘Despite the mistake
he then made,”’ said his great rival,
“Howe was a great man and a re-
markable orator. His memory is
rightly cherished by all Nova Sco-
tians as one of that Province’s great-
est sons.”’

The limited space of a magazine
article will but permit of a reference
to the successive stages following the
Quebee Conference, which eulminated
in the birth of the Dominion. The
memorable Confederation debate in
the Assembly of United Canada was
marked by speeches worthy of the
subject, and after the project had
been adopted by the Legislature, Mac-
donald, Cartier, Brown and Galt went
to England to confer with the Imper-
ial Government. At the historic con-
ference which sat at the Westminster
Palace Hotel, in London, from the
4th to the 24th December, 1866, a
series of sixty-nine resolutions based
on those of the Quebec Conference
were finally passed. The sittings of
the Conference were renewed early
in January of 1867 ; a series of draft
bills were then drawn up and revised
by the Imperial law officers; a bill
was submitted to the Imperial Par-
liament in February, and on March
29th, under the title of the British
North America Aet it received the
royal assent. A royal proclamation
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issued by Queen Vietoria from Wind-
sor Castle on May 22nd, 1867, ap-
pointed July 1st as the date upon
whieh the Aet should come into force,
and the following first of July wit-
nessed the birth of what the Gover-
nor-General, Lord Monck, well desig-
nated as ‘‘a new nationality.”’

Four years from now, the first of
July, 1917, will be the semi-centen-
nial of the establishment of Confed-
eration, and it has been proposed by
Mr. Charles R. MeCullough, of Ham-
ilton, whose name will forever be
honoured by the Canadian people as
the founder of the Canadian Club
movement, which has done and is do-
ing so much to foster a spirit of pat-
riotism and to create a national sen-
timent, that what he well terms the
““Jubilee of the Canadian people,”’
should be appropriately commemorat-
ed. Sir Charles Tupper, to whom I
gave a copy of Mr. McCullough’s in-
teresting booklet, ‘‘The Semi-Centen-
nial of Confederation,”’ in which he
outlines his proposals, expressed his
deep interest in the suggestion, and
warmly approved of the idea, declar-
ing that the semi-centennial of the
establishment of the Dominion should
certainly not be allowed to pass with-
out fitting commemoration. Mr. Me-
Cullough in this connection has ren-
dered another signal service, and it
is to be hoped that his proposal will
be carried into effect and that 1917
will witness a celebration worthy of
the great Dominion.

Sir Charles Tupper has always been
an optimist, and he is still an optim-
ist in regard to the future of the Do-
minion, which he helped so greatly
to establish.

On the eve of his sailing from Can-
ada, I asked him to give me a fare-
well message which I might convey
to the Canadian public through the
medium of The Canadian Magazine.

The message which he gave me is
as follows:

‘“‘Say to Canadians that while the
prosperity of Canada has exceeded
the most sanguine anticipation of the
founders of Confederation, to whom
I belong, I do not hesitate to say that
that prosperity which has surpassed
our greatest expectations is merely in
outline a faint representation of the
enormous advantages enjoyed by
Canadians. I think that the people
of Canada may eclaim, and justly
claim, that there is mo part of the
known world whose progress is
greater than at present exhibited by
the Dominion of Canada, and I be-
lieve that that prosperity is only a
faint outline of what the Dominion
is to enjoy.”’

“The day is coming, I firmly be-
lieve, when Canada, which has be-
come the right arm of the British
Empire, will dominate the Ameri-
can continent.”’

Men of small vision have been ae-
customed to deride the optimism of
Sir Charles Tupper, but that great
statesman has had the satisfaction of
living to see many of his predictions,
which were regarded as but idle
boastings when they were made, ful-
filled. As the present eminent Prime
Minister of the Dominion, Right
Honourable R. L. Borden, himself a
distinguished son of Nova Scotia, well
remarked in a message of felicitation
to the people of Amherst, ‘‘ This great
Canadian has lived to see more than
amply fulfilled every propheey which
in the early days of doubt and hesi-
tation his splendid vision placed be-
fore his fellow-countrymen.’’

‘Who shall say that the latest pre-
dietion made by the grand old man
of the Dominion shall not also be ful-
filled—that Canada shall dominate
the American continent, not in ag-
gression or materialism, but in the
arts of peace, in the greatness of its
institutions, in the broadness of its
culture, and in the lofty moral char-
acter of its people?



THE SIGNIFICANCE OF

CONFEDERATION
BY A. H. U. COLQUHOUN

HE ecreation of the Dominion of
Canada in 1867 must always be
considered a wonderful achievement.
A bolder undertaking in nation-build-
ing had not, under similar conditions,
been attempted before. The founders
of the new Dominion saw nothing in
modern experience to guide them, be-
cause their problem was to evolve a
workable constitution for a vast un-
developed area containing a few dis-
connected settlements. It was a task
from which the most skilful statesmen
in Europe might have shrunk. The
obstacles in the way seemed to be un-
surmountable. The various groups of
Provinces were distant from one an-
other. Direct communication between
them was slow and, during some sea-
sons, impossible. They had develop-
ed as distinet units and the political
and social intimacy of the people was
of the slenderest. They had but small
commercial interests in common.
There were jealousies and a rooted
distrust to be reckoned with.
Moreover, the idea of uniting the
fragments of British power on this
continent lacked the charm of novel-
ty. Federation in some form was, in
truth, an old story. It had been pro-
pounded before the American Revo-
lution, and after that event had often
been urged as the natural method of
repairing the loss made by the dis-
memberment of the Empire in 1783.
Schemes worked out in detail had been
presented on several occasions. Root-
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and-branch reformers like Robert
Gourley and William Lyon Macken-
zie had advocated it as a remedy for
defective administration. Loyalists of
the pronounced type of Chief Justice
Sewell and Bishop Strachan were
equally enamoured of its merits. It
found favour with Lord Durham in
his famous report. Several of the
Legislatures debated its possibilities.
Men of the resolute character of Alex-
ander (alt in Canada, and Joseph
Howe in Nova Seotia, had tried to
rouse public opinion in its behalf. Yet
in the eighty years between 1783 and
1863 it had made little apparent pro-
gress. The dream of a great self-gov-
erning state stretching from the At-
lantic to the Pacific and rivalling in
extent, resources and power the em-
pires of the ancient world had fail-
ed to rivet itself upon the imagination
of the people at large. Nearly all the
influential politicians in the various
Provinees were those who applied
their energies to local measures and
the business of the hour, and who
abandoned vast projects of govern-
ment to the enthusiast and the vis-
ionary. The statesmen of Great Bri-
tain viewed consolidation with indif-
ference because they had come to re-
gard separation as inevitable and
were disposed to pave the way for it.

In a situation so depressing the
marvel is that the founders of Con-
federation were able, within a brief
period, to bring their plans to accom-
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plishment. Their success has been ac-
counted for on various grounds. The
chief cause has been set down as po-
litical deadlock in Canada. The clash
of races and creeds in the ill-sorted
union of Upper Canada and Lower
Canada, had rendered constitutional
rearrangements necessary and the
leaders of the two parties had joined
together. With some adroitness, sev-
eral delegates from Canada sought
and were given admission to the con-
ference at Charlottetown in Septem-
ber, 1864, where representatives of the
three Maritime Provinces were debat-
ing a legislative union. The confer-
ence adjourned to meet at Quebec
later in the year and there the basis
of the larger union was agreed upon.
Another influence which hastened
Confederation is declared to have
been the commereial position of the
Provinces. The Reciprocity Treaty
with the United States negotiated
by Lord Elgin in 1854, had for ten
years afforded a convenient market
for the surplus products of British
America. The Washington politicians
made no secret of their intention to
abrogate it. The Provinces, therefore
were naturally inclined to declare for
free exchange amongst themselves. In
this new trade, optimists averred,
there would be found ample compen-
sation for the foreign market about
to be taken away. Yet another fac-
tor making for union was the need of
defence. The Civil War in the Unit-
ed States was drawing to a close,
and an immense army would be free
to undertake, if occasion offered, fresh
military operations. Already the Fen-
ian element in the Republic were lay-
ing plans to gather hostile forees on
the New Brunswick and Canada fron-
tiers and to invade British territory.
The relations between Great Britain
and the United States were strained
to the breaking point. What more
probable than that the American pos-
sessions of the Crown should be the
theatre of the next war? This con-
sideration was not absent from the
minds of the promoters of union.
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That the strife of parties, the de-
mands of commerce and the menace of
invasion each played its part in help-
ing to carry Confederation is not to
be denied. But we must look deeper
than these for the influences that
made union certain. The future
benefits of Confederation, depicted as
they were with persuasive eloquence,
were not in themselves susceptible of
definite proof, The experiment would
certainly involve heavier taxation and
might easily fail altogether. The real
vitality of the movement lay in the
deeply-rooted attachment to British
rule which dominated all the Prov-
ineces. This sentiment rested partly
upon the ties of racial origin, partly
upon confidence in British institu-
tions and partly upon a practical
grasp of the value of the Imperial
connection. The reasoning, so often
heard, that the British Provinces
would in course of time follow the ex-
ample of the United States and break
away from the Empire, was super-
ficial. It ignored the chief factors
which alone enabled a sound conelu-
sion to be reached. The French were
then, as they have always been, con-
tented subjects of the Crown. The
English settlements were established
by the loyalists who had saecrificed
every material interest to retain their
allegiance and who had declared their
preference for monarchy over repub-
licanism. The struggles for respon-
sible government were mnot for the
purpose of ultimate separation from
the Empire. Immigration strength-
ened instead of weakened the essen-
tially British type of civilisation that
was in proeess of formation. The
communications  between  Mother
Country and colony were more rapid
and frequent than they had been a
century earlier.  The tendencies, in
short, were steadily drawing the com-
ponent parts of the Empire together,
instead of severing them. i

The Briton overseas was able to
grasp the truth more quickly and with
clearer vision than the statesmen at
home. He foresaw, dimly perhaps,
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but with an instinet that did not err,
the days when the outlying states of
the Empire, each supreme in its own
affairs, would unite in maintaining
the Imperial bond for the furtherance
of objects which only a World Power
could hope to render tangible and en-
during. To British statesmen such a
conception had not yet come. It was
alien, to the economic and political
theories of the mid-Vietorian period.
The colonial questions that obtruded
themselves upon the Imperial authori-
ties were usually troublesome and of-
ten petty. The doctrines of the Man-
chester school exercised a great auth-
ority, and the projects for British
American union when laid before sue-
cessive Ministries, previous to 1866,
excited no enthusiasm. The represen-
tatives of the Crown in some of the
Provinees had been permitted to ex-
press views antagonistic to union. The
attitude of these officials was a decid-
ed embarrassment to the movement,
and upon a protest being made to the
Imperial Government their conduct
was modified. It must in justice be
said that from the moment the Im-
perial authorities understood that the
responsible statesmen of both parties
in British America favoured union,
and when another war seemed immin-
ent, the official attitude became sym-
pathetic and cordial. When the mat-
ter was broached in 1858, the colonial
secretary had written to Sir Edmund
Head, Governor-General of Canada:
“The question of the Federation of
the Colonies is one in which Canada
has no doubt a very deep interest, and
in which any representations proceed-
ing from the Legislature of the Pro-
vinee will be received with the great-
est attention. But it is necessarily one
of Imperial character involving the
future government of the other North
Amercian Colonies equally bound
with Canada by the common tie which
unites all the members of that Em-
pire. It is therefore one which it
properly belongs to the executive au-
thority of the Empire, and not that
of any separate Province, to initiate.”’

These guarded, and somewhat unsym-
pathetic terms may have accurately
expressed the official mind of England
in 1858. Events were soon to occur
which showed the paramount import-
ance of encouraging the consolidation
of British power in North America.
At the outbreak of the Civil War in
the United States what is familiarly
known as the ‘‘Trent’’ affair ruptur-
ed the friendly relations between
Great Britain and the Republic. The
outstanding facts respecting this fa-
mous episode have passed into history,
and are familiar to all, but the extent
to which Canada and the other Pro-
vinees were concerned is not so gen-
erally known. Captain Wilkes of the
United States sloop-of-war San Jacin-
to stopped the British steamer Trent
on the high seas on November 8th,
1861, and forcibly removed Mason
and Slidell, two agents of the Confed-
erate States. England demanded
that they be given up, and at once
prepared to defend her North Ameri-
can possessions should the issue be
war. The Washington authorities had,
owing to the slow ocean communieca-
tions of those days, and to the absence
of a cable, some time in which to de-
bate their policy. It was proposed to
heal the rapidly-widening breach be-
tween the North and South by seizing
Canada, evoking a strong national
feeling, and bringing on a conflict
with Great Britain instead of civil
war at home. The idea was no doubt
advanced by Seward, Lincoln’s See-
retary of State. Seward had for some
time meditated a war with several
European Powers as a means of stav-
ing off the threatened rebellion. In
the sober light of fifty years’ experi-
ence and reflection it resembles the
dream of an insane man. Yet the
documents which afterwards came to
light fully attest the truth of the
story in every particular. For several
weeks Canada’s fate hung in the bal-
ance. Lincoln, who was a statesman,
saw that the true course to follow
was to restore the two delegates. The
danger passed for the time, but the
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possibility of war in which Canada
would be the prize to be contested for
impressed itself clearly upon the Brit-
ish Government. A project for the
union of the Provinces assumed a new
phase. It became at onve the object
of Imperial policy, and the despatches
to the Colonial Governors reflected
the change.

Yet down to the very eve of Union
the prospects were dark and uncer-
tain. In Canada the junction of the
leaders of both parties in the Coalition
Ministry seemed to ensure success.
Suddenly in December, 1865, George
Brown, the leader of the Reform sec-
tion in the Cabinet, resigned.  The
reason assigned was disapproval of
the Government’s negotiations at
Washington for a renewal of recipro-
city on the basis of concurrent legisla-
tion. The lack of cordiality in the
personal relations of Brown and Mae-
donald was the primary cause. For
the moment the stability of the Minis-
try appeared to be undermined. As
Brown promised an unwavering sup-
port in favour of the Confederation
measure, however, the threatened dan-
ger of complete disruption passed
away. In the Maritime Provinces a
series of misfortunes occurred. Prince
Edward Island, by a vote of its Leg-
islature in 1865, declined to join, and
re-affirmed thkis decision in 1866. Ven-
turing upoa a general elec’ ‘on befere
the Quebee resolutions were debatel
in the Legislatura, the Tilley (Govern-
ment in New Brunswick was over-
thrown. This being the first submis-
sion of the question to a popular vote
the repulse was diseouraging. In
Nova Secotia the situation was even
more embarrassing.  Joseph Howe,
the idol of his Province, upon whose
aid the unicn forces had confidently
relied, began a vehement opposition.
The case of Howe will illustrate the
dangers that beset Confederation.
Howe, if not the first to propose Brit-
ish American union, was in some mea-
sure its most potenti and eloquent
champion. In 1861 he had secured
the unanimous endorsement of the

Legislature, and had visited Canada
to rouse sentiment in favour of a for-
ward movement. The Canadian pub-
lic men at that date were not enthu-
siastic enough to please him. As late
as August, 1864, he had declared in
an address at Halifax: ‘T am not one
of those who thank God that I am a
Nova Scotian merely, for I am a
Canadian as well. I have never
thought I was a Nova Secotian,
but I have looked aeross the broad
continent as the great territory which
the Almighty has given us for an in-
heritance, and studied the mode by
which it could be consolidated, the
mode by which it could be united, the
mode by which it could be made
strong and vigorous, while the old
flag still floats over the soil.”’ That
the man who held this language and
who had in a sense launched the pro-
jeet should turn and rend it was un-
expected. It is unnecessary to discuss
here the reasons for Howe’s conduect,
but the immediate effect was highly
diseoncerting. Delegates from New-
foundland had attended the Quebec
Conference in 1865, and it was hop-
ed that the colony would join the
others. But a strong opposition show-
ed itself in the Island and ultimately
overwhelmed the Ministry that had
supported union. Nothing, therefore,
could be less promising than the con-
dition of affairs at the dawn of 1866,

Events, however, now began to take
a more favourable turn. The New
Brunswick anti-Confederate Ministry
was defeated and a new Government
swept the Province on the union pol-
icy. This emboldened the Nova Sco-
tian Premier, Dr. Tupper, to secure
a vote of the Legislature endorsing
the Quebee resolutions with an under-
taking that some modification would
be embodied in the terms. It was
not until December that the delegates
from Canada, Nova Secotia, and New
Brunswick met in London to prepare
the bill to be passed by the Imperial
Parliament. The result of the Con-
ference was an agreement upon the
measure known to history as the Brit-
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ish North America Act. This was
introduced by Lord Carnarvon in the
House of Lords on February T7th,
1867, was passed on March 8th, and
received the Royal Assent on the 29th
of that month. It provided that the
new Dominion should come into ex-
istence by proclamation on a day to
be appointed not more than six
months after the passage of the Aet.

Thus quietly, and with a eomplete
absence of pomp and ceremony, oc-
curred one of the most important
events in the annals of the British
Empire. It marked the foundation
of a new power in North America
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which was to restore to Great Britain
the prestige and authority in the new
world so badly shattered by the inde-
pendence of the United States a cen-
tury before. It set an example to be
followed later by the political con-
solidations in Awustralia and South
Africa. It proved in a signal manner
the adaptability of the British mon-
archical system to new continents. It
gave an impetus to the spirit of Im-
perial unity which in due course of
time spread to the most distant por-
tions of the Empire and likewise pro-
foundly affected the mother country
herself.

O CANADA

BY ELIZABETH ROBERTS MACDONALD

OH not for thee the futile round
Of pomp and greed and pride’s increase;
Stand firm for worthier things than these,
Our clear-eyed Land of Peace!

Age after age the nations rise,

Grow drunk with glory, fade and fail,
No nearer life’s unvisioned prize,

Their strife of no avail.

‘Was Rome not empress of the world?
Her god was power ; where now abide

The hosts that hailed her flag unfurled
By Tiber’s yellow tide?

Vain warfare, recompense as vain;

Who strives for earth to earth is thrust:

’

For king and serf the same refrain
Is breathed of ‘‘Dust to dust.”’

But thou, for all that helps the race,
For purer customs, kindlier laws,

For light in every darkened place,
Fight strongly, God’s the cause.

So, not in blood and tears thy name
Shall blazoned live for times afar,

But in the hearts of men a flame,
And in their souls a star!




TORONTO’'S MELTING-POT
BY MARGARET BELL

ABOVE the din and clatter of the

congested street the song of the
pick-axe rings out clear and persist-
ent. You hear it, as you near the
corner. You may pause a moment, to
peep into the garish shop-window
above which three gilded balls swing
back and forth in dizzy regularity.
You glance up at the shop-keeper as
he comes to the door, rubbing his soft
hands and showing two rows of yel-
lowish teeth.

Won’t you step inside? You need
not buy. There are plenty of things
—very beautiful things, which are
not displayed in the window. There
are brass candlesticks two centuries
old. And a ring, which brings good
luck to the wearer. A glowing, glar-
ing ring, showing the fire of a sunset
in an Oriental sky. The black opal
is a very lucky stone. And it costs
nothing to look at it.

But you do not trust the cunning
shop-keeper who stands in the door,
rubbing his hands and showing his
vellowish teeth. And, anyhow, there
is the persistent sing-sing of the pick-
axe as it strikes against a stone.

You walk on toward the corner.
The pick-axe represents for you all
the seething, sweating centre of the
activity of the city’s Lower End.

At the corner you pause.

There they are, a whole hundred of
them, bare-armed, bare-necked, stur-
dy, brown fellows, forming a cordon
in the middle of the street, between
the two rows of tumbledown shacks,
whiceh form the business seetion of the
eity’s melting-pot!
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The picks swing up, then down,
then, up again. Each swing is accom-
panied by some utterance, an unintel-
ligible muttering or a snatch of song.

And you think of the Italian operas
and the greatest singers of them.
From such a melting-pot as this have
they often come.

They do not pay much attention to
you as you walk past. They would
like to, you ecan tell, by the side-
glances which are jerked toward you.
But the boss is there in the midst of
them. And the big clock on the City
Hall is calling out the hour of four.
There is much to be done before the
street will be ready for the steam rol-
ler.

You forget the springtime activity
of the hundred little shop-keepers all
around you. You do not notice the
old, blind beggar who sits on the side-
walk soliciting coppers. You do not
hear the wailing discords of his con-
certina. The sing-song of the picks
against the stones has drowned it out
of all hearing.

A mob of children come screaming
from a small side street somewhere.
They are dirty little wretches, with
hair uncombed and eclothes all torn.
You wonder why they are not in
school.

They seem to be heralding some-
thing. In a moment, you see it. A
man with a hurdy-gurdy and a dane-
ing bear. One youngster more bold
than the rest is throwing banana
skins at it, and bits of orange peel and
grapefruit, from the gutter.

They pause before a fish shop. The
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man has wonderful spangles on his
coat and wears a peculiar shaped hat.
With one hand, he turns the handle
of the hurdy-gurdy, with the other,
waves a vari-coloured baton, which
seems to have a rattle in one end.

The big brown bear circles round
and round. There are shrieks from
the mob of dirty-faced youngsters.
Fat shop women come out of their
doors, and stand with hands on hips.
Big smiles appear on their faces and
their eyes dance with enjoyment. It
is not every day that dancing bear
comes along. Faster and faster goes
the musie, more dizzy becomes the big
dancing brute. The old, blind beg-
gar ceases playing his concertina and
asks someone—anyone—what all the
fuss is about. In reply, his coat tails
are pulled by one of the shrieking
young ruffians.

The brown-armed gang of workmen
have laid down their picks. The boss
does not seem to mind. Everyone
presses close to the howling hurdy-
gurdy and dancing bear.

You notice someone slip away from
the erowd, down an alley and in
through a side door. He has a pecu-
liar, slouching gait, and looks covert-
ly from right to left.

By and by, he comes out and dis-
appears down the alley.

The street organ, the much-spangl-
ed man and the dancing bear move on
down the street.

As you walk slowly away from the
erowd, your attention is arrested by
the shouting of someone. It is the fat
shop woman. She is calling for a
policeman. Someone has robbed her
till!

But you go your way along the
street, and leave the members of the
melting-pot to fight their battles for
themselves.

An old man stands on a little bit of
ground between a shop and the side-
walk, fanning a charcoal fire in a
large tin boiler. He has great woolly
whiskers and wears a shirt of red
flannel. He might be an aneient pro-
phet, casting a spell over his enemies

But he is only a tinker, mending
brass and ecopper kettles.

You speak to him. A cunning look
creeps into his eyes, and he regards
you from under quizzical eyebrows.
He does not trust any respectably
dressed person who happens to saunt-
er through that part of town. For
he did not receive a licence slip from
the City Hall that year.

‘When you ask him how much he
charges for mending a copper kettle,
he pretends he is deaf, and you may
shout until all the ragamuffins of the
street ridicule you into silence.

You are now amonlg the Jewish in-
habitants of The Ward.

Half a dozen tawdry women, with
scarlet shawls on their heads, appear
from a lane somewhere, carrying
shrieking chickens under their arms.
Not one or two. Each woman carries
six or seven birds, out into the street,
in full view of all the passers-by.

They are on their way to the Rab-
bi’s. For it is he who must bless the
chickens before they ean be killed for
eating.

Innumerable tumbledown shacks
stand in a state of slatternly decay, on
both sides of the street. You peep in-
side one or two. For the doors stand
ajar, letting in the dust from the
street. And some air too, let us hope.
Although one wonders how the air
from that part of town can be worth
the coveting.

Inside one of the doors, you cateh
a glimpse of a little girl rocking a sick
baby. The room is tiny, but it con-
tains a cook stove, a table, two or three
chairs and an equal number of beds.
Beds undoubtedly, but from all ap-
pearances, piles of filthy rags, thrown
in indiseriminate piles on the floor.

You wonder vaguely what will be
that little girl’s outlook on life, in ten
more years.

‘What should be another living-
room is -a miniature grocery shop,
where one may buy ice cream from
dirty cones, or cakes which hang in
the window, on a bit of greasy brown
paper. The window itself is a poor
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affair, with two panes gone. A mil-
lion flies buzz around the sweet stuffs
shown therein.  The boards in the
floor are ecracked, and bits of oozy
mud spurt up through them. When
the fat proprietor of it all happens to
walk across the floor, the mud
splashes up and lights on the cakes
and bologna displayed on the counter.

There are seven children living in
the little room, next to the grocery
shop. And every night, a much be-
whiskered father comes in from his
rounds in the lanes and alleyways.

Just now, he is back in the few
square feet of mud, at the rear of the
one-roomed home. You see him, as
you tear your eyes from the vision of
the tawdry, little girl rocking the
baby to sleep. There is a side alley-
way leading from the street to the
few square feet of mud. This alley-
way is the receptacle for the thous-
ands of bottles which are gathered
on the streets, every day. :

Beer bottles, whiskey bottles, medi-
cine bottles of all descriptions have
hurtled out of the itinerant col-
lector’s sack. The much-whiskered
man smiles grimly as he fingers each
one. In one barrel, he puts the beer
bottles, in another the whiskey bot-
tles, and so on. His systematic ar-
rangement of everything is sickening.
One cannot help thinking of the mud
which gozes up between the boards of
the grocery shop floor, or the tawdry
little girl who sits rockinig the baby
to sleep. And there are two other
children out among the rattle of the
streets somewhere, gathering bits of
coal and wood, to cook the father’s
supper. And very soon there will be
another baby to rock to sleep, in the
dirty, little room, with the three beds
of rags.

In the few square feet of mud ad-
joining the shop, a young fellow has
just eome in, with a load of cas‘.(-oﬁ"
clothing. Evidently, he is a hired
collector. TFor the indifferent expres-
sion of interest on his face could not
belong to a Tlebrew proprietor of

anything.

A little man runs out of the shop.
He has a peculiar stoop to his should-
ers, and a smile of avariciousness
lurks about the corners of his mouth.
You know at once that he is the pro-

prietor.
““ Ach, Jakey, vere did you get dis
coat?”’

The older man unearths a frock
coat from the pile. For a moment,
he counts on hig fingers—gloatingly.
And the smile of satisfaction becomes
broader and broader. :

The indifference leaves Jakey'’s
face. He rubs his hands together con-
tentedly. :

““That there? Oh, that—a pretty
goil ga’me that. Oh, what a figger!
She was the maid. Up North it was,
in Rosedale. Everyone else was out.
There are a few more things there.
I’ll get ’em to-morrow.”’

The elbow of the impatient little
man with the stooping shoulders and
avaricious smile finds a sudden way
to the ribs of the young man, and the
smile expands into a boisterous laugh.

‘‘Ha, Jakey, you vere a devil wid
de skoits. Vell, it is a good vay for
de business. You vill make de great
success, if you always make lofe to de
maids.”’

Each article is commented on, each
bit of clothing converted into an im-
aginary pile of tinkling coins.

This is the behind scenes of the rag
wagon, which makes its daily rounds
through the streets and alleyways.

And perhaps, in some home up in
in the North End of the city, some
business man about to dress for a fun-
eral, exclaims peevishly to his valet:

““T say, Hawkins, what has become
of my frock coat?’’

A couple of doors along, a very in-
dustrious shopkeeper stands outside
his shop, exhorting the passers-by to
come and see his stock of saleable
stuffs. - It is an extraordinary thing,
how these industrious shopkeepers
care so little about the sale of goods!
Their one desire seems to be a bowing
courtesy to the passers-by, who may
be seeking amusement.
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A FRESH SUPPLY OF FUEL

Truly, there is a great and varied
assortment of goods outside that shop,
most of them displayed in a pyramid
of Hebrew disorder. And there are
plenty of women who pause, to have
a look. Women wearing variegated
shawls over their heads, and women
wearing nothing over their heads.
Women carrying babies and women
carrying chickens. Fat women and
thin women—with the former greatly
in the majority. As a matter of fact,
all the women in the lower Hebrew
district seem at enmity with the sylph
of the more select cireles.

Chickens seem to be the crest of all
the Hebrew shops. On every win-
dow appears a paint-besmeared fig-
ure, which, according to the motive
of the painter, was supposed to repre-
sent a half-matured fowl. Both sexes
of bird are represented, probably on
account of the militancy of things
amongst a sex of more civilised ex-
traction.

Grocery shops, with bilg dishes of
melting butter in the windows, meat
shops, showing pounds of fly-he-
smirched beef and huge cakes of tal-
low, fish shops, with piles of sprawl-
ing perch and lake bass—barber
shops and saloons—all have the same
emblem as a window adornment, a
couple of outrageous looking chic-
kens!

A white-coated man, with a brown-
ish face, has paused at a corner. He
rings a bell, and calls something half
English, half something else. He has
a little cart. All the tawdry young-
sters appear from their respective
hovels, and run out to greet him.
They fight and secramble, each intent
on being the first to reach the cart.

The brownish-faced man smiles.
There is always a good market for
his ice ecream cones, among the dirty-
faced youngsters of the Hebrew dis-
triet.

There are two races in the Lower
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DISTANT HILLS LOOK GREEN

End. who keep apart from the grin-
ninlg Hebrew or slatternly Canadian
slum dweller. These are the Negroes
and Chinese.

You eome suddenly upon the Chi-
nese quarter, as you turn from the
garish windows of the pawnshops and
pyramids of Southern fruit. Great
green signs, with splashes of gold for
the lettering, greet you from above
the doors. The windows are full of
wonderful things from the Orient.
With silk mandarin coats, gorgeous in
purples and reds and blues. You
marvel at the art of the Celestial in
the successful blending of colours.

And there are vases with dragons
curling around them. And ivory chop
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sticks, and ecurious-looking imple-
ments of war. Another window may
show weirdly earved furniture and
bits of old lace. Anything, every-
thing, which will attract the eye and
coax a few coins out of the purse.

Silent, slant-eyed fellows stroll
around the streets before their shops,
grinning and sulggesting in their sil-
ent way that you go inside and look
around.

The inside is interesting, too. Chi-
nese candies of all sorts and deserip-
tions, Chinese nuts and fruit, as well
as Chinese kimonos, which attract the
eye of the pretty girl.

Upstairs, there may be gorgeous
hangings and rooms fragrant of in-
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cense. Yes, and the pretty Canadian
girl in a wonderful kimono and
jewels. She is luxurious with all the

comforts of a twentieth century cour-

tesan. She may have been a Sunday
school teacher, at one time, in a

chureh which thought to turn the
Celestial from his ancient Buddha.
But there is a rule in the great Law
Book of Canada that says that Chi-
nese women may not be allowed into
Canada under five hundred dollars a
head!

The Negroes are quite exclusive as
a colony. Their houses seem a little
more neglected, their doors a little
more securely closed, perhaps, than
those of the other races in the melting-
pot.  They have their night-time-
revels, their balls and suppers, their
clubs and societies, just the same as
their neighbours.

It is almost eveninlg. The odours
of garlic and spaghetti come from
the kitchens in the Italian distriet.
And lazy-looking workmen lie sprawl-
ing on the doorsteps. The gang from
down the street come lurching home,
with their pickaxes. Urchins are
everywhere, under your feet, peering
saueily into your face. On the corner
a couple of them pause before a large
cireus poster. There will be a parade
the next day, perhaps. That is a
great time for the youngsters.

The shops seem busier than ever.
Well-dressed girls, newly released
from work in the down-town factories,
stroll along, commenting on the jewel-
lery which glistens in a window be-
low three swaying balls. Beautiful
girls they are, with olive complexions
and eyes like glowing. black pearls.
They look curiously alien, with their
loryg ear-rings and much-coiffed black
hair. Alien to the city in general,
but much at home in the district of
the garlic and spaghetti. If it were
not for the filth all around!

All the earts are returning home.
You know it by the sounds which
come from the neighbouring streets.

“Ri.ip a banan: r-ip: only ten-a
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da centa da dozen!
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There is music in those sounds.
You love them, because you are cos-
mopolitan.

And then the hurdy-gurdies. Six
or seven of them, crawling lazily
along past the rows of shops, past
the jabbering workmen who sit loaf-
ing on the steps.

One halts before the saloon. It
plays the Miséréré.  Dirty-faced
youngsters run shrieking along, and
cirele around the wailing thing. Then
they dance. The music goes faster
and faster, the smile on the dark-
complexioned girl’s face more radi-
ant. She carries a tambourine. Into
the saloon she goes, shaking the bi-
zarre contribution box, and showing
two rows of very white teeth.

Fascinating ? It simmers in fascina-
tion. These are the people who live.
These are the people who ean loil on
their door-steps and laugh, while all
the world is steeped in parliamentary
debates. The girls are pretty, the
men alive. Voila, what will you?

To the warm-blooded man of the
South, the drawling Italian, with his
Chianti and cigarette, is given the tal-
ent of getting the most out of this
life called the material.

They live there, huddled up in im-
possible little shacks, they laugh and
dance and sing—and sometimes kill
—but they are happy. There is a
pathos in their contented sordidness.
perhaps. A pathos to all who go
amongst them, intent only on the
theoretical problem of bettering their
mode of existence. People who go
amongst them, in white gloves and
lorgnettes, who look at them through
the lenses of condescension and pity.
People who preach sanitation, with-
out seeing that the indolent South-
erners have the means of bringing
that preaching into practical use.

But, in spite of all the preaching
and pitiable condescension, the Ttalian
always will remain a contented plea-
sure-seeker, with more thought for
his Chianti and snatch of song than
all the sanitation sermons in the uni-
verse.
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THE NEW BRITAINS AND THE OLD

BY PROFESSOR H.

THE Colonial policy of successive
British Ministries during the,
greater part of the Victorian epoch,
which was not so much pursued as al-
lowed to pursue its own way, had as
its implied if not avowed end and aim
the ultimate separation of the
“white’’ or ‘‘English-speaking’’ col-
onies from the metropolitan country.
This policy* is now supposed to be
antiquated, unworthy, and diseredit-
able. It is, however, by no means cer-
tain that the statesmen of the days of
laissez faire laissez aller were not wis-
er than the politicians who now-a-
days have so much to say about ‘‘The
Empire’’ and its ‘‘problems’ and
the processes variously described as
‘““welding’’ or ‘‘cementing.’’ The
‘“‘problem of Empire,”” which pres-
ents itself when the communities gen-
erally spoken of as ‘‘the self-govern-
ing dominions’’ are under considera-
tion is simply the question of how
these dominions are to be retained in
a position of subordination to the
United Kingdom. From the exten-
give concessions of autonomy made in
the ceourse of the last seventy-five

T. F. DUCKWORTH

years to the ‘‘colonials’’ in North
America, South Afriea, Australia,
and New Zealand one might fairly in-
fer that ‘‘the powers that be’’ in
Westminster had long ago decided
that these communities could not be
retained in perpetual subordination
to the United Kingdom and that, un-
less open warfare and its evil conse-
quences were to be risked, the wisest
course was to recognise and yield to
the inherent schismatic tendencies of
the New Britains as forces which,
even though they might be arrested,
could by no means be trammelled up
for ever, and would only prove them-
selves the more dangerous in propor-
tion to the number and size of the ob-
stacles placed in their way.

There is no way, there are no
means, of retaining the New Britains
in a status of subordination to the
old. The impossibility of the enter-
prise was discerned clearly enough in
times when the disparity in respect
of wealth and population between the
metropolitan and the colonial com-
munities was far greater than it is
now.t Just because the faet was dis-

*¢‘I had always believed,”’ wrote Lord Blachford in 1885, ‘‘and the belief has so

confirmed and consolidated itself, that T can hardly realise the possibility of anyone
seriously thinking the contrary, that the destiny of our Colonies is independence; and
that in this point of view the function of the Colonial Office is to secure that our con-
nection, while it lasts, shall be as profitable to both parties, and our separation, when
it comes, as amicable as possible.”” Quoted in H. E. Egerton’s ‘‘Short History of
British Colonial Policy,”” pp. 367-8. Lord Blachford was Permanent Under-Secretary
at the Colonial Office from 1860 to 1871.

$¢“It is a great pity,”” Lord Blachford (then known as Sir F. Rogers) wrote in
1854, ‘‘that, give as much as you will, you can’t please the Colonists with anything
short of absolute independence, so that it is mnot easy to say how you are to accom-
plish v;v’ha.t we are, I suppose, all looking to, the eventual parting company on good
terms.

4—2A5
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cerned, the colonies obtained conces-
sions upon concessions, which finally
reduced the ‘mperium of Great Bri-
tain to the mere ‘‘shadow of a great
name.’’

The process of concessions began
when there were yet in the land of
the living men who could remember
the first news of Burgoyne’s surren-
der at Saratoga and Cornwallis’s
capitulation at Yorktown, and when
relations between Britons and Ameri-
cans were far more unpleasant than
they are now. The attempt to main-
tain ¢mperium over the thirteen Am-
erican colonies had ended in disas-
trous failure, That was the only end
it ever could have had. Britons* be-
ing stiff-necked, self-assertive, and ir-
reconcilably opposed to centralising
government, there was nothing to be
surprised at in the ‘‘Great Schism’’
that rent the British Empire asunder
in the eighteenth ecentury.

It was a hard matter to get the
thirteen colonies to join together in a
federal commonwealth. It had been
a hard matter to maintain effective
concerted action among them in the
face of the common enemy. What
wonder, if they had found the im-
perium of the United Kingdom—the
smperium of which the British Par-
liament claimed to be the organ—a
burden and a yoke, the bearing
whereof was inecompatible with the
exercise of what they deemed their
inalienable rights?  Whether these
rights were theirs and inalienable is
a question to which more than one
answer is discoverable. But it is not
a question of great practical import-
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ance, and indeed never was. The fact
that really mattered was that the
American insurgents believed, and
had irrevocably decided, that these
rights were such as they proclaimed
them to be.

It is true that among the American
colonials there were many loyalists.
But had the rupture between the eol-
onies and Britain befallen later, there
would in all probability have been no
loyalists at all and the subsequent
history of Canada would have been
very different. The men of the new
Britains to-day are of the same type
or make-up as the Americans of the
eighteenth century. It is said that a
tour of the British Empire (self-gov-
erning dominions included) is the
best cure for the British Radieal’s
myopic insularity and parochialism.
The experience changes him into an
Imperialist, if not even into a Tory.
Granting that this is so—though it
is far from certain—it proves nothing
as to the effects of emigration and
permanent settlement in the New Bri-
tains upon men and women of British
or Irish blood, large numbers of whom
in the country of their birth have
been accustomed to be told—and per-
haps have not actively resented being
told—that they are the masses, to
whom the classes allow no portion, no
inheritance, in the sea-girt realm.
These peoplef make new homes for
themselves over sea. There they pros-
per (not without much toil); there
they found and build up new politi-
cal communities. They have, indeed,
memories of England, Scotland,
Wales, Ireland (as the case may be)

*The part played by American colonists of North-Hibernian origin is not over-
looked. But these men were Scots, rather than Irishmen, and Scots may be counted

as North Britons.

