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BREAKFAST

THE MOST NUTRITIOUS COCOA

EPPS’S
COCOA

Distinguishedeverywhere for Delicacy
of Flavour, Superior Quality, and
highly Nutritive Properties.  Simply
made with hoiling water or milk, Sold
only in }-lb. tins, labelled JAMES
EPPS & C0., Ltd., Homeopathic
Ghemists, London, Eng.

EPPS’S
COCOA

WITH NATURAL FLAVOUR ONLY

COMFORTING

SUPPER

ROWLANDS’
MACASSAR 0IL

Preserves, Nourishes, Restores, and Enriches the Hair
more effectually than any other preparation, Prevents
Baldness and Scurf, and is also sold in a Golden Colour
for Fair or Grey Hair.

ROWLANDS’
KALYDOR

Produces Sott, Fair, Delicate Skin, removes Freckles,
Tan, Sunburn, Redness, and Roughness, and imparts a
Radiant Beauty to the Complexion and a Softness and
Delicacy to the Hands and Arms,

ROWLANDS’
0DONTO

Whitens the Teeth, Prevents Deca , Strengthens the

Gums, and Sweetens the Breath, Sold b Stores, Chem-

i&s.dand A. ROWLAND & SONS, ﬁatton Garden,
ndon,

A Tonic and Nerve Food

HORSFORD’S
Acid Phosphate.

When exhausted, depressed
or weary from worry, insomnia
or overwork of mind or body,
take half a teaspoon of Hors-
ford’s Acid Phosphate in half
a glass of water.

It nourishes, strengthens and
imparts new life and vigor by

supplying the needed nerve food. »

Sold by Druggists in original packages only.

IT’S ALWAYS
GOOD

Perfection in the
art of brewing is
exemplified in a
glass of

Carling’s
Ale

Its quality can
always be depended
upon—that’s the
reason it is the
standard of Canada

EVERY DEALER
EVERYWHERE

THE HUNTER, ROSE CO., Lnrren, PRINTERS, TORONTO.
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100th Number—108 Pages

ITHE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

Vor. XVIL JUNE, 1901. No. 2.
CONTENTS:
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CANADA; Poetiy i b it ooy s mienc ity HERBERT L., MANKS, i i o 177
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CHAPTERS I1. AND III.
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WOMAN'S SPHERR;, ¢ - 2l eaniossby syt MRrs. WILLOUGHBY CUMMINGS.... 187
WITH PEN-AND-INK PORTRAITS OF BRIDES OF VARIOUS

NATIONALITIES.

CURRENT EVENTS ABROAD: ol oo i vk e o JOMNGAEHWAN, vk v L Sal
ILLUSTRATED. .

MAKING ONE HUNDRED MAGAZINES..................... DHRSEDUIOR L s il 2 g 194

THR CANADIAN MINGE bt beic Rl v e o s sl S alr Vo e G i el Rl 197

BOOK:REVIEWS. . . 5L o0 s sy et o I e el 0 0 e Dl 198
ILLUSTRATED.
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Letters containing subscriptions should be registered, and should be addressed to
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WATERPROOF

The Horse

AND HIS

Harness

Both Have Been Brightened

BY . ,
: Harris’s W\
Stable Requisites. e bl

They are Known the World Over.
Seventy Years in Constant Use in Great Britain.

ARRIS'S

Harness
Composition
A vcr small quantity of C i
tg:shﬁm’.h-iy.. I&(‘l‘ucn?i" A1 Br
AN\ Wi Brodica s e Polah hick by
b\ a ru |?h 3 onw'

¢ W:oml:\silelzmr?emn:-suw }

Water. he Box.
covered .

HARNESS COMPOSITION—(Waterproof). Sold by all
JET BLACK OIL—Renews and Preserves. Saddlers
SADDLE PASTE--Brightens Brown Harness. and
SADDLE SOAP-—-Shines and Cleans. General Merchants.

AGENTS FOR CANADA—B, & S. H. THOMPSON, MONTREAL.
“WW““”.MM“MWV

AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE
LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO THE QUEEN AND
EMPRESS OF INDIA

CELEBRATED OILMAN’S STORES.

IT HAS No EQUAL Gbe @ueen of Toilet Preparations” itentirely Removes and

Prevents all

y

For KEEPING “(r ) s» ROUGHNESS,
: REDNESS,
THE SKIN CHAPS,
SOFT, IRRITATION,
SMOOTH TAN, Etc.
AND WHITE  SOOTHING AND REFRESHING. " ayies uniled us e

Sole Makers : Bottles—6d., 1s., and 2s. 6d. as well as an

AT ALL SEASONS. M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England, EmoLLIENT.

The Druggists’ Corporation of Canada, Limited, Toronto, Agents for Canada.
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July Programme

The Story of a University Building

is a bit of history now published for the first time. It is the story
of how the Main Building of the University of Toronto—the finest
piece of architecture in Canada—was conceived and constructed.
It will include the story of the architect’s trip to Europe for ideas,
the story of the bringing out of special German carvers, the story
of the origin of the carvings in the main door-way, the famous
staircase and also the grotesque carvings in wood. This story
will be illustrated from photographs taken at the time the building
was erected, and now published for the first time. Another feature
will be conclusive evidence to show that the man who is generally
credited with being the architect was only a draughtsman. The
history of the real architect and the evidence of his right to be
credited with this magnificent piece of work will be found most
interesting.

