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Word to Mothers

The comfort of a baby largely depends upon the condition of its skin,
which is so tender and sensitive that only constanf and unremitting care
can keep it free from irritation. The first necessity and safeguard in
these matters is a soap that will act like balm upon the baby skin, that
soothes while it cleanses, is kind to the skin, and of a gentle emollient
daintiness. INo soap answers to this description so completely as

Pears’ Soap

No soap is so comforting for a baby, so pure or so perfect in its hygienic
influence. Bad soaps injure the skin and worry the baby, Pears softens,
pPreserves and beautifies.

The skin of a baby is kept sweet, wholesome and healthy and retains its
baby softness and beauty to later years by the regular use of Pears.

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
¢ Al rights secured.””
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term,
with a fixed tariff based on strict relation to the MODERN COST
OF LIVING. Accomodation can be had from the modest, but
comfortable, Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
Apartments—spacious and elegant—are unsurpassed in Kurope.

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT
BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Cecil Booklet. This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London, It can be had for the asking from

=

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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The Canadian Magazine for
s S ECIT

THE SURRENDER OF POUNDMAKER Major C. F. Winter, of the Canadian Militia
Staff, was present when the famous Indian Chieftain Poundmaker surrendered to Major General
Middleton. He has written for The Canadian Magazine an account of that memorable meeting,
giving the impressions that he as an eye-witness received. The article is well illustrated.

THE MAGDALEN ISLANDS —M:. W. Lacey Amy concludes his treatment of this far-away
part of the Dominion, giving attention in this article mostly to the people, their habits of life and the
grim yet wholesome struggle they wage continually against severe elements.

THE STORY OF A LOVE—This is a short story by the author of *“Anne of Green Gables.”
Miss Montgomery is one of the most charming of Canadian writers, and her circle of readers is rapidly
enlarging. ;

A PSYCHOLOGICAL STORY—Mrs, lsabel Ecclestone Mackay has been making an impression
with what might be called mind-mystery stories. These stories have all the fascination of the detective
story, with the added charm of fine writing. Read the one in the March Number.

PLAYS OF THE SEASON-—M:r. John E. Webber will continue to keep his readers well
informed on the things worth knowing about the New York stage.

CANADIAN COLLECTORS AND MODERN DUTCH ART—This isa subject of
peculiar interest to Canadians, because Dutch Art has had both a good and a bad influence on Canadian
collectors. Mr. E. F. B. Johnston, K.C., the noted “criminal’’ lawyer, who is a collector himself, has
written for The Camadian Magazine an appreciation of the best Dutch painters and a warning to buyers.

¢ THE RING AND THE BOOK *’—Professor Clarke concludes his masterly review of this great
Browning epic. Professor Clarke is a Canadian, and just now is lecturer on English literature in the

Peabody College for Teachers at the University of Nashville.

- WHAT IS EMPIRE? Particularly just now this paper by the Honourable Williim Renwick
Riddell will be read with great interest.

BUILDING THE HABITAT The frontispiece will be a reproduction of another of Mr. C. W.

Jeffery’s paintings of Canadian historical subjects. It will be shown in three colours.

T HE CanapiaN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

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

SR L LR R
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The largest 25c tin of the finest grade Talcum

packages,

Vinolia Perfume.

On sale at all good Druggists
VINOLIA COMPANY, LIMITED

7] o

) ()

7 all B
i : . ! 7 ‘( ; i 5
' /4 ¥ oon,t:m- double the quantity of powder, in usual size
: : y ¥ Exquisitely bland, cooling and soothing. Perfectly ab-
e sorbent—easily brushed away, leaving skin and pores
‘1‘ A ; i clear, Delicately scented with the charming Royal
BAST :
B Rt IR
TBoYALVINoL,A
ALCUM POWDER
.............................................. l London Paris Toronlo
PRICE ONLY 25 CENTS. Canadian Depot : Eastern Ave., Toronto 101

vader

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

¢ LAMY&%
ME&K\HN o

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIB
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE

<
SR

Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7&3558 ST ENGLAND

THE

LI

IT HAS NOEQUAL  “ The Qucen of Toilet Preparations”

Prevents
ROUGHNESS,
FOR KEEPING ot
THE SKIN IRRITATION,
CIIAPS? _EIC.
SOFT, lNVA_i.iJAqu-:
SMOOTH, T “THE SKIN
SOOTHING AND REFRESHING AND COM’::‘E’“ON.
AND WHITE Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete. ;:g;-:-l: .cgfm“\;‘n::)s

AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM&SON, Cheltenham, England
Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no substitute.

Entirely Removes and

and HARD WATER.
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FOOD

is soothing and satisfying. It contains all the
elements of a natural food in a condition suit-
able for immediate absorption.

When milk alone is heavy and unsatisfying, Benger's Food made
with milk, is appetising and nutritive.

Benger's Food should be used for healthy development in infancy,
for rebuilding strength in weakened systems, and for the preserva-
tion of old age in usefulness and wvigour.

For INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE AGED

The * Briti-h Medical Journal ” says : “ Benger's Food has
by its excellence, established a reputation of its own.’

Rcaders can obtain a 48-page Booklet, *“ Benger's Food and How to Use It.” which contains a
* Concise Guide to the Rearing of Infan(e and practical information on the care of Invalids, etc.,
on application to Benger's Food Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, England.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, efc., everywhere.

TO MOTHERS!

Thousands of persons annually testify to the unfailing efficacy of Doctor Stedman’s Teething
Powders, for all disorders during the period of cutting teeth.

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

are guaranteed by the Proprietor and by the highest analytical authorities, to contain no opium
nor other dangerously soothing ingredient, thereby making them the safest and best medicine for
Children. Ask distinctly for DOCTOR STEDMAN’S TEETHING POWDERS and

see the Trade Mark mo wx. a Gum Lancet on every packet and powder, and be not

imposed upon by substitutes,

To be obtained OF ALL CHEMISTS and STORES
Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, England
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CLOTHING
SATISFACTION

Get your Suits made to Order by

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.,
HOLDERS OF
24 Royal and Imperial Warrants
whose reputation for ¢ Old Country’’
Clothing Fabrics of first class quality for
Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s wear is of many
years standing.

5 Tno‘ Hall-marlf of :
| Ggenton Bwinett)

ioyal el Foiges

Quality
Please mail a post card te-day to
Egerton Burnett, Ltd,, c/o J. J. Gibbons, Ltd.,
119 West Wellington Street, Toronto.

for FREE SAMPLES, Price Lists, Style Plates, I 4 E’“"
Measurement Blanks, Ete. 2 > 57115
i Ne671

or write direct to
Wool Fabric in various shades and s, Sixle Costitne mmade Yo

C EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd" order in the ‘‘Castleton” Serge
g;:;gfls) for $12.05, Postage 72 Cts. R. W. Warehouse (a splendid fabric for present

N S S 1 d wear, in n‘ew shs,degs an% fancy
ew  Sprin am te . designs for  $15.35. 'ostage
o LT St sl il Wellington, Somerset, England. et SR L i

This style suit nfade to order in
 Wontarewilware” Tweed (a Pure

about 72 Cts. extra.

g,

HIGHLAND COSTUMES

The Associated Board y
Send to-day for Patterns, Sketches, Self-

OF THE
¢, Measurement Form and Catalogue.

Roval Hcademv Of muSic :»‘ We pay Half-Postage to all parts of
AND

¥ the World.

YW Specimen “‘Full Dress” Highland Costume \J
d As Illustration, Size 2, Probuble Age 6 Years A L)
1st, Q1"

L 1)
Roval @ollege of Mwsic | < £
’ & Velvet Doublet and
R R © 4
' ') / D : T ) > - g o 3
LONDON, ENG. \| EERAH 110
/ §houlder Brooch - 73
For Local Examinations in Music in the e e ¥
BRITISH EMPIRE \f’ g}gl!l;(?:rgﬁax;garx‘y ::
ap - - - - K
. . > ¥¥  Cap Orest - . . 25 y
<t 7 Cocktail 2! X
Patron—His Majesty the King. By il T ‘
i ;:n“-n ]-:oni ;h - 85 )
. . . . . ° P
5 The Annual Examinations in Practical Brogﬂu iy 2 06 §
usic al.xd Theory will be held throughout I ®xtras though not nocessary (‘i\
Canada in May and June 1911. An Exhibi- B s B 0\
ti 3 % Set a Bel 3
On value about $500 is offered annually. } R i
2 3 g o 825 55 ;
Syllabus,. Music for the Examinations N The price of. the above. est: i
:ndrall' particulars may be obtained on N i'ff;?&%’:ﬂ:mu Savhd A \
Pplication to 2 ESTIMATES GIVEN., 8
M. WARING DAVIS J(® ForGent WEH’ hland C wholaorcplnofm, g.‘
INVITE CORRESPONDENCE. /
A D ‘
8:7 Shuter Street, Montreal. % ADAIR & CO., &8 o 4
(Resident Secretary for Canada.) Y 74, South Bridge, EDINBURCH, SCOTLAND. [/

4,

&

’,,‘,; s ',‘;"L, & ,-s (‘. :‘J!f N,
(\‘1 03 b \ b-’,' 8 y v v
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The World’s Greatest Glove House is

The LONDON GLLOVE COMPANY

Cheapside,

London, England

Attention is directed to the following makes of Gloves all of which are of British manufacture and subject to Preferential Tariff.

Single Pairs at Warehouse Prices

The “Connaught” lLadies’ Strong
Cape Cloves, in Tan or Oak Shades, spear
points, prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons,
R 1 cents per pair.

The “Blenheim” Best quality, Fine
Cape Gloves, British Made in White, Tan,
Qak, Dark Grey or Black, spear points,
prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons, 91 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Doesk’n Gloves, PBritish
Made in White, Grey, Beaver and Tan
shades, pique sewn, 2 buttons. 46 cents
per pair

Ladies’ Saxe Doeskin Gloves,
British made, best quality, with Strap and
Press Button, in Tan, Beaver, Putty, Grey
or White, 69 cents per pair.

The Canadian, Buck Finish, British
made, Prix Seam Sewn, Tan or Grey with
Self Sewn Points, 3 Buttons, 95 cents per
pair.

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves,
in Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British Made,
Prix Seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, $1.19
per pair.

No intermediate Profits

Ladies’ Best quality Real Rein-
der, British made, Prix-seam Sewn, in rich
shades of Tan or Grey, $2.07 per pair.

LINED GLOVES

Ladies’ Brown or Black Chev-
rette Gloves, British made, with Woollen
Lining, 3 Press Buttons, 69 cents per pair.

Ladies’ Brown Chevrette Gloves,
with Wool Lining, Fur Lined Wrists, and Fur
Tops, Elastic at Wrist, 95 cents. per pair.

Ladies’ Fine Chevrette, British
made, in Brown or Grey, with Fur Tops, hali
Lined with Fur, $1.09 per pair.

Ladies’ Superior quality Chev-
rette Gloves, in Brown or Black, British
made, Lined throughout with Fur, Elastic
Gusset Wrist, similar to above illustration,
$1.58 per pair.

Ladies’ Best quality Cape Gloves, Lined throughout with
Fur, Elastic Gusset Wrist as above illustration, in Brown shades only,

British made, $1.95 per pair.

Ladies’ Reindeer Gloves, in Tan or Grey, Lined with Grey
Squirrel Fur, Elastic Gusset Wrist, $2.80 per pair.

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.
A detailed and illustrated Price List sent post free, or may be obtained from the CANADIAN MaGAZINE Office,

Toronto, or will be sent post free from England.

Remittances, including postage. by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

General Post Office, London, England

Address
all Orders

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England

COFFEE

The Traveller’s
Friend !

By Road or Rail,
By Land or Sea,
Your boon companion

‘Camp’ should be.

Fragrant —
Invigorating

Ready in a
moment.

R. Paterson & Sons
Ltd.
Coffee Specialists
G

THE DOCTOR: “ Ah! yes, restless

aad feverish. Give him a Steed-
man’s Powder and he will seon
be all right.”

Stesdman’s Soothing Powders

CONTAIN
NO
POISON
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

Wite for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) -and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND o s

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
Telegraphic Address : (*“ LINEN, BELFAST.”) o 2 A
IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FURNISHERS BY ROYAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

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

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

W hich, being woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last.

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

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 2)4 yards wide, 57c. per
yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9c. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-
ters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and. Linen-Diaper, 23c. per
yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 10c. per yard. :

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56
per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c.; 2% yards by 8 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Mono-
grams, Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special atten-
tion to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.).

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longcloth, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze
Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. .OLD SHIRTS made good as new,
with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts for $3.86 the half doz.

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: “The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver
have 'a world-wide fame.”—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.”
—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 60c.
to $2.75 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: Collars—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from $1.18
per doz. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makers to Westmin-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish Col-
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.” —Court Clroular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery, 56c.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial
(Oéltﬁti fr;)m $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00.

ee List).

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

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 427 Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND.

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



10

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISEER

before you
take the bottle

See the letters H.P.

and the British

Houses of Parlia-
ment are on the
label—it’s an imita-
tion of H.P. if they
are not there.

=23 That's H.P.

The Sauce success of
the day. Made in
England and enjoved
all over the world.

Your Grocer
sells H.P,

53 VYears Reputation, Makers Contrenet Curtains,
Double Strength, Latest Catalogue, largest issued
Post Free. Lace, Serge, Tapestry, Muslins,
Curtains, Casement Fabrics, Table Linen,
Ladies’ & Gents’ Underwear, Shoes, Costumes,
Gents' Clothing. A Whole Warehouse in Book
form to look through. ‘Import your own goods British

made and Reliable. Write to-day.

CURTAIN PARCEL 32::°%:.% $6.60

All Patent Contrenet Make, durability guaranteed.
2 prs. good quality Point Lace Design Curtains
3iyds. long, 60ins. wide, worth $2 per pair.
1 pair Handsome Curtains, rich old Lace,
3iyds. long, 60ins. wide. (In White or Ecru.)
1pr.Curtains, Ribbon&Bowdesign 3yds.by43ins.
1 Duchesse Toiiet Set of Six Lace Covers.
Delivered to your home Postage & Duty Paid $6.60
Direct from the Actual Makers. Greatest Valueever offered.
SAM. PEACH & SONS, The Looms.
Dept. 664 NOTTINGHAM, England.

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, LTD.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

Do you want to learn to play
AT SIGHT ?
THEN USE

Dickins’ . .
Piano Cutor.

ENGLISH AND FOREIGN FINGERING.
60c post free, of all Music Sellers.

ALMA COLLEGE

gives practical training for any calling; preparesgirls
for home responsibilities. Conducted on sensible
principles. Picked faculty. Refined home surround-
ings.  Careful, thorough instruction. Situation,
climate ideal. Tuition low, Address for prospectus
and terms, Robert I. Warner, M.A., D.D., President,
8t. Thomas, Ont 12

THIS TRADE MARK
has been familiar to users of high-class
knitting wools for a century and a quar-
ter. It isthe mark ol Baldwin's famous

BEEHIVE WOOLS

AND STANDS FOR

Quality Comfort & Durability

See that each Skem of Beehive Wool carriesa ticket

with the Beehive Trade Mark. This mark is a

guarantee of reliability. Send for our free booklet

* Beehive Wools and their Uses.”

J. & J. BALD W IN, Halifax,
and Partners, Ltd, Engs
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Quite Right
NATURE BESTOWS on few

the strong white regular set of teeth so generally admired.
But those you possess, whether naturally perfect or not,
should never be neglected. Give them the attention they
require-by using

CALVERT’S
Carbolic Tooth Powder

It is a dentifrice with a world-wide reputation as an effec-
tive and satisfactory means of cleaning the teeth, and, as
you know, the cleaner the teeth are kept the longer they
are likely to last, and the better they look.

Then again, whilst polishing the surface of the teeth,
it provides at the same time an antiseptic cleansing, the
more thorough when the toothbrush is used from the gums
up and down, to get between the teeth.

And to mention one point more, perhaps not the least
in importance—especially where children are bein trained
to take care of their teeth—it is distinctly pleasant to use.

TOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT.
Tins, 15¢, 30c., and 45c.
Sprinkler-top Glass Jar, 35c.

FOR A TRIAL SAMPLE

send 2c. stamp to F. C. Calvert & Co.,
349 Dorchester Street West, Montreal.
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Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine. :
The Land of Big Crops.

The Land of Peace and Prosperlty.
THE LAND OF OPPORTUNITY.

Why not own a farm?

Give the boy a cha_n'ce. Get in on the “ground floor ”

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
encreasing ; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
Room for 50,000,000 more.

‘For further Information Apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA.
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GURZON’S
"WIRESTRAND"
SUITINGS.

TWO YEARS' HARD WEAR FOR $13.

Carriage and Duty Paid.

We guarantee that suits made from our ‘' Wirestrand’’
cloths will give at least two years’ hard wear, although the
price is only $13 including Duty and Carriage. The warp
is made from two-fold worsted yarn possessing a straining
strength of 335 Ibs.

The ‘* Wirestrand '’ Suitings have a standard of dura-
bility which cannot be equalled at double the price.

TWO YEARS HARD WEAR for $13.

The ** Wirestrand *’ Suit is tailored in high-class
artistic style, and made only to customer’s speciai
measurements. These cloths have earned for us
hundreds of unsolicited testimonials, and an experience of
five years with them enables us to truthfully claim that no
more satisfactory material for gentlemen’s wear can possibly
be found.

The Curzon way of doing business is not the ordinary
way.

The Curzon way guarantees each and every customer
absolute and unqualified satisfaction, or, in the absence of
this, the refund of the customer’s purchase money.

Thousands of gratiied customers. Thousands of satisfied customers,

It will pay you to investigate the Curzon way of tailoring.

Send post card and ask specially for ‘ Wirestrand?’
range of patterns. Together with patterns we send you fashion-plates
and complete instructions for accurate self-measurement and tape measure,
We fit you, no matter where you live, or refund the full amount of your
purchase money.

AWARDED TWO GOLD MEDALS.

Read our unique list of unsolicited testimonials. $20,000
forfeited if not absolutely genuine.

ZON B The World’s
OS Mezsure
L]

Tailors.

(Dept. 188), 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDCN, ENGLAND.
Address for Patterns:
" CURZON BROS., c/o THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE (Dept. 138 »
450 Confedération Life Buildings, TORONTO, ONTARIO.

Please mention this paper
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Re-opens
January 3rd.

Examinations
January 24th, 25th,
26th, 27th.

Applications must be
in on or before
January 11th.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Send for 160 page Year Book Special Calendar for School of Expression

LOWER CANADA COLLEGE

Notre Dame de Crace Healthy situation. Use of Westmount Athletic

grounds. 2 tennis courts. 2 rinks. Gymnasium.
MONTREAL. Sloyd (Manual Training) room. Excellent system

For Boarders and Day Boys. | of heating, ventilating and humidifying class
rooms and dormitories.

HERDIMASTER ; Among successes for 1910 are the 1st, 2nd, 4th and 10th

c' s. FUSBERY, M' A. lpi',al;le,% .McGill Science Matriculation. Also entrance to the

Late Headmaster, St. John’s School

Queen’s University and @olleae

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are aseepted a
the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certificate ; éb) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
(e) Bpecialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed.

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

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

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

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

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance, but students desiring to graduate must attend
one session

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

SCHOOL OF MINING LA COLLECE OF

Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON’ ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

- b. Chemistry and Mineralogy f. Mechanical Engineering
c. Mineralogy and Geology g. Electrical Engineering
d. Chemical Engineering h. Sanitary Engineering

i. Power Development
For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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Summer Term Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military
Commences College and Business. Careful oversight in the
April 19th, Classroom and on the Athletic Field.

1911.

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

Headmaster

UPPER and LOWER SCHOOLS
Excellent
Staff

Complete
Equipment

COLLEGE
TOR?NT?. ?ANADA.

Calendar sent
on Application

S

ASHBURY COLLEGE

ROCKLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Large, new fireproof buildings. Perfect sanitation. Beautiful and very healthy situation on high ground
outside City. Ten acres of playing fields. Large up-to-date Gymnasium. Junior Department for little boys.

Many recent successes at Universities and R.M.C. For Callendar apply to

Rev. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon) Headmaster.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Founded by the late George Dickson M.A. former principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs - : 1.

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.

LARGR LAWAS for games and recreation. Full sized outdoor skating
rink in winter.

RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the schcol. Specialists
in every department.

RECORD—1905-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination in Music
at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the highest Academic
Qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence, and of these 4 are European
Srained teachers of Modern Languages.

t 26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu-
fon 1, Domestic Science 1.

DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classes aver
age 10 each,

PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty extended course

for those not contemplating a university education,
MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A..

at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,

Principal. President.

Residential School
for Boys

Healthi' Situation. Fire-
SCHOOL vz
Extensive Playgrounds,

large Gymnasium, Skating

PORT HOPE, ONT, Rinks, ete

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.

For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L. D.
PORT HOPE, ONT.
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Bishop Strachan School

Forty-fourth Year
Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

A Residential and Day_.School for Girls.

Full Matriculation Course as well as elementary work, Domestic
Arts, Music and Painting. Centrally located yet with large
grounds. Lawn for Tennis and other games. Skating Rink
and good Gymnasium, For Calendar apply to

MISS NATION, Vice-President.

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls

340 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well

managed and convenient.Students prepared for Univer-
sity Examinations. Specialists in each department.
Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray
Knowles, R. C. A., Art Director. For announcement
and information address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

= £l Ay [ TECRIL PP
M M L VR 1L4,ﬁ %N\ (1] “
HILL CROFT |
BOBCAYGEON, ONT. ° \
A Residental School Bin the Country for Young
0yS.
New Buildings. Large Grounds. Graduate Masters.
Small Classes.
Head Master, W. T. Comber, B.A. (0xford).

APPLY FOR PROSPECTUS

T AW SN ANANSNANT

THE BRITISH AMERICAN
BUSINESS COLLEGE

Established: 1860
Y.M.C.A. BUILDING, - TORONTO

is'a well known name in Business Education,
For over fifty years it has been noted for the
high character of its work, and it is now better
than ever before, in all essential points. Indi-
vidual instruction, up-to-date courses, equipment,
teaching staff, positions for students. It is The
First. A handsome catalogue mailed on request.

T. M. WATSON, Principal,

L‘V\\NWMW

STAMMERERS

The methods employed at the
ARNOTT INSTITUTE are the only

rices. Our stock is unsurpassed.
Ty a few of these sets, if not sat-
isfactory we will refund your

We have the largest and finest
ST AM Ps stock of British Colonial stamps
all priced at the lowest possible

FOR

ical methods for the cure of stam- money. 50 fine different British
log? They treat the CAUSE— GOLLEGTORSI Colonials only 15c. 25 Britis
mering. i ! / West Indian 25c, 30 British Africa
not merely the habit, and insure 25¢ 12 Jamaica Queen 30c¢, 15 Mauritius 30¢, 7 Barbados
NATURAL Speech. If you have 10¢, 27 India 30¢c, 6 Fijian 14c, 4 Bearbados Jubilee 1le,

the slightest impediment in your

7 Hong-Kong 10, 3 Sout' ern Nigeria 10, 19 Straits Sett-
lements 30e, 12 Victoria 10¢, 9 British (uiana 12¢, 21 Cape

speech, don’t hesitate to write us, Good Hope 50c, 4 Lagos 15¢, 9 Trinidad 15c, 8 Western
Cured pupils everywhere. Pamph- Australia 10c, 5 Tasmania 8¢ 5 Gibsaltar Queen 14e, 12

let, particulars and references sent

on request.,
ARNOTT INSTITUTE

THBEERLIN ONT., CAN.

’

New South Wales 10¢, 100 All Different 50c.

No surcharges included in any of above
Large 36 page illustrated catalog free with order.

Colonial Stamp Co., 350E. 53rd st., Chicago
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AR

4 Glendbawr

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

Large Staff of Highly Qualified and Exper-
ienced Teachers and Professors. Native
French and German Teachers.

Pupils prepared for the Universities and
for Examinations in Music of Toronto
University, the Conservatory of Music, and
the Toronto College of Mnsic.

Modern Educational Methods, Iefining
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.

Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink.

ror Prospectusfapply to
E <~ T JMISS |VEALS, Principal,

RIDLEY COLLEGE

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
Uni
St. Catharines. Ont.

and for busi Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L., Principal

The Royal Military College

TH ERFE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canada
Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it isaccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.

mi) The College is & Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction in all branches of
itary 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 & complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which form such an lmportagt' part of the Cgllexe course
edical attendance is also provided.
o Whilst the College is organised on a strictly military basis the cadets receive a practical and scientific training in subjects
sential to a sound modern education,
an d'%’zfg ﬁ:ll‘!m includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
m.'l‘he strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course and, in addition, the
tant practise of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of & 11 kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.
Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are offered annually.

b Thie diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Dominion Land Surveyc¢r to
a8 :‘k Xﬂéf;l't r:% a university degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same examptions

Tholength of the course is three years, in three terms of 9’4 months' each,
The total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is about $800.

The annual competiiti ion f h year at the headquarters
of the Soveral mils pe e tﬁc t:lx.amlnlt on for admission to the College takes place in May of each yi

g.u.!"’ full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application should be made to the
tary of the Militia Council Otiawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

TORONTO

e

777772
>

L L7Z

Separate Senior and Junior Residental and Day Schools
with Preparatory Department
Preparation for Honour Matriculation, Havergal Diploma, Examinations in Music
and Art. Resident Frenchand German Mistresses, Domestic Science School, with six
Departments. Gymnasium, under graduate of the Boston Normal School, Cricket,
tennis, basket ball, rink, swimming bath,

For Illustrated Calendar apply to the Bursar.
MISS KNOX, Principal.

" The
WESTERN
ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

ASSETS, $3,267,082,55
LIABILITIES, 640,597.32
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,629,485.23

LOSSES paid since organization of Company
$52,441,172.44

DIRECTORS ;

Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK and JOHN HOSKIN, K. C. LL.D
Vice-Presidents
W.B. MEIKLE, Managing Director,

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

" Head Office - -

1910

has been a year of notable progress for the
The Great-West Life Assurance Company.

The business written is largely in excess
of that of any previous year, and as most
satisfactory conditions prevail in respect to
the permanence of the Company’s business,
the Gain for the yeur is a most satisfactory
item.

The three conditions that so largely
account for the Company’s success—high
interest earnings, a low expense and favor-
able mortality are again prominent featurcs
in the record for rgro.

Such progress affords convincing evi-
dence of the wide appreciation of the low
rates’ and high profits characterizing the
Policies of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company

Winnipeg
Ask for a Great West Calendar—free on reques;
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Ten Years Ago

if you had begun to save Ten Dollars a
Month and to deposit that sum regularly
with this Corporation there would now
have been at your credit

$1,437.73

even if you had not in the meantime
increased your savings, which you would
have doubtless have done. You could
have done this, and a balance like this
might have been worth much to you.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION
Toronto Street - Toronto

Capital and Assets $ 4,513,949.53 (Paid Policyholders in 1909. .$347,274.43
Insurance in force ’ $21,049,322.31 Surplus? to Policyholders. . . .$292,695.53

DAVID DEXTER,

President 'and Managing Director :
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NORTHERN

7 RIFE
Assurance Company of Canada
HEAD OFFICE - LONDON, ONT.

1910

The best year in our history

in every department.

W. M. GOVENLOCK, JOHN MILNE,
Secretary. Managing Director.

Facts
for the

Uninsured
and the

| Under- insured

Are contained in the
following pamphlets : §

| “Endowment at
Life Rate™

“Annual Report”
“Good as Gold”
“Press Comments”

“Reasons Why”

Ask for
Them
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 North #

& 5 '. . . e ¢
Amellcag'tyg[/‘4

Solid Y
' Continent

The
North American Life

is practically a mutual Company,
having the protection afforded
by a Guarantee Fund of $310,000
of which $60,000 is paid up.
While the guarantors are allow-
ed interest on this paid up
portion only, they are liable for
five times this amount. In this
way policyholders have the ad-
vantage of additional security,
while at the same time partici-
pating to the full extent in the
surplus of the Company. The
Board of Directors consists of
policy-holders, as well as guar-
antors, so that both are repre-
sented and equally interested in
the Company’s management.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

“Sold as the Gontinent”
HOME OFFICE TORONTO

GCANADIAN
RAILROAD
BONDS

Canadian Railroad Bonds have
always been held in high esteem by
the Discriminating Iavestor.

The 57, First Mortgage Gold
Bonds of the Niagara, St. Catharines
and Toronto Railway Co., have been
purchased by the best Canadian
Banks and Insurance Companies.

Satisfactory surpluses have been
earned every year over and above all
operating expenses and bond interest
and have been applied to general
betterment of the system.

The road runs from Port Dal-
housie through the City of St
Catharines, the towns of Merritton
and Thorold to the City of Niagara
Falls, almost entirely over a private

right of way. The Company also
has a branch line through Fonthill

and Welland to Port Colbourne.

Write for special circular
C3, which contains full |
particulars of this excellent
investment,

EMILIUS JARVIS & GO.

Members Toronto Stock Exchange

JARVIS BLDC. TORONTO

R AT s R RS ARt .
SRR SRR
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THE TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

issued by

The Canadian Bank of Commerce

are the most convenient form in which to carry money when travelling and may be obtained on
application at every branch of the bank. They are NEGOTIABLE EVERYWHERE, SELF-

IDENTIFYING and the EXACT AMOUNT PAYABLE in the principal countries of the
world is printed on the face of each cheque.

BANK OF HAMILTON

Head Office: - Hamilton

Hon. William Gibson, President
J. Turnbull, Vice-Pres. and General Manager

Paid up Capital - - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve and undivided profits - 2,900,000
Total Assets - - - over 35,000,000

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

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED
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BANK OF TORONTO

orrc: TORONTO, CANADA.

INCORPORATED - - - 1855

RECORD OF PROGRESS FOR FIVE YEARS

1905-1910
1905 1910
Capital $3 459 585 $4,000,000
Increase - $540,415
‘Reserved Funds $3 968 631 $4,944,777
Increase - " £076,146
Deposits $21 367 075 $36,985'719
Increase - - - $15,618,644 .
Loans &
Investments $27 433,324 $40,605,531
Inzrease - - $13,172,207
Total Assets $32 806 741 $50,314,397
Increase : - 17,507,656

Your |Banking Busmess Inv1ted

Savings Department at all Branches, Interest is added to balan-
ces half. yearly.

Business Accounts receive careful attention. .
The Bank has complete equipment and facilities for the transaction
of banking business for all classes of businees accounts both large
and small,

TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES AND LETTERS OF CREDIT ISSUED.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and }
Undivided Profits - - $1,307,809.25

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

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

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

THE MOST CONVENIENT {(WAY

TO REMIT MONEY TO ANY PART OF THE WORLD

IS BY THE

Money Orders and Foreign Drafts

AND THE

Telegraphic & Cable Transfer System

OF THE

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

Agencies Throughout Canada
GENERAL OFFICES. TORONTO.CANADA.
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THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Paid Up - _ $ 6,200,000

Reserve Fund - - 1,200,000
Total Assets - - 95,000,000
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :

E. L. PEASE, Vice-President
G. R. Crowe  James Redmond F. W, Thompson
Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson

H. 8. HOLT, President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen
D. K. Elliott =~ W. H. Thorne

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F, J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

1I60-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—-160
Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Jamaica, Trinidad and Bahama Islands,
LONDON, ENG., 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C. NEW YORK, 6% William St.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT oATA:L

ANCHES
Accounts opened with Deposit of One Dollar,
EVERY KIND OF BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED.

1 m
iy

I «:'mlllli H},‘
| mwwmun

We Manufacture and keep in stock
A Complete Line of

INKSTANDS

Wood Base, Non-scratching Rubber Feet.
Antique Oak, Mohogany, Maple.
Fi .ed Best Glass Ink Bottles.

OFFICE SUPPLIES

Paid-up Capital - -
Reserve Funds - -

$6,000,000
4,999,298

155 Branches in Canada.

Full Stock ‘“Up-to-date” Goods,

BROWN BROS. .o

Manufacturing Stationers, TORONTO

Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Hosits received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
estallowed a best current rates

General Banking Business.
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Actual Results Count

As a tree is known by its fruit, so is a Life Company by
the results it produces for its policy-holders. And the best
proof that a Company has made good in that respect is found in
the renewal of their confidence by old policy-holders.

OF CANADA

has many policy-holders who not only take out new policies as
they can afford to do so, but insure their sons in it just as soon
as they attain an insurable age.

A professional man, when acknowledging cheque m
settlement of his matured endowment, says ;

“] am well pleased with my investment, and expect
to have insured in your Company in the near future my
son for a good amount.”

Head Office WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., Pres’t. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager CHAS. RUBY, Secretary
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A Fairy Complexion
Fairy Soap not only agrees with the

tenderest skin, but improves any com- _

plexion. It is made from edible products — Ve, \

the kind seldom used in soaps. It is white i
— undyed — because it has no impurities i

or cheap ingredients to hide under the
mask of coloring matter. Fairy Soap
not only cleans, but cleanses.

It's the handy, floating, oval cake.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
MONTREAL

[ RTREE TR

lry nYour Ho
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E. D. SMITH’S

JAMS & 7 JELLIES

rISTERED

are made from hand sorted and thoroughlywashed fruits.
The Cooking is done by a specia method which pro-
duces a uniformly high grade of

JAMS AND JELLIES

and which retains the natural flavor of the fruits. These
goods are knownall over Canada as the very highest
standard.

mane 5y E. D. SMITH

WINONA - ONTARIO

T ‘ -
TOOTH POWDER

Perfection in Dentifrices. LR
Sixty years experience in the largest and best equipped W!W’
~ dentifrice plant in the world under the ever watchful eye of 1
experts and blended by machinery of latest design,
the choicest ingredients are transformed into the world
renowned SOZODONT preparations, in three forms;
Liquid, Powder, Paste.

No particle of grit. No taint of acid.

Their healthful fragrance penetrates the
minutest crevices of the teeth, giving the delicious
sensation of perfect cleanliness to the whole mouth
ructure for hours after use.

LYMANS LTD. - MONTREAL
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UNBUILT

BY A. CLARE GIFFIN

Photographs by Lyman Fancy

“Except the Lord do build the house,
The builders lose their pain;

Except the Lord the ecity keep,
The watchman watch in vain.’

"l" ROY town fell and furnished there-

by subject for an epic and ma-
terial for some few mounds on a
windy plain. In this “‘“Town of
Stormont, in the County of Guys-
borough, Nova Scotia,”” and its de-
solation there is, beyond dispute, no
material for an epic, though per-
chance somewhat for a plain history,
conceiving that history to be an ac-
count of people who would have built
a town and of that town as it is to-
day.

During the struggle that ended in
the separate establishment of the
United States, the last Royal Gov-
ernor of North Carolina, Sir Charles
Grenville Montagu (to whose memory
there is, by the way, a tablet in St.
Paul’s Church, Halifax), formed a
regiment—the King’'s Rangers—of
volunteers and volunteers persuaded.
He found his men in the colony of
which he had been Governor. This
regiment fought through the war, and
when the treaty was finally made was
of course disbanded. But to those
who had composed it, there was seant
prospect of making any comfortable
settlement with the new authorities

315

who were founding the great republic.
New homes were therefore the ques-
tion, and these were offered in Nova
Scotia, an unconsidered place to them
hitherto, unfamiliar to their minds in
every way.

Nevertheless, they put to sea from
St. Augustine, in two transports, and
came late in 1784 to Halifax, which
was dreary enough at that time of
fall gales, no doubt, but to them, in
some sort, a city of refuge. They had
already provisions, farming tools, and
clothing for three years; and at Hali-
fax one of the transports took on a
deck-load of lumber. They were
ready, as it seemed, for their venture,
for their entrance into their heritage.
Yet they were, it is said, unwilling to
go on just then, though surely the
future should have seemed fair
enough. To each one had been giv-
en ‘‘a building lot in the town of Stor-
mont, on the east side of Country
Harbour.” Well provided for as they
were, what else could they reasonably
ask? Perhaps they thought, and
surely not without reason, that the
chill of this new land of promise
might strike harshly on blood temper-
ed beneath a warmer sky; perhaps
they (or some black woman among
them with a touch of African witch-
craft) divined afar off the sweep of
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icy north wind down Country Har-
bour; perhaps it was no more than
a sub-tropical unwillingness to work.
At any rate, their leaders, Captains
Leggatt and Dawkins, urged a move
forward, and perhaps wisely enough.
The Halifax of 1784 had small accom-
modation for such guests.

That Country Harbour, whither
they were bound, lies about one hun-
dred miles eastward along the coast
from Halifax. All the shoreline is a
succession of harbours, but this one
stands among them without equal: a
deep gash between hills; a mile or
more wide, and perhaps ten miles
from harbour mouth to where the tide

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

northerly gales of the season, and the
company that looked up at that snow-
clad slope must have known more
than a little discouragement. Snow
and desolation, desolation and snow!
It was melancholy enough to look at,
more melancholy to go into and by
force of musecle and courage make
homes. It is not hard to think, sure-
ly, that they looked back, some of
them at any rate, to Christmas days
spent riotously perhaps, yet merrily:
kept with old-world pomp and circum-
stances or with homely good cheer,
certainly in care-free fashion and
under kindlier skies. Be that as it
may, they went on shore at last, and

DARBY'S POINT. NEAR HERE STOOD THE CAPTAIN'S HOUSE

is lost; spacious and safe; such a
haven as those that elsewhere have
sheltered half the world’s shipping,
though scarce a keel furrows its
waters. The western shore runs far
out forming one side of a wide bay.

Hither the ‘‘King’s Rangers”
came, on Christmas Day, 1784.
About three miles up the harbour on
the eastern side a steep hill runs
down in a wooded slope to the water’s
edge, and at the foot of this, at the
place now called Niblett’s Landing,
they went on shore. But only one of
their ships had arrived; the missing
one, with their lumber, had been
blown off shore in one of the fierce

in good time came the other trans-
port; but the lumber that was to
have built their shelter had been
swept overboard in the gale! A pro-
blem now arose, one to them almost
unsolvable; to make in this wilder-
ness some protection from the wea-
ther, whose quality they had already
tested.

So they began work. They were
not pioneers by blood, but of the
same type and class, many of them,
as those ‘‘poor gentlemen’’ down
whose sleeves Captain John Smith
poured cans of water in Virginia. Not
hardy New Englanders these, moving
on into deeper forest unafraid, but



AT "THE WILLOWS"

THE OLDEST HOUSE IN STORMONT. IT WAS BUILT BY GUY MORRIS MORE THAN A HUNDRED YEARS AGO
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THE HARBOUR FROM HIND'S PLACE. MOUNT MISERY IS THE MOUND-TOPPED HILL THAT FORMS A PEXINSULA ON THE RIGHT

slave owners and what are called now-
a-days ‘‘poor whites,”’ the last breed
in the world to put down on the coast
of Nova Scotia in mid-winter and bid
seek out the ‘‘many inventions’ of
the successful pioneer. And alto-
gether, men women and children,
white and black, there were about
nine hundred of them.

Along the face of the hill they built,
with who knows how much needless
labour (the sure penalty of lack of
gkill), log cabins, filling the chinks in
the walls with moss. So far, so good;
the four rude walls would withstand
the wind and even keep most of it
out; but the problem of roofing con-
fronted them and found either them
or their resources inadequate; they
roofed their cabing with brush, the
thick, strong-looking fir and spruce
brush that was so plentiful, and no
doubt looked so fit to keep out the
snow. They did not count on the
rain |

But the rain came, in perhaps, one
of those January thaws that are a
feature of the Nova Scotian climate,
and soaked unfailingly through their
roofs and into their cabins, so that
they took cold and died, many of
them, and had no further use for
their town-lots, except as earth for
ghallow graves. Those who lived
learned by experience, and tried an-
other scheme for roofing. They took
tree-trunks and split pieces from
them, somewhat like stavewood, and
made their roofs of them, with better
results. Somehow they struggled
through the winter. Three hundred
of them died and were buried all
along the slope of the hill; the rest
lived through it in their leaky cabins,
not, it is easy to imagine, with any
rose-coloured hopes for spring, but
with who knows how much of anguish-
ed looking forward to that season and
surprise that was half terror at ite
lateness.

There had been other enemies than
cold during the winter. With but
little practice in restraint, brought to
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despair by the implacable winter
and disease, the less responsible class
among the settlers ran wild. Strange
tales of sudden death were told
around the cabin fires, of brawls with
the Indians and atrocities that fol-
lowed, of all the riot and disorder
that might have been expected. Tl.lcse
who had money hid it in the chinks
of their cabin walls; and women, left
alone while their men were hunting,
dared unbar the door to none. Then,
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“THE BROOK . . .
FOULLY SLAIN WALKS AT TWILIGHT”

- WHERE THE GHOST OF A MAN

and even later, it was no uncommon
thing for the owner of one of those
town lots to barter it quite openly for
a pint of rum ; even their wives, some
said, were exchange for the ‘‘sov-
ereign’’ elements.

Spring came at last by the infinite-
ly slow degrees peculiar to the clim-
ate. In April there was snow on the
ground ; in May it flew in the air, but
the grass began to look green, and by
the first of June there were leaves on
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the trees. The colonists, or rather
some of them, began to take heart and
to think of the town yet to be built.
Others, of less during fibre, refused
to cast in their lot with an enterprise
that was, they said, patently doomed
from its beginning; and mindful of
that hill so liberally bestrewn with
graves, they went their way else-
where; back South, to other settle-

ments, anywhere, away from that
place of evil omen.
The others, those who stayed,

cleared the land where they had land-
ed and for about two miles down or
up the harbour, at intervals, as far
as the head of the tide, along the
western side of the harbour, notably on
that hill, aptly named Mount Misery,
where the initials of five of them are
still to be seen cut in a rock near the
summit, with the date—1785. One
went far out into the forest on this
western side, and there cleared a
farm and worked as a cooper. An-
other, Hinds by name, a young man,
married the daughter of one of his
officers and built a sturdy house of
logs, with a chimney of stone and
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wicker work, opposite to and a little
above their landing-place. Around
this he planted in course of time an
orchard whereof two old trees stand
to this day. He had a cider press
and a tannery. With his-own hands
he chiselled stones for his gristmill,
one of which is still to be seen and
was in use not so many years ago.
He reared cattle and sheep and swine,
had a loom in his house, and wove
cloth; learned to make shoes, and
made them, out of leather of his own
tanning ; and so lived and brought up
his family, in prosperity, homely
enough, but still untroubled.

Farther up on this same western
side lived coloured people and, far-
ther down, an eccentric person, Doctor
Deal, whose house stood in a clearing
still to be seen—a tiny plot of bright
green grass, circled by tall trees, a
fearsome place at twilight. And there
he lived with his negro wife, whom
he taught, so they said, strange arts
of compounding medicines.

On the eastern side, near the
original landing-place, was the most
thickly-settled spot. There two of
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the officers, Marshall and Darby,
built houses of some size, and around
them clustered others, whose names
are not preserved except in the casual
mention given them in a book, now
nearly destroyed, but still profoundly
interesting, if only for its unsatisfac-
tory glimpses into the past—the ‘‘Re-
cords of the Town of Stormont,’’ be-
gun about 1785. This book was kept
by a succession of officials. It record-
ed births and marriages, transfers of
land, and sheep marks. In it are
names quite forgotten, others barely
remembered, native hints of scandals
more than a century old, tantalising
suggestions of romance unremembered
for fifty years. It has lost many
pages, and its brown sheepskin covers
have suffered; but, in spite of all, it
retains a subtle air of confidence with
the past, of being essentially a link
with those who wrote in it.

Far up the harbour settled the Hud-
sons and a Doctor Cornwall (men-
tioned in the book), from whom the
“Doctor’s Brook,”” a romantic, peb-
bly stream and the scene of one
of the best of Stornmont’s many ghost
stories, takes its name.