{The weekly edition of ‘‘The Toronto Daily Star,’’ in the issue of J anuary 25, 1913,

contains a dialogue between two Englishmen, both supposed to have
ada, but not equally ‘‘Canadianised,’’ the one being a newer arrival

settled in Can-
than the other.

One of them (the older resident in Canada) makes the remark that the nobility and
gentry had got rid of him and his like in the stream of emigration to the new country,
‘“And now,’’ he goes on to say, in effect, ‘‘we have the handling of a bigger ang

finer country than they have.’”’” That the generation of the

settlers will bequeath to

their children traditional memories of the Old Country is shown clearly enough by the
sympathy and assistance bestowed by colonials of Hibernian origin upon the Na-

tionalist eause in Ireland.
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which are affectionate and kindly.
But these are not the only memories
they retain. What aspect, in their
view, has the Imperial Government ?
It is the forbidding aspect of the
classes, with whom in the old days,
though they dwelt within the same
boundaries, many of them hardly felt
themselves to be fellow-citizens. Even
apart from this, even supposing class-
animosity eliminated, the Imperial
Government is afar off and practie-
ally alien. It is impersonate in a
minister of the Crown who has, it
may be, never travelled abroad far-
ther than Germany or Italy, and who
may know and understand the habits
and minds of Switzers or Silicians
much better than those of his fellow-
tribesmen in the over-sea dominions.
Even if he has travelled in those do-
minions he has not lived in them.
‘While he was travelling there he was
entertained in the houses of the col-
onial grandees, and he saw and heard
just as much as they would choose to
let him see and hear, whether or not
they themselves held or believed the
same. Why should the affairs of the
new country and rapidly-growing na-
tion be subject to any meddling con-
trol or supervision exercised by
strangers living thousands of miles
away? Thisis coming up out of
Egypt, crossing the Red Sea, and still
finding oneself under Pharaoh’s seep-
tre! ‘“We are governed enough and
to spare, even in this new country,
which we have made habitable. It is
intolerable that we should have to
bear the constraint of government ex-
ercised by men who have attained to
their places of authority without our
having had any voice in the affair,
any opportunity of saying yea or
nay.”” So we may imagine the col-

onial mind delivering itself, and how-
ever strongly it may savour to some
of disaffection or disloyalty, no one
can but allow that it is natural and
inevitable. So the colonial mind is
apt to deliver itself on occasion, even
now, when displeased with some
Privy Counecil judgment or roused to
suspicion of the existence of a ‘‘cen-
tralising’’ scheme behind proposals
for Imperial Federation.*

But would not the federation of the
Old with the New DBritains remove
neo-Britannic prejudice against a rea-
Neo-Britannie prejudice against a rea-
concentration? In a federal union,
would not the Imperial Government be
truly Imperial?f It would not be an
alien organisation to the New Bri-
tains. In it they would participate
by representation. Its acts would be
their acts, its policy, their policy. No
doubt of all this if certain conditions
could be fulfilled. But they cannot
be all fulfilled at the present time,
and it is very questionable whether
they ever can be.

At present, the self-governing Dom-
inions enjoy a fuller measure of inde-
pendence than they would in federal
union with Great Britain. A federa-
tion of the Britains would institute a
common, federal, foreign policy, naval
and military service, mail-service, and
fiseal system, in place of the existing
administrations. At present, the Do-
minions have no voice in foreign pol-
icy. But for that very reason it is
allowed that they can severally make
their own arrangements for defence
or make mnone at all, or leave the
whole matter to the metropolitan
state.§ In the case of the metropolitan
state becoming involved in hostilities,
it is within the rights of the Domin-
ions to stand aloof from the conflict,

*See, for instance, Mr. J. S. Ewart’s obesrvations upon ‘I i fon?? tn
his book entitled ‘‘The Kingdom of Canada,’’ (1908). P mperial Federation

{‘‘Pan-Britannic’’ would be a better name. The phrase ¢‘Imperial Federation’’
involves a contradiction. If there is imperium exercised by one of the members over
the rest, it is not a federation. If it is a federation, the constituents are co-equal.

§Canadians and Australians and New Zealanders took part with Great Britain in
the South African war, but only as volunteers. They did not come in answer to any

summons from the British authorities.
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if they are so minded. They are not
obliged to take part in it, unless they
find themselves assailed by Britain’s
enemy. In the annual votes for the
maintenance of the Royal Navy and
Army colonials have no say. But not
a farthing of the money expended up-
on those forces is paid by them. If
they wish to contribute, they may
contribute. If they do not wish to
do so0, no constraint is put upon them
unless it is put on by their own gov-
ernments. Again, while the political
relations of the British Crown to
foreign powers are administered by
an official with whose appointment no
dominion has anything to do, the do-
minions are at liberty to make their
several commercial treaties with for-
eign nations, as for instance, the Can-
adian commercial treaties with
France. These treaties are made with
the cognizance, but with the cogniz-
ance only, of the ambassadors and
envoys of the King, who are appoint-
ed by the Secretary for Foreign Af-
fairs. To all intents and purposes,
the Dominions negotiate on a footing
of independence, as nations with na-
tions. This liberty they would have
to abandon, when they entered a fed-
eral Union. Once more: each Domin-
ion has its own fiseal system, adjusted
to its own needs (or those of the most
influential class among its citizens)
and designed for its own profit.
New South Wales, on becoming fed-
erated with the other Australian col-
onies, had to abandon its own poliey
of free imports. The Australian com-
monwealth, on entering a larger fed-
eration, would have to modify its ex-
isting tariff-schedules. The like con-
cessions would be exacted of each and
all of the other federating eommuni-
ties.  The institution of a federal
mail-service would probably be a mat-
ter of less difficulty, the way for it
being already to some extent open.
Nevertheless, here again there would
be various liberties to be surrendered
or curtailed. o
From the fact that the British
North American colonies have form-
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ed one federal union (which still has
to include Newfoundland), and the
Australian colonies another, it is quite
unsafe to infer that Canadians and
Australians are ready and desirous to
enter a larger federation. In each
case, federation has been carried out
to meet the needs and purposes of the
participants, and just so far as those
needs and purposes were felt to re-
quire it. But it cannot be said that
the Canadian people, as a whole, feel
any need, or have any purpose in
view which could only be met, or
could best be met, by entering into a
federal union with Great Britain and
Ireland, Australia, South Africa, and
New Zealand.

‘What would the Dominion of Can-
ada stand to gain by such a move?
What would any of the other possible
federants stand to gain? As the rep-
resentation of the several constituents
of the federal union would be propor-
tionate to population, that of the Old
Country, whose population is three
times as large as that of all the new
ones taken together, would be greatly
preponderant, so much so, indeed,
that on any given occasion the Old
Country inembers of the federal leg-
islature would be able to outvote all
the rest. It is doubtful whether the
0ld Country folk would agree to num-
erical equality of representation in a
federal second chamber.

In the course of time, no doubt, this
difficulty between the Old and the
New Britains will vanish. But in
that course of time the several Bri-
tains will all have become more and
more used to their several liberties,
and more and more loth to part from
any, even the least measure of them.
Each of the communities included in
the designation of ‘‘Greater Britain’’
regards itself as a nation—i.e., a sov-
ereign body-politic—in the making,
if not already made, tn posse of not in
actu. Now federal union would ar-
rest the ‘‘nation-making process,’’ of
which colonials not seldom make their
boast, and with justice do exult over.
Communities which have attained the
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status and stature of nationality are
too big to enter a federation. , The
true raison d’etre of a federal union
is the avoidance of friction and an-
noyances perceived to be incidental
to a closer union, and there is no fed-
eral union in existence which may
not, with changing conditions, become
a commonwealth of the unitary kind.
It should be remembered that Sir
John Macdonald regarded the federa-
tion of the British North American
colonies only as a pis aller—he would
have preferred the formation of a
unitary state.*

Yet again there is a serious impe-
diment to what is called Imperial
Federation, i.e., the federation of the
Britains (Great and Greater)—in the
fact that one of the States to be fed-
erated is already an imperial state.
‘Would Great Britain have to surren-
der or share her imperium over India
and the Crown colonies and the Pro-
tectorates? It is much to be doubted
whether the prospect would commend
itself to public opinion in that ecoun-
try. Would the interests of these de-
pendencies be better served, when the
Indian Office and the Colonial Office
had become departments of a Pan-
Britannic Federation? The position
in which Great Britain stands to-
wards India and the other dependen-
cies is not that of the Roman Repub-
lic towards its subjeets, viz: a receiv-
er of tribute. By retaining sovereign
control over their affairs, the people
and Parliament of Great Britain are
not selfishly thrusting their kinsfolk
in Greater Britain away from a boun-
teous feast of good things. In respect
of Imperial affairs, natives of Greater
Britain are not unfavourably placed.
There are colonials, as they used to be
called, without exciting protest,
though another designation is requir-
ed now, in the Imperial Parliament,
in the Navy, the Army, and other Im-
perial services.

The apostles of Imperial Federa-

tion demand, in effect, that the metro-
politan nation, having abandoned all
control over the internal (and even
some of the external) affairs of the
colonial ones, shall share with them
the imperial authority and control it
still retains over the Dependencies.
The colonial nations, it is true, must
purchase this increase of dignity at
a price, the price being curtailment
under federation of present liberties
and exemptions. On the other hand,
federation will exact from the people
of Great Britain surrender of status
and prestige, over and above surrend-
der of liberties, while the liabilities
will remain the same.

Imperial Federation would be un-
just to all the parties concerned, if it
became an accomplished fact. Not
one of them stands to gain anything
by it, except at the expense of the
rest, and all stand to lose, the metro-
politan nation most of all. However,
it is not to be expeeted that the col-
onial nations (for nations they are
rapidly becoming, if they are not such
already) will remain indefinitely in
their present somewhat indefinite sta-
tus. In theory they are subordinate
communities—e.g., the British Parlia-
ment possesses a right of veto over
Canadian legislation. But it is only
a theory. The Acts of the Imperial
Parliament, conceding measure upon
measure of autonomy to the colonies,
have been so many amputations of
imperial authority. The one thing
that reconciles the Neo-Britons to al-
legiance is that allegiance is under-
stood to be elaimed for the British
Crown, not by the British Parliament,
and ‘‘the King’’ is not supposed to be
‘“‘he that can do anything against
you.”’

In a Canadian publication of no
small interest and importance the end
and aim of Canadian policy with re-
gard to the metropolitan state is said
to be equality and equipollence, not
subservience and inferiority.} This,

*L. 8. Amery, ‘“The Case Against Home Rule,’’ pp. 77-78.
$J. S. Ewart, ‘‘The Kingdom of Canada,’’ p. 30.
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it may be supposed, is also the end and
aim held in view by the statesmen of
South Africa, Australia, and New
Zealand. Equality and equipollence
may be attained, and it is the present
writer’s belief that the status so des-
ignated will be attained, by the com-
munities formerly spoken of as ‘‘Col-
onies,”” but now as ‘‘Dominions.”’” But
is it attainable within the Empire?
The Dominions may take rank as king-
doms of equal standing with Great
Britain under the same Crown, as
England and Scotland stood from
1603 to 1707, or they may do so as
commonwealths entirely  separate
from the Crown as the American col-
onies did in 1776. But equality in
the separate allegiance to one and the
same Crown will be no more than a
transitional state. The outcome will
either be legislative union (as in the
case of England and Scotland or
Norway and Sweden). The equal-
ising of the Dominions with Great
Britain as kingdoms independently
in allegiance to one and the same
Sovereign would really have the
effect of placing these countries out-
side the Empire, if indeed they are
not already outside it. ‘‘In form and
appearance,’’ we are told, ‘‘ Canada is
a part of the British Empire.”” In
reality, she is not. *The same thing is
to be said of the other self-governing
Dominions or sister nations. In the
status of distinet kingdoms, however,
there would no longer remain even
the semblance of their being in, or
parts of, the British Empire. They
would be alongside the Empire, as
equal and independent allies of the
Imperial State, Great Britain. The
real extent and content of the Em-
pire (which means India, the Crown
colonies, and the Protectorates) would
then emerge clearly into view.

But how long would the sister na-
tions continue in allegiance to a sov-
ereign unable to leave Great Britain
without consent of the British Par-
liament, and how long could equipoise
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be maintained in a group of nations,
one of which was an imperial power,
while the others were not? Sooner or
later—more likely sooner than later—
the Quintuple Alliance would break
up over some lapis offensionis. Or
there might be so strong a growth of
republican sentiment in the younger
communities as would render them in-
capable of enduring the sovereignty
even of a king who reigns but does
not govern. Republican in tone and
sentiment they are already. If in the
0Old Country, where class-distinetions
and accompanying privileges have
been ‘‘the order of the day’’ for so
many centuries, democratic views
have become so influential that the
differences between political parties
and programmes are no more than
differences between so many democra-
tiec theories and policies, ean it be
wondered at for a moment that in the
colonial communities, where landed
aristocracies have mnever established
themselves, democratic republicanism,
in one version or another, should
reign exalted above all thrones and
principalities? = There are notables
and magnates in these countries, but
no nobility, no great families. There
are titled persons, but no lords. Col-
onials who have become lords find it
advisable to settle in England, where
the environment is still favourable to
lordship, though much less favourable
than it used to be. The social strue-
ture of the New Britains is markedly
different from that of the Old. The
difference, no doubt, is by way of
disappearing, but the way is a long
one. Here we find another obstacle
in the path to Imperial Federation,
and it erops up again across the pros-
peet of permanent association of the
0ld and the New Countries in separ-
ate allegiance to the same Crown.
The abolition of the monarchy would
not improve the situation either for
Pan-Britannic federation or Pan-Bri-
tannic assoeciation. Why should a
group of British republies fetter

+J. S. Ewart, op. cit. p. 64
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themselves and one another in a Bun-
desstaat or even a Staatenbund any
more than the United Kingdom and
the Dominions should do so? Besides,
Great Britain, even without the mon-
archy, would still be an imperial
state—unless, of course, the abolition
of monarchy came about as the con-
summation of a civil war, in which
the whole Empire (real and nominal)
would go to pieces. But supposing
the monarehy abolished in a bloodless
revolution, there would be nothing in
that to prevent Great Britain from
still exerecising imperium over a num-
ber of dependencies. Republics may
be imperial states. Rome is an in-
stance in the ancient; France, in the
modern world. The autonomous New
Britains would certainly assume and
assert complete independence in abso-
lute separation, as soon as the last
King of England had abdicated the
Crown, but India and the other de-
pendencies might still remain in their
present subordinate status.

In the position of independent, sov-
ereign commonwealths, Canada and
the other autonomous Dominions
would not be any less friendly in the
future than they are now. They
would still be open to emigrants from
Britain. Such trade-preferences as
have so far been conceded by them
would probably disappear. But this
might happen even now, while the Im-
perial tie still holds. Furthermore, it
is not likely that the New Britains,
with the warning example of the
United States full in view, will en-
gage in a policy of high protection.
Already, and without any reference
to the Empire or Pan-Britannic fed-
eration, large reductions of import
duties are loudly ealled for in the
Prairie Provinces of Canada. The
demand would be just as insistent,
were Canada a fully-matured sove-
reign state.

It is at least worth while consider-
ing whether the inevitable attainment
of national stature and its insepar-
able consequences, national status, by
the New Britains, would be inconveni-

ently anticipated by an Aect of the
Parliament of the Old Britains, deelar-
ing the complete independence of the
new communities and withdrawing
from them the last remnants and ves-
tiges of the jurisdiction of the British
Crown. National sovereignty is the
ambition of the communities of
Greater Britain—the full control by
each, and for each, independently and
exclusively, of all its affairs, foreign
as well as domestic. This ambition
cannot be attained within the limits
of a federation, and there is nothing
to be gained in federation which
would be worth the curtailment of
liberties already enjoyed. The ex
ample of the States in the American
Union does not supply the basis for
an analogy, nor does that of the
Canadian provinees, nor that of the
states of Australia. The Five Nations
have not the homogeneity of the
forty-eight American States, or of the
constituents of the Canadian and Aus-
tralian federations, The States of the
American Union call themselves sove-
reign States. But they are not na-
tions. Texas, in respect of political
standing, is inferior to Belgium or
Montenegro. Indiana must yield pre-
cedence to Denmark. The American
States, the Canadian Provinces, the
States of Australia. These groups
whose members make up respectively
the American, Canadian, and Aus-
tralian nations, ought to be regarded
rather as administrative areas, the as-
sembling whereof in federal unions no
more furnishes a precedent for Pan-
Britannic federation than is supplied
by diocesan or parochial amalgama-
tions, or by the consolidation (which
at the longest continued for no more
than 120 years) of the twelve tribes of
Israel under Saul, David, and Solo-
mon.

It may be objected that such an Aect
of the Imperial Parliament as above
has been suggested would be offensive
to the New Britains, and that an awk-
ward situation might be ereated, if
they refused severance from the
Mother Country. What would hap-
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pen, then, if they were declared to be
so many kingdoms, each of sovereign-
ty and self-sufficiency equal to that of
Great Britain, equal and independent
allies of Great Britain, asknowledging
the same person as sovereign lord,
but in every other respeet uncontroll-
ed and unrestrained? It was the de-
sire of Sir John Macdonald that the
federated Provinces of British North
America should be denoted by the
title of ‘“The Kingdom of Canada.”’
Sir John very probably sought to

make of all British North America
one vast Nova Scotia, and to gain a
gigantic compensation for the Union
of 1707. 'Would Canada refuse the
status of an equipollent kingdom?
Would Australia, would South Af-
rica, would New Zealand? It is im-
probable. But this (as we have seen
already) would be no more than a
temporary arrangement. The cer-
tain issue and end is the emergence
of these Dominions as absolutely sep-
arate nation-states.*

*The assumption (which is not groundless) of the schismatic or centrifugal ten-

dencies of the New Britains may be supposed to be completely refuted by the recent
action of Australia and New Zealand in regard to Imperial (Pan-Britannic) Defence,
and the proposal recently before the Canadian Parliament to expend $35,000,000 on the
construction of battleships. But nothing has been undertaken, still less has anything
been done, that could be pointed to as the beginning of the formation of a Pan-Bri-
tannic Naval Service comparable, in respect of ways and means used for its organ-
isation and maintenance, with that of the United States, Australia and New Zealand
propose to take part in ‘‘Imperial’’ Defence as allies of Great Britain, not as con-

tributors to the maintenance of a navy directed from Whitehall. What does Canada
intend to do? The contribution proposed by Mr. Borden is very far from having
attained the grace of unanimous approval in the Dominion. Note the implications of
:Mr. Bourassa’s address to the Empire Club of Toronto on March 6, and Mr. E. C.
Drury’s letter in The Globe of March 8th, 1913.

N =



LIVING WITH GOD’'S AFFLICTED
BY E. ]. PHILLIPS

BEFORE the nineteenth century
the public treatment of the men-
tally afflicted was in the majority of
cases cruel and inhuman. Violent
persons were closely confined and
manacled, and only those suffering
from mental deficiency were allowed
to go uncared for, persecuted by
many and by some regarded with
superstitious awe as being touched
of the Almighty. Hence the origin
of the term ‘‘God’s Afflicted.”” This
refers to Europe. In the Orient, on
the other hand, what is now our mod-
ern treatment seems to have had a
much earlier origin, there being in
Japan traces of certain forms of com-
munity treatment which were prac-
tised for many centuries. The year
1790 is given as the date when a cer-
tain Parisian doctor, pioneer among
European alienists, first removed the
manacles from a confined lunatic. The
utmost provision in those days was
for detention, and well might Dante’s
line, ‘“All hope abandon, ye who en-
ter here,”” have been inscribed over
the door of the mad house, as it was
aptly termed. This period in the his-
tory of the treatment of insanity has
given to the world much of its in-
heritance of the horror which seem-
ingly clings so persistently to it.
During the nineteenth century the
mad house gave place to the lunatic
asylum, and a sense of responsibility
was developed in the public mind.
In recent years there has come such
a dawn of knowledge regarding the
treatment of mental derangement that
over the portals of every hospital for

the insane might fairly be emblazon-
ed in letters of gold the magic words,
“‘High Hopes for AlL’’

From persecution to detention,
from detention to intelligent care,
and now positive curative treatment,
such is the history of modern pro-
gress in instjtutions for the insane.

While in reeent conversation with
an asylum medical superintendent,
we sat looking out of his office win-
dow across a stretch of green sward
and over a wall into the street. One
could see the busy city throng hurry-
ing by and dimly hear the clang of
trolley car gongs.

‘“Between our work and out there,’’
said the doctor, nodding toward the
street, ‘‘there is a tremendous gulf
fixed.”’

“Why?”’ inquired the writer.

““That would make a long story,’’
he replied, with a smile, ‘‘but the peo-
ple who do know us in here, and have
experienced the results of our work,
are the most anxious never to know
us out there in the street. The peo-
ple who have no occasion to come in
touch with the work, imagine a great
deal, but never seem to have any de-
sire to investigate.”’

The morbid interest of the merely
curious was, of course, not to be de-
sired, continued the doctor, but in-
telligent appreciation of what was be-
ing accomplished in a curative way
would, he had no doubt, alter mater-
ially the fixed opinion of asylums pos-
sessed by the great majority of the
publie.

In the average hospital for the in-
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sane, taking those under the control
of the Ontario Government, for ex-
ample, there are three or four medical
officers, a staff of nurses and male at-
tendants, and a certain number of
persons whose duty it is to provide
for the temporal and physical needs
of the inmates. Every employee of
the institution contributes his or her
share to the well-being of seven or
eight hundred patients, but it may be
easily understood that the principal
burden, in a curative sense, falls
heavily on the shoulders of the medi-
cal staff.

Every case must receive individual
study and attention, there can be no
such thing as generalised treatment,
outside the plan of provision for
physical needs and the code of kindly
discipline that forms such an import-
ant feature of the work. Beyond these
uniform means the doctor must go
alone into the battle, his ability to
overcome difficulties beyond this point
depending on his knowledge and con-
trol of each individual case.

Truly the labour of living with
“God’s afflicted,”’ if good might be
accomplished, is no easy task.

In order to make this modern idea
of treatment effective, the Ontario
Government has had to constantly
alter and enlarge upon its methods
and plans in reference to this import-
ant public responsibility. Within the
past few weeks the outline of pros-
pective advancement to be made in
the new Hispital for the Insane at
‘Whitby has been made public. It re-
veals to a striking extent the progress
being made in the work.

The property at Whitby comprises
in all about 640 acres. The arrange-
ment of buildings outlined on the
plan may best be described as a hos-
pital village, where the features that
suggest detention will be eliminated
so far as that is practicable. The
main grouping of buildings is placed
on a wide gentle slope, having the ad-
vantage of a southeastern exposure.
From this site are extensive open
views across Lake Ontario to the
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south, and Whitby harbour to the
east. The town of Whitby lies to the
north, and to the west is a prosper-
ous farming country. Great natural
beauty, existing trees, orchards and
roads, convenient railway and water
facilities, all emphasize the suitability
of the property for hospital purposes.
Gardens will be laid out around the
cottages, providing healthful out-of-
door employment for patients, with
desirable mental occupation.

The buildings will be grouped into
three centres, the hospital centre, and
male and female cottage centres.
There will be extensive admission and
observation hospitals, convalescent
and private cottages, and two build-
ings where acute cases may be segre-
gated. In all of these buildings the
patients will be considered as men-
tally sick with every possibility for
cure that any hospital might offer.

The cottage centres will accommo-
date all patients who do not require
or who have ceased to require, for
the time at least, special medical
treatment, the more easily managed
patients, those who are able to work,
and all who would benefit by the sug-
gestion of normal home life. This
grouping affords better facilities for
making the daily life of a majority
of the inmates more like that of a
sane eommunity.

As yet the work on this greater in-
stitution is only in prospect. Some of
the foundation work has been done
and the construction off buildings
will go on rapidly during the sum-
mer. Of Ontario institutions at pres-
ent in existence, the most modern are
situated at Brockville and Mimico.
The advantage of the beauties of na-
ture to those requiring mental rest
are more fully exemplified in these
institutions than in any others in the
Province. Amidst their surroundings
in these institutions many find men-
tal peace and relaxation who would
never recover in the close confines of
modern civie centres.
~ So far has the asylum for insane
progressed along hospital lines that
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the average of temporary or complete
relief is over seventy-five per cent. of
the number who obtain admission. The
doors of the institution close perman-
ently on only one in four. Thus it
is that many patients who have re-
ceived temporary benefit and have
been restored to their friends, do not
hesitate to return to the asylum of
their own accord on a recurrence of
the malady, well knowing that there
can be no better or more pleasant
place for them and that the doctor’s
desire will be, not to detain them, but
to adopt every means to send them
forth at the earliest possible moment,
once more able to face the worries
and cares of life with equanimity.

Epictetus says that when Thales
was asked what is most universal, he
answered, ‘‘Hope,”” for hope stays
with those who have nothing else.

The universality of hope has been
greatly broadened by the asylum phy-
sician, and one may well inquire what
method has accomplished this remark-
able change.

Beginning at the beginning, so to
speak, the first question was, ‘“What
happens when a person is committed
to a hospital for the insane?’’

““What happens to you when you
are sick, and cal) in a doctor?’’ coun-
ter-questioned the asylum superin-
tendent.

*¢‘He usually puts me to bed, much
against my will,”” T replied with rue-
ful recollection.

““The same here,”’ was the laconic
answer.

All new patients were considered
as in an acute condition of illness,
continued the doctor, and there was
an invariable close relationship be-
tween physical and mental trouble.
The ecommitment of a person to an
asylum merely served to bring their
malady under convenient expert ob-
servation. The real ground work for
a curative action lay in the principle
that there was no definite line to be
drawn between sanity and insanity,
and that, like temperature, it was
largely a question of degrees.
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A majority of the so-called insane
might, under easual examination, ap-
pear mentally normal on every sub-
jeet but perhaps one. In reality this
notable lapse was visible indication
of very complete physical and mental
break down.

Taking a physical comparison, one
was asked to consider for a moment
the nerve absorbing functions of an
ordinary toothache. — Remove or
quiet the offending molar, and presto,
the whole world looked different.
Thus a definite hallucination might
indicate as many contributory causes
as a definite pain, but the quieting in-
fluence of a different mental outlook
along with physical improvement,
might cure many acute cases of so-
called insanity. It was by consider-
ing all of us as possible patients, even
as the dentist might, that the asylum
doctor arrived at a point where he
could bid those committed to his care
some prospeet of cure.  Thus the
alienist looked forward to the dawn
of the day when the public would
learn that mental illness at the outset
should be treated in the same manner
as the physical illness.

It may be said here in passing that
present methods of commitment are
somewhat out of date and open to
much improvement. It should not be
necessary to brand a person as ‘‘luna-
tie’’ or formally ‘‘certified insane,”’
in order that he may reap the bene-
fits of the treatment and ecare by
those who have been trained in the
methods of eurative science that may
probably send the patient, after a
short period, back into the world
again. The stigma of insanity that
should never exist bears hardest on
the person who has had the good for-
tune to recover.

Patients are placed in the ‘‘admis-
sion hospital’’ department of the in-
stitution on entering and here the
closest attention is given by the medi-
cal staff. From three months to two
years of regular hospital treatment
works wonders in the majority of
cases.
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““When they come to us,’”’ said the
doctor, they are usually under weight,
with nerves all gone, physically out of
order, and suffering from stomach
and bowel trouble. That’s why every-
body goes to bed.”’

‘“Are many of your patients viol-
ent?’’ inquired the writer.

““Some of them are,’’ was the reply,
“‘but violence is due to over absorp-
tion of toxins or, in other words, toxic
poisoning, and the physical cleansing
and rest cure proves, in many in-
stances, to be the principal needs.

Then one was told of individual
cases by way of illustration. ‘‘The
big six-footer of a man, a giant in
health, but a danger to himself in the
condition to which he had fallen.”” A
year or two back this man had come
to Canada with a little money and
brave hopes. = The expeected easily-
made fortuna did not arrive; and,
proud but daily poorer, he starved
and worried and ran down physically
until the day when all the world
seemed to have turned away from
him, and he began to harbour queer
fancies and unhealthy delusions.
Then it was a short eut to the asylum
door. The man was not insane. He
was sick, and although in this case, as
in many others, the patient’s confid-
ence in himself had to be restored,
the rebuilding of the physical man
was equally necessary.

Then there was the case of the deli-
cate little woman, wife of a labourer,
with a family of seven children, the
last one only two months old. Her
history, through many years, had
been one of hard work, constant child-
bearing, insufficient nourishment, and
no one to understand. She came to
the asylum in a speechless condition
of utter weakness and mental inertia.
Her husband explained that he
thought something was queer when
she got out of bed at night to white-
wash the wood-shed.

“Just a case of utterly worn-out
museles and nerves,”” said the doctor,
“hut the neighbours will say she has

gone crazy.’’
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Back in the country on a farm, nine
miles from the nearest railway sta-
tion, there lived a woman, thirty
years of age, who kept house for her
two brothers. She had been born and
brought up on that farm, and the
only variation in the daily monotony
of life was the trip to church on Sun-
day, three miles around the conces-
sion square. One day she attempted
to cut her throat, and was brought to
the asylum by two very much wor-
ried brothers, who had no idea where
they would get another housekeeper.
On her way to the asylum she had her
first ride on a railway train.

All of which brings one to what
seems to be the great need in Ontario,
in the treatment of the mentally sick.
Over in Glasgow, that great city of
municipal well-being, they have a
special officer to investigate cases of
mental derangement. A report is
made by relatives, or the family phy-
sician, and the patient examined by
the special officer, who as a matter of
course is an expert alienist. If the
symptoms are unquestionable, as in
cases of violent insanity, protracted
dementia, or positive idiocy, the pati-
ent is at once declared insane and
permanently placed in suitable quart-
ers. If there is hope of cure, and
statistics show that there is, in a ma-
jority of cases, the patient is sent to
an observation admission hospital, a
separate institution from the regular
asylum. No odium of madness at-
taches to this hospital and the inmates
are considered as sick people, with
every hope of cure.

So far the Ontario Government has
not seen fit to appoint any special of-
ficer, but it may be stated that the
plan for a separate admission hospi-
tal for curable cases is already under
way and suitable temporary quarters
in Toronto are being sought for at the
present time.

As a sample of the injustice
wrought by indiscriminate commit-
ment for insanity, the superintendent
cited cases of many young women in
domestic service who had suffered
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from hysterical nervous collapse.
After a few months of treatment they
were fully able to return to their regu-
lar employment, but it was practical-
ly impossible to get them positions.
One mention of the word asylum was
sufficient to close every avenue of
egress to useful service. For such as
these the separate hospital institution
would prove a priceless boon.

Meanwhile the general hospitalisa-
tion of existing institutions is increas-
ing the work of the medical staffs,
both as regards executive detail and
added responsibility. The one time
all powerful keeper is giving place to
the trained nurse, and the three-years
probation eourse in a hospital for the
insane is even more thorough and ex-
acting than that of many general
hospitals. The chart system is more
intrieate and calls for closer study of
the patient on the part of both doe-
tor and nurse. Not alone in the ad-
mission hospital but in every part of
the institution, the endeavour is be-
ing made to give the patient the bene-
fit of constant trained observation
and care.

The element of hope is not entirely
eliminated when the patient passes
from the admission hospital into per-
manent asylum residence, and al-
though permanent patients are at
present somewhat loosely -classified,
there is much good to be acecomplished
through careful nursing and scientific
dietetics. Thus the added importance
of the work of the nursing staff.

By loose classification one does not
wish to imply any neglect. The means
of accommodation in the average asy-
lum necessitate the placing together
of many patients who might be better
for closer classification. The medical
superintendents number this among
thein present difficulties hoping for
improvement as the needs of the work
become better understood.

Mental derangement may be divid-
ed into about seven distinctive classes.
This does not include idiocy and im-
becility, which are congenital eondi-
tions, quite hopeless, and confined in

separate institutions. It also leaves
out the sufferer from paresis, a final
form of incurable blood disease.

First, there are the seniles, those
who by reason of old age or weakness,
have passed into second childhood.
These people are harmless but invari-
ably become a permanent charge on
the Government, although in many
cases they might better be cared for
in their own homes. The extensive
cottage system in rural surroundings
tends to bring about as much of a
home influence as possible in a Gov-
ernment institution.

Second, there is the epileptic class,
patients subject to convulsions and
fits. There is only a small hope for
cure in such cases, but much need for
expert medical attention. This con-
dition, even when partly cured, leaves
an inheritance of mental weakness.

The eases due to error in evolution
form a third class. These patients
usually reach the asylum after a
breakdown of the nervous system, re-
sulting collapse or some overt act.
Their malady is termed adolescent in-
sanity, and in this class there is a
large percentage who derive perman-
ent benefit from hospital treatment.
The case of Harry K. Thaw may be
given as a widely-known example of
this form of insanity. One of the
most numerous classey of patients
come under a fourth heading, the
toxic class. By reason of physical
run-down and exhaustion there is a
corresponding weakened mentality.
The average of cure in this class is
very large. Somewhat similar to
these are the alcoholics, men or wo-
men addicted to the excessive use of
liquor or drugs. This is a partly re-
sponsible condition, and in the main
curable.

The sixth class are those in what is
termed a condition of exaggerated
mentality, either profound exaltation
or depression.  These unfortunates
live in a world of their own making,
a creation of dreams and visions or
else profound melancholy. When it
is said that great genius is akin to
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madness it is to this class of the in-
gane that the latter portion of the re-
mark would apply.

Lastly, there are the neurasthenic
and hysterical patients, a class better
known to the general public for the
simple reason that they have already
been removed, to a great extent, from
the mentally deranged, and their ma-
lady is the subject of daily treatment
by the general practitioner.

Thus it will be seen that in the ma-
jority of cases that find their way to
the hospitals for the insane there is
some initial hope for betterment.

The permanent resident patients
should be divided into three separate
institutions for their own good. The
smallest number are those who may
be termed restless and at periods dis-
turbed, a class given to freakish im-
pulse.  For instance, the man who
stood in the superintendent’s office
one day, quiet and apparently sane.
In the most deliberate fashion he
walked to an over mantel, picked up
a marble clock, and threw it out of
the open window. Such people, for
the safety of themselves and others,
must be kept separate. A highly
specialised hospital is required for
the feeble, decrepit and physically in-
curable class. For these the work is
entirely of a hospital nature. The
third class, and in every way the most
numerous permanent patients, are
those whose chief need is care. They
may have come from the admission
hospital partly eured, much better in
every way than when they entered,
but a condition of irresponsibility re-
mains, and lacking means or friends
to care for them, their only home is
in the asylum. ‘They usually have
good health, enjoy a good deal of
privilege and freedom, and are fre-
quently paroled. When one meets a
dozen or more asylum patients enjoy-
ing the sights at the Industrial Exhi-
bition or reads of concerts and dances
at the institution, it is from among
these that the participating patients
are chosen. By constant addition this
class grows larger from year to year.
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Speaking of social events reminds
one of a good joke at the expense of a
certain young doctor. It also shows
how little common sense some people
have, who enjoy the liberty of alleg-
ed sanity.

A dance and card party was in pro-
gress at the asylum, and the young
doctor, seated at a table, was playing
euchre with three patients. A loud-
voiced pompous woman, whose soeial
position had brought her an invita-
tion to the event, was marching about
surveying the happy gathering
through her lorgnette in much the
same manner one might look over the
animals at a circus.

““That young man over there,’’ she
exclaimed, pointing an accusing fing-
er at the doctor, ‘‘doesn’t look a bit
crazy.”’

It is to be hoped the lesson was not
lost upon her when it was explained
that the gentleman in question was
one of the medical staff.

Difficulties that would soon place
the most of us on a mental level with
the patients, perplexities that arise
in any hour of the twenty-four, and
need for constant diplomacy and vig-
ilance. Such is the ‘‘All in a day’s
work’’ to the asylum doctor or nurse.
The results of a month’s careful treat-
ment may be entirely discounted in
an hour by a well-meaning but incon-
siderate relative of the patient. The
most impossible stories may be told
to outsiders by inmates, and some-
times it is hard for the superinten-
dent to convinee the relatives that
not even a colour of truth exists in
the yarn. Many patients are ready
letter writers, a harmless pastime for
them so long as the letters get no fur-
ther than the official censor. One
night a well-known lady vocalist sang
at an asylum concert. A few days
later she received a formal offer of
marriage and the sharing of a vast
fortune. This was a case where a pa-
tient’s letter ‘‘got by’’ the superin-
tendent’s desk by mistake.

Above all things the doctor must
know no weariness or impatience in
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dealing with his numerous charges.
Harmless whims must be gratified,
and it is no small mental task to keep
track of the little things that will
please seven hundred people. For in-
stance he comes to his office desk in
the morning and finds a most elabor-
ately dressed doll with a paper at-
tached. Opening the paper he finds
the name of the doll as follows:—
““Hazel, Margareta, Ellen, Fanny,
Maud, Helena, Annie, May, Agnes,
and the doctor’s name added. A poor
old harmless woman has spent some
weeks preparing this surprise for the
doetor who is so kind to her.

With a hundred important duties
ahead of him he must hunt up the old
lady at once and thank her. It is not
a part of his duty, but he will do it
and a dozen other equally preposter-
ous things from the outsider’s view-
point, all to make it a little brighter
for those who sit in darkness.

Darkness, indeed, for surely there
can be no such evil befall one as the
going out of mental light. It might
readily be thought that nothing but
gadness and the shadow of great
tragedy could abide in such a place,
and yet there is the genuine, brighter
gide to the work, and the doctor and
nurse have their reward. One lower-
ing stormy night in early fall a girl
was brought in on a stretcher, too
weak to stand. She had suffered from
continual hysterics for three weeks,
erying night and day and eating no-
thing, until the cry had become a
ceaseless moan of despair, and the
form had shrunken to terrible emacia-
tion.

Forcible feeding had to be resorted
to for a time until a certain measure
of strength had returned to the sys-
tem. Then came the uphill task, two-
thirds of which was psychie, the task
of making a weak woman who had
lost all confidence, believe in herself
and the rest of humanity. Six months
later a plump, rosy-cheeked girl, with
the glorious light of health and sani-
ty in her countenance, came to bid the
doetor good-bye and get her discharge
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fully eured. As she stood with tears
of gratitude coursing down her
cheeks, trying to express her feelings,
could one say there was no reward
in the work?

Here is an extract from a letter
written by an old mother in Scotland,
whose grown-up son is one of ‘‘God’s
Afflicted,”” and under treatment in
Canada. It is addressed to the asy-
lum doctor :

‘‘Dear Sir:

‘“My son has often spoken in his let-
ters to me of your great kindness and
goodness to him, a stranger in a strange
land and afflicted. I know what his feel-
ings to you are, and I feel that I would
like, as his mother, to convey to you my
heartfelt thanks for all your kindmess to
him in making his life a happier one than
it would have been otherwise. I am sure
that-he will never forget what you have
done for him.”’