In addition there will be a second article descriptive of the
present building and showing its place in relation to ancient and
modern architecture. This: will be illustrated from numerous
photographs and drawings.

The Drama of Hiawatha

as played by a band of Canadian Ojibway Indians, will be described
by pen and camera. The illustrations are magnificent and this
article will be a striking one even among the excellent articles
now being given in modern publications.

Other Features

in addition to these two unusual ones, will make the July
‘““Canadian Magazine” a number which no Canadian should miss,
All the contents of that number have been chosen with a view to
their being found entertaining even in the ‘‘dog days.”

The Canadian Mag’azine

RICE 25 Cents
230 s Vide Toronto, Ont.

pow
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INVESTMENT BONDS

of Ghe

CENTRAL GANADA

LOAN AND SAVINGS cO'Y
TORONTO

Afford an absolutely safe and profitable
investment for sums of $100 and
upwards.

Interest allowed from date money is
received.

Interest paid half-yearly.

Money can be withdrawn upon giving
6o days’ notice or at end of one,
two or three years.

Capital and Assets, $7,500,000

HON. GEO. A. COX, President.

F. W. BAILLIE,
Secretary.

E. R. WOOD,
Managing Director.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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The SCENT of the SEASON.
The Crown
Violet

*‘The Delicious Essence of the Violet Itself.”

The Delightful Perfume,

{Crab-Apple

Blossoms

‘It has the Aroma of Spring in it.""

And the World-Renowned

Crown
Lavender Salts

Sold Everywhere in Crown
Stoppered Bottles Only.

THE CROWN PERFUMERY CO.,
LONDON, ENG.

AL

CANADIAN
LAWYER

A handy Book of the Laws and
of Legal Information for Business
Men,
others in Canada.

Farmers, Mechanics and
Legal Forms
for drawing Papers, Agreements,
etc., etc.

Ex-

press or Post Prepaid if $1.50

New Edition 1899. Sent

is remitted.

ADDRESS

THE CARSWELL CO., Limited

30 Adelaide St. East, Toronto

@@
Thomson’s .2 * (orsets
London Made [‘

Throughout.

These world-renowned
Corsets have been en-
tirely Re-modelled and
are now the Perfection
of Shape and meet the
prevailing fashion of
long waist. ¢
The most Comfortable
and Durable Corset
known, therefore the

Cheapest.
To be had of all dealers,
in four qualities, at
prices,
14 and 15 ins. deep.
Plain or taper busks.

If any dithculty in procuring,
write to the
MANUFACTURERS,

W.S. Thomson & Co.

Limited
LONDON, ENGLAND.

) /Tnom\sons‘
NEW MopeL
il "Grove-Firring”

Enthusiastically Approv«
ed by all Wearers.
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Entertainment and Information.

HE sixteen bound volumes of ** The Canadian Magazine ” contain more enter-
tainment and more information than any other sixteen volumes published in
Canada. These volumes are becoming rarer and steadily increasing in value.

TEN COMPLETE SETS are now offered to the public at the original price,
$1.75 per volume or $28.00 for the set. The volumes (except two or three of the
recent ones) cannot be purchased separately. Each volume contains over 500 pp.,
over 300 illustrations, and over 350,000 words of reading matter. The sixteen
volumes contain nearly 5,000 illustrations. Handsomely bound in blue and gold.

BIOGRAPHY—Sketches of many leading Canadians, including :

Macdonald (Sir John) Dawson Parkman Brymner
Laurier McLennan Van Horne Mackay
Mowat Barr Lord Durham Frechette
Blake Roberts Howe Stringer
Macdonald (Sanfield) Cox Sangster Macklem
| Clouston Borden Bowell Fraser
Shaughnessy Schultz Mzts. Traill Thomson
ARTICLES by experts and specialists on such important subjects as :
Canadian Contingents Makers of the Dominion Government Ownership
Canadian Big Game Canadian Explorers Mural Decoration
Birds of the Garden Sub-Arctics of Canada Royal Academy
Canadian Wild Fowl Royal Military College Royal Society
Clayton-Bulwer Treaty Salmon Fishing and Canning Wolfe’s Birthplace
Munroe Doctrine Technical Education Canadian Postage Stamps
Red River Expedition North-West Police Social Life in Canada
Fenian Raids Dairy Industry Alaska Boundary
Canadian Universities Pacific Cable Manitoba School Question
Canadian Cities Hudson’s Bay Co. The Ottawa Conference
Provincial Premiers Railway History The National Policy
TRAVEL AND DESCRIPTIVE ARTICLES on Norway, Switzerland, Baha-
mas, Bermuda, Japan, China, Paris, Italy, Rome, Mexico, Hawaii, Alaska,
etc, :
SHORT STORIES by all the leading Canadian writers. About 300 short stories
in all.
REVIEWS of all the leading Canadian books of the last ten years, with portraits
of the most noted Canadian writers.
Current Events, domestic and foreign, were commented upon from month to
month by thoughtful writers.
A PROFITABLE THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE,
INVESTMENT. TORONTO, CANADA

b

o



The Helmet

of
Navarre

By Bertha Runkle.

Richly illustrated by Andre
Castaigne.

Paper, 75¢c. Cloth, $1.25.
At all Bookstores.

This is a story.of Paris in 1593, full of dash and
spirit natural to the violent times, to the clash of faiths,
and narrating a fierce rivalry for the hand of the beautiful

Rose of Lorraine.