As time went on, all this scattered
life began to crystallise around one
point—the ““Willow Trees,”” as it was
called, where the senior captain of
the regiment, Leggatt by name, had
built his house. He had come better
provided with money and slaves than
any of the others, and his house—two-
storied and capacious—became the
centre of this exotic community. He
was the great man of the settlements.
On him fell, to a great extent, the
charge of its government. The great-
er number of his large family were
born at Stormont, and are duly re-
corded in the book, and each is fur-
nished with a name of imposing
length, according to ancient custom.
The great house by the water swarm-
ed with =servants and hangers-on,
white and black. Wide Southern hos-
pitality was dispensed there, and it
must have seemed that around this
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nucleus would grow up the town of
promise,

There was, moreover, trade: an ex-
port of timber, for the forest beyond
the hills was hardwood and absolutely
untouched. This, with the energy of
some few of the settlers, seemed to
make prosperity an assured fact; and
they must have taken heart not a
little as, in the first quarter century
after their landing, large and comfort-
able houses rose here and there along
the water-side, as orchards bloomed
on the slopes of the hills, and as year-
ly more and more ships dropped down
stream, timber-laden. The spirit
of the first winter had never died out,
and with prosperity came opportunity.
There were still tales, less openly told
now, of cruelties to Indians, of mur-
der done quietly and covered hastily,
of rebellion threatened among the
negro slaves and punished with quick
and secret death. Riot and drunken-
ness still led to their old results and,
if less discussed, brought their punish-
ment. It was when the place had
been settled for nearly thirty years
that a privateer came into the harbour
one day, a Liverpool privateer, fitted
out and commanded by that shrewd
old citizen of Liverpool, afterwards
the Honourable Enos Collins. Tt cast
anchor off the ““Willow Trees,”’
where the great house and store indi.
cated a place of mark, and there the
crew went on shore. What riot there
was that night could only be guessed
at by the shouts faintly heard from
the ship. But the privateer sailed
next morning with a man missing,
and not long after a body drifted
ashore on the little beach, “Dead
Man’s Beach’ they call it now, at
the foot of Mount Misery. The body
was buried quietly, and no more was
said about it. But it has stood as an
unhappy memory of the place.

Thus it went on, till finally, it is
said, a crowning act of cruelty
brought a curse on the place, a curse
of desolation and misfortune, even to
the seventh generation, a curse laid
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on it by an Indian, one of the last of
his race. A useless thing, seemingly,
to call down desolation and failure on
a town built on the shores of a superb
harbour backed by heavy-timbered
hills, and already becoming a ship-
ping port. Useless, seemingly, but
significant, as it expressed what al-
ready hung over the place; the doom
of lawlessness or indolence in the
greater part of its settlers.

In truth, it was not long after this
that the first stroke of deadly mis-
fortune fell on Stormont. About the
year 1817, a great gale, accompanied
by a phenomenally high tide, ravaged
all the south coast of Nova Scotia.
At Halifax its effects were bad enough,
but on Stormont a sudden and terrible
misfortune fell. The great forests,
the source of its chief industry, were
so ravaged that scarce any timber of
value remained, for the salt wind had
killed and laid flat the trees.

At the “Willow Trees,”” too, the
storm did its utmost. The master of
the house was on his way home from
Guysborough, the county town, riding
through the woods by a bride-path.
When at last, wearied out and ill (for
he had been seriously hurt in falling
from a cliff a year or two previously),
he reached his home it was to find
scarcely its ruins. The tide, rising
above the road, had swept both house
and store away. Completely disheart-
ened by this calamity, he was car-
ried by his servants up the dark wind-
swept road, about two miles, to the
home of his daughter, Mrs. Morris,
with whom his wife and family had
already taken refuge. There, broken
down by disease as well as misfor-
tune, he died; and his widow and
younger daughters, left homeless,
went to England. His sons found
their way out into the world and a
more eventful life. One daughter, a
Mrs. Goudge, of Halifax, afterwards
built the Anglican Church still stand-
ing at Stormont, and for many years
she took a generous interest in some
old coloured servants of the family.

But at her death all connection of the
Leggatt family with Stormont ceased.
The Morris house, too, had its share
of misfortune. Its owner bled to
death there from a wound, some time
after Captain Leggatt’s death, and his
widow moved away.

From the time of the gale onward
Stormont continued to go down hill.
There were gleams of prosperity, it is
true, but no venture prospered stead-
ily, no family made for itself a secure
home; and this, too, in spite of ef-
forts repeatedly made. Whatever
may have been the underlying reason,
some malignant fate seemed to work
against all who tried to bring back
the prosperity that had seemed the
place’s right. Their houses were
burned, their fortunes wasted, their
plans over-thrown. More and more
people followed those who had mov-
ed away in the first years of hardship.
They went, some to Guysborough,
some to Halifax, and in their places
came in time, new adventurers, wit
new plans and new hopes. .

Early among these were a Mr.
Stuart and a Mr. Archibald, partners
in a saw-milling and ship-building
venture. For a while all went well.
The Archibald family moved to Stor-
mont and lived in a large house far
up the harbour. ‘‘Squire” Archibald
filled, in a sense, the place that Cap-
tain Leggatt had held, and around hig
house and shipyard as a centre gath-
ered the social and industrial life of
the place. Stuart married a widow,
Mrs. Stephens, whose parents, the
Stevensons, had been among the origi-
nal settlers and who had some little
fortune. With her husband she left
the Stevenson place, the property of
her mother (near where the old fam-
ily burying-ground still remains) ;
and, buying the Morris house, they
moved into it a spacious, stong-built
house, standing to this day, finished
quaintly within, with panelling and
heavy cornices, and obtaining up till
a few years ago, sundry treasures of
mahogany furniture and old china.

- g
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But though a son of the buyer still
occupies this house, neither the mill
nor the shipyard prospered. Less and
less came in every year, till the own-
ers were fain to give up in despair.
The Archibald house was deserted, as
the family died out or moved away.
Mill and ship-yard had become the
regulation Stormont venture.

Another bid for success was made
by a man named Modstock, son of
one of the original settlers. He trad-
ed for a number of years, and not
unsuccessfully ; he made money, and
built therewith his house. Then to
him, when, with several others, he
put most of his capital into the
schooner Reindeer, came the seeming-
ly inevitable. Swiftly his luck turned
and left him as poor as it had found
him.

Almost the last of these who fought
against the adverse fate of Stormont
was yet another ship-builder and a
captain of ships as well. Captain Ira
Pride set up his shipyard not far from
the original landing-place of the set-
tlers, and he built there a house and
store. He had energy and skill, but
no better fate than the others. The
shipyard did not pay, it was deserted,
and finally buildings and all were
burned in a forest fire. So that to-
day there is scarcely a trace of the
life there of forty years ago. Little
was done after this, and when the
brig  Wanderer, launched from
Hayne’s yard, dropped down the
stream the end of Stormont’s ship-
building had come, and its ancient
quiet settled down once more over al-
most the whole region.

Such a quiet! Tt is to-day almost
as still as before the King’s Rangers
made their landing. On *““The Com-
mons,”” as it is called, on the east
side of the harbour, opposite Mount
Misery, a few descendants of the early
adventurers live, notably Jesse Cly-
burne, and his wife, who was Sarah
Hudeon. They make a little garden,
and they like to talk of that pictures-

que history now fading out of re-

membrance. The old man’s father
was the first white child born in Stor-
mont. So close is this link with for-
gotten things! The few cleared fields
among which they live are being gra-
dually reclaimed by the forest; but
here and there among them is a wide
space, the site of some of the larger
houses of the old days. The wooded
spaces farther back are pitted with
old cellars, overgrown now with
blackberry vines and ferns. Over-
grown, too, and lost somewhere in
the tangle is the Leggatt burying-
ground nobody knows just where.

On the western side of the har-
bour, at the Hinds place, there is
more show of life and movement; ;
there are more people and more
houses and a certain air of prosperity.
But the original home farm, desert-
ed many years ago, is fast being
overgrown with alders. Only the site
of the house remains, a distinet cup
of green, with a great stone where
the door hung, and on the sunny hill-
slope before it scattered patches of
columbine show where the garden once
flourished. Here, too, by the brook,
are two old apple-trees, the last of
the orchard. And not far from the
present house is the family burying-
ground, for like the Stevensons and
Leggatts, they kept up the old South-
ern custom.

Up the river, at the Archibald
place, and above, there is something
life-life and properous. There is no
ship-building, no export of timber,
none of the life that was there for
some fifty years of last country; but
there is a certain amount of lumber-
ing and farming and an air of chasten-
ed enterprise. There are, moreover,
two types, pemsistent still: the mild,
sandy-haired, invertebrate,
white, and the military-looking, well
set-up representative of a fiercer breed
—interesting, perhaps, to the observer
of such things.

But at the ‘“Willow Trees,”” where
the vivid life of the place first cen-
tered, there is no promise of enter-
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prise. The turf, with scarcely the
faintest outline of a house, slopes
green below and above the old road.
The great willow trees that marked
the spot have fallen, and from their
trunks a mist of new shoots has sprung
up. The road down the harbour from
here leads past the deserted Marshall
and Darby places, past the mound
that marks the Marshall vault, past
the little house where two old people
live with their memories; down still,
till it loses itself in the thick woods
on Douglass’ Mountain. This emin-
ence is named for yet another of the
colonists, he who dealt so promptly
with rebellious slaves.

A quiet road now, grown grassy and
edged in spring with delicate young
leaves, and yet, not so long ago, with-
in the lives of the fathers of some
now living, it was the artery of how
keen and colourful a life!l They lived
with all the warmth of the blood that
was in them, intensely, heartily; and
in the affairs of that living they pass-
ed along this old road, where to-day
even the birds are fearless, so quiet
it is. They passed along this road,
beyond the “Willow Trees” and over
the brook just above them, where the

ghost of a man foully slain is said to
walk at twilight, and up into the
stretch of road that lies between that
brook and Pride’s deserted shipyard.
Did they feel, ever in the old days,
the weirdness that is in the air there
now? Who knows? The road runs
at the foot of the hill where they
built their cabins in that first winter.
All along the sides of the hill, over-
grown now with a thick wood, are the
graves of the three hundred who died
before the first spring came—those
dead people of whom they said, ‘““The
good sleep in peace, but the bad
walk.”” So that, even in those days,
there rested on the place a sort of
shadow. Now the trees are high and
dark above the path; the wind blows
softly, and the sky and the light seem
far away over this place, in a greater
degree than anywhere else in Stor-
mont, hangs the shadow of failure, al-
most of tragedy. Truly, they lost
their pain who built. And of their
hopeful building so little remains!

A lonely road! Lonely, though the
hill-top above looks southward across
the deserted fields and out over the
wide sweep of the harbour to the bay,
where the ships go by in the sunlight.

THE CANYON

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

DOWN in the trampled street a twilight of mirk and mist!
Blank looking window-eyes that flare into sudden light,

Up and up, till we strain to follow their weary height—
And, above, a sky as gorgeous as ever a sunset kissed.

Purple and gold and gray, with silver space between

Billowing opal waves, their flaming crests wind-curled,

Light that glitters and heaves and breaks on a rounded world,
Breaks and scatters in glory and slips to the vast unseen!
Down in the muddy street the toll that the night demands;

Red staring window-eyes up, up till the eyeballs pain,

Soul-weary men, earth bent,—and this is the thing we gain
When we shut ourselves in a canyon, built up by our own mad hands!

el



“THE RING AND THE BOOK”

AN APPRECIATION OF BROWNING'S GREAT EPIC

BY PROFESSOR GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

ONE lays down this great work with
a sense of a confusion of voices
sounding and echoing within—voices
that declare and argue, that doom
and defend, that explain ecraftily,
grieve comfortlessly, plead tender-
ly, that review and adjudge, that exe-
crate and blaspheme. Is there any
common calculus here,—any one
principle to which all conform ?
Various and incongruous as these
voices are, all alike seem to be seek-
ing—though few sincerely—a single
centre, truth. Let them be heard a
moment, one by one :—
Half-Rome.
. « + . Now, am I fair or no
In what I utter? Do I state the facts,
Having forechosen a side? I promised
you!”
The Other Half-Rome.
“All is told.”
Tertium Quid.
““The long and the short is, truth seems
what I show.”
Count Guido Franceschini.
“Now for truth!”
Giuseppe Capensacchi.
““Well then, I have a mind to speak, see

cause

To relume the quenched flax by this dread-
ful light,

Burn my soul out in showing you the
truth.”

Pompilia.

“, . . ’Twas truth singed the lies

And saved me, not the vain sword nor
weak speech.”

“Well, and there is more! Yes, my end
of breath

Shall bear away my soul in being true!”
325

Dominus Hyacinthus de Archangelis,
“‘Explaining matters, not denying them.”
Juris Dr. Johannes-Baptista Bottinius.
‘‘Able once more, despite my impotence,
And helped by the acumen of the Court,
To eliminate, display, make triumph

truth!

What other prize than truth were worth
the pains?”

The Pope.

“Pleadings and counter-pleadings, figure
of fact

Beside fact’s self, these summaries, to
wit,—

How o;rtain three were slain by certain

ve:

I read here why it was, and how it went,

And how the chief o’ the five preferred
excuse,

iA_nd how law rather chose defence should

ie,—

What argument he urged by wary word

When free to play off wile, start subter-

uge,
And what the unguarded groan told, tor-

ture’s feat

When law grew brutal, outbroke, over-
bore

And %lutted hunger on the truth, at
ast,—

No matter for the flesh and blood be-
tween.

All’s a clear rede and no more riddle now.
Truth, nowhere, lies yet everywhere in
these—
Not absolutely in a portion, yet
Evolvable from the whole: evolved at last
Painfully, held tenaciously by me.
Therefore there is not any doubt to clear
When I shall write the brief word pres-

ently
And chink the hand-bell, which I pause
to do.”
Guido.
“‘Sirs, my first true word, all truth and
no lie,

Is—save me notwithstanding!”’
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These several recurrent, expressions
of loyalty to truth can hardly be
looked upon as the result of a literary
accident. From Browning’s point of
view, they are significant and deliber-
ate, ranging all the way from skilful
deceitfulness, through conventional
credibility, to a childlike simplicity,
a manly passion for truth, and a wise
appraisal of human instinet and evi-
dence as seen in the light of history
and religion.

And then ? In which of these hearts
lies the final truth? Whose mouth
utters it? May we find it at last in
the scorn, the sorrow, the despair of
Caponsacchi, in the smiling innocence
of the child-woman, Pompilia, or in
the aged virtue

of an old, good man

Wh(; h;tpp.ons to hate darkness and love
light ?”?

In none of these, the Poet seems to
say, loyal and noble spirits as they
are; else why hear so carefully
each of the three, with the sinister
Guido and the lesser persons that have
but a public or professional interest in
the case ? All must speak freely and
be heard patiently, nay eagerly, be-
cause the being of truth is spiritual
and eternal and universal; while
language is human and mutable and
partial; because, although Art can-
not be content to formulate expres-
sions of fact merely, it can and does
evoke spirit from spirit, flashing out
truth in the process—essential truth,
as Mrs. Browning calls it in her
““Aurora Leigh,”” not ‘‘relative, com-
parative, and temporal truths’’; be-
cause—and now it is Browning himself
speaking directly :—

‘‘Because, it is the glory and good of Art,

That Art remains the one way possible

Of speaking truth, to mouths like mine at
least.

How look a brother in the face and say,

‘Thy right is wrong, eyes hast thou yet
art blind;

Thine ears are stuffed and stopped, des-
pite their length:

And, oh, the foolishness thou countest

faith I’
Say this as silverly as tongue can troll—

The anger of the man may be endured,
The shrug, the disappointed eyes of him
Are not so bad to bear—but here’s the

plague

That all this trouble comes of telling
truth,

Which truth, by when it reaches him,
looks false,

Seems to be just the thing it would sup-
plant,

Nor recognisable by whom it left:

While falsehood would have done the work
of truth.

But Art,-—wherein man nowise speaks to
men,

Only to mankind,—Art may tell a truth

Obliquely, do the thing shall breed the
thought,

Nor wrong the thought, missing the
mediate word.

So may you paint your picture, twice show
truth,

Beyond mere imagery on the wall,—

So, note by note, bring music from your
mind,

Deeper than ever e’en Beethoven dived,—

So write a book shall mean beyond the
facts,

Suffice the eye and save the soul beside.”

In these lines are found Brown-
ing’'s apology for his ample epie, in
which he seeks to get at the eternal
significance (that is, the truth), of
an Italian murder case of the seven-
teenth century. If it were the final
legal or humanly moral pronounce-
ment that Browning had hoped to dis-
engage, his task might justly deserve
Carlyle’'s bit of badinage: ‘“What a
wonderful fellow you are, Browning;

vou have written a whole series of-

‘books’ abrut what could be summed
up in a newspaper paragraph!’”’ Bug
though Brcwning is here patiently cur-
ing fo: the truth of fact, he does so
only in order that he may with con-
stant honour and cumulative power
strik2 through to the truth of life, the
trae truth, as the French call it, back
of its human shadows and semblances.
What that true truth is, all who read
this monumental poem may come to
feel, and may make it their own pos-
gession through mental intuition and
emotional sympathy.

It is a singuarly invalid objection to
urge against ‘‘The Ring and the
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Book,"’ that its theme is a sordid one.
Says William Sharp: ‘“There is noth-
ing grand, nothing noble here; at most
only a tragic pathos in the fate of the
innocent child-wife Pompilia.”’ *‘‘The
subject,”’ says Stopford Brooke, ‘‘is
not great, the fates concerned are not
important, and the same event runs
through twelve books and is described
twelve times. This is more than the
subject bears, and than we can al-
ways endure.”” With the latter part of
this objection—though this will be
noticed again—we have already dealt;
let the charge of unimportance be con-
gidered a moment.

Viewed merely as a matter of
record, the source-book of ‘“The Ring
and the Book’’ is, of course, eriminal
and gruesome enough; but so are
many of the bald themes of Zschylus,
Euripides and Sophocles; of Shake-

speare’s  ‘‘Othello,”’ ““Macbeth,”’
“Hamlet,”” ‘‘Lear’’; of Shelley’s
and of a host of modern plays

and novels. If the criminal ele-
ment were to be eliminated from
literature, a scanty little would re-
main. Cruelty and struggle are nec-
essary to tragedy, and these reach
their supreme human expression in
murderous crime, which thus becomes
the touchstone of tragedy. And
tragedy, for its part, as the writer
has tried to show elsewhere, is the
greatest form and atmosphere of
drama—of all literature and all art—
because of its mystery. ‘‘The idea of
tragedy,” (I quote from my treat-
ment of ‘““Hamlet’’), ‘‘is the deepest
idea of life—portent, riddle, Destiny,
yet in the very storm and stress of its
assault upon the Sphinx of Existence
it becomes the most dynamic form of
literature, and teaches implicitly the
inevitableness of eternal growth.’”” To
condemn the subject of ‘“The Ring
and the Book” as sordid and unin-
teresting is to condemn life at one
of ite most awful, yet powerful points
of symbolic virtue. Crime, as the
agent of tragedy, gathers into its in-
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ner history not only the fiercest mean-
ings, but the intensest. It is not, I
think, too much to say that a crime
requires a constrained, if momentary,
sincerity of character that through the
genius of a master-interpreter may
light up a world of darkness. Murder
both complicates and in some sense
solves its own mystery.

“The murder-poem,” then — as
Browning calls his masterpiece in a
letter to Miss Blagden—Ilet it remain.
Its history is, is brief, as follows:—

One June day in 1860, just about a
year before Mrs. Browning's death,
the Poet found among a miscellany of
second-hand wares, displayed for gale
on a stall of the Piazza San Lorenzo,
“odds and ends of ravage,” a square
old yellow vellum-covered book, ‘‘part
print, part manuscript.” A glance or
two sufficed to convince him that he
had a prize of unusual worth to such
a mind as his. He bought the book
for a single lira (eightpence), reading
it all the way back to Casa Guidi, and
there at home read on copiously until
he had mastered the contents by
nightfall. Stepping outside upon the
narrow terrace of his home, he pas-
sionately dreamed his way through
the summer night to.

" ehl Arezzo, the man’s town,
The woman’s trap and cage and torture-

place,
Also the stage where the priest played
his part,
A spectacle for angels.”
Thence the tragedy moved itself to
Rome, and, scene by scene, was re-
enacted before his inner eye, while
“The life in me abolished the death of
things,
Deep calling unto deep.”

For four years he brooded his epie,
before beginning the actual writing of
it—years filled with the crushing sor-
row of his wife’s death, with readjust-
ments, caused by the removal from
Ttaly to England, the editing of Mrs.
Browning’s last work and the produc-
tion and arrangement of much of his
own. ‘‘The Ring and the Book’’ was



328

published at last in four parts of three
books each, during the winter of 1868-
69. Its title refers to the source-
book whose story we are now about
to tell, and to the image of a ring
worn by his wife and carried by
Browning on his watch-chain after her
death. As the soft gold could not be
rounded into

“‘The rondure brave, the lilied loveliness,”
save by admixture with gold’s alloy,
8o, though by reversal, the crude, hard
fact of the Book’s record cannot be
made to yield pure truth save by ad-
mixture with the softening alloy of
fancy, for truth being spiritually born
is spiritually perceived, and the very
hardness of fact makes it alien to the
gentleness and pervasiveness of truth
until mingled with the directing, con-
trolling power of the imagination.
Fancy and fact combine, then, to
round out this epical ring of truth,
which becomes ‘‘just one fact the
more."’

The source-book, evidently preserved
by one Cencini, a friend of Guido’s ad-
vocate, containg virtually all the im-
portant documents in the case—plead-
ings and testimony, letters and court-
records, with the Latin title-page
transcribed by Browning :

“ . . . A Roman murder-case:
Position of the entire criminal cause
Guido Franceschini, nobleman,

With certain Four, the cutthroats in his

pay,
Tried, all five, and found guilty and put
to death

By heading or hanging as befitted ranks,
ranks,

At Rome on February Twenty-two,

Since our salvation Sixteen Ninety-Eight:

Wherein it is disputed if, and when,

Husbands many kill adulterous wives, yet
’scape

The customary forfeit.”

It sets forth the following facts:

In the year 1679, Pietro and Vio-
lante Comparini, Romans of the mid-
dle class and past fifty years of age,
were living in a seemingly well-to-do
way but in reality beyond their means,
being secretly in receipt of the papal
bounty. Both loved good living, but
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were improvident. Their debts were
pressing, but, being childless, they
were unable to touch their capital,
beld in trust for a distant heir. Vio-
lante at length conceived the idea of
misleading the law and her husband
alike by pretending to become the
mother of a babe and thus relieve their
financial situation by freeing their
tied-up capital.

The plan was skilfully carried out,
Violante privately visiting and bar-
gaining with a disreputable mother-
to-be, who agreed to forego all mater-
nal rights in her infant in considera-
tion of a certain sum paid to herself,
and another, no doubt, to the church
for
“ . . . mass to make all straight.”
In due time, then, the doubtful
Pietro doubted no longer, but rejoiced
to find himself father of a child in-
deed—a girl-babe, upon whom he and
Violante next day proudly bestowed
the name of Francesca Camilla Vit-
toria Angela Pompilia, and who for
twelve years was tenderly nurtured
in father-love and mother-love until
she became
‘“The strange tall pale beautiful creature

grown

Lily-like out o’ the cleft i’ the sun-smit
rock

To bow its white miraculous birth of buds

I’ the way of wandering Joseph and his
spouse—

So painters fancy: here it was a fact.”
Pompilia was now marriageable, and
her repute as a beautiful young heiress
began to extend among the local gos-
sips. It was heard of by Paolo, second
of the three brothers Franceschini, a
noble family of Arezzo, Guido being
hie senior and Girolamo his junior.
Paclo was sly and shrewd, had become
pricst and Abate, and was at this mo-
ment anxiously seeking to advance tha
impoverished fortune of his brother
ss head of the family by arranging
Guido’s marriage with a woman of
wealth. Guido himself was forty-six
years of age, and his affairs had been
deeply embarrassed for many years.
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He had been sent to Rome at the age
of fifteen to make his way to purse
and place under the mgis of the
Church, wherein he had taken four
minor orders. For thirty years he
had played the gallant and the court-
ier, only to see his fellows advanced
and himself ignored, until he felt him-
gelf constrained to choose between a
profitable marriage and the retirement
of defeat at Arezzo. Accordingly, he
accepted his brother’s advice and, old
and unpleasing as he was, became a
suitor for the hand of Pompilia. Both
Paolo and Guido overstated the finan-
cial condition of their family, and
Pietro, after making some inquiries,
declined to countenance the suit; but
Violante was dazzled by the idea of
wedding Pompilia to a nobleman, and
deceived her husband a second time
by arranging a secret marriage in the
church of San Lorenzo, in Lucina,
where Pompilia had been baptised and
where her dead body was afterward
displayed. The poor young frightened
girl was hurried through a cold and
stormy December evening to the
church; the door was locked;

*“ _ . . for the customary warmth,
Two tapers shivered on the altar. ‘Quick—
Lose no time!” cried the priest. And

straichtway down
From . . what’s behind the altar where
he hid—
Hawk-nose and yellowness and bush and

all,

Stepped Guido, caught my hand, and there

was I

O’ the chancel, and the priest had opened
book,

Read here and there, made me say that
and this,

And after, told me I was now a wife,

Honoured indeed, since Christ thus weds
the Church,

And therefore turned he water into wine,

To show I should obey my spouse like
Christ.

Then the two slipped aside and talked
apart,

And T, silent and scared, got down again

And joined my mother, who was weeping
now.

Nobody seemed to mind us any more,

And both of us on tiptoe found our way

To the door which was unlocked by this,
and wide.
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When we were in the street, the rain had
stopped,

All things looked better.
house-door,

Violante whispered, ‘No one syllable

To Pietro! Girl-brides never breathe a
word!’ ”’

Three weeks later Guido claimed
and carried off his bride to Arezzo,
accompanied by her foster-parents ; for
Pietro saw no alternative but to sub-
mit, and even agreed to pay an instal-
ment of Pompilia’s dowry in cash, and
to complete the residue by making
over to husband and wife virtually all
of which he was possessed, on condi-
tion that he and Violante were to be
provided for at Arezzo during the re-
mainder of their lives. Actually, how-
ever, their stay was of short duration.
They seem to have been treated with
impatience and contempt, if not with
cruelty, and returned sorrowfully to
Rome.

As Violante had before found it im-
possible to use the family eapital un-
less she could become a mother, so
now that all had been transferred to
Guido and Pompilia, she resolved to
annul the transfer by confessing the
deceit she had practised as to Pomp-
ilia’s birth. This she did, and the
case was carried into court, which is-
sued a compromise decree, allowing
Guido a fraction of Pompilia's dowry,
but cancelling Pietro’s renunciation of
his estate, appeals against which de-
cision on both sides were now pend-
ing.

Meantime Pompilia, the lamb, re-
mained in the cruel clutches of Guido,
the wolf. She seems to have sunk into
a state of quiet self-effacement and
unresistingness, an attitude that pro-
voked Guido's fury, already kindled
and flaming with the discovery of
Violante’s deceit and the fear of his
own financial loss. But Guido was
crafty and avaricious as well as selfish
and brutal, and he plotted to ruin his
wife by an accusation of marital in-
fidelity that should seem to have
ample support in fact. There was a

At our own
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young Canon, Giuseppe Caponsacchi,
who had once seen her distantly at the.
theatre and had seemed struck by her
beauty and innocence. Him Guido
selected as his rival-to-be, sending him
forged love-letters ostensibly written
by Pompilia, intercepting those that
came in reply, and substituting others
to be read to unlettered Pompilia by
her waiting-woman, so that Guido
completely controlled the fictitious ro-
mance, and hoped that he was making
it appear a reality to both priest and
wife.

Suddenly and strangely enough it
became a reality. The letters Capon-
sacchi received ceased to invite his
presence, urging him instead to stay
away for his safety’s sake. The young
priest was no coward, and he was, be-
sides, growing tired of a plot through
which he saw clearly enough. This
time, therefore, he went directly to
the Franceschini palace, meaning to
beard Guido on wateh and tax him
with his duplicity. Pompilia, mean-
while, had apparently yielded to the
constant urgings of her maid and
Guido’s mistress, Margherita, who was
persuading her (always at Guido’s in-
stance), of the love of Caponsacchi.
The young bride bade Margherita have
her will at last and appoint an hour
for the meeting—hence the cleverly
luring letter that brought the priest.
A cross-tangled state of affairs,
through which only the fine souls of
Caponsacchi and Pompilia saw with
any clearness! Pompilia, aware of
approaching motherhood and unable to
enlist the aid of either Archbishop or
Governor, had now resolved for her
babe’s sake to leave Arezzo and fly to
Rome at any cost, and Caponsacchi,
himself looking Romeward, was her
only hope in this extremity. As he
waited in the street, she addressed
him from the terrace in an appeal of
exquisite purity; his heart was melt-
ed within him, and he accepted her
trust. Despite misgivings, only over-
come indeed by another sight of her,

he made the necessary arrangements,
and the two left Arezzo together just
before daybreak by carriage for Rome.
All that day they journeyed, with
slight pauses, and the succeeding night
and day, until at sunset Pompilia’s
strength failed her and they were
forced to rest at Castelnuovo, only a
four hours’ stage from Rome.

Here Guido overtook the fugitives,
precisely the end toward which he had
been working, and procured their ar-
rest and trial on the charge of adult-
ery. The letters which each had sup-
posedly penned to the other, besides a
number more alleged to have been
found by Guido in the inn at Castel-
nuovo, were introduced in evidence.
Notwithstanding the weight of testi-
mony, however, the attitude of the
fugitives, as against that of Guido,
created an impression so favourable
to them that the court regarded its
duty lightly and imposed only a nom-
inal punishment, sending Caponsacchi
to a retreat in Civita Vecchia for three
years, and relegating Pompilia to the
Monastery of the Convertites for wo-
men.

This outcome was not altogether
pleasing to Guido. He sought a
complete divorce, and entered suit for
one through his brother Paolo in
Rome. Pompilia remained at the Con-
vent only a short time, and was al-
lowed to return to Pietro and Violante
in Rome prior to the birth of her
child. Once born, the infant was safe-
ly carried away and concealed, and
soon afterward Guido, seeing that his
monetary rights were now secured in
the person of his son, and burning
with the desire of revenge against both
his wife and her parents, broke at
night with his hirelings into the lone-
ly villa through a subterfuge, and
there slew all three of the inmates.

An account of the crime was writ-
ten in full in a pamphlet issued im-
mediately after Guido’s execution, a
copy of which Browning secured in
London, and from the translation of
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which I quote several paragraphs:

‘‘Being oppressed by various feclings,
and stimulated to revenge, now by
honour, now by self-interest, yielding to
his wicked thoughts, he devised a plan
for killing his wife and her nominal par-
ents ; and having enlisted in his enterprise
four other ruffians, labourers on his prop-
erty, started with them from Arezzo, and
on Christmas-eve arrived in Rome, and
took up his abode at Ponte Milvio, where
there was a villa belonging to his brother.
Having therefore watched from thence all
the movements of the Comparini family,
he proceeded on Thursday, the 2nd of
January, at one o’clock of the night (i.e.,
the first hour after sunset), with his
companions to the Comparinis’ house ; and
having left Biagio Agostinelli and Dom-
enico Gambasini at the gate, he instructed
one of the others to knock at the house-
door, which was opened to him on his
declaring that he brought a letter from
Canon Caponsacchi at Civita Vecchia.
The wicked Franceschini, supported by
two other of his assassins, instantly threw
himself on Violante Comparini, who had
opened the door, and flung her dead upon
the ground. Pompilia, in this extremity,
extinguished the light, thinking thus to
elude her assassins, and made for the
door of a neighbouring blacksmith, cry-
ing for help ; seeing Franceschini provided
with a lantern, she ran and hid herself
under the bed, but being dragged from
under it, the unhappy woman was bar-
barously put to death by twenty-two
wounds from the hand of her husband,
who, not content with this, dragged her
to the feet of Comparini, who being simi-
larly wounded by another of the assassins,
was crying, ‘Confession.’

“‘At the noise of this horrible massacre
people rushed to the spot ; but the villains
succeeded in flying, leaving behind, how-
ever, in their haste, one his cloak, and
Franceschini his cap, which was the means
of betraying them. The unfortunate Fran-
cesca Pompilia, in spite of all the wounds
with which she had been mangled, hav-
ing implored of the Holy Virgin the grace
of being allowed to confess, obtained it,
since she was able to survive for a short
time and describe the horrible attack.
She also related that after the deed her
hushand asked the assassin who had help-
od him to murder her, if she were really
dead; and being assured that she was,
quickly rejoined, let us lose no time, but
return to the vineyard; and so they
sccaped. Meanwhile the police having
been called, it arrived with the chief of-
ficer, and a confessor was soon procured,
together with a surgeon, who devoted him-
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sgl{ ,t;o the treatment of the unfortunate
girl.

All five miscreants were discovered
and arrested at the Merluzza Inn,
some twenty miles distant, whither,
failing other means of escape, they
had made their way on foot. The trial
was long, and involved, until all the
murderers confessed under torture,
and, notwithstanding the sgkill of
their defenders, were sentenced to die
by public execution, the Pope affirm-
ing the sentence upon appeal. The
execution took place on the Piazza del
Popolo, in sight of a multitude, Fran-
ceschini being beheaded and his com-
panions hanged.

Such is the framework of the story
of “The Ring and the Book.”” What
now of the structure of the epic it-
self? One recalls the difficulties ex-
perienced by Tennyson in rounding out
the magic number of ‘‘TIdylls of the
King,” inserting in the final edition
“Balin and Balan,”” which made
eleven, and cutting ‘‘Geraint and
Enid” in two, in order to make
twelve. From the first, Browning had
frankly planned an epic, and his
twelve-book scheme has not only tradi-
tional literary justification, but its own
peculiar validity as well. It has been
likened by James Thomson to a vast
Gothic cathedral—'‘for here truly we
find the soaring towers and pinnacles,
the multitudinous niches with their
statues, the innumerable intricate tra-
ceries, the gargoyles wildly grotesque;
and, within, the many coloured lights
through the stained windows, with
the red and purple of blood predomin-
ant, the long, pillared, echoing aisles,
the altar with its piteous crucifix and
altar-piece of the Last Judgment, the
organ and choir pealing their Misérére
and De Profundis and In Ezcelsis
Deo, the side chapels and confession-
als, the fantastic wood-carvings, the
tombs with effigies sculptured supine;
and, beneath, yet another chapel, as
of death, and the solemn gepulchral
crypts. The counterparts of all these,
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I dare affirm, may veritably be found
in this immense and complicate struc-
ture, whose foundations are so deep
and whose crests are so lofty. Only
as a Gothic cathedral has been termed
a petrified forest, we must image this
work as a vivified cathedral, thrilling
hot, swift life through all its marble
nerves.”’ Again it has been likened to
‘‘a great fugue, blending, with the
threads of its crossing and recrossing
voices, a single web of harmony. The
‘theme’ is Pompilia; around her the
whole action circles.”” (Symonds). To
the present writer it seems that the
work progresses like a mountainous
country from irregular foothills to
higher and higher peaks until Pompi-
lia is reached—the spiritual height
that dwarfs even Caponsacchi and the
Pope, to say nothing of the limited,
self-satisfied lawyers. Or, again, it
may be seen to move ss a day from
the slow sunrise of doubt and hope
and conjecture to high noon of truth
and purity, and slowly down again to
blood-red sunset in Guido’s doom. Or,
better than either, perhaps, of these
two figures, may be suggested the
image of a slowly kindling fire, lit in
the Introduction ; giving forth in Books
IT to IV thick, obscuring smoke with
scant warmth; in Books V to VII
mounting into keen flame with heat
and brightness ; in Books VIIT and TX
fading into an afterglow, which still
claims to be fire, while in Book X it is
calming, graying, reviewable; in Book
XT sunk into the black clinkered ashes
of hatred and despair; in the Epi-
logue, shaken and cleared away. The
Poet himself more than once suggests
at least the momentary application of
gsuch a figure. Despite Sharp’s and
Brooke’s strictures, the order of the
several Books is no whit irregular or
haphazard, but as nicely fashioned in
the relation of part to part as the
more obviously articulated moments
of a drama. Indeed, one may dis-
cern here the rising action of the sad
story towards the crisis of Pompilia’s
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deathbed utterances; the falling ac-
tion in the failure of Guido’s base
purposes; the final suspense in the
review of the case by the Pope and
the last desperate hope of Guido;
and the catastrophe in the public ex-
ecution.

In the Prologue or Introduction the
Poet describes and accounts for his
material, sets forth his purpose in
fashioning it into a work of art, and
explains his method of dramatic mon-
ologue as conditioning the epical de-
velopment of his theme. Apart from
the Prologue and Epilogue, there are
to be ten Books, representing the op-
inion or testimony of nine persons
(one of whom, Guido, speaks twice),
touching the murder and its meanings.
But a tale so often told, it may be
objected, must grow wearisome. A
superfluous objection! since it is nob
with the matter of his tale-telling that
Browning and his readers are here
chiefly concerned, but rather with the
study of the mental and spiritual re-
actions of the story upon the several
persons recounting it, and of the
value of those reactions as contribut-
ing to our knowledge of the final, in-
alienable, eternal truth.

“Well, now; there’s nothing in nor out
o’ the world
Good except truth.”

Truth is the precious ore for which
art must now adventure, and art must
be long and catholic and very patient.
““The poet of the old epie,’’ says Ches-
terton, ‘‘is the poet who had learnt
to speak; Browning in the new epie
is the poett who had learnt to listen.
This listening to truth and error, to
heretics, to fools, to intellectual bul-
lies, to desperate particsans, to mere
chatterers, to systematic poisoners of
the mind, is the hardest lesson that
humanity has ever been set to learn.
‘““The Ring and the Book” is the em-
bodiment of this terrible magnanimity
and patience. It is the epic of free
speech.”’

First of all, then, we are to hear
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the rumouring, differing voices of cit-
izens, bystanders, public opinion—of
Half-Rome, The Other Half-Rome,
and Tertium Quid. Thereafter Count
Guido Franceschini will appear, as
after torture he proffers his defence to
his judges in a small room adjoining
the court. Then the young priest,
Giuseppe Caponsacchi, summoned
from Civita Vecchia to assist the court
with his knowledge and counsel, and
only now informed of the murder of
Pompilia, reviews the whole matter
with often interrupted self-control,
with a breaking heart. Then Pompi-
lia speaks on her deathbed :—
5 . . a soul sighs its lowest and
its last
After the loud ones—so much breath re-

mains :
Unused by the four-days’-dying; for she

lived
Thus

long,

thought,
Just that Pompilia might defend herself.”’

Her dying witness is followed by

the studied professional speeches of
two lawyers, one for each side, Dom-
inus Hyacinthus de Archangelis and
Juris Doctor Johannes-Baptista Bot-
tinius.
“Then comes the all but end, the ulti-

mate
Judgment save yours,”’—
the decision of the old Pope, Innocent
XII, upon appeal made to him in
Guido’s behalf. Lastly, Guido him-
self, during the night before his exe-
cution, bares his soul before the two
confessors sent to solace his last hours,
bares it in hatred, desperation, and
agonised entreaty. The Epilogue fol-
lows, rounding out the whole. Pro-
logue and Epilogue are not only com-
plementary in purpose, but are further
connected by three specific ties, half-
ironical addresses to the then Brown-
ing-indifferent British public; moving-
ly beautiful apostrophes of invocation
and dedication to Elizabeth Barrett
Browning, the Poet’s ‘‘Lyric Love’’;
and the creative artist’s command for
the existence and spiritual persistence
of his dead-alive world :—

miraculously long, ’twas
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“Let this old woe step on the stage
again!”’
‘‘So did this old woe fade from memory :
Till after, in the fullness of the days,
I needs must find an ember yet un-
quenched,
And, breathing, blow the spark to flame.
It lives,
If precious be the soul of man to man.”
The speaker in Half-Rome is a
jealous, oldish husband, whose own
wife’s conduct is evidently the subject
of his keen suspicion, deserved or un-
deserved. He is delighted to have en-
countered, just outside the Church
of San Lorenzo, where the bodies of
Pietro and Violante are exposed and
whither his morbid interest has led
him, the cousin of one whom he has
come to regard as his wife’s lover;
and he proceeds to set forth his views
of the crime with zestful implication,
being temperamentally garrulous and
personally aggrieved. He is almost
as fond of praising his own style and
discernment by way of narrative-re-
cess as our good friend Nick Bottom
the weaver, to whose essential charac-
ter, indeed, his own, despite his super-
ior education, bears more than one
point of resemblance. He regards
Guido as a doubly defrauded man, de-
ceived as to Pompilia’s birth and
wealth, and again betrayed as to hig
honour by her guilt with Caponsac-
chi. Nevertheless, it is difficult for
him to show great enthusiasm for
Guido’s character, for it seems to
him that the nobleman has been over.
simple, under-suspicious, and hag
handled matters justifiably indeed, yet
rather awkwardly. Pompilia, of course,
has been a sly, soft schemer—he even
likens her to a viper—whose impend-
ing death is richly deserved and whose
last confession cannot but reveal her
iniquity. For a moment, when his
narrative reaches the dramatic scene
at Castelnuovo, Half-Rome shows a
superficial admiration for Pompilia’s
splendid menacing defiance of Guido,
but it is superficial only, rhetorical in-
deed, and intended merely to attest
his judicial fairness. His language
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touches vital truth here for the mo-
ment, but touches it falsely. Capon-
sacchi he sees as a typical seducer—a
Paris matching Pompilia’s Helen, a
“bold, abashless one.”” All through
Half-Rome’s account we may feel that
his interest is personal to himself
rather than vicarious for Guido, His
insinuating references to his hearer’s
dangerous cousin are very deftly in-
troduced :—

e eS0T T D Yok hold
Guido was so prodigiously to blame?
A certain cousin of yours has told you so?

Exactly! Here’s a friend shall set you
right,

Let him but have the handsel of your
ear.”

B there’s more to come

More that will shake your confidence in
things
Your cousin tells you—may I be so bold ?”’
“(Have not you too a cousin that’s =
wag Py
. . . a matter I commend
To the notice, during Carnival that’s near,
Of a certain what’s-his-name and jackan-

apes
Somewhat too civil of eves with lute and

song
About a house here, where I keep a wife.
(You, being his cousin, may go tell him
8O ”»

And in the passage beginning:—

“The proper help of friends in such a
strait,”

he speaks feelingly and from first-
hand experience. For the rest, the
course of hig life has made him cy-
nical enough. He has slight faith in
law, despising Roman justice, as Haw-
thorne saw it two centuries later, as »
byword. ‘‘Thus,”’ he cries:—
o~ ISR e T T
Was justice ever ridiculed in Rome.”

The Other Half-Rome represents the
reverse side of popular opinion. The
speaker is a young unmarried man of
good heart and generous sympathy.
He speaks two days later than Half-
Rome, and wonders to hear that “lit-
tle Pompilia.” as he affectionately
calls her, is still withstanding death.
As he thinks of her ‘‘patient brow’’
and ‘‘lamentable smile’’ and ‘‘flower-
like body,”” he is moved with a deep

pity, and speaks with earnest chivalry.
He has not the intellectual power to
strike through to the core of truth,
and therefore gives more than their
due weight at times to the accusations
against Pompilia and the Comparini,
while he seeks to minimise their of-
fences. He has a certain ‘‘balancing’’
propensity, which marks him as habit-
ually a rather cautious, conservative
thinker, who appreciates some of the
finer shades of ethic truth only be-
cause his nature is fundamentally kind
and just. While he pities Pompilia,
‘‘the little solitary wife,”’ he allows
himself to be disturbed by a minor
discrepancy in the respective testi-
monies of the wife and the priegt. On
the whole, nevertheless, he firmly be-
lieves Pompilia’s flight justified, and
herself innocent of crime. She had
fled from cruelty to kindness, from
night to day. And if Caponsacchi had
loved her, how could he be blamed,
who had yet acted honourably in all his
relations with her? He was ‘‘lamb-
pure, lion-brave.’’ Guido is condemned
as a brutal husband, a rash and wan.
ton murderer, whose pitiless act is
not only an offence against Christ, but
a gravely defiant invasion of the dig-
nity of the law, which had already
pronounced its will in the premises.
Let him therefore suffer, alike as a
wilful, impetuous, avaricious tyrant,
as an enemy of the social order. That
this speaker is much finer-grained than
his predecessor is shown not only in
the content of his utterance, but also
in its diction. He has a touch of
poetry in him, seems to delight in
euphony, alliteration and assonance,
and mints guch phrases as these :—
“No sparing saints the process!’?

“‘She went first to the best adviser, God.”
‘At last she took to the open, stood and

stared
With her wan face to see where God
might wait.”

Cool, calculating self-interest setg
the next person talking, and such talk
it isl—cynical, snobbish, nicely bal-
ancing the pros and cons, but digdain.
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ing to seem to pronounce at any
point, bruiting many conjectures but,
without vital interest in any one of
them, bruiting them idly, as a testi-
mony to his own chosen “‘catholicity.”’
“One and one breed the inevitable three.
Buch is the personage harangues you
next ;
The elaborated product, tertium quid:

The critical mind, in short.”