Bright flashes of humour on the
part of patients are of oceasional oc-
currence. An alcholic was placed in
a hot bath over night for the good of
his nerves, in charge of an attendant,
a very beneficial form of treatment,
by the way.

Nexti morning the doector visited
him.

‘““How are you feeling now?’’ was
the question.

‘““‘Fine,”” replied the patient, ‘‘as fit
as a fiddle; but say, Doe,’’ he continu-
ed seriously, ‘‘I’'m going to write K.
C.B. after my name from now on.’’

“K.C.B.,”” replied the doctor.

““Yes, Knight Commander of the
Bath, don’t you know.”’

Another unfortunate suffered from
the rather common delusion that he
was the devil. He also conceived a
violent dislike for one of the male
nurses, whose name we will say is
Jones.

““How is it you do not like Jones,”’
inquired the superintendent.

““Did I never explain that to you,
doctor?’’ replied the patient. ‘‘You
see, Jones and I were at one time in
partnership, ran hell together in fact,
but honest, Doe, I found he was roast-
ing the boys altogether too hard, and
I had to let him go.”’
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On the other hand, it is no uncom-
mon thing for nurses and patients to
become very much attached to one an-
other. One hears of under-paid at-
tendants, but never a word of the men
and women who are in the work year
after year, for little pay it is true,
but more for a genuine regard for it.
They look after their charges with a
care that is above and beyond the
realm of irksome duty, and for the
very love of it, would not obtain any
other employment. This idea is car-
ried out between certain patients, one
being placed in ostensible charge of
another. The sense of responsibility
developed is often of great benefit.

Frequently the question is asked,
“‘Is insanity on the increase?’’ The
writer made it a final query.

“Nobody really knows,”’ replied
the doctor, who may be cited as an
authority, ‘‘there are at present more
cases of insanity in Canada than
formerly, because a great many fail-
_ures in other countries are being sent
here. They get past the immigration
officers, and hope in some way that
the new country and change of en:-
vironment will benefit them. It sel-
dom proves the case.

“Then again,’”’ continued the doc-
tor, ‘‘“mental weakness is more quick-
ly recognised by charity organisations
and those in charge of other public
institutions. The half crazy tramp
was once a common sight throughout
the country. Certain tragic events in
which this class figured have caused
increasing vigilance on the part of po-
lice officers. Under arrest for vag-
rancy, the former free rover is sent
to us to be cared for. There is not
so much increase in insanity, as there
is a wider recognition of those who
should not be at large.

Thus has developed the work of
caring for ‘‘God’s Afflicted,”” and to
this the lives of many able men and
women are conscientiously devoted
Tor an instant let us turn back the
page of time and get some ide?, of the
prevailing impression of insanity

from various authors. In Gray's
Prospect of Eton College this phrase
occurs: ‘‘And moody madness laugh-
ing wild amid severest woe.”” Anoth-
er old writer speaks of the insane as
‘‘Rending the air with mad cries.”’

In Asmodius, written three hun-
dred years ago, the madmen are des-
cribed at midnight as ‘‘tearing their
throats with shouts and shrill eries.’’?

In comparison the writer walked
through the wards of an Ontario hos-
pital for the insane one night, at the
witehing hour, so called, when the
clocks were striking twelve. Surely
a dark hour and place when, one
might find horrible imaginings at
work. A number of the patients
snored, dreadful thought. The ma-
jority of them under their neat white
coverlets slept peacefully as anyone
might wish. A few were in uneasy
dreams, possibly too much lobster sal-
ad. One man sprang from his bed at
our approach, but he was a new pati-
ent, not yet fairly under the influence
of the place. It was only the work of
a moment to kindly reassure him. All
was peace and quietness, as they say
out in the country. It was hard to
realise that we were in the midst of
hundreds of human beings, who were
considered a menace to society. One
poor soul had quietly passed to the
Great Beyond that night, and the un-
dertaker was at work in the morgue.
Another old man was battling for life
more feebly as the hours went by.
But out in the great city many were
dying, and some had crossed the Dark
River.

Passing from the building a few
moments later, one trod the moonlit
pathway to the street, and as the out-
er gate was gained, a wierd and un-
canny howl smote the stillness of the
night. Sorry, kind reader, if you
have had patience with me thus far,
even in conclusion, I cannot give you
one real thrill of horror.

That howl came from the black cat
belonging to the groceryman who re-
sides on the opposite eorner.

)




THE FAIR-HEADED CHILD

From the Painting by Fragonard, in the Wallace Collection
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EHENEW STUDY OF THE
OLD BOOK

II.—THE OBJECT OF CRITICISM

BY THE REV. DR. GEORGE COULSON WORKMAN

MAN is a thinking animal, and as

he thinks he judges. In spite
of himself, he must take notice of
what appeals to his senses and form
gsome opinion respecting it. His mind
compels him to pass judgment on the
people he meets, the places he visits,
and the objects he sees. He judges or
criticises, therefore, because he thinks.
Criticism of some sort is thus as nat-
ural as thinking, and so long as man
thinks he will judge. That is to say,
he will form opinions, whether he ex-
presses them or not.

The primary motive of eriticism is
an interest in things. All investiga-
tion springs directly or indirectly
from that cause. As the Bible was an
objeet of special interest, Biblical
eriticism was inevitable. Like each of
the so-called physical sciences, this
science had to begin; and, as intimat-
ed in the previous paper, it did be-
gin on a small scale in pre-Christian
times. If any one had power to stop
it now, and that could be done only
by destroymg or concealing the Serip-
tures, it would begin again, because
man has to use his intellect.

An interest in the Bible begat a de-
gire to know what was in it and to
learn how it arose. But men could
find out fully what was in it and how
it arose only by dissecting its books
and analysing their contents. Biblical
eriticism, therefore, was not simply
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inevitable, but needful. It was neces-
sary to an adequate understanding
of the Seriptures. Hence the object
of eriticism is to understand the Bible
and to get it understood. Men may
have other objects in studying it, but
that is the true object of a critie, and
the supreme object of a true ecritie.
Thus eriticism is only a means to an
end.

People have always had a desire to
understand the Bible, so far as they
have had an opportunity to study it,
but the privilege of studying it was
long confined to a favoured few. For
a long time, too, the Church insisted
on interpreting the Seriptures for her
members, and permitted no one to in-
terpret them differently. She did
even more than that. She not only
forbade all opposition to her teaching,
but also threatened those who opposed
it either with excommunication or
with imprisonment and death. Such
a policy, however, could not keep
thoughtful men from thinking, nor
studious men from studying and pro-
claiming their conclusions; and, in
process of time, mdependent thought
and study produced the Reformation.

The Reformers claimed the right of
private judgment in religious matters,
and by implication in all other mat-
ters; so that, in a practical sense,
that is the fundamental principle of
Protestantism. Henece they both exer-
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cised that right themselves and taught
their followers to exercise it. The re-
sult of their counsel, no less than their
example, was a great intellectual re-
vival. Men began then to put things to
a searching test in order to ascertain
their true nature; and, since that
period, the spirit of inquiry has been
at work in all departments of know-
ledge, modifying old views and ex-
ploding old theories, till now there is
nothing taken for granted, but every-
thing is made to reveal its character
by being brought to the touchstone of
truth.

Having been a critical movement,
the Reformation encouraged not mere-
ly the free study, but the free inter-
pretation, of the Secriptures, and by
so doing gave an added impulse to an
ancient practice. It quickened the
general interest in them and strength-
ened the general desire to understand
them. Owing to the intellectual free-
dom this movement secured and the
scientific method it adopted, the Bible
came soon to be studied, as it had not
previously been studied, in a syste-
matiec way. Thus modern Biblical
criticism, or the systematic study of
the Seriptures for the purpose of un-
derstanding them, was the immediate
outecome of the spirit of free inquiry
which commenced with the Reforma-
tion and continues to this day.

The first awakening in this direc-
tion had reference chiefly to the canon
of Scripture; the second awakening
was mainly devoted to the texts and
versions of Seriptures; the third
awakening paid special attention to
Seripture as literature. Bach of these
awakenings may be regarded as a
critical revival, and this three-fold in-
vestigation of Seripture led to the
gradual evolution of Biblical criti-
cism into a science. Ere long, as a
natural consequence, this science rev-
olutionised men’s views of the origin
and structure of the Bible. The Re-
formers rejected many traditional be-
liefs about it, and expressed them-
selves with the utmost frankness with
respect to many parts of it.
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For instance, they eliminated the
so-called Apoecryphal books from the
Old Testament, because they thought
them spiritually inferior to the other
books; and Luther thought that the
Book of Esther might well be remov-
ed from the canon, and the First
Book of Maccabees inserted in its
place. Luther taught, too, that the
Book of Ecclesiastes was not written
by Solomon, nor the Book of Revela-
tion by John; and he held that it
made no serious matter if Moses
should not have written the Penta-
teuch. Moreover, he regarded the
Epistle of Jude as an extract from
the Second Epistle of Peter, and con-
gidered the Epistle to the Hebrews to
have beeu compused by a disciple of
Paul. Calvin, alsce, expressed himself
almost as freely as Luther. He de-
nied the Pauline authorship of He-
brews and doubted the Petrine au-
thorship of Second Peter, and he op-
posed the belief then current that
David was the author or editor of the
entire Book of Psalins.

The untrammelled study of the
Scriptures helped men to find things
in them they had not before noticed
and to learn things about them they
had not before known. It revealed
peculiarities, too, that had not been
previously observed, or, if they had,
had not been fully appreciated. Some
of these peculiarities have become
specially manifest with the evolution
of scientific thought, and are now so
apparent that uncritical readers re-
mark them, and are perplexed by
them. Let me give some examples.

The free study of the Bible dis-
closey difficulties, such as the state-
ment in Genesis 36:31, that certain
kings reigned in the land of Edom
before there reigned any king over the
children of Israel, a passage thought
once to be of Mosaic origin, but seen
now to have originated from some one
who lived when the Israelites had a
king; and such as the aceount in the
last chapter of Deuteronomy of the
death and burial of Moses, which of
jtself demonstrates that he could not
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have been, as was at one time popular-
ly supposed, the author of the whole
book.

The free study of the Bible dis-
closes divergencies, such as the sober
statement in Second Samuel 24:24,
that David paid Araunah fifty shekels
of silver, and the exaggerated state-
ment in First Chronicles 21 :25, where
he is said to have paid six hundred
shekels of gold; such as the earlier
and more primitive account in Second
Samuel 24:1, that God moved David
to number Israel and Judah, and the
later and developed account in First
Chronicles 21:1, where it is stated
that Satan provoked him to number
Israel, and such as the two genealo-
gies of Joseph given in Matthew and
Luke, which agree only in the portion
from Abraham to David.

The free study of the Bible dis-
closes impossibilities, such as the an-
thropomorphic representation in the
eighteenth chapter of Genesis of Je-
hovah appearing to Abraham as a
man, and being entertained by him as
a guest; such as the fabulous account
in Numbers 22 :28-30, of a dumb ani-
mal talking to Balaam in human lan.
guage, and such as the poetic account
in Joshua 10:13, of the sun standing
still for almost a whole day.

There are other peculiarities which
the free study of the Bible discloses,
namely, references to institutions
which conflict with the historical
situation of the person who is suppos-
ed to describe them, and allusions to
events which imply a later date for
certain writings than that which is
commonly assumed for them. An ex-
ample of the former kind occurs in
the twelfth and fourteenth chapters
of Deuteronomy, which refer to a cen-
tral sanctuary, an institution that did
not exist at the time of Moses, who,
therefore, cannot be the author of
those passages. An example of the
latter kind oceurs in chapters forty
to fifty-five of Isaiah, which deal with
the captivity of the TIsraelites in
Babylon, an event that did not take
place till long after the son of Amoz

had died, and so those chapters can-
not possibly have been written by him.

All these disclosures stimulated
men to pry into the Scriptures, and
inereased the necessity for the scien-
tific study, or the Higher criticism, of
them, for the Higher criticism is only
a scientific study of their literary
facts. The sole inquiry with which it
is concerned is, What are the facts and
what is their significance? It aims to
find out what is in the Bible, or rath-
er what the Bible is, by the applica-
tion of sound principles in accordance
with the laws of literary evidence;
and certainly no other kind of studi-
ous inquiry is more legitimate. Hence
the questions of the Higher criticism
are questions not of authority, but of
testimony; and by testimony, direct
and indirect, they will be settled, so
far as they admit of settlement. I
say so far as they admit of settlement,
because some of them are of such a
nature that they cannot be absolutely
settled. We have not, and may never
have, sufficient evidence to settle
them.

Active inquiry tends quite fre-
quently to divergent opinions, and for
a long time the free study of the Bible
tended to produce disagreement. In
the circumstances freedom of thought
would naturally lead to divergence of
view. Owing to the constitution of
the human mind, it could not have
been otherwise. But, though that was
very much the case formerly, it is not
so much the case to-day, and it is be-
coming less and and less the case each
year. The reason for the change is
obvious. At first the Bible was not
studied scientificially, and for a good
while arbitrary and conflicting meth-
ods were employed in studying it.
Now, however, all competent investi-
gators adopt the same method and ap-
ply the same priniciples, and. as a
consequence, reach substantially the
same conclusions.

It may seem unfortunate that
crities should have varied in their
views as much as they have, because
their disagreements have been used to
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prejudice people against criticism,
but erities have not disagreed so much
as theologians have. That fact should
be ecarefully noted and constantly
borne in mind. We should also bear
in mind that many of the problems of
criticism do not admit of demonstra-
tion, and for that reason have been
variously solved. Hence there was
some excuse for considerable disagree-
ment in regard to them. We should
remember, too, that Biblical crities,
like physical scientists, have always
differed in their attitude towards the
Supernatural or Divine. From the
commencement of modern ecriticism
there have been different schools of
thought, and eritics have ranged all
the way from the most sceptical to
the most evangelical of men.

As it has been, so it is still. There
are erities who do not believe in Di-
vine revelation, and there are crities
who believe that God is constantly
disclosing himself to the minds of de-
vout men, and that all pure religious
ideas have been prompted by his
Spirit. There are critics who ignore
the Divine element in Seripture, and
there are ecritics who recognise its
presence in every moral truth and
every spiritual principle. There are
also men engaged in Biblical study
whose judgments are biassed, and
whose conclusions are vitiated on that
account. Most of the extreme eriti-
cism that is published is by men of
the latter class. But, while there are
sceptical critics, as there are sceptical
seientists, criticism, like science, is
just as evangelical as the man who
represents it is. If the man is Christ-
ian, his results are Christian, whe-
ther they are correct or not, for the
reason that his object is to help the
cause of Christian truth.

We should always distinguish,
therefore, between eriticism that is
reverent and sober and eriticism that
is irreverent and extreme. The op-
ponents of eritical study have gen-
erally failed to make that distinetion.
Most of them have not simply as-
sumed that there is only one class of
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Biblical ecritics, but have insinuated
that there is no middle ground be-
tween the traditional view of religious
truth and the rationalistic view. Fail-
ing to discriminate as they should,
they have either repudiated and ridi-
culed, when they should have sympa-
thised and encouraged, or have an-
tagonised and denounced, when they
should have approved and endorsed.
In one or other of these ways they
have created prejudice when there
was no ground for prejudice, and
have caused alarm when there was
no reason for alarm. By so doing
they have both misled their followers
and worked mischief in the Church,
for nothing ean be more misleading
than ignorant prejudice, nor can any-
thing be more mischievous than in-
diseriminate denunciation.

There is no incompatibility between
scholarship and Seripture, yet people
have been led to believe there is
something incompatible between them,
as they were once led to believe there
was something incompatible between
seience and religion.  The ecritical
spirit and the religious spirit are not
merely compatible the one with the
other, but complementary the one to
the other, and they are always united
in the Christian critic. Nor does
scholarship contradiet Seripture, as
so many seem to think, though it
shows that Seripture contradicts it-
self occasionally in unimportant mat-
ters. In unimportant matters, be it
observed, because in all important
matters Christian scholars recognise a
spiritual unity running through the
Seriptures of the Old and New Testa-
ments. There are some differences
among Biblical critics, as there are
among physical scientists, but scholar-
ship does not confliet with revelation
any more than science confliets with
religion. The Higher criticism deals
exclusively with literary facts, so
that its problems are purely literary
problems.

Being of a strictly literary charae-
ter, they require for their solution a
strictly literary training. Hence a
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sceptical critic may be as competent
to deal with them as a Christian
eritie is. In this respect, eriticism is
wholly unlike exegesis. To be a Bib-
lical exegete one should have a re-
ligious experience, a deep religious
experience, for many of the truths of
Seripture are spiritually discerned;
but to be a literary eritic one has no
more need of religion than one has
to be a historical or a political eritie.
because literary criticism has nothing
to do with religious doctrine. Let me
repeat what I have said. Literary
eriticism has nothing to do with re-
ligious doetrine. If a man discusses
inspiration, or revelation, or a relig-
ious tenet of any kind, he discusses
it, not because it is a part of Biblical
eriticism, but because he has a per-
sonal interest in the subject. We have
no greater reason, therefore, to re-
ject the sober conclusions of a scep-
tical eritic of Seripture than we have
to reject the sober conclusions of a
seeptical eritic in any other branch of
eriticism, so long as he confines him-
self to purely literary questions. Let
no one overlook that fact.

Crities are not enemies of Seripture
any more than scientists are enemies
of Nature. Whether evangelical or
unevangelical, a eritic, like a scien-
tist, endeavours only to understand
the subject he investigates. We may
regret his attitude towards the Super-
natural, and repudiate his view of the
verities, but we should remember that
he can do nothing permanently
against the truth. Even if his jude-
ment is biassed and his conclusions
are extreme, aberration is better than
stagnation; and, in spite of aberra-
tions, free inquiry has been helpful
to the cause of truth. Neither sei-
ence mor eriticism is antagonistic to
Christianity, though certain seientists
and certain critics may be; and, as
science has proved itself to be the
friend of religion, so ecriticism will
prove itself to be the same, for rev-
erent criticism is one of God’s ways
of getting the Bible understood.

(Criticism is sometimes represented
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as being destruetive, but the repre-
sentation is unfair. When examining
the strueture of a book we must dis-
sect and analyse, of course, but that
is not in any sense a destructive pro-
cess. Criticism destroys nothing but
error, and removes nothing but mis-
conception. That is all it has done,
and all it is capable of doing. That
is all, indeed, it has ever tried to do.
Yet men are often called destructive,
when they are simply seeking to cor-
rect mistaken notions about the Bible,
and are only endeavouring to evince
its literary characteristies. In itself,
criticism is neither destructive nor
construective, but discriminative. It
tends, however, to become constructive
by unifying opinions and leading to
definite results. The true tendency
of eriticism, as of every other science,
is to produce agreement. Extreme
conclusions are being modified and
reckless critics are becoming fewer all
the time, I am glad to be able to af-
firm; and, when all investigators be-
come diligent and eandid, divergency
will practically disappear.

The objeet of an honest eritie is
not to injure the Bible, but to inves-
tigate it; not to discredit any part
of it, but to get each part of it ap-
preciated. In other words, he aims
to make each portion of Secripture re-
veal its real character—its real liter-
ary character, I mean; and neither in-
jury nor detriment can come from
such an aim as that. While some of
the results of criticism are contrary
to traditional views, and on that ac-
count are calculated to make students
of Seripture think, all of its results
are literary, and none of them con-
travene religious truth. Nor does the
critical study of the Bible lessen its
religious value, because the religious
value of a book does not depend on
either its date, its authorship, or its
literary structure, but on the spirit-
ual character of its contents.

Hence its usefulness is not impaired
by our ignorance of its origin. No
matter when, or where, or by whom
a book was written, the importance of
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its teaching is that which makes it
valuable. We mneed not know who
wrote it to derive profit from it. We
do not know, for instance, who was
the author of the Epistle to the He-
brews, though the Revisers have un-
warrantably aseribed it to Paul; but
its value is not lessened by our not
knowing who he was, and it would
not be enhanced if someone could in-
form us. Authorship is not author-
ity in religion, nor does authorship

impose authority on a religious writ-
ing. A great name may help to give
it additional weight, but not addi-
tional worth. The truth a book con-
tains is that which gives it spiritual
authority, for truth, and truth only,
is spiritually authoritative. In mat-
ters of opinion authorship eounts, but
in matters of experience it does not.
In all such matters truth is its own
authority, when we apprehend and
appreciate it.

-

¢The Method of Criticism’’ is the title of Dr. Workman’s paper for the August
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TO A YOUNG GIRL

BY GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

Do not forget,
When you are old,
Margaret,
And I am— cold,
That long ago I was your loyal lover.

Two, when we met,

‘Were you, no more,
Margaret,
And T two-score ;

Far in the past, those sunlit days are over,—

Those days God let
Shine pure and bright,
Margaret,
‘When man and mite
Merrily played amid the summer clover.

My sun has set
That yours might rise,
Margaret ; !
Now all men’s eyes 4
Rejoice your radiant beauty to diseover.

And yet, and yet
My soul says slowly:
‘‘Margaret
‘Will not forget!
Her child-heart holy
Onee and for aye enshrined you as her lover.”’
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S MR SPEETL
BY ETHEL HAMILTON-HUNTER

ULVANEY’S home, down in the
lonely glen, had been taken.

The country-people round wonder-
ed how any family could have so far
forgotten the laws of comfort to bury
themselves away from human habi-
tation, because a great wood separat-
ed the house on one side from the out-
er world, and a river on the other.

‘Wild bracken, tall untrimmed
trees, and rude struggling brushwood
sereened the half-ruined cottage from
observation; so it was not to be won-
dered that Mulvaney’s ‘‘bit o’
ground’’ had remained untenanted
for many a year; and when Mul-
vaney the younger (since the elder
Mulvaney, who built the house and
reared his family there, had long
ago refused to take any interest in
his affairs, being at all times a wee
bit daft) received an offer from a
certain firm of solicitors to purchase
the house he was very much surpris-
ed, indeed he was almost disconcert-
ed.

Tim, of course, was the first per-
son to hear the news. As long as he
carried the mail-bag, he had never
been known to deliver a .»~iter with.
out gaining at least a hap worth of
gossip.

Tim lit his pipe and peered over
Mulvaney’s shoulder as he read the
epistle, and when they had both fin-
ished perusing its contents, Tim said:

““Your Fathar wasn’t th’ only fool
in th’ worrld, afther all, Jock.”’

Mulvaney afterwards remarked
that he was too surprised to take no-
tice of him reading his letter. In-

stead he turned it over and looked at
the back, and then read the envelope
again.

‘‘Strange any wan wantin’ to live
in th’ Glen,’” he said. ‘‘I don’t much
like th’ thought o’ it. It’s verry
lonesome there now since th’ old farm
house at Donnerail has broke up.
There’s not a man, woman, or child
livin’ near. 1 ean remember even
now th’ strange low ery of th’ wind
as it used to whistle through th’
glyen, for all th’ worrld like th’ ery
of a banshee. Who evir would have
thought that any man would be for
livin’ there, to say nothin’ of the
thirty pound.”’

“Thirty pound!”’ said Mrs. Joek,
as told by Tim afterwards. ‘‘Is me
sinses right or are ye foolin’ me?
Thirty pound, holy mother! For thot
bit o’ deserted house. It’s a gude
day, Jock, I'll be thinkin’ thot your
fathar built it.”’

And Tim said it would make your
heart leap th’ way she smiled.

Tim told the story everywhere, not
always being credited with belief, it
only being after tenders for the reno-
vation of the cottage were received
that the statement was believed.

Then everyone heard with surprise
that a single individual and, more
wonderful still, a woman ; was to live
alone among the firs and bracken in
the lonely glen.

And when the daffodils were in the
ﬁelds,. the woods full of bluebells, and
the air was sweet with the perfume
of new life, the whisper went around
that she had come.
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Tim had to deliver a letter at the
cottage some days later, and great in-
terest was manifested regarding the
event, He knew this would be the
case, and revelled in the occasion.

That evening Tim was invited to
have a sup more than once, but after
all there was not much to hear.

“‘I cum along th’ path at a quarter
to eleven,’’ said Tim, ‘‘an, whin I was
in sight af th’ chimney smoke, me
heart nearly lept into me mouth, for
I seen th’ wickedest, fearfullest lukin

animal af a dog, a great beast with

gray shaggy fur standin’ straight
fornist me.

““I was afeared to come, and I was
afeared to go, so I stood all af a
trimble and watched him, and as I
watehed him something white moved
out af th’ bushes, and I knew it must
be herr.

‘“Wid that th’ baste gave an awful
yell, but whin she spoke he lay down
quiet as a lamb

‘“I gave herr th’ letter, and she was
pleasant and chatted wid me and said

I it was sich a long way and so hot I
was to cum inside and have a drink
af cold tea. Cold tea! But knowin’
th’ curiosity af yez all, T wint.

““She has th’ house verry plane,
but verry clane.

‘“She comes of gentle folk, I reckon.
Herr face is young and sort of kind,
but herr hair is snow white. She’s
a tall proud lukin’ woman, wid no-
thin’ strange about herr except herr
eyes, and they seem always to be luk-
in’ verry far away. She speaks soft,
but I dared not question herr, nor did
she offer any information.

““By th’ hearrt of St. Patrick, wo-
man is quare fish!”’

From that evening curiosity lessen-
ed concerning the inhabitant of the
Glen. She had come, she meant to
stay, and the people forgot to wonder.

Thus May slipped by, and June
was unfolding her summer beauty
when late one afternoon, Father Dil-
lon, keeper of the souls of the little
seattered congregation who attended
service regularly in the gray chapel

\
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on the hill, passed along the wooded
path that led to the lonely dwelling.
He was a sweet-faced man, with many
a care stamped upon his wrinkled
brow-—a life passing into the serenity
of middle age, leaving behind the
snares and pitfalls of exuberance and
youth.

He was also a lover of nature, and
as he passed along he stooped, and
gathering some wild anemones began
making them into a nosegay.

He was thus occupied when sud-
denly, at no great distance off, a voice
began to sing.

The flowers fell from his hand as
he listened. He could hear every
word distinetly :

Do ye hear th’ children callin’,
A-cushla, A-cushla?

Do ye hear th’ children ecallin’,
As they wander through th’ glen?
Do ye hear th’ pitter-patter,

Do ye hear their chitter-chatter?
A-cushla, A-cushla, they have
Caught me in their spell.

They are steppin’ through th’ meadows,
A-cushla, A-cushla.

They are singin’ as they wander,

As they wander thrugh th’ glen.

Do ye hear th’ pitter-patter,

Do ye hear their chitter-chattert
A-cushla, A-cushla, they have

Caught me in their spell.

I am longin’ so for children,
A-cushla, A-cushla.

Ah! my soul cries out wid anguish,
As I wander through th’ glen,

I will never hear th’ patter,

I will never hear their chatter,
A-cushla, A-cushla, they have
Caught me in their spell.

I am old an’ I am childless,
A-cushla, A-cushla,

But T hear th’ children callin’,
As T wander through th’ glen.
’Tis the Fairies as they patter,
"Tis the Fairies as they chatter,
A-cushla, A-cushla, they have
Caught me in their spell.

As the voice died away, a glimm,
of white showed through ’the trees.er

“Come a_little farther, Deerling
Zc(r)l]ls:a’ ’the river crosses the meadow,

e U




THE SPELL

The speaker, a woman, paused.
She was facing the priest, her eyes
bent upon his white, eareworn face.

“Excuse my singing. I did not
hear you.”’

But the priest was already bowing
courteously.

““Mine is the apology for intrud-
ing.”’

He bared his head and smiled as
he spoke.

““The lady of the glen, I persume.
I hoped to have the honour of calling
upon you, madam, but now—"’

“Now, I shall be very offended
with you if you go away without some
tea. Deerling! come here. I see you
like dogs. He looks rather formid-
able, but he is really as quiet as a
lamb. May I lead the way to my
humble abode? Come, Deerling.’’

Little beams of sunshine twinkled
through the trees. The great dog
pushed his snout into the priest’s
hand, but he was looking at the wo-
man.

“T liked the song.’”’ He ran his
fingers through the shaggy fur. “‘Is
it Irish?”’

‘“Yes, I suppose so.
ecomposition.”’

The woman was smiling now as
they walked along.

‘T sing it every evening, and—I
wonder would you understand it?"’

““T think so.”’

“I1t comforts me. But how could
you understand, you a priest?”’ She
faced him abruptly.

““What ean you know of a wo-
man’s longings? What do you, who
have willingly renounced marriage,
know of little children?’’

“Nothing except—exce-p-t—"’

He had grown very white, and his
hands were twitching as he plucked
a long blade of grass.

“Lady,”’ he said, and he paused as
he spoke, ‘‘shall we sit down here
upon the bank? T would be a con-
fessor.

T am old and T am childless,
But T hear th’ children ecallin.

They have called to me for long, long

It is my own
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years. Ah! I never see a curly head
without a pang

‘I joined my church when a mere
boy, and understood little of life.
Later it came upon me with awful
foree all T had lost, though God knows
1 ought not to say it.

““Ah! I long for them, those pure
sweet innocents, that are God’s great-
est blessing. You say a woman longs;
but a man may long too.

““Forgive me, lady, if I have trans-
gressed, but the words you sang
(’twas strange 1 should have heard
them) are my heart’s secret. Now I
think you understand.’’

““And pity.”” Tears were falling
down her cheeks.

““Listen, father. My secret is yours
also. All my life 1 have longed for
those little curly heads too. I loved
and married when a mere girl, but
death soon robbed be of everything.

“Do you wonder why I have come
to live here in this lonely glen? List-
en, father. I have come here to be
with them, my little fairy children.
They will soon be coming out now,
troops and troops of them

““Do you hear their pitter-patter,
Do you hear their chitter-chatter?’’

““When the sun goes down and long
shadows creep beneath the trees then
my little children erowd around me.
Why do you shake your head, father,
can’t you understand ?’’

“But I do, lady; indeed I do.”’

“Then won’t you wait and see. I
am not daft, though they say T am.
We live all by ourselves, but you may
come; will you?”’

He smiled sadly.
mit me. I must deliver Sacrament
to-night, and T see it is already late.
I am afraid it must be good-bye, lady,
and God bless you. If your burden
grows some weighty at times, remem-
ber another has suffered too, and we
must neither of us forget a kinder
heart than ours has willed it so, and
ever remember, ‘He doeth all things
well.” ”?

“You will come again?’’ she said,
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her tall figure silouetted against the
now darkening sky. ‘‘My little child-
ren shall welecome you. They come
with the twilight, and they ecreep
away with dawn.”’

But he only shook his head sadly
and said: ‘‘I understand, lady, I will
not forget.”’

And when he turned and saw that
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she was out of sight, he laid his hands
across his eyes and murmured :

““Poor thing! Poor thing! God in
his mercy hath sent angels to comfort
her.”’

Then he knelt down on the grass.

And as he walked homeward, his
thin cheeks were wet with tears, but
his fingers held a crucifix.

YOU

BY L. M. MONTGOMERY

ONLY a long, low-lying lane

That follows to the misty sea.
Across a bare and russet plain

Where wild winds whistle vagrantly.
I know that many a fairer path

‘With lure and song and bloom may woo,
But, oh, I love this lonely strath

Because it is so full of you!

Here we have walked in elder years.

And here wour truest memories wait,
This spot is sacred to your tears,

That to your laughter dedicate.
Here by this turn you gave to me

A gem of thought that glitters yet,
This tawny slope is graciously

By a remembered smile beset.

Here once you lingered on an hour
‘When stars were shining in the west
To gather one pale scented flower
And place it smiling on your breast;
And since that eve its fragrance blows
For me across these grasses sere,
Far sweeter than the latest rose,
That faded bloom of yesteryear.

For me the sky, the sea, the wold,
Have beckoning visions wild and fair.
The mystery of a tale untold,
The grace of an unuttered prayer.
Let others choose the fairer path
That winds the dimpling valley through,
1 gladly seek this lonely strath
Companioned by my dreams of you.




PAULINE JOHNSON: A

REMINISCENCE
BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF “THE HOUSE OF WINDOWS," ETC,

WITH the passing of Pauline John-

son on the seventh of March
last, Canada has lost a daughter of
unique interest and romance. Child
of the old and the new, offspring of
Mohawk chief and English gentle-
woman, she flashed across the space
between, the only one of the vanishing
race articulate in the poetry of its
supplanters.

Once, not so very long ago, this was
the land of the Indian. The red man
had poetry of his own then, poetry in
plenty. The slim Indian maidens lis-
tened to it in the dusky aisles of the
wood; it fired the warriors before
fierce and sudden battle; the old men
chanted it over the camp fires of vie-
tory, but under the eye of the white
man it sank into silence.

Many still believe the Indian race
to have been devoid of that perception
of beauty in sense and sound, that
sonorous fitness of word and meaning
which we call poetry. But a greater
mistake could hardly be made. In-
deed we are forever poorer because
in the early days more was not done
to capture for us the illusive spirit of
poetry, flame-fed from nature’s own
eternal fire in wild and savage hearts.

One does not sing for one’s con-
querors, and from a long surcease
of singing one becomes dumb, and it
is not likely now that we shall ever do
more than guess at the lost treasures

of the primitive peoples whose place
we have taken, but in the guessing we
have one who helps, an interpreter
who whispers the clue—Pauline John-
son. I have used the present tense,
and it may stand, for the beautiful
thing about a gift such as hers is that
it keeps its giver alive; it is spirit and
does not yield itself to death.

1 asked Miss Johnson once how she
accounted for the fact that she alone
of her father’s race had translated its
beauty of thought into verse?

“I do not know,’”’ she answered
thoughtfully, ‘‘for at heart almost
every Indian is a poet. He is quick to
respond to the call of poetry, often
where many white people would be
quite untouched. The language of
many of the tribes in its pure form is
the very language of poetry. I would
have needed but little to transform
some of my grandfather’s speeches in-
to sonorous blank verse. So beautiful
was his voice and so delicate and so
fine his handling of words and phrases
that he was known everywhere as the
‘“‘Mohawk Warbler.”” White men who
heard him described his language as
‘‘pure musie.”’

“Then it is, perhaps from him,”’
I suggested.

‘“Partly, no doubt; although I have
a_lways thought that much of my faci-
lity for verse writing was born of my
mother’s longing for poetic expres-
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sion. The desire to write was in her
blood—many of the Howells were lit-
erary—and once I remember her say-
ing to me ‘Pauline, you say in your
verses exactly what I have so often
felt and never could express.” DBut
when I talk of the Indian being inar-
ticulate,”” she added, ‘‘I refer of
course only to his inability to express
himself by the written word, and this
after all is natural enough. Writing
was never the Indian’s mode of ex-
pression. It was the speech, the ora-
tion which was his great achievement.
And that, like all the old customs, is
dying out.”’

Seeing that she was in a reminis-
cent mood, I asked her if she could
remember when first she felt the im-
pulse to write.

““ Always,”’ she smiled, ‘‘always.
When I was a tiny girl and my fa-
ther, who was going to the city, asked
me what kind of eandy I would like, I
said, ‘Not eandy. Bring me a book
of verses’; and it was not that I did
not like candy, either! It was always
such a joy to write, I can remember
yet the thrill of expectation and de-
light when one cold winter morning
I awoke to see the window covered
with frost and fringed with icicles
and felt with breathless pleasure that
I could write about it in verse. Be-
fore breakfast I had written ‘‘Little
Lady Icicle.”” The glow of it stayed
with me all the day. That glow—if
you know it—is the poet’s true pay-
ment.”’

““ And was the writing always joy-
ous?’’ I asked.

¢“Oh, no, not always joyous, but al-
ways comforting, like talking aloud
to someone who understood. T re-
member when I was in London, how
terribly homesick I became for the
Western woods and mountains. The
great city seemed to shut me in and
smother me. My longing to go back
was acutely painful, but one dull day
in a dreary room it reached its crisis
and broke forth in ‘The Trail to Lil-
ooet.” After that T felt better.”’
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““I can understand that,”” I said.
““We always appreciate most poign-
antly the things which we miss the
most. So then, sinee you have found
heastsease as well as joy in poetry,
may one conclude that many of your
poems are the reflections of moods
and experiences of your own?’’

She smiled at this.

““Well, not entirely so, of course.
One must allow for imagination which
brings to the verse writer an inspired
second-hand knowledge of experiences
which she herself may mnever have
passed through. Indeed, one of the
seerets of good writing of any kind is
the power of being somebody else.”’

“‘That is so,”’ I agreed, ‘‘and it ex-
plains why some good people have
such a hard time trying to make a
poet consistent—to compel all his
varying outbursts fit in to their idea
of his personality.”’

““Oh, consistency!’’ she shrugged
her shoulders. ‘‘How can one be econ-
sistent until the world ceases to
change with the changing days? It
always amuses me when some very
clever critic undertakes to tell you
exactly what kind of person you are
‘under the skin,” as Kipling says,
from the verses in your books. There
was a critic on The Manchester Guard-
san, who, after reading ‘‘The White
Wampum,”’ said: ‘This lady thinks
she knows something about Indians
but it is plain upon the face of it’
that she has never seen a real Indian.’
Next week Black and White had a
full-page portrait of myself in In-
dia_n costume surrounded by a belt of
white wampum, and I will say this
for The Manchester Guardian eritie
—he eclimbed down gracefully! In-
deed, he published a second artiele
taking it all back.”’

This reminiscence led Miss Johnson
to talk of her first trip to England
and about her début as a dramatie
reader. She had been invited to g
meeting of Canadian authors in Tg.
ronto, a meeting at which each authop
was expected to read a piece of orig.

NS
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inal work. Everyone knows that
many very good writers read very
badly, and the young Indian girl’s
fire and freedom of delivery came as
a pleasant surprise. Among those
particularly interested in the un-
doubted talent which she displayed
was Mr. Frank Yiegh, and next morn-
ing his interest took concrete form in
a note asking her if she were open for
engagements as an interpreter of her
own poems upon the stage.

¢‘T had had no training,’’ said Miss
Johnson, ‘‘but 1 was young and am-
bitious and full of love for the work.
So I said I would try. The success
of the first performance decided me
—and T have been a dramatic reciter
ever since.”’

For two years Mr. Yeigh continued
to be her manager, and at the end of
that time she went to England with
her first book of poems in manuseript.

““It was a wonderful visit,”” she
raused. ‘Everyone was so kind to
me. I met so many interesting peo-
ple, people who were really interest-
ed in what I was trying to do and
who understood the difficulties in the
way. Many of them had been young
writers themselves. I shall never for-
get the kindness of the Canadians
in London—of Sir Gilbert Parker and
Lady Parker especially. I could not
have wished for a warmer welcome.’’