“The first edition was one hundred
thousand, unprecedented even in this high
tide of popular novel.”— Zoronto Globe.

>
“By all odds the best story of the

year,””—Commercial News.

o>

“The best piece of historical fiction
ever produced by an American,”— 7le
Club Woman.

“It keeps the reader breathless with
eager interest”— Bookseller and Stationer.

o

““It palpitates with life in every page.”
Hartford Courant.

ot

“The equal of the ablest work of
Weyman or Conan Doyle, and surpasses
their best in its portraiture of women,”—
San Francisco Chronicle.

The Copp, Clark Co., Limited, Publishers, Toronto
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The Season for Nature Books

A JOURNEY r
TO NATURE | BY J. P. Mowbray

Besides its rare feeling for nature, there is a quiet humor,
keen insight, and a sincere expression of what is vital and
uman that gives it rare distinction. Cloth, ner, $l 50

A GUIDE TO THE / By Alice

Illustrated by Mrs. Ellis Rowan; 64 beautiful full -page

colored plates, and 100 black-and-white plates, showing 103
WILD FLOWERS Lounsberry plants, together with 54 dlagrnm~ Cloth net, $2 s0
OUR FERNS AND By Willard | Illustrated by William W. Stitson.
THEIR HAUNTS . Clute ; Cloth, net, $2. oo
T"E MUSHROOM ) By Nina Illustr::tlons, 24 colore«{] pl,ltes.bz4 b}acki’:nd whlte and
over roo text pictures, with a number of cool ing recipes.
BOOK L. Marshall Cloth, net, $3.00
NATURE’S By Neltge An aid to knowledge of our wild flowers and their i insect
visitors, with colored plates, an many other illustrations,
t h colored plat, d ther illust
GARDEN Blanchan
photographed from nature. Cloth, net, 53 00
SYLVAN By W. H. A‘] Guulie godour Natlv\eVTtrees and Slllruh; : Illu]etr:?te}dl
with 131 leaf-drawings, ritten in popular style, In clot
ONTARIO Muldrew’ D.Paed. limp, §oc. net, postpaid. In full rough calf, $1.00, postpaid.
THE BUTTERFLY By Wi ds Holland, N EOXUI'" gfu:d‘e:vt(;1 agkrllowlcdge lof thhc tBulter}ﬂws odf
ort merica. 1th 48 plates in color photography, an
BOOK Ph.D., D.D., LL.D. many text illustrations. ﬁ:th net, $3.00
CANADIAN By Mrs. \'thhbtl)lanlcaLdLscnphonsby Mrs. Ca;harme ParlrdT’;ml]
with 10 plates, showing 30 specimens of native wi ow-
WILD FLOWERS Chamberlin ers colored by hand. i Cloth, $6.00

WE PAY POSTAGE

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher, 29-33 Richmond St. West, Toronto

s Nothmg better could be wished
D A Ll N G l O N ,S T
‘“Far supenor toordmar) uides.”
London Daily g
‘* Sir Henr, Pomonby is

commnnded y the Queen
to thank Mr. Darlington
for a copy of his Hand-
book.’

Edited by RALPH DARLINGTON F.RIGS, af each Illustrated. Maps by Joun BAKTHOLOMEW, F.R.G.S
**In every respect excellent.”— National Observer, The best Handbook to London ever 1ssucd '— Liverpool Da«ly Post,

Bournemouth and the New Forest, The Channel Islands, i L{aps and Pl
LONDON AND ENVIRONS.

Aberystwyth, Barmouth and Cardigan Bay. The Isle of Wight,
The Vale of Llangollen, The Wye Valley.

Chester and the Vale of Llangollen, 1 The Severn Valley.

Bristol, Bath, Chepstow, Weston- -Super-Mare. Brighton, Eastbourne,

Llandrindod Wells and Spas of Mid-Wales. Hmmngs and St. Leonards, ‘ By E. C. Cook, and

Llandudno, Rhyl, Bangor, Battwnﬁamd ete. Mal vern, Hereford, Worcester, Gloucester, and Chelt.enhnm E. T. Coo 0K, M.A.
,LA (-OU EN—DARLINGTON & CO. ONDON— QIMPKlN MARSHALL & CO., The Railway Bookstalls and all Booksellera

from negatives by Ralph Darlington, F.R.G.8., of Scene A R\xlns ete.,

PHOTOGRAPHS n Italy, Greece, Asia Minor and Egypt, 1/- 16, 206, Lrjz't Post-Free. Datlmgton & CO., Llangoﬂcn.
O™~ o rHll“lV‘” T~ s g e TG QLT IHHitH Ll WL e T RN Avllllll\m—/m<

g e S e — \

BESSON “Prototype”
A & CO., Limited. Band

by e Yusiciens s | IStrUmMents

AGENTS:
ORME & SONS, 189 Sparks Street, FHBV g S OTTAWA, ONT.
P. GROSSMANN'’S SONS, 65 James St. North, HAMILTON, ONT.
CHAS. LAVALLE, 85 St. Lambenrt HL i MONTREAL, P.Q.
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e‘v‘)ﬁ New Volume of Fiction LEG,

Y
Paper, 75c. s I R I U S Cloth, $1.25

The author of «« THE FARRINGDONS,” « CONCERNING ISABEL CARNABY,”
etc., gives us a fresh and signal proof of her epigrammatic humor and her adroitness
in character suggestion in + Sirius.”” The exquisite delicacy, flashing wit, keen sar-
casm and sparkling repartee, that made her former works so fascinating, are ampli-
fied in thel{' effect here by the variety of characters against which they play.