On account of his very coldness of
nature and false social ideals, the
speaker leans at heart towards Guido’s
side of the case, and is unable, despite
his assumed neutrality, successfully to
conceal that leaning. In the two
Guido Books, the Lawyer Books, es-
pecially the second of these, and
Tertium Quid, Browning’s dramatic
success is the more striking when it
is considered how utterly alien the
characters presented are to his own.
Tertium Quid is of that worthless type
—the social and political snob, hollow
and falsehearted. He pours out his
scorn publicly on the plebs, and pri-
vately upon his audience, a group of
two listeners, Prince and Duke, who
scem to have temporarily quitted the
card-table to hear his views expounded
(merely as an item in their evening
programme), in the gilded gaming sa-
loon, and who are joined now and
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then by another listener or two who
casually drop into the group and out
again, while the presence of the Card-
inal, the man of most power among
them and social ruler, therefore, of
the roomful, who sits preoccupied ab
cards, lends zestful double-meaning
to some of the speaker’s remarks.

Not a gleam of Pompilia's purity nor
of Caponsacchi’s manhood seems to
be able to strike through into the dec-
orously-shuttered soul of Tertium
Quid. All he cares about is to main-
tain a reputation for dispassionate ana-
lysis and balanced wisdom, to show
nothing so ill-bred as emotion, to
please his hearers and so advance his
private aims and prospects. Like cer-
tain other critics, both before and since
his time, he takes pains to dissipate
in a second moment any seeming
sincerity of thought or theory he may
have uttered in a first. Nor does he
forget to pay the appropriate con-
cessive compliments from time to
time to his hearers’ mental powers,
“‘idiots’’ though he finds them in his
final aside. The reader will notice
too, in Tertium Quid’s monologue,
tinges of personal bitterness as to his
own fortunes, especially where their
case seems to parallel Guido’s early
history.

(To be Concluded in the March Number.)
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PATTERAN*
Bv GEORGIA DAVIES

WHEN cold, bare fields break into blossoming,
Wooed by the sun and rain,

You search the pasture slopes with me and find
Arbutus buds again.

Long-lost, yet near. The first gay robin’s call,
The flag-flowers tall and blue,

Each simple joy which marked our calendar,
I share again with you. :

Bright cowslips, honey-sweet, you pick for me:
White clover breathes your name;

Against the wall we see japonica

Break into scarlet flame.

All the familiar, oft-recurring things,
The same, yet something more ;

The very grasses seem to murmur low,
Your feet have passed before.

I walk the woods. I see the fairy-plants
You loved the best of all:

Red cup-moss, fragile ferns and linnwa,
And hear again the call

Of that shy bird whose two notes pierce my heart
(How oft we paused to hear!).

So, month by month, by some remembered sign,
I trace you through the year.

But wistful autumn comes incarnadined,
And summer birds are fled;

Then faded flowers whisper to my heart,
That you, like them, are dead.

In vain, in vain, my spirit seeks to find

Your path beyond the stars; )
If only you could send some token, dear,

To tell me where you are!

One petal from the amaranth you wear—
My courage would not quail,

How gladly I would crave an unknown way
To follow on your trail.

#The handful of grass which the gypsies strew
on the roads as they travel, to give information
to any of their companions who may be behind as to
the route they have taken.




THE MAGDALEN

ISLANDS

BY W, LACEY AMY
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YEAR by year in Canada it is be-
coming more difficult to find a
spot with the fascination of the
“new.”” The advent of the tourist,
Canadian and foreign, as such an im-
portant factor, has covered the coun-
try with a people who, while ever
anxious to discover nature at its
origin, are not content to leave it so.
But there is still one accessible
spot, far removed from the dust of
the automobile, the studied négligé
of the summer tourist and the com-
mercialism of the tourist-spoiled ser-
vant—a place where the people, the
life, as well as the scenery are yet un-
spoiled. As such it is not advertised
with pictured folder and enticing des-
cription. It has had no recommenda-
tions of pleased patrons; but it has
provided for the privileged few who
have visited it the rest from turmoil
and rush that makes it almost vandal-
ism to assist in introducing it to the
average traveller.

It was by mere chance that a talk
with Kellogg, ‘‘the bird man,”” several
years ago, and the casual remarks of
the Intercolonial folder aroused the
wish to spend my holidays in the Mag-
dalen Tslands. And further attempts
to learn more of these out-of-the-way
Tslands but added to the attraction.
An exhaustive search in the Toronto
reference library revealed but three
articles on the TIslands, two of them
in United States magazines more than
twenty-five years old, and the other
written by one who had not left
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the steamer that makes the semi-
weekly trips between the mainland
and the Islands.

Correspondence with the owner of
the steamer brought nothing but the
names of a number of possible houses
at which board might be secured, and
inquiries addressed direct to these
houses added information of varying
importance. One woman was unable
to take boarders because ‘“‘my hus-
band has been drowning since-——."
Another answered the requests for in-
formation by eaying that her rates
were ‘‘six dollars a week. When are
you coming?’’ A man in a little
French village, where, T discovered
afterwards, only two or three could
speak English, assured me that: ‘‘The
rate of board is generally five dollars
a week and fifteen dollars a month,
this is what tourist give, but will say,
what, being you are from, we may te-
duce it some.”” And this delightful
unconventionality continued to the
last moment of my stay on the
Islands.

In many ways it is difficult to dis-
cover why this group of Islands is
neglected by the tourist. Easy of ac-
cess they are, and the transportation
comforts are surprising. The Inter-
colonial carries one to Pictou, Nova
Scotia, in the unsurpassed accom-
modation it affords. From Pictou a
staunch little 650-ton. 165-foot steam-
boat runs twice a week to the Islands,
just making both ends meet by means
of a $15,000 subsidy from the Gov-
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ernment. From the obliging Captain
Burns to the single waiter the service
is surprisingly good.

On the Islands themselves the
visitor experiences all that quaintness
of people and life that is the result
of long generations away from the toil
and competition of the outside world.
Seven thousand French and a thou-
sand English, the former the descen-
dants of old French-Acadians exiled
from the Annapolis Valley in the time
of history, and the latter offspring of
the immigrants brought by the Eng-
lish Admiral who owned the Islands
for so many years, thickly cover the
group. These families have grown up
together for generations, or have
lived side by side in different sections
of the same island, working at the
same business in the same indifferent,
satisfied way.

Perhaps not one out of a hundred
of the present population has ever
been on the mainland. The fishing
grounds are the limits of their wan-
derings. Even those who have taken
the steamer over to Pictou know only
that town, or perhaps Halifax, where
the store supplies come from, and
Quebec, the seat of Government, hun-
dreds of miles away.

The location of the Magdalen
Islands may have been more or less
familiar to us when the name came
in the list of Canadian Islands, but
geography does not keep fresh unless
business or public affairs revive it
periodically. . And assuredly the Mag-
dalens would provide no reason for
remembrance, except to those who
visit them.

Away out in the middle of the Gulf
of St. Lawrence they lie, a series of
mountain tops that managed to get
above the water. And, without a
break in their fury, the wild waves
of the Gulf sweep down for two hun-
dred miles from the cold shores of
Labrador. Eastward a hundred miles
stands the bleak western coast of
Newfoundland. Cape Breton is seven-
tv miles to the south, and Prince Ed-

ward Island noses out into the Gulf
the same distance westward. From
Pictou, the mainland port, to Amherst,
the nearest port of the Islands, is 127
miles.

At high tide there are thirteen
islands, but when the slow-moving
ebb is completed, with three feet of
water lost, seven islands are joined
by a low strip of land, making a con-
tinuous stretch of fifty-three miles.
Over this sand road, treacherous with
its quick-sands and dangerous to any
but the resident, it is possible to drive
from Amherst Island at the south-
west, over Grindstone, Wolf, and
Grosse to Coffin in the northeast. The
disconnected islands are Deadman, on
the west, Entry and Alright, on the
southeast, and Bryon and Bird Rock,
far away to the northeast,

Deadman Island is but a long peak
of rock with but sufficient shore to al-
low the erection of a few rough shacks
for the sealers in the spring. Entry
is peopled exclusively with English,
has no port, and is worthy of notice
only for having the highest peak in
the group, 530 feet high. Alright is
divided from Grindstone by a mere
channel over which a rope ferry makes
the transfers. The convent is situat-
ed here. Bryon Island is a small
fishing island eight miles north of the
main group, where but a few families
remain in the winter.

Most interesting of the smaller
islands is Bird Rock, a tiny peak of
six acres, 125 feet above the water,
accessible only by means of windlass

and bucket. On its top the birds flock '

in white clouds, and the only human
beings are the light-house keeper, his
wife and two assistants. All year
round they are forced to remain,
since the ice of early spring and late
fall prevent access to the rock, and
in none but the quietest weather and
water can a boat approach. Twice a
vear the supply boat carries provi-
sions, but for the rest of year the
lonely family is cut off from the out-
side world.
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THE BEACH AT GRINDSTONE, SHOWING THE WEARING AWAY OF THE ROCK

All that is geography; but there ig
mcst interesting history to make the
Magdalens worthy of more attention
than they receive. It need but be
touched here. Cartier himself made
the first visit to the rocky, inhospit-
able shores in 1534, but it was not
until 1663 that the first settlement
was established by Honfleur fisher-
men. A Frenchman placed them
there, and, sailing away to France,
returned in the spring to find that a
Cape Breton official had sent a colony
over and the two groups had combin-
ed and sailed away to Gaspe. The
Frenchman tried again and was more
successful. His son attached the
name ‘‘Madeleine Islands’’ to the
group, using his mother’s name; and,
although this was gradually changed
officially to Magdalen, most of the
people still call it ‘“Madalens.’’

In the course of time Admiral
Coffin acquired the Islands for ser-
vices rendered, and to his descendants
they belonged until three years ago,
when they were sold (or at least what
remained to sell) to the Magdalen
Island Development Company, a group
of Montreal men who are even more
anxious to dispose of their richts than
was the English family.

Now the only remnants of the M. T.
D., as the company is called, is a
group of large, deserted buildings,
into which $200,000 was sunk to
develop fishing in cod, mackerel and
lobster, sealing or anything else in
which there might be money. Now
but one man remains on the Islands
for the company; he is anxiously
looking for a purchaser or a re-organ-
isation scheme.

Each island is but a peak of soft
sandstone into which the wild waves
are gradually eating their way. Small,
vari-shaped mounds rise from the
water along the shores in all diree-
tions, the remains of what were at
one time stretches of solid land.
Every storm claims its piece, and in
time the serious inroads of the water
will leave the Tslands but a memory.



THE WHARF

On Entry Island the former light-
house was engulfed by the steady
wearing away of the rock at its founda-
tion. The present beacon is a quarter-
mile inland from the sheer cliff over
which it sends its light to add to the
other dozens of light-houses that
make navigation possible amongst the
dangerous shoals and islands.

My first sight of the Islands was
in the early morning as we cast
anchor off Etang du Nord, a small
French village on the west coast of
Grindstone Island. Just back of us
loomed the forbidding rock of Dead-
man, its cold whiteness standing out
mysteriously against the lighting sky
of the morning. Over the peak of
grindstone the sun was just showing,
scattering little rays through the
clouds on the rippling water. Tn under
the shore the fishing fleet was string-
ing out for a mile—a hundred of
them—on its way to the fishing
grounds. The black sails, pre-
pared with a tamarack solution, made
them like phantom ships in their
strangeness.

From the shore a dozen herring-
boats were paddling leisurely out to
us, or moving along under small
gails. The fishermen were coming
with their boxes of fish and would un-
load the salt, which is the prinecipal
freight. Lazily they came, and my
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first impressions of them were fully
justified by further experience. From
both sides of the boat they unloaded,
handling their awkward craft in the
ocean swells with careless ease.

The passengers for this stop were
unloaded with some difficulty into one
of the boats, and, with the mail, they
set out for the shore. The mail would
be taken by a driver four miles across
to Grindstone, then fifteen miles to
the top of the Islands and return to
Grindstone by the time the boat made
the trip of forty miles around Am-
herst Island to Grindstone in the af-
ternoon.

After four hours’ unloading, the
fishermen going back and forward to
the shore as if the boat had the whole
day ahead of it, we got away for Am-
herst. At Cabin Cove, a small group
of houses snuggled under the highest
peak on Amherst Island, another
stop was made for the fishermen to
unload salt.

Rounding between Entry Tsland
and the long Sandy Hook of Amherst
harbour, which extends but a couple
of feet above the water for three
miles, we approached the first wharf
on the Islands. There are but three
of these, and the unprotected har-
bours expose them to the waves to
the dangerous sinking of the ends. At
the other calling-places the weather
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is the deciding factor, weeks elapsing
before some of the stops can be made.

There is but one protected harbour

among the Islands, Grand Entry, and
the entrance to it is so shallow that it
can be made by the steamboat only
in calm weather and at high tide. In
a storm the bottom of the entrance
shows up through the waves, and a
visit is impossible. Pleasant Bay is
a nice-sounding title for the large
body of water enclosed in the instep
of the long boot that is the general
gshape of the group, but a wind from
the east makes it more dangerous than
the open.

It is in these storms that rage so
frequently around the Islands that
lies one of the reasons for the limited
number of those who make the trip
out. Within two hundred yards of
the house where I stopped for a week
were the wrecks of four large schoon-
ers driven on the shore last year. A
quarter of a mile out in Pleasant Bay
the spars of another protruded from
the water, the result of the shifting
of a load of loose herring purchased
for bait. One day during my visit
the fishermen brought in on their
little charettes cod thrown overboard
from the wreck of a 100-foot schooner
that was being lightered by the owner
in the hope of saving the hull.

Just a mile away the Lunenburg,
the predecessor of the present steam-
ship, ran ashore in a snowstorm of
late 1905. Only five of the sixteen
on board were saved. And all along
the shores as we steamed could be
seen the hulks of former wrecks, not
many seasons old, for the drifting
sands quickly cover them up.

Light-houses adorn every point as
the limit of precaution, but the shoals
and reefs, the hundreds of projecting
bars and points, the shifting winds
and fierce waves of this distriet prove
too much for the most experienced of
mariners. Pleasant Bay has been the
scene of one of the most disastrous
calamities of fishing experience. The
T.ord’s Day gale of 1873 caught in this
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deceptive harbour hundreds of fish-
ing schooners fleeing from the wind
outside. The sudden shifting of the
gale caught them in the trap, and the
shore was strewn with the hulls of
boats and the bodies of fishermen.
Within sight of the boarding-house
mentioned a stretch of four hundred
yards of beach was covered with
forty-five schooners.

So many old hulls lie under the
water and on the sands that the fish-
ermen claim the clams of Amherst
harbour are unfit for use because of
the rusty poison they have drawn
from the metal. Whether this is the
reason or not, the fact remains that
the clams caught on the shore are
poisonous and of a rusty colour, fit
only for bait.

There is little that is attractive in
the distant appearance of the Islands.
At one time covered with large trees,
the inhabitants cut so recklessly for
shipbuilding and firewood that entire
islands are without so much as a
shrub. Grindstone Island is the pret-
tiest, because of tracts of short spruce
and fir, unfit for use, but taking away
the bald look that makes Amherst
Island, for instance, appear so bleak.

Approaching the landing-place it ie
a pretty sight to see the white-wash-
ed houses stretched out irregularly
over the land. There are no villages,
as we understand them, the houses
being placed without regard to the
location of the stores or post-offices.
In fact, there is little of the Islands
that is not peopled. The population
is much too numerous, and it can
only be a year or two until migration
must take place to make room. The
tiny farms that occupy the fishermen
between fishing seasons are not large
or productlve enough to support the
rapidly-increasing population.

The houses are whitewashed, and
with few exceptions shingled all over.
The roofs are treated with a coat of
whitewasgh or tar, not only to preserve
them, but to assist in keeping out
the bleak winds that roar over the
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Gulf in the long winter. Inside, many
of the houses are papered over cloth
which blows and waves in the winds
outside.

When the winter comes the Island-
ers are cut off from the outside world
save for the cable which connects the
north-east point with Cape Breton.
(During the past fall a wireless con-
nection has been established). For
five months no boat can weather
the ice-floes and storms of this section
of the Gulf. The Magdaleners must
provide their own amusement, with
only such information of the outside
as comes over the wire to the littls
telegraph stations that are used only
in emergency. The boat runs as long
as the ice will allow, usually being
forced to stop before the first of
December. 1In April it sometimes
starts again, but May more commonly
eees vhe break in the long isolaticn

There are sixteen telegraph offices
vnder the direction of M ILe Bour-
dais, a French sailor wrecked thirty-
nine years ago, in winter, on the north
shore, his legs cut off above the knees
owing to the exposure. He was
obliged to take this means of earning
a living. And the number of messages
does not overwork him. One office
had not sent or received a message for
fifteen mOchﬂ, l’)ut t,he operat(;r re-
ceived $150 for his share of the idle-
ness. Another operator was paid $100
for one message.

Two years ago the wire broke in
December. It was impossible to
mend it at that time of year, and the
isolation after years of cable connec-
tion which was seldom used worried
the islanders. At last one of them
rigged up a molasses cask with a tin
sail and set it adrift, with letters seal-
ed in lobster tins. Ten days later it
was picked up at Post Hastings, Cape
Breton, and the letters were deliver-
ed. From the first of December to
the first of May that was the only con-
nection the Islands had with the main-
land. Then the government ice-break-
er smashed its way through the un-
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A WRECK-STREWN SHORE

usually late ice-floes and brought re-
lief.

And what of the simple, quaint
fisher folk who inhabit these Islands,
who fish for cod and lobster and re-
ceive little for their labour? Their
life, their happiness and innocence,
their limited wants, their toils and
sports are worthy of separate atten-

their life is the relief from strain and
strugele that would send a business
man back to his work with renewed
energies and revived strength, with a
mind that has been unable to do any-
thing but rest. A quaint, old-fashion-
ed people, I found them, as yet un-
spoiled by the outside world, uncom-
mercial, unambitious, and ignorant of

tion. Tiving in all the dangers of ice life as others know it, but unique in
and storm and wind, content with their simplicity, friendliness and
little and not working hard for it, habits.

(This is the first of two articles by Mr. Amy on this interesting part of the Dominion.

The second will appear in the March Nnmber.)
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SQFYEY
BY F. H. SHAW

ILLIAM MENPES trembled
violently, and his lips moved,
but no sound issued from them. He
was gripped deeply in the greatest
fear he had ever known. They called
him “‘Softy’’ in the township, but
though there were times when his
brain refused to obey his needs, such
a time was not now. He realised to
the full the predicament he was in,
and he knew the terrible justice of
that wild land, whereby a man must
pay with his life for his crime.

““Waal, boys, guess ther prisoner’s
been found guilty, according to law.”
It was Jasper Fergus who spoke, and
his jaw shot out cruelly. The com-
ing task was one in which he de-
lighted; he had sworn a solemn vow
by all the lesser gods of the West to
stop this constant and growing crime
of horse-stealing. ‘‘Yew're all sartain
on that head, I take it? You, Ed
Fitzgerald? You, Mike Donoghue?
You, Sim Lofty? You, Jake Mer-
rill? You, Bryan——  Whar in
h——'s Bryan gone ?"’

*“Loped off a while since,’’ gaid Sam
Lofty. ‘‘Streaked it like a flash ter
the north. Guess his stomick sick-
ened at what were comin’.”

“Don’t ‘make no difference,’”” =aid
Fergus. “‘Guess thar’s enough of us
hyar for ter form a quorum. Yew've
heard the evidence; thar ain’t no
doubtin’ as haow Softy stole that hoss,
thar ain’t no doubt as haow he intend-
ed fur to steal it; we found ther hoes
on him—ter be more kerrect, he were
on ther hoss, he were riding towards
Booming Bluff; he intended fur ter
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sell the cayuse; he's as guilty as ever
a man were; an’ the sentence air
" He paused impressively.

““Death,’’ muttered the little chor-
us. And Fitzgerald took up the tale,
as if he needed to defend himself
against his verdict,

“‘This horse-stealing’s got to stop;
let one man go, what’s the result?
Another man comes along and steals
another horse, maybe two. He gets
off; another follows suit; and before
we know where we are, we haven't a
horse left in the town. We've got to
make an example of Softy to encour-
age ’the others, as the Frenchmen
say.’’

““That’s right, that goes to ther
root o' ther matter,” grunted Donog-
hue. “Blurst Frenchmen, says I,
but when they talks sense like that,

goes. Let the sweep hang. Tain't
as ef he misunderstood. He'’s been
warned; he’s been told fer ter keep
his hands off them hosses; but he
goes an’ does it right away. He's a
bad lot—pretends fer ter be looney,
when he’s as clear-headed as you'n
me. He stole that hoss knowin’ that
hoss-stealin’ meant death; then he's
got ter swing, sharp an’ suddint.”’

““Waal, seein’ ye're all o’ one mind,
he shall swing,”” said Fergus. ‘‘He's
been took red-handed, an’ seein’ thar
ain’t a properly-qualified jedge within
miles, an’ seein’ as haow Softy’s as
slippery as an eel, up he goes one-

’
—_—

‘time. Anyone got anythin’ ter say ?”’

No one had anything to say, but all
made comments on the matter. Some
were vitriolic, some were sneering and
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cold as a Rocky frost; but amongst
them all there was not one softening
word of mercy. It was not to be ex-
pected ; in a semi-lawless community
justice must necessarily be sharp and
summary. The execution now medi-
tated would have a most drastic and
deterrent effect on other mavericks in
the vicinity; masterless men who liv-
ed by their wits and their cunning.
Softy possessed an unsavoury reputa-
tion at the best of times; he had been
mixed up with many a shady transac-
tion ; there was little in him that was
good. No one knew whence he came,
save that he had drifted into the dis-
trict in a promiscuous manner many
a year before, and had gained his
living as best he could. But twice
he had been imprisoned on charges of
felony—that was when the judge was
alive; twice he had been driven away
from the remoter boundaries of Cleft
Rock; he had returned after varying
lapses of time, to be accepted with
a certain amount of distrust, and
warned to be on his best behaviour.
Never before had he faced death so
closely as now.

He, wavering in wite as he was, re-
cognised the justice of his sentence.
He had meant to steal the horse, it
was the best in the town, and his
eye had been taken with it. On its
back he could join up with the old
gang of outlaws and hold his own with
them in their deeds of daring and
devilry; he could elude pumsuit and
win clear to freedom, no matter how
close the corner in which he was held
up. It was Fred Simpkin’s Bayardo
that he had stolen, and Fred was
away on a journey, so men would have
it; but the absence of the horse’s
owner made no difference. There
were a dozen men ready to swear to
the animal’s identity, and of that
dozen not one but coveted the beast
greatly.

" "Tain’t as ef we knew any good o’
Softy,”” said Fergus, anxious to stand
well with himself. ‘“He’s bad right
through—as bad as they make ’em.

Thar ain’t a good p’int in him; an®
like as not we’ll save him from go-
in’ a bigger cropper by swingin’ him
now. A man what would steal an-
other man’s hoss 'ud cut that man’s
throat just so soon as look at him,
We ain’t takin’ no chances thig time,
an’ Softy’'s goin’ out according to.
lynch law.”’

“Ain’t he got nuthin’ ter say fer
himself ?”” asked Donoghue. ‘‘He’s.
glib enough at most times.” But
Softy had nothing to say. Cold fear
had paralysed him completely; the
muscles of his mouth were not under
control. TLong ago he had heard
members of the gang speak in terri-
fied whispers of this strange black
silence which men called death; they-
had shrunk away from its grip; they
had cried aloud in fear when it seem-
ed to hover about them. Death must
be a terrible thing; he could not face
it. He must speak—but though he
tried, no sound came from his parch-
ed throat. Death—he trembled, hig
knees weakened beneath him, he
could not stand. One of his judges
hauled him to his feet and propelled
him violently towards the single tree
that stood, a lone sentinel, on the
barren hillside.

He screamed, the awful, inarti-
culate scream of a wild animal facing-
its end. To softer hearte such a cry
might have brought pity, but not one.
of those stern men who had not suf-
fered in some way from similar de-
predations. Mercy had fled before the
sweep of grim necessity ; the man was
a common pest, as such he must be
eradicated on the shortest notice, lest
the infection should epread. They
were unconsciously eruel, perhaps, but
only by the making and enforcing of
such laws could they hope for peace
in such a mixed community.

“Yew’'ve got a rope, Ed,” said
Fergus. ‘‘Pass it over. Seein’ ag
haow I'm jedge, I'll be hangman too.
T've got the courage o’ my convie-
tions, T have, an’ I'm not afeared $o
own up to havin’ strung the seum.’*

—




SOFTY

Softy looked about him. He eaw a
ring of merciless faces, sunburnt,
hard, keen of eye, dogged of jaw.
These were his judges. A little dis-
tance away grazed the object of dis-
pute, Fred Simpkin's Bayardo; a
horse that filled the eye, and pre-
sented a picture of equine perfection,
despite the fact that it had been rid-
den hard during the preceding night.
The horses of the posse, breathing
deeply still, and sweating, grazed here
and there on the sparse grass that
filled the hollows in the rocks. Rock
and scant herbage spread as far as
the eye could see; for the range
was almost in the foothills of the
Rockies, and the chase had been long
towards the West.

In the farther distance towered the
greal sentinels, a continent’s massive
backbone; they upreared their cold
heads into a eky that showed like tur-
quoise. But that eky gave back no
smile of mercy, the stones gave no
sign. Justice had spoken ite final
word ; all that was needed now was
for the sentence to be carried into
effecs.

“Ain’t ye goin’ to say nuthing’ ?"’
asked Fergue keenly. He remember-
ed courts of justice of the olden time
when bewigged, red-gowned justices
bad given convicted felons one last
chance of appeal before the final words
were spoken, and he had no wish to
be unjust, however merciless he might
appear. Softy tried to speak; so
much depended on his words; if he
could lie plausibly, if he could only
tell them that Simpkin had ordered
him to fetch the horse—a hundred ex-
cuses ran through his brain, but not
one of them found utterance.

“Hyar goes, then,”” eaid Fergus,
and knotted a noose in the rope that
Fitzgerald had provided. The gnarl
ed tree stump possessed a gingle
branch that was eminently suitable
for the purpose afoot they decided to
attach the rope to it.

“Yew’d better say yer prayers,
Softy,” grunted Fergus, laying the
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noose around the condemned man’s
neck. “‘Thar ain’t no goin’ back onect
yew've started this journey. Donog-
hue, shin up an’ cast this rope about
that branch, sharp an’ secure.” It
was done; the rope hung loosely.
Fergus gazed about at his men, and
frankly disliked the task that was set
him and them.

“Ef we all ewing tu that rope he’ll
go up,”’ he said; “‘but tain't a kindly
job. How'd it be s’posing we mount-
ed him on Bayardo, an’ let ther hose
do the work ?"’

The men sighed their relief; it was
no wish of theirs to haul the choking
man from his feet and into eternity.

But Bayardo was not easily caught,
he eluded them with a snort of satis-
faction and galloped away. Some
time passed before Donoghue roped
him and brought him to his senses;
but this was done eventually, and the
horse was led near to the tree.

““Hoist him up, boys,”” eaid Fergus.
“That’s the fashion. Haow, Softy,
yer time’s up. Yew've been a bad
lot, but ther reckonin’s come at

‘last."’

He arranged the rope about the
condemned man’s neck carefully, and
backed Bayardo under the tree.

““Haul that rope tight an' make
it fast, someone.” It was done.
Softy realised to the full the horrors
of his position. He eclosed his eyes,
and shivers of deep dread ghook him.
He opened them again, for he could
not bear the darkness, it terrified him.
In another minute such a darkness
as that would close down on his senges
for ever.

He was terribly afraid; more
afraid than ever he had been in hie
life before. His sins came to his
mind; he had been a bad egg from
the beginning; he had never had a
chance. Sweat beads stood out on
his forehead, his breath came chok-
ingly. What was that ?

It was a long-drawn cry from the
distance; a cry that caused B
to whinny loudly and welcomingly.
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Softly opened his eyes again; he had
closed them as the moments passed,
and away in the distance, just top-
ping a rise in the ground, he saw two
mounted men galloping as fast as
their horses could put foot to ground.

“We ain’t stoppin’ for no one,”
said Fergus, and lifted his quirt to
strike the horse across the quarters.
Clear as a bell through the rarefied
mountain air came a commanding
voice: ‘‘Stand, Bayardo?’’ And the
horse stood like a rock, it refused to
move even when the lash stung it
cruelly.

“Get up, yer brute,’”’ snorted Fer-
gus, snatching at the bridle, but the
horse planted its forefeet solidly and
would not budge an inch. It had
heard its master’s voice bidding it
gtand, and stand it would until the
order was countermanded.

“Curse it! Ther blame cayuse
won't move,”’ said Fergus, and as
he wrestled with the stubborn animal
the sound of galloping hoofs drew near
and nearer. Fred Simpkin pelted up
on a wellnigh spent horse, and flung
himself to the ground.

“What’s to do here, boys?’’ he
asked. ‘‘Why, you're not going to
hang old Softy, are you?’’

“That’s about ther size of it,
Fred,”’ explained Fergus. ‘‘“We’d got
him all fixed just-so, but this yer hoss
o’ your'n won’t budge. Naow, yew
kin just tell him tew march, and we’ll
get done with a nasty piece o’ work.”

“But, you're not going to hang
Softy!”” Simpkin stood squarely in
the sunlight, and his face was stern
with determination. ‘‘Come, lads,
say it’s only a joke you’ve been play-
ing on him. Why, Softy’s never de-
gerved hanging in his life.”

“Tt’s ther toughest kind o’ joke
that's ever been played on him,
Fred. Don’t yew interfere; he’s been
tried accordin’ to Jedge Lynch, an’
he’s been found guilty. Jest yew
tell that thar cayuse tew move on,

will yer ?”’ ;
“‘Bayardo doesn’t move & step until

Softy’s let down from that tree,’’ gaid
Simpkin, fondling his horse’s nose.
“What's the charge, anyway ?’’

“Yew know it, Fred. It’s your hoss
that's been stole, and there’s been
a round dozen stole within the past
month. We’re goin’ to put a stop
tew it onct an’ for all. Softy’s found
guilty, Softy swings. That’s all
there is tew it.”’

“Hold on a bit. Take your hand
from your belt, Fergus. Quick—drop
that gun! There was the click of
steel in Simpkin’s voice, and the un-
wavering muzzle of his swiftly-drawn
revolver covered Fergus squarely.

“I’'ll shoot if you don’t stop it,”’ he
said, and the pistol the bizg man had
pulled dropped with a thud.

“That’s better and don’t any of
you draw a gun—I mean what I say,
boys. We’ll reckon this thing out
squarely, and Softy won’t hang if I
can help it.”” Simpkin dominated the
gituation as much by force of his
strong personality as by any hostile
action he had taken. Some of the
better thinking of the men began to
feel honestly ashamed of the parb
they had played ; to look at Softy, sit-
ting Bayardo still with his jaw fallen
and a blank look in his eyes, was
enough to convince them that the
law-breaker did not deserve the same
treatment that was meted out to
others. He had sinned—heavily ae-
cording to the penal code of the camp,
but to him the dividing line between
right and wrong was so narrow as to
be hardly perceptible.

‘“Now, we’'ll see what can be
done.”” Simpkin’s voice was perfect-
ly level, but he was aware of a queer
thrill at heart; he knew that a false
move might precipitate disaster. But
none could have guessed the fact as
he moved round to Bayardo’s side,
and caught the prisoner’s foot in his
hand.

‘“‘Shift that rope, someone,”” he
commanded, and Donoghue did it, un-
willingly, perhaps, but he did it never-
theless. Then the rescuer launched
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Softy over the sleek back of the horse,
and he dropped heavily to the
ground.

*“To condemn a man, there’s to be
a prosecution,”” said Simpkin. ‘I
don't intend to prosecute, and the
horse is mine. Look at it whichever
way you like, you haven’t a case."

‘“He’s been tried and condemned
already,”” said one of the men.

‘“Yes, illegally. Mind you, boys,
they aren’t in favour of too much
lynch law hereabouts—with a murder
it's different. And Softy—why,
Softy’s Softy—that ought to be ex-
planation enough.”

““Yew'd better mind yer p's and q's
yerself, Fred,”” growled Fergus, in a
voice that was suggestive of a spent
voleano. ‘‘I've seed men swung up
theirselves for doin’ just so much as
yew've done; no more. Accessary
arter the fact, don’t they ecall it ?"’

“I'll risk that. Boys, Softy’s been
pretty near the divide to-day, and I
guess it’s taught him a lesson. We
won't play any more fancy tricks of
this kind; he knows now what the
punishment is, and he won’t rigk it
again. Will you, Softy ?’* Softy, re-
membering the shocking horror of the
past hour, shook his head dumbly from
side to side, where he crouched on
the parched grass.

“Then, that settles it. The
priconer has promised amendment,
and the prosecutor refuses to prose-
cute. T declare Softy free, and if
there’s anyone here doubts the judg-
ment he's only got to interview me.”’
He looked big and brave, an undesir-
able momsel to tackle, as he stood
there, one strong, brown hand on
Bayardo’s neck, the other grasping
the revolver. If he had shown s
moment’s weakness it is likelv he
would have been rushed, shot down,
and Softy dragged to his death. But
the men about knew that if any one
made such an attempt, one or more
of their number would go out; and
each man imagined the revolver muz-
rle was covering himself. The tables
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had been well turned and competely.

““Come on, boys, let’s light out o’
this,”” said Fergus, turning away and
stooping for his revolver. ‘‘After all,
we was a bit hasty, p'raps. He was
trying to put as good a face as pos-
sible on the matter. But''—he wheel-
ed round suddenly—'‘what we want
to know is this, Fred. Who's res-
pongible fer Softy ? What proof hev’
we that he won’t go for ter do it all
over agin? Once a hoss-thief, allus
a hoss-thief, that's my idee.”’

“Don’'t worry about that, Fergus.
I'll be responsible for Softy. I'll
answer for anything he might do in
future; not that he'll do anything.
But I give you leave here, before wit-
nesses, to hang me if Softy goes off
the straight again.”’

““That goes, Fred. Mind yer, we'll
keep yer to it. If thar’s a hoes stole
agin, an’ onless Softy kin prove a
mighty good alibi, you answer fer him,
or deliver him up. Come on, boys."”

Simpkin had conquered; and as he
watched the impromptu eourt mount
and ride away, he wondered what
strange whim had caused him to in-
terfere. He had no particular affec-
tion for the culprit; he had much for
Bayardo. And yet, when Bryan, rid-
ing at a furious gallop, had come upon
him where he was progpecting, within
a couple of miles of where Softy had
been held up, and when Bryan had
thundered out the tale, Simpkin had
got to saddle as quickly as ever he
had done in his life, and spurned the
earth beneath him in his haste to in-
tervene. Why? He asked himself
the question curiously, and could find
no reasonable answer. Softy was a
wrong 'un, looked at from any point
of view; he was a blot on the little
community; he was more than half
suspected of having a finger in many
nefarious pies. Only six months be-
fore suspicions had gone out in his
direction, connecting him with a
notorious gang of outlaws away higher
up in the mountains. There were
some who had sworn to recognising
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him in company with Burke, the
leader of the gang. And yet, here was
Simpkin risking the hostility of all his
friends in the settlement, merely to
save the worthless one’s life. He
marvelled at himself for a clear
minute.

“It's one of those sudden im-
pulses a man can’t account for,”’ he
told himeelf at length. And then he
surveyed Softy, where he still lay on
the ground, his arms tightly bound by
the elbow.

“‘If Bryan hadn’t known the exact
spot where I was prospecting, Softy,"’
he said slowly, ‘“‘you’d have been ex-
plaining yourself to g Greater Judge
than Fergus. D’you understand
that ?”’

The culprit wagged his head side
to side. Simpkin stooped, drew his
knife and cut the thongs, *‘Get up,”’
he commanded, and Softy rose stiffly.
“I'm asking for no explanations;
you'd likely find a hundred if I gave
you the chance. But remember one
thing, Softy, I’m responsible for you.
It you play the fool again I go out,
not you. And so, if T 60 much as hear
again of your making a wrong move
I'll attend to you myself. = Now,
vamoose.”” But Softy, instead of
availing himself of the permission, re-
mained where he was.

“I ain’t to be trusted, Fred,” he
said slowly. “Times thar’s a feelin’
comes over me as haow I can’t help
myself. T tries to be decent, but the
feelin’ says: ‘Yew go an’ take this,
yew go an’ take that,” an’ I can’t re-
wist it; I jest can’t.”

“You’ll have to make a fight, my
lad, that’s all. Tt’s the rope for you
and me if you don’t.”

“Haow kin I? Ain't every man
got his hand agin me? Kin I keep
a job a week? Soon’s anythin’ goes
wrong it's Softy that’s ter blame,
allus Softy. An’ even if I’'m inner-
cent, ther blame holds jest the same.
What kin a chap do agin that? Ef
yer turns me adrift naow, Fred, I’ll
go the same road—I could. no more
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help stealin’ your hoss 'n I could help
sleepin’ when I was tired.”’

“Well, what do you want? You
poor devil, I suppose you never had
a real chance in your life. What do
you want ?”’

“Let me hang out along er yew,
Fred. I'll work hard an’ honest, I
will, so be you give us a chanct. I
don’t want no dollars, narvy cent; just
my bare keep an’ a place to lie o’
night. T want ter be straight, but I
can’t be ’thout someone helps me.
I'm a bit weak here,” he tapped his
forehead; ““an’ I can’t tell any differ-
ence at times atween right an’ wrong.
But ef yew took me in hand, why,
there ain’t no tellin’.”’

Simpkin thought for a moment.
Probably enough it was as the man
said. He was a social pariah; every
man’s hand was against him; inevit-
ably his was against every man; it
was the law of the world. To release
the man from death and to throw him
at large on a hostile world was practi-
cally doing no more than postpone the
inevitable evil day. He studied the
loose-lipped, unintelligent face closely.

“You can dig out with me,” he
said at last. ‘‘T dare say I'll be able
to find you a job. Now, come on.’
He mounted Bayardo’s bare back,
and set his horse’s face towards
home. Softy strode along beside
him, his eyes on the ground, and
something that he was entirely un-
familiar with welling up in his heart.
In all his life he had hardly known
the feeling of gratitude, but his dis-
ordered brain was slowly making
queer, rambling resolves.

I,

Within a month Softy was ae-
cepted as being as much a part of the
establishment as the big stove in the
corner. Cleft Rock, a place where
memories were conveniently short,
forgot his share in the horse-stealing,
and as there was no more such steal-
ing, refrained from hurling their
earlier epithets of abuse at the man.
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The unfortunate toiled ceaselessly
from dawn to dusk, for only by so do-
ing could he fight down those terrible
pangs of fear that remained to him
a8 his heritage from the past. He
went abroad, armed with Fred's great
axe, and painfully, laboriously, hewed
down the sparse trees that grew in
the mountains, dragging them one by
one back to the settlement. He made
no inquiries as to Simpkin's daily
labours ; his saviour had told him on
the morning after his salvation that
he was going prospecting, and that
was enough for Softy. Washing the
rough dirt-stained shirts of his friend,
or splitting the logs for the stove,
Softy thought constantly of his bene-
factor, and muttered curious, grotes-
que sentences between his teeth.

Winter closed down in all its rigour,
and there was nothing to be done out-
side. Simpkin had done much work
in the open months, and now, as he
could no longer continue his lengthy
journeys, he was quite content to sit
at home and discuss the future with
any who came his way. But the
men of Cleft Rock, whilst not holding
any grudge against him for his inter-
vention, yet seemed to slacken in
their cordiality ever so little; and so,
it was only natural that Simpkin
should find himeelf thrown more and
more on Softy’s society.

Little by little Simpkin confided
his story to his henchman’s willing
ears. He was not a man of fluent
speech, but as the reserve of the man
wore down he became almost elo-
quent.

“There’s a girl in England, Softy,”
he remarked one night, when the
snow lay thick outside and a harsh
wind roared sullenly round the hut.
““That’'s why I'm out here. You
wouldn’t understand it all; but it
eases me to tell you. She’s not the
sort of woman you see away out here,
she’s all pink and white, and young,
Softy—young and tender. She’s got
a mother, too—darn her!”’ He reach-
ed inside his coat and drew out a
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little miniature, at which he gazed
almost pityingly.

““There she is, Softy; and I'll gwear
you never saw anyone to touch her.”
The ne'er-do-weel took the picture
with reverent hands and gazed upon
such a face as had never passed his
way since remembrance began.

“‘She's like—like—ther dawn in
spring,”’ he said wonderingly. ‘‘Gee,
ain’t she Number One all right ?*’

““She’s all that, and a good deal
more. It's on account of her I'm
out here. What use is an engineer
in London these days, unless he's
specialised ?"" went on Simpkin half
to himself. The market’s overcrowded
for engineers, unless they've got capi-
tal to start in a big way. And that
girl’s mother’s got her ear-marked for
a rich man, Softy. I came out here
to grow rich, and it's slow work, it's
slow work.” Softy crept nearer.

““It's like music fer ter hear yew
talk, Fred,"” he said. ‘‘Ain't thar no
more ?"’

“‘Oh, there's lots more, if it comes
to that. Tt does a man good to get
it off his chest at times. She said
she’d hold out against her mother for
two years; but that she didn't think
she’d be able to do more. And
eighteen months are pretty nearly
done. She writes me letters, Softy,
and tells me how hard it is to hold
out against her mother’s persuasions.
I'd like to—to——"" He set his teeth
firmly, and a look of bitter determina-
tion came into his eyes.

“Like ter string her up, same’s they
nigh strung me up?” asked softy,
out of his limited intelligence.

““Well, not quite so bad as that,
lad, perhape; but she’s a harpy, a
beast. She's doing her best to marry
my girl to a millionaire, a drunken
hound who'd lead her the life of a
dog; but he’d put lots of money into
the way of my girl’'s mother, and
that's all she thinks of. Not about
her child’'s happiness—she doeen’t
care if Maisie goes to hell in torment,
80 long as she herself lies soft and
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warm, and has fine clothes to wear.
Not much chance there for a poor
devil of an engineer who’s got nothing
beyond a couple of bare hands and a
bit of grit.”’

And Simpkin relapsed into mourn-
ful silence.

“Wisht I'd a gold mine ter give ye,
Fred,”” said Softy. And Simpkin
laughed ; it was so impossible to im-
agine Softy, who had never been
known to possess even a whole shirt
for more than a week, to give him
anything.

During those long winter months
the young man talked much to his
companion, and little by little the
meaning of what winning Maisie
Ridout meant to his patron pene-
trated into Softy’s brain. Love for
a woman was a thing he could not
understand, but he could and did
understand how Simpkin’s heart
hungered for the girl away in Lon-
don. He, Softy, could not help
Simpkin to the realisation of his ideal :
which was to make a fortune, and,
returning, drag the girl from under
her mother’s very nose; but he could
realise that Simpkin needed encour-
agement as the months wore on, and
he gave it, in his own grotesque fash-
ion.

And then the spring came round;
the white blanket began to disappear
from the world, the sound of pick
and shovel was heard in the land.
Simpkin resumed his lengthy absences
from home, and Softy stayed behind
guarding Simpkin’s possessions jeal-
ously.

‘“Pack up everything that matters;
we’'re moving out o’ this,”’ said Simp-
kin, one day, bursting into the place.
“Look alive, Softy. We’ll slip off
to-night.”” And he helped Softy to dis-
mantle the simple dwelling of every-
thing that was worth while. Toward
evening a waggon drew up abt the
door, and the two men piled a curious
mass of belongings into the vehicle;
Simpkin cracked his whip as the last
movable was in place, and they set

forth into the night. That night and
the next they travelled, and then ar-
rived at a spot which Softy had never
known before. Here they halted.

““We’ll stop right here,”” said Simp-
kin. ‘“We’ll run up a bit of a shed,
Softy, and start afresh.’”” And further
explanation he would not give. Softy
was obedient, and in his hands the
axe did marvellous things; but Simp-
kin could hardly spare the small time
necessary for the erection of the shack;
he was afire with a strange eagerness.

*‘Finish it yourself,”’ he said, throw-
ing down the hammer. “‘Softy, I've
found a fortune, I believe.”” And he
hastened down to the bed of a little
creek. There had been a landslide
with the movement of the snow, and
the prospector had found undeniable
traces of the precious metal he was
in search of. He had discovered a
pocket, containing nuggets, the soil in
the bed of the stream was rich with
gold-dust.