It was through her own country-
man, Sir Gilbert Parker, that the
poetess met Clement Scott, the emin-
ent critie, to whom she aseribed the
prompt acceptance of her first book
by the John Lane Company. ““The
White Wampum’’ was its felicitous
title, and booklovers who hold it now
should treasure it as a volume which
is already rare. It contains much of
her finest and freshest work, and al-
though, as is usual with volumes of
verse, the financial returns were small,
its publicity helped the young writ-
er greatly—‘placed her,’’ as it were,
in the literary world.

1t was while upon this visit to Eng-
land that Miss Johnson was engaged

by Mr. Arthur Pearson, the well-
known magazine publisher, to write
a weekly ‘“special’’ for his paper, The
London Ezpress, the first sketeh of
which appeared under the title of
““A Pagan in St. Paul’s.”” Up to the
present these sketches have not been
collected. We understand, however,
that shortly they are to be offered to
the public in some accessible form.

““And did you give up your stage
work while in England ?’’ I asked.

““Oh, no, that formed a very im-
portant part. But the recitals were
mostly given in drawing-rooms. 1t
was something of a novelty over there,
you see, for I wore my complete In-
dian dress and gave the selections
which were most purely Indian. Do
you remember the scarlet mantle
which I wear? Well, that was the
square of broadcloth upon which
Prince Arthur of Connaught stood
when he was made a chief of the Six
Nations. Oddly enough, he remem-
bered it and sent an aide to ask me if
I knew what had beecome of it. He
seemed greatly pleased to be inform-
ed that it had been preserved and
now formed the scarlet mantle of my
costume.”’

Seeing that I smiled a little, she
added hastily, ‘‘It was a ceremonial
square, you know—it has its own spe-
cial significance.”

““Was it during that visit,”’ T ask-
ed, ‘““that you met old Chief Joe
Capilano in London?”

““No, that was not until the second
visit. He had come over with some
other coast chiefs ‘to see the King.’
During their period of waiting they
were very lonely and homesick, and
as a result very taciturn and difficult.
I imagine the authorities were some-
what embarrassed by the care of such
unresponsive responsibilities. Any-
how, T was asked to visit them, to see
if T could cheer them up. You should
have seen their faces when they heard
my ‘‘ Klahowya Tillicum.”” Although,
to tell the truth, I knew at that time
very little of the coast dialects. Old
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Chief Joe was my friend forever after,
and it was from him that I learned
the beautiful and fast vanishing
legends of the Pacific coast—but all
that has nothing to do with my visit
to England.”’

‘““We do not need to be consistent,’’
I urged. ‘‘Please tell me about the
legends. He was rather a forceful
character, was he not—old Chief
Joe ?”?

‘‘He was, indeed, and a strange and
wonderful teller of tales! There was
ne use in asking him for anything.
One had to wait and be patient. Of-
ten he would come to visit me in Van-
couver, and, after sitting a while, de-
part without saying more than half
a dozen words. But I never urged
him, although he knew very well how
I loved to hear his stories. My re-
ward always came sooner or later, for
suddenly he would begin, ‘You would
like to know this?’ and then would
follow a wondrous tale, full of strange
wild poetry—the kind of folklore
which soon will be heard no longer.
For the Indians are forgetting! They
do not care, as they used to, for the
old tales; even the meanings are get-
ting obscured. Soon investigators
will be saying that the coast Indians
have no folklore—because there will
be,so few left who can or will tell of
2

““You have saved some of the best
for us, anyhow,”’ T reminded her, and
she said simply, ““Yes, T am glad of
that.”’

‘““When you returned from Eng-
land,”” T asked, ‘‘did you find that
your success there made any differ-
ence to your reception in Canada?’’

“Yes—it did!’’ she said smiling,
‘‘but, then, Canada has always been
kind to me, you know.”’

Speaking with deep feeling, she
went on to tell of the friendship and
help received from the little band of
Canadian poets as she knew them in
the earlier days. From Charles G. D.
Roberts she had received one of her
earliest words of praise. It was when

she had written only her first two
poems and was quite unknown, Ro-
berts had seen them and, with that
kindness and generosity of heart
which distinguished him, had written
the girl poet, telling her that she had
begun well and urging her to go on.
They became good friends and among
the treasures which Miss Johnson
leaves behind her is the manuseript
of ““Songs of the Common Day,”’ and
the stained cork penholder with which
the poet wrote it. Of Lampman, she
had much to say; of his gentle hu-
mour and kindliness; of the large
simplicity of his great heart. ‘‘The
little brown bird that sings,’’ they
used to call him, and great was the
grief of those who knew him when
the bird’s sun died away at noon.
In John Greenleaf Whittier, too,
the young poetess had a kind admir-
er. I will show you the letter he
wrote me,’’ said she. And a charm-
ing letter it was, the beautiful deli-
cate handwriting suiting well its
quaint phraseology of ‘‘thee’’ and
‘“thou.”” I remember only one sen-
tence, ‘‘I thank thee for thy charm-
ing poetry; it is well that one of
thy race should write the songs of thy
people,”” but I think its recipient
knew it by heart. Many autograph
letters she showed me, including those
from the Duke of Argyle, Sir Gilbert
Parker, Max O’Rell and others whose
well-known names made their words
of appreciation doubly impressive,
After the publication of her first
book and her first visit to England,
there followed twelve years of good
work in Canada and America—years
which were to make of her a well-
known and welcome figure all over the
country. Sometimes alone, but often
with a small company of entertainers,
notably Owen Smiley, the humourist ;
Walter MacRaye, the clever interpre-
ter of Drummond, and Harold Jarvis,
the popular tenor, she travelled from
end to end of Canada. Not only did
the larger cities hear her, but most
of the smaller towns, while many g
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village and country schoolhouse,
where good entertainment is rare, had
the privilege of seeing this native
daughter of Canada in her historical
Indian buckskins, and of listening to
her stirring recitals of the faiths and
fancies of her father’s race. Better
than any schoolbook would these re-
citals bring home, to the young peo-
ple who heard, the poetry and ro-
mance of the great race of red men
who once reigned as kings where now
they are perhaps erroneously regard-
ed as a vanishing race.

Miss Johnson loved to talk of these
travels, and her store of amusing
anecdote seemed never to run low.
Sensitive as she was in many ways,
she had a full share of that sense of
humour which oils the wheels of life
and enjoyed nothing better than a
good story against herself.

“Once,’’ she said, ‘‘we were giving
our entertainment under the auspices
of a Ladies’ Aid in a small prairie
village. Perhaps the Ladies’ Aid was
not popular, for it was one of the
smallest audiences before which we
had ever played. And it would not
laugh! What it lacked in numbers
it made up in solemnity; so that the
supposedly humorous part of our pro-
gramme was pathetic in the extreme.
Naturally the president of the Ladies’
Aid was not cheerful when she came
to pay our fee mext morning. She
had the air of one who has been badly
fooled.”’

“ ‘Be you the real Pauline John-
son?’ she asked dourly.

“T said I was the one and only.

“‘Be them your photygraphs?’
pointing an accusing finger at my ad-
vertising posters. I admitted this
fact also, and foolishly asked ‘Why?’
The President looked grimly from me
to the photographs and back again.
‘Well, T reckon them pictures was
took a right smart time ago!’ said she,
for she was a great believer in speak-
ing the truth in line!”’

‘When we had ceased laughing over
this, she told me many more stories,
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grave and gay, letting me have more
than a glimpse of a strong and virile
personality. 'When she grew tired
we sat for a while in silence.

““It has been a varied life,”’ I said
at last.

‘““But a good life!”’ she responded.
““Good friends, plenty of work, and
not too much thought for the morrow.
My great trouble now is that I can-
not work. There are so many things
1 want to do, my brain is full of them,
but—I’ll never write again.”’

It would not do to let her think
about that. So we began to talk in-
stead about the things she had writ-
ten, and her brave cheerfulness soon
returned. Anyone now who has a
copy of ‘“‘Flint and Feather’’ could
follow our discussion as we roamed
through her verses, stopping here and
there the better to appreciate some
special beauty. But the best way to ap-
preciate poetry is to read it, and not
to read about it. If poetry has a mes-
sage it is always a personal one, one
which cannot be delivered by proxy.
At the most, all that I can do is to
tell you the message which the verse
of Pauline Johnson brings personally
to me.

First it brings a breath of the
woods, warm and fragrant, a breath
which catehes at the throat and makes
one close one’s eyes to smell the green
things and to see the hot sun through
millions of moving leaves. Then it
brings the sound of swiftly-flowing
water, the splash of leaping trout, the
dip of a paddle, the song of a hidden
voyageur. And with all these lovely
and familiar things, it brings also
something fainter, more remote, more
primitive, the strain of an earlier,
bolder, cruder race. It tells of the
time when these peaceful brooks were
fished not for sport, but for life it-
self; when the only craft these
rivers bore were the swift canoe of
the hunter or the menacing fleets of
war canoes, silent, relentless; when in
all the great forest there was no road,
only dim trails trodden by swift-
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mocecasined feet; when nowhere was
there sound of axe or mill, only the
sudden shrieking ery of war and the
ping of an arrow through the air.
These things are gone, and now the
poet who dreamed and wrote of them
is gone, but her work remains, a leg-
acy to her own people and to her own
country.

The ashes of Pauline Johnson rest
in Stanley Park, Vancouver, in a
green corner at the foot of a silver
birch. On one side lie the waters of
the sea she loved, and on the other
stand the giant trees of the untouched
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be imagined. Often did she dream of
resting in just such a spot. To quote
from her own verse:

The cedar trees have sung their vesper
hymn,

And now the music sleeps—

Its benediction falling where the dim

Dusk of the forest creeps.

Mute grows the great concerto—and the

light

Of day is darkening. Good-night, good-
night.

But through the night time I shall hear
within

The murmur of these trees,

The calling of your distant violin
Sobbing across the seas,

And waking wind, and star-reflected light

forest. A more ideal resting-place ghall voice my answering, Good-night,
for this child of nature can hardly Good-night.’’
BENEDICTUS*

BY PAULINE JOHNSON

SOMETHING 80 tender fills the air to-day,
‘What it may be or mean no voice can say
But all the harsh hard things seem far away.

Something so restful lies on lake and shore
The world seems anchored, and life’s petty war,
Of haste and labour gone for evermore.

Something so holy lies upon the land,
Like to a blessing from some saintly hand,
A peace we feel, though cannot understand.

*Here published for the first time.
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PAULINE JOHNSON: AN

APPRECIATION

BY CHARLES MAIR
AUTHOR OF ‘ DREAMLAND AND OTHER POEMS", ‘' TECUMSEH : A DRAMA," ETC.

N the death of Pauline Johnson a
star has fallen from the intellec-
tural firmament of Canada. When her
poetry first appeared its effect upon
the reader was as that of something
abnormal, certainly of something new
and strange. Here was a girl whose
blood and sympathies were largely
drawn from the greatest tribe of the
greatest nation of Indians on the con-
tinent, ‘‘who spoke out loud and
bold,’”’ not for it alone, but for the
whole red race, and sang of its glories
and its wrongs in strains of poetic
fire.

However aloof the sympathies of
the ordinary business world may be
from the red man’s record, even it is
moved at times by his fate and stir-
red by his persistent, his inevitable
romance. For the Indian’s history is
the background of our own. His
struggles with the invader are a
counterpart of the unwritten or un-
recorded struggles of all primitive
time. He had to yield, but he left
behind him a halo of romance which
is imperishable, which our literature
should not and probably never shall
outgrow. Hence the oncoming into
the field of letters of a real Indian
poet had a significance which, aided
by its novelty, was immediately ap-
preciated by all that was best in
(Canadian culture. Hence, too, and
by reason of its strength, her work
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at once took its fitting place without
jar or hindrance, for there are few
educated Canadians who do not pos-
sess, in some measure, that aboriginal,
historic sense which was the very at-
mosphere of Pauline Johnson’s be-
ing.

When the writer first met Pauline
Johnson, many years ago, she was
engrossed in her work, but still more
absorbed in the fervour of an ill-fated
engagement. Her strong, yet refin-
ed features lighted up when she spoke
of this, with reticence, but with a
transparent trustfulness as to its is-
sue. She had felt vividly; she had
come, as she says in ‘‘Wave-won’’:

To idolise the perfect world, to taste of
love at last.

But it ended in her poem, ‘‘The
Prodigal,”’ or, rather, did not end
there, for the defeat of love runs like
a gray thread through much of her
verse :

Ah, me! My paddle failed me in the
stearing across love’s shoreless sea.

And, again, in ‘‘Overlooked’’:

Sleep, sister-twin of peace, my waking
eyes s0 weary grow!

0! Love, thou wanderer from Paradise,
dost thou not know

How oft my lonely heart has cried to
thee?

But thou and Sleep and Peace come not
to me.
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Before the meeting referred to, the
writer, living in the north, was able to
do her some service in the matter of
costume for her public performances.
Besides, there was the bond of liter-
ary sympathy, and it was pleasant
to part from her in the belief that
she had not only a bright professional
career before her, but the prospect,
as well, of domestic happiness.

The delight of genius in the act
of composition has been called the
keenest of intellectual pleasures, and
this was the poet’s almost sole re-
ward in Canada a generation ago,
when nothing seemed to catch the
. popular ear but burlesque or trivial
verse.

Probably owing to this, and partly
through advice, and partly by incli-
nation, Miss Johnson took to the pub-
lic platform for a living, and certain-
ly vindicated her choice of a vocation
by her admirable performances. To
the writer they seemed the perfection
of monologue, graced by a musical
voice, and by gesture at once simple
and dignified. But these artistic en-
tertainments were seemingly ‘‘ecavi-
are to the general public.””  They
were not sensational, so her audiences
were too often confined to discerners,
to those, in a word, who thought high-
ly of her art. L

As this is an appreciation and a
tribute to Miss Johnson’s memory,
rather than a ecriticism, the writer
will touch but lightly upon the more
prominent features of her produc-
tions. Without being obtrusive, not
the least of these is her national
pride; for mnothing worthier, she
thought, could be said of a man than
“‘that he was born in Canada beneath
the British flag.”’ In her political
creed wavering and uncertainty had
no place. She saw our national life
from its most salient angles, and, in
current phrase, she saw it whole.

Another opinion is not likely to be
challenged, viz., that much of her poe-
try is unique, not only in subject, but
also in the sincerity of her treatment
of themes so far removed from the
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common range. Intense feeling dis-
tinguishes her Indian poems from all
others; they flow from her very veins,
and are stamped with the seal of
heredity. This strikes one at every
reading, and not less their truth to
fact, however idealised. Indeed the
‘‘wildest’’ of them, ‘‘Ojistoh’’ (The
White Wampum), is based upon an
actual occurrence, though the inei-
dent took place on the Western
plains, and the heorine was not a
Mohawk. The same intensity marks
‘“The Cattle Thief,”” and ‘““A Cry
from an Indian Wife.”” Begot of her
knowledge of the long-suffering of
her race, of iniquities in the past and
present, they poured red-hot from her
inmost heart.

One turns, however, with a sense of
relief from those fierce dithyrambies
to the beauty and pathos of her other
poems. Take for example that exqui-
site piece of musie, ‘‘The Lullaby of
the Iroqueis,’”’ simple, yet entrane-
ing! Could anything of its kind be
more perfect in structure and expres-
sion? Or the sweet idyll, ‘‘Shadow
River,”’ that transmutation of faney
and fact, which ends with her own
philosophy :

O! pathless world of seeming!

O! pathless life of mine whose deep ordeal
Is more my own than ever was the real.
For others fame

And Love’s red flame,

And yellow gold: I only eclaim

The shadows and the dreaming.

And this ideality, the hall-mark of
her poetry, has a character of its own,
a quality which distinguishes it from
the general run of subjective verse.
Though of the Christian faith, there
is yet an almost pagan yearning
manifest in her work, which she un-
doubtedly drew from her Indian an-
cestory. That is, she was in constant
contact with nature, and saw herself,
her every thought and feeling, re-
fleeted in the mysterious world
around her.

There’s a spirit on the river, there’s a
ghost upon the shore,
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And they sing of love and loving through
the starlight evermore,

As they steal amid the silence,

And the shadows of the shore.

And in the following verses this
contrast of the outer world with the
inner is still more finely drawn:

O! soft responsive voices of the night, I
join your minstrelsy,

And call across the fading silver light as
something calls to me;

I may not all your meaning understand,

But I have touched your soul in shadow-
land.

‘““Sweetness and light’’ met in Miss
Johnson’s nature, but free from sen-
timentality ; and even a carping ecritic
would find little to eavil at in her
produetion. If fault should be found
with any of them probably it would
be with such a narrative as ‘“Wolver-
ine.”” It ‘‘bites,”’ like all her Indian
pieces, and conveys a definite mean-
ing. But, written, as it is, in the con-
ventional language of the frontier, it
jars with her other work and seems
not only out of form but out of place.

However, no poet escapes a break
at times, and Miss Johnson’s work is
not to be judged, like a chain, by its
weakest links. TIts beauty, its
strength, its originality are unmis-
takeable, and although, had she lived,
we might have looked for still higher
flights of her genius, what we possess
is beyond price, and it fully justifies
the instinective feeling, everywhere ex-
pressed, that our country has lost a
true poet. :

Turning from her verse to her
latest prose, there is ample evidence
that, had she applied herself, she
would have taken high rank as a writ-
er of fiction. Her ‘‘Legends of Van-
couver’’ ig a remarkable book, in
which she relates a number of Coast-
Indian myths and traditions with un-
erring insight and literary skill.
These legends had a common source
in the person of the famous old Chief
Capilano who, for the first time, re-
vealed them to her in Chinook, or in
broken English, and, as reproduced
in her rich and harmonious prose, be-
long emphatically to what has been
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called ‘‘The literature of power.”’
Bound together, so to speak, in the
retentive mind of the old Chief, they
are authentic legends of his people
and true to the Indian nature. But
we find in them, also, something that
seems to transcend history. Indefin-
able forms, earthly and unearthly,
pass before us in mythical procession,
in a world beyond ordinary concep-
tion, in which nothing seems impos-
sible.

The origin of the Red Indian’s
myths, east or west, cannot be trac-
ed, and must ever remain a mystery.
But we believe that many of them
have been handed down from father
to son, unchanged, from the pre-
historic past to the present day; a
past certainly far back in the mists
of antiquity.

In this ‘“ Appreciation’’ the writer
mentions his first meeting with Miss
Johnson, and he may be pardoned
for referring to his last. In Decem-
ber, 1912, on a hurried visit to Van-
couver, he called at the Bute hospital
and had the great privilege of an in-

‘terview, for her ecritical condition

made it that. But, alas, the change!
The worn face, with its sad but wel-
coming smile, the wasted form, the
hand of ice! Never can he forget the
shock as his thoughts ran back to the
beautiful and happy girl of former
days.

At parting, following the writer to
the stair-head, she gave him her last
adieu in a Chinook word derived
from the Kootenay tongue, meaning
literally, ‘“‘Yellow Weather,”” but, as
used, ‘‘Farewell!”” She had her own
longings, her own augury of the
“Yellow Weather,”” which was not
far off, which she had already wel-
comed in ‘‘The Happy Hunting
Grounds,’” when she deseried the red-
skin’s soul:

Sailing into the cloud-land, sailing into
the sun,

Into the crimson portals, ajar when life
is done,

O, dear, dear race, my spirit, too,

Would fain sail westward unto you.




THE OTHER WOMAN

BY TOM

HE counted the people down the
other side of the table quite me-
chanically and unnecessarily, because
she had counted them before, and she
knew who they were. And while her
calm and placid eyes were resting up-
on them, her thoughts ran in this
fashion :

““To-morrow you won’t know me;
to-morrow you will hold up hands of
horror at the mere mention of my dis-
graceful name. And it won’t matter
to me, because I shall be far away,
where the sunshine is, and where,
perhaps, love will be.”’

She became vaguely aware that the
young man on her left was speaking
to her—and had indeed spoken to her
twice before. She looked around with
a quick smile—one of those smiles
that made men fall in love with her,
before even they knew who she was
—and answered his question. It was
quite a trivial question, and, having
answered it and so dropped the
young man, as it were, she leaned for-
ward to speak to a woman on the
other side of the table. And still her
thoughts ran on, even while she smil-
ed into the woman’s eyes.

““You are a most highly respectable
and extremely rich woman, my dear;
you married the man who was chosen
for you, and you were jolly glad to
get him on any terms. And won’t
you look horrified when you hear
about me to-morrow—and won’t you
chatter about me, and say you always
expected it, over as many tea cups as
you can get to join you!’”

Tt had been a stupid thing for her

284

GALLON

to come to the linner at all; but Sir
Denis Charnley, her husband, had
wished her to come; and it was, after
all, a filling out of the evening. Sir
Denis, as usual, was down at the
House, and there would probably be
an all-night sitting. This was only a
killing of the time until that hour ar-
rived when she could meet the one
man about whom she was thinking.
And this world of which she formed
a brilliant unit to-night would know
her no more, and would forget the
shameful thing she had done. It was
curious to think that it was all map-
ped out and arranged, and that to-
morrow would see her far away—
never to come back to the safe and
respectable things any more. She
caught herself smiling a little wanly
at the thought of that.

It was not too late; nothing had
been done yet that should fling her
outside the portals of Society. When
presently it was time to go, she had
only to drive homewards in the usual
fashion, and then explain to the man.

And yet she couldn’t do that; she
shuddered at the thought of it. That
man, her husband, whom she had
once thought she loved, and who now
loved only that absurd game of poli-
tics that had gradually drawn him
away from her, the house where she
had been so lonely for such a long
time; the stolid, heavy relatives who
called from time to time; the dinner
parties of heavy men and heavier wo-
men—no, she couldn’t go back to it.
Something better ecalled her—some-
thing more natural.
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The something better and more na-
tural was embodied in that man of
whom she had been thinking—dJustin
Sharwood. The man of the ugly,
smiling face, with a jest forever on
his lips, and sunshine (or so it seem-
ed) in his heart. The man who had
teased her into loving him, by mak-
ing her wonder about him and his
life; the man who had finally shown
himself her master—the man who
cared about nothing else on earth save
herself. Women had, said that no
woman could make any real appeal
to him; that he laughed at them and
snapped his fingers and took his way
without them. It had been left to
this one woman to conquer him, and
to make him fling everything to the
winds for her sake.

He was very rich, and they were to
travel. There was to be no settling
down in any one place—not for a
long time.at least; they were to jour-
ney on where the sun was shining,
leaving behind them all the old dul-
ness—never to come back to it. Jus-
tin Sharwood had said so; she seem-
ed to be looking now into his keen
eyes and hearing him whispering it
softly to her, with that little smile on
his face.

A rustling at the table; her host-
ess had given the signal, and the la-
dies were moving out from their
places. The hostess, pausing for a
moment, took Miriam Charnley by the
arm and moved along by her side.

“you look tired, my dear,’”’ she
whispered. ‘‘Anything the matter?”’

Lady Charnley smiled round at her
half whimsically. ‘‘Nothing at all,
thanks,’’ she answered. ‘‘Only I think
1’il get away pretty early, if I may.”’

“Not too soon, I hope, or some of
the men will never forgive me,’”’ mur-
mured the old lady.

“You must let me slip away,
please, a little later; I haven’t order-
ed the car, and all T want is a taxi;
you know it isn’t five minutes.”’

When the time actually arrived for
her to go it appeared to be a difficult
matter for her to go alone. More than
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one young bachelor protested that he
must at least see her safely home; it
was no trouble at all. But smilingly
she insisted that she would be quite
all right, and there would be servants
waiting up. The taxi was brought,
and her hostess insisted on taking her
down the steps and putting her into
it, and giving the man the proper ad-
dress. The taxi moved away.

1t would be doubly easy now for
her to sit still and do nothing; she
would arrive at the familiar house,
and go straight to bed. Instead, she
suddenly sat up, temse and white-
faced, and took the speaking-tube in-
to her hand. The man had only got
to turn the next corner when she
spoke sharply, seeing his head inelin-
ed towards the tube, and gave him the
ather address. He nodded, and drove
straight on.

The thing was done now ; she lean-
ed back and closed her eyes, and
strove to think, And yet, after all,
there was nothing to think about. Had
not Justin Sharwood told her smil-
ingly that she was never to think or
worry or trouble about anything
again? He was going to look after
her.

She opened the tiny gold bag she
carried in her hand and searched In
it with gloved fingers. There was the
key quite safe—the key that Justin
had given her. He might not be back
at his flat for some time, and she was$
to let herself in and to rest there
quietly until he came. And then they
were to go straight off—even if 1t
was in the middle of the night—1
his great touring car; and go Wit
the ear across the Channel, and 5°
face the world. She was glad now, 8%
the taxi drew up at the entrance
a block of flats in a side street, that
she had not gone home; she was gl&
to think that she had made her cho1c®
and that there could be no goin€
back.

It had all been arranged with the
utmost simplicity. This was a quiet;
er entrance to the block of flats, ar

at that time of night there was 1°
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porter. She had only to mount the
stairs and slip the key in the lock and
close the door after her.

She paid the taxi driver generous-
ly, and gathered her skirts into her
hand and began to mount the stairs.
The flat was only on the first floor,
and she had but to slip the key in
the lock and turn on the electrie light
immediately inside. And yet, as she
mounted, she found herself wishing
that she was back again in the taxi,
and that she had never given the man
that altered address. She knew that
there would be no one in the flat;
Justin’s manservant had been sent
away that day. Yet she had a feeling
that when the door was opened some-
one or something would confront her
and ery out the thing she was about
to do.

The key went softly into the lock
—perhaps because her hand was shak-
ing a little, and perhaps because the
key was new. Sharwood had had it
made especially for her on the pattern
of his own. She fumbled round the
edge of the door wuntil her hand
touched the switch; then, as the
friendly light sprang up, she closed
the door quickly and stood in the lit-
tle hall.

The other doors round about were
all closed. That was a disagreeable
circumstance in itself. She argued
that it was perfectly natural that the
doors should be closed; nevertheless,
1t was something of an ordeal to have
to open them. She knew which was
the sitting-room, and she went
straight towards that door, and turn-
ed the handle and went in. Here also
she put up the light and looked about
her.

The room was as she had seen it
once before—and once only. She had
come there with three or four other
women to tea, and to look round the
really beautiful rooms. That was

quite a long time ago, when she had
first known him. She took off her
cloak and dropped it on a chair, sigh-
ed a little with a feeling of relief that
the worst of the business was over,
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and sank down luxuriously and clos-
ed her eyes. Nothing could harm
her now, and nothing could be found
out about her—until to-morrow,

Presently, merely for the sake of
doing something, she got up and mov-
ed restlessly about the room, looking
at pictures and photographs and orna-
ments. She drifted into another room.
and yet another, turning on the light
in each, and then turning it off again
as she left. She closed all doors be-
hind her, and, coming at last into the
hall of the flat, remembered that the
light was on there, and turned it off.
Not with any purpose of being care-
ful or economical, but simply because
the light was not needed. She came
back into the sitting-room, and light-
ed a little electric stove that stood
there, turned out all lights save one
shaded lamp on a table beside her
chair, and settled herself again to
wait.

She felt curiously tired. Now that
the strain of the matter was ended,
and she had taken that final plunge,
she had a feeling that she wanted to
rest—for a long, long time—body and
soul and mind. And with that thought
her eyes closed, as she leaned back in
the chair, and she fell into a light
sleep.

It was so light that the slight sound
at the outer door woke her instantly.
Startled for a moment at finding her-
self in a strange place, she almost
sprang to her feet, remembered as
quickly why she was in that partieu-
lar room, and smiled a little excited-
ly at the thought that Justin had
come at last. That was his key care-
fully turning in the lock—that one
sound for which she had been wait-
ing.

She heard the door close very quiet-
ly. She pictured him hanging up his
coat and hat. On the impulse, with
her heart beating even more rapidly,
she stretched out her hand to the lit-
tle table beside her, and noiselessly
switched off the little shaded lamp.
She pictured his starting as he came
into the room, not knowing her to be
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there. She dropped back again into
the chair, and laid her cheek against
the cushion, and kept her eyes fixed
on the door.

Strangely enough, he did not come
direet into the room. She heard him
open the door of another room and
pass in. Nor did she hear the elick
of the switch as he went into that
other room, and his footsteps were so
muffled that she could not hear him
moving about. She had a vague feel-
ing that she wished she had not turn-
ed off all the lights. She wondered
impatiently why he did not come in.
And then she heard the handle of the
other door leading into the sitting-
room turned. She swept her eyes to-
wards that, but save that she knew
that a man was standing there, she
did not know who it was; she only
knew, with an uneasy feeling, that it
certainly was not Justin Sharwood.

He began to move round the room,
whistling very softly through his
teeth—the mere ghost of a sound. He
came to a switch, and turned it on,
and looked about him. Lady Charn-
ley crouched down lower in the big
chair, and wondered what she was to
do, or who the man was. She had
not dared to look at him. And then
suddenly, as he crept noiselessly across
the room, he saw her buried among
the soft cushions and the great cloak
—just two wide, startled eyes star-
ing straight at him. So for a moment
or two they held each other, with
nothing seemingly that should break
the spell that held them.

““What are you doing here?’’ the
woman asked at last in a shaking
whisper. She sat up a little as she
put the question, and tried to get
some dignity into her attitude, but
she knew that her lips were shaking
and her fingers were trembling.

The man had stepped back, with a
quick glance round the room. He
spoke more strongly that she did, and
with something of a threatening man-
ner. She noticed, as she looked at
him, that he was very shabbily dress-
ed, with an old black muffler round

his throat. He was a middle-aged
man, lean and lantern-jawed and hol-
low-eyed.

‘““Well, that is rather a question,
isn’t it?’’ he answered; and, to her
surprise, his voice had no accent of
the bully or the street tough, but was
refined and quiet and almost gentle.
Scarcely realising the position in
which she stood, she began to be curi-
ously interested in the man.

‘““Why have you come here?’’ she
asked, getting to her feet and back-
ing away from the man. ‘‘You’ve no
right here. How did you get in?’’

She had moved instinetively to-
wards the bell, just as she might have
done in her own house. The man,
with a snarl, dived a hand into his
pocket and whipped out a revolver.

““Let that alone,”’ he eried hoarse-
ly. ‘“‘I’ve done no harm, and 1’1l slip
out the way I came. But if you ring
for anyone I can put up a fight for
e

““I wasn’t going to ring,’’ she fal-
tered. ‘‘Besides, there’s nobody in
the flat.”’

She saw in an instant the blunder
she had made, because the man, with
a little, quick laugh, dropped his wea-
pon back into his pocket. ‘‘I could
have told you that,”’ he said; ‘‘only
I didn’t turn up the lights as I went
through, and so there might have been
somebody I didn’t see.’’

“Why didn’t you turn up the
lights?’’ she asked idly.

‘‘Because on that side the windows
look on to the street, and I didn’t
want anyone to see a light, and know
that the owner was away, and so come
to investigate. You have to be care-
ful in my business.’’

She did not ask him what his busi-
ness was; she seemed to know in
some dreadful fashion. And the

strange part of it was that, as she
looked at him, and at the dreadful
shabbiness of him, and the hunger-
haunted eyes, all memory of herself
seemed to have gone out of her. It
would have been a matter of difficulty
just then for her to drag up the re-
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membrance of where she was and
what she was going to do that night.

“How did you manage to get in?’’
she asked, taking a step towards him.

““Oh, these locks are easily picked,
and I’ve had experience. A fellow-
jailbird showed me the way, and he
was clever at it. It’s the clumsy ones
that make marks on doors.”’

‘““You’ve been in prison?’’ she
whispered. She had never seen any-
one that had been in prison before.
In her guarded and sheltered life
such people were in a world apart
from her. ‘‘You speak like a gen-
tleman.’’

“Does that surprise you?’’ he ask-
ed. ‘‘There are quite a lot of us
knocking about the jails up and down
the country; we don’t all speak as
though we had been born in the gut-
trr. But, of course, you wouldn’t
understand that. Well’”’—he had
taken off his eap, as by some old in-
stinct, and was twisting it about in
his hands—*‘‘as I’ve done no harm in
any way, I presume you have no ob-
jection if I slip out again?’’

“In afraid it’s scarcely my af-
fair,”” she said a little haughtily.
‘““‘Properly speaking, I suppose I
ought to summon assistance, and have
you detained until the owner returns.
Oh, I didn’t say I was going to,’’ she
added hurriedly, as he made a move-
ment towards the pocket of his jae-
ket. ‘“‘So far as I’m concerned the
sooner you go away the better.”’

He laughed, and turned towards
the door. ‘‘The ladies are always
changeable,’’ he added impudently.

““Are you going to rob some other
flat?’’ she asked.

“That’d be a fool’s trick, and
would give you the ehance of letting
the porter know before I could get
away. No; as a matter of fact, T
shall give up work for to-night.
Tiuck’s against me.”’

He moved towards the door, still
with his cap in his hand; then he
lounged back again towards her. She
saw that he was looking at her quiz-
zically.
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““I seem to have seen you some
where or other before,”” he said.
“I'm eertain of it. That’s one of my
good qualities—I never forget a face.
I wonder where I’ve seen you?”’

‘It is scarcely likely that anyone
in your position would meet anyone
in mine,’”’ she said. ‘‘Hadn’t you
better go? The owner of the flat may
return at any moment.”’

‘“Oh, I’'m not afraid of another
woman. I can always silence her if
she starts sereaming.’’

“I didn’t say it was a woman,’’
she retorted, some of her courage com-
ing back. ‘‘It happens to be a man
—and rather a big man at that.”’

The man whistled softly and look-
ed her up and down.

“‘In the circles in which you move
they’d call it a bit late for paying
visits,”” he retorted, ‘‘And now I
come to look at you again, I've got
your likeness pat. I told you I never
forget a face—Lady Charnley.”’

She swayed as though he had struek
her a blow, and turned quickly away
from him.

““You’ve made a mistake this time,
at all events,’”’ she lied calmly. *“‘I’m
not in the least anyone so important
as all that. Now, will you go quietly,
or am I to ring—"’

““There’s no one in the flat, you
know,’” he replied coolly. ‘‘Lady
Charnley—wife of Sir Denis Charn-
ley, who’s getting on quite nicely in
the House of Commons, and is likely
to get on better still. And his wife
calls at this hour on gentlemen
friends, eh?”’

She flashed round on him with a
burning face. ‘‘There’s no harm in
it; the gentleman is an old friend—
a relation. You’re risking a great
deal by staying here. He may be in
at any moment.”’

‘““Such a very great friend and
such a relation,”” went on the man,
without taking any mnotice of the
warning, ‘‘that he gives the lady a
special key that shall admit her to his
flat at this hour.”’

““How did you know that?”’
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““Did you pick the lock?’’ he ask-
ed with a laugh. ‘‘Because there’s no
one else in the flat, you know.”’

““I have said all that I desire to
say to you—thank you,’’ she retort-
ed. ‘‘Go at once, please—and be grate-
ful that you are allowed to slip
away.”’

My dear Lady Charnley,’”” he an-
swered, with a bow, ‘I am indeed
grateful. If I have said anything in
the least offensive, please forgive me.
I know the ways of the order to which
I once belonged, and it is not for me
to sit in judgment upon them. Good-
night—and thank you again.”’

He moved slowly towards the door,
after bowing to her half derisively,
and put his hand upon the door knob.
Standing like that, he leaned a little
sideways and looked at a portrait that
stood on a cabinet, started quickly,
and caught up the portrait, and came
back to her.

‘“Who’s this?’’ he demanded sharp-
ly.
It was a portrait of Justin Shar-
wood, taken some years previously.
A smiling portrait—with that smile
that was so fascinating. Lady Charn-
ley glanced at it, and then haughtily
stretched out her hand to take it from
him.

“How dare you!’’ she said. ‘‘Give
it to me—and go at once.’’

““T want to know whose portrait it
is—or, rather, if you know whose por-
trait it is,”’ said the man doggedly.
““T ean tell you, if it should happen
that you don’t know.”’

She did not reply; for some strange
reason she began to feel dazed and ill
and frightened. The man looked at
her for a moment or two, and then
back at the photograph. He struck it
lightly with his hand, and held it out
to her.
© “The name of that man is Justin
Sharwood. and there was a time
when, if I could have got him by the
throat, I’d have beaten that fair,
smiling face of his to a jelly. T might
do it now, if T saw him—although
God knows the time for vengeance

there has long since gone past. Justin
Sharwood is the man. Do you happen
to know him?”’

She answered mechanically; she
searcely knew what she said.

““Mr. Sharwood is a—a friend of
mine,”’ she said.

‘“And this is his flat?’’ he eried
quickly.

‘I did not say that,’’ she retorted.
‘‘He may be a friend of the man who
owns this place.”’

‘‘Here’s another portrait—and an-
other,’’ said the man, pointing. ‘‘ The
man who owns this place must be
mighty fond of his friend Shar-
wood.”’

“I tell you I know nothing about
it,”” she said restlessly. “I have
warned you, for your own sake, to
go away. I have told you of the risk
you run. If Mr. Sharwood should
walk in at that door—’’

““I guessed as much!’’ broke in the
man, with a laugh. ‘‘So Mr. Justin
Sharwood—grown a little older, and
vet still very fascinating, 1’1l be
bound — hangs out here, does he?
Snug quarters, too—while the man
that was once his friend thieves for a
living, and starves even at that.”’

““His friend ?’’ she faltered.

The man nodded. ‘“We were good
pals —Sharwood and I. Once, when
we were both younger, we roomed to-
gether at the "Varsity. There never
were such pals in au the world as
Justin Sharwood and Billy Horton.”’

‘“Is that your name?’’ she asked.

The man nodded. ‘““It was —
once,’” he said. “‘Since then I’ve left
it behind, with all the other good and
decent things that T had in the be-
ginning. There is nothing that ever
was mine that is left to me. Hope is
gone, and manhood, and strength, and
love, and the beauty of life; and, as
there is a God in heaven, that man
stole them all!”’ He struck that pie-
tured face again lightly with his fist,
and then tossed it on to a table.

“You are wrong; it can’t be the
man I know at all,”” she exclaimed
indignantly. ‘‘He is the best man in
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the world—the noblest, the gentlest—
a true friend to anyone and every-
one.”’

Horton looked at her sharply; then
he gave a quick glance round the
room, until his eyes lighted on the
heavy cloak she had tossed into the
chair. He took a step towards her,
and caught her wrist roughly in his
hand, and stared into her eyes. There
was such a fierce sympathy and rage
and fear all combined in that look
that she shrank away from it.

“My God! are you going to do it
too ?”’

‘““What do you mean?’’ she falter-
ed, at the stretch of her arm. ‘‘Let
me go!’’