Sirius will delight readers of the best fiction.

‘“A really great novel.”—Buffalo News.

paper, 75¢c. (F;OD’S PUPPETS cioth, $1.25

“The touch of human nature is there in all its fullness, and such touches, so all
too rare in recent fiction, stand forth immaculate. They go to the heart, and the
heart touched, criticism is vanquished.'’—Brooklyn Eagle.

W. J. GAGE & CO., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

ONTARIO’S MINING LANDS.

The Crown domain of the Province of Ontario contains an area of over 85,000,000 acres, a large
part of which is comprised in geological formations known to carry valuable minerals and extending north-
ward from the great lakes and westward from the Ottawa river to the Manitoba boundary.

Iron in large bodies of magnetite and hematite ; copper in sulphide and native form ; gold, mostly in
free-milling quartz ; silver, native and sulphide ; zincblende, galena, pyrites, mica, graphite, talc, marl,
brick clay, building stones of all kinds and other useful minerals have been found in many places, and are
being worked at the present time.

In the famous Sudbury region Ontario possesses one of the two sources of the world's supply of
nickel, and the known deposits of this metal are very large. Recent discoveries of corundum in Eastern
Ontario are believed to be the most extensive in existence.

The output of iron, copper and nickel in 1900 was much beyond that of any previous year, and large
developments in these industries are now going on.

In the older parts of the Province salt, petroleum and natural gas are important products.

The mining laws of Ontario are liberal, and the prices of mineral lands low. Title by freehold or
lease, on working conditions for seven years. There are no royalties.

The climate is unsurpassed, wood and water are plentiful, and in the summer season the prospector
can go almost anywhere in a canoe. The Canadian Pacific Railway runs through the entire mineral belt.

For reports of the Bureau of Mines, maps, mining laws, etc., apply to

HON. E. J. DAVIS, .

Or C f Crown Lands.
Fros W, QEBSON, ommissioner of Cro
Director Bureau of Mines, Toronto, Ontario.
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THE BIGGEST BOOK STORE IN CANADA

s

§ G6rHe Leading BooKks
§ Of the Season
|

$

:

Bird Portraits The Wizard’s Knot

By ERNEST SETON-THOMPSON By DR. WM. BARRY

His latest Book—with descriptions by Ralph Hoffmann, of Author of *‘Arden Massiter,” etc.

<

§

<

*
e *
£p 8 Ellubon Societs, | A fine story of Irish life. *
On heavy coated paper, 8% x 12 inches quarto, Cloth $1.25. Paper 75¢ i
Cloth $1.50 v g :

Monsieur Beaucaire ‘A Daughter of Patmglans 3

By BOOTH TARKINGTON By F. CLIFFORD SMITH §

L &

*

*

b4

*

>

>

*

*

%

*

*

Author of *“The Gentleman from Indiana.” A romance of Lower Canada.

Illustrated in 2 colors. Cloth, net, $1.00. | Illustrated. Cloth $1.25. Paper 75c.

Send for our Catalogue of Out-of-Door Books.

The Publishers” Syndicate, Limited,
i 7 and 9 King Street East TORONTO

THE BIGGEST BOOK STORE IN CANADA
$000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000

JARVIS STREET,

Havergal Ladies’ College %o

Resident and Form Staff for 1900 and 1901

PRINCIPAL
MISS KNOX—St. Hugh’s Hall, Oxford ; University of Oxford first-class ; final honour examinations, Cam
bridge University diploma in teaching ; First Division Government Certificate.
VICE-PRINCIPAL
MISS DALTON—Westfield College, Hampstead ; Science Specialist, University of London,

MISS NAINBY—Cambridge and South Kensington Certificates.

MISS WILLSON, B.A., University of Toronto ; qualified specialist in French and German.

MISS PINNEY—Girton College, Cambridge ; honours in Modern and Medizval Language Tripos.

MISS EDGAR, B.A., University of Toronto ; first-class honors in French, German, English, Spanish,
Italian ; Governor-General Medalist.

MISS WOOD, B.A., Westfield College ; honours Final Classical Examination for Degree in the Univer-
sity of London.

MISS BAPTY, B.A.—Honors in Modern Languages University of Toronto.

MISS KING WOOD—London Matriculation, First Division ; seven years' residence in France and St.
Petersburg ; Diplomée of Tours.

MISS CHAMBERS—Girton College, Cambridge ; honour Mathematical Tripos.

MISS McARTHUR—Second year in honour Mathematics, University of Toronto.

MISS CASSELS—Matriculation University of Toronto ; first-class honours English.

MISS CRAMPTON—First-class third year examination College of Music.

MISS JACKSON—Qualified Directress, Model School, Toronto.

MISS GUNN—A. T. C. M. Certificate Harvard University.

MRS. CLUXTON, latron.

-y

-
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Royal
Victoria
College

McGill University
MONTREAL.

A residential College for the Women Student
of McGill University.

S

The University courses in

Arts are open to women under conditions identical
with those for men. For particulars of matriculation,
scholarships, courses, degrees, terms of residence,

and other information, address

THE WARDEN,

Royal Victoria College.