“I want a month here, that’s all,”’
he said to Softy. ‘‘After that all the
world can know about the find; but
we won't say a word to a soul yet.
We’ll live on what we can shoot,
Softy, and we’ll stow the gold away
all snug; we won't take it into the
settlement. Here’s where we'll stow
ib,,.

He was feverish, excited beyond his
wont. Experience told him that his
find was a valuable one; a king’s ran-
som lay within reach of his hard-
working hands. But to work by night
was impossible, they had no lamps of
any account; and, too, the sight of a
burning light in that deserted cafion
might attract the attention of unde-
sirables.

Simpkin lifted a board of the floor
and took up his pick. “We’ll dig a
hole here, Softy,”’ he said, and fell
to work, his companion assisting him,
The earth was hard, and it was toil-
some labour; the sweat ran down their
faces, but they did not think of de-
sisting until they had excavated a re-
ceptacle that would have held gold to
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an incredible and fabulous value.

“That's where the gold’s to be
stored,’” said Simpkin. ‘“‘And you've
not got to breathe a word to a liv-
ing soul about it, my lad. You see,
I'm trusting you, in spite of what
you did before, but I believe you're
going to make good, Softy, and you'll
get o share of whatever gold’s lifted."”

Between them they had washed
and found close on ten thous-
sand ounces of gold; it was a
thing almost unheard of. Only an-
other month, and then Simpkin could
go boldly to Maisie's mother and lay
his winnings before her, could claim
the-girl by right of his love and his
wealth—love for the girl, wealth for
the mercenary mother—and the end
would be wedding bells. He opened
out still further from his habitual re-
gerve, and told Softy more and more
of his dreams.

“I'll take on big contracting work;
I'll be a millionaire in five years,”
he said. ‘‘Maisie’ll have everything
she wants, and we'll pension off the
old woman so she won’t interfere.
Tt's a good world, Softy, a good world.
We'll stop another week, Softy,
and then we’ll clear. But—I'll pre-
pare her for what's coming, lad, T'll
prepare her.” Six days later Simp-
kin saddled his horse that had grazed
at large in the neighbourhood, and
get off towards the eettlement. ‘‘Back
in three days, Softy,”” he said. ‘‘You
look after the place.”

He rode off leaving Softy alone. He
would return in three days, and those
three days must be filled in somehow.
Softy found stout nails and secur-
ed the loosened floor-board in place.
He stamped on it, and found that it
gave no indication of a hollow space
beneath; it was packed with bags of
gold ; it sounded dull and solid. The
first two days were put in adding a
little more to the treasure. The
third day Softy took Simpkin’s shot-
gun, and went into the woods. Re-
turning towards evening. He cook-
ed the bird he had contrived to
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shoot, and ate it; then he sat down
before the stove—up there the even-
ings were chill—and in the glowing
embers traced the face of the girl. He
laughed to himself, rubbing hie hands,
chuckled at thought of the surprise
that would be hers. Then he heard
the rapid beat of hoofs outside, and
got up in haste.

Fred must be back—it was almost
time. Only Simpkin would ride in
such hot haste. But there were
gurely two horses; ah, Fred would
have brought another,of course, in
order to drag back the laden waggon
as swiftly as possible.

Softy opened the door and went
back to the stove to pile fresh logs
into it; he must give Fred a wel-
come home. Feet sounded without—
he straightened his back and turned
to the door. And then his face whit-
ened, his jaw dropped; here was no
Fred Simpkin, instead two men,
vile of feature. clad in coarse shirts,
stood in the entrance., His hand flew
to his shirt bosom, his fingers gripped
the butt of the old revolver.

“Hands up!”" He refused to obey
and pulled the weapon forth, as he
levelled it a pistol cracked, and his
hand fell uselessly to his side, the
pistol dropping to the ground.

“None o’ them tricks here. I said
‘Hands up!’ " Softy recognised his
impotence, and his foot that had been
reaching out to the fallen weapon,
was withdrawn.

“What d’ye want?”’ he asked sul-
lenly. ‘“‘Thar ain‘t nuthin’ hyar.”

““Yes, Softy, there’'s suthin’ hyar
we wants. An’' yew've got fer ter
give it to ue, mind ye that.”

“An’ durned quick, too,”” growled
the second man. They both entered
the hut and closed the door behind
them. At close quarters, with the
light upon their faces, Softy named
them for two of the old gang, des-
perate men, who would allow nothing
to stand in their way. What could
they want ?

“Strap him up wi’ thet old hide-
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rope,’’ said the man who had chal-
lenged and fired, and the other man
obeyed. They thrust Softy down on
the packing-case beside the stove; so
close to the glowing erection that he
could feel the skin of his back scorch.

““Naow, Softy, old pal, yew've got
to speak a word er two ter-night,”’
growled the man he had recognised for
Jim Burke himself. Softy’s heart
drummed painfully against his ribs;
he was beginning to understand.

“We're wise on some things,” said
Burke, playing with his revolver. “We
ain’t intendin’ fur ter resort ter ex-
treme measures, Softy, ’cos yew’ll be
reasonable, bein’ an old pal. Tell us
in three words whar Fred Simpkin
keeps his bold.”” That was it—he had
known it all along. And because two
pairs of eyes were watching him nar-
rowly, he refrained from glancing to-
wards the spot where the floor-board
covered the treasure. It required her-
culean effort, but he refrained.

“Thar ain’t no gold,” he said, ly-
ing bravely.

“Thar’s a lot o’ gold somewheres,”’
said Burke. ‘‘ 'T won't pay yew fer
ter lie ter me, old son. I don’t mind
tellin’ ye haow I knows. We’ve
watched Simpkin an’ you hereabouts,
an’ we've tumbled. We was in Cleft
Rock yistiddy, an’ me, gendin’ off a
letter, seed Fred Simpkin come inter
the post-office. I seed him write a
tellygraft, an’ he wrote that enthus-
iastic, he pressed deep. T read every
word he'd written on ther paper under-
neath. An' what he wrote was:
‘Struck it rich, comin’ home.’ An’
he ain’t been to ther bank, an’ he
ain’t got the gold on him. So it's
hyar, an’ we means fer ter have it.”

“It's not hyar,” said Softy sul-
lenly. “‘T tell yer, it's not hyar.”

“It's hyar, Softy. Come, yew’re
not going’ back on an old pard. Yew
up an’ tell us whar it is, an yew'll
get yer share.”’

He approached the bound man and,
as if in play, thrust his head down
towards the stove. With the hot
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breath from the glowing iron scorch-
ing his chin, he held him fast.

““Tell us, Softy,” he coaxed. And
Softy wriggied in anguish. His poor
brain had become clear once more, as
clear as it wae that day when Fred
Simpkin had saved him from the rope.
He was abie tc think it all out clear-
ly. These men knew the gold was
thera; thay haw raced ahead of Simp-
kin in order to possess themselves
of it und be away before his return
And Fred hod 1.omised to be back
that night.

Burke had intended to take the gold
and Softy with him, until the presence
of the semi-idiot became too embarrag-
sing, when he would be dispensed
with. Simpkin would naturally sup-
pose that the temptation of the gold
had been too strong for the man he
had saved, and suspicion would only
rest on Softy—who had always been
under & cloud. It was an ingenious
ides.

Softy held out until a blister ap-
peared on his cheek. Then he gasped,
and Burke released him.

“Come on, Softy; yew'll only lay
up trouble fer yerself ef yew don’t tell
us quick. Thar ain’t no time ter
waste.”’

“Waken him up ; there’ll be hell ter
pay ef Simpkin comes back afore we’re
through,”” growled the second man.
“Leave him ter me, Burke, an’ I'll
make him speak.” Burke moved
away with an ill grace, and left Softy
seated by the stove. The other man,
Jinsy Craggs, pulled his revolver out.

“Will ye speak?’’ he asked, and
fired. The bullet cut a score in Softy’s
shoulder; he yelled aloud with the
pain.

“Next time it’ll be ter kill, not ter
hurt,”” said Jinsy, drawing back the
hammer slowly. ‘‘Naow, will yer
tell 2°’

It would be o easy to divulge the
secret of the gold’s hiding-place: a
couple of words would do it—nay, even
a single glance. Burke, leaving the
unfortunate in the hands of his accom-
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plice, was ranging the place, search-
ing everywhere—turning out the old
boxes, seeking under the beds, tapping
on the walls. Softy feared death
greatly ; but there was something with.
in himself stronger than his fear.
Simpkin had left him in charge of
the gold; he had trusted him, whom
no man had ever trusted before. And
that gold meant so much to Fred—
life, happiness, love — more than
these, indeed, the happiness of that
wonder-woman whose pictured pre-
sentment filled Softy’s dreams.

“Ther gold ain’t hyar,” he repeat-
ed stubbornly, with a curious little
glint in his colourless eyes, and a
quaint setting of his stubbly chin,

““Oh, it ain't, ain't it? Wall I'll
give yew one more chanct. Naow,
one, two—whar’s that gold ?’’ The
revolver was levelled at Softy’s breast ;
allowing for the throw-up of the muz-
zle, the bullet would take him fairly.
between the eyes. He could see the
hard, brown finger tightening on the
trigger, and, almost unconsciously, he
could smell something—burning skin.
But not his own—not his own; he felt
no pain in his hands or back. Ah! he
had it—the hide rope that bound him
was being charred through!

“Will ye tell? Three!”” And the
pistol cracked. But the aim was not
intended to be immediately fatal. As
he fired Jingy threw the muzzle down
and a bullet took Softy in a lobe of the
left lung. He coughed huskily and
worked at his bonds and felt them
give.

Now was his chance — he would
never tell. They might tear him limb
from limb, but the gold had been en-
trusted to him, and he would hold the
secret with his life. It was only the
pain of the burning he feared. The
gold belonged to Fred, to the man who
had saved him and treated him as a
white man. The rope snapped. Softy,
making no sound, reached for the
revolver. Burke and the other man
were conducting a search on their own
account, tapping the walls, stamping

on the floor, and feeling everywhere.

“We'll cut him up—hil"” cried
Burke, turning, and Softy grasped the
pistol-butt. But as he lifted the muz-
zle Burke fired, and the bullet was
aimed truly and well. Softy dropped
back with a groan, but he still held
the pistol, despite the fact that the
bullet had almost touched his heart.

Dying as he was, a gleam of his
old cunning came back to him. Fred
must be here anon; he must hold out
until then, If the men believed—be-
lieved——

He wearily crawled across the floor
of the hut, away from the place where
the gold was hidden. The men watch-
ed him through narrowed lids.

“He'll go to it now—he’s all in!"
said Burke. Softy had counted on
this, and he made ehift to lift the
pistol that was growing eo heavy now.

“Come an’ take it,”” he gasped and
fired wide.

“Drop him! The gold's under-
neath!” said Jinsy, cocking his re-
volver. As his finger pressed the trig-
ger again Softy groaned, and that
groan reached the ears of a man who
stood in the doorway. Fred Simpkin,
hearing shots, had halted at a little
distance from the shack, dismounted,
and crept forward on foot. On the
grass his feet made no sound. But
the door was open, and he saw every
detail of what was tranepiring with-
in. He eaid no word as his revolver
flashed forth; he said no word as his
finger pressed the trigger, but Jinsy
went down with a bullet through his
brain.

““Move, and I shoot!”” came a stern
voice, and Burke fired—a second too
late. His arm was shattered at the
elbow ; he gave a roar and plunged to-
wards the door, but the pistol-butt
took him fairly on the temple, and he
went down like a pole-axed ox. A
mist was before Softy’s eyes, but the
well-remembered voice penetrated to
his dimming brain.

“Fred, I saved ther gold!” he said
weakly, and died.
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ORGANISATION, EDUCATION, CO-OPERATION

BY GEORGE FISHER CHIPMAN

FEW weeks ago the world rubbed

its eyes in amazement at the
spectacle of eight hundred farm-
ers from all over Canada appearing be-
fore Parliament at Ottawa and de-
manding justice. What was even more
significant, those farmers represented
immediately an organisation of almost
forty thousand farmers of Canada and
indirectly four million souls who sub-
sist through agricultural industry. No
gpirit of undue humility marked the
presentation of their case to Parlia-
ment. Full and intelligent realisa-
tion of their importance as the
groundwork of the national fabric was
a feature of ‘‘Farmers’ Day’’ on Par-
liament Hill.

That the representatives of organis-
ed agricultural industry in Canada
should find necessary the expenditure
of time, money and effort sufficient to
lay their case before Parliament is a
striking commentary on the Canadian
system of Government. It was a pub-
lic manifestation of the widespread
feeling among the great wealth-pro-
ducing class that so-called democarcy
in Canada is largely a myth, that
gpecial privilege is in control, that re-
presentative Government is broken
down, and that only through a united
and determined effort on the part of
the common people will they secure
protection of their interests. Those
farmers were emstwhile followers of
two historic political parties, but now
they acknowledge no party ties.

The appearance of the farmers at
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Ottawa was a warning to both politi-
cal parties that all the Canadian peo-
ple will not always bow allegiance to
any but constitutional power. Since
the Western farmers spoke their
minds so fully and freely to Sir Wil-
frid Laurier when he visited the prair-
ies last summer they have been mis-
represented, for selfish reasons, in
every Anglo-Saxon country. Their
descent upon Ottawa will terminate
that campaign, The world now knows
the truth.

But the questions now are, Will
this farmers’ organisation live ? Has
it any stability ? What is behind it ?
It is patent to all that if the farmers
remain shoulder to shoulder their
cause must ultimately triumph. Form-
er articles by the writer have set forth
the rise and some of the accomplish-
ments of the farmers’ organisations in
Western Canada, and it is the pur-
pose of the present article to indicate
the certainty of their permanency.

By an analysis of the organisations
in each of the prairie provinces a bet-
ter appreciation of the scope and im-
portance of the farmers’ work can be
had. In the Province of Manitoba
there are to-day two hundred loeal
Grain Growers’ Associations; in Sas-
katchewan, three hundred and fifty
Grain Growers’ Associations, and in
Alberta two hundred local unions of
the United Farmers of Alberta. Fach
local organisation of farmers holde
meetings either monthly or semi-
monthly for the discussion of matters




THE VOICE FROM THE SOIL

purely local, such as purchasing sup-
plies, marketing produce, municipal
laws, and other subjects of paramount,
intcrest to the immediate community.
In addition provinciol matter relat-
ing to government, ownership of ele-
vators, direct legislation, co-operation,
meat packing plants, mortgage laws,
taxation of land values, supplying
seed grain and scores of others re-
ceive attention. Probably greater in-
terest is taken in such national ques-
tions as the tariff, public ownership
of public utilities, government owner-
ship and operation of the Hudson’s
Bay Railway, railway legislation, the
banking system of Canada, and the
conservation of natural resources.
These local meetings are proving of
untold benefitt for educational pur-
poses and are rapidly bringing about
a healthy interest in all public ques-
tions. Each year there is an annual
convention held in each province
where from five to six hundred dele-
gates from the local associations as-
semble to legislate for the provincial
organisations. Farmers’ parliaments
will meet this winter at Brandon,
Regina, and Calgary.

It is at these parliaments that the
policy of the associations is laid down
and plans outlined for future progress.
These parliaments are becoming recog-
nised as factors of great importance in
Western civilisation, and they receive
due attention by the press. Tt is at
these meetings that the tariff, ele-
vator, and Hudson Bay Railway poli-
cies are formulated and written down.

The local associations in the three
provinces are bound together by cent-
ral organisations, which form the con-
necting link and unite the three prov-
inces for one purpose. In Winnipeg
is the central office of the Manitoba
Grain Growers’ Association, presided
over by R. McKenzie, Secretary, an
Ontario man of Scotch descent, who
has spent more than a quarter of a
century in Manitoba, and who is famil-
iar with the problems of Western

357

farmers. Moose Jaw is the headquart-
ers of the Saskatchewan Grain Grow-
ers’ Association, where F. W, Green,
Secretary, is in charge. He is a na-
tive of the Mother Country, but he
has spent nearly a generation in Can-
ada, and has become one of the big
farmers of Saskatchewan. In Alber.
ta the central office of the secretary
is at Innisfail. It is presided over
by E. J. Fream, another native of
England, whom nineteen years in Can-
ada has transformed into a thorough
Canadian. Every member of local as-
sociations pays one dollar a year, half
of which goes to the support of the
central office. The Grain Growers’
Grain Company, realising the fact that
the associations have built up the
company, support the central offices
by generous grants of money. Sas-
katchewan and Alberta associations re-
ceive small grants from the provineial
governments, but such grants in no
way affect their independence. The
farmers’ organisations of Western Can-
ada have no political nor governmental
strings upon them—and therein lies
their strength. The function of the
central offices is to supply informa-
tion for the guidance of the locals and
for discussion at their meetings; to
conduct the organisation work through.
out their respective provinces, and to
watch the interests of the organised
farmers upon all oceasions. During
the winter months organisers are sent
throughout the country by the central
office, and addresses are delivered on
topies in which the farmers are inter-
ested. Each central office is an in.
formation bureau for the local associa-
tions, and it also furnishes inspiration
and incentive for greater activity
where needed. The central associa-
tion has regularly elected presidents,
and other officers and a board of di-
rectors for the conduct of its busi-
ness. The Saskatchewan association
has inaugurated a life membership
scheme at twelve dollars a year, and
the funds are lent on farm mortgages



358 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

to supply a permanent fund from the
interest for the support of the central
office. The Manitoba and Alberta as-
sociations are also working towards
the same end. It is the aim in all the
provinces to have a more highly organ-
ised central office through which the
work of the organisations will receive
-greater impetus. It is no temporary
scheme upon which the Western
farmers have embarked, but one which
they hope to leave in a state of great
efficiency for the benefit of their des-
cendants.

Despite the rapid progress that had
been made towards the ideals set by
the farmers’ organisations in the West-
ern Provinces, it was felt by the pro-
motors that a central bond of union
was needed in the ghape of an inde-
pendent journal which could be used
as the official organ. Two years ago
the Grain Growers’ Grain Company,
which was the only farmers’ organisa-
tion with a financial standing, offered
to finance such a paper for the as-
gociations, and The Grain Grower’s
Guide is the result. It was started
ag & monthly in June, 1908, and was
adopted by the three provincial as-
sociations as their official organ. So
well was it received that a year later
it became a weekly paper. It is the
only paper in Canada, owned, con-
trolled and edited by farmers for farm-
ers. It is not a purely agricultural
journal, but, as set out by the promot-
ers, it is “‘Designed to give uncolour-
ed news from the world of thought
and action, and honest opinions there-
on, with the object of aiding our people
to form correct views upon economic,
social and moral questions, so that the
growth of society may continually be
in the direction of more equitable,
kinder and wiser relations between its
members, resulting in the widest pos-
sible increase and diffusion of material
prosperity, intellectual growth, right
living, health and happiness.”” No
member of any of the associations is
compelled to subscribe to or read it.

The spirit of co-operation is per-
meating the prairie country very rap-
idly. The farmers needed only an
object lesson on the value of working
together, and they have had it. The
agitation demanding general co-opera-
tive legislation from the Federal Par-
liament hae behind it a widespread
desire upon the part of the Western
tarmers to conduct their own business.
They know that the present institu-
tions are not right. There is too much
duplication, too much profit taken in
the wrong direction, and too lax a
system of business among the farming
people. The farmers are now very
strongly considering the = advisability
of entering into all commercial lines
where they will buy their produce
and distribute the profits co-operative-
ly amongst themselves.

The credit system is the curse of the
West as of all other countries where
it prevails. The farmer raises his
wheat and sells it for cash always,
and then carries on a credit system
with the local merchant, which is poor
business for both. The co-operative
stores which the farmers will operate
will be conducted upon a cash basis.
If the farmer has not sold his wheat
he will be financed through the bank,
and in this way be able to meet all
his obligations. By having no bad
debts, the stores will be able to give
much better prices and also be able
to buy with cash. Already there are
co-operative institutions among the
farmers at Red Deer, Alberta;
Sintaluta, Saskatchewan, and in sev-
eral other places in the Western Prov.
inces. The Sintaluta scheme has been
in operation for only a few weeks,
but it is apparently a great success.
The local stores in the town are being
bought out by the farmers and eon-
sumers, 8o that there will be no dupli-
cation of business, and the best gervice
will be secured at the lowest possible
cost. The present co-operative scheme
will widen out till it embraces every
portion of the West.
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It is not peering too far into the
future to see co-operative stores in the
various country towns. The farmers
will own stock in them and after a
fixed rate of interest is paid the bal-
ance of the profits will be given back
to the patrons in proportion to the
amount of business they have done at
the store. This is the basis upon
which the vast co-operative business
of Engand and Scotland has been
worked up so that it now amounts to
hundreds of millions of dollars worth
every year. The co-operative scheme
i8 but another move towards the estab-
lishment of right relations between
man and man. It tends to break down
the lines of suspicion and distrust and
bring the co-operators closer together
and to a better understanding of each
other. It promises the difference
between the producer and the con-
sumer and applies the profits from
commercial transactions where they
are justly due. Such a system is
something that will grow in favour as
ite principles become better under-

A feeling is becoming current that
something should be done to remove
the injustice under which the farmers
of the West labour on account of the
tremendous areas of vacant land that
are held out of use by speculators.
This land lies along the railroads by
the tens of miles, while behind it and
farther away are the farmers working
for a living. While they work they
enhance the price of the vacant land
between their farms and the railroad,
and yet the farmers get not a single
cent from the ‘“unearned inerement’’
of the vacant land. There is a strong
feeling that some of the principles of
the Lloyd-George budget should be put
into effect upon the Western prairies;
the vacant land would then be put into
use. It would pay to have land work-
ed, whereas now it pays to keep it
idle.

The farmers are day by day getting
clearer in their minds what they need,
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and what Canada needs, in the way
of reform. How are they going to get
it? That is really the great problem.,
It is one thing to know what is need-
ed, buf it is a greater thing to know
how to get it. Both the present
political parties in Canada are hope-
less as at present constituted. True,
the people of Canada are divided
among the two great classes, and they
vote for one or the other. They did
the same in the United States, but
times are changing over there now.
The people are fast awakening, The
same move is afoot in Canada. The
new order of things is aproaching
rapidly. Down in the States they
are smaghing the power of the politi-
cal bosses and bidding fair to restore
the power of the common people. The
formation of a third party is a hazar-
dous undertaking and one which is
very liable to defeat the purpose for
which it was undertaken. The logical
method to be pursued then is for the
people to adhere to the respective
names which once designated parties
and take charge of the party caucuses
and see that the men nominated for
Parliament are men who will sup-
port the demands of the people. This
is the probable move that will be
made during the next year. There
is a strong probability that there will
be a Federal election before the end of
1911. Of course, it is not due for
another year, but circumstances de-
mand peculiar actions at times. TIf
it comes, the West will be deprived
of twenty new members on account
of increased population. If the peo-
ple who want things different get the
proper candidates into the field they
will have the battle half won at the
start. Already this movement is
under way on the prairie. If it re-
sults in placing even ten stalwart
champions of the people into the Fed-
eral Parliament they can leaven the
whole. They will be able to force the
tariff down to a “‘revenue’’ basis, that
iz, where the revenue will be for the
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Government and not for the manu-
facturers; they will be able to force
the hands of Parliament for govern-
ment ownership of public utilities and
for legislation that will give a square
deal to every man. The Western
farmers want ‘‘special privileges’’ to
be prevented from robbing, and they
are not asking power to rob anybody
else.

The organisation, education and co-
operation that is being spread over the
prairies day by day is making ite mark
upon the national life of Canada. The
West is already a strong factor at
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Ottawa, and every five years it will
be stronger. If the West is made to
suffer to-day at the hands of more
powerful and more grasping sections
of the Dominion then the West will
not be to blame if the spirit of retalia-
tion manifsts itself in the day to come
when the balance of power is not so
much towards the Atlantic. ‘‘Live
and let live’’ is something that ap-
peals to the Westerner, and he wants
to be allowed to live just now. In
fact, he has almost a determination
that he will live—even though there
are elements that point otherwise.

THE MARITIME PROVINCES*

By CARROLL C. AIKINS

lN some dim wmon of the distant Past

God gave the waves in wedlock to the strand
And blest the mating, that the restless Sea
Should harbour find about a stalwart Land.
The Sea our Mother and the Land our Sire
The swelling breast unbounded, vital, free
That suckles life among her storm-cast babes
And gives them guerdon of their worthiness.
A pleasant Land! A strong and tender Land !
The tempered seasons mingle and succeed

In sequent equity of shade and grace,

Green, sun-kissed, russet-golden, snow-caressed.
Some seek my Mother’s deep-sea wedding-dower
'Mid tempest and in smiling, sunlit ways,

And some return low-laden to the land,

And some fare forth to nevermore return.

Some dally in the upland orchard-dales

Or delve the mine or sow the golden grain,

And all who labour, all who love or hate

Shall reap the fitting harvest of their hands.
And others—well all know them, though unnamed—
Gifted with insight past their passing days,
Statesmen who saw the Vision Realised

You told, in council, what we are to-day.

* First of a series of poems on the Canadian Provinces.
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COIFFE

AND SABOT IN BRITTANY
BY EMILY P. WEAVER

Tllustrations from Photographs

N America some are voluntary

slaves of the tyrant Faghion, and
some are dragged at her chariot
wheels unwillingly enough, but bold
is the man or woman—almost heroic
indeed or foolhardy—who bids her de-
crees open defiance. Even would-be
rebels, for the most part, profess the
allegiance that galls them, make
clumsy attempts to simulate the liv-
eries of their mistress, and only ven-
ture when they think her back is
turned (like the small boy who grim-
aces at his teacher) to wave the flag
of liberty. From the man who dare
not take his seat in his accustomed
pew on a sweltering July Sunday, un-
less habited in his full panoply of
broadcloth and starched linen, to the
woman who thinks to satisfy her
exacting sovereign with feeble imita-
tions of bulging sleeves and hats only
two instead of ten sizes too large—
we are all in slavery. In this respect
our boasted freedom is a myth or a
memory, for to-day Fashion has on
this continent as many and as ab-
ject bond-slaves as anywhere in the
wide world. In the ““Old Country”
elderly folk often manage to break
away from their thraldom, but here
it is few indeed, young or old, who
can refrain from joining in the gro-
tesque and exhausting gyrations of
the dance that Fashion leads her vot-
aries. Smiling or protesting, they
foot it in breathless haste to keep
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time to the rattle and clink of the
money-bags of Paris man-milliners or
New York modistes. To this tuneless
jingle the dance goes on, fast and fur-
ious, and in keeping step with it
humanity seems subject to changes
as startling as those which perplex us
in the low life of gelatinous sea-crea-
tures. Heads are now large, now
small, shoulders broad or narrow,
waists appear and disappear, figures
lose or regain their shape, till human-
ity seems a mere adjunct to the
clothes it wears.

Moralists, mindful of the toil, the
expense, the too frequent folly of it
all, declare that these things ought
not so to be, and some of them insist
that the whole question should be fac-
ed in a strictly ultilitarian spirit, pay-
ing due attention to health, comfort
and decency, and stopping short there.
For most of us, though we indignant-
ly disclaim ““the love of dress’ as be-
ing amongst our faults or virtues, this
is not enough. Deep down in our se-
cret hearts we know that, while the
love of beauty in flowers and fields,
in seas and sunlit clouds, in noble
faces and fair pictures is g precious
gift and a possession to be cultivated,
the love of beauty in dress can hard.
ly be a crime.

And the love of beauty does not
exhaust all the possibilities of simple,
innocent pleasure in dress. While
some people can derive no satisfac-
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A GIRL OF LANNION IN HER COIFFE DE CEREMONIE

tion from garments lacking harmony
of tint or line sheer novelty is
enough to give delight to folk differ-
ently constituted. Others again find
their chief satisfaction in the connec-
tion of dress with character. Stu-
dents of human nature, they read in

365

the garments of their fellows hints as
to their habits, their labours, their
mental and spiritual qualities; and to
the eyes of these hats and coats are
eloquent self-expression and the cut of
a gown may suggest history. The
enormous popularity of the modern
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pageant is an unconscious tribute to
the importance of clothes, for, if the
costumes were subtracted, what would
remain ?

Now, anyone, who, for any reason,
loves dress (which, by the way, like
conscience, laughter and the practice
of cookery, is one of the grand charac-
teristics distinguishing man from the
brutes) may have a rare treat by go-
ing to Brittany. There, indeed, Fash-
ion reigns supreme; but, instead of
the indecorous haste which prompts
the women of this continent to fling
away their clothes before they have
had time to catch any of the indivi-
duality of their wearers, the Breton
peasante make their garments on the
same model year after year, wear
them for a life time and, in some
cases, hand them down as heirlooms to
their successors.

For the tourist, however, these very
fashions have the charm of novelty,
of change depending not on time but
on place. In a few brief hours’ tra-
velling, you may, as it were, turn the
pages of a whole volume of Breton
modes, all still extant and up-to-date,
but varying from village to village and
district to district, as our fashions
vary through a decade, yet still pre-
serving some semblance of unity,
which would serve at any moment to
differentiate them from such alien
styles, as those, for example, of Tur-
key or China.

In Brittany, wherever you go, the
outstanding characteristics of the pea-
sant women'’s attire are wooden shoes,
skirts of extraordinary amplitude, and
aprons and caps for outdoor as well as
indoor wear. Once, by the way, as
the eighteenth-century traveller Kalm
would inform us, the Canadiennes of
Quebec and Montreal had the same
idea that they were not properly
dressed without their caps; and this
applied to great ladies as much as to
humble folk. Breton great ladies,
however, dress like the rest of French
society dames; and it is the peasant
costumes which chiefly interest us,
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showing within the limits of the gen-
eral features I have mentioned an al-
most bewildering variety of detail.

In the Cétes du Nord, about the
somnolent cathedral town of Tré-
guier, along the rocky coasts of
Ploumanach and in the districts sur-
rounding the fisherman’s port of
Paimpol, the dress of the women is as
sombre as the legends they learned at
their mothers’ knees, as dull of hue
as the clouds that so often overhang
their gorse-fenced fields and old-
world towns and so frequently drown
out all life and colour from the pros-
pect with sheets of heavy rain. No
wonder that the Bretonnes of this re-
gion are almost never seen in public
without large stout umbrellas, for
though their dresses are as austerely
devoid of ornament as the robes of the
nuns, and as substantial in material,
the rain of Brittany comes, not in
light showers, but in a soaking long-
continued downpour. The full-skirted
gowns are generally black. The aprone
are black also (or occasionally dark
blue) and the shoulders are covered
with a large shawl or a short round
cape of real or imitation lambskin,
dyed black.

.The draperies of these women are
indeed so funereal that a stranger,
coming into one of the gray old towns
on a Sunday or a market day, would
have good excuse for fancying that
half the population was in mourning
for some widespread calamity. Even
the coiffe, light, transparent, quaint-
ly winged and sometimes adorned
with a band of lacework across the
back, is suggestive in its pure white
of the headgear of a widow. The
“‘grandmothers”—a portion of the
population much in evidence in self-
abnegating attendance on those small
sovereigns of every household, the
lastest-born—wear the coiffe drawn
well forward over their geant y
hair to the line of the forehead. The
Yyounger women pin it well back on the
tight coils of their black locks and, at
the best of times, this particular type




A BRITTANY PARDON—PILGRIMS AT STE. ANNE D'’AURAY TAKING BREAKFAST IN THE OPEN AIR

of cap is to an unaccustomed eye
more curious than beautiful. As I
write, however, the exception to this
generalisation riges in my memory,
and I see again the sweet, brown gun-
kissed face of a little daughter of Brit-
tany, with roguish dark eyes, lips of
coral and a witchery of smiles and
dimples that turned the coiffe with its
droll wings into a halo—for a very
mischievous-looking angel. The little
maid was only a femme-de-chambre
of a queer Hotel du Commerce, but
her deft service and her pretty friend-
ly manners made us feel strangely at
home in that unfamiliar place of our
brief sojourn.

But not all the young girls of Brit-
tany, especially in the northern part,
care to wear the costume of their
race. They often affect a style of
dress, influenced—at a distance, like
our own—by the deliberate and often
unhappy inventions of Parisian cos-
tumiers, bent on novelty at all costs
of grace and convenience. Most of
the children, moreover, instead of
being burdened with voluminous
gkirts and aprons after the pattern of
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their elders, are clad, at least on com-
mon occasions, in loose, simple frocks
and blouses like our own little ones.
There is, however, one day in the
year when the attire of the little folk
becomes a matter of vast importance
to all the mothers and grandmothers
and perhaps also the fathers of the
community. Once a year (for two or
three years in succession, we were
told) the lads and lasses of very ten-
der age ‘‘make their first com-
munion.”’

We were at Tréguier when this
great event occurred there, and from
early morning the town was filled
with the children and their relatives.
We saw them fluttering about the
square—anxious mothers in their
gloomy raiment, carrying for sons or
daughters candles three or four feet
high, decked out with strange con-
volutions in wax and trimmings of
gold or silver paper; small boys, with
fine new prayer-books and long
streamers of white ribbon tied on
their left arms; little girls, looking like
tiny brides, in full long dresses of
filmy white and diaphanous veils

K
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which covered their emall persons
from head to foot. We followed them
into the damp moss-covered interior
of the stately cathedral, and witness-
ed the perilous lighting of those huge
candles, held in very weary and
often tremulous little hands. Later
we saw the small people pass out
again into the sunshine, mincing
across the ‘‘place’”’ like a flock of
white doves, in meek, self-conscious
appreciation of their own fair plumage.
But, poor little maids, who ecan
grudge them this one ‘‘white day,”
when before them, for all the re-
mainder of their pilgrimage as wives,
mothers and grandmothers, lie those
woeful trappings of black! Poor
little maids; and almost before they
grow accustomed to that mournful
garb their faces will doubtless have
caught from their elders or perhaps
from the neighbouring sea (which for
centuries has been bringing into the
lives of Breton folk elements of
strength and tragedy and wild super-
stition) that sad seriousness which is
a characteristic of their race.

Why the people of North Brittany
should appear in so sad a guise, I do
not know; but, as I said above, it is
widely prevalent, and though the caps
at least vary slightly in the different
villages, the resemblance is more
easily perceived (by a stranger) than
the divergences.

Entering a village church near Lan-
nion, we had the good fortune to come
upon & peasant wedding, and so saw
not one but many of these marvellous
decorations for the head. This is in-
deed the vay to see them to advan-
tage, for, quite frequently, while a
solitary coiffe appears only odd and
bizarre, the effect of a group of women
en coiffe is picturesque in the ex-
treme; and markets, weddings and
pardons, at which the peasants con-
gregate in multitudes, all give excel-
lent opportunities for the study of the
characteristic costumes of Brittany.

It was in the market-place of
Morlaix, an ancient town in the de-
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partment of Finistére, remarkable
for ite magnificent viaduct and ite
quaint old houses, that we first dis-
covered that the sombre clothes of
the Tréguier district were beginning
to give way to gayer costumes. Some
of the women—buyers, sellers, or per-
haps only passing visitors like our-
selves—wore close caps, dresses with
square-cut necks and becoming little
bands of velvet at their throats.
Others had checked ‘‘cross-overs,” or
handkerchiefs on their shoulders; and
some displayed the queer cap, which
we afterwards saw at home in the
quiet, legend-haunted little town of
St. Pol de Léon. There the little
girls wear stiff, small, white hoods,
but as they grow into womanhood,
don caps (made sometimes of muslin
and sometimes of a material almost
as coarse as mosquito-netting) which
have an odd little hump at each side,
as if to give room for budding horns.

At Morlaix, too, the costume of the
men began to be interesting. About
the market loitered rustic dandies
wearing vests adorned with velvet and
low-crowned felt hats from which de-
pended two long velvet streamers. At
Quimper, the next stage in our jour-
ney, every turn round a street corner
brought into view some new and de-
lightful variety of costume worn by
young or old, male or female. In this
district a particularly pretty, broad,
white collar is in vogue. Resting on the
shoulders and open enough to display
the soft curves of a shapely neck, it
is extremely becoming to a pretty
fillette, especially when worn with a
dainty open-work chemisette. Some
form of this collar is much worn,
about Quimper, Quimperlé and Con-
carneau. One may see it on women
working in the fields or doing their
everlasting washing in the open air
beside some little pool or down
amongst the boats tied up at the fine
quays, which are a feature of these
Breton towns.

Quimper, which impressed us dur-
ing our brief stay as a clean, bright,
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lively town, centres about a beautiful
cathedral, much of which dates from
the fifteenth century or even earlier.
It is notable for its rich old glass, but
it is the shadowy gloom of its vaulted
aisles that dwells in my memory.
That and the nobly carved west door-
way—a wonder of delicate stonework
—through which at every hour of the
day passed and repassed figures like
pictures wandering from their frames.
Now a mendicant, with staff and out-
stretched hand, dragging his sabots
slowly over the pavement; then a gay
wedding party, with the chief actors
in modern attire, attended by some
guests in rich Breton costumes, in-
cluding a tiny maiden of three or
four, who looked like the quaintest
and daintiest of wax dolls. Next
came a baptismal party, all in the
peasant dresses, the baby resplendent
in a wonderful worked shawl or blan-
ket,

Later, looking out from the door of
a shop down the narrow Rue Kéréon
which ends in the stately grace of the
twin-spired cathedral, we were happy
enough to catch sight of another wed-
ding party—all, this time, in costume.
It was headed by two young couples,
walking like children hand in hand,
all four abreast, across the roadway,
while behind came a procession of
parents and relatives. Whether or
not it was a double wedding, I do not
know, but the garments of all four
young people were marvellous in
colour and decoration. I cannot pre-
tend to describe them in detail. I
only know that the coats of the men
glistened with gold braid and dazzling
buttons and that the costumes of the
women were gay as the plumage of
tropical birds. No widow-like habili-
ments for these daughters of southern
Brittany; or, if indeed they still
cling to black gowns, it seems merely
as a foil for many-coloured embroid-
eries, gorgeous petticoats, coiffes de
cérémonie, and aprons—pink, purple,
vivid green or blue, made of a lnpd
of ‘‘watered”’ velvet, silk or satin,
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trimmed with lace and elaborately
adorned with needlework. (In south-
ern Brittany, by the way, the art of
embroidery is not an accomplishment
exclusively feminine, and the portrait
of the ““Old Embroiderer of Pont 1’Ab-
bé’’ is said to be that of a man at his
daily task.)

Costumes and customs change slow-
ly in Brittany, and if you care to see
how closely a peasant wedding of to-
day resembles one of a few genera-
tions ago, it is worth while to visit
the Museum at Quimper, where there
is a most interesting representation
of an old-time Noce en Bretagne.
The figures, modelled in terra-cotta
and realistically tinted, are life-size.
The costumes are actual garments,
though time has softened their once
vivid colouring. The poses are ®o
natural, the faces so expressive, that
one could easily imagine the company
to be living men and women, charmed
by some wizard’s touch, at the height
of their festivity, into a sudden age-
long sleep.

But, indeed, a similar fancy that
the hands of time have been strange-
ly ariested starts up many a time in
the quaint towns of old ‘‘Armoriea,’’
esrecially when one chances on a
group of men clad in garments gay
as those associated in our thoughts
with the days of the Cavaliers or on a
knot of children in coiffes, long skirts
and aprons of a pattern hardly dis-
tinguishable from the garb of their
mothers. Colours may fade, embro-
deries fray, black velvet turn rusty,
but none of these accidents can rob
the Breton costumes of their charm.
In fact they only serve to assure the
on-looker that he is occupied with real
life, not merely assisting at some
gigantic stage-play or pageant.

As an opportunity for seeing cos-
tumes, nothing exceeds one of the
rardons, the great religious festivals
of Brittany. To these gather all sorts
and conditions of folk, beggars and
well-to-do peasants; aged women,
little children, young lovers, helpless
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invalids, priests and nuns, mounte-
banks and fortune-tellers, and all put
on their best clothes in honour of St.
Jean, St. Yves, or Ste. Anne, as the
case may be.

Many pardons are held at different
times and places. One of the most
largely attended is that of Ste. Anne
d’Auray, which falls on July 26th, the
supposed birthday of the saint. On
the eve of the festival multitudes,
seeking healing of soul or body, keep
s long night vigil in the great, dusky
church, and a strange scene it is. The
crowd, (when we were present) con-
sisted mostly of women; and in the
dim half-light of a very few lamps,
the bowed, coiffe-covered heads sug-
gested a vast company of sheeted
ghosts, chanting in monotonous unison
the praises of Ste. Anne. Suddenly
they surged out of their seats, pausing
a moment at the door to light each a
candle; then, led by their priests, they
began to march in slow irregular pro-
cession about the church precinets,
still ginging as they went the glories
of ““the grandmother-saint.”” On the
morrow, the great day of the pardon,
were more services and processions,
and a kind of miracle-play, setting
forth the discovery by a Breton
peasant, in the seventeenth century,
of the wonder-working image of Ste.
Anne and the founding on the spot
of the first humble chapel in her
honour.

By afternoon, though the rain pour-
ed down in torrents, the village re-
sembled a fair. Pilgrims from afar
clustered like bees about the booths
where souvenirs or sweetmeats were
on sale. Rustic swains in coloured
sashes whispered sweet nothings into
the ears of becoiffed damsels; young
mothers, with gowns well tucked up,
toiled through the mud with gaily-at-
tired little ones clinging to their daz-
zling skirts; whole families, in fierce-
ly contrasting reds, blues and violets,
refreshed themselves under temporary
shelters; in fact, despite the dismal
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weather, the village seemed possessed
by colour run riot. It was gorgeous in
the rain; what would it have been in
sunshine ?

In the midst of it all, some worn,
deep-lined face, mocked by a coiffe of
filmy lace, some pair of lean, brown,
knotted hands half hidden in velvet
cuffs, some stooping, overworked-
looking figure under a bizarre arrange-
ment of fringe and glistening beads,
provoked the question—Is this hard-
won magnificence worth its cost in
toil and eacrifice? Probably to the
wearers of the amazing finery life
without it would seem hardly worth
living; and the stranger can but won-
der and pass on.

Yet if Breton folk do indeed love
dress too ardently, they can be very
generous and very serious, with a ser-
iousness born of that ever-present
sense of the unseen, which proves
often an antidote to light vanity. So
at least those who know them best
represent them; and in thie connec-
tion a piteous little story, read I do
not remember where, but stated to be
fact, seems worth repeating.

Years ago, on a night of fearful
tempest, a foreign ship was dashed
to pieces on the coast of Brittany.
Many bodies were washed ashore,
amongst them those of women in
their  night-clothes. Rocks and
breakers had played sad havoc with
the poor corpses, and the pitiful Bre-
ton maids, whose imaginations are
ever haunted with thoughts of the
dead, tender or terrible, brought out
their glittering, costumes de féte,
and as if for a grim masquerade, ar-
rayed in them the poor stiffened vie-
tims of the sea. Then, in the
cherished finery, representing one
knows not what hours of loving labour,
what dear hopes of future joys, they
laid the strangers to rest in their
nameless graves.

Dress may mean much, very much,
to Breton folk, but, as this pathetic
incident suggests, not everything.



B8 VARSITY ELECTION

IN THE

‘EIGHTIES

BY J. H.

IN the good old days of 1884, the

most important event in Toronto
University life was the annual elec-
tion of the Literary Society. The
meetings of the Society and the elec-
tions were held in those days in a
certain rusty-white building that lay
to the south-east of the main build-
ing at the summit of some rising
ground. A dark, damp gloomy-look-
ing place it was, with faded green
shutters shading the windows and sur-
rounded by melancholy trees. It
might have been the scene of trage-
dies rather than of jovial student
gatherings. But gather there the
students did, right merrily, and there
was a touch of home about the place,
after all, for here lived the Janitor
of the Univemsity, a fat and very lazy
man, with a plump and good-looking
wife and two boys—twins—as good-
looking as their mother. Custom we
are told is second nature, so I sup-
pose the little family grew accustom-
ed to the noises attendant on student
meetings, but it must have been an
uanpleasant experience for them at
first.

For a proper election there must be
opposing candidates, and to have op-
posing candidates there should be op-
posing parties. There was the diffi-
culty to get some dividing line. The
race question in the United States,
free trade and protection in England—
—these are questions to divide on,
but it is generally difficult to find
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anything analogous in University life.
In early days there was a natural
cleavage between the residence men
and those who did not live in resi-
dence—otherwise outsiders, whence
arose the great inside and outside
parties. This was well enough when
Residence had a solid forty and the
Outside a more or less disunited
eighty; but as time went on Outsid-
ers increased greatly in numbers,
whereas Residence was of necessity
limited to forty, for there was room
for only that number.