“T wouldn’t let you go now,’”’ he
answered quietly, ‘‘if Sharwood came
in this moment. It would be fine
sport to stop him at the eleventh
hour, wouldn’t it? I was too late be-
fore. He had told his story too well
to the woman who was my wife.”’

“Your wife!’’ she whispered.

‘““That shocks you horribly, doesn’t
it?’’ The man loosed his hold on her
arm and turned away. ‘‘You see,
you’re not the first; there has been a
long succession of them; the tale of
their broken lives goes on through the
years, and even the smiling Justin
Sharwood has perhaps forgotten who
they were. He was my friend in those
old days; but that didn’t matter.
Mary—my Mary! — fascinated him,
and so he set himself to work to get
her.

‘It isn’t true!’’ she said. ‘‘He’s
not that sort of man.”’

‘‘Lady Charnley, the world reports
you as happily married.”’

‘““What does the world know ?’’ she
retorted scornfully. ‘‘The world
sees me at receptions and balls and
dinners and what not; the world sees
me in my motor-car, and talks of

Charnley as a clever and a rich and
a coming man. What does the world

know?’’

‘g Sir Denis Charnley so bad that
you must run away from him?”’ ask-
ed Horton gently.

“TIg life such a
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bitter cruel thing that you must
change it for a mere experiment with
Justin Sharwood? I ean look into
the years that are coming, and I can
see you left alone, just as Mary was
left at the last—a woman without a
name, and without a friend. Give
yourself a chance; don’t go under for
the sake of a creature like Shar-
wood.’’

Lady Charnley had got a grip up-
on herself at last; the real purpose
that had brought her there at all was
strong within her. This was some old
story that concerned someone else;
some forgotten seandal that had not
touched the man she told herself she
loved at all. She moved across the
room and sank again into the chair in
which the man had at first discovered
her. She could even find it in her
heart to smile a little at this ragged
creature who was so preposterously
in earnest and who had no right to
be in the place at all.

““I cannot for the life of me see
what you have to do with any affair
of mine,’’ she said. ‘‘Anyone claim-
ing an acquaintance with Mr. Shar-
wood might come here with some
hatehed-up tale and expect to be be-
lieved. Is it likely that I should aceept
as truth any story you might tell?’’
Her eyes swept him scornfully for a
moment.

‘“No, T suppose not,’”” he answered.
He picked wup the photograph and
walked slowly across the room and set
the picture in its place. He stood
with his eap twisted in his hands and
spoke gently and half brokenly with-
out looking at her. ‘‘A woman thinks
she sees the way clear and straight
before her; and she trusts the man.
You can’t show me what you’re doing
to-night is right and square and true:
in your heart of hearts you know that
presently Sharwood will be back in
the world again, with people who
know him only too glad to receive
him ; while you will be out among the
lost and the damned and forgotten.
You know that as well as I can tell
you.”’
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“You don’t understand,”’ she
broke in impetuously. ‘‘He loves me;
he’s going to marry me just as ‘soon
as Charnley sets me free.”’

Horton laughed and passed his
hand for a moment over his thin
face; then he looked round at her.
““That’s what he told the dear wo-
man—my Mary— when he stole her
away from me. He was to marry
her; he loved her better than any
one else could possibly do—shall I
tell you what became of her?’’ He
had lowered his voice to a whisp-
er, and he leaned his starved and
shrunken face towards her.

‘““When they had fled, and she had
left behind only a little note excus-
ing herself, I set out to follow them.
I tried in various places, but each
time the news of my pursuit had
reached them, and they were gone.
I knew long afterwards that she was
afraid and dared not wait to see me.
I would have taken her back—poor
broken thing that she was—because
there was no one else on all the wide
earth like her. And when at last I
found her, by the merest chance, she
was alone. He had left her—penni-
less—in a strange city; she was dying
of want. I thank my God that at the
last she died in my arms; it is a sweet
and precious memory to me that she
whispered at the last that she loved
me, and that she had never loved any-
one else. And it was then she spoke
to me of the old happy days when we
had been first married, and when we
had made the best of things on a very
little money in a couple of tiny rooms.
That had been before the serpent had
entered into our Eden.”’

“T—I’m sorry,’’ she said. ‘‘Your
life has been a poor thing since
then?”’

““There was nothing for which T had
to live—no future. I was unlucky, or
so men said, and I sank lower and low-
er. I have been in prison. And some-
times there, in the dark watches of
the night, the poor, pitiful spirit of
her has come to me, to comfort me.
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I know in my heart that the poor
spirit of her brought me here, to save
the soul of a woman alive. Because
you’re not going to sin, Lady Charn-
ley; you’re going back.’’

Miriam Charnley drew herself up
and smiled at him through her tears.
““Yes, I’'m going back,’’ she said. ‘I
hadn’t understood before.”’

““That’s good,”’ answered the man;
and with some old remembrance of
gallantry he picked up the cloak and
dropped it about her shoulders.

“I'm going back,’’ she said, ‘‘for
the sake of Mary. And you—what
will you do?”’

““‘Now, if we slip out,’’ he said, ‘‘I
can get you a taxi.”’

So the strange pair went out of the
flat, Horton skirmishing in advance,
to be certain that the coast was clear.
But the street was so quiet, and she
got out into it so rapidly, that to the
casual glance of a stolid-faced police-
man it was no more than just a well-
dressed woman waiting for a moment
in a lighted doorway, while a shabby
man, who had drifted in the fashion
of shabby men from nowhere, scur-
ried off to find a taxi for her.

In due course the taxi deposited
Miriam Charnley at her own house
and went away again; and ten min-
utes later another taxi drove up,
bringing Sir Denis Charnley. He
was decidedly pleased at finding his
wife waiting up for him. He drop-
ped an arm with rough affection
about her shoulders, and stooped and
put his lips to hers.

“I say, old girl, I've been a bit
careless lately, and I’ve let this Par-
liament business take up too much of
my time. You’re looking tired and
worried; we’ll take a holiday. I’'ve
paired for the rest of the session with
another chap, and if you can get
your things in time we’ll clear out.
What do you say?’’ :

She looked up at him, and he saw
with contrition that her eyes had
tears in them. ‘‘I—I’m very grate-

ful, Denis,’’ she said.




THE LOVER TO HIS LASS
By DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT

ROWN her with stars, this angel of our planet,
Cover her with morning, this thing of pure delight,
Mantle her with midnight till a mortal cannot
See her for the garments of the light and the night.

How far I wandered, worlds away and far away!
Heard a voice, but knew it not in the clear cold,
Many a wide cirele and many a wan star away
Dwelling in the chambers where the worlds were growing old :

Felt them growing old and heard them falling
Like ripe fruit when a tree is in the wind;
Swift the seraphs gathered them, their clarion voices calling
In the rounds of cheering labour till the orchard floor was thinned :

Saw a whole universe turn to its setting,
Old and cold and weary, gray and cold as death,

But before mine eyes were veiled in forgetting,
Something always caught my soul and held its breath.

Caught it up and held it—now I know the reason ;
Governed it and soothed it—now I know why ;

Nurtured it, and trained it, and kept it for the season
When new worlds should blossom in the springtime sky.

How have they blossomed, see! the sky is like a garden ;
Ah, how fresh the worlds look hanging on the slope!

Pluck one and wear it, Love, and ask the Gardener’s pardon,
Pluck out the Pleiads like a spray of heliotrope.

See Aldebaran like a red rose clamber,
See brave Betelgeux pranked with poppy light ;
This young earth must float in floods of amber
Glowing with a crocus flame in the dells of night,

O, you cannot cheat the soul of an inborn ambition,
'Tis a naked viewless thing living in its thought,

But it mounts through errors and by valleys of contrition,
Till it conquers destiny and finds the thing it sought.

Crown her with stars, this angel of our planet,

Cover her with morning, this thing of pure delight,
Mantle her with midnight till a mortal cannot

See her for the garments of the light and the night,




WITH THE AID OF THE WIDOW

BY PETER

lN affairs of the heart a man, especi-

ally a young man, needs a disin-
terested woman to guide, to encour-
age, or to check him, as the case may
require. Now, Harry Watson was
young twenty years ago, and so for-
tunate as to have a charming widow
as his confidant and friend. She was
several years his senior, and he was
once very much in love with her—or
thought he was. She had poohpoohed
his proposal and told him that, al-
though she thought him a fine, clever
young fellow, she had no desire to
take a boy to raise and that he
mustn’t talk nonsense. Of course he
was very iragic and went out west to
hunt for grizzlies, hoping to be masti-
cated by one, but he presently came
to his senses and returned to the city.
He was naturally rather shame-faced
when he met the widow, but she was
so jolly that he soon forgot his pre-
vious absurdity, and they became fast
friends.

But about the middle of the season
a change came over him. The widow
wondered a little at first and then
smiled. He was absent-minded, had
no confidences to impart and could
no longer be relied on for an escort.

“Well, Harry,”’ she finally inquir-
ed when her patience was exhausted,
“who arz you in love with now?”’

“How do you know I am in love?”’

“Oh, T am so familiar with the
symptoms, and besides I have seen
you in love before!”

“No, no!”’ he exclaimed ruefully.
“1 never knew until now what love
means!’”’
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The widow thought of some wild
protestations she had once heard and
smiled, but her smile was good-natur-
ed and forgiving.

““Really,”’ she said, ‘‘this looks
serious, and perhaps I was wrong in
not interfering sooner! DBut come,
tell me who she is?”’

““Miss Townsend.”’

‘“Esther?”’

He nodded.

The widow blushed slightly and
murmured something altogether irre-
levant about taking a boy to raise,
after all. Then she exclaimed:

“‘That is the first sensible thing I
have ever known you to do! Have
you proposed to her yet?’’

““No, indeed! She knows nothing
of how I feel toward her!”’

*“Who are you in love with now?"”
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** He sank back into his chair with a groan.”

‘““Perhaps not,”’ said the widow.
‘“Some girls are queer.’’

‘““And besides she seems altogether
unapproachable. Something seems
to make it almost a sin to think of lov-
ing her.”’

The widow understood this at once.
Esther’s mother had died some years
ago, and, being the only daughter,
Esther had become the housekeeper
for her father and brothers, and in
consequence she naturally assumed a
matronly attitude toward young men.

‘““You poor boy!’’ said the widow
in humorous sympathy. ‘“What would
become of you if it were not for me?
But if you obey my orders I will
guarantee that you will win her.”’

“What must I do?”’ asked Harry
brightening.

“You must go and propose to
Esther to-night.”’

“I haven’t the courage.’’

‘“You don’t need courage. A prop-
er amount of fear and trembling
helps a man wonderfully when he is
proposing.”’

Harry argued for awhile, but the
upshot of the matter was that he
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obeyed the widow and sought Esther
with a carefully prepared proposal
on the tip of his tongue. Being so
occupied with this it was only natural
that his conversational efforts were
of the blundering kind that it would
be eruel to repeat, and after the
first few minutes Esther was no more
at ease than he was, for embarrass-
ment is very contagious among lovers,
whether they realise that they are in
love or not. Finally, after much dis-
jointed chat, Harry made the plunge
like a man closing his eyes and leap-
ing over a precipice.

““Miss Townsend, I know that I
am pre — that I — er — er—I love
you.”’

Her reply was an inarticulate mur-
mur of surprise.

‘““I cannot dare to think that you
will consent to be my wife just now,
but perhaps some day—will you not
let me hope? 1 will do anything to
win your love.’’

‘“‘Please don’t, don’t, Mr. Watson!
It is impossible.’’

He sank back into his chair with a
groan,

‘T am so sorry this has happened,’’
she said with forced calmmness. ‘T
like you very much, and I thought we
were always to be friends, but yon
can see that it is impossible for me
to marry. Tt is my duty to take care
of papa and my brothers and try to
take the place of my poor mother.”’

“I felt from the first,”’ said Harry
sorrowfully, ‘‘that it was hopeless to
think of you. You are too good for
me.”’

““Don’t say that, please, for T like
you very much more than any one I
know. If I ever did lo—marry, it
would be just such a man as you—
good, clever and generous. But youn
see that it is impossible, don’t you?’*

He looked into her appealing eyes,
but could not answer. Nothing is so
sublimely tragic as a beautiful girl
sacrificing herself to a mistaken sense
of duty, and she appeared so sublime
to him that he couldn’t help thinking
her in the right.




WITH THE AID OF THE WIDOW

‘‘Please leave me now, Mr. Watson.
1 am so sorry this has happened. You
must forget me—no, not that—for I
shall always like to think of you as
a friend, and when you have forgot-
ten this—this—please go. I must be
true to my duty.”’

When Harry had reached the
street, the weight of his disappoint-
ment pressed down on him in the
darkness and maddened him. He lov-
ed her more than ever and was utter-
ly without hope. When he had walk-
ed about until his sorrow had some-
what exhausted itself, he began to
erave sympathy and naturally sought
the widow. It was a delicate matter
to handle, but she questioned him
tactfully and soon learned all that
she wished to know, and that was that
his love was undoubtedly returned.

After talking the whole matter
over Harry felt comforted, and he
felt sure that the clever widow was
going to do all in her power to help
him. But he did not imagine that
while they were discussing the sub-
jeet the peerless, self-sacrificing
Fsther was weeping bitterly and al-
most rebelling against her fate. It
was only by magnifying her duty to
an appalling grimness that she finally
recovered her composure and soothed
the pain at her heart to an aching
numbness.

As soon as the widow felt that
Harry had recovered from the first
bitterness of his disappointment she
ordered him to go and call on Esther.
He obeyed, and a few such calls re-
stored to some extent their old rela-
tionship, and they could talk more
like brother and sister. And one
evening she talked to him in a most
gisterly fashion, warning him wistful-
ly to beware of the wiles of the
widow.

“You know I look upon you as a
brother, and I should not like to see
one of my brothers as much in her
company as you are. Of course she
is nice, but is she designing?’’

“The little minx,”” said the widow
when she had heard of it. ‘I know I
am designing, but she will find it is
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“Take me Home."”

for her happiness I am doing it now
—and incidentally for my own—or
just the reverse.”’

She of course diagnosed the ecase
as one of jealousy and was pleased.
Harry didn’t understand the last
part of her remark, but he did not
question.

‘“ Are you going to the Madison mu-
sicale?’’ the widow asked.

‘““Yes, Esther and her father will be
there,”” Harry replied.

‘““Well, I shall be there, too, and I
may want you to do me a favour.
Will you do it?”’

‘“Certainly.”’

3%

On the night of the musicale the
widow was triumphantly beautiful.
There was the light of battle in her
eyes, and that with good reason, for
she had brought her own affairs and
those of several other people to a
crisis. But no one could look at her
perfect figure and animated face
without feeling that she could eon-
quer the most obdurate by her charms
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and have her will. Harry had never
seen her looking so bewitching, for he
had never seen her so thoroughly
alert and aroused. Had Esther not
been there the old flame might have
rekindled. But Esther was beautiful
—in a different way—and as soon as
they were alone he promptly propos-
ed to her again, and she as promptly
declined to listen.

He groaned in misery.

“I am very sorry,”’ she said.

They looked at each other silently
for a while. At last a slight sob
shook her, and she murmured :

“I must get papa to take me
home.”’

She turned and walked away from
him quickly. Before she had gone
a dozen paces she stopped as if trans-
fixed and looked with dilated eyes in-
to an aleove she was passing.

Then she ran back to Harry and,
almost fainting, eaught his arm.

‘““Take me home! Take me away
from here!”’

He hastened to ecall a carriage.
‘When they had entered it, Esther be-
gan to ery, and he tried to console
her. TInstinetively he put his arm
about her, and she did not resist. A
moment after — it was the natural
thing to do—he kissed her, and, lean-
ing her head on his shoulder, she wept
until her sorrow had abated. He could
not imagine what was the matter, but
when they arrived at her home she
enlightened him. As she was leaving
him in the conservatory she had seen
her father kneeling before the widow
proposing to her and had seen her
grant him a kiss of acceptance. All
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her illusions about duty vanished in
an instant. Her father was getting
another to take care of him, and her
oceupation was gone.,

““l shall leave home!’’ she eried
angrily. “‘If he marries her, I must
leave home!”’

““I have a home to offer you,”’ said
Harry.

But it is not necessary to follow
them through this last scene, which
could have but one result—happiness
for both.

It never occurred to Harry that the
widow had ordered him to propose to
Esther so that she could bring her fa-
ther, as if by aceident, to see the little
scene. She had watched his move-
ments, and judging the correet mo-
ment to a nicety had brought Mr,
Townsend to that part of the conser-
vatory. He liked Harry too mueh to
interrupt, which the widow had taken
care to learn before she took the step,
and she was not sorry when she heard
of it.

Harry was naturally profuse in his
thanks, for his happiness so blinded
him to everything else in the world
that he thought it was for his sake it
had all been done. When this dawn-
ed upon the widow, she laughed loud
and long.

““Oh, go away,’”’ she laughed, ‘‘to
your billing and cooing with Esther!
You are such a pair of fools you
should be happy together.”” And she
added somewhat mischievously :

“You see, I am in a sense taking a
boy to raise, after all. But you will
find me a very indulgent mother-in-
law.”’




ON THE THRESHOLD

From the Painting by Florence Carlyle. Exhibited by the Ontario S ssiety of Artists
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g0k SEEVER FOX MUPE
BY ANNE O'HAGAN

I THINK I was the most desperate

woman in New York yesterday
when I climbed into the lurching old
Fifth Avenue stage in front of Ellis
Leight’s office and started for his
house. That sounds sentimental, con-
gidering that Ellis was my first beau,
in the old days out in Grand Rapids,
and that I’ve never seen him since I
married Phii twelve years ago.
Heaven knows though, there was noth-
ing sentimental about the situation. I
was going to try to borrow money
from Ellis, and I would almost rather
have died. But the whole breadth
and length of the city there was no
one else left to appeal to—And when
1 had told him ‘“no,’”’ he had said if
even 1 needed a friend—and Ellis
wasn’t the sort to change. But it
almost killed me to face him with the
story, and yet there was no one else
left. To that pass Phil and I had
brought ourselves.

There is no question about it—Phil
and I are a bad lot. We didn’t set
out to be swindlers, dead beats and
all the ugly rest of it, of eourse. We
merely set out to live as comfortably
and dress as well, to go to the theatre
as often and dine in restaurants as
often and go to the races as often, as
the rest of the world. But Phil’s
salary at Bankington and Bondley’s
didn’t quite allow that. So we began
to run into debt; and then we borrow-
ed where we could to pay the debts;
and then we took to being very sure
who was at the door before we open-
ed it, and very careful about what
little shops we passed in our walks.
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And we moved often. And then, one
day, Bankington and Bondley discov-
ered — Oh well, what’s the good of
harking back nine years to that? Here
we are, and Phil’s no worse than the
rest of the world. Aren’t you always
reading about the great captains of
industry and how they rob the publie,
and how they ought all to be behind
bars? Well, they aren’t, are they?
Neither is Phil. When the worst has
come to the worst, I have always gone
and interceded for him. I’m a slight-
ly-built woman ; I look fragile, I sup-
pose. In the flats we live in even the
janitresses tell me that I have ‘‘such
sad eyes.” And my hair’s my own.
I never touched it up even when Phil
began to admire copper. So that,
when I have to go and see people for
him, I have a notion I look a good deal
of a lady and a little of a suffering
saint. Anyhow the old codgers who
have employed him always weaken on
prosecuting him when they see me.
‘The funny part of it is that I al-
ways feel entirely in earnest when I
beg them not to proceed against him,
and when I promise that this shall be
his very last offence. My quaverings,
and the tears that don’t quite come,
are as genuine as if I didn’t remem-
ber the last time and couldn’t foresee
the next. Well, I don’t know that I
do, exactly. I'm always thinking,
those times, how glad, how glad, T am
that little Philip didn’t live—He
would be just ten, little Phil.
Well, that’s the way we’ve lived
for a long time now. But this year
has been a little worse. Phil lost his
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job last fall and hasn’t had any work
for four or five months. Naturally
we are very much on our uppers.
Whenever he’s in funds—and some-
times he lands a good thing on the
races—we salt it down in something
pawnable. I have two very decent
stones and Phil has a scarf pin and a
ring that has seen us through many
a tight place. But of course these
were all tied up by the end of the sec-
ond month. Sinee then I’ve been
standing off the agent and the butch-
er and the rest of the pests, and Phil
has been wearing out shoe leather
looking for work. There aren’t many
Jjobs waiting for a man of thirty-five
with no references and something
about him that makes you think of
pool rooms and Sheepshead Bay and
the combination of your safe. 1 don’t
know just what it is, that look, but I
can see it in Phil myself. It sticks
out like the ecolour of his necktie
when he wears blue.

Sometimes 1’ve tried to get work
myself. But where my lack of experi-
ence hasn’t queered me, the fact that
I have a husband to support me has.
And so it has gone.

Yesterday he went out just after
breakfast, which happened also to be
lunch. It saves something to sleep
through until one o’clock! In about
two hours I heard his lateh key eclick.
I was still sitting at the table reading
a paper, but I jumped up and began
to hustle the dishes off. When things
are going against Phil he’s as nasty
as you please, and I’ve known him
to make more of a row over a soiled
wrapper and a spotted tablecloth than
I have ever made over being hungry
and cold and ashamed to show my
face.

This time he didn’t notice the
dishes or my kimono or anything. He
was clammy white and when he spoke
it was with a sound as though his
tongue were thick in his mouth.

‘“Maudie,”” he said . ‘‘Maudie—"’
and stopped. Then I knew there was
trouble. I’m ‘““Maud’’ or ‘‘Old Girl”’
or ““Old Fellow’’ when the wind is
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fair. But where was the trouble to
come from? He had lost his last place
for incompetency, not for—anything
else.

Finally I got it out of him. He had
taken fifty dollars the night before—
taken it from a man in Garry’s saloon.
It was the first time he had picked a
pocket and it’s silly, T suppose, but
it’s true—I felt as if I should die of
shame. The ground seemed slipping
away from under my feet and I grab-
bed the edge of the table.

‘“Picked a pocket,’’ T said stupidly.
‘O Phil, Phil.”

‘“Snivel about it later,’” said Phil
crossly. ““You'’ve something else to
do now. I tell you Garry’s barkeep
saw—or says he saw. And Garry
says he’ll not have it — no erooked
business at his joint. He’s got to have
it back or he’ll put the dopey ery-
baby that couldn’t take care of it on
to me, and—well, you know what it’ll
mean.”’

‘“But why don’t you give it hack?'"
I asked him, like a fool. As though I
hadn’t been married to him twelve
years! Of course it had gone already
—on the Aqueduct races.

‘““Maudie, Maudie,’’ he eried when
he was through telling it, ““get me out
of this, this time, and I promise you—
1 swear—’

But T had put up my hand at that.
I couldn’t stand hearing one of Phil’s
vows just then,

I don’t know what I expected to
do as I dressed for the street. There
was no one left to lend me a dollar.
I had exhausted all eredit and all
kindness long ago. There was nothing
in the flat that I could raise three dol-
lars on. The only chance in the world
was Ellis Leight and T felt that I
would rather die than go to him. T
dare say he knew well enough what
we had become, and that I had done
badly enough for myself when I took
Phil instead of him. Still, T couldn’t
bear the thought of facing him my-
self with a request that would be an
acknowledgment of everything. Angd
yet—if I didn’t, he could read it all
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in a dingy paragraph in to-morrow’s
paper.

So I went down to his office, secourg-
ing myself along. 1 took a look at
myself in the first big, reflecting win-
dow I passed on Columbus Avenue
and I wondered if he would believe
me. Somehow I have always managed
to seem wail dressed. A Jittle bit of
training and I would have made a
dandy ‘‘Celestine et Cie,”’ and could
have charged sixty-five dollars for a
blouse with the best of them. And
upon my word, as I boarded the car,
my pocket book flat over my last
quarter, I gave a very passable tailor-
made effect, though I was wearing lit-
erally the only thing I had except the
kimono.

And then Ellis wasn’t in his office,
but at home in his hotel, convalescing
from an attack of grippe.

If you have ever summoned every
particle of strength in your body to
lift some weight, and have strained
and struggled and tried only to find
that you have not done it by two
inches, you know how you feel about
the next attempt. That is how I felt
as I boarded that stage—exhausted
from the effort that had resulted in
nothing, eonvinced that I could never
serew myself up to the same piteh of
courage again.,

The stage stopped and a woman
elimbed in, a woman who was fairly
tinny with silk linings. She was in
mourning of the very rich, not very
deep sort. She extracted a little
purse of gun metal mesh from her
gilver fox muff—such silver fox!—
and moved toward the front of the
stage to ring for change. The muff
dropped from beneath her arm as she
moved and I stooped to pick it up for
her.

Tt was no sooner in my hand than
the whole plot flashed across me,
though, on my word of hon — well,
never mind that !'—though I had real-
ly meant nothing in picking up the
muff but to do her a little service.
But there I held that rich thing —
enough to save poor Phil, to stop the
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landlord’s mouth, to spare me the
humiliation of begging from Ellis
Leight. I held it, it might be my
own. There was no one else in the
stage. She wore no boa to match the
muff, for the day was mild for mid-
winter. And as for the rest of her
dress—well, a hasty observer would
not have known my blue cheviot for
home-made.

By the time she had got her
change and dropped her nickel in the
box, one of my hands was cosily and
intimately feeling the soft package in-
side the big, soft, lovely thing; the
other was about to pull the bell rope.

‘““Thank you,’’ she said, turning to
me and putting out her hand. I look-
ed at her blandly, inquiringly.

“For picking up my muff,’”’ she ex-
plained, growing quite red. She was
blonde and rather sweet looking, and
the colour came easily under her thin
skin. I smiled at her.

‘I picked up my muff,”’ I told her
gently.

“You — you — why, that is my
muff,’’ she sputtered.

““I beg your pardon, madam,’’ I
said, very haughtily and sternly. The
stage jerked to a standstill by the
curb. I made my way to the door.
She followed, excited, incoherent. A
policeman stood a third-block away,
up the Avenue. I looked at her sev-
erely.

‘I should be very sorry to have to
give you in charge,”’ I told her cold-
ly. ‘“‘But if you persist in this bare-
faced attempt at highway robbery—"’

For a second she looked at me too
dazed to speak. I think she thought
she was in a nightmare or an insane
asylum. Then the policeman began
to swing his way up the avenue and
she made a dash after him. It was a
fatal movement on her part. Her
back was not turned before the side
street had swallowed me. You see
she was too well bred to make an out-
ery in public. If she had stood still
and screamed for that policeman, I
don’t know what I should have done!

Four minutes later, from the fourth
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story window of an office building
across the street I watched that ma-
jestical, slow cop and that excited,
gesticulating lady as they stopped
puzzled pedestrians and made a use-
less scene upon the sidewalk. By and
by the man seemed to represent to
her the impossibility of making a
room-to-room search of a busy, city
block, and they went off together.

By and by I cautiously made my
way out again. I went—sacrilege, I
suppose it was—to a church, to sit
down and think the situation over. I
wanted to find out what the muff con-
tained, and to make a plan for its dis-
posal.

And only ap hour or two before I
had been horror-stricken to think that
Phil had descended to such low dis-
honesty as to rob a man!

In the dusky shelter of a side pew
I drew out the contents of the muff
—a card case of seal with a name and
address stamped inside in silver —
‘‘Mrs. Godfrey Reinhart, 18 West
Seventy Second Street.”” The cards
narrowly edged with black, bore the
same name and address.

There was besides a soft package
rolled in tissue paper. I opened it.
An unframed miniature came out.
Dimly, in that religious twilight, I
saw a child’s pink, laughing face.
Then I drew out an unsealed enve-
lope, black-bordered like the cards.
Something was pencilled on its sur-
face. I drew out the enclosure — a
big, loose, fair curl.

Somehow my heart almost stopped
beating then. For at home — at
home—

I held the envelope close to my eyes
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and read these words,
hair.”’

And I — I who had been little
Philip’s mother—

Don’t ask me what went on in my
mind as I sat in that church, or how
long I sat there, or anything. I only
know that when I came out it was
purply dark and Fifth Avenue was a
tangle of lights and shadows.

I walked out to West Seventy
Second street. At her door they
wanted my ecard, they wanted to know
my business, they were sure she was
engaged. But when I said that I had
come about Mrs. Reinhart’s muff they
let me in in short order.

They sent me up to her—boudoir, I
suppose it was. Anyway it was all
brocade, pink and creamy, and flow-
ers and couches and a fire. But she
came in out of the next room — an
empty nursery it was; I could see a
rocking horse in there in the dusk and
a long train of cars.

““You!’’ she cried out when she saw
me.

I couldn’t say anything. I held
out the muff. She looked bewildered,
took it, stared at me, and then said:
‘“Tell me what you mean!’’

I looked in through the half open
door at the rocking horse, standing
so still, and told her.

That is all. Except that Phil will
not go to jail this time. And maybe
—maybe — never. For who knows
what it may do for him, life on a
ranch, away from the city and its
temptations, with the open air and
work and all? Mrs. Reinhart says
everything. And perhaps, perhaps,

‘““Eddie’s

she will be proved right.




SE LAST OF HER RACE
BY S. WALKEY

THE chiteau was set on fire by the
Terrorists in the twilight of an
autumn evening; and by the time the
moon had risen the old home of the
De Lissacs was a smoking ruin,
around which fantastic and terrible
figures were dancing like demons.

Monsieur le Comte and his wife
and his sons had perished in the
flames. They had chosen to defend
the place to the last, rather than sur-
render themselves to a more dreadful
death at the hands of their merciless
foes.

They were a hated race—the De
Lissacs. A peasant might not cut his
corn until his seigneur had finished
his partridge-shooting; and by then,
most likely, the erop was spoilt. He
might at any time be called upon to
neglect his own poor patch of land
and to work upon the vast farm that
adjoined the park of the chateau.
And there were other reasons, far
greater than these, for the peasants’
hatred of their lord. As for his two
sons, they were loathed and feared
throughout the whole demesne, while
Madame la Comtesse, arrogant and
proud, had done naught to win the
affection or the love of those who for
go long had groaned beneath the De
Lissac yoke.

But now the Comtesse and the old
Comte and his sons were dead. Ven-
geance had fallen upon the accursed

race. : $
One, and one only, remained alive.

*
It chanced that on this tragic even-
E ]

ing Valéric De Lissac was returning
from a visit to a distant chiteau—the
home of the La Chesnayes, and young
Aubert La Chesnaye rode beside the
coach which was bearing her towards
Lissae, after an absence of a month
or more.

Neither had dreamt of danger,
neither had imagined that the Ter-
rorists, of which such dreadful tales
had been told, had penetrated to Lis-
sac. So secure were the La Ches-
nayes in the affections of their peas-
antry that they had disdained to flee
when the first thunder-clap of the
coming storm sent its echoes over
France; and the De Lissacs, for all
their arrogance, never lacked cour-
age. They also stayed.

The great coach, drawn by six
horses, had reached the summit of a
hill whence the chitean, in daytime,
might clearly be seen; when Aubert
beheld a red tongue of fire leap up-
ward towards the heavens.

In the twilight hour it looked sin-
ister and strange. He drew rein for
an instant and stayed gazing towards
Lissac. The coach had halted that
the horses might take a breather, and
Valérie thrust her charming head
from the window and called gaily to
her young escort.

“Is it too dark to see the chi-
teau?’’

‘“Aye,”” he answered swiftly, for a
sudden fear—a sudden trembling had
come upon him. For an instant he
knew not what to say, nor what to
do. Only in his heart he thanked
Heaven that their journey had been




304 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

delayed at a hamlet where they had
halted for awhile because one of the
horses had cast a shoe.

““I have never travelled so late!’’
she exclaimed. ‘‘But what matter?
I have a brave and gallant cavalier in
you, Aubert. Don’t you remember
when we were children, how you used
to vow that one day you were going
to be my champion, and rescue me
from all kinds of dreadful perils?
Somehow to-night I feel that there is
romance in the very air — romance
and danger.

Valérie was always most charming
in this gay, this mocking mood.
Thrice had Aubert La Chesnayne
striven to tell her of his love, thrice
had she laughed him to scorn; but he
was sure, in the end, that he would
win her.

She was strangely unlike her broth-
ers, for there was no arrogance, no
cruelty in her nature. Hers was a
heart of gold.

When the peasants sent secret mes-
sages to the Terrorists who, in a
neighbouring province, were roaming
from chdteau to chiateau — and who
had offered to come and help to des-
troy the De Lissacs—they chose a
time when they believed that Made-
moiselle Valérie, whom they loved
and revered, was safe from all dang-
er. They did not imagine that the
night of their vengeance would be
the night of her return.

But so it was.

And Aubert La Chesnaye guessed
what had happened. He remembered
his father had more than once re-
marked that Lissac would perish if
ever the tempest of the Terror swept
in that direction. He knew now that
the chiateau was in flames.

Dismounting, he bade the lackey
who sat beside the coachman to alight
and hold his horse.

Then he went to Valérie.

““1 want you to come with me,”’ he
said.

Something in his voice alarmed her,
vet she left the coach without a ques-
tion, and Aubert led her to a spot

whence she could see the pillar of
flame that marked the blazing ché-
teau.

‘“Valérie,”” said he very gently,
‘‘just now you imagined there was ro-
mance in the very air—romance and
danger. And you were right. When
you asked me whether ’twas too dark
to see the chateau, I lied, for at the
moment I knew not what to say. Then
I remembered that with you truth
was best always. I remembered you
had told me, long ago, that if ever
you were fated to meet danger—to
suffer grief—you would pray to know
the worst at the very outset. That is
why I ask you now to look towards
Lissae.”’

He took her hand, and for a mo-
ment her face was turned from him,
but he knew she was gazing at the
chiteau. He could hear her half-
stifled sobs.

“T understand,”’ she said at last.
‘“The peasants have risen. They
have driven forth my father and my
mother, and Silvain and Roland.
They will have to flee to Chesnaye for
safety. Nay, that will not be right,
for were they to take refuge at Ches-
naye you and yours might be in peril.
Let us go on—on towards Lissac, Per-
haps we shall meet my people, and
then we may help them to escape. For
I must join them, you see. It is my
duty.”’

But ere Aubert Le Chesnaye could
answer, three fugitives from Lissae
came panting up from the hill. They
were lackeys of the chiiteau who had
been allowed to escape ere the man-
sion was set on fire.

They ran like men distraught. One
kept crying:

“Mon Dien! Mon Dieu!’’ in a voice
that was shaken by sobs, and in an in-
stant Valérie had hurried after him
and seized his sleeve.

“Jules! Jules Cadillac! What hag
happened!’’ she eried.

The man threw up his arms in g
gesture of horror and despair.

‘“They are dead — all dead!’’ he
gasped. ‘‘They perished in the
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flames! Monsieur le Comte, Madame
la Comtesse, and the others! Had
they come forth the redcaps would
have butchered them. So they stay-
ed in the chiateau and fired upon the
mob. Then faggots were brought and
and oil, and soon the place was all
ablaze. Heavens! I shall never for-
get their faces at the windows —
never, never, never!’’

‘“Hush!’’ said La Chesnaye. ‘‘Do
you not recognise mademoiselle?’’

‘‘Nay, he was right to tell me the
truth,”” she faltered. ‘‘ Are you sure
that they are dead, Jules? Is there
no hope?”’

‘“None, mademoiselle,”” replied Ca-
dillac. ‘‘Do not venture farther. Re-
turn to Chesnaye. That is whither
we are bound. Monsieur le Vicomte
will give us shelter and food.”’

‘“Aye, he will,”’ said Anbert.
““Come Valérie, let us go back.”’

‘““Is there no hope?’’ she asked

One of Jules Cadillac’s companions
answered her.

““Someone said that Madame la
Comtesse disappeared from view be-
fore the others,”’ he said. ‘‘I heard
a redeap remark that her men-folk
had made her leave them—that they
had urged her to escape. But I never
learned what happened afterwards,
for I fled, and then I was overtaken
by Jules and Pierre.”’

There came a silence, broken at
last by the voice of Aubert La Ches-
naye.

““Come, Valérie, let us go back,’’ he
said again. ;

But she turned fiercely upon him.

‘“Go back? Never!’’ she cried. ‘‘My
mother may be living! She may be
in the hands of those bloodthirsty
wretches who have destroyed my
father and Silvain and Roland! I
will not return to Chesnaye. If they
take her to Paris, I will walk beside
her tumbril, and I will go with her
to the guillotine!”’

“But if she be dead, mademois-
elle?’’ said Jules. ‘‘If she has perish-
ed? Then, by going to Lissae, you
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will have imperilled your own life
for naught!”’
“Yet I will go!”’ she cried.

II.

‘“A brave decision, -ecitoyenne,’’
said a strange voice, and a tall figure
emerged from the shadows. ‘‘If you
will permit me to be your escort, I
will take you safely to Lissac. For
I am sure you will find your mother
alive, and I have no doubt that when
she is on her way to the conciergerie,
she will be comforted by your pres-
ence. If Citizen Chesnaye will be so
gracious as to lend us his coach, we
shall be at Lissac within an hour.”’

But Aubert La Chesnaye had leapt
‘twixt the stranger and mademoiselle,
and had drawn his rapier. The steel
glittered like silver in the bright
moonlight.

“If mademoiselle goes to Lissae,
she goes under my escort!’’ he ex-
claimed.

‘“Ah, but your escort would be
worthless, citizen,”” replied the
stranger; ‘‘whereas mine would en-
sure the citoyenne’s safety. I will
tell you why. The patriots who have
assisted the peasants of Lissac to de-
stroy the chiteau are under my com-
mand. I am Citizen Roberie, from
Paris, recently appointed inspector-
general of the wvarious bands sent
forth to destroy the chéiteaux of the
foes of the Republic and to bring
aristoerats before the Tribunal. My
business is to send to Paris full re-
ports of the work of our patriots, and
my warrant gives me power to release
captives who, in my opinion, are
guiltless of any crime against the
well-being of the Republic. Thus you
will realise that I can be a strong
friend or a dangerous enemy. Which
do you choose to consider me?’’

The question was addressed to Va-
lérie, but ’twas Aubert La Chesnaye
who answered it.

‘“An enemy!’’ he cried.

““Then I shall remember you as my
foe when I visit Chesnaye,”’ said
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Citizen Roberie. ‘‘Really, ecitizen,
you are extremely foolish. So many
aristocrats go to the guillotine be-
cause they have spoken a careless or
hasty word. And I beg you to sheath
your sword. It is true that you can
kill me if you please, for I am alone,
and you have men around you who
are upon your side. But would my
death help the citoyenne to find her
mother? I think not. So I will ap-
peal to her to make her choice.”’

Roberie bowed to mademoiselle.

““(itoyenne,’”” he said, ‘‘will you
accompany me to Lissac? Will you
trust me? I assure you that if your
mother be alive—and I have reason
to believe that she is safe—you shall
join her. Afterwards, though I make
no promise, I may be able to arrange
for her release. If she be dead, then
1 will send you to Chesnaye. Can 1
say more?’’