- B e

! MORE AND BETTER

More business and business of a better quality
is taught at the

NORTHER

OWEN SOUND, ONT.,
than any other school in Canada.
Business Course comprises every subject that

Our

is needed in a successful business career.
Hundreds of ex-students say so and tell others
so. Write for Catalogue and College Journal,
which contain dozens of such testimonies, to
1LC. A. FLENING, Principal, Owen Sound, Ont.

.-

?

TREASURY

100,000 Shares PRIDE OF ARIZONA COPPER CO., at
par $2.00. (Dividend monthly %% of 17.)

l(l'l‘.(ll) Shares AMALGAMATED GOLD AND COPPER,

at 25c.. par $1.00.
100,000 Shares UNION CONSOLIDATED OIL CO,, at
25¢., par $1.00. (Dividend monthly 1 of 17.)
Dividend-paying mining, oil and smelter stocks,
listed and unlisted, our specialty.

Booklets giving our successful plan of realizing the large
profits of legitimate mining, oil and smelter investments. Sub-
scription blanks, full particulars, etc.. sent free on application.

DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO.
Bankers, Brokers and Fiscal Acents,
66 Bpoad“‘rway \q.nkdcl’l Nl_gw dsg., l:%whYork.
New York Consolidated Stock Exchange.
Members J‘ Los Angeles, Cal., Stock Exchange.

BRANCHES—Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, Cleveland,
Cincinnati, St. Louis, Hartford, New Haven, Conn., Prescott,
Ariz., Los Angeles, Cal., St. John, N.B., Montreal, Can.,
London, Eng.

25¢..

STOCK OFFERINGS|

| R S o TR AL ) W e i YRR
mhere 1s notine LKE K D). C,

FOR
RNERVOUS, DYSERESIA
FREE SAMPLES K.D C. AND PILLS. Write for them.

K.D.C.CO. Ltd.l Boston.U.S.. and New Glasiow, Can.

|
l
|
J
|

|
!
|
|

inconronrated TORONTO won. 6. W ALLAN

1800 S PRESIDENT
% OF MUSIC ‘ﬂ
COLLEGE STREET.

DR, EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director.

Amliated with the Unlversity of Toronto
and Trinity University.

The Best Equipment and Facilities
and Strongest Faculty in Canada.

OFFERS UNEQUALLED
ADVANTAGES

for preparing students as ARTISTS
and TEACHERS and equipping them
for
| sional work.

important positions in profes-

Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals.
CALENDAR AND SYLLABUS FREE.

Conservatory School of Elocution.
MAUDE MASSON, Principal.

Reading, Recitation, Oratory, Yoice Culture, Physical Cul-
ture, Rhetoric, English Literature, Ortheepy,
Psychology, Pedagogy.

[ -y y & g
r | Mi1ss VEALS' SCHOOL
651 SPADINA AVE.
ToroNTO.

“Glen RMawr
Art, Music,

Matriculation &General English Course
EarxEest, ProGrREsSIVE, THOROUGH.

Ridley College

ST. CATHARINES, ONT.
UPPER SCHOOL-—Boys prepared for the Uni-
versities and for business.

LOWER SCHOOL—A fine new building, under the

charge of H. G. Williams, Esq., B.A., Vice-
Principal.

| For Calendar, etc., apply to

REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, Principal



xii

school of Practical Science
TORONTO

Affiliated to the University of Toronto.

This School is equipped and supported entirely
by the Province of Ontario, and gives instruction in
the following departments:

1—CIVIL ENCINEERINC

2—MECHANICAL AND ELECTRICAL ENCINEERING

3—MINING ENCINEERING

4—ARCHITECTURE

6—ANALYTICAL AND APPLIED CHEMISTRY

Special attention is directed to the facilities
possessed by the School for giving instruction in
Mining Engineering. Practical instruction is given
in Drawing and Surveying, and in the following
Laboratories :

1—Chemical 2—Assaying 3—Milling 4—Steam
5—Metrological  6—Electrical 7—Testing ",,,

The School has good collections of Minerals,
Rocks and Fossils. Special Students will be re-
ceived, as well as those taking regular courses.

For full information see Calendar,

L. B. STEWART, Secretary

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Find in our school
an air of culture
and refinement, as
well as good, sen-
sible and practical
courses of study,
designed to qualify
them for more suc-
cessful lives. The
best classes pat-
ronize us, because
we are worthy of it.

Our Annual Roll Call of over 700 members
from all parts of Canada, and several of the
States, is some evidence of our standing as a re-
liable institution. We would like you to see our
Prospectus. Write for it.

Central Business College

Toronto, Ont.
W. H. SHAW, Principal.

&  —The ancient admonition not to look
. % a gift horse in the mouth, is as much
bb\ needed as ever it was.,—
Q See your friends looking over the wedding
$ gifts and searching for the sterling mark on

your silverware.—

Both giver and recipient can take pleasure in any
gift that bears our trade mark, as all know

that it assures the very best in workman- 5("
ship as well as %% pure silver.

(I

SIMPSON, HALL, MILLER & CO.

WALLINGFORD, CONN., AND TORONTO, CAN.
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(ASSESSMENT SYSTEM)

Independent Order of Foresters

« THE BEST FRATERNAL BENEFIT SOCIETY
IN EXISTENCE '

xiii

HEAD OFFICE

The Temple Building, Cor. Richmond and Bay Streets, Toronto, Can.