For a while this disparity in forces
was balanced by the adhesion to Resi-
dence of some of the Outsiders; that
is, of men who did not live there but
whose sympathies were with the In-
side party, and it was still possible
in the ’eighties to put up a respectable
fight with this dividing line. Just
what the difference between them was
it would be hard to say, but shortly
after 1884 so many students were en-
rolled (there were thousands where a
few years before there had been hun-
dreds) that the old Residence party
was submerged, and what takes its
place now this chronicler knows not.
But, as T have said, in 1884 a healthy
fight was in progress, and it had what
is much needed nowadays—good lead-
ers on each side—Residence had for
leader, a man who had never lived
there—the famous E. P. D. What
a character he was! He was taking
three honour courses in his final
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year, and the energy be expended in
other directions was equal to another
course at least—energies manifested
in leading parties of students down
the streets on what were known as
theatre nights, ‘‘raising Cain’’ with the
officers, and generally giving the
authorities lots of bother. One night
he led a party of students through the
town, closely followed by the police,
and just when it seemed that all was
up with them and arrest certain the
resourceful leader nimbly crossed the
line—Bloor street—that divided the
city from the Township of Yorkville
and out of the Jurisdiction of the city
police, and there, mounted on an
empty barrel, he harangued the
erowd on the Yorkville side, while the
baffled officers glared at him from the
other till the barrel caved in and the
orator tumbled to the ground and the
crowd dispersed.

Now, with such a leader for one
party, it follows almost as a matter
of course that the leader for the other

side should be of a different calibre.-

John —, the acknowledged leader
of the Outside party, was a theologi-
cal student for one thing, which of
itself pretty effectually differentiated
him from D. In his own way,
however, he was just as capable. He
was a fluent speaker, was possessed
of any amount of self-confidence. He
was adroit, and, what D. was not,
diplomatic. No leading of boisterous
students for John. No addresses
from empty beer-barrels. That was
not John’s style at all, nor would
it have suited his followers, many of
whom were studying theology; but
there were many other more places
for speech-making, and John was
always on hand to speak.

The two parties were now pretty
evenly divided. Residence had, of
course, its solid phalanx of forty, to-
gether with all the graduates who
had ever been there—nearly all the
athletic men and their friends and a
number of others who for one reason
or other were friendly to it, while on
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the other side were all the theological
colleges other than Wyecliffe, which
was always friendly to Residence ; and
in fact, at one time there were two
Wiyecliffites in Residence who seemed
quite at home there.

Then, as to candidates, the Resi-
dence party took a bold step. At the
present time there are a number of
colleges affiliated with the University,
but at the time of which I am writ-
ing, affiliation was a tender plant that
needed careful watching and tending.
It was the particular desire of the
authorities to encourage it as much
as possible, and they were anxious,
for reasons that it is unnecessary to
enlarge upon, to bring the Roman
Catholic College into line. How far
the Residence party was impressed
with this view or whether it was from
a desire for innovation, it is hard to
say; but this much is sure, they nom-
inated a Roman Catholic priest as
their candidate and, as this was the
first time that a minister had been
nominated, the innovation caused a
great, deal of discussion.

Of the candidate no one could say
anything but good, for Father Teefy
was an admirable man—broad-minded-
ed, cultivated, prepossessing, and one
of the best friends of the affiliation
ideas that were springing up in the
University world, and which in later
days have been so successfully devel-
oped. Now the right things, no doubt,
would have been for both parties to
accept him and to battle as merrily
as they liked over the other offices.
But, then, where would the fun of the
election be ? Tt would be a very tame
affair with no president to elect. At
any rate, the Outsiders chose their
man—a young Science graduate whose
hobby was military matters, a very
well-liked man with those who knew
him, but not well known among the
Arts men. With the nominations of
the candidates, about two weeks be-
fore the day fixed for voting, the fun
began. Nothing was thought of, noth-
ing was talked of but elections. In



374

the corridors of the main building
there was much button-holing of
doubtful men by those strong in the
faith—much canvassing and lobbying.
Enough energy was expended to run
a Dominion election twice over. Where
did the young fellows get their knowl-
edge of election tactics ? Some from
their fathers, I suppose, some from
books, some from perhaps their inner
consciousness, and some from practical
experience. But wherever their knowl-
ledge was acquired it was much in
evidence at this period.

Is there bribery and corruption in
Parliamentary elections? So, I am
afraid, there was in this—of a very
mild type, no doubt, but still there
it was. Persuasion, wire-pulling, mis-
representation—all were ‘‘tried”’ on
the unwary elector, and for a while
the halls of learning were given up to
polities.

One unfortunate incident threaten-
ed to create trouble. About three
days before the eventful night some
one posted notices around the build-
ing and grounds bearing the words
““No Popery” in large letters. Tt was
never positively known who did this.
The Inside party, of course, blamed
the Outsiders, while they retaliated
by accusing the others of doing it to
win sympathy. The University authori-
ties took what action they could and
let it be known that if any more unto-
ward incidents took place, if religious
matters were dragged in in any form,
shape or way, there would be no elec-
tion. How they could have stopped
it is perhans a question—but it was
never necessary, for all the better feel-
ing of 'Varsity was entirely opposed
to such doings. Tt was generally sup-
posed that the TInside party was re-
sponsible, and it lost votes in conse-
quence.

The day of the voting found every-
one in a state of excitement, for even
the professors were not unmoved re-
garding doings, which they respected
as interesting phenomena in student
life and therefore worthy of observa-
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tion. The arrangements for voting
were peculiar in this, that while the
polling opened at a fixed hour it closed
only when there were no more voters
available, and so it happened more
than once, and in this particular in-
stance, that not till five in the morn-
ing were the elections over.

At seven o’clock in the evening a
throng surged around Moss Hall—
voters, candidates, their friends, and
mere onlookers, together with a
sprinkling of newspapermen, who
thought there might be a good story
in the incidents of the night. Each
side had a representative to check
over the names on the voters’ list, as
the voters passed the door-way—not
a very accurate system, by the way,
for a great many voters including
lawyers, doctors, and even judges
avoided the doorway altgether and
went in and out by a convenient win-
dow at the upper storey reached by a
ladder. TInside was a scene of con-
fusion. The returning officer was at
a large table in the middle of the
room, and at emall tables at each side
of him sat the treasurers of the two
parties, each with a goodly roll of
bills sticking out of his pockets to
pay the fees of any voter who would
not pay his own; for among those on
the list, it is sad to say, there were
some who would not take the trouble
of paying the one-dollar fee for the
privilege of casting a vote. There were
not many of these, but a much larger
number,. especially of graduates, re-
fused to take the trouble of walking
up to the Hall to vote. TIf a carriage
came for them they would consent to
be driven there, otherwise not, and
680 on election nights the cab-owners
did a roaring trade, and carriages came
and went at a great rate till morning.

In as much as voters were many
and polling booths few, there was a
good deal of waiting, and sometimes
might usurped the place of right. In
other words, the stronger pressed for-
ward out of their turn to cast their
votes and crowded back the weaker
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Once in a fit of wild enthusiasm some
of the footballers formed into a flying
wedge or something of the kind, ut-
tered a loud yell and forced their way
to the holy of holies, the returning
officer’s table, regardless of priorities.
But this was considered unsports-
manlike and was not repeated. In
the large hall, where on other occas-
ions debates were held, the students
romped and sang, the favourite song
being, of course, “‘Old Grimes,”’ with
““There is a Tavern in the Town,”’ a
close second. And as time went on
the crowd grew more lively. Refresh-
ments in the form of tea, coffee and
sandwiches appeared from some mys-
terious source and a little drink still
stronger appeared from some still more
mysterious source.

But at last it was all over, and the
result was a defeat of the Residence
party, which did not return a man.
Five o'clock saw the leaders in one of
the rooms. There a bottle of beer and
some bread and cheese helped to pick
them up, but it was a tragic sight.
A very trifling matter it seems to us
in this year of grace, 1911, but if we
turn our thoughts back twenty-six
years and become students again in
fancy, we shall regard it differently.

““Whatever possessed them to vote
that way,”” said the puzzled leader.
“I don’t know anything we did that
we should not have done or any thing
we didn’t do that we ought to have
done.”” What indeed ? Nobody could
say, but a solemn league and cov-
enant was entered into there and then
to establish and strengthen the In-
side party by every means and, as a
natural result, to annihilate the other.

Next night came the climax to the
doings of the election. All the good
people of Toronto know the great can-
non that are mounted to the south of
the Queen’s Park, with their big
mouths pointed towards the famous
half-mile avenue of chesnuts that runs
from Queen street to the Park. These
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cannon were presented to the city by
her late Majesty Queen Vietoria and
were captured from the Russians at
Balaklava. So fas as any person
knew, they were purely ornamental,
but on this night—the night after the
election—there was a terrible uproar in
the direction of the cannon, one of
which belched forth a volume of
smoke and powder with a sound like
thunder. Crash went the windows
of the nearby houses, while their walls
shook and out poured their inmates,
The fire-engine clanged its way along
the streets, while excited crowds ask-
ed, “What was it 2"’ and then ‘“Who
did it ?"" The first question was easi-
ly answered. Some one had fired off
the cannon, but as to the second it hag
remained a dead secret to this day, al-
though a gentleman who afterwards
became a judge in the far West could
have answered it. 2

This election was about the last of
the Inside and Outside fights. As I
have mentioned, the Outsiders grew
80 numerous that the old Residence
party had no chance. Besides, other
interests arose, other dividing lines
were formed, and one great fac-
tor in the old combats was swept
away. Moss Hall itself was torn
down to make way for a huge stone
and brick structure for the Medical
Faculty, and the Literary Society had
to find other quarters for itg elections
and meetings. Meeting-places were
easily found, so were election halls,
but the spirit of the old-time election
was gone forever. No more did learn.
ed greduates climb up and down lad-
ders (like the angels seen by Jacob
88 some irreverent spirit said), to cas(’;
their vote. No more did the Hall
a.qd its environments resound with
mirth and song. Elections now be.
came tame and dignified, and in pro-
cess of time other societies waxed
strong and ultimately the

usurped
place formerly held by the Li
Society. . S



PIAYS OF THE SEASON

BY JOHN E. WEBBER

THE last group of plays under re-
view showed an almost entire ab-
sorption in farce, some excellent and
some—well, they are beyond the reach
now of either imprecation or praise, so
we will let them be. Later offerings,
curiously enough, recorded a distinct
wave of domestic or family sentiment,
gome of it as puerile as that com-
modity ever became in the palmiest
days of orange blossoms and betrayed
woe,

A psychological explanation of this
change of current—having, at least the
merit of plausibility—might be found
in a theory of retribution. We had
become too hilarious, made too merry
over many of the cherished sentiments
of life, and reaction was inevitable.
We are still young, unsophisticated
and provincial; still in bondage to a
domestic ideal, wriggle as we may,
jest as we will. If this theory is too
fanciful, another is at hand in the
popular success of the forerunner of
the group, ‘‘Mother’’; a poor enough
play from any critical standpoint, but,
through the genius of Miss Dunn’s act-
ing in the title role, raised to an
artistic and popular triumph. While
motherhood and family sentiment are
the popular theme, interest centres
always in the sympathetic interpreta-
tion of the little mother with her apron
and smiles, her ready practical wit,
and an unfailing sense of humour,
which lighted the whole of her troubled
way. Disappointment did not narrow
her vision, ingratitude and wrong
chowed not so much as a ripple on the
outer surface of her life.
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Mothers of such charm, wit, tender-
ness, forbearance and wonderful re-
sources under trying conditions as
this, are rare enough either on the
stage or in life. But they are none
the less conceivable. And Miss Dunn
succeeded in visualising all these qual-
ities in a vital, living portrait all the
more real and persuasive for the soft
outline in which it was drawn. In the
quiet blending of humour and pathos;
in the great heart-breaking sobs
one felt rather than heard; in the
scenes where her woman’s wit was
pitted against a designing, malevolent
adversary for possession of her second
gon, right to the final note of triumph,
when faith and love had won the day,
she never failed for a moment to make
the illusion perfect. Very few of our
American stage women could give us
a characterisation so vital and so con-
gistently and harmoniously developed.
Though still very young, motherhood
has been Miss Dunn’s stage portion
for gome time. Some years ago she
played the mother to the late Richard
Mansfield’s ‘‘Peer Gynt,”” and would
no doubt have then won as popular
recognition as now (and that in an
artistic and literary setting more
worthy of her talents), but for the
tyro whose egotism was never at rest,
and who did not even stop at physical
brutality to crush the soul of any
genius that challenged his own. That,
however, is now stage history. The
chief actor in that drama has gone to
his reward, and Miss Dunn, by less
violent cosmic changes, has come into
hers.
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It was a troublesome brood that this
little mother brought into the world.
The milk of human kindness of all but
one had curdled on their lips, and the
mother’s indulgence had fostered only
selfishness and cruelty. One son was
in danger of the penitentiary, and the
second was in the coils of a charac-
terless woman for whom he was pre-
pared to sacrifice his entire family.
The exception was a daughter who
had inherited some of her mother’s
capacity for self-sacrifice and self-im-
molation.

The dramatic action revolves around
the mother’s dual efforts to save the
elder, prodigal son from the conse-
quences of theft and forgery, com-
mitted at the dictation of an unscrup-
ulous wife, and the younger fool son
from the clutches of her equally un-
scrupulous sister. The best scene is
that in which the mother, by clever
simulation of friendly sentiments to-
ward the girl, explains the family cir-
cumstances, commends the girl’s sac-
rifice and, of course, accomplishes
her object. Another scene showing
her innate sense of humour was the
ruse by which she brings about the
elopement of the self-immolating
daughter. The high comedy relief is
furnished by a pair of irrepressible
youngsters, twin boys, whose capacity
for slang, mischief and boyish esca-
pades might reasonably excite the
envy of the heroes of the daring
“Dick’’ novels they are surreptitious-
ly devouring in the nursery. The clever
acting of the Masters Ross in the twin
roles was a feature of the performance.

A play owning to the title of ‘“The
Family,” by Robert H. Davis, proved
a variation of the time-honoured
Where - is - your - wedding-ring Lucy
series. The variation took the agree-
able form of a background of comedy
and a setting of not too rapacious vir-
tue. The chief members of this
family are a father and son, both
amiably inelined toward a horse-race
and idleness, and a highly tempera-
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mental young daughter, to whom the
village life has grown somewhat ted-
ious. The chance passing of a good-
looking young major domo, provides
an opportunity to satisfy the longing
for life and she promptly elopes. A

MR. FRED TERRY, AS “THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL”

few weeks later the family surprises
the eloping pair in a neighbouring
town, and there the discovery of the
missing symbol is made. The
daughter, already awakened to the
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deception, is easily persuaded to fly
home, and, when a day or two later
a providential train wreck crushes out
the life of the gay deceiver, the mem-
bers of the family resume their inter-
rupted village life, unhaunted by fear
of the scandal.

John Westly, last seen in ‘‘The
Three of us,”’ played the boy, and in
the one opportunity he had (the dis-
covery of the deception practised on
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verted a considerable portion of the
family income, leaving the wife and
daughters in obviously straightened
circumstances. The ostensible purpose
of the family effort at concealment is
a prospective judgeship for the phil-
andering husband and the social and
marital ambitions of the daughters.
The play had plenty of incident and
the observation was far from ordin-
ary, but a hopeless disproportion in
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MISS JULIA NEILSON. WITH FRED TERRY, IN “THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL”

his ‘sister), made evident once more
a considerable talent for the portrayal
of strong emotion.

“Keeping Up Appearances,”” by
Butler Davenport, concerned itself
with the efforts of another unhappy
family to preserve appearances in the
face of rather disagreeable facts. A
brutally selfish husband has deserted
his wife and family for the society
of another woman. He has also di-

character-drawing and the lack of any
definite dramatic purpose foredoomed
it to failure.

This play did suggest, although it
was not within its purpose, the dram-
atic possibilities of a development of
the theme of the profession of wife.
The author at least made us aware
of such a ‘‘profession,”” and he was
also at some pains to have us be-
lieve it a noble one, especially in
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contrast to the profession of mistress.
In fact, his evident and almost savage
bias went a long way towards defeat-
ing his purpose. Charity suffereth long
and is kind, we are told, but the
spiritual fruits of this life of charit-
able sacrifice to a domestic principle
were conscious moral superiority, over-
bearing unctiousness, and patronis-
ing magnanimity. “‘It's the female
you want, not the wife,”’ on the wife’s
lips, was the crowning arrogance of
the domestic ideal. To patronise,
alas, is to hate. There was one bright,
human spot in the play, the acting
of Miss Pamela Gaythorne in the réle
of a highly-practical, unromantic
daughter. Her account of a success-
ful angling expedition for a husband
disclosed a vein of real comedy.

Pinero’s unpremeditated contribu-
tion to the family group, ‘“The Thun-
derbolt,”” is at least not open to the
charge of puerility. It is a relentless
and powerful drawing of the greed,
meanness and hyprocrisy that some-
times lurk in human nature and only
await an opportunity to give them full
expression, Pinero has provided an
opportunity in the death of the rich
Edward Mortimer, and his picture of
the bickering relatives gathered to dis-
cuss their sudden good fortune is one
of the grimmest on record. Vulgar,
grasping, cruel, they perch about his
sitting-room like crows, while he lies
dead in the room above. They had
all despised their benefactor in life,
because he made his money in a brew-
ery. They revere him now that the
money, as they suppose, has been
left to them. .

The rapid, concise characterisation,
the keen penetrating insight, the rak-
ing fore and aft of this provineial, vul-
gar set, show Pinero at his best. The
dramatic structure, however, is infer-
ior. The incident is developed on
broad lines, with considerable cumula-
tive effect, but discursiveness hamp-
ers the action, and the elimax so eare-
fully prepared produces nothing of the

real impact which its title promised.

“My Man,” adapted by Forrest
Halsey from his own novel of the
more euphonious title, ‘“The Quality
of Merey,”” in spite of certain crudit-
ics of exposition, had some moments
of real drama. It laboured somewhat
hard in the development of the nar-
rative, and the humorous interpola-
tions, excellent enough in themselves,
were often forced and irrelevant. But
the theme was poignant, the charac-
ters well drawn, and once the situa-
tion was developed and the action
fairly underway, the play's grip was
unmistakable, A betrayed girl, a sick
child for whom she is tempted to
theft, a broken parole, the effort to
possess the honest love of an honest
man, without betraying her secret,
his mental and spiritual conflict on
its discovery, her voluntary return to
prison to complete her term, with the
prospect of ultimate domestic happi-
ness on a basis of truth, were the
chief elements in the melodramatic
appeal. ““My Man"’ holds the promise
of better things to come.

“New York,”” by W. J. Hurlburt, a
serious and ambitious drama cwning
to American authorship, was sent to
the public pillory for crimes against
decency it did not commit, while a
grave technical fault passed unnoticed,
possibly on theory that the greater al-
ways comprehends the less. A mur-
der has been done. The murderer is
the bride elect of the man whosge il-
legitimate son she has slain without
any knowledge of the relationship, in
defence of her virtue. Horrified at
first by the enormity of her deed, she
is later stung by unjust reproaches to
defend the crime. She finally suc-
ceeds in convincing the father that a
son of such mad passions is bet-
ter dead than alive. The reasoning is
indisputable and any modern rational-
ist would accept this view without
hesitation. But the point is that
tragedy knows no reason, and the
dramatic fault lay in the attempt to

=




380

MISS LULU GLASER, IN ‘THE GIRL AND THE KAISER"

reason away consequences that by
every law of tragedy are inevitable.
The curtain goes down on a prospect
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of happiness, but we know that a
volcano smolders underneath the sur-
face. The play should have succeed-
ed, if only for the admirable perform-
ance of the two women, Laura Nelson
Hall and Mary Shaw.

The wave of family sentiment fort-
unately did not quite submerge the
comic spirit and leave us joyless. A
few seeds of the early farce crop had
taken root in public favour, and on
the bare spots left by others, new
seeds that at least held the germs
of mirth were scattered. Of these
some fell by the wayside with a
scriptural exactness that
was touching — ““The
Other Fellow” for in-
stance, or ‘“Mr. Preedy
and the Countess’’—
and others on soil too shallow to af-
ford much root.

We had an agreeable revival of
Oscar Wilde’s social satire, ‘“The Tm-
portance of Being FEarnest,” ‘‘The
Concert,”” adapted by Leo Dietrich-
stein from the German ; a new comedy
by Avery Hopwood, ‘‘Nobody’'s Wid-
ow,”” another comedy by the same
author with musical interpolations ;
“Judy Forgot,”” with Marie Cahill in
the forgetting réle ; and that other fun-
maker of the American stage (a Can-
adian, let us not forget), May Trwin,
who shone in a new farce that bore
the shining title, ‘‘Getting a Polish’’:
“T'he Nest Egg,”” with Zelda Sears in
the leading réle. completes the group.

The Oscar Wilde comedy returns
after an absence of fifteen years with
interest apparently undiminished. Tts
form is old, and many of the lines
come like answers to familiar conun-
drums. But the lustre remains, and
the purity and simplicity of the style
show a form more nearly approaching
certain classic French models than
we are accustomed to in comedies of
English origin. The theme is slend-
er. but it holds a charming orace,
while poignant wit and keen-edced
satire hold our deeper interest. Mr.
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A. E. Mathews, the clever young Eng-
lish comedian who scored in *‘Love
Among the Lions,”” played Algernon
in a very agreeable vein.

““The Concert’’ is the familiar tri-
angle once more, only from a some-
what different angle. A musician
whose artistic impulses seem to nour-
ish on fresh amours, has led one of
his pretty pupils up the mountain—
to a bungalow in the Catskills, to be
precise—for a week-end. His wife, an
unusually  practical, common-sense
sort of person, learns of it and fol-
lows. She is accompanied in her pur-
suit by the ‘“‘eloping’’ pupil’s hus-
band, an equally practical good sort
of fellow, who, instead of wanting to
shoot, is concerned only that his young
wife’s happiness is safe in the hands
of the eccentric artist.

By simulating a mutual affection
for each other, the pusuers arouse
pangs of jealousy in the erring twain,
with, of course, expected results.
And in the final adjustment—the ele-
ments of the little domestic comedy
resolve themselves into their original
parts. Janet Beecher was excellent
in the réle of the practical wife, and
Leo Dietrichstein, as the musician,
has a part admirably suited to his act-
ing gifts. Thanks to the magic of
Mr. Belasco, its producer, “The Con-
cert’’ is one of the few unqualified
successes of the season.

“Judy Forgot,”” has to do with the
experience of one, Judy, who suffers
a temporary attack of forgetfulness
while on her honeymoon. A train
wreck is the cause, and the mental ob-
livion that follows erases all recollec-
tion of the recently-acquired husband.
The humorous complications that arise
furnish comedy of the sort in which
Marie Cahill shines conspicuously. The
lines are bright, and altogether ‘‘Judy
Forgot’’ is a sparkling trifle inter-
woven with a number of unusually
pretty songs and dances.

In ““Getting a Polish,”” by Booth
Tarkington, May Trwin has a comedy
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very much to her hand. In the first
act she is keeping a boarding-house in
a Western mining-town, and at the
same time secretly nursing the hope
of a strike in the gold mine she is
working. The strike is made, of
course, and we next find her in Paris
living in the traditional splendour of
Americans suddenly endowed with
wealth. Her chief concern in life is
for an orphan niece and nephew and
her comic efforts to get them and her-
self a polish furnish the grater part
of the comedy.

Although Mr. Fred Terry and Miss
Julia Neilson failed to repeat on this
side the London success of ““The Scar-
let Pimpernel,”” their visit furnished
discriminating theatre-goers with two
of the most agreeable experiences of
the present theatrical season. In ““The
Secarlet Pimpernel,”” a highly decora-
ted romantic comedy, which has for its
background the French revolution, Mr.
Terry plays the réle of an adventurous
Englishman who amuses himself by
rescuing French aristocrats from the
guillotine and finding for them a haven
of refuge in England. His success
ir. baffling the French police and keep-
ing his exploits and his identity a se-
cret, supply most of the humour as
well as the excitement.

In the first act he appears in the
guise of an old hag, gaily ecarting
through one of the guarded gates a
victim of the plague, who, of course,
afterwards proves to be a very live and
very much sought for aristoerat, This
is one instance of the manv successful
hairbreadth encounters which prove
the character and quality of his re-
markable resources. The dramatie in-
terest lies in the mistrust and con-
sequent misunderstanding of his wife,
a French lady whose sympathies on
one occasion at least were not with
the aristocracy. However, her loy-
alty and devotion are proved in the
end at a moment when she has unwit-
tingly betrayed her suspicion that he
‘s the long sought Secarlet Pimpernel,
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A DAINTY BIT OF STYLE, FROM “THE GAMBLERS”

thereby placing him in danger for his
life.

Mr. Terry played the romantic role
with splendid abandon, suggesting in
the adventurous situations a gay un-
concern, recklessness and matchless
courage. Why ““The Scarlet Pimper-
nel”” should have failed in the face
of such splendid acting and mounting,
surely shows a decline in public taste.
Patriotic reasons, no doubt, helped to
realise its extraordinary success in
London, but even allowing for this,
the comparison is not highly favour-
able to us. In ‘““Henry of Navarre’
Mr. Terry deepened the personal im-
pression he made in ‘‘The Scarlet
Pimpernel,”” and gave an admirable
portrait of the adventurous Huguenot
striding across the bloody and stirr-
ing page of French history.

In “The Gamblers,”” Mr, Charles
Klein again shows a strong predilection
for matters of contemporary public in-
terest. He also shows his skill in lo-
cating the set of new ocurrents of
opinion, and launching his theatrical
enterprises where the stream may be
trusted to carry them on to popular
favour. ‘“The Gamblers” is nothing
more than an indictment against the
now discredited muck-raker, in which
is argued, rather too conclusively per-
haps, that patriotism and public spirit
are not the only springs of action in
this field of high moral enterprise.
We are consequently reduced to the
old adage of the rogues with a prayer
that they may occasionally fall out
and give the honest public its due.

Mr. Klein's much-raker—in this in-
stance a special prosecuting attorney—
is actuated we find by very personal
ambitions, to which he is prepared
to sacrifice wife, friendships, loyalty
and even a fine sense of honour. To
thoroughly round out his muck-raking
propensities, private feelings of hate
and jealousy are introduced. Behind
the muck-raker looms the shadow of
Washington, insistent on vietims to
allay the popular clamour against capi-



A SCENE FROM “MARY MAGDALENE,” WITH OLGA NETHERSOLE (ARMS EXTENDED, NEAR CENTRE) IN THE TITLE ROLE

tal. On the other side of the case,
we have a little financial group, dom-
inated by a leader of spotless man-
hood, forced to a technical violation
of the banking law to save themselves
and their depositors from the greedy
maw of the larger capitalists. It so
happens that just as they are about
to make restitution, the authorities
swoop down, find a Judas among them
ready to betray his fellow-directors,
and the net is drawn, but not until
the representative of the much abused
financial group, Wilbur Emerson, gen-
erously elects himself scape-goat for
the party and sets about the rescue.
That virtue may not go unrewarded
nor matinee audiences be disappoint-
ed, a love interest is developed under
melodramatic circumstances between
the young financier and the neglected
wife of his enemy the attorney. Cer-
tain papers which ineriminate his fel-
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low-directors having fallen into the
prosecutor’s hands, he attempts a
burglarious raid of the attorney’s
premises to rescue them. While en-
gaged in the operation he encounters
the beautiful young wife. Courage,
self-sacrifice, and other engaging man-
ly qualities win a heart already gnaw-
ed by hunger; and, notwithstanding
that the hero faces a term in prison,
love and open arms await him at the
other end, when the gates shall open
outward.

Mr. Klein has thoroughly mastered
his theatrical medium, and although,
like the late Clyde Fitch, his genius
still remains hopelessly bourgeois,
theatrical effectiveness cannot be den-
ied him. In point of construction the
new play is his best. The technique is
firm, the action swift and logical, and
in spite of obviousness of theme, arti-
ficiality of sentiment, we are hurried
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with sure step to an exciting if not
convincing close. It takes a genius of
a certain kind to do this, and Mr.
Klein has done it so well in ‘““The
Gramblers’’ that he has scored the one
dramatic success of the first half of the
season. o

The ‘‘Mary Magdalene,”’ of Maeter-
linck, produced at the New Theatre,
held a moving dramatic appeal
throughout and some scenes of start-

ling theatrical effectiveness. It was
staged and acted with every regard
for the reverent dignity of its theme,
and proved in every way to be a beau-
tiful, convincing performance. Miss
Olga Nethersole in the title réle was
eloquent, passionate, earnest and sym-
pathetic, realising admirably the vis-
ual demands and for the most part
the spiritual conflict of the woman of
Judea.

SAE LEAL WAS SHE

By CHARLES WOODWARD HUTSON

I WAS but halfens weet wi’ dew,
But she was weet frae head to heel:
She cam to meet me in a stew
For fear I'd think her less than leal,
Sae leal was she!

Out o’er the mine an’ through the rye,
Lang ere the coming day had waked
The drowsy birds an’ calvin’ kye,
The drowsy birds an’ calvin’ Kye,
Sae leal was she!

She Kenned fu’ weel a fause, fause word
Had gane abroad, she wadna keep
Her promised tryst; an’ I had heard,
An’ sae she broke her beauty sleep,
Sae leal was she!
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The sun shot upward as she sped,
An’ showed the rose her race had wrought
(Nae poppy glows sae saft a red) :
All breathless her to heart I caught,
Sae leal was shel




A TRAVELLER IN UPPER CANADA
IN 1837

A REVIEW

BY IDA BURWASH

N the month of December, 1885, To-
ronto received a distinguished guest
—a lady of letters, famous in her day
as an essayist and art critic. The
object of her visit was to join her
husband, Robert Jameson, the At-
torney-General of Upper Canada; she
was planning also to write a book des-
criptive of a journey through the prov-
ince. With this end in view the lady-
traveller kept a careful diary, which,
on her return to England, conveyed
to her friends there such a lively im-
pression of her Canadian experiences
that they persuaded her to allow it to
be published ghortly after in the shape
of a modest little book entitled
“Winter Studies and Summer
Rambles,”” but in the preface to the
work its author frankly states that it
was practically her private journal.
Her first entry dates from arrival
in Toronto and her criticism both of
place and people has been censured as
gevere. By comparison to-day, her
observations would seem to have been
more superficial than unkind, and one
may regret, with reason, that a writer
who was usually so accurate should
have slipped into the error not uncom-
mon of that time—that of judging the
struggling rough-hewn settlements of
Upper Canada by the standards and
conventions of the European world.
Mrs. Jameson, it is true, records
the fact that the epot on which
Toronto then stood had been but
thirty years before unbroken wilder-
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ness. Still, she did not in the least
understand the immensity of that fact.
She was later to learn what ‘‘break-
ing the wilderness’’ meant. But at
the moment she had no means of
judging of the courage and energy
which had effected the changes occur-
ring in those thirty years, nor did she
realise the achievements that appear-
ed to her so trifling when citing so
glibly in her journal — that the
shops of Toronto were beginning
then to specialise, that two private
houses boasted conservatories, and
that five churches, a hospital, and the
Parliament Buildings, built of brick,
stood out ‘‘conspicuously ugly.”’

To the reader in general, however,
the most interesting pages of this
journal will be those which have to
do with Western travel, For between
the fifteenth of June and the fifteenth
of August this perserving lady manag-
ed to make her way alone, overland,
from Toronto to Chatham, and thence
by steamer to the Great Lakes, re-
turning by way of Georgian Bay and
Lake Simcoe to her starting-point.

Early in the year, before planning
this uninterrupted trip, Mrs. Jameson
had visited Niagara, to which place
she had been driven over in a sleigh,
that she might see the Falls. Her
notes of this excursion are interesting
as showing the state of the country
round the upper end of Lake Ontario
in '87. At first she felt oppressed by
the ‘‘silent stretches of unpeopled
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land,”” by the ‘‘white wastes”” of
snow and the absence of any living
creature within twenty miles, ex-
cept a solitary eagle floating high
above her in the wintry heavens. She
mentions, however, passing slight
settlements at  Springfield, Oak-
ville, Sixteen-Mile-Creek, Wellington
Square and Port Nelson, before she
crossed the tongue of land dividing
Burlington Bay from Toronto. On
the other side lay Stony Creek,
Beamsville, St. Catharines, and
Niagara; and all seem to have been of
much the same character, consisting
for the most part of a few log houses,
fewer frame ones, an occasional Meth-
odist church, usually painted white
and green, and the ubiquitous tavern.
In civilisation, St. Catharines took the
lead, boasting a population of 700 and
a good school.

Her first, sight of the great Falls, so
eagerly anticipated, was a disappoint-
ment. Instead of the ‘‘towering
height’’ which she expected, her im-
pression was that of a ‘‘vast extensive
plain without light, shade, or colour,
the sun having just gone within a
cloud.” The two great cataracts were
visible, “but only as features in this
wide landscape.”” She was evidently
not yet accustomed to the whole
grand scale of proportions of the New
World. Hitherto she had compared
the giant dimensions of Niagara only
with the garden world of England;
unable, therefore, to analyse her im-
pression of the moment, she was hor-
rified. In her journal she calls her-
gelf “‘an ass’s head, a clod, a stock,
a stone,”” to have seen Niagara, that
world-wide wonder of wonders, only to
be disappointed. Later, however, this
obtuseness was atoned for, when
after a second visit to the Falls she
notes: ‘*All those, indeed, who have
spoken of these Falls have surely
never done justice to their loveliness
—nothing ever was so transcendantly
lovely—so grandly uniform in its
eternal sound and movement.”’

About the first of June she made a
further visit, pleased to have the op-
portunity of spending a few days at
Erindale, where she was the guest of
an old Irish clergyman, a friend and
compatriot, who had settled on the
river Credit.

Arriving there one sunny morning,
she was Irish enough to plunge with
delight into the unusual bustle going
on in the household. For it was Par-
ade Day, the fourth of June, when
the district militia was to be turned
out. In these days of eager discus-
sion of Canadian defence, it is amus-
ing to follow her description of this
early Canadian review :

““On a rising ground above the
river, which ran gurgling and spark-
ling through the green ravine be-
neath, the motley troops, about 800
or 400 men, were scattered ; a few log-
houses, a saw-mill on the river-bank
and a little wooden church crown-
ing the opposite height formed the
chief features of the scene. The
boundless forest epread all around us.
A few men, well mounted and dressed
as lancers, in uniforms, however,
which were anything but uniform,
flourished backwards and forwards on
the green sward to the manifest peril
of the spectators; themselves and
their horses, equally wild, disorderly,
epirited and undisciplined, but this
was perfection compared to the in-
fantry. Here there was no attempt
at uniformity, of dress, of appearance,
of movement ; a few had coats, others
jackets; a greater number had neither
coats nor jackets, but appeared in
their shirt-sleeves, white or checked,
clean or dirty, in edifying variety.
Some wore hats, others caps, others
their own shaggy heads of hair. Some
had firelocks; some had old swords
sugspended from their belts or stuck
into their waistbands; but the greater
number had sticks or umbrellas.

“Mrs. M. told us that on a
former parade day she had heard the
word of command given thus: ‘Gen-




A TRAVELLER IN UPPER CANADA IN 1837 387

tlemen with the umbrellas, take
ground to the right! Gentlemen with
the walking-sticks, take ground to the
left!’ Now they ran after each other
and elbowed and kicked each other,
straddled, stooped, chattered and if
the commanding officer turned his
back for a moment very coolly sat
down on the bank to rest.”

Lax in discipline these first Militia
may have been; but it is well to re-
member that disciplined or not, nei-
ther they nor their descendents have
ever failed to answer promptly to the
call to arms, whether in defence of
colony or Empire.

Mrs. Jameson’s description of the
household life of her pioneer friend
reads like a chapter from the Swiss
Family Robinson. Together, father
and sons had not only built them-
selves a comfortable house, but by
patient work had cleared and cultivat-
ed 150 acres. They took the greatest
pride in being their own architects,
masons, smiths, carpenters, farmers
and gardeners, even in, as they
laughingly told her, their own sur-
geons and lawyers, for the father was
magistrate as well as parson. As
the guest strolled with her host about
the premises, the body-guard that
gradually formed behind the well-lov-
ed master, from the little black boy
Alick, and stout eervant-girl with
a little sucking-pig in her arms, to the
favourite old mare and the barnyard
fowls that trooped about his feet,
seemed to her more touching than
amusing. So gracious was the hos-
pitality received, that though the visit
was a short one it speeded the stranger
on her way with an entirely new out-
look upon the country and its people.

On returning to Toronto she found
to her surprise that her prospective
journey westward was the topic of the
town—that it was considered ‘‘wild in
the extreme’ by certain ‘‘conven-
tional minds,”” while others were pleas-
ed at the prospect of a new book on
Canada. The writer's courage, if

nothing else, deserves remembrance.
In those days railways were unheard
of, and what the roads were in On-
tario, is best described from the
traveller’s personal experience.

At that time it was certainly a dar-
ing thing for a woman to think of
visiting the Indian reserves without
an escort. In her secret heart Mrs.
Jameson was not too sure that she
could manage it, when on the morn-
ing of departure that fortune which
favours the brave, materially helped
her on her way. While awaiting the
coming of the boat she was informed
that Mrs. MacMurray, the half-breed
wife of the Anglican Missionary of
Sault Ste. Marie, had arrived in town.
An interview was hastily arranged,
and from this dark-eyed, soft-voiced
lady the writer learned that the trip
in question was quite feasible as far
as Mackinaw Island, which was then
on the line of the Chicago steamers,
Mrs. MacMurray thought it possible
also that a bateau could be found there
to convey the stranger to the Sault, to
which, with true Western hospitality,
she invited her, adding the comfort-
ing assurance that her sister, Mns.
Schooleraft, the wife of the Indian
Agent for the United States at Mac-
kinaw, would be pleased to entertain
her there and speed her on her way.
‘“‘She then thanked me,”’ writes the
delighted journalist, ‘‘for my interest
in her people, and gave me a few
hints as to travel.”

Next morning found the traveller at
Niagara, where her doctor had advis-
ed a two weeks’ rest before venturing
on this ‘‘reckless expedition.”” And
by the time the two weeks were over
her plans were well arranged. From
Niagara to Hamilton by stage, and
from Hamilton via Brantford and
Woodstock to Blandford was her
itinerary for the month of June.
With the road to Hamilton she had
no fault to find, nor with the ‘‘buck-
board’’ that carried her to Brantford,
but for the rest of the way the Can-
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adian roads surpassed her powers of
imagination.

“Though the whole drive was beau-
tiful,”” she writes, ‘‘the roads were so
execrably bad no words could give
you an idea of them. We often sank
into mud-holes above the axletree;
then over trunks of trees laid across
swamps, called here corduroy roads,
where my poor bones were dislocated,
a wheel or broken shaft by the way-
side telling of former disasters. In
some places they had in desperation
flung huge boughs of oak into the mud
abyss and covered them with clay and
sod, an illusive contrivance which
sometimes gave way, and we were
nearly precipitated into the midst.”’
Her hands swelled and were blistered
from clinging to the iron bar in front
to hold her into the waggon.

July, meanwhile, was holding in re-
serve a richer experience in ways and
means. At Blandford she secured a
baker’s cart with springs, to carry her
to London (then a town of 1,300
souls). After resting there a day, she
prepared for a visit to Port Talbot,
then and since so memorable in
the annals of Ontario. The best con-
veyance forthcoming for this journey
was a common cart with straw at the
bottom and no eprings; the passen-
ger's seat hung on straps, while a
board nailed in front served as seat
for the driver. ‘‘Such,” writes the
undaunted tourist, ‘‘was the equip-
age in which the Chancellor’s lady, as
they call me here, paid her first visit
of state to the great Colonel Talbot.”’

This *“‘grand bashaw’’ of the wilder-
ness, as the writer terms him, was a
tyrant of the first water. In his
““shack,”” perched high on FErie’s cen-
tral cliff, he lived alone, ruling ar-
bitrarily his great tract, said by this
writer to be 650,000 acres. To his
visitor, fresh from her interest in the
outer world, his indifference to all
outside his own domain was appalling.
“Dynasties,”’ she writes, ‘‘rose and
fell, battles were lost and won, king-

doms passed into other hands—he
neither knew nor cared. No letters
or newspapers were seen at his table.
Politics, social changes or publie
opinion were all the same to him ; the
principal event from which he reckon-
ed being the war of 1812, when he had
almost been taken prisoner and his
house ransacked and his cattle stol-
en.”’ :
In those early days of Ontario there
was room and to spare for individual-
ity. More than one ‘‘original”’ en-
countered by this writer on her tra-
vels, issues to-day from her pages
ready with suggestion for the coming
novelist of Upper Canada. Even the
solitary Colonel in his eyrie was pow-
erless to escape romantic incident,
though oftener than not it was due to
his own peculiarities. Conspicuous in
contrast to this grizzled pessimist is
the character presented by the tra-
veller of the genial old Admiral whom
she visited at Blandford—a man ever
ready to welcome the world to his
curious abode, an establishment he
had fitted out with ‘‘nautical inven-
tions’” of his own, ‘‘contrivances’
that proved to be a never-ending pride
to himself as they were a never-ending
joy to his neighbours. Nor will the
eye of the imaginative reader fail to
mark that third personality sketched
so deftly by this passer-by—that of
the unworldly and scholarly old par-
son, who though ‘buried in the
bush,’’ remained like his famous pro-
totype of Wakefield, ever a child at
heart, through all experience.
Charming though Port Talbot prov-
ed to be, the middle of July saw the
tourist on her way again—and a truly
awful way it was, once she was out
of the Talbot, District. For the road
led through swamps, pine-woods,
corduroy, holes, ponds and sloughs,
ending in a blazed path through the

- forest.

Arrived at Chatham, she was reliev-
ed to learn that she was in time to
catch the little steamer down the
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Thames. Later, on crossing to De-
troit, she was delayed there a few
days by illness. But by the fifth of
July she was able to go on board the
“Thomas Jefferson,”” en route to Mac-
kinaw once more, her interest now
heightened by the possibility that she
might still be in time to see the dis-
tribution of presents to the Indians at
Manitoulin Island.

Before daybreak on the twenty-first
she was a hundred miles out on Lake
Huron, and as the boat drew in to-
wards the Island, the dawn was glim-
mering in the east. To her old-world
eyes the beauty of the scene appear-
ed more magical than real. On a
point of the bay stood the little mis-
sion-church, its light spire and belfry
“‘rising dark between the glories of
the sky and water.”” On the heights
the little fortress gleamed white
among the trees. At the base of the
cliff clustered the Indian wigwams;
while the whole scene was reflected in
the water from the slightest twig to
the dusky figures of the Indians stand-
ing motionless with folded arms or
pushing out in their light canoes.
““There was not a breath of air,”’ she
writes, ‘‘and the glow and colour, the
delicious serenity and stillness were
wondrously beautiful and strange.”’

Mrs. Jameson was landed on the
wooden pier with three of her com-
panions, whom she followed to the
little inn kept by a half-breed ‘‘Ma-
dame,”” where they breakfasted well
on white fish and coffee. On calling
later at the Schoolcraft house, she
found that not only was she expected
but that her room had been prepared
and her boxes sent for.

Matters were now proceeding be-
yond her brightest hopes. She had
come to Canada eager to see the In-
dians for herself. Here she had not
only opportunity for personal inspec-
tion of their ways but the benefit also
of information from an educated
member of their race. She was oblig-
ed, notwithstanding, to confess that

their real status was a shock to her
when compared with the romantic
pictures she had formed from reading
Cooper’s books.

Her stay at Mackinaw was most en-
joyable. Her host and hostess were
hospitality itself, desirous of showing
her all phases of Indian life possible.
Her visit, too, was well timed, as
fresh bands from the different tribes
were constantly coming in, all on
their way to Manitoulin Island for
the Grand Council at which the
tribes received their yearly presents
from the British Sovereign.