Aubert would have spoken, but Va-
lérie, distraught with grief and
wrought to a desperate resolve to go
to Lissac—to prove whether or not
her mother lived—placed her hand in
that of Citizen Roberie.

““I have chosen,”” she murmured.
1 will trust youn.”’

The citizen turned to La Chesnaye.

“You will allow me to borrow your
coach?’’ he said. ‘‘Perhaps you your-
gelf would like to remain here on the
slender chance of the citoyenne re-
turning in, say, two hours or so. I
warn you not to follow us to Lissac
unless you court certain death.

Aubert La Chesnaye made no re-
ply. He stood like a figure eut in
stone.  When: Citizen Roberie bade
the coachman make ready to drive
to Lissae, and fetched his own horse
from a place amid the trees, where it
had been tethered, La Chesnaye shiv-
ered, but still he made no sign, and
presently the great coach rumbled
down the hill, while Roberie clattered
along behind.

Jules was now holding Aubert’s
horse, but La Chesnaye took the reins

from him.
““Yon can go,”’ he said—*‘all three

of you. Hasten to Chesnaye—tell my
father that danger threatens. Bid him
make preparations for a flight to
England, for the sake of my mother
and my sisters. Say that the wolves
from Paris are a-prowl, and that ere
long Chesnaye will suffer the fate of
Lissac. 1 count upon you, Jules,
to persuade my people to flee.
Why should they perisht Why
should they remain in France, to be
butchered by wandering ruffians call-
ing themselves patriots, or to be
dragged to Paris to the guillotine$’?

‘‘But you, m’sieu?. What will you
do?’’ stammered Cadillac. ‘‘Where
will you go?’’

“Jules,”” said Aubert, ‘‘I imagine
that I shall go to heaven, for I follow
Mademoiselle De Lissaec.’’

T

“You will alight here, citoyenne,’’
said Roberie.

The door of the coach was opened
and Valérie stepped out. The citizen
offered his arm. All around sounded
confused and savage voices. She saw
fierce and dreadful faces, revealed
only too clearly, by the tossing
flames of torches.

Not once during the twenty years
of her sheltered life had Mademoiselle
De Lissac beheld such people as these.
They were the gutter-scum — the
sweepings of the towns—banded to-
gether for one purpose—to destory
the aristocrats.

The coachman and the lackey be-
side him were dragged from their
seats. No harm befell them. They
were bidden to be off, for their horges
were wanted to replace some of the
weary beasts which had been drag-
ging the tumbrils that carried ammuy-
nition and food for the Terrorists.

Valérie seemed to be in a hideo
a terrible dream. The shock of the
tragedy at Lissac had shaken her to
the very depths of her soul. She rea-
lised little save that Roberie was
speaking in a haughty and command.
ing tone to the ruffians who seethed

——__J
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around her; and presently these fell
back, making a lane through which
the citizen was able to lead his cap-
tive.

““Does my mother live?’’ she mur-
mured.

““Yes—yes. But have patience,”’
he replied. ‘‘I must find for you a
place of safety. That is my first
duty.”’

Leading his horse, he escorted
mademoiselle, by a path which ap-
peared to be familiar to him, to the
little hamlet which nestled among the
beeches beyond the great park. It
was deserted. Everyone had gone to
see the last of the chateau.

Roberie halted by the hostelry,
stabled his horse, then entered the
inn, and called upon Valérie to fol-
low.

The place was in darkness, and she
remained in the porch until the citi-
zen found some candles. These he
lighted and placed in the guest-cham-
ber, which was opposite the common-
room.

It was a small apartment, furnish-
ed with a round table, four chairs,
some cheap pictures and ornaments,
and an ancient harpsichord which
half a century before had stood in
the salon of the Chiteau Lissac, and
which, when nearly worn out, had
been sold or presented to a former
innkeeper.

Roberie went to Valérie and took
her hand, and lifted it to his lips.
Then he stood gazing into her eyes.

““You are enchantingly beautiful,
citoyenne,”” he murmured. ‘I must
gave you, if I can, from the guillotine
—you, the last of your race.”’

Mademoiselle turned on him with a
passion that struck the exultant look
from his face, yet her voice was clear
and tranquil.

“So I have come to Lissac for
naught,’’ she said. ‘‘My mother per-
ished in the flames?”’

““Aye,”” he answered. ‘‘She would
not desert her husband and her

2

Ds.
Valérie fell to her knees and caught
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at his hand. ‘“Why did you bring me
here?’’ she cried. ‘““Why did you not
tell me the truth when we reached the
ruins of the chiteau?’’

‘‘Because I wanted you to myself.
I wanted to tell you that my name
was not Roberie—three years agone,’’
he murmured.

Dumbfounded she rose to her feet.

Again he took her unresisting hand
and lifted it to his lips. Then he re-
leased her and stepped back, and
threw off his heavy cloak, and cast
his great hat, with its tricoloured
cockade, upon the floor.

Valérie De Lissac stood gazing at
him. His face was colourless, but his
eyes blazed, and a smile which she re-
membered and hated made his thin
lips curl as in a snarl.

d“Monsieur Perregaux!’’ she gasp-
ed.

The man bowed and showed his
teeth. Then he drew himself to his
full height, exultant and triumphant.

‘“Aye, Monsieur Perregaux!’”’ he
cried. ‘‘You remember that evening
when I left Lissac? You were stand-
ing upon the terrace. You saw your
father—that devil whose body is now
in ashes—strike, me across the face
with his cane. You saw your broth-
ers, with their whips, chase me from
the parterre. You saw me fall ere I
reached the gate, and you watched
them kick me until I arose and stag-
gered away—away from Lissac for
ever. Nay not for ever, for I have
returned to see vengeance fall upon
your accursed race. I, the poor sec-
retary, whose only crime was that I
loved you, that I was mad enough to
declare that love, and unfortunate
enough to be spied upon by your
brother Silvain, am now more power-
ful than all the aristocrats who re-
main in France!’’

She stared at him with startled, di-
lated eyes. She remembered only too
well that scene, three years before,
when Perregaux had been driven
from Lissac. She remembered how
she had shuddered while she stood
there upon the terrace, listening to
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his curses and his cries. She remem-
bered how she had begged her broth-
ers to be merciful, to let him go in
peace. She remembered her mother’s
scornful laughter when she made her
fruitless plea. ¢

And now, here was she alone with
the wretch who had so eruelly suffer-
ed because he had been fool enough
to love the daughter of Monsieur le
Comte, his master.

Perregaux was no longer the poor
secretary. He was Roberie, the Re-
publican—Roberie, the friend of all
the great ones of Paris; and she was
at his mercy.

Somehow she had always feared

and hated this man. She remember-
ed how he used to follow her about
at Lissac, and with what persistence
he would force himself upon her no-
tice when she chanced to be alone.
She had never understood that he
was frenzied with love for her until
that passionate outbreak which had
been overheard by her brother Sil-
vain.
““Citoyenne,’’ he said, ‘I rode to
Lissac with that band of patriots who
assisted the peasants to destroy the
chiteau. Having set them to their
task, I discovered on inquiry that
you were not at home. A woman of
the neighbourhood said that you were
upon a visit to Chesnaye. Then an-
other remarked that she had heard
you were returning that evening.’’

“So I rode forth towards Ches-
naye, and halted upon the first hill-
top that I might wateh the destrue-
tion of the chiteau. Then I heard
the rumble of the coach, and I hid
among the trees. Later I listened to
your converse with La Chesnaye.
Fortune was with me. I needed but
to play a bold game. So I was able
to lure you here.”’

“Then my mother had perished.
You knew that when you brought me
to Lissac,”’ she said after a long
pause.

‘I guessed that she was dead. Ere
I left my patriots I exhorted them to
destroy the whole accursed brood. It

was done. You, and you alone, re-
main alive, and you are in my pow-
er.”’

It was then that the old spirit of
the De Lissacs — the spirit which
counted no cost—the spirit of quen-
chless courage—flamed in the heart
of mademoiselle.

That spirit rose above all grief and
all despair.

This was not the shy, enchanting
girl of seventeen whom Perregaux
had coveted three years agone.

He had roused in her all that was
best, and all that was most splendid,
in the character of the race of which
she was the last.

‘“Citizen Roberie,”” she said, ‘‘you
have wreaked your vengeance on Lis-
sac, on those whom you hated, but
whom I loved. I, and I only, remain.
What is to be my fate? The guillo-
tine? If so, I am ready.’”’

He showed his teeth again and
gave a laugh.

Somehow that laugh seemed to
madden her, to rouse a fury in her
heart.

““Murderer!’’ she eried. “‘Liar and
murderer! Do your worst and be con-
tent!”’

“Content!”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Con-
tent! Why, I am that already. I am
like the old Camisard who, when ask-
ed whether he felt no remorse for his
crimes, replied that ‘his soul was like
a garden, full of shelter and of foun-
tains.’

““Citoyenne, I can assure you that
my soul, also, is like a garden, full of
shelter and of fountains; for those
whom I loathed are destroyed, and
you, whom I love, are here with me
alone in this deserted hamlet—alone,
and at my merecy.

““My hour of venegance has passed;
now comes my hour of love.

““Those kisses which three years
agone a cruel fate denied me, I now
can claim by right of conquest, for
you are my prisoner—my prisoner
of love, Valérie—aye, my prisoner of
love.”’

He ceased, and threw wide his
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arms, and advanced as though to em-
brace her. But something in her
eyes checked and awed him.

““1 wonder whether, amid all the
dreadful monsters who have dipped
their hands in the blood of the inno-
cent, there is one so vile as you,”
she murmured in a voice that was low
and clear and thrilling with such
hate, that Monsieur Perregaux, now
(itizen Roberie, was seized by a fierce
desire to kill this fair aristoerat whom
he so madly loved.

““Have you finished, ecitoyenne?”’
he snarled.

“Nay, I have not told you the half
of that which is in my heart!’’ she
answered. ‘‘You, and you only,
planned the destruction of Lissac;
yours was the master mind which
formed the link between the discont-
ed peasants and the Terrorists over
whom you have control.  Through
you I have lost all, and yet in this bit-
ter hour you dare to speak to me of
love. You dare to tell me that your
soul is like a garden, full of shelter
and of fountains! Saints in Heaven!
God must indeed be merciful to suft-
er you to live!”’ ;

““Have you finished, citoyenne?’’
he snarled again; ‘‘because, whereas
I meant to plead with you—whereas
1 meant to go upon my knees, if you
willed, and to beg you to let me be
your guardian all through these peri-
Jous days of the Terror — whereas I
meant to take you to the mayor of the
nearest town, that you might wed me
by law as ordained by the Republic,
1 am now resolved to drag you to
Paris—to make you suffer, to taste all
the bitterness in this life that a wo-
man can endure, and yet remain
alive.

“Think not to escape me by
death!”’ :

His voice broke; his savage passion
was drowned for an instant in his
love for her; and then, finding her
cold as ice, scornful and fearless and
proud, the man’s rage burst in a tor-
rent, and he sprang forward and
caught her in his arms.
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‘““Hark!”’ eried mademoiselle.

Roberie did not release her, but he
stood listening, his eyes fixed upon
the door. He remembered that it
was neither locked nor bolted.

It opened slowly and without a
sound, and in the dim glow of the
candlelight stood Aubert La Ches-
naye, his face deathly, his eyes blaz-
ing like coals.

In his hand he held a drawn sword.

A moment earlier Citizen Roberie
was at the height of his triumph—a
moment earlier his lips were near the
lips of mademoiselle — and now all
that he had won was dashed from his
grasp.

One glance at the face of La Ches-
naye warned him that he was trapped
by a merciless, a terrible foe—a foe
who believed that the lips of the
woman whom he loved and worship-
ped had been desecrated by the vile
taint of the Terrorist.

Aubert came swiftly forward. His
sword glimmered like a stream of fire.

It was then that Roberie’s courage
failed him.

His grasp upon Valérie relaxed;
she glided away, and left him face
to face with her lover.

Roberie, with a curse, drew his
heavy sabre, and for an instant the
duellists watched each other, while
mademoiselle stood by the old harp-
sichord as still as death.

Suddenly ILia Chesnaye made a
swift, a subtle movement, and his
blade flashed towards the breast of
his foe. Citizen Roberie parried the
thrust, and aimed a fierce stroke
with his sabre at the head of the
aristocrat. The blow fell short, and
next moment La Chesnaye’s rapier
was rasping against the steel of his
adversary; then, with bewildering
swiftness, Roberie was wounded and
disarmed.

His sabre whirled across the room
and fell at the feet of Mademoiselle
De Lissac.

Roberie was upon his knees, grovel-
ling before La Chesnaye, erying for
merey, his hands outspread to stay
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the downward thrust of the threaten-
ing sword.

Valérie stooped and picked up the
wretch’s sabre, and flung it crashing
through the window.

““Go!”’ she cried to Roberie.
give you your life! Go!”’

She seized her lover’s arm.

“‘Let God be his judge!’’ she mur-
mured. ‘‘He has not harmed me,
though through him my people per-
ished. But I cannot find it in my
heart to let you be his executioner.
All my life, Aubert, I should picture
you standing over him—all my life I
should see his terror and hear his
cries for mercy. Heaven sent you in
time to save me; therefore let Heaven
deal with our foe.”

Slowly Aubert Lia Chesnaye sheath-
ed his blade.

Then he stooped and wrenched the
great tri-color sash from Roberie’s
waist. Tearing this into strips, he
bound his captive hand and foot. The
Terrorist broke into a frenzied storm
of curses.

““Come, Valérie,”” said La Ches-
naye.

He took her hand, blew out the
candles, and they passed from the
hostelry, leaving their enemy locked
in the guest-chamber.

Aubert’s horse was tethered to a

“I
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post at the head of the little village.
He had seen the light in the window
of the inn, and had come afoot to the
rescue.

‘““We must ride to Chesnaye, you
and I, Valérie,”’ he whispered. ‘‘ We
can go by the road, round by Sanecy,
and by dawn, if my people have not
already fled, we shall all be far from
these perils which now encompass us.
If only we had another horse! But
mine is strong, and you are but a
light burden.”’’

‘“The Citizen Roberie’s horse is in
the stable,’’ she replied.

He gave an exclamation of surprise
and rapture.

Three minutes later the hamlet was
wholly deserted save by Roberie, who
lay in the darkness, cursing the evil
fate that had snatched from him the
prize which he had deemed to be
within his grasp, and tortured by the
knowledge that she for whom he
would have sold his soul was gone
from him forever.

“Will he ever feel remorse, that
wretech whom we spared to-night$’’
said Aubert, as he and Valérie rode
swiftly towards Chesnaye.

‘““‘Nay,’’ she answered, ‘‘never! For
he told me that his soul was like a
garden, full of shelter and of foun-
tains.”’




CURRENT EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

HE visit of the King and Queen

to the German capital in con-

nection with the marriage of the

Kaiser’s daughter has been heralded

as indicating a material change in
Anglo-German relations.

It is significant that while King
(George came to the throne in 1910,
this was his first visit to the Berlin
Court. It is customary for a new
sovereign to make a grand tour of
foreign courts after his succession, but
the relations between Britain and
Germany were not of a character to
ensure a hearty welcome to the King
from the people of Berlin. The last
oceasion on which the two royal cous-
ins met was at the funeral of the late
King Edward, when the Emperor
rode in the cortége through the
streets of London. King Edward was
never on very intimate terms with his
nephew. A temperamental barrier
separated the two, and international
differences — commencing with the
famous telegram of congratulation
from William II. to Kruger on the
failure of the Jameson raid—strained
the family ties to a breaking point.
There was one interval when it seem-
ed as if the breach would be healed.
The Kaiser hastened to the deathbed
of Queen Victoria, and was a con-
spicuous figure, at the last solemn
rites. ‘Then, as now, it was hoped
that the breach would be healed, but
King Edward and Lord Lansdowne
committed Britain to a foreign policy
that isolated Germany and divided
Europe into two hostile camps—the
Triple Entente and the Triple Alli-

m

ance. Whether King George’s visit
will accomplish much remains to be
seen. Family ties count for little in
the gama of diplomaey, and unless
Germany and Britain come to some
agreement widening the horizon of
Teutonic colonial activity there will
be little permanent relief from the
burden of armaments.

The war in the Balkans has helped
to bring Britain and Germany to-
gether. Their mutual financial inter-
ests in Turkey have ranged them in
opposition to France and Russia over
the question of indemnity, and this
diplomatic understanding has given
rise to the hope that an agreement
may be reached on wider issues.

-3

Spain is no longer a negligible
quantity in the delicate equipoise of
the balance of power in Europe.
There was a tendency for some time
towards closer relations with the
Triple Alliance, but the settlement of
the Franco-Spanish differences in
Moroceo opened the door for a more
intimate understanding  between
Spain and the Triple Entente which
it has been the ambition of the former
to effect. The growing stability of
Spain and the change in the situa-
tion in the Mediterranean make this
nation a valued asset as a margin of
strength in that strategical waterway.
Spain has three first-class battleships
ready for launching, and the con-
struction of a second fleet consisting
of three more battleships, two eruis-
ers and twenty-two auxiliary vessels
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has been approved. On the military
side her Government have shown
equal activity in the reorganisation
of the army and the construction of
naval bases on the coast.

3

The navy controversy in Canada
has reached an interesting stage. The
Senate has refused to approve the
Borden bill untii it has been endorsed
by the electors. This naturally has
aroused the fury of the Conservative
press. What right has the Senate, a
non-elective body, to force the Gov-
ernment to the country? The dead-
lock is similar to that which confront-
ed the Liberal Government in Britain
when the House of Lords refused to
endorse the Lloyd-George budget of
1909-10. That, of course, was a
measure that could not be hung up,
and there was no alternative for the
Government but to appeal to the
country.

The country upheld the Govern-
ment in its quarrel with the Lords,
and not only the Budget but the Par-
liament Act restricting the veto pow-
er of the Lords was made an issue and
carried into law. What hinders Mr.
Borden from making a similar appeal
to the Canadian people? The Cana-
dian Senate is a gross anachronism
in the twentieth century and should
be ended or mended. But on what
lines do the irate Conservatives pro-
pose to effect its reform? Would an
elective Second Chamber simply exist
for the purpose of registering the de-
crees of the Lower House? And, if
an effective instrument for the check-
ing of hasty legislation, what practi-
cal purpose would it serve that could
not be achieved through a referen-
dum?

As to the Navy Bill there does not
seem to be any anxiety on the part
of the Dominion Government to ac-
cept the challenge of the Senate and
submit the issue to the people. Either
the emergency is not so urgent as
Canadians were led to believe or Mr.
Borden has not been able to impose
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the conditions which he suggested
when in England might be the sub-
Jject of negotiation between the Do-
minion and British Governments. The
navy bill is not a question of aid to
the Mother Country. There is really
no difference of opinion in Canada
on this point. Canada is one in its
resolve to help Britain in time of
need. The problem is more complex.
It reaches down to the roots of Con-
federation and involves an examina-
tion of the principles that govern the
relations of Canada to the Empire.
For this reason the Liberals were
justified in demanding the fullest
possible discussion of the navy bill
so that the country would have an
opportunity of grasping the fact that,
under cover of an emergency contri-
bution to the British navy, the Bord-
en Government was seeking to carry
through constitutional changes in the
relations between Canada and the
Empire for which it had no mandate,
and which the people alone had the
right to decide.

The Canadian people surely have a
right to know on what grounds their
country is regarded as inferior to the
foreign allies of Great Britain in re-
lation to control of her own unit of
Imperial defence? For some years
past Britain has delegated to Japan
and France—states having no Brit-
ish aims or sympathies — the safe-
guarding of Imperial interests in the
Pacific and Mediterranean. Are Can-
ada and Australia less willing and
competent to undertake the responsi-
bility entrusted to Japan? If the
priniciple of naval co-operation can
be carried out in the case of France
and Japan, why not in conjunction
with the Dominions? As no strate-
gical excuse can be advanced for this
distrust of her own Dominions by
Great Britain Canadians must look
elsewhere for the reasons that have
led Mr. Borden to accept the prin-
ciple of centralised naval control in
relation to Canada’s unit of defence,
whatever form this ultimately may
assume.

—4__J
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By a process of elimination think-
ing Canadians are forced to the con-
clusion that the Borden naval depar-
ture has its origin in the desire to
conform to the British viewpoint re-

ing the constitutional relation of
Canada to the Empire. The British
conception of Imperialism is that of
a Greater Britain. Hence the conelu-
gion of The London Times that the
Australian and Laurier policy of
naval alliance, as opposed to centra-
lised control, ‘‘complicates the con-
stitutional problem to an extent
which is likely to lead some day to a
ecomplete rupture of Imperial ties.’’
And hence also the refusal of the
Australian Government to accept the
proposal to substitute the Imperial
Defence Committee in lieu of the Im-
rial Conference as the organ of
consultation between Britain and the
Dominions. The Defence Committee
represents the principle of Imperia-
lism based on centralised control; the
Imperial Conference represents a
joint assembly of co-ordinate states.
‘Whither is Mr. Borden leading Can-
ada? The country is entitled to

know.
3%

The visit of the author of ‘‘The
Great Illusion’’ to Toronto has serv-
ed to stimulate public thought on the
jssues of peace and war. Mr. Nor-
man Angell’s conception of interna-
tional relations as based upon the
principle of conscious economic in-
terdependence rather than force is a
restatement of the Cobdenite theory,
reinforced by the stronger argument
afforded by modern developments of
international economic agencies, in-
cluding Finance and Labour, made
possible by improved inter-communi-
cation. The internationalisation of
Capital and Labour is in process of
achievement and once the interests
of Labour, equally with those of Capi-
tal, are identical throughout the
world we may arrive at a point where
national boundaries cease to exist.
The interests of Finance are practie-
ally common throughout the civilised

world at the present time. Inter-
dependence is the basis of finanecial
stability, and the cause of recurrent
cycles of world-wide depression.
Labour is not so highly organised
on an international basis as finance;
it is not equally ‘‘fluid.”’ Language,
national customs and other barriers
tend to prevent the co-operation of
Labour. These national differences do
not affect the co-operation of finance
to the same extent. Mr. Angell’s ar-
gument is that both these agencies
have so far advanced towards effec-
tive international co-operation that it
is no longer possible for any State to
reap economic advantages by recourse
to armed diplomaey or actnal war.
Whatever differences of opinion may
obtain as to his theory it must be
admitted that he has caught the ear
of the thinking world, and has in-
jected a fresh idea into the contro-
versy concerning arbitration and war.
There is, however, one flaw in Mr.
Norman Angell’s internationalisation
theory.  Will internationalisation
proceed to the extent of abolishing
colour distinctions? Will Australia,
California and British Columbia low-
er the colour barrier raised against
the Asiatic? If not, how is this
racial antagonism to give place to
international economic interdepend-

ence ?
£

The prosecution of the ‘‘Deborah’’
company, in Toronto, on the sworn
information of a clergyman, raises
questions of serious import. Censor-
ship is a necessary and legitimate
method for exercising control over
theatres. In England the office of
censor, from time immemorial, has
been associated with the Lord Cham-
berlain’s department, but in recent
yvears has fallen into digrepute and
will likely be replaced by municipal
censorship. Under the old system of
licensing plays the public censor in
England laid down his own standards
and was independent of publie eriti-
cism. The last censor to be appoint-
ed was himself the author of a play
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of questionable morality. Yet he took
it upon him to have plays by George
Bernard Shaw and others banned on
the ground that they were immoral.

The municipal authority provides
a convenient and simple machinery
for the exercise of all necessary con-
trol over amusement places, and To-
ronto has recognised this by appoint-
ing an official censor. But this does
not satisfy the ‘‘Committee of
Forty,”” the self-constituted guar-
dians of the morals of the people.
Rev. John Coburn is the appointed
agent of this committee, and in this
capacity he acted as informer in the
case of ‘“‘Deborah.”” Apart from the
merits of the play, tha question arises:
What justification is there for the
existence of the ‘‘Committee of
Forty,”’ seeing that Toronto, a self-
governing city, has appointed a cen-
sor? Is Toronto ruled by a repres-
entative civic council or by an irres-
ponsible unrepresentative Committee
of Forty? Kcclesiastical tyranny in
the form of an inquisitorial commit-
tee is an evil that differs only in de-
gree from those it seeks to eradicate.
If these good men desire to sweeten
civie life and keep it wholesome there
ara other agencies open to them.
Has the pulpit lost its power? Is
municipal government in Toronto so
hopeless that it cannot be trusted to
discharge its most elementary obliga-
tions to the community ?

As to ““Deborah,’”’ it was a first
night, and might have been rehears-
ed for the benefit of the public cen-
sor. The censored play, as it was

staged on the second night, was no
better and no worse than other so-
From begin-

called problem plays.
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ning to end there was nothing that
could offend the most sensitive ears
of the theatre-goer. The play as a
whole made no claim on behalf of
woman of the right to motherhood
independent of marriage and love, On
the contrary the suffering and re-
morse of ‘‘Deborah’’ conveyed a salu-
tary warning and lession at the close.

As a play ‘‘Deborah’’ has some
fundamental defects. The maternal
instinet is stronger in woman than
the sexual, but the Deborah ecreated
by the author is not a normal type of
womanhood. 'Who has ever heard of
her or known her? The maternal in-
stinet does not lead the normal wo-
man to seek for motherhood apart
from love and marriage, for this is
to assume that maternal instinet is
compatible with indifference as to the
future of the offspring. = Whether
‘“‘Deborah’’ is ever staged again
matters little in the contention. What
does matter is that the people through
the municipal authorities, and not a
self-constituted Committee of Forty,
should have the right to decide what
plays are to be allowed.

Since writing the foregoing, Judge
Morson has given judgment in favour
of the ‘“‘Deborah’’ Company, and the
grounds on which he arrived at his
decision in the appeal against the con-
viction of the lower court will be ap-
proved by all who value the theatre
as an educational influence. So many
good people nowadays want to add to
the Ten Commandments. It will be
an evil day for Canada if the horizon
of the people is narrowed down to the
limited vision of one reverend gentle.
man.
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THE HONOURABLE MRS. WRIGHT

From the Painting by George Romney. Exhibited by the Art Association of Montreal
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EGERTON RYERSON

By Dr. Purman. Toronto: William
Briggs.

EGERTO.\' RYERSON firmly be-
lieved in the teaching of bio-
graphy as one of the strongest p_oints
in a system of education. In his re-
marks on this subject he says that
piography should form the principal
topic in elementary history. The life
of the individual often forms the char-
acter of the age in which he lives,
and will form the nucleus round
which to colleet the youthful mind.
1t is a happy fact, therefore, that his
own life is not forgotten, and that in
this volume by Dr. Putnam his
achievements once more are brought
to our attention.

Ryerson was a man who was in-
tensely interested in every movement
which had for its end the betterment
of the government and general condi-
tion under which the people lived at
this time, and the history of Upper
(‘anada during a period of nearly
sixty yvears is as much bound up in
the labours of Egerton Ryerson as
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with the work of any other public
man. Not only did he imbue every-
one with whom he came into contact
with interest, but he had an abiding
faith in furthering popular educa-
tion and in the realisation of this
work he was the greatest champion of
free schools in Upper Canada.
Without in any way disparaging
the great services rendered to British
North America by Egerton Ryerson,
his long and arduous fight for religious
liberty and equality, as well as in his
work for the chureh, the author has
written the volume with the primary
object of giving a succinct idea of the
nature and history of our Ontario
school legislation. The story of how
the work was done, how valiant and
strenuous was Ryerson’s champion-
ing of the cause of free schools, how
firm his adherence to his work, how
tireless his energy, how capable his
management of details, is what Dr.
Putman undertakes to tell, and he
does it in a very direct and readable
way. Dr. Putnam, himself a well-
known educationist, at the present
time holds the position of inspector

.-
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of public schools at Ottawa. Among
his contributions to Canadian litera-
ture the best known is entitled ‘‘ Bri-
tain and the Empire.”’

3%

“GREATER LOVE HATH NO

MAN”’

By Frank L. PACKARD,
Henry Frowde.

WE recognise at oncein this volume

some of the terse, dramatic, ar-
resting style that characterises the
author’s first book, ‘*On the Iron at
Big Cloud,”” a collection of fresh,
virile short stories, but it would be
unjust to otherwise compare this
second book to the first. For it takes
a supreme stylist to carry off suceess-
fully an old theme, and while one
may give a new setting, that is not
enough. Mr. Packard is a young
Canadian author, and his standing as
a short story writer makes one re-
gret that his first novel has not more
to commend it. IHowever, he re-
cently returned from a trip to the
south seas, and as he seems to be
gifted naturally as well as by his
training as an engineer for dealing
with big manly exploits in the open,
it is to be hoped that he will write
as a result of his trip, and as he can
write, a novel that will deal with men
as he finds them at the outposts of
civilisation.

Toronto :

o
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A HISTORY OF CAVALRY

By CoroNer Georce T. Denison. To-
ronto: The Maemillan Company
of Canada.

T is a tribute to the worth of this
book to say that it has gone into a
second edition. It was first publish-
ed in 1877, when it won the prize
given by the Emperor of Russia for
the best work on the subject in com-
petition with writers the world over.
It was translated into several langu-
ages. This second edition includes a
preface, which brings the history
down to the present time. The volume
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gives an account of the use of cavalry
in time of war as far back as the
knowledge of man goes, and in this
respect it is a unique work. In call-
ing attention to it, it is interesting
to observe that while at the time it
was written the modern firearm, such
as was used in the South African
war and the war between Japan and
Russia, had not yet come into use.
Colonel Denison made a forecast
of it and of its effect on modern war-
fare. Reappearing just now, this
second edition is timely and valuable.

KA

THE GREAT GOLD RUSH

By W. H. P. Jarvis. Toronto: The
Musson Book Company.

Wl‘} like this book because of its
frankness and the author’s evi-
dent desire to give the plain facts of
one of the greatest stampedes in the
history of the world. For the rush to
the Klondike gold-fields at the eclose
of the nineteenth ecentury was un-
doubtedly one of the most wonderful
evidences of man’s lust for gold that
the world has even seen. While My.
Jarvis’s book is searcely a novel, it
embraces a series of pictures that
have all the freshness of novelty. We
feel that he does justice to the miner.
He makes of him a respectable man,
and, as he himself says, so many
things have been wrrtten about him
to compromise him, so many imagi-
nations have drawn pictures of his
morals, that he has felt himself call-
ed upon to correct the impression.
Besides dealing with miners and min-
ing, the North-west Mounted Police,
and many strenuous and adventur-
ous incidents in connection with that
great rush, there is as well the intro-
duetion, as characters, of a number
of dogd whose personalities become
tirmly fixed in the mind of the reader.
These dogs form an important and
attractive part of the narrative. This
is Mr. Jarvis’s second book, his first
being entitled ‘‘The Letvers of a Re-
mittanece Man to his Mother.”’
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THE HARBOUR MASTER

By TuaEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS.
Boston: L. C. Page & Company.

R. ROBERTS here gives us a rat-

tling good tale of adventure
along the picturesque Newfound-
land coast. As every one knows,
there are many perilous reefs in
those northern waters, and as a
consequence, wrecks are fairly num-

erous. Perhaps not so numerous
now as they used to be when—
according to this story — wreeking

was a luerative and adventurous call-
ing. We know, of course, the primi-
tive folk who live by the sea-shore
have always in mind the possibility
of something coming to them upon
the erest of the wave, and this faet
Mr. Roberts has well developed and
used to excellent advantage in depiet-
ing the scenes of looting and fighting
and resening and drowning. The old
harbour master in the cove where the
story is laid tries to keep his unruly
and mutinous followers in subjection,
but there is too much exeitement, too
mueh ehance for looting rich stores
in holdings and cabins of unfortunate
vessels. The story fairly reeks of the
sea and of sea-faring men, and there
is enmough romance in it to hold the
reader’s interest. It is ome of Mr.
Roberts’s best efforts.

%

TWIXT LAND AND SEA

By Josepu CoNrap. London and To-
yonto: J. M. Dent & Sons.

THIS volume of three short stories
or novelettes serves to further the
opinion that the author is the leading
short story writer of to-day. Tike
all Conrad’s writing, they are the
kind of stories that cannot be deserib-
ed. There is no plot in the ordinary
sense of the word, but they are full
of movement and rhythm and char-
acter and mystery and an infinity
that seems to carry them on and set
them quite apart from the common-
place. You see ships, heaving upon

troubled seas, and men struggling
and cursing and straining against the
great gales. Then again you see the
sails set, but no wind, and the help-
less impotency of mere man is start-
lingly pictured. In **The Secret Shar-
er,”’ for instance, one has a good ex-
ample of Conrad’s mastery of the art
of ereating a sense of tmpending fate.
You see the sailing vessel with men
going about it in the ordinary course
of events, with the captain in his
place, with the sails well set; and yet
over all there is a feeling of calamity.
You seem to know that something un-
usual is about to happen, and it does
happen. Not so unusual, after all,
but unusual in Conrad’s interpreta-
tion of it. In this story, a naked man
in the dead of night comes aboard
out of the water. He has killed a
man, and has swum from another
ship.  The captain happens to be
alone on deek, and he sympathises
with the man and hides him in his
cabin. The stowaway resembles the
captain in appearance, so much so
that the captain comes to think, al-
most, that he is hiding himself. This
feeling of uncanniness increases, as
well as the suspicions of the erew, un-
til at last one feels that the very ship
itself is aware of something unusnal
or of something damaging to its ser-
enity. While everything from day
to day goes well enough, there seems
to be in every mind a fear that some-
thing terrible is about to happen.
However, at length a way is discov-
ered to rid the vessel of her secret
passenger, and from that time on the
captain and the vessel find themselves,
as Kipling would say, and are master
of their environment.

e
"

LONDON AND ITS GOVERN-
MENT
By Percy A. Harris. London and

AS this writer so fittingly observes,
London has spread its un-
weildy mass over the surrounding
hills and valleys, and has become
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more like a nation than a town,
more like a provinece than a eity.
He finds that the people who com-
pose London feel a common pride
in belonging to so great a com-
munity, but are unconscious of any
civic union, which, as a matter of
fact, he says does not exist. These
people, he observes, neither know
nor seek to know how they are gov-
erned, nor who is responsible for
their municipal administration. A
great eity like this should have great
strength, but London, instead of be-
ing the great city that it is supposed
to be, is in reality nothing more than
a little community contained within
one square mile of business offices.
To trace the history of its ecomplex
system of government is the purpose
of the book.

THE SIXTY-FIRST SECOND

By Owex JornsoN. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

AN interesting story about how a

novel sometimes originates is
told in connection with this book.
Some years ago Mr. Johnson wrote a
short story entitled ‘“‘One Hundred
in the Dark.’”” The story was to the
effect that at a Bohemian dinner-party
given in New York a costly diamond
ring was stolen. The hostess, a per-
son of some courage and resourcful-
ness, ordered the doors to be locked
and all the lights lowerea. She then
announced that one of her guests had
lost a ring, and she requested that be-
fore one hundred should be counted
the ring be deposited on a table. Dur-
ing the counting the ring was heard
to drop upon the table, but when the
lights were turned on again it was
not there. The question was, Where
did the ring go? Having read the
story, some omne suggested to Mr.
Johnson that it would make a first-
class mystery novel, and so from that
beginning Mr. Johnson worked out
“The Sixty-First Second,”’ using
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that title because it was just at the
point of counting sixty-one that the
ring was dropped upon the table,

‘“Songs of Frank Lawson’’ is ‘the
title of a volume of verse edited and
published by the author’s son, Mr.
Ray: Lawson, with a biographical
sketech by Mr. C. R. Somerville, (To.
ronto: William Briggs).

M
e

The writings of the late Mary
Stewart Durie, some of which appear-
ed in early numbers of The Canadian
Magazine, have been printed for pri-
vate circulation by the author’s hus-
band, Mr. James Goodwin Gibson.
Toronto: William Briggs).

M
e

BOBBIE: GENERAL MANAGER

By Ouive HiceiNs Prounry,
Henry Frowde.

Toronto :

E have no recollection of ever
having heard before of this
writer, and therefore we presume that
it is a first novel. Whether or not
one must regard it seriously, and the
author is one whose name is sure to
become endeared to all those readers
who enjoy a wholesome consideration
of life. It is a pleasant rendering
of the little things in the daily rou-
tine, written in such a way as to
make them pleasant reading and an
agreeable tonie. Bobbie is a girl
whose mother dies, leaving to her
voung shoulders the responsibility of
looking after her father and her num-
erous brothers and sisters. She is
of a happy disposition, and capable
of much affection. Her experiences
as a manager of a household are so
delightfully told that it is impossible
to give much idea of them in a re.
view. Tt is needless to say, however.
that she conducted the household
with eminent satisfaction to all in
her charge, and even to herself: for.

= ————J ‘
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when at last love in its all-confining
sense comes to her, she accepts it
naturally, becomes a happy wife,
with the satisfaction of knowing that
she has done her duty and achieved
several modest but praiseworthy am-
bitions. This is a book that classes
with Miss Aleott’s ‘‘Little Women.”’

KD
o

JUST BEFORE THE DAWN

By R. C. ArMsTRONG. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.
lN these days of remarkable interest

and achievements in agriculture,
it is informing to pick up this book
by R. C. Armstrong, and find out
how the Japanese discovered that a
better cultivation of the land was at
the basis of their economic success.
The leader in this movement was the
great farmer-sage Ninomiya Son-
tonku who was born 1 1787 and died
in 1856. Born of parents who were
suffering the tortures of economic re-
verses, Ninomiya set to work at an
early age to redeem his father’s es-
tate. This accomplished, he was call-
ed to redeem other estates and then
to assist the Government in cultivat-
ing waste land and restoring desert-
ed villages. His influence, industri-
ally and morally, was so great that in
his honour were built shrines that
now attract many devotees. His a!l
but Christian devotion and self-sacri-
fiee in his work causes wonder that,
in an age before Christian influence
had reached Japan and under such
adverse ecircumstances, one could
reach so high a moral level. The book
is replete with examples of fine say-
ings on thrift, diligence, self-gacrlﬁce
and other virtues. One partieularly
exalted saying cannot be omitted. A
village chief had lost his influence
with his people, and, following the
example of hundreds from all Japan,
he came to Ninomiya for advice.

““Qelfishness is of beasts, and a selfish
man is animal-like,”” the sage told
him.

““You can have influence over
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your people only by giving yourself
and your all to them. Sell your
land, your house, your raiment, your
all and contribute the proceeds to the
village fund, giving yourself wholly to
the service of the people.”” The book
is very readable, but would be im-
proved by a map showing the loca-
tion of the very many places mention-
ed.
PSS

‘‘“The Crime of War,’”’ by his Ex-
cellency John Batiste Alberdi, who
has been deseribed as the ‘‘Black-
stone of Argentine,”’ has been trans-
lated into English. It is one of
the greatest works of the kind in ex-
istence, and although it was written
in 1870, it is admirably suited to pre-
sent-day discussion, and it should be
read by every person who considers
or talks about war. (London and To-
ronto: J. M. Dent & Sons).