Office for the United States, 431 E. 63rd Street, Chicago, Illinols

Office for Great Britain, 24 Charing Cross, Whitehall, London, England
Office for France, 31 Rue Tronchet, Paris

Office for Norway, Porsgrund

Office for India, 4 Lyon's Range, Calcutta

Office for Australia, Temple Court, Collins Street, Melbourne

FIVE CARDINAL POINTS

IN THE LO.F. SYSTEM OF FRATERNAL ASSURANCE UPON WHICH ITS
SUCCESS HAS BEEN ESTABLISHED :
LIBERAL POLICY
EQUITABLE METHODS
CAPABLE MANAGEMENT
PROMPT SETTLEMENT OF CLAIMS
NO ASSESSMENTS AT DEATHS
.

For further information respecting the 1.0.F. System of Fraternal
Assurance apply to any Officer or Member

EXECUTIVE COUNCIL

ORONHYATEKHA, M.D., S.C.R., Toronto, Canada.

HON. JUDGE W. WEDDERBURN, P.S.C.R., Hampton, N.B.
VICTOR MORIN, B.A., LL.B., S.V.C.R., Montreal, Que,
JOHN A. McGILLIVRAY, K.C., S.S., Toronto, Canada.

H. A. COLLINS, S.T., Toronto Canada.

T. MILLMAN, M.D., M.R.C.S., England, S. Phy., Toronto, Canada.
E. G. STEVENSON, S.C., Detroit, Mich.
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Five that's Worth

Remembering

THAT vyou are getting older every day.

THAT an insurance policy will cost you
less NOW than LATER ON.

THAT the insurance you are going to take
“PRETTY SOON"” is not protecting
your loved ones NOW.

THAT an Investment Policy will pay you
a NICE RETURN.

THAT a good Companv to insure in is the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

112 to 118 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO

Wm. MeCabe,
Managing Director,

soLinp 7%~

AS'THE

CONTINENT

L. Goldman,
Secretary.

Total Abstainers [

are admittedly better risks for

The Northern Life7

HEAD OFFICE, LONDON, ONT.

life insurance than non-abstai , and i A
Wiy General Record Since Organization

should therefore get better terms when SHOWING A SURE AND STEADY ADVANCEMENT

insuring their lives.

Insurance in Force.

Dec. 81, 11?;;:'; -3 .‘é;'»l'.(()(l)

ol ¢ 879,950

The Temperance and General il et R

. P i 1 in Cash.

Life Assurance Company S 7

« 18 T

...... e Oy .00

which has over 7, total abstainers i1 L EREEAIRTY TS SO A.se*& 7,425 47
insured for over $7,750,000, is the Dee, 31, 1225‘7'?“.0.“.“.”.i,t.y,T’Af}).(?l‘i.(..".'.].{.(Tl.(?(.’f.fﬁ%144.612.:{; .

™ e PR SRR A e .'..’f)l.f 47

total abstainers’ company in Canada,

and it should be, for it gives them

better terms than any other Company.

(For security of Policy Holders.)
897

Dee. 31, 1 .$ 8,469.21

¢ % ; e R el S e . 26,204.89

No total abstainer should insure his o B, s G S g AT ke o 51 37900
“ 1900 i e SR ceee.. 81,250.59

life without considering what it has to
offer.

HON. G. W. ROSS

PRESIDENT

Head Office—Globe Building, Toronto, Ont.

H. SUTHERLAND

MANAGING DIRECTOR

Total security to Policy
Holders, including sub-
scribed stock unpaid, ’ *

Policies up to date.
JOHN MILNE, Managing Director

ol
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THE MUTUAL LIFE

Formerly

The Ontario Mutual Life of Canada

The following unsolicited letter from a suc-
cessful bank manager will speak for itself:

“TRADERS BANK OF CANADA,
GLENCOE, April 3, 1901,

GENTLEMEN,—I am in receipt of your Company's cheque for
$1,008.69, in settlement of my 15-Year Endowment Policy, No.
13716, for $1,000, which matured on the 1st of April. Your prompt-
ness in this matter is quite in keeping with the satisfactory manner
in which you have always conducted the affairs of the Company.

Notwithstanding the shs arp decline in rates of interest obtainable
on safe investments you have paid me 3'§ compound interest, and
all premiums returned, in addition to fifteen years’ insurance. 1
consider this ve ry sg atisfac tory.

No better |n|m|pl| can be instilled in any young man than the
one of saving something, and I can think of no better way to ac
complish this re ssult (for a young man) than an E ndowment l'nlu)
in your sound and well-managed Company.

Yours truly, Jno. Poour.”
A”W‘"““ co. ROBERT MELVIN, GEO. WEGENAST, W. H. RIDDELL,
OF CANADA President, Manager. Secretary.

r ""r P
HFAD. o"'f!:
. CECEECEECEECEECCCEEEECEEECECEEEECECCEEECECEEEEEEIIIIR

THE TIME TO SECURE INSURANCE IS
NOW

While you are well, strong and insurable.

The policies issued by the

Confederation Aife

ASSOCIATION

On the Unconditional Accumulative Plan are free from conditions from
date of issue.

Pamphlets and full information sent on application.

HON. SIR W. P, HOWLAND, K.C,M.G., C, B., President.
W. C. MACDONALD, Actuary. J. K. MACDONALD? Managing Director.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.
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THE CANADA PERMANENT || fiex O

Toronto Street,

AND WESTERN CANADA TORONTO.
MORTCAGE CORPORATION || s&

DEPOSITS INTEREST PAID OR COMPOUNDED HALF-YEARLY.
RECEIVED SPECIAL RATES ALLOWED FOR FIXED TERMS.