On the morning of the twenty-
sixth, news was brought to the mis-
sion-house that a bateau was starting
for the Sault. All was bustle in-
stantly, as Mrs. Schooleraft and her
children made ready to accompany
their guest. Everything was soon in
order: voyageurs in their places, pro-
visions stowed away at the ends of the
boat, the passengers in the centre;
and, the breeze being fair, the square
sail was hoisted and good epeed made.
At seven they landed for tea, but the
mosquitoes were so bad they were
glad to push out again to manage in
the boat as best they could.. When
the breeze fell at sunset the men roll-
ed themselves in their blankets and
slept, but Mrs. Schooleraft and the
steersman, an Indian boy of sixteen,
sang softly together as the bateau
floated down with the current. After
midnight it was moored to a tree, but
by daylight they were off again, pass-
ing Grand Detour, all huge and soli-

On leaving Joseph Island, where
they breakfasted, the traveller had her
first experience of piping heat, as
they rowed along the south sghore
among the fields of rushes—the men
slow—the sky speckless—the water
smooth—with no sound but the dip of
oars or the splash of a sturgeon. The
current was strong in St. Mary’s river
and the clouds so threatening that the
men kept to their oars through the
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night. Luckily they arrived at day-
light, just as the rain began to fall.
The MacMurrays were on the beach
to welcome their guest, who parted
here from Mrs. Schooleraft, who with
her children crossed over at once to
her mother’s house on the American
gide.

The Rapids of the Sault enchanted
the visitor, ‘‘as they came fretting
and fuming down, curling their light
foam against the opposing rocks.’
The settlement on the Canadian side
was then very small, consisting mere-
ly of a little trading-post, with lower
down a Chippewa village, and the
MacMurray’s house and the mission-
church and school on the hill above it.
Every fishing season the missionary’s
house was filled with swarthy
visitors who came and went according
to their will. All were harmless in
intention, the smell of ‘‘Kinnikinnie,”’
the Indian’s tobacco, seeming the
greatest drawback to the guest.

The chief pleasure of this week to
Mrs. Jameson was a visit to Mrs.
Johnston, the Indian mother of her
new friends. In her journal she des-
cribes Mrs. Johnston as a woman of
marked Indian features, of benevolent
and intelligent countenance, with a
voice low and musical and laugh soft,
when pleased. On the occasion of
this visit Mrs. Jameson was astonish-
ed at the ease with which the fishers
in the rapids managed their canoes.
On strolling by the river with Mrs.
Johnston’s son, she casually express-
ed the wish to run the rapids herself.
Her companion, delighted, soon found
a canoe about ten feet long, ‘‘light
and elegant as a bird.”” In this she
was seated in the bottom on a mat;
‘““and down we went,”’ she writes,
““‘with a whirl and a splash, the white
gpurge leaping round me. Over the
edge of the canoe I could see the pas-
page between the rocks sometimes not
more than two feet wide, and the
gharp angles visible through the trans-
parent, water, yet T had not the least
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~ sensation of fear but one of giddy,

breathless and delicious excitement."’
The whole run from start to finish
occupied just about seven minutes,
the run three-quarters of a mile, the
fall twenty-seven feet. The Indians
were pleased, as she was the firgt
European woman to run these rapids;
while Mrs. Johnston, laughing and
clapping, adopted her into her family
as ‘‘daughter,”” naming her in In-
dian Wah-sah-ge-wah-no-qua or the
‘“Woman-of-the-bright-foam."’

Fortunate truly was the Woman-of-
the-bright-foam in these new found
friends, a fortune which she fully re-
alised when the MacMurrays next
morning proposed to take her by
bateau to Manitoulin Island. And
throughout her whole journey she
seems to have been as fortunate in
weather as in friends. From August
first to the fifteenth the only two rainy
days are noted in the journal. And as
she goes on to describe the glowing
sunsets of these days, the pitching of
their tents beneath the stars, and the
twilights brightened by the camp-
fire leaping on the shore, the picture
stirs the blood of every true-born
camper.

“On August second,’”’ she writes,
““we had not a mosquito; the sun
bright; the lake rough; the little boat
rocking on the glittering waves ag
Contant washed the plates and the
others cooked on shore.”” On the
third they were in Aird’s Bay passing
countless islands of all shapes and
sizes. The fourth brought startling
tidings. In their haste to reach their
destination, they started out at dawn,
surprised to notice in the slumbrous
calm the hull and masts of a vessel
standing black against the sunrise.
Hailing her for news, the little party
sat speechless on hearing that King
William IV. was dead and Victoria
now Queen of England. They learned
also from the schooner’s captain thag
the Superintendent of the Indian De-
partment had taken the place of the
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Governor, who had been called back
from Lake Simcoe by this news, and
that the presents were to be distribut-
ed that morning. The voyageurs, en-
couraged, bent afresh to their oars,
but they arrived unfortunately just too
late for the distribution.

This disappointment was soon for-
gotten in the kindly greeting all re-
ceived from the Superintendent and
the Agent, who assured them that
they were still in time for the Council
to be held at noon. The meeting-
place appointed for this yearly gather-
ing was certainly a chosen spot—on
the shores of a small circular bay
opening from the main one out on the
water, just off the main bay,
where, as they entered, a hundred
canoes were darting hither and thither.

The Council was held in the log
house belonging to the Agent. At its
upper end stood the Superintendent,
Mr. Jarvis, with his ‘“‘grand vizier,”
Major Anderson, and their two inter-
preters. At a little distance were
placed the new-comers, with a young
son of the Lieutenant-Governor who
had come on with Mr. Jarvis, there
were also three Methodist ministers,
and two Roman Catholic priests. The
chiefs came in without order or pre-
cedence. They numbered about
seventy-five in all, and half of
them were smoking. The noon-
day heat was blazing, and the
doors and windows all filled in by an
eager crowd. To the London lady
the atmosphere suggested purgatory.
Yet in all the hundreds of that crowd
no squaw was visible. The Superin-
tendent’s speech was short and was
interpreted by Blackbird, an orator
famed for once having spoken stead-
ily from sunrise to sunset.

The day altogether proved to be the
most varied of those experienced
by the traveller on this long trip.
At sunset she was called out by
Major Anderson to watch a canoe-
race he had arranged for the squaws.
He had offered as prizes twenty-five
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pairs of silver earrings, and the wild-
est excitement followed as twenty
canoes took their places, each paddled
by twelve squaws. At a signal they
were off like arrows from so many
bows, the onlookers leaping, whoop-
ing, clapping their hands, and act-
ing as if mad at the finish, the
men darting into the water to carry
out the winners, the squaws laugh-
ing and panting for breath, crying
‘““N'ya! N'ya!’’ while the men shout-
ed “T'ya!” till the woods rang. But
the greatest good-humour prevailed,
with no note of jealousy or anger. ‘‘In
those days,’’ continues Mrs. Jameson,
““we were twenty whites in all among
8,700 Indians, yet the only precaution
I found necessary was to hang a blan-
ket before my window to avoid a too
intrusive gaze.”’

The evening that followed was one
of tranquil beauty. At nine o’clock
there was scarcely a sound to be
heard but the voice of an Indian boy
reading the gospel to Mrs. MacMur-
ray in the Agent’s house—a picture in
himself, with his feathered head-dress
waving, his silver armlets glistening
on his dusky arms. While standing in
silent enjoyment of the scene, news
was brought to the stranger that the
natives were preparing a war dance in
her honour. “In a few minutes
more,”” she writes, ‘‘the drum, the
shriek, and the long tremulous whoop
were heard. A large crowd had gath- .
ered silently in front of the house,
leaving an open space in the midst.
Many of them carried great blazing
torches made of bark rolled up into
a cylinder. The innermost circle of
the spectators sat down and the rest
stood around. Meantime the drum-
ming and yelling drew nearer, and all
at once a man leaped like a panther
into the very middle of this circle, and
flinging off his blanket, began to
flourish his war-club and caper. Then
they stamped round and round and
gesticulated a sort of fiercely grotes-
que pantomime, and sent forth their
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hideous yells, while the glare of the
torches fell on their painted, naked
figures.”’

Next morning it was with sincerest
regret that the traveller parted from
the hospitable missionary and his
wife. But one more experience re-
mained for Mrs. Jameson—a canoe-
trip home by way of Georgian Bay
and Lake Simcoe. Mr. Jarvis had
kindly offered to find a place for her
among his party, and as she watched
the luxurious arrangements being
made for her comfort she congratul-
ated herself upon this opprtunity.

In the first canoe, paddled by seven
voyageurs, went Mr. Jarvis, young
Mr. Head, Mrs. Jameson, and old
Solomon the interpreter. In the second
were stowed provisions and camping
apparatus. Not only was a cushioned
seat placed for the lady of the party,
but note-books, sketch-book and
travelling-basket ready at hand,
while guns and fishing-tackle replaced
the note-books for the gentlemen.
Martin the Indian pilot was pictures-
que in the extreme, with his scarlet
beaded sash, long hair, and graceful
movements. The men, who were
picked half-breeds, were full of glee,
as with bright sashes round their
waists and gay kerchiefs round their
heads, they took their places. With
flag flying, they made a gallant start,
cheered by the major and the schoon-
er's crew on shore, and honoured by
a volley from the Indians and copious
cries as the seventy-two canoes of the
Iroquois dipped their paddles at the
same time en route for the west—
and this on a glorious morning with a
cloudless sky above them, and the
water so clear that the fish were visi-
ble swimming in its depths.

The scene was one of bewildering
beauty all the way, as they paddled
along through countless islands, all
gay with green and flowers in the
morning, at evening their purple
edges fringed with fire. At intervals

the men sang gay songs; the tourist
sketched; and the gentlemen hunted
or fished as occasion offered. The
fare was beyond reproach ; the fish and
pigeons good and well-cooked; the
Madeira  excellent.  Nightly the
traveller found her tent pitched in the
most chosen gpot, her bed of elastic
boughs luxuriously spread with robes
and blankets. On the eighth they
passed French River, paddling still
among the islands ‘‘set like gems in
glowing blue,”” and it was not until
they were near their journey’s end
that they had their first day’s rain.

On the ninth they reached Pene-
tanguishene, where they rested two
days. And on the twelfth they crossed
the sixteen-mile portage to the ‘‘nar-
rows’’ of Lake Simcoe. Here the “‘pas-
senger’’ was persuaded by her party to
join them in an excursion to Lake
Couchiching, to see the rapids of the
Severn, forming, she writes, ‘‘an
exquisite finish to the paradise of
beauty”’ through which she had jour-
neyed now for seven weeks. On
the fourteenth she accompanied
her escort on board the Peter
Robinson, and it was then, as they
steamed across Lake Simcoe, that she
realised for the first time how civilis-
ed indeed were those clearings she
had thought so crude before. From
Holland’s Landing the road lay
through the oldest settlements of Up-
per Canada, with their harvests rich
and ripe in the August sunshine; they
looked to her eyes now accustomed to
the wildness to be not only civilised,
they also indicated clearly the set-
tler’s growing wealth.

Here with the description of this
drive the journal ends, and its last
words are glightly triumphant: “‘For at
three o’clock in the morning,” con-
cludes the traveller, ‘‘just as the moon
was setting in Lake Ontario, T arrived
at the door of my own house in
Toronto, having been absent on this
‘wild expedition’ just two months.”’



PITT THE ORATOR

A REVIEW OF LORD ROSEBERY'S *“LORD CHATHAM"

BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

THE Earl of Rosebery found a con-
genial occupation when he under-
took to write a biography of the Earl
of Chatham. He himself is acknowl-
edged on all hands to be the greatest
orator in Great Britain to-day. Pitt
is acknowledged to have been not
merely the greatest orator of his own
time in Great Britain but of all time.
One or two persons who heard him in
the House of Commons were so in-
spired by his flights that they wrote
down their opinions, giving him emin-
ence as a rhetorician above either
Cicero or Demosthenes. Rosebery has
had the good sense to perceive that all
such comparison must be vain. While
Pitt’s admirers had access to the com-
positions of Cicero and of Demos-
thenes, they had no real knowledge of
the tones of voice in delivery, nor did
they know aught of the orators’ man-
neriems, of their gestures, of the fires
that flashed from their eyes, of the
thunders, if any, that accompanied
their most vehement declamation. All
they had was the compositions of the
orators and the testimony of those
who had heard them pronounced. We
believe, as Rosebery in his book be-
lieves, that Pitt was a public speaker
of transcendent magnetism and power,
but we actually have fewer proofs of
it than his contemporaries had of the
two great classic orators. Parliamen-
tary reporting as we know it was a

thing

unknown in Pitt's day, and
while

we have snatches here and
there of this great commoner’s bril-
liance of satire and aptness of met-
aphor, we are never quite sure of the
preciseness of phraseology. Records
of parts of his speeches and impres-
sions of hig delivery are still preserved,
but they are not wholly satisfactory.
His moet famous utterances were
made, apparently, without delibert-
tion, and he seldom, if ever, used
notes.

The impression that Pitt made on
his own generation, an impression that
has deepened with the progress of
time, is a fine example of the elus-
iveness of the greatest of all the arts.
Had he been a painter like his con-
temporary Reynolds, we could exam-
ine his art with intelligence, Had he
been a writer like his friend Fielding,
we could estimate his worth at first
hand. Had he even been a cabinet
maker like his countryman Chippen-
dale, we could test his beauty of line
and contour in the shop window of any
first-class dealer in antiquities. But
Pitt was an orator in whose time
there was no phonography, no parlia-
mentary report, no political stump
even—nothing that we can set up as
a concrete example of his art. He had
first to impress his hearers, and the
impression had to be euch that it
would not vanish immediately on the

# “Lord Chatham : His Early Life and Connections,” by Lord Rosebery. New York : Harper and Brothers.
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rising of the House; it had to be
such that it would be repeated i the
coffee-houses, on exchange, at the
club, in the market-place, carried by
favourable winds to all corners and
quarters of the realm, and handed
down from father to son and son to
grandson, generation after generation.
In this respect Pitt was on a com-
mon ground with Garrick and indeed
with all who rest their claims to
greatness on histrionic talent, on ele-
gance of voice, on grace of gesture, on
majesty of pose.

So the fame of Pitt’s oratory has
come down to us.
half ago, when Pitt was at the zenith
of his glory, letter-writing and the
diary had almost superceded tradi-
tion, the lampoon and the chronicling
rhyme, and the active agency of the
press, with full parliamentary reports,
was on the eve of its greatness. Pitt,
therefore, just preceded the reports,
but he was not the type of man to be
lampooned or described in vagrant and
jingling lines. Rosebery, like all the
others of Pitt’s biographers, has had
to rely for personal touches on tradi-
tion, on letters still available and on
private diaries. Naturally, the great
events of his career and all his achieve-
ments and failures in the public ser-
vice are on record, but, as Rosebery
laments, there is nothine wherewith
one might break through the halo of
mystery that seems to have always
surrounded this great British states-
man.

Statesmanship was one of Pitt's
chief attributes as well as cratory, but
in the life that is reviewed by Rose-
bery (that is, up to the time of Pitt’s
elevation to supreme power after the
downfall of Newcastle), oratory is the
keynote of his success. The book
deals with ‘“His Early Lifo and Con-
nections,”” and notwithstanding the
human proneness to worship heroes,
Roseberv has put forth an honest effort
to see Pitt in his true licht. That it
has been difficult, indeed impossible,

- stands without a peer.

A century and a’

to so see him, he admits, but he has
succeeded in presenting a convincing
picture and an entertaining chronicle.
As a statesman, or perhaps better, as
a moest fearless parliamentarian, Pitg
He came into
the arena at a time when it was al-
most impossible for a commoner to
attain eminence. The King’s hand
was against him, and his voice was
against the King. It is a marvel that
an ambitious politician could muster
the temerity to rise in parliament and
cast aspersions on the Sovereign and
on the Sovereign’s Hanoverian con-
nections. Pitt was ambitious, never-
theless he was courageous, and one
would judge that he repeatedly saeri-
ficed his ambitions on the alter of his
courage. One of the few reports that
we have of a Pitt parliamentary
speech, one which, curiously enough,
did not see print until fourteen months
had passed after its deliverance, gives
a good idea of the fearless manner in

vwhich he sometimes addressed the _

commons. The debate was on the mo-
tion to continue the British troops in
the Hanoverian service.

“It is now too apparent,” said Pitt,
according .to this report, ‘‘that this pow-
erful, this great, this mighty nation is
considered only as a province to a des-
picable electorate, and that, in conse-
quence of a plea formed long ago and
invariably pursued, these (Hanoverian)
troops are hired only to drain us of our
money. : How much reason the
transactions of every year have given
for suspecting this absurd, ungrateful,
and perfidious partiality, it is unnecessary
to declare. To dwell upon all
the instances of partiality which have
heen shown and the yearly visits (by the
King), which have heen made to that de-
lichtful country (Hanover). to reckon up
all. the sums that have been spent to
agorandise and enrich it, would be an irk-
some and invidious task, invidious to
those who are afraid to be told the truth
and irksome to' those who are unwilling
to hear of the dishonour and injuries of
their countrv. T shall. however, dwell no
loncer on this unnleasant subiect than to
oxnress my hope that we shall no loncer
soffer onrselves to be deceived and op-
pressed.”’ :
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Rosbery writes :

“Conceive the position.  On the one
sido a King born and bred in Hanover,
to whom tke honour and welfare of the
Hanoverians were everything, whose par-
adise was Hanover, who counted the days
of his annual visit to Hanover as a school-
boy counts the days to his Rolidays, who
held Hanover as his own absolute mon-
archy and property as compared with
the limited interest and power of the
British throne ; a King, moreover, courted
by all, whkose favour was necessary for
the obtaining of office ; accustomed to un-
stinted adulation and homage. On the
other, this young jackanapes, an official in
the court of his (the King’s) detested
son, declaiming against him with every
art of the actor and the rhetorician, with
every power of voice and eye, holding
him and his Hanover up to every kind
of ridicule and contempt, before an aud-
ience mainly of place-hunters and place-
helders, half trembling, half chuckling, as
the philippic proceeded.

“Why did Pitt take this line? If he
wished for office (as he undoubtedly
did), it seemed madness: he was com-
mitting something like suicide. ‘But
pique,’ as Sir George Savile well said, ‘is
the spur the devil rides the noblest temp-
ers with’. . . That pique and a most
ignoble rage had much to do with this
ptilippic we may well assume. But we
may also surmise that his attitude was
not devoid of ealculation. The veto of
George II. (The veto had heen repeat-
edly placed against Pitt by the sov-
ereign) was not to be removed by defer-
ence, so he would, lika another Hanni-
bal, destroy the obstacle with vinegar.
The King had been exasperated by the
lambent play of Pitt’s earlier insinua-
tions ; he should be made to know how
Pitt had then held kis hand, what thun-
derbolts he had kept in reserve, what
unspeakable things awaited the Prince
who should frown on him. ‘All the thincs
I have told vou.” said Sancho Panza,
‘are tarts and cheese-cakes to what re-
mains behind.’ Géorge II. should learn
tkat the innuendoes that Pitt had level-
led at him before were tarts and cheese-
cakes compared to what he had the power
of producing. Pitt, in a word, had made
up hig mind that his only means of
achieving his objects was by terror. He
had thrown away the scabbard. Moreover,
he was apnealing from the Court to the
peonle. ~ The court was foreign. im-
moral, unpopular: the very name of Han-
over was detested. And althonch Pitt’s
actual words reached the neople late or
not at all. there was an echo which was

audible, and made known all through the
three kingdoms that there was within
the walls of Parliament an intrepid, per-
haps incorruptible orator who feared the
face of no man, and who was embodying
in fiery words the antipathies and dis-
trusts of the nation.”

losebery has escaped the common
fauly of biographers, that of seeing
nothing but goodness in all the acts
of their subjects. Unlike Thackeray,
he does not attempt to remove from
Pitt the odium of vacillation, nor does
he hide from his readers his impres-
sion that Pitt was in all his public acts
an actor with a definite purpose in
view. It is Rosebery’s belief that
everything Pitt did was done because
of the effect it would have on the pub-
lic mind. Pitt had a genius for divin-
ing what would please and influence
the public, and he acted accordingly.
If (as he did when he became Pay-
master, declining to take poundage on
ali subsidies pad to foreign princes,
as had been the practice), he refused
to enrich himself by what were then
regarded as permissable spoils of of-
fice, his refusal was due not so much
to qualins of conscience as to his be-
lief that it would have a powerful psy-
chological affect on the nation. In
this respect he was no doubt correct
in his surmise, for in theee corrupt
days Pitt stood out from all his con-
temporaries as the one gtatesman
whose character and dealings were
above reproach. But Rosebery takes
care to point out that while Pitt was
shrewd in refusing emoluments that
micht have come to him through his
public office, he was not so serupulous
when it came to monetary assistance

of a private nature. Mention is made

of the acceptance of a legacy from a
duchess, who gave it merely because
she had seen in Pitt the one who had
the courage to arraign her own pecul-
iar enemies; but, of course, that i a
legacy -that anyone might accept. But
it was different with Pitt when it came
to giving un his seat for Old Sarum
and accepting a safe one from the
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hand of Newcastle, whom he sus-
pected and despised ; and indeed again,
when it came to his dismissal from the
Government’s service and his accept-
ance, in view of his tight circum-
stances, of a thousand pounds & year
“‘until better times” from Lord
Temple, ‘““whom, from close intimacy
and kinship, he must have known to
be an intriguing politician, who was
not likely to give without expecting re-
turn.”’

But notwithstanding all that Rose-
bery has been able to discover about
Pitt, following the many other bio-
graphies of the same person, and with
the additional and invaluable assist-
ance of the Dropmore papers, he has
been induced to admit that Pitt is still
an enigma. Nothing seems to be
known, or at least very little, about
his private life. Glimpses are caught
of him nursing the gout, from which
he was a life-long sufferer, and occas-
ionally he is seen flitting to or from
Bath, whither he went to take the
waters. But he seems to have had a
genius for obliterating the intimate re-
cesses of his heart and life and, on
the other hand, for keeping himself al-
most constantly, whenever he wished
it, in full view of the public eye. He
might be regarded as the first person
to realise the advantage of judicious
advertising, and yet he has of all per-
sons succeeded in shrouding his real
self in mystery. According to Rose-
bery, he was an actor always, an
actor in whom acting in everyday life
had become as second nature.

This book of Rosebery’s is admirable
in tone, and while it is judicious, as a
literary feat it is disappointing. But
it has a pretty good beginning and a
splendid close. The middle chapters
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are written with care but not with
brilliance. However, it is in the sum-
ming up where we find the author at
his best, where we find passages that
prevent us from reverting too long-
ingly to the masterful picture drawn
by Macaulay; it is the orator’s ap-
preciation of the orator, and although
we must express regret because the
narrative does not continue until we
see Pitt as the first stateman of Eng-
land, with the British arms trium-
phant in America, on the Continent,
on the high seas and in the East, we
are content to set the book down
with this excerpt from the author’s
summing up:

““Whatever his failings may have been,
his countrymen have refused, and rightly
refused, to take heed of them. They have
refused to see anything but the supreme
orator, the triumphant minister of 1757-
1761, the champion of liberty in later
years at home and in the West. With
Pitt, as with Nelson, his country will not
count flaws. What do they matter? How
are they visible in the sunlight of achieve-
ment? A country must cherish and
guard its heroes.

‘“We have climbed with him in his
path to power. We have seen him pet-
ulant, factious, hungry, bitter. And yet
all the time we have felt that there was
always something in him different in
quality from his fellow-politicians when
they aired the same qualities, that there
was an imprisoned spirit within him
struggling for freedom and scope. At
last it bursts its trammels, he tosses
patronage and intrigue to the old polit-
ical shylocks, and inspires the policy of
the world. Vanity of vanities! Twenty
years after his epoch of glory, three years
after his death, Britain has reached the
lowest point in her history. But still
she is the richer for his life. He be-

queaths a tradition, he bequeaths a son,
and when men think of duty and achieve-
ment they look to one or the other. It
will be an ill day for their country when
either is forgotten.”’




LIFE’S INN.

BY MARTHA HASKELL CLARK

The Wide World Stands a-welcoming be-
side the sunny way,
For page and squire and knight and
dame to halt and ride away;
And crimson sweet the roses flamed that
lay upon my breast,
When all the world was but an inn, and
I a welcome guest.

The knights were lion-hearted and their
ladies lily fair;
The silver armour glittered bright upon
the roadway there,
When each far distant turning held the
promise of a quest,
And all the world was but an inn, and
I a welcome guest.

No knock was there of Misery nor step
of grimy Toil ;

But bold Adventure raised the latch,
his palfrey heaped with spoil,
While Romance flew to hold his rein and

wait on his behest,
When all the world was but an inn, and
I a welcome guest.

And what care I that youth must fade,
and love locks turn to gray?
Forsooth, at every inn there lies some
reckoning to pay!
I’ve warmed my heart beside their fire,
partaken of their best,
When all the world was but an inn, and
I a welcome guest.

8o why should I complain and curse in
spiteful accents shrill
Because another draws his rein, my
wonted place to fill?
But ere Old Age the taper takes, to light
me to my rest,

I’ll draw his chair and drink his health,
and make him welcome guest.

—The Smart Set.
*

WHAT a fascination there is for
most of us in the picture of the
Old World inn—the inn of the poets
and writers of romance—ivy-covered
and quaint-gabled with the scent of
lavender in the low-ceiled bedrooms
and the fragrance of good fare on the
broad threshold of the dining-room.
From ancient days, the inn has been
associated with good cheer and jollity
—and even if a brawl arose, it was
conducted with a vigorous hilarity
which lent variety to the after-dinner
repartee. The inns of Old Normandy
and the inns of Merrie England could
tell tales more wild and enthralling
than ever flowed from the pen of Du-
mas or Weyman. But the prosaic
present is changing even the old inns,
and the ‘“honk”’ of the automobile dis-
pels the last echoes of the trouba-
dour’s song. !

Yet the legends and traditions of
the “inn die slowly from our minds,
and to many of us the world, itself,
becomes only an inn, where we tarry
but a day. The guests who come
riding in the early morning are
so full of life's joy and adventure that
they fill the old rooms with song and
laughter ere they go on their dauntless
way. But the afternoon hours mean re-
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pose and the fading light of day brings
the tapers which shed but a faint glim-
mer in comparison with the glow of
‘“‘glad, confident morning.”’ Yet there
has been good cheer at the inn and
we all can remember with gratefulness
the sturdy words of Chesterton :

‘““For you and me and for all brave men,
my brother, there is good wine poured in

the Inn at the End of the World.”
¥

l'[‘ is a lamentable fact that we learn

what is worth while in this world.
just as we are almost ready to depart
from the scene. We may be in a posi-
tion to make use of our earthly ex-
perience on some other planet, but it
does seem rather a pity that we
should be so long in acquiring a knowl-
edge of “‘the things that really count.”

For instance, we are accustomed to
regard sickness or isolation as a con-
dition to be dreaded and expend much
sympathy on the invalid, writing
pathetic paragraphs and weepy poems
on “‘shut-in lives.”” I have always
regarded an invalid’s lot as one to be
shunned and abhorred—but that was
before T made acquaintance with its
infinite restfulness. Tt is, in reality,
the most delightful condition in the
world, and the hospital, which looked
so forbidding in the days of health,
becomes a safe and comfortable re-
treat from all the woes which flesh is
heir to. Of course, if you are so im-
prudent as to insist on having a really
painful complaint, such as sciatica or
rheumatic gout, the state of invalidism
has its serious drawbacks: but, if you
have the good taste and good fortune
to select such suffering as merely
makes the convalescence a season of
lancuid enjoyment, why, ‘“The Tiand
of Counterpane,’” as Stevenson called
it, is the most blissful realm in the
world., -

Ag a primary advantace, vou are
not allowed to hear anvthing disacree-
able, or to know that there is such a
matter as an unpleasant occurrence.

Doctor and nurse and everyone else
appear with smiling faces and you
are convinced that it must be a jolly
world which is inhabited by such
cheerful creatures. Of course, you are
going to get well, but, as the days go
by, you are less and less in a hurry
to confront the world again, and look
forward to noisy street and bustling
shops with a dread of their disturb-
ance. “‘But there is such a lack of
interest in an invalid’s life,”” objects
a strenuous creature who has never
known a day’s illness. On the con-
trary, the invalid takes an extraord-
inary and keen interest in trifles light
as air, which afford daily and unfail-
ing entertainment. While the outside
world is running for cars and then be-
ing jammed in sandine fashion by
the powers which run the ‘‘trams,’’
the invalid is taking a placid interest
in capsules and tablets and the next
dish of junket. You pity the healthy
people, who are walking about on
their sturdy feet and eatine solid
food. What do they know of the joy
of having things brought to you on a
tray and being coaxed to take a lit-
tle cream soup or a trifle of jelly ?
Then it is so important to be an in-
valid, especially if you have never
succumbed before to these light afflic-
tions. You find out that there is such
a state of being as a temperature and,
when the thermometer goes under your
tongue, you are thrown into a de-
lightful condition of excitement as
you wonder what would happen if you
swallowed it. Your pulse, also, is a
matter of interest and you watch the
‘‘beats’’ in fascinated concern, lest
something not quite ‘‘normal”’ should
oceur., In fact, you are surprisingly
absorbed in yourself, and find that
yvour heart and head are to be taken
quite seriously, in a world of ups and
wdowns.
# Manv have been the words of com-
mendation bestowed upon the Canad-
ian nurse—but not one word too many.

£
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New York papers have declared that
she surpasses the nume of other lands
and that she is in constant demand.
It is one thing to echo the praise
from hearsay, and it is quite another
to speak out of the fulness of ex-
perience. But I hereby profess most
profound allegiance — and what is
more, obedience—to the blue-uni-
formed and blue-eyed ministrant in
misery, who poked the thermometer
under a too-busy tongue and dispensed
the nauseous mixture known as pep-
tonised milk. The nurse, when she is
all she may be, is far ahead of all
the rest of us, and for all her gentle,
cheering ways, she may have our vote
and influence, if she ever happens to
run for office.

Yes, indeed! It is & great and de-
plorable mistake to remain healthy
and industrious. Just wake up some
dull and dreary morning and decide to
be an invalid, instead of going down
to the office or getting up and prepar-
ing breakfast. Betake yourself to the
ieolaticn of a private ward, where you
will hear nothing of wars, murders or
marriage, and where you will not care
whether the Honourable David Lloyd
George or Mr. Austen Chamberlain
act as Chancellor of the Exchequer;
and where you will be lazy and
“dozy’’ and care for nothing but Your
Own Sweet Self, ,

*

ARL GREY has been a good

friend to the country in which he
represents the royal authority. He
has done us good service in a variety
of ways, and his latest contribution
to national criticism is worthy of ser-
jous consideration. In his address as
“Chief Scout of the Dominion of
Canada,” the Governor-General said
that there is a defect in the training
ordinarily given in the public schools;
namely, the lack of good manners. He
called attention to the error of those
who think that ‘‘rough manners are a
sign of manliness and that gentle man-

ners are a sign of servility’' and as-
serted that gentlemanliness is depen-
dent, not on wealth, but on reverence
and high ideals. The following words
should provoke heart-searching, as to
the ethical side of our public school
system: ‘It is because the Secout
movement, tends to supplement the in-
efficiency of your educational system
by implanting in your boys the ideals
they do not seem to learn in their
schools, that T so earnestly commend
to your acceptance that movement,
which, if it be properly supported,
promises to become a real blessing to
this country.’’

A Canadian editor remarks in con-
nection with the above criticiem: ‘It
becomes at once a question why it was
left. to a soldier to inaugurate the
Scout. movement, and why the daily
personal intercourse of thousands of
teachers with their pupils should
count for so little.”” .

It is entirely natural that a soldier
should inaugurate the movement
which appears to have appealed so
successfully to Young Canada. We
have the poet’s testimony to the fact
that :

“The bravest are the tenderest,
The loving are the daring.

We may all exult in the disappear-
ance of war, but we should be very
sorry to see the disappearance of the
milit'gy virtues. More than a cent-
ury ago Edmund Burke exelaimed—
“But the age of chivalry is gone!”
It had not really departed, however,
and it will be a dark age for the world,
should the reflection of the great Irish
orator ever prove true. If the spirit
of true chivalry is not encouraged in
the voung generation, the grace and
delicary of life will have vanished—
and all the wheat and silver in our
fields and our mines will not make
good the loss. Barl Grey spoke dis-
cerningly when he associated this grac-
ious manner with reverence. We are
known by what we laugh at. Those
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who see in old age or weakness legiti-
mate objects for ridicule and who take
a delight in the downfall or the degra-
dation of humanity can hardly be re-
garded as civilised.

Matthew Arnold declared many
years ago, that, while he had found
many admirable qualities in the peo-
ple of the United States, he had dis-
covered two glaring defects, a lack of
reverence and a lack of dignity. This
criticism might be extended beyond
the forty-ninth parallel. We are rather
fond of proclaiming our virtues. Let
us be honest about our faults and not
bristle in childish contradiction at the
glightest hint that we are not perfect
and that our public school system is
not the last word in educational devel-
opment. We have much to be proud
of in our educational system, but it
leaves something to be desired. Re-
spect for authority is more important
in the Young Person than a ‘‘devel-
opment, of selfhood.”” If Earl Grey is
epeaking according to facts in his re-
marks on our school training, then it
is time for us to consider our ways and
manners and give heed to the prin-
ciples of the Boy Scout movement.

The ultra-democratic spirit which
is constantly asserting: “‘I am as good
as you,”” is not conducive to that
gentle grace of manner which implies:
“You are as good as 1. It is the
small courtesies, the dainty remem-
brances which make Life worth while
and give us to forget the hard places
and keep in mind only the flowers.
Sciuetimes it seems as if the rude and
Hustering nature is the one which suc-
ceeds—that it is the selfish alone who
get and retain. But a more careful
study of the conditions of human hap-
piness shows that such vampire
creatures miss all that is worth while
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and are without that beautiful gift of
friandship which is the heritage of
those who are true mn heart.

The curious error, that there is
something unmanly in consideration
for others and a display of courtesy to-
wards them, is to blame for much of
the boorishness and barrenness of daily
intercourse. The East and the South
may teach us much of this virtue,
and it will not endanger Northern ag-
gressiveness to learn something of the
gentler side of life. The linking of
“‘delicacy and fortitude’’ in one of
Robert Louis Stevenson’s prayers is a
happy blending of qualities which are
all too often put asunder. In his own
suffering yet gallant bearing, we see
the finest exposition of that spirit of
meeting Life gladly — whatever the
day may bring. And what delightful
stories they are — of his sojourn in
Samoa, where everyone was kind to
the loved Scottish exile. It would be
hard to find a daintier or tenderer re-
partee than the reply of the Samoan
friend who had prepared a favourite
dish for ‘‘Tusitala’’—as his adopted
people called the writer.

““Great is thy skill,”’ said Stevenson

in gratitude.
‘““But the other shook his head in
gentle denial. ‘‘Ah, No! Great was

the love.”’

With this appreciation of the grace
of courtesy is associated a gaiety
which is all too rare in these hard and
hurried times—a sense of the joy of
Life which helps to plant’ the prim-
roses along the path of pain. Dull
natures are nearly always impolite and
uncouth. Sparkle and sunshine go to-
gether in happy comradeship. Let us
be merrier and more mannerly, even if
we should lose a dollar or two in the
polishing process,

JEAN GRAHAM.




HO would not rather take Que-
bec than be the author of ‘‘The
Trail of Ninety-Eight’’? Who would
not rather not take Quebec than be its

publishers? It is ‘‘A Northland
Chronicle and Romance,”” by Robert
W. Service, author of ‘‘Songs of a
Sourdough’ and ‘‘Ballads of a Chee-
chako.”” The mere fact that it is
selling so well that ‘‘we cannot keep
up with the demand,’’ according to
the publishers, puts a serious mask on
the situation, and makes us wonder
whether it sells on its absolute and
abundant and incomparable demerits
or on the author’s reputation as a
forceful versifier. For we know of no
book quite so bad as this one, and if
it is selling so well on its badness, the
outlook for clean, wholesome literature
in Canada is not very promising. We
once heard the remark about a melo-
drama, “‘It’s so bad, it's good,”” and
one might almost go the length of
applying this opprobium to Mr. Ser-
vice’s novel. If the book scored on
any one point it would not be so hope-
less, but, according to our opinion,
it is a conglomeration of offences
against all the senses. Tt has no
morality. It has no literary merit.
It has no heroism. Tt has no
good, genuine adventure. It has no
lofty ideal of womanhood. Tt has no
real romance. But, on the other hand.
it traduces the ennobling passion of
love. It uselessly shows contempt for
401

the conventionality of marriage. Ite
essays ab description are grotesque.
Its brutality is inhuman, its vulgarity
nauseating, its very commonplaceness
something stupendous. In figure of
speech it is frequently much forced,
as, for instance, “I proved my-
self a perfect artesian well of conver-
sation,”” (the book is written in the
first person) ; “The surface ripple of a
sob”’; “In a few moments I was dead
to the world’’; ‘‘we were in a hollow
cavern roofed over with slabs of seeth-
ing foam’; *“‘on pinnacles of terror
our hearts poised nakedly.’’ Sticklers
for grammatical construction will ob-
ject to the following sentences: Every
slim woman I saw in the distance
looked to be her'’; “Not one of his
sledge-hammer smashes reached their
mark’’; “‘I was jogging along past the
advance guard of the oncoming army,
when who should T see but Mervin
and Hewson.” Even the spelling is
inconsistent. 3
The narrative is based largely on
the author’s experiences during the
Yukon stampede of 1898, but it is
so wildly imaginative that what
truth there is in it is clouded by the
false. Tt begins in Scotland, takes
the reader sweepinglv across Canada,
and down into southern California,
and then back and on up to Dawson
City. Tt must be granted that the
descriptions of the trail and of Daw-
son City are very vivid, but the reader
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has confused impressions of almost
simultaneous obstacles in the form of
snow and ice on the one hand and
mosquitoes and muskegs on the other
hand. Tricks are played with time,
8o that one may be tracking the vil-
lain in the early hours of ‘‘young
dawn’' and then suddenly detect him,
at midnight, entering a dance-hall.
But these are minor elips, and can
be overlooked. But-there is no over-
looking the chapter (and there are
many more equally violent), that
tells about Berna, the girl. and Athol,
the man, going on a raft down Squaw
Rapids. The reader is wondering how
it is possible for any person to keep
his balance under such conditions,
when the girl impetuously throws her
arms around the man’s neck, and in
the embrace, lips to lips, they ride
on into the ‘‘roaring torrent.”” The
dietion is not restrained :

“We took the rapids broadside on,
but the scow was light and very strong.
Like a cork in a mill-stream we tossed
and spun around. The vicious, mauling
wolf-pack of the river heaved us into the
air, and worried us as we fell. Drenched,
dea.fenod, stunned with fierce, nerve-shat-
tering blows, every moment we thought to
go under. We were in a caldron of fire.
The roar of doom was in our ears. Giant
hands with claws of foam were clutch-
ing, buffeting us. Shrieks of fury assail-
ed, as demon tossed us to demon. Was
t!:ere no end to it? Thud, crash, roar,
§1ckemng us to our hearts ; lurching, leap-
ing, beaten, battered. . . Tt seem-
ed the last had come. Up, up we went.
W? seqmed to hover uncertainly, tilted,
hair-poised over a yawning gulf. Were
we going to upset? Mental agony
screamed in me. But, no! We righted.
Dizzily we dipped over ; steeply we plung-
ed down. Oh, it was terrible! We were
in a hornets’ nest of angry waters and
they were stinging us to death; we were
in a hollow cavern roofed over with slabs
of seething foam: the fiery horses were
trampling us under their myriad hoofs.
I gave up all hove. T felt the girl faint
in my arms. How long it seemed! 1
wisked for the end. The flying hammers
of hell were pounding us, pounding us—
Oh. God! Oh, God . . .2

That is merely an instance of what
the volume contains in superabun-
dance. Tt is enough to make even

Rider Haggard himself stagger.

The girl (Berna) who figures as the
heroine is a pale, ‘‘lily-white’” insipid
creature, and in the love passages both
she and Athol are lamentably small in
their outlook upon life and ridiculous
in their frenzies of passion. Repeat-
edly the girl implores the man to
marry her, and repeatedly she says
that she should not associate with him
because she has no name, no ae-
knowledged parentage. Repeatedly he
wriggles away from marriage to after-
wards berate himself for a coward
and fool. Towards the end these two
live together as man and mistress, and
in the end they marry—after every-
thing has been smeared and be-
smirched. What a horrible picture this
whole book crudely paints of blood-
thirst, unreal adventure, pygmy love,
murder, manslaughter, ‘‘hell-houses.”’
sickening debauches, women of the
gutter, men of the brothel, thieves,
rogues, fichters, gamblers, pitched bat-
tles, and the degradation of brother-
ly  affection! (Toronto: William
Briggs. New York: Dodd, Mead &
Company. Cloth, $1.25).

*

REDERICK GEORGE SCOTT is

one of our most respected poets.
His poetry is respectable. While he
do2s mnot perhaps scale the heights
that are reserved for geniuses, he com-
poses poetry that can be understood,
that is gentle and wholesome. Nature
—the sky, the sea. clouds, trees,
flowers, rivers, the moon, the sun, and
the stars—have an important place
in his thoughts and if one wished to
eriticise the quality of his latest vol-
ume of collected poems, one might
say that it does not contain enouch
surprises, or perhaps better, suffi-
cient vemsatility. Mr. Scott is a
clergyman, a resident of Quebec City.
Frequently his verse displays the in-

fluence of his environment: for in-

stance, the sonnet which we reprint:
The Laurentians,

These mountains reign alone, they do not.
share

'

w}f«‘:’r o}



THE WAY OF LETTERS 403

The transitory life of woods and streams
Wrapt in deep solemnity of dreams,
They drain the sunshine of the upper air,
Beneath their peaks, the huge clouds,
kere and there,
Take counsel of the wind, which all
night screams
Through gray, burnt forests where the
moonlight beams
On hidden lakes, and rocks worn smooth
and bare.

These mountains once, throned in the pri-
mal sea,
Shook half the world with thunder, and
the sun
Pierced not the gloom that clung
about their crest ;
Now with spent force, toilers from toil

set free, .
Unvexed by fate, the part they played
being done.
They watch and wait in venerable
rest.

Some of the poems have never be-
fore appeared in a volume. One son-
net (‘‘To a Greek Statue’’), appeared
first in the Globe Magazine. 1t is an
interesting composition, and its in-
terest is heightened by the fact that
it was illustrated, the drawing show-
ing a nude fiqure to represent the
statue. Whatever the author's con-
ception was, here at any rate is the
sonnet :

What eves have worshipped thee, O pas-
n
Cold":,t«me, thoun darling beauty of dead

men
And buried worlds! What hearts in
those days when
Beauty was god have longed for thy
caress, '
As 'mid voluptuous feast of wild excess
They saw the dawn-light in the Eastern
skies $
Crimson that brow and kindle in those
eves,
And felt their glutted passion’s emntiness.
And still thon mockest ns, O ernel stone,
And still their eyes are gazine far away,

Drawing out man’s love that loves thee -

all in wvain. ¢ :

Yea. to all time, thy beautqma.whih

lins say, -

Tove’s deepest yearnings leave man most
alone

And in ma'n’- deepest pleasure there is
pain. . .

{Toronto: The Musson Book Com-
pany.. London: James Constable),

*
GREAT amount has been writ-
ten and published about the Great
Lakes within the last few years, but

one of the most comprehensive treat-
ments of the subject is the volume
entitled **Our Inland Seas,”” by James
Cooke Mills. Ae readers of The Can-
adian Magazine know, Mr. Mills has
made a deep study of the significance,
history, and importance of the Great
Lakes, and it is grat¥fying to see that
his fugitive magazine articles on the
subject have resulted in a book of ex-
cellent and permanent, value. As the
author himself says, the purpose of
the story, contained in thé book is “‘to
show the development of the Great
Lakes marine, from the Indian canoe
to the great modern leviathans, and
the intimate relation it bears to the
prosperity of the whole country and
the contentment of millions of
people.”” The volume contains many
illustrations from photographe and
maps and drawings. (Chicago: A, C.
McClurg  and  Company.  Cloth,
$1.75.)
*

Nores.
—It is gratifving to learn that an-

‘other edition has been printed of a

book of sueh excellent merit ag ““The
Mystery of Golf,”’ by Arnold Haultain.
(Toronto: The Macmillian Company of
Canada). - ; A
: * x 1
—""Commentaries on Sin'’ ig the
title of a small volume bv George
Frederick Jelfs. (Boston: Sherman.
French and Company. Cloth, $1).
s e

—*“Dust and Ashes” is the title ‘of

a velnme of verse written and pub-

lished by ‘A. C.*Stewart, of Winuipeg.
. ’Pe

—Professor W. J. London, of the
University of Toronto, has written a
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treatise on ‘‘The Small-mouthed
Bass.”’ The volume is illustrated.
(Toronto: The Hunter-Rose Com-
pany).