P

Now that apartment life is so im-
portant a part of very large Ameri-
can and Canadian cities, the difficulty
of economically providing a table for
two persons is constantly being ques-
tioned. The volume of recipes en-
titled, ‘“ A Table for Two,”’ by Eldene
Davis, therefore, will be perused eag-
erly. (Chicago: Forbes Company).

From the volume published by the
Ottawa Canadian Club, it is evident
that the addresses delivered during
the year refleet muech of the best
thought of the year on matters of
high moment to the world at large,
and it is a ereditable undertaking to
have the addresses preserved in this
collective and available form. The
volume is edited by Mr. F. A. Acland.
Deputy Minister of Labour.

an

““Prince Charlie’s Pilot’’ is the title
of a most interesting and sympathetic
account of Evan Macleod Barron, of
the Scottish hero’s last days and of
a service so well rendered to him by
Donald Macleod. (Inverness: Robert
Carruthers & Sons).




SUCCEEDED

Artist—"“My object was to try to
express all the horrors of war. How
do you like it?”’

Friend—“I have never seen any-
thing so horrible.”’—TLondon ()plnmn,

KINDpLY INTENDED

\llssmnm\ (explaining to visitors)

=““Our situation was so remote that
for a whole year my wife never saw
a white face but my own.’’

Sympathetie Younv Woman—*‘On,
the poor thing!”’—Roston Transcript.

K

Burring IN

In a small South Carolina town
that was ‘“finished’’ before the war,
two men were playing checkers in the
back of a store. A travelling man who
was making his first trip to the town
was watehing the game, and, not be-
ing aequainted with the business
methods of the citizens, he called the
attention of the owner of the store
to some eustomers who had just enter-
ed the front door.

‘““Sh! Sh!’’ answered the store-
keeper, making another move on the
checker-board. ‘‘Keep perfectly quiet
and they’ll go out.”’—Ewverybody’s
Wagazine.
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His Best Move

There is one first-rate story of an
Oscar Wilde retort in Mr. H. M
Hyndman’s newly published and en-
tertaining autobiography. The late
Sir Lewis Morris, author of ‘‘The
Epic of Hades,”” was complaining
bitterly of the attitude of the press
in the matter of his claims to the poet
laureateship.

““It is all a complete conspiracy of
silence against me,’’ he declared. ‘‘a
conspiracy of silence. What ought 1
to do?”’

fJoin 1t,”?
Daily News.

replied Wilde.—London

O
w

PoeTrY FOR To0-DAY

To market, to market,
To buy a fat pig;
Home again, home again,
Price is too big.—Judge.

o
"

Famr Pray

Wife—‘I see you’re putting on
your new coat. It makes my old hat
look awfully shabby.”’

Husband—‘Is that
that’s soon mended.
old coat.”’—

so? Well,
I'll put on my
Fliegende Blaetter,



DraManic AvtHor @ Well, what do you think of my play 2"
MaxNaGer: **D'you want to know my real opinion of it 2"
MaxAGER (handing him the M.S.): “That's where you authors have the pull of us.

A GRAND STOVE

A Georgia woman who moved to
Philadelphia found she could not be
contented without the eoloured mam-
my who had been her servant for
many years. She sent for old mam-
my, and the servant arrived in due
season, It so happened that the
(Georgia woman had to leave town the
very day mammy arrived. Before
departing she had just time to ex-
plain to mammy the modern econ-
veniences with which her apartment
was furnished. The gas stove was
the contrivance which interested the
coloured woman most. After the
mistress of the household had light-
ed the oven, the broiler, and the
other burners and felt certain the
old servant understood its opera-
tions, the mistress hurried for her
train.

She was absent two weeks and one
of her first questions to mammy was
how she had worried along.

“De fines’ ever,”” was the reply.
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AUTHOR (stoutly): * I'm prepared for the worst.

I wasn't!"™ Punch
“"And dat air gas stove—oh, my!
Why, do you know, Miss Flo-ence.
dat fire ain’t gon out yit!"'—Sacred
Heart Review.

AN Orp Frienp GoNe,

A gentleman from London was in-
vited to go far ‘‘a day’s snipe-shoot-
ing”’ in the country. The invitation
was accepted, and host and guest
shouldered guns and sallied forth in
quest of game,

After a while a solitary snipe rose,
and promptly fell to the visitor’s
first barrel.

“Wie may as well return.’”’ he re-
marked, gloomily, ‘‘for that was the
only snipe in the neighbourhood.’’

The bird had afforded excellent
sport to all his friends for six weeks.
—Tit-Bits.

Judge— " *Why did you steal the
gentleman’s purse?’’

Prisoner—‘‘I thought the chanee
would do me good.




* Excuse me, but I suppose you don't know of nobody what don't want a

young lady to do nothing, don't you ?"
“Yes, I don't.

BABIES’ EYES.

"Tis fairies make the colours that
beam in babies’ eyes;

They steal the soft, blue wing-dust
from sleeping butterflies,

To mix with azure essence of speed-
well, violet,

And that small lovers’ blossom that
bids them not forget.

From mists that veil the meadows or
drift up from the bay

They draw the opal shadows for
dreamy eyes of gray;

They press rich browns from hazel
and leaves to russet grown;

And green of four-leaved clover for
bantlings like their own.

—Punch.

— Taller,

TAcTFUL

Judge— ‘You are a freeholder?’’

Talesman—‘‘Yes, sir; I am.”’

Judge— ‘Married or single?”’

Talesman—*'‘Married three years
last June.”’

Judge— ‘Have you formed or ex-
pressed any opinion?”’

Talesman—*'‘Not for three years,
your honour. ”,—Sziccess Magazine.

WiLLie’s EpucaTioN

Willie—*‘Say, pa, you ought to see
the men across the street raise a house
on jacks.”

Pa (absently)—‘Impossible, Wil.
lie. You can open on jacks, but g
man is a fool to try to raise on them
—er—I mean it must have been quite
a sight.”’—Puck. ;
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TASTY DISHES FOR SUMMER

Do you remember in Dickens’ story ‘‘ Martin Chuzzlewit,” the
beef-steak pudding made by little Ruth Pinch for her brother Tom?

How she fluttered in and out in her dainty way collecting and
preparing the ingredients, how excited she was over the proper
making of the pudding, how distressed for fear it might not turn
out just right! This is all told in Dickens’ inimitable manner.
Now-a-days we need not be so anxious about the outcome of our
cooking experiments. If we just use a little Bovril in our beef-
steak puddings, soups, sauces and made dishes of any kind, we
shall produce a finely flavored, appetising dish which is certain to
please far more exacting critics than plain Tom Pinch or John

Westcott.

—\
saad

UR guarantee certificate in every
box of «%ed# asks you to retura
any box of <fpd# not in perfect con-

: : 6, dition. This insures you absolute
xﬁ“""mm / ., I”l"lll“u“ﬂ freshness no matter where you buy
l. ‘
H er
| When you serve Bonbons* Chocolates
i T ”
I ngbt Refreshments We instruet all Huyler's Sales Agents
— let them include some delicious, to order from us frequently and to re-
{ tempting, melting sandwiches turn for tuil credit any box of Huyler's
i ke with : not in perfect condition.
i i Write for Ml nteresting Booklet
| jym"” | oo oy sl ek oo pomnedfo o
u s cts. l
: G-eam | the name of the Fhuyler’s Ageat heasel Yoo,

64lrving P, NewYork

130 Yonge Street,
Toronto, Canada

Agents Everywhere

it is not only appetizing, but it is
very convenient to use,

! Y Al Grocers, 15¢. & 25¢. phts.
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;1 Of a delightful creamy consislepq‘. ’
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Imagine This!

il
| —full flavored luscious fruits

’ »1‘
E o

—embedded in velvety cream

—lavishly coated in the richeét, smooth-

I eét chocolate you have ever tasted
i

—then go to the nearest Neilson dealer

and get a package of

Specially Prepared Fruits

Chocolate Dipped

—and revel in the moét delicious

confeétion you can think of,

Truly here is a chocolate of choe-
olates the very imagination of
which should make one thrill
with anticipation.

Buy a box to-day.

This package contains
Cherries, Strawberries,
Pineapple and Peach.

“THE CHOCOLATES
THAT ARE DIFFERENT"

s William Neilson Limited, . Toronto
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Ready
When
You Stop

A food immediately ready
for use. Add a little cream

(or milk) and a sprinkle of
sugar.

It is put up in double sealed
packages—impossible of con-
tamination from dust or moist-
ure.

Post
Toasties

the deliciously toasted bits of
wafer-like corn are the food for
picnics, auto tours and any
kind of trips—and for the
home,

Its convenience does away
with a lot of bother to who-
ever prepares the meals.

The delightful flavor of Post
Toasties makes new friends
every day-—and

“The Memory Lingers”’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Battle Creek, Mich,, U, S. A,

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.,
Windsor, Ontario, Canada.
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“"Have You a Little Fairy
in Your Home?

AIRY SOAP
is pure be-
cause it is made
from a higher

grade of fats and

oils than used in
other toilet and bath soaps.

FAIRY SOAP

cools, soothes and refreshes the
skin, and cleanses so gently yet
thoroughly that it is best for
babies, as well as grown-ups.
« This oval, floating cake is
the per-

fection
of soap
purity.

THE N.K.
FAIRBANK
COMPANY

LIMITED
MONTREAL
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PRICE alone sells few type-

writers. It is what you get
for the money that sells them—
in other words, value.

An Underwood at $130, or one at
$1500, or at some price between
these two, is worth what you pay
for it,
HE price of every Underwood
(and there are 28 models)
is based solely upon what that
machine will do. The initial cost
is a minor consideration.
The intelligent buyer does not purchase a typewriter on a price basis. The
merit of the machine affects the efficiency of the operator, whose salary is paid
week after week, year after year, As every record in competition shows, the

Underwood increases the efficiency of the operator at least 20 per cent.
over any other typewriter.

IF the typist is paid only $600 a year, a general purpose Under-
wood will save its cost almost in the first year.

United Typewriter Co. Ltd.

ALL CANADIAN CITIES
Head Office . Toronto.

“1 Received Your Fine Letter "=

The note you thought was hasty and some-
what carelessly written made a favorable im-
pression because it was on stationery that
reflected your care and thought in the
choosing of small things.

Iris Len

is of beautiful fabric finish of just the right
weight, size and tint to meet the latest word
in fashion, and boxed to meet the most
critical demand. At your stationers, or if
not write us and we will have you supplied.

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED
BRANTFORD TORONTO  WINNIPEG  VANCOUVER
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We Envy You <

Who Never Tasted
Puffed Grains

There’s a charming revelation
coming sometime to the folks who
meet around your morning table.

They have yet to discover the most =
winsome morsels men have ever made & / :
from grain. & ¥ /

g A B
B3 s a_‘-j

Some morning, a dish like we show will greet them. A dish of porous, brown grains—

eight times normal size—puffed by a steam explosion.
A dish of thin-walled wafers—airy bubbles of grain—with a taste like toasted nuts,

Some will serve them with cream and sugar, some will mix them with berries. And the

grains will crush at a touch of the teeth into almond-flavored granules,

Then, for luncheons or suppers, you'll serve the grains floating in bowls of milk.
use them at dinner to garnish ice cream. You'll use them in candy making.

You'll

Thus will come to your table a new delight. Also scientific foods which stand among the

greatest of food inventions.

Puffed Wheat, 10c

cept in

Puffed Rice, 15cwen

Millions of Explosions

Wi ithin each Puffed Grain have occurred at least a hundred million exploslons. Every food

granule has been blasted to pieces, by turning the moisture within it to steam.

Thus the countless cells are created, Thus digestion is made easy. And thus comes the

nutty flavor.

Thus is Prof. Anderson’s process for making whole-grain foods wholly digestible, - But the

foods are so fascinating—so dainty, crisp and melting—that one forgets the scientific side.

Don't let these summer days go by without having Puffed Grains on v t
them now—a package of each—and surprise your folks to-morrow. i hamd v e
Served like crackers in bowls of milk
The Quaker Qats ®mpany
Sole Makers
(433)
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

Your grandfathers and their grandfathers were familiar with .
the two stars on ‘““Rodgers” Knives and in their day, as

now, these where looked upon as a safe guide in buying.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

Wm. English “CANOES”
Are’known the world over for their 7Strength,—lBeauty and Durability. They are

absolutely unsurpassed in quality and are reasonable in price. We have a model for
every requirement. Write for Catalogue.

Wm. English Canoe Co., 184-186 Charlotte Street, Peterborough, Ont.
Established 1861.

The EASY polish
Makes Shoes
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For Your Summer Woriting

HE pen for the season of outdoor writing; R
the sending of postcards from wherever
you happen to be, the social note and the
home letter. One Waterman’s Ideal makes
the whole world your writing table, Itis
ready to write when you are; it is just the
kind of pen you can depend upon when
you are miles away from an inkwell. Your
hand can be suited exactly in Waterman’s
Ideals; they are made with extreme accu-
racy and to last. A permanent investment.

REGULAR TYPE

WITH CLIP-CAP

SELF-FILLING TYPE

GOLD MOUNTED

SAFETY TYPE

SILVER MOUNTED

Qf,;. FOUNTAIN PEN,NY.

WATERMAN S (3

'Z‘f" g1 o o
i
af

These are the three standard types in different styles of mounting.
Your dealer will show and explain each type to you, or folder will
pe sent upon request. Besure to buythe genuine, stamped Water- X
man’s Ideal—it distinguishes the best pen ideas and patents and \/ ‘
the highest quality ever joined in any one writing implement. N, 4125  No.12GMM No. 12

T |

=Y

Ster Silver Self-flling Mair
From the Best Dealers Everywhere % ars s
L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, Montreal Plain Plain Larger
173 Broadway, New York; Kingsway, London; 6 Rue d'Hanovre. Paris S.:..’l‘ e e
S Without Clip-on-Cap, $ .25 Less

e ey . eSS M . Y04 = 1 0 =
eIRIBIE0BAS0K0B0E808
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ALL doubt re-

garding cor-
rectness of style
vanishes when you
wear Ide Silver
Collars. They are
truly smart.

Idejﬂ ver
Collars

% sizes—3 for 50c

retain every bit of their original ‘“‘snap and set” of lines—because the LINOCORD
UNBREAKABLE BUTTONHOLES, found only in Ide Collars, don’t stretch and don't
tear out. This insures continued style, comfort and service.

The Sussex is the newest cut-a-way fold effect. It has the approval of the
High Court of Collar Fashion—the famous old clubs of London. It is daring
only because as yet unimitated. Full wide front sweep effect.

Send  for Style Book—FREE

GEO. P. IDE & CO., 531 River Street, TROY, N. Y.
Also Makers of IDE Shirts




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 41

&,

Ready for the new Costume

For any woman of ordinary height and weighing between
115 and 140 Ibs., the La Diva 718 is the ideal foundation for this
season’s costume, and makes possible a perfect fit and an up-to-date
figure, and it sells at only $3.00.

This year's D. & A. and La Diva Models are great successes ; they are
comfortable, support the figure well, and give that supple, graceful, almost
corsetless effect which is the aim of the fashionable ** modistes. "

Made specially for Canadian Women after long studies of Canadian
figures in one of the largest and best equipped corset factories in the world,

the D, & A. and La Diva Corsets offer style and comfort superior to
imported corsets yet at from $1.00 to $5.00 per pair less.

There is a model for every figure. Our catalogue, sent free on
request, will help you to choose the best for yours. Kaery

DOMINION CORSET CO. - QUEBEC

o

AN

“JAEGER” Golf Coats Are In Demand

If you golf you should wear Jaeger Coats.

They are very elastic, you can get a good swing in them, and
they do not hamper any of your movements.

Besides that, they look well and wear well throughout the season.

Jaeger’s Golfing Coats are made to meet the exacting require-

ments of golfers everywhere, and they fill the bill in every
particular.

All material used is passed upon by our scientific analyst and
adviser.

DrJAEGER $:5¢

|
2 | L]
> f 316 St. Catherine St. West, Montreal 32 King St. West, Toronto
|

352 Portage Ave., Carlton Block, Winnipeg 784 Yonge St., Near Bloor, Toronto
And at Jaeger Agents Everywhere
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Forty Years Experience Built
Into These Lawnmowers

These lawnmowers are perfection
\ in their way. There is 40 years
A experience built into every ma-
will most likely chine. They are thoroughly
find on your \IL guaranteed. Made in a vari-
neighbor's lawn- \ \ ety of styles, the best known

mower, \® being
Of course there are e o6 Adanac 9
A\

“Woodyatt ”
: “ Empress’

The ‘‘Adanac’ cuts a
swath 17 to 21 inches
wide It is made to
excel the most
expensive of the
imported lawn-
mowers,

Taylor-
Forbes is
the name you

plenty other lawnmow-
ers made in Canada, as
well as the several kinds
that are imported.

Still for all that Taylor-
Forbes is the name you will
most likely find on your neigh-
bor's lawnmower, because there
are more of that kind in use in
Canada than any other.

A great many more.

If your Hardware Dealer has
not a Taylor-Forbes Lawnmower
in the size, and at the price you
consider right for a good-working
machine, drop us a post card and
we will tell you who the Dealer is
in your town who has a complete
stock of our lawnmowers for you
to select from.

’

MADE BY

TAYLOR-FORBES Gazey: Guelph

Sold by Hardware Dealers everywhere in Canada.

@
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In this warfare on flies, nothing has
been found so effective as Tanglefoot.

So now, each year 300,000,000
sheets are used in households all over
America during the fly-season.

Swatting Won’t Do

Don t trust to half-way methods.
With the first fly get Tanglefoot.

Put a sheet wherever you see a fly.
Each early fly may breed millions if
you wait. By using Tanglefoot now,
you prevent countless armies of flies.

Avoid Poisons

In several states the sale of poison
is forbidden except by registered
pharmacists.

Poisoned flies drop into your food,
into the baby’s milk, everywhere.
And the poison does not kill the germ
on the fly. Fly-traps, too, are unsani-
tary and disgusting to care for.

On Flies

A Double Protection

Tanglefoot is non-poisonous. [t not
only catches and kills the Hfy, but
seals it over with a varnish which
destroys the germ as well as the flv.

Each sheet of Tanglefoot can catch
1,000 flies Have a supply always on
hand, and enjoy freedom from flies
and fleas the summer through,

Millions Know This Trademark

TANGLEFOOT

Tanglefoot contains one-third more
sticky compound, hence it lasts longer
than ordinary sticky fly-papers. Get a
supply of Tanglefoot from your drug-
gist or grocer today for this season’s
warfare on flies.

Made Only by THE O. & W. THUM CO., Grand Rapids, Michigan

e ———

A little gasoline quickly removes Tanglefoot from clothes or furniture. {10]

e NN

W7 LY

il
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. When quick heat is called for the whole
eatlng t e strength of the fire can be immediately concen.

trated into one circulating pipe, if necessary, by
means of the Kelsey Positive Cap Attachment.

GueSt Room This feature of Kelsey construction absolutely

controls the heat circulation, directing the warm

ALL the heat generated by a Kelsey Warm Air  2ir to where it is most needed at any given time.

Genercator can be quickly directed to any
room or any part of a building desired.

This positive Cap Attachment can be operated
at will by the occupant of any room, and can be
shut off to normal when the necessary heat has
been served.

Positive control of heat circulation Prevents
waste of heat and keeps down coal bills. That is
why a Kelsey Warm Air Generator requires about
one-third less coal than an ordinary furnace, A

The economy of proper circulation of heat is
fully explained in our booklet, **Achievements in
Modern Heating and Ventilation.” Send for it.

HE

JAS. SMART MFG. Co.

LIMITED
BROCKVILLE, Ont. WINNIPEG, Man

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name ‘“Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash=« The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO.
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
Toronto Office - - - - 50 Adelaide St. W
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Did You Ever See

““Do you mean to say, son, they guwar-
antee them to wear six months without
holes ?”’

That is exactly what we are doing.

Six pairs of cotton hose, guaranteed
six months, for men, cost $1.50 to $3
per box ; for women and children, $2
to $3 per box ; also three pairs for
children, $1 per box, guaranteed three

These are soft, pliable and stylish. The
foundation of the wear is yarn that costs us an
average of 74c a pound. We could buy com-
mon yarn for 32c; but hose made from it
wouldn’t last. 3 ;

r Our guarantee covers every stitch, not just

the heels and toes. Our inspection department,
where each pair is examined, costs $60,000 a
year, But we cannot afford to replace many
pairs, so we see that each pair is right.

The above figures refer to Holeproof as
made in the States and Canada,

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO.

362 Bond Street, LONDON, CANADA

This Is Holeproof, Dad

Finer Looking Socks?

months. Several weights; all sizes and
colors. Three pairs of silk Holeproof,
guaranteed three months, for men and
women, cost $2 a box for men and $3 a
box for women. All colors. Medium
cashmere socks, six pairs, $2; fine cash-
mere, six pairs, $3. Women’s fine
cashmere stockings, six pairs, $3. Six
pairs of cashmere guaranteed six months.

[lolepraot flosierg

Look for the trademark and signature,

Bt Foickl, stamped on every pair. The

genuine Holeproof are sold in your town.
Write for the dealers’ names. We ship direct
where there's no dealer near, charges prepaid
on receipt of remittance.

Write today for our free
book on Holeproof,

OF CANADA, Ltd.

Reg. U.8.
Pat. Office, 1906

#6) BatcHwikl
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Have you seen the
new TOOKE Shirts,
with the

PATENT

ﬁ

This is the latest improve-
ment—and “the greatest
thing that ever happened
to a shirt.”
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Delicious - Refreshmg
Thirst- Quenchmg “

Ask for it by it’s full name
then you will get the genuine

THE COCA-COLA CO., Atlanta,Ga.




»
-

()GUL

CIGARETTES EGYPTIENNES.

Once upon a midn

while I struggled weak and ry.

ODl’er a I ;

fiill of bad accouriis that made e sadeand sore"

While k nodded, body swa¥ing,

dreamin ‘;:2 dﬁu‘biog;‘fg)}i}&‘:j,;'ye;lt: uaysng 8

I awohe by 501 & savi
i saying &t my of

‘ ’M{}(}




L

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

There is No Danger
of Mouldy Preserves

if you seal your jars

and glasses with - : ‘
g 3 (Pure Refined Paraffine)

EASY TO USE INEXPENSIVE
ABSOLUTELY AIR TIGHT

Parowax is tasteless and odorless.
Every package carries the pure food
guarantee.

Just dip the head of the jar in melted
Parowax, or pour it over the preserves.

| L SA e e &7 52 -
< X !
) ; S ) 29
1-«:' : e E
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Sold by Druggists and Grocers everywhere
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= DAINTYNESS IS THE KEYNOTE

49

Pound and half-pound cartons.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, Limited

Montreal Winnipeg Toronto Vancouver St. John Halifax

What pride you take in the quiet artistic arra \gement of your bedroom |
So restful, so harmonious!
But the furniture may be a little the worse for wear. If so, try—

It toapply! Anditwill cover up
;l::is;:yon y(‘)’l‘l’l’ bedstead, rejuvenate the
doors, brighten the drawers, and hide the
wear and tear marks on sofa and table legs.

*LACQUERET" is made in eight artistic

TORONTO VARNISH (. oe

shades. Also in silver and gold, Flat and
— Gloss White, and Flat and Gloss Black.
) 7F f (} N Ourlittle booklet " Dainty Decorator " tells
S~ of its many uses in the home. Ask your
dealer—Don't accept a substitute.

WINNIPEG
H-1

.
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You may think you already know
Brahms’ Fifth Hungarian Dance. But
hear it as Ysaye plays it; under the
master’s bow it fairly leaps with vivid
vigor; there is an exultant abandon in
the tremendous rhythm, such as probably

T'he new Bonci records supply a better
translation of ‘‘Bel Canto’’ than all the

dictionaries in Christendom. Not for
nothing has Bonci been called the ‘‘Master
of Bel Canto’’. If you have not heard

him, listen to his Columbia records and
you will understand.

* Records ready from ‘‘La Boheme’’,
“Elisir D’Amore’’, ‘““Rigoletto’’,
“‘Luisa Miller'' and ‘‘La Favorita'’,

no other interpreter ever produced.

The first series of his records issued
.comprises eight selections — including
that Hungarian Dance—and the price is
$1.50 a record.

! :
bs—likewiseall Columbia instruments will play Victor
y dealer in talking machines or by mail direct from us.

All(q

olumbiarecords can be played on Victor talking machin
Hs. You can get descriptive lists and catalogues from an

PHOTOS © MISHKIN

@©fie Columbia Grafonola
“Favorite” $65.

GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY,

365 Sorauren Avenue, Toronto

Creators of the Talking Machine Industry. Pioqeers and.LeaQers in the Talking Machine Art. Owner
Fundamental Patents. Largest Manufacturers of Talking Machines in the World. Dealers and prospective fi::]teh’
write for a confidential letter and a free copy of our book ‘Music Money.” rs
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What the Fat Man
Said to His Wife

e ES, John, the plans for our new
Y home provide for a bath tub big
enough for a fat man. And the
architect says he’ll make the cellar steps
wide and easy for you to climb "'

““That’s fine, Gertrude ! But remember
I also said we must have a good old Sun-
shine Furnace like the one downstairs."

*“That’'s a good furnace, John. It cer-
tainly keeps us cosy and warm."

““Can’t beat McClary's Sunshine, Ger-
trude. Why it basn’t gone out on me once
this winter. And you don't hear me grumb-
ling about looking after it."”

“I just open those big, double feed
doors in the morning and throw in two or
three shovels of coal. Then, it only takes
me a jiffy to fill the water pan, because
it's right over the feed doors in the front
of the furnace where it's easy to pour water
into. And I don't mind emptying an ash
pan that slides out easily, and has bail
handles that are always cool."

*‘But you forgot about shaking, John."

“Deuce, take it, Gertrude! How many
more times will I have to tell yon that you
don't shake the Sunshine ? McClary's call
it ‘rocking down’ the ashes. Icallita kid's
job to move this handle gently to and fro a
half-dozen times.”’

““Yes, John, McClary's Sunshine is a
ood furnace for a lazy old fat man. It
almost looks after itself.”

There's a McClary agent in your lo-
cality, who will be glad to give you full
particulars about McClary's Sunshine Fur-
nace and tell you the cost of installing one
in your home. You would find it profitable
to read the latest Sunshine booklet, so
write to our nearest office for a copy.

M<Clary’s

LONDON TORONTO MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
ST. JOHN, N.B. HAMILTON CALGARY SASKATOON  EDMONTON;
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CLARK’'S PORK & BEANS

PLAIN SAUCE, CHILI SAUCE, TOMATO SAUCE

An appetising, nourishing, and satisfying meal
provided for the housewife with the minimum of
preparation and the maximum of comfort,

Is it not worth while to know that you can
obtain the most carefully selected beans cooked
thoroughly and whole by a process which is
unsurpassed, and which retains the full mealy
flavour of the beans, blended with the most
delicate sauces, giving you no trouble beyond
heating for a few moments?

That is what Clark gives you

ORDER CLARKS' FROM YOUR GROCER

W. CLARK - -

MONTREAL

REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and erying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhea, reg-
ulates the Btomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Boothing Syrup’’ for chil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’

Clothes Washed Rapidly

A great boon to the busy housewife, is the Connor
Ball Bearing Washer. Washes clothes spotlessly
clean three times as fast as she can do it with a
wash board. Does the trick, too, without loosening
a button or traying an edge. Treats delicate fabrics
very gently.

Connor 523, Washer

Just think of all the wash-
board wear on your ¢
clothes that the Connor
Ball Bearing Washer
would save. Just think
how much longer your
clothes would last. Think,
too, how much easier it
would be to do the wash-
ing on a machine that
almost runs itself — runs
on ball bearings. It’s the
handy helper you've need-
ed for a good long time.

Write for booklet telling all about it.\
J. H. CONNOR & SON, Ltd., OTTAWA, ONT
[ 3 N NN | l..---.---
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Williams

e Talc Powder

_‘ NV

3\

1S @ summer necessity for
the woman who cares for
the appearance of herskin.

More time spent in the open
should mean greater care for the
complexion. After the unrelent-
ing heat of the sun, after the try-
A\ ing effet of salt spray and wind-blown
u\f}’d sand particles, there is nothing quite so
| soothing and refreshing as frequent
application of this exquisitely soft and
delicate powder.

Four odors—Violet, Carnation, Rose and Karsi

A Vanity Box and An Interesting Offer

For users of William¢ Talc we have had
manufactured a charming little Vanity
Box, heavily silver-plated, containing a
French powder puff and a concentrating
mirror We will gladly send it with a
sample can of Williams’ Violet Talc
Powder and a tube of Williams’ Dental
Cream, trial size, on receipt of 20 cents
in stamps.

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
P. O. Drawer235, Glastonbury, Conn.
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HIGH-CLASS TELEPHONES

If you are about to build a new telephone system, or renew
the equipment of an old one, it will be to your advantage to
get into communication with us. Our magneto wall telephone
desk sets, test or portable sets, switchboards, and all kinds of
equipment and construction materials, are of the highest class
and fully guaranteed.

The majority of the independent local and municipal companies
are customers of ours. We helped them to get started under
conditions that ensured their success. We are thus in a position
to supply any independent company entering the field with re-
liable information.

Qur various booklets and bulletins are free on request. Write
and let us know how we may be of service to you.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.

LIMITED
20 DUNCAN STREET. TORONTO, CANADA
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GERHARD HEINTZMAN
Is The Piano for ENDURANCE

You are buying your piano for a great many years of service. Only a piano that will
endure will satisfy you in the end.

Thousands of owners of Gerhard Heintzman Pianos, who have had them so long and used

them so hard that they seem to simply have to write about their lasting qualities.

They see the results but we see the reasons. This piano is built right. Its material
and construction are not sacrificed for any consideration whatsoever; it involes the cost
of his investment to the owner, but it involves alife-time's reputation to us who

have made the

GERHARD HEINTZMAN

, .
Canada’s Greatest Piano.
Send for our beautiful bookTdescribing the piano fully, whether Self

ayer, Grand or Upright.
Your present instrument taken as part payment at
'\. a fair valuation.

GERHARD HEINTZMAN, Limited

41-43 Queen Street W,,

- TORONTO
N (O \sit]e Cit_\'s lll;ill)
ew Hamilton Salesrooms
:\\\\ T (next to Post Office.) 0.95
= Belre.
W, 4 g
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Asbestos Manufacturing Co., Limited
Address—Dept. C.M., E. T. Bank Bldg., 263 St. James St., Montreal. F“""{g at Lachine. P.Q.

ear Montreal)

MADE ENTIRELY UNDERWEA :

OF AUSTRALIAN —OUTING
MERINO SHEEP —EXERCISE

For all phases of the modern life

CEETEE

pure wool unshrinkable

is best.
The lighter weights tor summer are a constant source of
comfort. The pure, soft wool absorbs all the perspiration and
keeps the body at a normal temperature.
Free action of the limbs and body is rendered easy by shaping the
yarment during the process of knitting.
Rlnde in sizes to fit all the family.

Worn by the best people—Sold by the best dealers.
Manutactured by

o J#AF) THE C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT LIMITED

7 Also manufacturers of Turnbull's ribbed Underwear for ladies

§ f RS AL
72 b A and children; “M" Bands for infants and Ceetee Shak ~Knit
% ///7//[% %r:veater Coats. s
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Why the System Desk 1s Favored

T is a new modern desk, built to enable the user to perform
the work of the day in a time-saving and efficient manner.

Into the Office Specialty System Desk have been built
mechanical time and labor-saving devices, which are the
means of enabling the man who works at this Desk to increase
his own efficiency.

The same care and thought which was extended on the
mechanical features of this Desk, is also evidenced in the
designing and inside workmanship.

You should see it at our showrooms, or ask one of our
representatives to call and give you full particulars.

Head Office and Toronto Showrooms:
97 WELLINGTON STREET WEST

Filing Equipment Stores: MONTREAL, OTTAWA, HALIFAX,
WINNIPEG, CALGARY, EDMONTON, VANCOUVER.
Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.
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Do You
Know ?

That for a good all round ser-
viceable suit of clothes there is
nothing to equal a Blue Serge
or Cheviot, and when vou are
getting one, get the best—

VICKERMAN’S

BLUE SERGES
and CHEVIOTS

Are The Best

Manufactured.
They Never Fade

%B.VI[I%!\%ON&W%

The makers name along the Selvage every 3 yards.

Let us know if your own tailor does not
handle them. We can tell you who does.

Nisbhet & Auld, Limited

Toronto.
Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.

No Office is Complete

without our D. L. Standard Lock-
ers. You owe it to yourself and
your staff to have a sanitary recepti-
cal for your clothes. The D, L,
Standard Locker possess a quality,
a style and finished appearance differ-
ent and superior to those of the
ordinary make. Each locker is a
unit. You can make cabinets of any
size or number of units; you can add
to or take from the cabinet whatever
re-arranging or addition required,
Lockers may be ordered set up—
assembled at factory, or shipped
knocked down—to be assembled at
destination.
oo
Dennis Wire & Iron Co.

London, Ontario. Canada
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Be a GUN Photographer
e Big Money in this New Profession
$7.50 = THE DIAMOND POST CARD CUN

.nd - will make you independent. It takes a large
up Official size paper post card :‘] X 6} inches, also

7
\
|
\

2 A'fforent Victoria and Colonial sizes, and 1 ineh |
.

A Button Photos without films.
‘ $ § NO DARK ROOM REQUIRED!
{{i= — NO EXPERIENCE NEEDEDI

\'-u’x & Toke and o
Finish magni- Mrs, Proctor
ficent Post |or Texas says:
ards and Button We're doing a
Photos om the spot. | fne husiness
* and you gain 8c profit | pere. We owe
“Taventiesis This Big | e mccess  to
+ o estigate This 3 ”
}:- ey Money Making Hlmmm: e iy
today.” The Gun is Rl b
write today forfree souk-  a New Patented Invention, and will earn
Jet with Illustrations. the Money for you.

INTERNATIONAL METAL & FERROTYPE COMPANY,
Departmoant B50 2223 W. 12th St,, Ch cago. Illinois,

FORTUNES IN SUGCESSFUL SONGS wm
I'VE PAID THOUSANDS
in Royalties

Send your song poems or musical compositions to me for acceptance.
m pﬁh"!h under a 5 per cent. rny.-.lly contract. I composed and
wublished “Wedding of the Winds” waltzes. Million copies sold.
hozens of my publications are “FAMOUS HITN.” Established 16
years. DON'T FAIL To SECURE MY FREE BOOKLET.

JOHN T. HALL, 27 Columbus Circle, New York

|
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F
A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders,
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE!
is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;
| it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfume;
it isdelightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing after
Shaving: becanse it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
i Perfume made. : 11

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !

—"

SHOW CARD WRILIING.

THE MODERN MONEY MAKING PRO-
FESSION. We teach this very profitable art
right at your HOME in spare hours under AN
EXPERIENCED AND EXPERT SHOW
CARD WRITER AND TUTOR.

Experts Earn $15. to $50. per week.
Demand greater than supply.
Every young man in business should take this

course. . Free particulars upon request.

Shaw Correspondence School I

391 Yonge Street, Toronto,

e e ok B

in Bank,
and Home. Made of Brass
and nickel-plated Steel, three sizes; put up
in Bright Metal boxes of 50 & 100 each.
o Your Stationer, 10, 15, 20 & 25¢.
: RO’ Send 10¢ for box of 50 assorted. Booklet free.
o o YEARLY SALE NOW 100 MILLION.
THE 0. K. MFG. CO., Syracuse, N. Y.

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing quile like either, for bo'h are “THE BEST”

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL
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| “IDEAL” |—

LAWN FENCES and GATES

| Neat, ornamental, and easy to erect; they
! vastly improve the appearance of any

property. Specially suitable for Churches,

Schools, Parks, Cemeteries and Lawns.
‘ Thu:sc' fences give maximum protection
! at minimum cost. Write for catalogue 144,
|
|

The McGregor-Banwell Fence Co., Lta.
WALKERVILLE - - ONTARIO

We Keep the Newest Stock
and Best Value in

OFFIGE SUPPLIES

[-P Price and Memo Books
Ideal Scrap and Photo Books
Archive Letter Clip and Cases
, Cash and Document Boxes
S bt pekct venTaton 1 ot oo lll | Ophir Lead Pencils & Erasers
i et Ao | ) Esterbrook Steel Pens
{
|

MEMORIES

The cold days of winter are past but memor-

ies of them must remain—cold rooms—shivering

| at meals and bed-time—discomfort and enormous
coal bills.

A Pease “Economy” Furnace keeps the home

exclusive money-paying features included in it, and all popular makes

Most Durable and Costs least for Repairs be-
cause of extra strong, sturdy construction and lnk Stands’ Our Best Make
ACCOUNT BOOKS,

fine workmanship.
“Peerless” Make

BROWN BROS. :

51-53 Wellington St. W., TORONT

Don't have any more heating troubles.
See a Pease Furnace at your nearest dealer

Manufactured by

PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY.

Head Office - - TORONTO
Works - - - BRAMPTON

Branches :—Vancouver. Winnipeg, Hamilton, _pdefl
o ) Montreal. —t

|
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Windsor Table
Saltis pure? I'll
show you.
“Look at the salt itself—see how clear
and transparent and perfect the crystals
are—sparkling like little diamonds.
““Now taste them—notice that they dissolve instantly.
And they leave no bitterness on the tongue.

“I am sure of Windsor Salt quality.
‘“Ma’am—it’s the only salt we recommend for table use

and for cooking.

WINDSOR »»*SALT

WHY PAY MORE FOR
IMPORTED BEERS?

/ “How do1 know that

There is nothing finer brewed in the world
than Cosgrave’s Beers. They combine all the
positive excellences known to the science of
brewing, and nothing but the purest and finest
of malt and hops is used in making them.