DEBENTURES IN SUMS OF ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS AND UPWARDS
ISSUED FOR TERMS OF FROM ONE TO FIVE YEARS.

Canada’s PREMIER Company

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON

PROGRESS DURING LAST SIX YEARS

| \
YEAR | INCOME LIABILITIES ; e SURPLUS
| AND ASSETS
1895 | $277,576 $415,621 $1,118,274 $702,653
1896 | 336,742 517,878 1,226,415 708,537
1897 391,501 618,481 1,331,448 712,967
1898 400,486 757,399 1,475,283 717,884
1899 429,532 946,403 1,669,661 723,258
1900 501,348 151237738 2,149,056 1,025,318

WDAVID DEXTER, Managing Director
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AN UNPARALLELED RECORD

The following facts and figures tell the story of the
most successful year’s business in the Company’s
history:

At Increase in the
Dec. 3ist, 100 vear
1. Total Asscts $1,102,092 18 per cent
2. Reserves for Policies and Annuities 507,458 15
3. Annual Premium Income 114.41¢ i
s. Interest Income 36,2
5. Net Surplus over all Liabilities 19, 199
6. Total Insurance in Force 9,220,350 29
7. Gross Surplus for the security of policyholders . . .. $480, 190,61
8. Application for new assurances $3 847,000, of which § 3, 109,00¢
were accepted and $740,000 declined or uncompleted.

Issues the most liberal Policy Contract consistent
with safety and equity, Note the following :
One month’s grace in the payment of prem-

iums; no restrictions regarding residence or

PARAMOUNT @
ABSOLUTE
SECURITY TO
POLICYHOLDERS /
Capital

$1,000,000.00 ?
Government Deposit (

travel; the policy cannot lapse as long as
the Cash Surrender Value is sufficient to
pay premiums; the policy is indis-
putable after one year; the sum
assured may be payable in one

The Government Deposit of
the Imperial Life is larger than that
of any other Canadian Life Insurance

sum or in from two to twenty
instalments, at the option of the

assured; Cash Values, Loan
Company.

Values, or Paid-up Values
Reserves after three annual prem-
The Imperial Life holds relatively the tums bave besn ‘paidy
strongest reserves of any Canadian Life In- the immediate payment
surance Company, of the sum assured
Assets upon receipt of
The Imperial Life holds $180 of assets for every '
$100 of liabilities to policyholders.

HON. SIR OLIVER MOWAT, P.C., G.C.m.G.,

resident.

P
A. E. AMES, T. BRADSHAW, F.LA,,
1st Vice-President. 2nd Vice-President and Actuary.
F. G. COX, Managing Director.
J. L. DAVISON, M.D., M.R.C.S. R. JUNKIN,

. . Y
Chief Medical Referee. Superintendent of Agencies.

satisfactory proofs
of age and death.

Messrs. EDGAR & MALONE, Solicitors, Assura“ce
Full p:}rlir.nl:lr._u rus;wc!iug Insurance or Agency Contracts ! C()mpany
furnished upon application to Head Office or to
A. H. FAIR, Provincial Manager, Halifax, N.S. Oi
E. S. MILLER, Provincial Manager, Montreal, O ..
H. M. BODDY, District Manager, Ottasws. Onc Canada.

'S, \\'{\I.[{z\c'lg.‘me'incial Manager, Winnipeg, Man,
J. \\\. \\\l. \\.\lil\l\\\\{{’r}’ Provincial Manager, Vancouver, B.C.
A. McN. SHAW, Provincial Manager, St. John, N.B.
(IE\}. ll§ L]‘]?L%I}\I%T?N. District Manager, l,wndn‘n. Ont. e .
. B. CC {E, District Agent, Kingston, Ont,
W. J. MURRAY, District Manager, Toronto, Ont. Toronto, Can.
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THE HIGHEST T HAS RENDERED THE DECISION

SPENCERIAN STEEL PENS
ARE THE BEST

FOR CORRESPONDENTS AND ACCOUNTANTS.
TO BE HAD AT THE STATIONERS

Samples sent on application if this publication is mentioned.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., 349 Broadway, NEW YORK, N.Y.

DZ——TOVV|

Our Stock G

of new goods is most complete, including
GOLF STICKS O
O

CRICKET BATS
BASEBALL SUPPLIES
TENNIS RACKETS D
QUOITS AND BOWLS S

Write for Prices Etec., Ete.
RICE LEWIS & SON

Cor. King and Victoria Streets, Toronto
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PHOTO BY NOTMAN
THE MAISONEUVE MONUMENT, MONTREAL
THIS IS BY HEBERT, THE CANADIAN SCULPTOR, WHOSE WORK HAS CONTRIBUTED MUCH TO

RAISING THE STANDARD OF NATIVE ART. MAISONEUVE WAS
THE FOUNDER OF MONTREAL ;
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A CANADIAN IN CHINA

DURING THE LATE WAR.