¥
—The Studio for December contains
a well illustrated article, by Selwyn
Brinton, entitled ‘‘Modern Mural Dec-
oration in America.”” Examples are

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

shown of the work of Maxfield Parrish,
John La Farge, John W. Alexander,
John 8. Sargent, Charles Sprague
Pearce, Edward Simmons, Violet Oak-
ley. There is also a very fine article
on the work of James Paterson, R.S.
A., R.W.S., as well as other notable
contributions. (London: The Studio
Publishing Company).

REVEREND FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT
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“Patrick Shields!"’

Three times the court house corri-
dors echoed with the name.

““Where is that Irishman that licked
three men and then called the coron-
ner?”’

Then the crier of the court, with a
regular Irish bull, reported that the
missing Irishman could not be found.

The case, that of Raphael Delio,
charged with assaulting Patrick
Shields on the night of December
17th, was called in the police court
this morning, but as Shields was not
present to answer the charge, the case
was dropped.

Delio, together with two other Ital-
ians, undertook to ecrowd Shields from
the sidewalk. Shields objected to
the advances made by the strangers,
and after a short argument Delio was
said to have drawn a knife, which was
used freely on the Irishman until such
time as the latter got his fists work-
ing, after which he laid the three Ital-
ians side by side in the snow and pro-
ceeded to notify the police and coron-
er.
Two of the Ttalians were taken away
by friends after Shields started for
the police, and the only one found
on the spot when the police arrived
was Delio, who was arrested and
charged with assault.

Shields was to appear in the police
court this morning to press the charge,
but it was explained that he had se-
cured a good job near Three Rivers
and would not bother coming back un-
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less sent for by the court. It was
also stated that Shields had expressed
himself as satisfied to allow Delio to
go with the punishment handed out
by him.

“Funny fellow, that Shields,"’ said
Saumerez Carmichael, who was stand-
ing near. “I was called out of bed
early one morning, and a wealthy com-
patriot of Shields wanted to know
whether I had seen the report of the
incident. I had not. So I had to read
it while my friend waited. Then he
said , ‘Just you go down to the court,
bail out that beauty of an Irishman:
if he is fined pay his fine: then get
him a good job and eend him to me ;
I'll look after that fellow. He is a
beaut.’

“So T looked Shields up, but there
was no charge against him. We got
him a job, but he had got one himself
in the meantime, and is too busy tend-
ing to it to come to court. He thinks
the other fellow got enough of it, any-
how, and just says, ‘Aw lave him
be.” "’—The Montreal Star. ;

*

IeNoraNCcE Pur To Smame

Tommy—Pa, what is an equinox ?

Pa—Why, er—it is—ahem! For
goodness’ sake, Tommy, don't you
know anything about mythology, at
all? An equinox was a fabled animal,
half-horse, half-cow. Tts name is de-
rived from the words “‘equine’ and
“ox.” Tt does seem as if these public
schools don’t teach children anything
nowadays |—Ideas.
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FaT MAN
chap!

THIN MAN — “Yes,
shape.”’

(looking at crape on sleeve) — ‘‘Pcor
He was our mainstay.'”

he certainly left us in poor
— Jugend  Berlin)

Being OnLy THE Kinag, EDWARD
APOLOGISED

Kine Edward was never at a loss for
a quick, suitable answer. One day he
was coming around a street corner on
ona of hie periodical walks in Tondon
when he collided with a very stout per-
did not
recognigs the King, took him by the
lapel of hiz coat and him a
tongue-laghing.

“Peo

son, who, being nearsightad,
gave

finished the
a member of

knew, sir,’
irate man, ‘‘that T am
the Tondon Counecil 27’

“In that case I bec your pardon.”
“for T am onlv the

yvou

replied the King,

Kine of England.”” — Ladies Home
Journal.
*
NArrROW FESCAPE
He—“T worship the ground you

walk on.’
Qho—“That let’s me out.”—Brcok-

]_\'I‘ ]/17(7 .
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CLp VAITHFUL

Dashaway - ““You have splendid-
lookng clothes, old man. Who is your
tailor 2’7

Clevertons He's the first man you
see as you go out.”’—Life

£

BriraiNn Does It

Ho v
There is a lad in Boston, the son of
a well-known writer of history, who
has evidently profited by such observa-
tions as he may have overheard his
father utter touching certain phases
of British empire-building. At any
rate, the boy showed a shrewd no-
tion of the opinion not infrequently ex-
pressed in regard to the righteousness
of ‘‘British occupation.”” It was he
who handed. in the following essay on
the making of a British colony:

‘“Africa is a British colony. I will
tell you how England does it. First

she gets a missionary; when the mis-
gionary has found a specially beautiful
and fertile tract of country, he gets
all his people round him and says:
‘et us pray,” and when all the eyes
are shut, up goes the British flag.””
—Harper’s Magazine.

*

Rupe HasTE

Theyv were on their honeymoon. He
had bought a cathoat and had taken
her out to show her how well he eould
handle a boat, putting her to tend the
cheet. A puff of wind came, and he
shouted in no uncertain tone: ‘‘Let
oo the sheet!”” No response. Then
acain: ‘‘Let go that sheet, quick!'®
Still no movement. A few minutes
after, when both were clinging to the
bottom of the overturned boat, he
gaid :

“Why didn’t you let go that sheet
when I told you to, dear?”

“T would have.’” said the bride,
““if yvou had nct been so rough about
““ You ought tn speak more kindly
t~ vour wife.”—New York FEwvening

Post.



"“Say, Mabel, cau you see yourself in anything as awkward as that skirt!"

A Fancy Disn

New Boarder— ‘Haven't you got
any fancy dishes here 2"’

Rural TLandlord — ““Sure thing !
Mame, bring the gentleman that
moustache-cup your grandfather used
to use!”’—Puck.

*

No Brince
“It seems a chasm is opening be-
tween the King of England and the
people.”’
“Yes, and apparentlv he won’t
bridge it with new peers.”’—Baltimore
American.

*

TaE REAL Boss

“Your clerks seem to be in a good
humour,”” remarked the friend of the
great merchant.

““Yes,”” replied the great merchant.
My wife has just been in and it tickles
them to death to see somebody boss
me around.”’—Philadelphia Record.
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- Life.

3 A REAL ArmIST

Visitor ‘I envy you that light and
skilful hand of yours!"

Young Seculptor (flattered)—*“And
80 you saw my ‘Amazon’ 2"’

Visitor—'*No, but I hear you shave
yourself.”'—Fliegende Blatter.

*

Trosk STripS
“Now, children, what is this ?"’ agk-

- ed the teacher, holding up the picture

of a zebra.

“It looks to me like a horse in a
bathing suit,” answered a little boy.—
Our Dumb Animals.

w
EvEN With THE Game

“How are you 2"’ :

“Oh, T am about even with the
world.”’

“How’s that 2% .

“T ficure that' T owe about as many
peonle as T don’t owe.”” — Saturday
Evening Post.
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LES DERNIERES CARTOUCHES

— Mon Dleu ! vous tirez sur les choux maintenant!
— Ben Oui: j'ai déja tué toutes les perdrix.
—Le Rire ( Paris)

Poor CHILD

“Why are you sobbing, my little
man ?"’

“My pa’s a millionaire philanthrop-
ish.”’

“That’s nothing to cry about, is
it 2"’

“It ain’t, ain’t it ? He’s just prom-
ised to give me $5 to spend on my
birthday provided I raise a similar
amount.’’—Chicago Record-Herald.

; ¥
His LastT CHANCE

Priscilla had just told John Alden
to speak for himself.

T ghall do it for you after we are
married,”’ she added. 3

Herewith he hastened to seize the
last chance.—New York Sun.
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My HoBBLE
I love my new hobble,
It clings to my form;
And if I am careful
"Twill do me no harm.

It hangs in my closet
Stretched over a broom ;
For one thing I'm thankful

It takes up no room.

T brush it, and press it,
And tend it with love;

And if T grow stouter
"Twill fit like a glove.

T love my new hobble,
Its cling is so warm;
And if T don’t wear it
"Twill do me no harm!
. —Chicago Tribune.
*
His CHOICE

“Yes,”’ said the specialist, as he
stood at the bedside of the miser
millionaire, ‘‘I can cure you.”’

“But what will it cost ?’’ came feeb-
ly from the lips of the sick man.

The specialist made a swift mental
calculation. ‘‘Ninety-five dollars,”” was
his answer.

““Can’t you shade your figure a lit-
tle 2’ wailed the other. ‘‘The under-
taker’s bid is much less.”’—Lippin-
cott’s.

*

SomE VERSE

Eminent Poet (to his betrothed)—
“Darling, how did you like the poem
T sent you? Did it seem too sweetly
tender ?”’

She—*‘Oh, it was lovely. It was.
lovely. I got seven-fifty for it at the
church fair.”’—Fliegende Blatter.

¥*

Tr1s From HARVARD
Butler—‘‘Is it your will to ride,
m’lord ?,'
M’Lord—‘Nay, ’tis me wont.”’—
Harvard Lampoon.
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BOVRIL

CHEERS AND INVIGORATES.

Pure blood gives power to resist sickness,
Bovril makes rich red blood and builds
up a strong vigorous body.

Great dependence is placed upon an oce-
asional eup of tea as a reviver.

Bovril has much greater value than tea
and is equally enjoyable. Your afternoon
callers will appreciate it.

BOVRIL is concentrated beef.

BOVRIL Limited. 27 ST. PETER ST., MONTREAL

A STRAIGHT LINE IS THE

GOLD MEDAL 'snonmr DISTANCE
o ] % ETWEEN TWO POINTS

@éfé’?

World Famed

CHOCOLATES | wmosr

o ACCEP
& BON BONS it 0

“‘A MAN IS KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS’,

boa OF COURSE W// SHE
IT's T WANTS
Ale and Porter KNOWN THE WORLD OVER FOR
AWARDED PURITY, QUALITY AND FLAVOR.

JOHN LABATTI bt 1 A P!

will refresh you.

At St M;“&Embmm fiylics 130-132 Yonge St.

TORONTO, Ont.
ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA Our Candies are made on the premises
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FARLINEvs Spoxcy powoeag

REDUCED PHOTO OF NEW SPONGE;
Soap Powder like Sponges absorbs Moisture | [PRYIT WEIGHED  tfe (078 AND
which makes the Powder heavier— s

YOU BUY WATER.:

Soap Powder like Sponges o be filled with
Air which makes:the Powder. F quﬁer—-—-
Bulky. YOU BUY AlIR.

It's hard to keep the water et

have found a way. < Open and expose a 1

package of fluffed Powder and “see how | &8 JVHE'fGa’E“SE 1%'32'“%%5%“? &NEAstGEE'S
rapidly the Water Evaporates and the Weight | #8172 x ¢ iNcHES.
Decreases———Bought at Soap pnces—-—-foohsh' o

PEARLINE—like Sponge No. 1 is Dry—
Dense —Condensed and - more than ever
3 BEST BY: FEST:
A Tablespoonful of PEARLINE 1s

equal to several of the Spongy powders.

TRY TO MAKE SOFT SOAP OF THE SPONGY K = " souUl
POWDERS BY PEARLINE’S DIRECTIONS. SEE AND DRIED WEIGHED. 14 0zS. BUT
WHAT YOU GET. & .. et MEASURED 7/ x 4 INCHES,

Spreads Like Butter

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in tavor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese
as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.
' SOLD ONLY IN 15¢ AND 25¢ BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario. Canada
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MaKing ‘“Dreams”
Come True

Depends largely upon clear thinking.

Coffee iS one of the most subtle of all enemies of a clear
mind. Not for everyone—but for many.

If you value comfort and the power to ““do things,” suppose
you ch nge from co‘fee to well-made

POSTUM

‘“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company. Limited, Battle Creek, Michigan, U.SA.
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LACES CLEANED

ACE Robes, Waists and Gowns should be trusted
only to experts in Cleaning. You can send

your costliest and rarest Family Laces to us with
perfect security. Lace on Gowns cleaned without

removing. Write for booklet and all particulars.

R. PARKER &£ CO.
French Cleaners and Dyers
TORONTO, - CANADA

Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada.

—



Many Uses and Full
Directions on Large
Sifter-Can—10c.

CCCCCC
AL

Cleanser

on something

nothing else
will clean!
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CROWN

BN A MDD

00d of
Surpassing EXxcellence

What other article of food has so much
to recommend it ?
No other pleases the palates of old and
young so generally.
No other combines in a greater degree
substantial nourishment and real delicious-
ness.

No other makes other foods so tasty
and acceptable to capricious appetites.
No other can be used in a greater
variety of ways.
No other combines value and
excellence in a higher degree.

“CROWN BRAND SYRUP” stands for
the highest possible purity in table syrup.
It is prepared in a clean, wholesome manner
from the very finest ingredients, which de-
velop a delicious flavor as of honey and rich
cream,

These are strong reasons why you should
insist on having ‘CROWN BRANDSYRUP.’

VYour dealer has it for you in 2, 5, 10 and
201b. air-tight tins with lift-off lids.

The Edwardsburg Starch Co.,

Limiied

ESTABLISHED 1858
Works: CARDINAL, ONT.

Offices:
MONTREAL. TORONTO and BRANTFORD
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PURITY |
FLOUR

Take Your Choice
of the“PURIT.V”

196 POUNDS 55 POU 14 POUNDS 7 POUNDS

D
"oRe BREAD BETTER BREA
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“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, s0c. and $1.00
Eradicates dandruff-Promotes hair growth
Your Money Back if it Doesn'’t
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Fexall Stores

They are the Druggists in nearly 4000 towns and cities in the. United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, FLL. TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHT. 1910, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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g adacDowell

IEDWARD ALEXANDER MACDOWELL, Born 1861, sometimes called ‘‘the Ameri-
can Greig,” is the first great composer that Western civilisation has produced

Had he not given so much time to teaching, and were he not now afflicted with
an incurable brain disease, he would have left a name in the departments of song and
pianoforte composition not surpassed by Schubert and Chopin

As it is, he has written sonatas which are the equal of those by Schumann,
Chopin and Greig. But, however, full of freedom, individuality and charm these may
be, MacDowell’s songs and pianoforte pieces belong to the musical treasures of the
world. His songs are full of simplicity and of fresh spontaneous melody. Of them
the best known and most popular are ‘‘Thy Beaming Eyes,” ‘‘Sweet Blue-eyed Maid,”
and his ‘“Slumber Song,” but all of them are equally beautiful and winsome and tender
in expression. ’

Aside from his sonatas, his pianoforte pieces are altogether different from any
cther composer’s in imagination and style. Nothing in the realm of music could be
more naive and tender or more pure and poetic than “To a Wild Rose” (in Woodland
Sketches) and “From a Wandering Iceberg” (in Sea Pieces). They cannot be rendered
save by an artist and on a perfect instrument like

The JBell piano

which, with its full; rich Singing Tone and Illimitable Repeating Action expresses
every shade of musical feeling, beautifully poetically The Bell Art Piano is emphatically
the Musiclan’s Perfect Piano.

THE BELL PIANO and ORGAN COMPANY, Limited, kS GUELPH, Ont.
4 Our Booklet C containing a series of Biographies free on request.
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wﬂ* RIS RIS,

NEW S@ALE wnLLms

(ds ‘;@@
0 :

% The Choice of the Master

The 17th century and the 20th met on the highest plane
(& of art when Mischa Elman played in Canada.

His grand old Italian violin and the New Scale Williams
Piano blended so perfectly that one might have thought both
\ instruments were created by the same genius,

94 Marcu 3l1st. 1910.
I am just returning to Europe, after a long recital
,a tour as accompanist to Mischa Elman, and I feel I must
h write to say what exceedingly great pleasure it afforded
me to play upon your New Scale Williams on the occasion
of his last appearance in Toronto.
() “I found the tone sweet and round, and of a delight-
J) ful singing quality, and the touch all that could possibly
be desired.
A “It was remarkable how beautifully the tone blended

with that of Mr. Elman’s wonderful Stradivarius, and |
ﬁ thank you very heartily for the opportunity of using so

perfect an instrument.”
PERCY B. KAHN.

,ﬁ) . Such purity, fullness and richness of tone make the New

Scale Williams the ideal piano for the home as well as for the
(B accompaniment of the master,

The reasons why the New Scale Williams has become

the choice of the great artists, are fully explained in our new
books. Sent free on request.

() : ;

Ji THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO., LIMITED, « OSHAWA, Ont.
7 BRANCH OFFICES:

(’:" Winnipeg, Man., 323 Portage Ave.

>0
N

Montreal, Que., 733 St. Catherine Street West.
London, Ont., 261 Dundas Street, 170A

<4
==

¥

DL B TERE LTS
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GOURLAY PIANOS

ARE IMPROVED AND APPROVED

The Gourlay Piano is different from other pianos—even other
It is distinctly an original creation both as

first-class pianos.
regaids scale and construction.

It is an advance on other pianos
block—in its every part. And

in its improved tone—touch

__scale—sounding board—back—pin
every improvement is a real improvement—one whose worth is
proved, by our experience with the world’s best pianos.

The Gourlay Piano is abreast of the times

in its many improvements

Our new system of payments provides eight practical
methods. One is sure to suit you. Write for particu-

lars.  Our illustrated catalogue is free for the asking.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

188 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
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WHY BUY A

GERHARD HEINTZMAN
PIANO ?

THERE ARE MANY REASONS

The chief one is ‘“ The Maker” The name is a
guarantee to you that you will get a Piano of artistic
qualities, the result of years ot experience.

GRAND, SELF-PLAYER AND UPRIGHT PIANOS
OF THE HIGHEST GRADE ONLY

Write for Catalogue. Your present instrument
ill be taken as part payment

GERHARD HEINTZMAN

LIMITED
City Hall Square - Toronto

BLACK KNIGHT

T,00k how much “Black Knight” Stove
Polish you lget for roc.

None of your stingy little tins of fine
powder (that must be mixed with water) or
a hard cake (that must be scraped)—but a
‘big generous tin of coal black paste, that is
easily applied, and bursts into a brilliant, lasting
shine after a few rubs.
You certainly do get Toc. worth of the best
stove polish, in the big roc. cans of “Black
Knight.”

Send us 10c. for a large can postpaid if your
dealer does mot handle *Black Knight.”

THEF. F. DALLEY CO. LIMITED, Hamilton, Ont.
Makers of the famous ‘‘2 In 1°° Shoe Polish.
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Theeidan :

.Did you ever make a Phonograph Record?
Did you ever hear yourself talk, sing or play?

" Talk about entertainment—there is nothing that approaches
the fun and fascination of making records at home on the

EDISON PHONOGRAPH

HE EDISON will record what

you or your friends say, or sing,

_or play, and then instantly repro-

duce it just as clearly and faithfully as

the Records you buy are reproduced.

This is a feature of the Edison Phono-
graph you should not overlook.

You can send your voice toa friend,
preserve the sayings of children, record
your progress as a speaker, a singer or
a musician. Anyone can make records
on an Edison. It requires no special
machine. The blank records can be
used over and over.

Go to any Edison dealer today and
let him demonstrate this great feature
of the Edison Phonograph and when
you buy make sure you get an Edison,
the instrument that gives you not only
the best renditions of the world’s best
entertainers, but also the opportunity
for home record making.

There is an Edison Phonograph at a price to suit
everybody’s means, from the Gem at $16.50 to the
Amberola at $240.

Edison Standard Records . . . $ .40
Edison Amberol Records (play twice as long) .65
Edison Grand Opera Records . .85 to $2.50
S. A.

4

6 LAKESIDE AVENUE, ORANGE, N.J, U

’t hold up any one else’s work while your dictation is

- NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY,
With the EDISON BUSINESS PHONOGRAPH you don

going on.
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THE PHONOLA

NO other instrument gives so much pleasure
as Phonola. It now occupies a place

in the homes of many refined and musical
Canadian families, it will entertain the whole
family and friends for hours giving the greatest
of pleasure. No home is complete without a

Phonola.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

Pollock Manufacturing Co., L.

Berlin,, - Canada

| The it costs but little
¥l Original |50 o0 | (S

office, store, factory,

| o club or school with
d the one cleanly, safe,
a n thief-proof system for
1 storing clothing, etc.,
, STANDARD
Genuine| | Lockers
Made of
STEEL
Beware of Compartments sepa-
e rated by dteel self-
Imitations Sold wée_ntil:ating %artitions.
v ightly; Sanitary;
on the Merits Boepeooh, | | Plted
f low—consult Catalog
o B. Where shall we

send it?

MINARD’S DENNIS WIRE & IRON WORKS

CO. Ltd., of LONDON, ONT.

L I N I M E N_T TORONTO VANCOUVER

105 Pacific Bldg. 615 Pender Street




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

it Lasts a Lifetime

The selection of Silverware is too im-
portant a matter to be left to the
discretion of another. Make your own
selection and see that the above trade-
mark is stamped on every piece you

buy, it’s a guarantee of quality. Tt is
always artistic in design and propor-
tion, and because of its long wear,
affords unbounded satisfaction,

The Standard Silver E-

0,
LIMITED [l ]
TORONT ), Canada T |

T

=

(sl

Salads
Desserts
Ice Creams

Sauces
Gravies

Suit the dishes to the day or the occa-
sion—for the children’s party, the family
dinner, or the formal banquet—Dby a
liberal use of the delicious, world-famous

It can be molded in any and every appro-
priate form, is as staple as sugar or flour, or
salt or eggs—a wonderful help in preparing
nearly every dish from soup to dessert.

RECIPE FOR MACAROON ROSETTES— |

14 box Knox Sparkling Gelatine. 2 cups milk.
14 cup cold water. 13 cup sugar.
2y cup pounded macaroons.
1g teaspoonful salt.

Soak gelatine in cold water five minutes. Make a
custard of yolks of éggs, milk, sugar and salt. Add
gelatine to the hot custard, set in cool place. As it
thickensadd beatenwhites of eggs,macaroons and va-
nilla. Serveon rosettesorin heart-shaped patty shells
ormolds; garnish with red jelly put through a.ricer:

3 eggs.
1 teaspoonful vanilla.

Y Beautiful Recipe Bool: Free
Revised edition of ‘‘Drin-
ty Desserts for Dainty
People,”” containing reci-
pes for Desserts, Salads,
Puldings, Ices, Ice Cream
and Candies — illustrated
in colors. Just mention
your grocer's mame.

Pint sample for 2c stamp.
and your grocer's name
CHARLES B. KNOX CO.

499 Knox Avenue

Johnstown, N. Y.

DBranch Factory:
Montrzal, Canada

——— P~y

—
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The Dining-Room Should be—
—a place of beauty

That’s granted. But the furniture in that room is worked overtime.
To buy a new suite every few years costs mcney, YOU don’t
need to. “LACQUERET?” will restore the original beauty of your g3

dining-room suite, making it just as atiractive as the day you bought @
it. LACQUERET is not a paint, nor is it a varnish, but a beau-

tifying lacquer made with soluble and permanent colors.

It is elastic, hard drying and lustrous, and easily applied.

Its original beauty is lasting. € Write for our booklet, 2
“Dainty Decorator.” It is entertaining and informing. gﬁ__ﬁ/“;
A Post Card brings it.

Most Hardware and Paint Dealers sell “Lacqueret”
Nore—*‘‘Lacqueret’’ is sold in full Imperial Measure Packages only.

I

I

Y
l
0
0
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The

.all the great entertainers of the world
if they own a gram-o-phone. Caruso

be there. Through the

($15 TO $250—EASY

the family can listen to Sousa’s Band, Harry

auder and a host of others—the instru-
mental solos and duets of renowned musici-
ans and the latest
popular airs of
the day, the best
dance music, the
most excruciating»
ly funny comedy
specialties — in
short, to almost
whatever type of

" HIS MASTERS VOICE” 4

b Regin AgDept.
S Lo

When the Family Gathers ’rou'nd

When thinking of Gifts, Remember the Gram-o-phone

Hearth

can be with them to enliven the evening,

and Scotti, Melba and Sembrich will all

PAYMENTS IF DESIRED)

music’ they like—3000 different selections.
-Any Victor-Berliner dealer will be glad to
play whatever records you want to hear—
just ask. Be sure you hear the Victrola.
Double-sided records sell at 90 cents for
the two—sample by mail 10 cents extra for

postage.

THE BERLINER GRAM-O-PHONE CO.
31 LeL::?redStreet

Montreal, - Canada
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for both power and hand. washing,
are the best machines ever offered to
the public at any price.

Onein the laundry solves the servant
question—it aids you to get cheaper
help and keep them longer.

Washwomen and laundries will use
chemicals and acids that eat up the
clothes and ruin the colors if you send
your washing out, in spite of all that
you can do to prevent them.

Bend tcard to-day for our FREE book. |

Aunt Salina’s Wash Day Philosophy.” It
tells all about these wonderful washeis, and
gives a lot of valuable hints on washing
clothes and removing stains,

For sale at all best dealers or direct.

CUMMER-DOWSWELL, Limited
Hamiifon, Ont.
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Selections on Approval

- °

q To afford patrons at a distance every facility for personal
selection trom their varied Stock of Jewellery, HENRY
BIRKS & SONS, Limited, are always pleased to send selec-
tions on approval, without involving any expense Or
obligation to purchase.

q By their own system of insurance all risk of loss or damage,
both in the forwarding or returning of such parcels, is ass-
ured by the firm, and patrons contemplating such a purchase,
however inexpensive, -will find this service prompt and
effictent.

Henry Birks & Sons, Limited.

Gold and Silversmiths

M O N T R E A L

WHY NOT VISIT

Atlantic City, N.J. HOTEL

America’s Greatest and Most Po-ular Health and
Pleasure Resort

o ST D E N Is
; |

- BROADWAY and 11th ST.
NEW YORK CITY

Within easy access of every point of
interest. Half block from Wanamaker's.
Five minutes’ walk of Shopping District.

NOTED FOR : Excellence of Cuisine,

comfortable appointments, courteous

Modern ngh.class Homelike Excellent service and homelike surroundings.
able and Service

B di o e Rooms $1.00 per day and up

L . Centre of all attractions. i i
OEfxcept,omuy weil equipped for the comfort With privilege of Bath
aﬁgests all the year round. Elevator. Sun $1.50 per day and up
?ngs.“-suilgll;qatefbat?s._ Refined surround- EUROPEAN PLAN
Soeial di le for ladies unaccompanied. :

iversions. Orchestra. Capacity 500. Table d’Hote Breakfast - 50¢.
$2.00 up daily. American plan. Write WM. TAYLOR & SON, INC.

for rates and illustrated art folder of house.

A. CONRAD EKHOLM, Owner and Proprietor
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«“JULIAN SALE”

FINE LEATHER GOODS

Wardrobe Trunks

If you are contemplating taking a
winter trip by land or sea you need
have no limit on the wardrobe you
will take with you if you will but
make the purchase of a Julian Sale
W ardrobe Trunk a part of the going .
for you can just about live in one of
them.

They are the “last word” in
Travelling Outfits and certainly the
acme of convenience and utility—
made over a strong three-ply veneer box, covered with waterproof
canvas—black enameled duck and heavy Pantisote duck, hard-fibre
and rawhide binding, all brass trimmings hand riveted, locked
drawers, hardwood garment hangers tested to carry 50 pounds each,
and to accommodate the latest style garments in either ladies or
gentlemen’s clothing. Nothing made in the line that could be more
campletely appointed, and they are absolutely dustproof and water-

proof. The prices:—

$50.00 to $70.00

Write for ‘our new 100 page Catalogue No. 26.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co,, Ltd.

105 King Street West, - TORONTO.
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WINTER TOURS

To MEXIGO, COLORADO, GALIFORNIA
and PACIFIC COAST POINTS

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

Is the popular route from all points East via Chicago.

FEATURES

Double track,

Fast Service,
Finest Roadbed,
Modem Equipment,
Unexcelled Dining Car

Service.

All elements of comfort
and safety.

In Sunny Southern California.

Personally Conducted Tourist Excursions

“ZTo Chicago, all points west, California and the Pacific Coast, are
operated three times a week from Boston, Mass., over the Boston and
Maine, Central Vermont and Grand Trunk Railways, via Montreal
and Toronto, through the famous electrically operated St. Clair Tunnel,
leaving Boston, Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays at | 1.30 am., Montreal
10.30 pm., Toronto 8.00 a.m. following days arriving Chicago at 9.25 pm.,
making close connection with various lines for all points west.

Wiite for illustrated Booklet, giving full particulars, rates, etc. to

J. D, McDONALD, Union Station, Toronto.

W. E. DAVIS, G. T. BELL, CGEO. W. VAUX,
Pass. Traffic Mgr., Asst. Pass. Traffic Mgr., Ceneral Pass. Agent,
MONTREAL. MONTREAL. MONTREAL.
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

ESTABLISHED 1854 &

SUMMER SAILINGS 1911.

From Montreal to Liverpool and Glasgow.
The Picturesque St. Lawrence Route.

In view of the great demand for accommodation on account
of the Coronation, we submit the following Summer Sailings,
and advise Clients and Friends to book passage as early as
possible to secure good accommodation.

To Liverpool To Glasgow
STEAMER FROM MONTREAL STEAMER FROM MONTREAL
CORSICAN Fri, May 5 3.30a.m. IONIAN Sat. May 6 400a.m.

*VIRGINIAN  Fri, May 12 3.00 a.m, GRAMPIAN Sat.  May 13 4.00 a.m.
TUNISIAN Fri. May 19 8.30a.m. SCOTIAN Sat. May 20 4.00a m,
*VICTORIAN  Fri  May 26 3.00 a.m, HESPERIAN  Bat. May 27 4.00 a.m.
CORSICAN Fri. June 2 8.30a.m. IONIAN Sat. June 34 00a.m.
*VIRGINIAN Fri. June 9 3.00a.m. GRAMPIAN Sat. June 10 4.00 a.m,
TUNISIAN Fri, June 16 3 00 a.m- SCOTIAN Sat. June 17 4,00 a.m.
*V1CTORIAN Fri. June 23 9.00 a.m. HEBPERIAN Bat. June 24 4.00 a.m,
*“Royal Mail Steamers.
‘“ Grampian’’ and ‘‘ Hesperian”’
Saloon ; $77.50 and $87,50 Upwards.

Saloon; $67.50 and upwards.

Secod Son; S50 wd 5000, SIS LT,

Upwards. class steamer, $45.00 and upwards.
THE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN
TORONTO CIRCULARS

MONTREAL
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ALL SENSIBLE PEOPLE

TRAVEL BY

Canadian Pacific Railway

FROM

NORTH TORONTO
MONTREAL & OTTAWA

Leave North Parkdale 9.15 p.m.
Leave West Toronto 9.30 p.m.
Arrive North Parkdale 9.40 p.m.

10.00 p.m.

Leave North Toronto
Daily except Sunday. Will Stop at Westmount.

Arrive Montreal 7.00 a.m. Arrive Ottawa 6.50 p.m.

" YONGE ST. CARS NORTHBOUND RUN DIRECT TO NORTH
TORONTO STATION

FROM UNION STATION TO
MONTREAL AND OTTAWA

9.02 a.m. Daily. 10.30 p.m Daily.

Through Sleepers for Montreal and Ottawa on night trains.

CONVENIENT STATIONS.

SMOQTH ROADBED.
ATTENTIVE PORTERS.

UNEXCELLED EQUIPMENT.
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Beautiful in the Extreme

is the view from Parker's Hotel, Naples. In the foreground the Villa Residences of Naples’ finest suburb: beyond
the City and the Bay. A magnificent panorama of uninterrupted loveliness with Vesuvius—Grey Beacon of
Antiquity—still keeping watch and ward over the

MOST BEAUTIFUL CITY IN THE WORLD

NAPLES-PARKER’S HOTEL

Private Suites with Baths, Up-to-date in every respect, In the
healthiest part of the town, Cuisine excellent, Sanitation perfect.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY

(LIMITED)

TWIN SCREW LINE NEW YORK TO:BERMUDA

WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY AND BILGE KEELS,

S.S. “BERMUDIAN” 5,600 tons at 10 a.m, Every Wednesday.

FARE - $20 AND UPWARDS

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE.

NEW YORK to ST. THOMAS, ST. CROIX, ST. KITTS
ANTIGUA, GUADELOUPE, DOMINICA, MARTINIQUE,
ST, LUCIA, BARBADOES and DEMERARA.

S.S. “GUIANA,” (new), 3,700 toms, S8.S. “PARIMA”, 3,000 tons, S.S.

“KORONA,”’ 3,000 tons, Sailings from New York, 4th and 18th February and
4th and 18th March at 2 p.m. and every alternate Saturday thereafter.

For further information. apply to

A.F. WEBSTER & CO. COR. KING AND YONCE STS., THOS COOK & SON 65 YONGE ST. TORONTO
A. E. OUTERBRIDCE & CO., GENERAL AGENTS, 29 BROADWAY NEW YORK.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY LIMITED, - QUEBEC.
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:ANADIAN ° CANADIAN
OR

wma | The Royal Line | s,
o “Royal Edward”—*Royal George” e

A GLIMPSE OF THE FIRST-CLASS MUSIC ROOM.

HE Music Rooms of the " Royal George " and " Royal Edward "

play a most important part in the life " On Board." No trick of the

Naval Architect's art has been left unused in the creation of a true
music-lover’s retreat. The rich ivory-white woodwork, the carpets,
coverings, and curtains of pastel blue, the sparkling rays of a sunlight
glancing through the leaded glass dome above; all combine a brilliant
decorative effect.

For speed and comfort the " Atlantic Royals "—the Royal Edward
and Royal George—are unsurpassed in the Canadian-European service.
The Royal Edward holds the record for the fastest West-bound passage
between Great Britain and Canada—

5 days 20 hours, Bristol to Quebec.
while even at the highest rate of speed their turbine engines afford a
maximum ot steadiness with a minimum amount of vibration. Winter
sailing from Halfax to Bristol.

Royal George - February 8th. Royal George - March 8th.
Royal Edward - February 22nd. Royal Edward - March 22nd.

SPECIAL CORONATION SAILINGS FROM
MONTREAL AND QUL BEC.

days 12 hours, Bristol to Halifax.

CANADIAN For full particulars A?[ Ra!_(la_s. Sailings etc., griteTH. E CANADIAN
N Bourlier, General Agent, Toronto, Ont.; Guy 1ombs,
S ORTHERN Acting General Passenger Agent, Canadian Northern NORTHERN
TEAMSHIPS St-amships Limited, Montreal; or Wm. Stapleton, STEAMSHIPS
LIMITED

uMlTED General Agent, Winnipeg, Man.
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White Star-Dominion

(Canadian Service)

Royal Mail Steamships . Largest and Most Modern
Steamers in the Canadian Trade

R. M*S. “LAURENTIC"”, Triple Screw. R. M. S. “MEGANTIC”, Twin Screw.
Latest production of the shtpbutlders’ art; passcnger elevator serving four decks
Every aetail of comfort and luxury of present day travel. Superb accommodation
for First, Second and Third class passengers.

REGULAR SAILINGS
Portland, Liverpool

‘“CANADA?” February 18th March 18th April 15th
“MEGANTIC’’ March 4th April 1st % agth
“DOMINION ” Y a2sth
MODERATE RATE SERVICE
R.M.S. Canada -2- -2= R.M.S. Dominion

One Class Cabin Steamer (called second class)

On these steamers passengers receive the best the steamers afford at a very moderate
rate ; they are very largely patronized by those making a trip to the Old Count y who
wish to secure comfort at a moderate exvenditure. Third Class passengers are also
carried and berthed in two and four berthed rooms.

For particulars apply to Agents or Company’s Offices.

TORONTO . WINNIPEG . MONTREAL
41 King Street E. 205 McDermott Ave. : 118 Notre Dame St. W.

“THROIIFH EUROPE IN'A MOTOR-CAR”

is the free book for all lovers of travel. It gives
free advice, estimates and d scriptive motor-
journeys to every place of interest. It awakens
you to the exquisite and thrilling joy of motor-
ing through England and these beautiful old-
world garden countries of Europe, and as a
practical business proposition it tells how four
people can enjoy this supreme luxury ina high-
P grade car hired for $25 daily inclusive.

INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL SOCIETY, 40 to 55 MORNING POST BUILDINGS, LONDON, ENGLAND.

PAPER FASTENERS

75 000 000 Cabsultlilf snd “Constricting - Enginesrs

SOLD fhe past YEAR should IConfederation Life Building,

convince YOU of their

SUPERIORITY. : TORONTO
e (), K s ALSO

Easily put on or taken off 5
with the thumb and finger. Can Winnipeg, Calgary and Vancouver

BRlGHTEN UP Your Stationery in the OFFICE,
g WASHBURNES PATENT Smith, Kerry & Chace

be used tedly and ‘“they always work.”” Made of brassin 3
nz:i lgfx':e:p m’i;:u boxes of 100 fasteners each. il

HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER

Send 10c f le box of 50, assorted. . C. C. . C. ce
mlﬁtlrla‘tt:jlmlethﬂe izg:rlal lsiou:lt;o lhe:::zodc C. B. Smith, J. G. G. Kerry, W. G. Cha

The O. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. 8. A. 'No 18
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(ECYPT
THE NILE
HOLY LAND

CAIRO, FIRST
CATARACT, KHARTOUM

Cooks luxurious Nile Steamers
sail from Cairo few every days
during the season. Special pri-
vV testeamers and dahabeahs for ‘A
families and s...all parties. :

ANNUAL SERIES OF TOURS TO
EGYPT, HOLY LAND, LEVANT, Etc.

Select tours leave Feb. 4, 18, 22; March 11.

TOURS to BERMUDA
JAMAICA
CALIFORNIA, etc.

STEAMSHIP TICKETS BY ALL LINES
Illustrated descriptive programmes from

THOS. COOK & SON
65 Yonge Street, Traders Bank Bld’g, Toronto, Canada

P NEW YORK. BOSTON, 332 Washington St.
SHILADELPHIA. 137 So. Broad St. CHICAGO, 234 So. Clark St.
AN FRANCISCO, 686 Market St. MONTREAL, ETC.

140 Offices Abroad. Established 1841,

Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques
Are Good All Over the World J

Hotel Cumberland
New York City

Broadway at
54th Stree

A Real Home
Luxurious

Comfortable

Absolutely
Fireproof

Hardwood floors
throughout, cover-
ed with genuine
Oriental rugs, is a
feature of the Cum-
berland which in-
dicates the charac-
ter of the entire es-
tablishment. Rare
attention to home-
like details elimin-
ates the usual hotel
atmosphere.  Yet
there is retained all
the charm of hotel
life—provision for
every wantimmed-
iately at hand, And
at prices within
the limits of the
average income.

The Cumberland is within:

;A few_ steps of surface cars, elevated and sub-
d_ly-_—l-lnzht_ minute’s ride of the best shopping
istricts.— I'en minute’s walk of twenty theatres.

‘“ Broadway *’ cars from Grand Central
Depot pass the door.

Rooms with bath, $2.50 per day, upwards
Write for Booklet Today
HARRY P. STIMSON, Manager

“THE
AMERICAN
- RIVIERA

| JIINID)
BT AN A

COLOMBIA ,VENEZUELA,
CUBA, BERMUDA,PORTO RICO,Etc.

3 Cruises de Luxe

By the Magnificent New

S.S. “AVON”

Twin-Screw (11,073 tons
The largest, finest, fastesr, steamer specially con-
structed for service in the Tropies, cruising to
the West Indies this winter.

SAILING FROM NEW YORK

Jan. 21 (27 days) $140 and up
Feb. 18 (32 days' $150 and up
Mar. 25 (19 days) $85 and up

BERMUDA-CUBA
Tours to Bermuda, also to Cuba, including
Havana, Santiago, ete.

JAMAICA, _ PANAMA [LANAL, GOLUMBIA ETC.

Circular Tour of 24 days. New York back to
New York using Ste mer as Hotel, $125.

Sanderson & Son, 21-24 State St.N. Y.
149 La Salle Street, Chicago.

W. H. EAVES, N.EP.A.

1200 Washington St. Boston.
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and the

Service

Table d’hote

BREAKRKFAST
75 cents

LUNCHEON
75 cents

DINNER
$1.00

ON AN

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

Dining Car are frequently commented
upon and ALWAYS FAVORABLY

Through Diners on Maritime Express, leaving Montreal, Bonaventure
Union Depot, 12.00 noon daily except Saturddy for

Quebec, St. John, Halifax and the Sydneys
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Clear .Complexions, .

Soft, W hite Hands

and live, glossy hair are promoted by the regular use of
Cuticura Soap assisted when necessary by Cuticura
Ointment. For infantile eczemas, rashes, itchings, irrita-
tations and chafings that make life miserable for tender-
skinned babies and tired, fretted mothers, Cuticura Soap

and Cuticura Ointment are invaluable.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment are sold by druggists everywhere.
Send to the Pott-r Drug & Chem. Corp., Sole Props., Boston,
US.A., for their Cuticura Booklet, telling all about the care and
treatment of skin and scalp.
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Whether you live in Nova Scotia
British Columbia, or anywhere be-
tween, your nearest post, express or
freight office is practically a branch of
Simpson’s. Simpson’s Will Come toYou.

We Serve Every Citizen
of the Dominion on Equal Terms

You order from our catalogue at regular
Toronto prices. We Pay Delivery Charges.
Everything we sell, except certain heavy
bulky goods (which are clearly specified in
our catalogue) zs Shipped Prepaid.

You don’t have to go to Toronto to shop
at Simpson’s.

Send for the Catalogue Now—It’s Free

Just address a postal to Dept. No. 37 saying
‘‘Send me your Mid-Winter Sale Catalogue.’’

We Pay
Delivery

Charges

COVERS
CANADA

You can have the benefit of our
immense stocks, our great variety of
goods and our low prices, right
where you are.

All customers who buy at our store are
privileged — if they desire—to return the
goods and get their money back. Youcan
have the same privilege, no matter where you
live, and we pay iransporiation charges
both ways.

Send for our Mid-Winter Sale Catalogue.
The prices in it are special. It is filled with
bargains, such as Toronto shoppers wait
for and snap up. This catalogue gives you
the same chance to save money.

o SIMIPSON Gepa

TORONTO
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LOOK FOR FULL-FASHIONED SEAMLESS HOSIERY

WHEN it bears the Pen-Angle brand,

you can be absolutely sure they will
wear better than any other kind costing the
same price. You can be absolutely sure
they will it better than any other kind at
any price.

Read the Guarantee printed here. You
will then be sure that the largest hosiery mill
in Canada would not risk its capital on such
a Guarantee unless it had the goods to make
good. Reasons for this Guarantee are few
and simple ; chosen excellence in the cotton

and cashmere yarns, for the first reason.
For the others, being knit on machines we
alone may use in Canada—machines that
knit the hosiery to fit truly. with reinforced
streagth-for-wear at the places the wear
comes. And seamless! Think what foot-

ease that assures] Seamless!

Remember the name and the Trade-
mark next time you go shopping. You
cannot afford to overlook the perfect fit,
style and comfort of Pen-Angle Hosiery.

FOR LADIES

'FOR MEN

No. 1760—‘ Lady Fair” Black
Cashwerehose. Medium weight.
Made of fine, soft cashmere yarns,
2-ply leg, 5-ply foot, heel, toe and
gzzlasglic%givi?gsstreingth where
ed. X O airs, §1.50;
pairs, $3.00. et
No. 1020—8ame quality as 1760,
but heavier. Blgck oxS;l_v. Box
of 3 pairs $1.50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00

No. 1150—Very fine Cashmere
hose. Medium weight. 2-ply leg.
4-ply foot, heel and toe. Black,
light and dark tan, leather,
champagne, myrtle, pearl gray,
oxblood, helio, cardinal. Box of
3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1720—Fine quality Cotton
Hose. Made of 2-oly Egyptian
yarn, with 3-ply heels and toes.
Black, light and dark tan, cham-
agne, myrtle, pearl gray, ox-
lood. helio, sky, p'nk, bisque.
Box of 4 pairs, $1.00; 6pairs, $1.50.

No. 1175 — Mercerized. Same
colors as 1720. Box of 3 pairs,
©1.00 ; 6 pairs, $2.00.

ADDRESS AS BELOW :

PENMANS,

LIMITED,

Read this Remarkable
Guarantee

We guarantee the following
lines of Pen-Angle Hosiery to
fit you perfectly, not to shrink
or stretch and the dyes to
absolutely fast. We guarantee
them to wear longer than any
other cashmere or cotton hosi-
ery sold at the same prices.
If, after wearing Pen-Angle
Guaranteed Hosiery any
length of time, you should ever
find a pair that fails to fulfil
this guarantee in any particu-
lar, return the same to us and
we will replace them with TWO
new pairs free of charge.