THE COSGRAVE BRANDS:

CHILL PROOF PALE ALE
COSGRAVE’S HALF-AND-HALF
COSGRAVE’S XXX PORTER

GOLDEN GATE BEER
(In Wood and on Draught)

Order from yonr Dealer and insist that you
get Cosgrave's.  They cost you no more than
ordinary brands.
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DONT
FORGET
TO ORDER
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A9

Yercomenfon o

AIN ¢

- —

raw materials used constantly for its
in 45 different perfumes to meet the

fine r

ym-——-

TOILET soAap
It is made

requirements of all tastes,

-
have never been surpassed by any sin
periority from the

> izl
appreciated all over the world for its soft

% GUERL

@

Profit made by W. W, Peters. $7.00 aday
for the last three months made by Mr. F. G.
Wainwright. Don't miss ﬂ\i:bigchnm. Write
at once for terms and FREE OUTFIT to workers.
ROYAL DARNLESS HOSIERY
4 Pair Guaranteed 4 Months

COLLARS

Acknewledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of Water
proof Collars
ever made. Ask
to see, an:

no other.

mf’fAD'aLl::dc:,olrtd?o' stores or direct
58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

\ h rat
G orders. Build a business of your own. New
Plan_sells to all 52 weeks in the year.
/ Steady increasing income, Send no money
~a postal will do. Write quick for territory.
Royal Mig. Co., 104 loyﬂ Bldg., Windsor, Ont.

[ COLLECTIONS

or 25¢.

. | JRANTONS
354 RESERVOIR 5;
i | WINNIPEG =

ESERVOIR PEN EBTS 'COLLECTED EVERY.~
Wﬁmﬁxgle“ﬂf with one filling; Always resdy. B.'»\D‘ {)!,R | S C OLLI',‘( TED EVERY-™
No coaxing, No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold- WHERE. No collection, no charge.

t use, Fine or medium points, Sent American Vancouver Mercantile Agency,

ing and constan -
aid, 16 for 20¢, 3 doz, 40¢, 6 doz, 75¢. Postal 336 Hastings Street West, Vancouver, |

t )
K'o:u?or Money Order, Money back if wanted., B.C. PI . -
A. D. HAS 11D, Dept. 5, 395 Hargrave ot., Winaipeg. -G 10one Seymour 36350,

Whenever you feel a headache coming on taks

NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers

They stop headaches promptly and surely. Do not contain
opium, morphine, phenacetin, acetanilid or other dangerous
drugs. 25c. a box at your Druggist's. 128
NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED.
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Cross section of radiatop
showing fused
joir\’rs.

FUSED JOINTS CANNOT LEAK

Comfortable heating is possible only with a Fur-
nace that cannot leak gas and dust. At every joint
where a leak might otherwise occur, the Hecla is
sealed tight. We do not trust to bolts and cement.
The wear due to constant expansion and contraction
would grind out the cement and leave a series of leaks
for the escape of gas or dust. To make a joint that will
be as tight after years of service as itis when new, we fuse
the steel sides and cast-iron frames of our radiators by a
patent process. This welds the iron and steelinto one piece.

Homes heated by Hecla Furnaces 20 years old are getting
as pure air from the registers as when the furnace was new,
And this furnace saves one ton of coal in seven.
Isn’t it worth looking into ?
WRITE FOR THIS BOOK.
If you want a more comfortable
home, it will interest you.

All fumes

from fire &o
through thls
passage. il
Every joint' { i
is fused : ‘j I
making it 1

>
117} il PRESTON ONT WNNIPES MAX
as and | (A

| UL " R
dust proof . 1 | Em T

o \\
/%.fg. \ \N

% Z B 0 N -
% N/ urn W,,
//”/,,,,/,,//// as We«ll as Coal.

Clare Bros. & Co., Limited, Dept. «“C. M.” Preston, Ont,
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Try One of Our Dry Varieties

Martini— Regular
Martini— Dry (medium)
Martini— Brut (very dry)

cockta

Manhattan—Dry
At

l u All Dealers

G. F. Heublein & Bro.

Sole Prop’s.
HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON

BISLEY TEAM LEAVING

Once again our Canadian Team with their ‘‘Ross Rifles ' will soon be battling for the cham-

pionship of the Empire. :
The ** Ross'’ has never yet failed to back up the skill of those who use it and doubtless the
“ Canuck Team ' will again give a good account of itself.

THE ROSS .280 HIGH VELOCITY

has the same barrel as the Ross Match Rifle and its accuracy and power are unsurpassed by
any sporting rifle sold.

THE NEW PRICE—ONLY $55.00

is attractive, and places this wonderful arm within the reach of many who hesitated to pay its

former price. z g :

The ** Ross '’ .280 Sporting Carmdgg with copper tube expanding bullet—(patented) is recom-
mended for use with the High Velocity Ross, and can be had from dealers at $7.50 per 100,

If your dealer cannot show you this Ross Model write direct for free illustrated catalogue.

Other Models from $25.00 and upwards.
ROSS RIFLE CO. - - = - QUEBEC, Canada
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“Grandpa says these are

Good for Little Boys.”

“GOOD " is right. Pure chocolate, pure

milk and

Buds are.
taste —they're nourishing and wholesome.
The children may eat all they want.
Maple buds satisfy their craving for sweets
and at the same time build up their little

bodies.

pure sugar—that’s what Maple
They're not only good to the

Buy Maple Buds at your grocery.
Teach the children to spend
their pennies for these wholesome
sweets.

Look for the Name

COWANS
MAPLE BUDS

NAME AND DESIGN REGISTERED

They're not Maple Buds
Unless they're Cowan’s

THE COWAN CO. . LIMITED
TORONTO s £ ONT.
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Camp Nominigan—Smoke Lake—Algonquin Park

Algonquin National Park

The Ideal Summer Resort for Camper, Fisherman, Canoeist

200 miles north of Toronto 175 miles west of Ottawa
Altitude 2,000 feet above sea level Good hotel accommodation

The New Camp-Hotel *“ Camp Nominigan

being inaugaurated this season, will prove attractive. This sort of camp is new
to the ‘‘ Highlands of Ontario.” It consists of log cabins constructed in groups
in the hearts of the wilds, comfortably furnished with modern conveniences,
such as baths, hot and'cold water, always available.

Handsomely illustrated folder free on application to J. D. McDonald, 917
Merchants Loan and Trust Bldg., Chicago, Ill.; F. P. Dwyer, 290 Broadway,
New York, N.Y.; J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal; C. E. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto, Ont.; E. H. Boynton, 256 Washington St., Boston,
Mass.; A. B. Chown, 507 Park Bldg., Pittsburg, Pa.; or H. M. Morgan, 285
Main St., Buffalo, N.Y.

G. T. BELL H. G. ELLIOTT
Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal General Passenger Agent, Montreal

67
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oo'mao emmos 3

In this greatest of all health and pleasure trips, down
the majestic St. Lawrence, every hour has its rev-
elation of beauty, grandeur and historic interest.
The passage through the fairylike Thousand
Islands, the thrilling descent of the mar-
velous rapids, the great city of Montreal
and famous old Quebec, the stupen-
init Eternit TR 2
g::sue(j:;il:;n: hye :n::‘ e .dY :: the this trip. Palatial

H : ¢ . steamers, with di
panse of the nughly river rollmg > S AL " irect

nward to the sea . s ¥  connection from Niagara
o , b

* Falls via Niagara Navigation
Line to Toronto, Canada
thence R. & O. Lines. _; |,

R & O Hotels ° 7}

“MANOIR RICHELIEU”
Murray Bay, Quebec

“HOTEL TADOUSAC™
Tadousac, Quebec

lmmumty from hay fever and malaria

Canadian
should make

Send 6c. postage for beautifully
illustrated guide to the St. Law-
rence, containing all details of the
trip.

H. Foster Chaffee

Passenger Traffic Manager,
Dept. B.
MONTREAL

NINGARA TO THESA
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TAKE THE “ROYAL” ROAD
TO EUROPE

MONTREAL BRISTOL

R.M.S.

R.M.S.
ROYAL EDWARD

ROYAL GEORGE

A two days’ sheltered sail down the might St. Lawrence—
days of scenic beauty and historic interest—then but little more than
three days on the Atlantic and passengers are whirled by special
express trains from Bristol to London in two hours time.

SUMMER SAILINGS

From Montreal Steamer

Royal Edward
Royal George
Royal Edward
Royal George

Royal Edward

From Bristol

Tues., July 1
Tues., July 15
Sat., July 26
Sat.. Aug. 9
Sat., Aug. 23
For information and tickets apply to any Steamship Agent

or to the General Agents of the Company at 52 King St. E.,
Toronto, Ont. ; 226 St. James St., M ue.; 183

ontreal, (%V
Hollis St., Halifax, N.S.; and 254 Union Station, Winnipeg,
Man.

Tues., July 1
Tues., July 15
Sat., July 26
Sat., Aug. 9

7. W A /////
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Planning Your

VACATION

BEAR IN MIND THE MANY DELIGHTFUL RESORTS
SO CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY THE

Canadian Pacific Railway

Point au Baril, French and Pickerel Rivers, Muskoka Lakes, Rideau Lakes,
Kawartha Lakes, etc.

Full Particulars from C. P. R. Agents, or write

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent - - TORONTO

L T e e P N A ALmg T W e

R e RSN
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CANADA'S SUMMER PLAY- GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING FISHING

SRR
ISFAND

i " THE ANCIENT
A CAPITAL

u M 2 u
3 R0 1 e - 1
=i ] - S : e s |

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY
Write :
GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, N.B.
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carmied. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666.66 .. Reserve Fund $2,920,000
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .- Head Office in Canada: -MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED.
Summer Trips in Cool Latitudes

Montreal to Gaspe, Perce, Summerside and Charlottetown, Prince Edward
Island, the Garden of the Gulf, thence to Pictou, Nova
Scotia and rail to Halifax:
S S. “CASCAPEDIA” 1900 tons, newly fitted out on the Clyde for the
travel to these ports, electric lights and bells and all modern comforts, sails from

Montreal, Thursdays 3rd, 17th and 31st July, 14th and 28th August, and 11th
September at 4 p.m., and from Quebec the following day at noon.

Quebec to New York via the Saguenay River, Gaspe, Charlottetown,
P. E. I.. and Halifax.

S. S, “TRINIDAD’”’ 2600 tons, with electric lights and bells, and all
modern conveniences, sails from Quebec, Fridays 11th and 25th July, 8th and
22nd August, at 8 p.m.

The finest trips of the season for coolness and comfort,

For Tickets and all information apply to all principal Ticket Agents.

F. WEBSTER & CO, THOS, COOK & SONS, R. M. MELVILLE & SON,
Ct?r. Eh}gand Yonge Streets, 65 Yonge Street, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts.,
b EoutD: Toronto. Toronto.
or, Quebec Steamship Company 40 Dalhousie Street, Quebec.

St e s
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The Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.
ROYAL MAIL

Rt SRS 355

1
1

LIVERPOOL — GLASGOW — HAVRE — LONDON

SUMMER SERVICES 190183

MONTREAL—-QUEBEC to LIVERPOOL

MONTREAL MONTREAL
tVICTORIAN Thurs. 3 July 2.30 a.m. tVIRGINIAN  Thurs. 17 July 2.30 a.m.
+CORSICAN Fri. 3 AL % ’ tTUNISIAN Taes. . 22 *¢ 3.00 a.m.
tVICTORIAN @ 29 48 3.00 a.m,
MONTREAL—QUEBEC to GLASGOW

MONTREAL QUEBEC MONTREAL Quenec
+GRAMPIAN Sat. SJu]y]):\yligh( 3.00 p m. +tHESPERIAN Sat. 19}\1"\‘ Daylight 3 00 p.-m.

*SCANDINAVIAN *PRETORIAN ¢ 26 ¢ o Noon
Sat. 12 ¢ st Noon tfGRAMPIAN Thur, 31 ¢ pe 3.00 p.m.

*One Class ( II Cabin) Service. tRoyal Mail Steamers.
*MONTREAL—QUEBEC to HAVRE and LONDON
MONTREAL MONTREAL
SICILIAN - 6 July Daylight POMERANIAN 20 July Daylight
JONIAN b EG 3 SCOTIAN ¢ il L
*One Class (II Cabin) Service.

RATES OF PASSAGE

LIVERPOOL SERVICE: GLASGOW :
Royal Mail Steamers, First Class $70 up,

First-class—Victorian, Virginian $90. up. ' “ . ¢ Second Class $50 up,

Other Steamers - ¥$80. up. One Class [IT Cabin] 2 $47.50 up.
Second-class- -Victorian, Virginian $52 50 up. MONTREAL to HAVRE - $5500 up,
Other Steamer -  $50.00 up. L LONDON $45 00 up,

For further information, tickets, reservations, etc., apply

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St.,, Montreal, Canada 90 State St., Boston, Mass.
ALLAN & COMPANY, 127 North Dearborn Street, Chicago, IIl.

THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,
77 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
320 Homer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.
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Grill Room at Ritz-Carlton Hotel, Montreal.
Finished in Natural W hite Oabk.

HIS ROOM is one of the attractive features of the Ritz.
Carlton Hotel in Montreal and is one of the points which
helps to justify its claim to be the best equipped and most
modernly furnished hotel in Canada. In this Grill Room meals
are served at moderate prices, and the cuisine is such as to
Justlf) the fame which all Ritz-Carlton Hotels and Restaurants
enjoy. The Ritz-Carlton appeals to travellers who seek perfect
attention in artistic and comfortable surroundings, and its loca-
tion on Sherbrooke Street, Montreal’s leading fashionable thor-
oughfare, is as pleasant as it is central. The Ritz-Carlton is run
on the European plan, and rooms with bath can be had for $4.00
per day and upwards.

For terms and reservations address the Manager, Rits-Carlton Hotel, Montreal.
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TR T

" 0 STAY THERE

s

Tell your Friends before you sail

TO WRITE YOU AT THE ﬁ

WALDORF

HOTEL

Booklets free from

Canadian Magazine, Toronlo

Quebec Central Railway

The only line running through Pullman
cars with Dining car service between

Quebec and Boston

Through Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor and Dining
cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh, E. O. Grundy,
General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

B-2

PARIS

(FRANCE)

Hotel Continental

5 rue de Castiglione
and on Rivoli Street
facing the Tuileries
Gardens. Modern
Comfort. Elevators.
Baths—Hot and Cold
Waterin every room.

L__—>—
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“JULIAN SALE”
For Fine Leather Goods

LADIES DRESSING BAGS

MAKE HANDSOME AND USEFUL WEDDING PRESENTS

These Dressing Bags are made from the finest of black hard grain Eng-
lish Morocco Leather—lined with very finequality of green silk—fitted with
very fine toilet fittings in Ebony and Parisian Ivory—with cut glass toilet
bottles. These Bags contain Hair Brush, Bonnet Brush, Cloth Brush, Mir-
ror, Soap Box, Talcum Box, Perfume Bottle, Powder Box, Hair Pin Case,
Nail Buffer, Hook, File, Comb, Scissors and Address Book. 16 in. size.

With Ebony Fittings $45 Wis Plfif[‘tj;a; jvoey $50

If you cannot buy “JULIAN SALE'" Leather Goods from your dealer write for
Catalogue No. 30.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.:

105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.
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FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

Hholland FHouse
¥ifth Avenue and 30% Street

Favorably known for the Excellence of its
Cuisine and the Character of its Patronage.

Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths.
Every Modern Appointment

J. OTTO STACK

-This Interesting
and Instructive
Book on

Send for

It Is Entirely FREE

Just

the : :
mand for this 40 page, illus-

Press trated booklet on travel, than has

ever been known for any other ever published

for free distribution.

Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a jour-
ney and what not to take—how to Eack and. how to best care‘fnr

our baggage and gives exact mformat}nn as to checking
;,acilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables of
money values—distances from New York—tells when, who and
how much, to “tip.” In fact this booklet will be founq in-
valuable to all who té'avcl or are contemplating taking a trip in
i try or abroad.

oo f":.ll:;llisrﬁed by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill's
Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for travelers.

This edicion is limited so we suggest that you send your name and
address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal will bring it.) Please address
our Detroit office for this booklet. L

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
402 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England.
pranches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg.

TRAVEL

ROUND THE WORLD

Tours de Luxe leave September 11, Westbound; October 18,
November 8, 29, Eastvound; October 28, Southbound, includ-
ing South Africa, Australia, New Zealand, Ete. SPECIAL
SHORT TOURS October 4, Westbound; January 10, 1914,
Eastbound. Leisurely travel in small groups; arrangements

for travel, leadership, accommodation absolutely the best.

EUROPE

Attractive Tours by All Routes, including Tours de Lwye and
Vacation

Tours, escorted
Widest choice;

groups.

or independent as preferred.

inclusive fares; best tourdeaders; small
Uniformed interpreters at stations and ports, and

other exclusive facilities for independent travellers.

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

|

| . "y . »

‘ for individuals, families, and private Y'"“N arranged for
|

|

travel in Europe. America, and Round the World,

Send for Program desired

i Our complete chain of 155 Offices
|| in all parts of the world furnishes
|| unequalled facilities for travelers.

| THOS. COOK & SON
|| MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West
TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGU, BAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

Cook'’s Traveler's Cheques Are Good All Over the World

TART any time,
any place, either
direction. Europe,
Mediterranean, Egypt,
India, Ceylon, China,
Java, Japan, Tasmania,
Philippines, Hawaii, Ete,

TRAVELERS' CHECKS GOOD
ALL OVER THE WORLD
Write for ** Around
the World ™ Bookiet M
OELRICHS & CO., Genl Agents
5 Broadway, New York

B CLAUSSENIDS 4 €0, ALLOWAY & CRAMPION
icage 9

TICKETS 600D
« TWO YEARS

We expect a greaterde- |

Learn to Play the Pianoor V(-)rrél;n

| Instantaneously with our new Chart. No teacher needed, you
| can learn in a_few hours, full instructions with every Chart.
Price complete $1.00 post paid.

Song Poems and Melodies Wanted

Send usve'ox_lr work we can make money for you, write to-day.
Murfin Music Co., Box 222, Guelph, Ont., Canada.

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
TRY MURINE Foniegres
Fine — Acts Quickly,

EYE Try it for Red, Weak

| EMEDY Watery £y<s and

n

INustrated Book in each Package. ln:h:le :. eompﬁ nded
by our Oculists—not a “Patent Medicine"—but used in

| :oneceuwe mfl‘!')ll ‘l;hlmilaﬂs;l’mueo for many years. Now dedicated

{¢) Dl’llul

| Bye Salve in aseptic ;ub’es. 260-66? 'mw&w& .w

A




78

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD
Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

NEWCENTURY
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Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day |

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe. Gives
INSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL CURE
of all bunion pain. Shields, plasters or
Sh\‘(—' Stl‘\'tchcrs never cure.
Dr Scholl’s Bunion Right is
comfortable, sanitary, con-
venient, Guaranteed or
money back, 50 cents each
or $1.00 per pair at drug
ind shoe stores, or direct

from
The B. Scholl Manufacturing Co. 214 King St.
" tE. Toronto. lllustrated Booklet Free.
Earn from

iSE A VENTRILOQUIST Earn from

$500.00 a week, you can do it, I will tell you the
secret, best paying profession in the world., Ven-
triloquists are always in demand, send stamp for
particulars to B. J. Murfin, Box 222, Guelph,
Ontario, Canuda.

Ohirriffs
TrueVanilla

i

|

{

' Imagine how much

[ more delicious cakes taste

; when flavored with real vanillg
extract. You can make certain

of using real extract of finest
Vanilla beans by buying
Shirriff’s True Vanilla.
24

SALESPEOPLE WANTED for the most
wonderful proposition of the Century, Ep.
ergetic salespeople communicate with us at
once for full particulars.

DEPARTMENT B. - CANADIAN SPECIALTIES Co
Station C. Montreal. ;.

—

dmgﬁ.‘s‘ ‘(? Lh?
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Read what
this Mother

says:

‘““1 am the mother of eleven « hildren,
and have brought them all up on
Robinson's *“Patent” Barley. since they
were a fortnight old ; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
wasting away, and she tried several
kinds of food, and when 1 saw her I
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley,
and it is almost wonderful how the
child has improved since taking it.
I have recommended it to several

’ people, as I think it is a splendid food
for babies, and I advise every mother

that has to bring up her baby by hand

to use Robinson's ‘Patent’ Barley, as
PA it is unequalled.”

N Mrs. A. C. Goodall,
gets the credit for the health, ;

12 Mount Ash Road,

Of thi‘ family Of eleven. b\ e Sydenham Hill, S E.,
MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL London, England

What is Killing Your Lawn?

Dandelion, Buck Plantain and Crab Grass secure such a hold on
many lawns that the grass is completely smothered out.

The Clipper Lawn Mower is the only mower that will cut and drive
these weeds from your lawn and it will do it in one season.

Old style mowers catch the top of the grass, jerking it, breaking the
feeders at the roots and killing it. The Clipper Mower does not touch the
grass until it cuts it. In this way the feeders of the roots are not broken and the grass becomes

thick, producing a beautiful lawn. WRIZE FOR CATALOGUE.

Clipper Lawn Mower Company

Dixon - - - - Illinois

A Razor is only as Good as its Steel

When you buy a razor with a Barrel Trade Mark you get razor perfection and
the Barrel Mark is its guarantee—made of the finest tempered steel to keep
your temper.

Sold where quality is demanded.

GREEFF-BREDT & Co.,
TORONTO

Canadian Agents
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Clear Carbon Copies Would Save Your Time

HERE is no excuse for poor Carbon
copies—faint smudgy copies.  They
waste hours of your time, often prove to

be your only record of important letters—a
quotation or agreement.

Some like that in your fyles? You
can't be using PEERLESS Carbons.
PEERLESS Carbon Papers make copies
clear as originals without smudging or blur-
ing. Order abox and note the difference.

CARBON T'YPEWRITER
PAPERS RIBBONS
52
Clean cut, neatly-typed letters are a credit to the firm
that sends them out. If yours are not going out in as
fine shape as you would like, PEERLESS Ribbons will
sharpen them up.

There are PEERLESS Dealers everywhere.
Peerless Carbon and Ribbon Mfg. Company, Limited
176-178 Richmond Street West, Toronto.

M TR bl el B SR AT AR 50 i W S TSR

-

INOVGSD S

N‘”gs:y’ r i !‘,‘73 i)




CANADIAN ‘«IAG\ZI’\'E AI)\'FR'I‘[\F‘R 81

JJIllI[IllllllIIlIIIIIIIIHIIlllllllllIIlllIlI]lIl!llIlllII|Illlllllllllllll!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIlIHIIHIIIIL:"

Sef fhe
O/f.‘&c/ozyﬂ/‘ rves

a]’zn_gel

In America Could be
Ended This Week

If all people used what millions are
using, there would be no corns next week.

Every corn would be treated at once
with a little Blue-jay Plaster.

of
'! l The pain would stop instantly. Then
the B & B wax would gently loosen each
corn, In 48 hours all the corns would
come out,

You can prove this yourselt in two days.
OPF I : I : Try a Blue-jay on that old, old corn.
Note hu\\ it acts without any discomfort.
Note the absence of pain or soreness. The
corn is completely forgotten.
Then note in two days how the whole

.Al't Egcelleﬂf corn lifts out.

Blue-jay keeps millions free from corns.

The fempting All the Corns
Ar

When you stop p:\ring—ﬁto)) old-time

-
Appefiser treatments — you will have freedom too.
And all people sometime will know this,

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It
loosens the corn.

B stops the pain and keeps the wax from
CHASE -A-N.D spreading.
C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to
SMBORN ‘.. be comfortable,
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on,
MONTREAL

Blue-jay
Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15c and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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SANOL’S ANTI-DIABETES

A remedy which has no equal for

DIABETES
No Diabetic should fail to give this perfectly
harmless and efficacious remedy a trial. ' It
never fails to effect wonderful results, It has
the unrestricted approval of prominent physi-
cians. Price $2.00 per bottle,
SANOL

| is a Reliable Cure for Gall Stones, Kidney
‘ Trouble, Kidney Stones, Bladder Stones,
: Gravel, Lumbago and all diseases arising

} from Uric Acid, Price $1.50.
R G SANOL’S BLOOD SALT
(Sal Sanguinis)

" | This salt is an excellent and absolutely harm-
less remedy for any disturbances of digestion
such as Dyspepsia, Gastric Catarrh, Sour

PENWOOD ‘ Stomach, Heartburn, Loss of Appetite, Con-

(00D LOOKS-GOOD FIT stipation, etc., and as an aid to digestion in

I GOOD WEAR. j

wasting and nervous diseases.
The preparations of the originator have been

1 awarded First Prize Medal at the Hygiene
EARL & WILSO 2

‘ Didactical Exposition by the Universit of
SHIRTS $150 AND MORE Lemberg. Price 50c. per bottle. %

LITERATURE ON REQUEST. ‘
The Sanol Mfg. Company of Canada, Ltd.
975 Main Street, Winnipeg, Man,

THE “UPTON” FLAVOR

in Jams and Jellies is the most delicious
that can be obtained, because these

Goods are made from only the purest of

Fruits under the moest hygenic condi-

tions— T henatural flavorof fresh fruits

Try an order of UPTON’S
on your next Grocery List

THE T. UPTON COMPANY LIMITED
HAMILTON . ONTARIO
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A Skin of Beauty Is a Joy Forever

Dr. T. Felix Gouraud’s

* E B Dmrsuxsoumuos Orlental

S | oRIENTA
N | IMAG'CA:?EAUTlF'ERr; | or Magical Beautifier

W rzLiEVES SUNBURN anD
| REMOVES TAN

Every lady who spends the
Summer at the seashore, in
the mountains or at some
fashicnable watering place
should take with her a few
bottles of GOURAUD’S
ORIENTAL CREAM to im-

= ARED BY
= ; prove and beautify her com-
ffRDTHOPK‘NS§’SON " plexion and protect her skin
NEW YORK:- LO ‘ 3
PARIS " ¥ from the burning suns and

bleaching winds, and damp
A night air. It has been in
actual use for considerably over half a century, which proves 3
its superiority.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM cures Skin Diseases and
relieves Sunburn. Removes Tan, Pimples, Blackheads, Moth
Patches, Rash, Freckles and Vulgar Redness, Yellow and
Muddy Skin, giving a delicately clear and refined complexion.
It has the highest recommendations and cannot be surpassed
when preparing for evening attire.

50c. and $1.50 Per Bottle

at Department Stores and Druggists o1 direct on 1ece pt of price.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, 37 Great Jones St., NEW YORK.
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No. 2057

Flegance and Endurance

centre In
“Standard” Silver Plate

W E present in the above illustration as beautiful a set as

has been produced in high-class Silver Plate. The
perfect harmony of every detail of the design is made
more pleasing by the highly burnished finish, and the
elaborate engraving on every piece. Covers are mounted with
real Ivory Tips. Of well-known ‘‘Standard” workmanship and
reliable ‘‘Standard’ quality. Satisfaction as to wear is guaranteed.
Enquire at your jewelers about it.

Sold by reliable jewelers everywhere.

Look for our name.
Every piece manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited -  Toronto
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Russell-Knight “‘Six," 7-Passenger Touring Model............ $5,000
Russell-Knight £Six,” Roadster Model........cocovvvvein.., 5,000
Russell-Knight ‘‘Six,” 5-Passenger Phaeton. ....... PO Y 5,000

F. O. B, West Toronto

The Russell-Knight “Six”

It has been generally believed that the four cylinder ‘‘ Knight” Engine offers
greater flexibility of engine and more in performance than any six-cylinder,
poppet-valve motor, can give,

But this new six-cylinder ‘‘ Knight” Engine surpasses anything that has gone
before. Developed concurrently in Europe, United States and Canada, this six-
cylinder motor of Knight design represents the highest type of automobile
construction that has yet been reached.

This Engine is powerful and flexible to a degree not before attained. It throttles
low in traffic, yet at a touch you have any speed you desire.

You need to sit behind the steering wheel, or take a seat in the tonneau while
this splendid ‘‘Six” negotiates roads and hills considered impassable, in order to
be fully impressed with its efficiency.

Model “42” and “28” were designed and produced side by side. The same balanced
construction and clean designing characterizes both models. But the “Six” surpasses even the
compani-n model in power, in silence, in flexibility to a degree that will appeal to those who
demand the world’s finest.

Though there is a clearance of 12”7 under the working parts of the car, skilful designing has
lowered the body and kept the centre of gravity so low that the car rides stzadily over even the
roughest roads. The long wheel base (140”) provides easy suspension of the body.

The Russell Starting and Lighting Sys'tem with the added convenience of left hand drive and
centre control, ranks the Russell-Knight “ Six"” as one of the most complete cars on the
road to-day.

Additional information upon request to the branch or agent nearest you,
RUSSELL MOTOR CAR CO. LIMITED
HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORY, WEST TORONTO

Branches at: Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver and Melbourne, Aust,
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A Real Car at a Right Price

OU will find in the McLAUGHLIN none of the fads and
fancies which are used as talking points where instrinsic
merit is lacking.

Forty-three years’ experience in the production of high-grad= vehicles

has proved the wisdom of adherence to tried and tested principles. With every
modern improvement which IS an improvement,

¥:::£°Utéa::d the McLAUGHLIN will meet the requirements
from $gl 250 up of the man who is looking for a 4 Real Car at

a Right Price.
Write for literature
McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA

Toronto Garage and Salesroom —Corner Church and Richmond Streets
Other Branch Houses—St. John, N B., Hamilton London, Belleville,
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FEARMAN'S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but ° Star BErand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

KNOX
GELATINE

KNOX GELATINE comes in
two packages—Plain and Acidu-
lated—both alike, except the latter
contains an envelope of concen-
trated lemon juice, taking the place
of lemonsin flavoring. Each pack-
age contains a tablet for coloring.
Knox Snow Pudding ——

1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine

1 cup of sugar. % pint cold water,
Whites of 2 eggs. % pint boiling water.
Rind and juice of 2 lemons.

Soak gelatine in cold water § minutes, Dissolve in
boiling water; add grated rind and juice of |

and sugar. Stir till dissolved. Strg
cuol place till nearly set. Add whites
beaten, and beat mixture till light and v
ligh'ly into glass dish or mold. Serve with thin custard
made of yolks of eggs, or cream and sugar

Knox Recipe Book FREE

A book of recipes for Desserts, Jellies,
Puddings, Ice Creams, Sherbets, Salads,
Candies, etc., sent free for grocer’s name.

Pint sample for 2.cent stamp and grocer’s name.

CHARLES B. KNOX COMPANY
499 Knox Avenue
Johnstown, N. Y.

Branch Factory :
Montreal, Canada

Either pack kes |
2 full auarts of Jelly, | 8
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32 Folding Pocket

KODAK

Pictures,
Post Card Size,

(3% x 5% inches)

Price,

$20.

So capable as to meet the requirements of the
expert—So simple as to fit the needs of the novice,

The high grade rapid rectilinear lens permits snap shots up to a hundredth
of a second. The automatic focusing lock is quickly set for any distance from
6 feet to 100. Has Kodak Ball Bearing shutter, automatic speeds 1/25, 1/50,
1/100 second—also operates for time and bulb exposures—loads in daylight with
Kodak film cartridges, and an indicator registers each exposure as made,
Kodak simplicity, quality and efficiency all the way.

Kodak catalogue free at your dealers, or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED E TORONTO
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TOILET SOAP

* <

HE supreme test of a toilet
soap is its use in the Nursery.

Infants-Delight Toilet Soap
received its name from the fact
that it has proved soothing and
refreshing even to the delicate
velvety skin of a baby. And
what is good for baby's skin
certainly cannot irritate the
fairest lady's cheek or the
tenderest shaven face.

Everyone who tries it likes
Infants-Delight Toilet Soap,
10c. everywhere.

v
John Taylor & Co., Limited,

Toronto

OLDEST AND LARGEST PERFUMERS
AND TOILET SOAP MAKERS IN CANADA

! ciz residents to store

town

Wy, Chicago
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Country Home

Itis now the sensible practice of many
their sterling in
vaults during their absence from

1847
ROGERS BROS.

** Silver Plate that Wears '’

| in their cou:ﬂ homes, For quality,

le, finish wear there is no silver
:{Ate equal to this well-known brand.

Our new pattern, Old Colony, illus-
trated ha;, isideal for (:‘dmll l";d Oldl
English rooms, will appea
to all loveumﬁ simplicity in silverware,

You can make no mistake in buying
1847 ROGERS BROS. silverware. Our
process of finishing closes the pores of
the silver so that it is worked into a

| firm, hard surface that will stand
| years of the severest kind of wear.

Guaranteed by the t

makers in the world. For sal
| by leading dealers. Visit the
| store of your local dealer and

see for yourself the beauty

| of this famous silverware,

Werite for illustrated cata-

:‘ ‘ogue’“T-H." showmg
| many of the newest patterns,

| Meriden Britannia Company

HAMILTON, CAN.
Meriden, Conn. New York
San Francisco

coLonY
PATTERN
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- IMPReVE YeUR HEALTH wHILE. -
. SATISFYING Y2UR THIRST -

O’Keefe’s “Gold Label Ale” is
concentrated health, strength and

vigor. Itisa rich, creamy old
N ale — containing just the
nutriment needed :
to build up and
invigorate the
. Whole system.

The housekeeper who would make wash-day easier,
can do so by using

R Y S WARES

Eddy's Indurated Tubs allow the water to re-
tain heat longer and never rust. Being made
in one seamless piece cannot splinter, and so
the danger of snagged fingers and torn clothes
is eliminated. Used in conjunction with

EDDY’S WASHBOARDS

wash-day loses half its terrors. : = : ;
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' Baby’s Summer

Skin Troubles

How to prevent them

During the hot summer months
your baby’s skin needs especial care.
The high temperature and free per-
spiration cause the slightest thing to
irritate it. Rough underclothes, too-
warm clothing and overfeeding will
quickly cause it to become raw and
chafed. It will often break out in
rashes and red spots whose intense
burning and itching cause that irritable
crying which every mother knows.

Begin this treatment today

Begin today to The best means to prevent your baby's

give your baby the suffering from these summer troubles is a

Woodbury treatment daily bath with Woodbury's Facial Soap.

Use luke-warm water and a very soft wash-

cloth or silk sponge, applying a generous

lather over the entire body. Rinse with slightly cooler water and pat with a soft
towel until the little body is thoroughly dry.

Woodbury's Facial Soap is the work of an authority on the skin and its

needs. It has been recommended for years by physicians because of its valuable

roperties. Its cleansing action and mild antiseptic quality are just what your
by’s skin needs for summer protection.

Begin now to get its benefits. Geta cake of Woodbury's today and try
the treatment described above. See how delightfully sweet, smooth and soft it
leaves baby’s tender skin.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a cake. Nomother hesitates at the price
after her first cake. As a matter of fact it is not expensive, for it is solid soap—
all soap. It wears from two to three times as long as the ordinary soap.

Tear off the illustration of the cake shown below and put it in your purse
as a reminder to get a cake today.

Woodbury’s Facial S

oap
For sale by Canadian dealers from coast to coast, induding N ewfoundland
Write today for samples (NN H-WOODBURy .

For 4¢ we will send a sample cake. FA
For 10c samples of Woodbury’s Facial :
Seap, Facial Cream and Facial Pow-
der.  For 50c. a copy of the Woodbury
Book and samples of the Woodbury
preparations. rite today to the An-
drew Jergens Co., Lid., 109-F Sher-
brooke St., Perth, Ontario, Canada.
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TRAVEL IN
COMFORT

TAKE A
SWEATER COAT

Your health is protected and you
will enjoy SOLID COMFORT if
you wear ‘“MONARCH KNIT.\

We have an immense range of ,
up-to-date Styles. Ask your .
dealer to show you “ MON- |
ARCH-KNIT ” lines.

MONARCH-KNIT is the
Standard for Style, Quality and
r ‘W orkmanship.

The Monarch Knitting Co., Limited
Head Office—DUNNVILLE, CANADA
Factories at Dunnville, St. Catharines, St. Thomas, Ont., Buffalo, N.Y.

—




~ when they think of quality foods. For they know that from start
*to finish, nothing :wiylkl do for Libby’s but— the finest.

kDistér;‘ce meéﬂé’nothing to Libby’s. They go to Hawaii for the

it’s not a:I{ibby”buyerjtha: goes—but a Libby plant.

It makes a difference, too—a difference

s g 4 ‘*' (..‘v % / ’ Bo | ; (ke“
¢ "%'-3253193 W

& Bk of This Name -
Come The World's Best Foods

It's almost second nature.with most people to think of “Libby’s”

choicest pineapples, and to Spain for the plumpest olives
asreadily as to Illinois for the richest milk. And mind you,

__ That in itself is a wonderful guarantee of goodness.
For it means that there’s no long jostling in freight
cars—no bruising—no deterioration. For day by day,
as the crops ripen, they go straight to the big, cleanly
Libby kitchens that stand in sight of the fields.

~ And that’s the Libby way—always.

you can taste and a taste you will like, -
5 . Ltbby’sFoods— for qugl(ityﬂ énd convéni:ence.i k

Libby, MeNeill & Libby, Chicago |




Coffee is a

Secret Menace

to steady mnerves, a clear brain and the
best success.

The new food-drink

Instant |
Postum

‘‘openly '’ shows the way to comfort, health
and mental power.

It is regular Postum so processed that
only the soluble portions are retainzd. A
spoonful in cup with hot water, and sugar
and cream to taste, makes a delicious
beverage instantly.

“There’s a Reason”

for POSTUM

‘

For a Summer ‘‘cooler’’ add cracked
ice and a dash of lemon.

The Advantages of Drinking

BAKER'S
COCOA

The Cocoa of
High Quality

lie in its absolute
purity and whole-
someness, its deli-
cious natural fla-
vor. and its perfect
assimilation by
the digestive or-

Registered
Trade-Mark ga'n S.

W alter Baker (@, Co. Limited

Established 1780
Dorchester, Mass.

Montreal, Can.

BLUE BIRD

““The Perfume of Happiness.”

The expression in lightsome, joyous

, fragrance of all the beauties of

Maeterlink’s masterpiece. You may
; have it in any of these—

Perfume
Cologne
Sachet
Soap

Talcum

ASK YOUR
DRUGGIST

which razor you use

you can’t get an easy shave unless
your face is properly prepared. o
not use a lather which has to be

. “‘rubbed in.”” *‘Rubbing in’?'brings the blood .

to the surface and opens the pores, thus allowing

the free caustic to get in its painful work—ng

wonder that you hate to shave! Try

Mennen’s Shaving Cream

It contains no free caustic and requires no Mussy
“‘rubbingin’’ withthe fingers. Itsoftens the bearg
while you work up the rich, full:bodwd lather,
It reduces shaving to two operatlons-—laﬂ;erm

and shaving—and leaves your face fresh and cool,
Self-shaving is a big economy ; Mennen’s will give

Wi gt tips. 1t's the on)
you 10 shaves for a cent—and no tip % and'a clcag

sanitary way: your own razor, brus
cream each shave from a germ-proof tube.
For sale everywhere 25 cenls. Sample! ube free.
GERHARD MENNEN COMPANY, NEW{*;RtKi)N. 1
Makers of the celebrated Mennen Toilet Powdey

A

T. H. Best Prixting Co , Limitep, ToronTo, CAN,

]