ORDER THIS WAY

Ask at the store first. If they
cannot supply you, state number,
size of shoe or stocking and color
of hosiery desired and enclose
price, and we will fill your order
postpaid. Remember we wil 1 £il
no order for less than one box an
only one size in a box. BE SURE

TO MENTION SIZE.

No. 2404—Medium weight Cash-
mere. 2-ply Botany yarn with
special * Everlast’ heels and toes.
Black, lightand dark tan, leather,
champagne, navy, myrtle, peari
gray, slate, oxblood, helio, cadet
blue and bisque. Box of 3 pairs,
$1.50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 500—** Black Knight"’ winter
weight black Cashmere half-hose.
5-ply body, spun from pure
Australian  wool, 9-ply silk
splice heels and toes. Box of 3
pairs, $1.50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1090—Cashmere half-hose.
Same quality as 500, but lighter
weight. Black only. Box of 3
pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

No. 330 — “Everlast” Cotton
socks, Medium weight., Made
from 4-ply long staple combed

1l Egyptian cotton yarn, with 6 ply
d heelsand toes. Black; light and

dark tan. Putupin boxes. Box
of 3 pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

DEPT. 68

Paris, Canada
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(ESTABLISHED 18

Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
Diphtheria, Catarrh.

““ Used while you sleep.’’

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding
drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of
Whooping Cough and relieves Croup’ at once.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma,

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet,

For Sale by All Druggists

‘I'ry Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the
irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresolene., They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10c, in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,62 CortlandtSt., New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

219

forWhooping Cough,

Safeguarded

In every detail, aged
to perfection and
mellowness.

Bottled in sterilized bottles.

osgraves
X X X Porter

“But one Quality—the Highest”

The Real Canadian Girl

will never waste her money on
imported table salt. She knows
that right here in Canada, we
have the best table salt in the
world—

Windsor Table Salt

The real Canadian girl, and
her mother and grandmother
too, know that Windsor Salt is
unequalled for purity, flavor
and brilliant, sparkling appear-
ance.

WINDSOR s SALT

AUCTION BARGAINS

n's ARMY
SI4%0 aomy Lo Yoo v 51705 2
r
N

Army Saddles $3.00 up

8 Army Shelter Tents - 1.90 up
@1 Army Uniforms, new 1.25 up

7-Shot Rifle Carbine = 3.50 ¢
0ld Side-Arm Pistols « .50 up
e SIDE-ARM SWORD -« .35up

POSTAL TO-DAY FOR FREE CIRCULAR

SEN
Largest stock Government Auetion Bargains in the world. 15 acres require
forits storage. 864-page eatalogue, over 4,000 Hlustrations of army and navy
auetion goods. Rezular Military Eneyelopedia. Mailed for 15 cents (stampsh«
Cannons, Flags. Pistols, Rifles, Spears, Drums, Ete,

FRANCIS BANNERMAN, 501 Broadway, N. Y.
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ILLNESS BANISHED

Nearly every form of disease or sick-
ness may be successfully treated by
means of Dr, H, Sanche’s marvellous
discovery known as

OXYDONOR

o.xyd.onor is a scientific instrument which
revitalises the system by causing the body
to obsorb large quantities of life-giving
oxygen. It can be carried in the pocket,
applied immediately, and will last a whole
amily a lifetime.

Read this proof of Oxydonor’s mastery of disease ;

Sparham & McCue,
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries Publie, etec.

Smil}x’s Falls, Ont.,

an. 16, 1909.
Df; lgogaml:)he t&mCo., o
about fifteen years past, Ihave used an
ggggmmr Victory in my family, which consists of six
Other:en' my wife, myself, and much of the time two
1o twe My Children’s ages are now from ten years
pecm'nty one. They have g ne through all diseases
% luls.l‘ to children, including also inflamation of
With t';]gﬂ. coldsand colics; and I have had not only
ansoii em, but also with the grown-up portion of my
Wwith old, the most brilliant resultsin every case
1 ha.vmy OXYDONOR, so that during all those years
€ not had a Doctor in my house for any diseases.

Yours truly.
B. E. Sparham,

(B“EWARE of fraudulent imitations. The
ENUINE is stamped with the name of the
Inventor, Dr. H. Sanche.;

When drugs and doctors have failed you remember

O‘Ydonor, which has proved a blessing to thousands.

Send to-day for free booklet, to

Dr. H. Sanche & Co.

366 St. Catherine St. West - - Montreal

United States . London, Eng. - | Australia.

: mg-mlgw—-

R JOHNSON

FTER years of disuse an

Iver Johnson will respond to

the trigger pull as sharply and surely as on
the day it leaves our armory.

That is because all springs are made of

unbreakable, permanent tension piano

wire—the same type of springs as is used

in U. S. Army rifles. The

IVER JOHNSON
sty REVOLVER

is the only revolver equipped with these coil
springs—the only modernized revolver.

It is the only res olver that is made absolutely
safe from accidental discharge by our famous,
three-million-times-tested, safety action.

““Hammer the Hammer””

To prevent substitution of obsolete
models and limit sale to proper
persons, distribution is con-
fined to resident dealers,
licensed under_ our
patents, Mail order
houses are not
licensed.

IVER JOHNSON'S
ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS
145 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.
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ON'T you envy the man who can smoke a pipe? Don’t

you envy the pleasure, comfort and solace the pipe gives
him?. Perhaps memories more or less vivid of a vandalized
taste and burnt tongue have made you sore on pipe smoking.
But really there’s no need to be. Smoke

Tuckett’s 0 r i “ o c 0 Tobacco

and you will enjoy all the comforting pleasures of the “sweet briar.” Fill up that old pipe of
yours with this rare blend of old Virginia. Then between puffs of blissful content you
will be satisfied that nothing you know can touch it for a real good smoke.
Packed in packages and tins. Sold by most every dealer.
TUCKETT LIMITED, HAMILTON, CANADA

P
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Sectional
BooKcases

MADE IN CANADA.

FREE OUR BOOHCASE cataLocue FREE

S i e SN

Will show, and clearly prove to you that the “Macey ” are the most
adaptable of all Bookcases, as well as the most roomy. They cost no more
than others, but possess many advantages which are exclusively their own.
Our catalogue will -tell you all about them, showing the many styles.

Write for Catalogue C.

[ANADA FJRNITURE ANUFACTURERS

LIMITED

General Offices, WOODSTOCHK, ONT.

193311}
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Russell “38” Touring, with Knight Motor, Fully Equipped, $5,000.

Growth of the Knight Motor

OTHING more significant with regard to the gradual steady

N onward progress of the Knight Motor could be given than

the following sketch of the Exhibitions at Olympia in
London, England.

In 1908, the only exhibit was the Daimler, who were using
the Knight engine in some of their cars.

In 1909 Daimler exhibited, using it exclusively. The Minerva
Company, of Belgium, used it for part of their production.

In 1910 the Daimler Company used it exclusively; the Minerva
used it exclusively ; the Panhard Co., of France, exhibited their first
model; the Mercedes, of Germany, exhibited their first model, and
the Rover Company, of England, exhibited two models.

When one knows the standing of the firms involved, he appre-
ciates just what this means in the way of recognition of the Knight
Motor in the world’s automobile motor market.

Canada Cycle & Moior Co., Lid.

WEST TORONTO
Makers of High Grade Automobiles
Sole owners of Knight Engine Rights in Canada

Branches: Toronto, Montreal, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, Melbourne, Aust.
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_— “Capsicum*'

aselin

for Colds in Chest

I or Throat -

né % ° . H &

hig Chilblains.Etc. i E

s Better than mustard plasters ; does not blister. it =

EE 12 Vaseline Remedies in Tubes B

L Camphor Ice. Boraied.Mentholated.Carbolatod. it
Camphorated. White Oxide of Zinc etc ]

00K ‘tells the special merits of each and gives

OurFreeVaseline B
directions for 1ts proper use Sen
mentlomng this paper and we will mail you a
CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO (Consd).1880 Chabot Ave MONTREAL

d us your name with street address,
copy. postage prepaid.

Restore the voice with

EVARS posrites| |

Liverpool Throat Hospital
Promptly relieve hoarseness, loss of voice, coughs,
sore throat, bronchitis and asthma.

Miss LuLu GLASER writes:
e of Antiseptic Throat Pastilles has
great deal of comfort and relief.”

“The sampl
given me a
Hundreds of similar letters have been received from singers and public
speakers endorsing the virtues of Evans’ Antiseptic Throat Pastilles.

Send for free sample to 9
G AND CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED, MONTREAL.

NATIONAL DRU!

e
i i
B L T.HE For the S’l&‘:lonzlﬂc :md Effective
. . 1 reatment o
crkshire Hills
.
o ety ancer
he only pri G
nitud . |, Private: institution of . e
n the United States form:tge wSur‘;‘Ilcal e
For complete information address
SANATORIUM

BERKSHIR% HlLLns!nssnchusetu

excl N
treatment of Cancer and
North Adams.

oth i
gr:u-r' A.mlégnanx and. benign new
onducted by a physician

of st N
:ling. Established 32 years.
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W'"‘ * Shaving
HHAMS “stick”

“The kind that wont smart or dry on the face”
The shaving soap that works best under
inconvenient conditions certainly works
best under ideal conditions. The soap that
gives a fine lather with cold as well as
warm water, outdoors as well as indoors,
| in winter as well as in summer, is the soap

that you want to use.

Williams® Shaving Soap, made in two convenient forms—stick
A\ and powder—is the soap that makes a good shave when everything
is against a good shave. By the use of Williams’ Shaving Soap in
Jany form the daily shave becomes as near a pleasant luxury as any
daily duty can. Both the Stick and the Powder are put up in
Williams’ famous hinged-cover box.

Williams Jersey Cream Toilet Soap

Did you ever stop to think how careful you should be
about not only the purity but also the action of anything
you use as often as you do a toilet soap? It is not enough
that your toilet soap should be merely harmless; it should
be beneficial. It should not be merely negative; it should
be positive.

Jersey Cream Toilet Soap is not only absolutely pure,
wholesome and cleansing, but is also softening and sooth-
ing and prevents chapping and irritation.

Jersey Cream Toilet Soap 1s something more

than a soap, it is a complete toilet preparation.

SPECIAL OFFER—A miniature sample package of either Williams’
Talc Powder, Shaving Stick, Shaving Powder, Jersey Cream Toilet Soap
or Dentalactic Tooth Powder, mailed for 4 cents in stamps. All five
articles in neat combination package for 16 cents in stamps.

Address The J. B. Williams Company, Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn. U.S.A,
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“ Certainty is what a man seeks in everything.”
The man who buys a model 10 visible

Remmgton Typewrlter

buys absolute certamty a certamry of satis-
faction guaranteed by the greatcst typcwrlter
- makers in the world, ' |
Remington Typewriter Company

(Incorporated)
New York and Everywhere
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Fix UP YOUR OFFICE

RE the walls of your Office
A cluttered up with the coats,
hats and other garments of
your office staff? This is not only
an unsightly, but a decidedly un-
sanitary condition, and the hooks
and nails fastened to the walls de-
stroy the plaster and woodwork.
Garments hung in such a manner
on the walls are often tom, and
are exposed to dust and dirt.

““Office Specialty” Sectional Wardrobes

Will ‘provide ‘a ‘convenient, clean and
safe place for each person’s garments.
These Wardrobes are made in Sec-
tional Construction, and fasten to-
gether as shown in this illustration.
They: are strongly and handsomely
made in elm, finished in a golden
shade. The outside dimensions of
each Wardrobe are 15 inches wide,
., 72 inches high and 14inches deep.
PRICES
# One Wardrobe complete, $10.00,
one Section without ends, $7.50. ends
& per pair $2.50. Two Ward. robes:
i stacked together require only three

ends. The price of this stack of Four
. Wardrobes $36.25 F,O.B. Toronto,

| . OFFICE SPECIALTY

Mrc.©

Head Office:

3 97 Wellington Street West,
B ' | TORONTO
Branches: Halifax, Montreal, Winnipeg,

Ottawa, Calgary, Hamilton,
Regina, Vancouver.
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Not playthings, but prac-
tical, interesting and in-
structive miniature of

Learn something about a
real areoplane, one of
them may suggest an
idea which will yield a
fortune.

areoplanes.

5 We will send Tostpaid on receipt of $2.00 a model of CURTISS, WRIGHT, BLERIOT or SANTOS

UMONT Aemr anes. They are made of durable materials, measuring two feet across the planes. Easi!y

s‘“ together by fo lowing very complete directions sent with model. Each part distinctly numbered and a plain
rawing, with corresponding numbers accompany each order. Machines built on scientific lines.

SPECIAL OFFER
oxh With each machine ordered before February 18th, 1911 and until the available sup{ﬂ is
austed, we will send FREE OF CHARGE one of our special drills and drill holders for boring small holes
d is a valuable and useful tool generally.

in the wood. This greatly facilitates assembling the models, an
Prompt shipment insured. Send $2.00 stating which model you prefer.

International Aeroplane Company
Room C628 World Building NEW YORK CITY

MOLDER FOR WAFER BLADE
: FQR MODEL

PERFECT stropping depends absolutely upon a

A" stropper set to strop at THE IDENTICAL ANGLE
AT WHICH THE BLLADE WAS HONED. Perfect results CANNOT
be obtained. in any other way. THE. “GRIFFIN” AUTOMATIC,

' STROPPER is made in-three distinet models.
MODEL A—For.. MODEL B—For MODEL C—For

Geni Jr., Ever-Ready Star, Gem, & Gillette, |
IggenKutter, Enders, etc. “Griffon,” ete. PR ? f=2n

1 At your dealer’s—or sent all charges prepaid, upon
" Prlce $2°50 - receipt of price by makers. Mention model wanted.

Simply push'the handle toand fro : no matter how you use it, a perfect edge results.,

Ask for GRIFFON CUTLERY. It is the .

Standard of Quality and endurance. Take anfon‘_ C“tlel'y works
no substitute. 476 Broadway, New York
GRIFFON Knives, Scissors, Razors, etc., 91, - 36-40 Youville Square

sale at all the best dealers in Canada and the
s s ccMontreal, Canada,, .. . o2

WO T g )
12 '%d&“m Y S Fe A P S R
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Iml ‘ SAUCE “ ’ %
By RovAL WARRANT.

The Original and Genuine

Worcestershire

“The Wnrld’s Favorite”

The plquant dehghtful
flavor of Lea & Perrins
Sauce is as safe from imita-
tion to-day as 70 years ago,

Get the Sauce that made
Worcestershire known

the word over—

Lea & Perrins.
J. M. DOUGLAS & CO.

Canadian Agents
MONTREAL.

20
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We are-specialists in Boiler

Building and our Factory at
St.  Catharines

almost _exclusivelyf to ther

is -devoted

manufacture.

| Our Product includes Hon-
zontal Tubular, Vertical and

Locomotive Types for Medium

or High Pressure ; also Marne

and Special Boilers.

We carry a large stock en-
| abling us to make prompt
shipments of almost any stand-

- ard size.

Your enquiries solicited.

The Jenckes Machine Co.

LIMITED

Works :
Sherbrooke, Que. St. Catharines, Ont.
Sales Offices:

St. Catharines
Vancouver

Montreal
Rossland

Sherbrooke
Cobalt

Sold in Nearly 30,000 Stores

When you make the “hoe”

Turns

like motion that is natural with here, to -
a safety razor, THIS razor gives any
the slanting cut that coaxes the _ angle |
beard off easiest. The blades instantly. |
are real razor blades of the Stays _|
finest steel. where |
Try It Without Expense leya::
Nearly 30,000 drug stores keep this razor, 2 2R
in nearly every town. Write to us. We it until ¢
will_ direct you to the nearest store and changed. ' |
arrange a trial, Spring
Complete outfit, Quadruple Silver pressure
plate, blades and stropper, in Morocco joint ]
case, $2.50, $4.00, $7.00 and $10.00. 1
by mail, money bac if you want it. never |
The first cost is the ONLY cost—no wears
added blade expense. it

The Williams Shaving Club saves all

sharpening.
We would like to send you our complete
description of this successful razor. " el

THE WILLIAMS COMPANY
68 Hudson Street - Hoboken, N.J.

-+

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with alittle assistance from
the operator. Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied throughour agents | |
or direct to any address.. . 5

" Write for booklet.

i
t

J.H.CONNOR & SONS Limited, {
OTTAWA, = CANADA. —f~
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TO produce ordinary ‘commercial cut glass is
- a simple matter. To produce the genuine 2

Elite Cut Glass involves the employment of
designers of remarkable taste and ability, of
cutters of supreme skill and of glass of perfect
color and clearness. b

The designs of

“Elite” Cut Glass

are notably orginal, as, for example, those de-
lightful free hand effects such as the Butterfly,
Wheat, Maple Leaf and Thistle patterns.  They
are wonderfully brnlliant examples of fine cutting.
No other production can compare with them.

) Elite Cut Glasscostsnomorethan in-
nmg feriorkinds. All good dealershave

it or can secure it for you. Look Tumbler in the Butterfly
Trade Mark for the trade mark on every piece.  Trade Maru Pattern.
GOWANS, KENT & CO. Ltd.

' Manufacturers

16 Front Street East 5o ¥ TORONTO

Put in a
Milton
il Brick
& Mantle
in your
" Home.
Their cosy Tappreance - artistic
designs and beautiful colour effects

make them a real pleasure to
. possess. ‘

They give an especial air of comfort and refinemacnt tolthe Libtafy or Den.
~Let us send you catalogue, Prices range, $18.00 up.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. im.

MILTON, ONT. Toronto Offices, Janes Building.
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Medium Sized Women

The La Diva Corset No. 718
which is here illustrated is unequalled
for short and medium figures, espec-
ially those requiring short boned
corsels. It increases the apparent
height, giving to the figure a graceful,
svelte appearance, and insuring the
proper set of the gown. W hile
snug and cosy, the fit is so perfect
that absolute comfort is achieved with
it.  The price is only
$3.50. Imported cor-
sets of equal value
cost about $5.00 owing
to' duty.

W herever well-gowned
women are seen, at the theatre,
at dinners, at balls, etc., you
may be sure thal many of them

owe their chic appearance
largely to a La Diva Corset.

DOMINION CORSET CO.,
H QUEBEC, Que.
MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS D & A CORSETS

I
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It is the “Star” Brand

8

Ask for Fearman's * Star™
Brand English Bacon ‘and
see that it is branded with
the Star.

8

tade for over 50 Years by

F.JW. FEARMAN CO. LIMITED
HAMILTON, CANADA

Wherever You
Travel

you will find that the stationer who is
catering to the best classes can supply
you with ‘
BARBER-ELLIS
Society Note Papers
Three of the most popular are "French
Organdie," "Irish Lawn," and "Shamrock

Linen."

TheBarber &Ellis Co.

LIMITED
63-71 Wellington St. West, Toronto
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A RECORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE YEARS

Por over sixty-five years MR WIN-
SLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of ‘Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup” for Children Teething.  The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor h_ttle sufferer immediately, Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
ghysmrans and nurses in the United
t}:ates, and is for sale by all druggists

roughout the world. Price twenty-five
cents a bottle. Be sureand ask for ‘‘MRS.
WinsLow’s SooTHING SYRUP.”’ Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098.

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM :umrir
7 REMOVES Tan, Pim-

Purifie
ples, Freckles,

as well a

Beautifies = H Moth Patches, Rash
the Skin 2T \ and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years: no
other has, and 18 so
harmle.s, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit ofsimilar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haul-ton (a
patient)— ‘As you
% ladies will use them, 1

‘Gouraud’'s Cream’ as the least harmful of all the

”

will do it.

recommend

Skin preparations.
Tor sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET PCWDER

For infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed Relieves

Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders An excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

COURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superflous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r 37 Great Jones St., New York Uity

W. H. Kennedy, Prop. FREE BUS

New Royal Hotel

MEAFORD, ONT.
“«THE TRAVELLERS’ HOTEL?”
Electric Light Throughout.

First Class Sample Room.

716-ZAG HEAT TUBES
HEaT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

That’s the point—they heat ALL the rooms

ALL the time!

The KELSEVY is the heater that gives large
volumes of warm. pure, fresh air, rather than a

small quantity of dry, superheated air.
managed, and is gas, smoke and dust proof.

[t is easily
The

KELSEY will reduce your fuel bill 30%. Our
catalog “S” tells you all about the “KELSEY.”

There are many points of interest in it for you'
Why not send for it to-day?

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING CO, Ltd.

WINNIPEG, MAN.

BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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17 The whole family enjoys ‘‘Baby’s Own Soap’’ and its inimitable creamy, fragrant,
lather. It isbest for Baby and best for You. ’There is no good reason why any of

its imitations, should be preferred to Baby’s Own Soap. -
ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL

UPTON’S

Orange Marmalade

All the concentrated
goodness of the
choicest Seville
Oranges. Delicious
for b-rea;kfast—good

at ¢ ainy meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by (O

THE T. UPTON CO. LIMITED
HAMILTON, CAN.

ART DEPT.
CANADIAN MAGAZINE
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7 “THE SAFEST OF THE SAFE”

THE HAMMERLESS
ﬂ___C&RARMS 0 REVOLVER

Shoots Sure—
Hits Hard

Price

: 7
Simple, e
Dependable and

Strong
Revolver illustrated—38 caliber,
S shots, 3% inch barrel, nickel finish, price $7.
“urnished with 4, 5 and 6 inch barrels, or with
biued finish at additional orice. Made also in
32 caliber, 6 shots, barrels 3%, 4, 5 and 6 inch.
CAN BE FIRED ONLY BY PULLING THE TRIGGER.
Rather than accept a substitute order from us direct. Look for our name

on the barrel and the little target trade-mark on the handle.
We want you to have our beautifully illustrated catalog. Write for it to-day.

- VHARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS CO., 620 Park Ave., Worcester, Mass.

n%) Kalamazoo Point Number One‘ggm
B MheKalamazm Legrebinder

is  Flat opening.

e .

% Note

- ﬂ EIGHT SALIENT b

flat KALAMAZOO & ot tlb :

writing POINTS udgsk e B

€es
Sur‘fa_ce 1. Flat Opening. :
The KALAMAZOO in the only | 2 Smple Coneruction | The' KALAMAZOO b Al of

loose leaf binder that combi:es aellorh’; 3 X:z;héi;:zo i the adjustable features of all the other loose
%‘;Od oints of both loose leaf and rigid | 5 Ease of Opemﬁ(;n. leaf binders. : s gl
1 und books. 6.' No Exposed Metal. It has many new special features peculiarly
t has the same flexible rigidity ard casy 7. Accessibility. s OWR, G i
ﬁpemng features, and the round leather 8. Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
ack of the permanertly bound book. made in any size required. ST

N.B.—Send for Free Descriptive Booklet Al.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter. ];‘mged

n

Loose Leaf & Account- TOT‘O nto Spadina

Book Makers

T‘ADg E
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Three souls with but a single thought—
Three hearts that beat with farcy caught—

Three “aching voids’ that hunger mocks so
Will soon be satisfied with OXO.

CUBES

Even if you are already using OXO CUBES for
cooking, don’t overlook their splendid food value.
One of their greatest uses is in making hot drinks
for cold weather — rich, stimulating, nourishing
beverages that fortify the system against the cold.
So handy, too—you just heat the water, drop ina
cube,and you have thefinestkindof a winter drink.
Sold in Tins containing 4 & 10 cubes.

Two Free Samples sent on receipt of 2c. stamp
to pay postage and packing.

25 Lombard St. OXO is also packed in Bottles for People
Toronto. who prefer it in Fluid Form.

Beautiful 65 e M AG H C
P g TRICKS

pure rich colors,
Novelties, Jokes, Puzzles, etc. More fun than

Winsor & Newton

:.rotgrﬂﬁw .‘rio:ligrmen
0 © RO amny
and their i

Oil and Water Colors

are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear. For
sale at all Art Stores.
A.RAMSAY& SON,
MONTREAL.
‘Wholesale Agenhu for

a comedy theatre to amuse you and your mendg
at home, at the club, dinner partiesand all socla
gatherings. Trick pencils, trick cigars, ghooting
cigarette box, trick matches, taick cards, plal
dancers, anarchists’ bombs, squirt bouquets,
confetti bombs and hundreds of other novemb!é
Send 10 cents for our large illustrated camlox“d
and receive a 25 ¢. pocket card trick me-—senﬂ
to-day. Cigar, novelty dealers and statloglghe
send for our special wholesale price list.

best novelty line on the market.

MYSTO TRICK & NOVELTY Co.
80 Parkway Ave., Toronto, Canada




Gomfort Reigns in the Home Heated
by a “Sovereign” Hot Water Boiler

op
LEAN OUT DOOR

When you go calling, dining
or visiting during the winter
7 " season make a note of it and
st ~ you will find that the most com-
R T e = fortable homes are heated by
i the “Sovereign” hot water
boiler and Radiators.

e ]l e If the experiences of this
present winter suggest the
sbme oot pecessity for an improvement

in the heating of your own home, remember the
:: Sovereign” before winter comes around again. The

Sovereign” costs no more than the inefficient heating
apparatus that will burn more coal, and it is made in all
sizes for large houses and small houses.

TF you would like to know what others say about
the ‘“Sovereign’’ write us Tor our testimonials.

Taylor-Forbes iz’

Largest Manufacturers of house heating apparatus in Canada
Head Office, Works and Foundries: GUELPH, CANADA.

TORONTO: 1088 King St. west ST. JOHN, N. B.: H. G. Rogers, 53% Dock St.

vONTREAL/: 246 Craig St. wWest QUEBEC : Mechanics Supply Co.
ANCOUVER: 1040 Homer Street HALIFAX, N. S.: General Contractors Supply Co.

WINNIPEG : The Vulcan Iron Works CALGARY : The Barnes Company

E ]
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RODGERY’
CUTLERY

NIFORMITY in make and material is one of
the admitted merits of this reliable and well-
known brand.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND.

GOLD MEDAL

~ ALE &PORTER

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

For sixty years we have brewed by the oId English method as adopted
by BAS8 AND CO. and GUINNESS AND C!

WE DO NOT CARBONIZE, and by so domg destroy Nature’s best and
finest health-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hops

No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete
with genuine methods.

Demand Carlings’s and' get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere




Soap

is a pure hard Soap which
has peculiar and remark-
able qualities for washing
clothes, and is good for
all general uses.

Read the directions on the Wrapper
for the “Surprise” way of Washing.

: l For Sale at all Grocers.
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At Brussels 1910

Brussels International Exposition
The -

P R )
LU ICIH
(MODEL 10 VISIBLE)

S EITOT

was awarded the
Grand Prix

over all competitors

At Paris 1900 (Paris International Exposition) the Smith Premier Type-
writer (Model 4) was awarded the Grand Prix over all competitors
The Smith Premier Typewriter Company, Syracuse, N. Y.
Branches Everywhere

Vancouver Island

! e,
““The Great Britain of the Pacific.”’

ASPECT.
Southern part of Island resembles Kent
and Devonshire. Fruit and flowers.

CLIMATE.

Snnshiny, equable—no extremes.

OPPORTUNITIES.

Good health, good living, and good
profits for ambitious men with small
capital (A fine chance for the boys™)
in business, professions, fruit growing,
poultry, farming, manufacturing, lands,
timber, mining, railroads, navigation,
fisheries, new towns.

INVESTMENTS.
Safe at 6 per cent.

¢ 4

For AUTHENTIC INFORMATION and
new Illustrated Booklets, write
VANCOUVER ISLAND DEVELOPMENT
LEAGUE, Room A-41, Broughton St.,
Victoria, B. C.

HY not have a typewriter for
your own personal use?

Some cost $ 1 5 Some cost more

OF course your letters should be typewritten,
and it is so much easier and quicker and
better to do them on the machine, even if you

operate it yourself.

We have a fair supply of

re-built or re-manufactured machines—as good
as new. Not everybody who wants a re-built
can buy one—there are not enough to go round,
Send for the catalog, and pick out your machine.

—right away.

United Typewriter Co.Ltd.

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
London St. John
Hamilton Halifax
Edmonton Calgary
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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?!

IT i a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance;

it refreshes and revives as

does no other Perfume;

it is delightfulin the Bath

and the finest thing after

Shaving: because if 18, 1n

fact, the most reliable

and satisfactory Toilet

Perfume made. e

Ask your Druggist for it
§  Accept no Substitute!
oo

Clark’s Concentrated
Soups

(Chateau Brand)

Little children will quickly learn to pick
out Clark’s Concentrated Soups at the store,
because of the picture of the “Chateau”’
on the label.

And these are the soups they will ask for because

CHATEAU BRAND is the soup the children like.

Get a tin at your grocers

WM. CLARK, $s 82 MONTREAL.
Manufacturer of High Grade Food Specialties.
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“One Grade only and that the Best”

(Our motto for Forty-three Years of successful Vehicle Manufacturing)

1911 Model 215 Passenger, 30-35 Horse Power
$1900 s

McLaughlin—Buick Automobiles hold more road and track records than any other
car manufactured in Canada. Our line is larger than ever before and we offer to you
the latest improvements in Automobile construction for 1grir, Send for our announce-
ment sheet showing our full line of Automobiles and specifications of each model.

Quality remains 7 )4 -'4”4“"‘" N
7 e

long aft“ét{_';ﬁrice o
is forgotten. 2o (. S

E Y4 oA
Our chain of branches, extending from coast to coast, carry jfull lines of vehicles and
parts and are easily accessible to every owner of a McLaughlin Vehicle,

Catalogue mailed on application.”

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited
OSHAWA ONTARIO

Branches: St. John, N.B., Montreal, Peterboro, Toronto, Hamilton, London,
Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver. ;
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oF CEETEE X"

Do you ever look |
for this trademark

on underwear ?

Some people simply ask
for “underwear.”

They select a garment—
carefully examine shape,
material, fit, etc.

And decide to try it.

The result is pure specula-
tion—upon which health
and comfort depend.

Do not leave this impor-

tant transaction to mere
chance—

Insist on the dealer show-
ing you underclothing with
the “sheep” trademark.

It's on every garment of
“CEETEE” UNDER-
WEAR and means
absolute underwear
comfort.

A guarantee of the best material
and perfect fit.

Do not be a “mere chance”
buyer. Ask your dealer for
“Ceetee.”

In all sizes for men, women
and children,

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited
Established 1859 [

Galt - - . Ontaric 2613 |
Look for the *‘sheep”

‘CEETEE

UNDERWEAR

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

1847

BROS. /

TRIPLE

SHARON
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The Simple, Kodak Way

Get the full measure of photographic enjoyment by fmishing
as well as taking Kodak pictures. The kodak Film Tank and

Velox paper have made it simple in every detail.

There's no guess work, no tentative experimenting in the kodak Tank system of development. There's
no dark room ; the films are simply left for so many minutes in so much developer of a certain temperature. It’s
as easy as loading your Kodak, and what is more important, the novice gets better results by the Kodak Tank
system than does the expert by the old hand development, dark room method.

The Experience is in the Tank.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited - TORONTO, CAN.

Ask your dealer or write us for our two booklets, ' Tank Development *’ and ** The Velox Book.”
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Club Cocktailst

A BOTTLED DELIGHT

A revelation to those who try
them for the first time.

—-the finest liquors, mixed to
exact proportions and aged to a
wonderful mellowness.

Always ready. Simply strain
through cracked ice—and serve.

Martini (gin base) and Manhattan
(whiskey base) are the most popular.

At all good dealers.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.

HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDCN.

Rifle

Write for illustrated

catalogue.
\ The Ross Rifle
y Company,
QUEBEC, P.Q.

DW“
#@ HUNTERS OF
(A BIG GAME (\

'@.2 u want a rfle with flat trajectory, good
stopping power, quick and reliable action.

ROSS SPORTING RIFLES

STAND EVERY TEST.

T The barrels are of the same steel and bored by the same machinery as the famous ‘‘Ross”’ Military
M¥et Rifles, the actlon is the quickest and surest ever offered and the general style is a treat to lovers of

well balanced arms—Dealers throughout the empire are selling Ross Rifles.  Price from $25.00 and upward.
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LARGE GARAGE LONG DISTANCE PHONE 81

THE VILLLAGE INN
GRIMSBY, ONT.

Special rates for the Winter Months, Every bedroom
has a Private Bath. Licensed but NO BAR.

64 miles from Toronto. 18 miles from Hamilton: 54 miles from Buffalo.
33 miles from Niagara Falls. 18 miles from St. Catharines.

HOTEL CECIL
NORTH BAY, ONT.

Under New Management Accommodation 200 Guests
Het Water Heating, Electric Light, Rooms with Bath, Sample Rooms
Rates: $2 to $3 per day, American plan

JNO. E. ROSS, Manager, Late of the ‘“Rossmore”

GRAND CENTRAL HOTEL

ORANGEVILLE, ONT.
TaE TRAVELLERS HOTEL
First-class Service. Good Sample Rooms,

GEO. M. ENGLERT, - Proprietor.

THE CORNWALL

The TRAVELLERS HOTEL
SAULT STE. MARIE, ONTARIO

EACH ROOM EQUIPPED WITH TELEPHONE
Bpecial Attention Given to Tourists and Commercial Men

‘Free Bus to and From Trains and Boats
M. F. GOODWIN, PROPRIETOR

POCKET
TRICK

FREE

Mysto Trick and Novelty Co.
80 Parkway Avenue. Toronto, Canada

MAGI

ILLUSTRATED
CATALOCGUE
INCLUDED

TIME SAVING COIN WRA'PPER

We are now making
the Detroit Coin Wrap-
per for all sizes of Can-
adian Coins It holds
every coin securely, and
cannot unroll aceident-
ally. Why use tin wrap-
pers which lacerate
fingers and disfigure
furniture, -
The Detroit is made of heavy paper with self-sealing flaps in
nine different sizes. Price $3.00 per 1000 boxed. $2 25a thous-
;,fné] w}(xlen bought in 10,000 lots, with name printed free

esire

Send for Sample and Particulars.

T. J. PARSONS, 70 Bond St., - Toronto, Ontario

“What to Invent” sent free. Send rough
\ sketch for free report as to'patentability.

P in fourteen Manufacturers’ Journals.
Patent Obtained or Fee Returned
CHANDLEE & CHANDLEE, Patent Att’ys
Established 16 Years
968 ¥, Street, Washington, D. C.

Turco=Persian Rug Renovating Co.

SPECIALISTS AND EXPERTS IN

DYEING, CLEANING, REPAIRING
AND ALTERATIONS TO COLORS IN ORIENTAL RUGS

67 Adelaide Street West, TORONTO

C.H. ACTON BOoND SANDFORD F. SMITH A H. CASSELS

BOND & SMITH
ARCHITECTS

19 WELLINGTON STREET W,

v

TORONTO

J. L. THORNE AUDIT AND
SYSTEM CO.

ACCOUNTANTS, - AUDITORS,

SYSTEMITIZERS.
PHONE MAIN 3420
701-2 Confederation Life Building. TORONTO, CAN.

L i e

None Genuine Without This Signature.

(L

The Inventor’s Signature that stands for perfection in

SHADE ROLLERS

For 61 years the Hartshorn Shade Roller has kept in the lead of all imitations,

because of original merit and every possible nn rovement.
quires no tacks.

Get the Originator’s Signed Product
and Avoid Disappointment.

Latest model re-

Wood or Tin Rollers. Dcpenda le, lasting springs.
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in Tea must be distinctive,
pleasing and unvarying to
merit continuous use. The
flavour of Red Rose Tea is de-
licious, with a rich fruty tone
that is got by the most skillful

§ blending of very carefully selected
teas of high quality.  If you have never tried Red Rose just buy
a package to-day, and you will be delighted with its exquisite flavor.

Red Rose Tea

“Is Good Tea”

Your Grocer wwill recommend it

The Beer With a
Reputation

Purity, Quality, Flavor

The Light Beer In
The Light Bottle

O’Keefe’s Pilsener is an
ideal tonic and aid to di-
gestiofl,.  Order a case
from your dealer.

Filtered and pasteurized—
Best Barley Malt and Hops.
Delicious—Thirst Quenching.’
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. YNIFORMIT,

you get all three in

~ Seal Brand
Coffee

—the favorite in a million homes
In 1 and 2 pound sealed tins only.

Telkwa the Coming City

will be the BUTTE of BRITISH COLUMBIA. TRLKWA is not a townsite or a paper town
but is a thriving established town—the metropolis and centre of the famous Bulkley Valley
farming country. TELKWA is located at the junction of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers and
is on the route of the Grand Trunk Pacific Transcontinental Railway. TELKWA adjoins
fifty thousand acres of the richest coal fields in Central British Columbia, which will furnish
fuel for the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway. 3

The mountains surrounding TELKWA contain immense deposits of gold, silver, copper
and lead, and after the railroad is running TELKWA should be the largest mining and man-
ufacturing city in Central British Columbia.

TELKWA is a live town with good hotels and baths, good general stores, real estate offices
Government Mining Recorder’s Office, laundry, bakery, blacksmith shop and other substan-
tial improvements. A good lumber mill and brick yard will be located at TELKWA this
summer. TELKWA will have fifteen thousand people after the railroad is running, and a few
hundred dollars invested now will make you independent after the rich mines are developed.

Good lots from $100.00 to $500.00 on easy monthly payments. Positively only one thou-
sand lots in this prosperous town will be sold. Act quickly before the choicest are gone.
Mail $25.00 and a good lot will be reserved for you, the balance payable ten per cent. per
month—NO TAXES—NO INTEREST.

Address ;

NORTH COAST LAND COMPANY, Limited,
Dept. A, 410-411-412 Winch Bldg., - VANCOUVER, B.C.

R
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F For Men who Really
Care How They Look

is the mark of satisfaction
in Shirt and Collar Wear

HAT atmosphere of
refinement and good
breeding formerly
conveyed by Custom
Made linen is now the

perquisite of every man
who will make use of
the style, fit and wear,
TAILORED into every
Shirt and Collar marked

You Parents

may make “MATCHES” for your children
But

Vou haven’t found the Way to make a

MATCH like

"BDPDY'S “SHENTS”

NOISE . THE ACME
e OF PERFECTION
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R0BINSON'S

‘PATENT’

BARLEY

In the Nursery
and Sickroom.

r: The nurse’s best friend is
Robinson’s “ Patent ’’ Bar-
ley. It helps weak stom-
achs to digest and benefit
by a milk diet. Quickly
and easily prepared, and
very wholesome.

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

ROBB CORLISS ENGINES

Have the Armstrong-Corliss
valve gear, which will oper-
ate at a higher speed than the
ordinary releasing gear.

This valve gear does not
depend on springs or dash pots
for closing and runs without /

noise.

The wearing parts of the
valve gear are enclosed in a
casing and run in oil so that
friction is reduced to a mini-
mum,

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

Canadian Express lulldl:g, M:nhw‘ll, 'I:. :l m:;)h, Manager
Traders Bank Buildin, oronto, Wm. McKa anager
District Offices: { s & .

e~

Union Bank Building, Winnipeg, W, F. Porter, Manager
Crain Exchange Building, Calgary, J. F. Porter, Manager
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A Reasonable Plea
for the Stomach

If Your Stomach is Lacking in Digestive Power, Why
Not Help the Stomach Do Its Work—Especially When It
Costs Nothing To Try?

Not with drugs, but with a reinforcement of digestive agents, such as are
naturally at work in the stomach? Scientific analysis shows that digestion
requires pepsin, nitrogenous ferments, and the secretion of hydrochloric acid.
When your food fails to digest, it is proof positive that some of these agents
are lacking in your digestive apparatus.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets contain nothing but these natural elements
necessary to digestion and when placed at work in the weak stomach and small
- intestines, supply what these organs need. They stimulate the gastric glands
and gradually bring the digestive organs back to their normal condition.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets have been subjected to critical chemical tests
at home and abroad and are found to contain nothing but natural digestives.

Chemical Laboratory. Telegraphic address, ‘‘Diffindo,” London. Telephone
No. 11029 Central. 20 Cullum St., Fenchurch St., E. C.

London, 9th Aug., 1905.

I have analysed most carefully a box of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets (which
I bought myself at a city chemist’s shop for the purpose), manufactured by
the F. A. Stuart Co., 86 Clerkenwell Road, London, E. C., and have to report
that ‘I cannot find any trace of vegetable or mineral poisons. Knowing the
ingredients of the tablets, I am of the opinion that they are admirably adapt-
able for the purpose for which they are intended. :

(Signed.)

Jobn R. Brooke, F. I. C.,, F. C. 8.

There is no secret in the preparation of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets. Their
composition is commonly known among physicians, as is shown by the recom-
mendations of 40,000 licensed physicians in the United States and Canada.
They are the most popular of all remedies for indigestion, dyspepsia, water
brash, insomnia, loss of appetite, melancholia, constipation, dysentery and
kindred diseases originating from improper dissolution and assimilation of
foods, because they are thoroughly reliable and harmless to man or child.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are at once a safe and a powerful remedy, one
grain of these tablets being strong enough (by test) to digest 3,000 grains
-of steak, eggs and other foods. Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets will digest your
food for you when your stomach can’t.

Ask your druggist for a fifty-cent package or send to us direct for a free
trial sample package and you will be surprised at the result. F. A. Stuart Co.,
812 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich
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inter Joys

come only to those who are fortified
by abundant health and vigor against
cold and exposure. Bodily warmth
comes from good digestion and good
food, not from flannels and overcoats.

SHREDDED WHOLE WHEAT
is the food that brings fullest enjoy-
ment of Winter Work or play because
it is rich in the heat-making, muscle-

building elements and because it is

so easily digested. It .gives the
litheness and suppleness of limb
that make the human body a thing
of power and beauty.

A breakfast ot SHREDDED
WHEAT BISCUIT with hot or cotd
milk or cream will supply the energy
for a whole day’s work. Triscuit is

the same as the Biscuit except that

it is compressed into a wafer and is
used as a TOAST for any meal
instead of white flour bread.
Atall grocers. Our newillus-
trated Cook Book is sent free.
“MADE IN CANADA "’
The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Limited

NIAGARA FALLS, ONTARIO
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East

“IT'S ALL IN
{ l ‘




A PURE PRODUCT OF A PERFECT PROCESS

Personal BAKER'S
Power— ||| BREAKFAST

The capacity to plan and
put into action ideas for suc-
H Ces requires ““a sourtd mind in

' 1 from the
a sound body.” is made fro

best cocoa beans |
scientifically |
|

blended. ,
Absolutely pure, |
"y “healthful, and
FEETsh.  delicious. 1
Get the genuine with our trade-mark on the package

53 Highest Awards in Europe and America

Grape-Nuts
“There’s a Reason.”

POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, Ltd.,
Battle Creek, Mich:; U. S8 Al

D Canadian Postu:(;erenl (,‘0.,‘Ltd‘, ; € walter Baker & Co' Limited

Windser, Ontario, .+~ = | }| Established 1780  DORCHESTER, MASS.

[MENNEN'S

“FOR MINE”

Take the best tooth-powder ever

made—Make it a little better—

Then add Oxygen—That's CALOX,
the Oxygen Tooth Powder.

The Buffalo Medical Journal says :

“It may be confidently asserted that Calox
is the only dentifrice that will sterilize the mouth
and arrest caries without injury to the soft
tissues. . It is the most scientific tooth
powder which the laboratory has yet
produced.” ’

Mennen’s 22! Powder

keeps my skin in healthy condition.

ALL DRUGGISTS, 25c.
Sample and booklet free on request.

National Drug & Chemical &S
Co. of Canada, Limited,
Montreal

Sample Box for 4c. stamp.

GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.




and Chili Sauce
w1th the Real Tomato Flavor

_ Natural Flavor
Food Products

hé Catsup

Libby’s Catsup and Chili Sauce are
‘ﬁ} made from sound, red, vine ripened
Ytomatoes. All the skin, cores and seeds
" are discarded and only the luscious red
meat and juice go into the kettle, along
with the choicest spices, purc granu-
lated cane sugar and high-grade vine-
gar. The perfect blending of these
choice ingredients gives Libby’s Catsup
and Libby’s Chili Sauce a fine, spicy
taste that is neither too mild nor too
sharp.

The natural tomato color and flavor of
these Libby’s Products is the result of the
most exact and careful methods of preparation

and cookmg-—no coloring matter or preserva-
tive of any kind is used.

Each Libby Catsup bottle is provided
w1th a glass stopper for table use.

Your Grocer has Libby’s
Insist on getting Libby’s

Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago
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