’I‘HE author had the good fortune

to go to Peking as the assistant
to Mr. J. C. Hemment, special war
artist for Black and White, of London,
England. We left Vancouver on the
Empress of China, July oth, 1900, and
arrivedat Yoko-

By H. B. Manley.

traordinary as it may seem, thisis done
by hand from large lighters which come
alongside the ship. A temporary stair
is built, and on each step stand dimin-
utive Japs, male and female. The coal
is put in small wicker baskets and pas-

sed up the stair-

hama on July
23rd, after an
uneventful pas-
sage. Not a
craftof anykind
was met during
the whole trip.

At Yokohama
our stay was
very short, but
not too short to
teach us that
large Calcutta
sun helmets
must be worn
to avoid sun-
stroke. Desir-
ing to see a lit-
tle of Japan, we
decided to
break the water
trip, and go in-
land as far as
Tokio, the seat of government, and the
residence of the Mikado. From Tokio
we proceeded to Kobe, and there we
met our steamer. Our next stop was
Wei-hai-Wei, and the most interesting
thing there was the ‘‘coaling up.” Ex-

THE AUTHOR AND HIS EFFECTS BEING TAKEN TO THE
TIENTSEN RAILWAY STATION BY SIKHS

way from one
person to an-
other. The pro-
cess goes on
with great rap-
idityfor a whole
day. We were
told by the en-
gineer that this
process is
cheaper and
quicker than
steam power.
The heat was
terrific, and the
Japs occasion-
ally took a
plunge into the
ocean to cool
themselves off.

After leaving
Wei-hai-Wei
we traversed
the Inland Sea, passing through the
finest water scenery in the Orient.
The numerous islands, some mountain-
ous, some flat, and almost everyone
under cultivation by the thrifty Japs,
made up a wonderful panorama of
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charming scenery. We passed numbers
of Japanese forts, the majority of them
only a few feet above high water
mark, all the works being below water
line.

Sixteen miles from Shanghai our
huge vessel came to anchor in the
Woosing roads, and a tender was in
waiting to take the passengers and lug-
gage to Shanghai. The ‘‘Empresses”
draw more water than most war ves-
sels, and, consequently, do not take

of their not showing any hostility.
The searchlights of the various war-
ships were kept playing on this fort
every night so as to keep in close
touch with their movements. It may
be mentioned that this is the strongest
fort (Chinese) in China. The Chinese
had been drilled by German instructors
previous to the war, and their arms and
accoutrements are of the most modern
kind supplied by Krupp.

A grand sight presented itself to our

OFFICERS OF THE INFANTRY OF THE WOUSING ARMY AND 1HE GERMAN INSTRUCTORS INSIDE
THE FORT AT SHANGHAI

the risk of running into Shanghai
harbour.

In going up the Woosing River we
passed under the guns of the Woosing
fort, well manned by Chinese troops,
some 1,000 strong. They were well
watched by the warships at anchor,
and strange, as it may seem, the Chin-
ese were very busy at the earthworks
and have not been molested in the
slightest by the Allies in consequence

vision upon entering Shanghai har-
bour. There, riding at anchor were re-
presentative warships, about go in
number, from all the naval Powers of
the world. Thousands of Chinese
gather at the beautiful water-front, the
¢ Bund,” as it is called all over China
—a large strip of sodded ground about
one mile long and 200 feet wide, serv-
ing as a recreation ground for the citi-
zens on the hot, sultry afternoons so

-



prevalent in China. As
[ have said, the Chinese
gather in droves and look
with amazement at the
iron monsters from the
foreign devils’ country.
There is not the slightest
doubtthat the presence of
the large number of war-
ships saved Shanghai,
made the Chinese behave
themselves and prevent-
ed an uprising, as they
outnumber Europeans in
the ratio of 300 to 1.
There was great fear
manifested in Shanghai
before the arrival of war-
ships and troops, and
when we landed there
were about 20,000 Allied
troops garrisoned in and
around Shanghai. There
exists in this city a corps
of volunteers, numbering
about 1,000, each com-
pany of 100 representing
different nations. It is
called the Shanghai Vol-
unteer Corps, and was
formed at the time of the
Taiping rebellion and has
been in existence ever
since.

Our stay in Shanghai
was cut short on account
of our being fortunate
enough to secure trans-
portation to the scene of
hostilities and we em-
barked on the British
transport Wo-Sung,which
was going to Taku—a
four days’ trip, with 1oo
Sikhs, 604 sheep, 120
horses, 103 mules and 62
cows. These poor crea-
tures were penned up in
a space only about
one-third it should have
been, and the death rate
in consequence was great
on account of the fearful
heat. In the hold of the
steamer, there were four
staterooms (?) allotted to

A
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LI-HUNG-CHANG'S PRIVATE SECRETARY, CHING, ON THE PLAT-
FORM OF HIS PRINCIPAL'S PRIVATE CAR. CHING IS
A GRADUATE OF HARVARD

NANKIN—THE HOUSE WHERE LI-HUNG-CHANG STAYED ON HIS
WAY TO PEKING. THIS IS A SAMPLE OF HOUSES BUILT
BY EUROPEANS AND SOLD TO RICH CHINESE

PEKING—ON THE SPOT ON WHICH AUTHOR AND CHINAMAN ARE
STANDING, BARON VON KETTLER WAS MURDERED
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THIS IS THE SPOT

THE STATION SHOWS TWO RUSSIAN FLAGS

TIENTSEN—IMPERIAL CHINESE RAILWAY YARD, SHOWING THE DESTRUCTION WROUGHT BY THE ARTILLERY OF THE ALLIES.

WHERE ADMIRAL SEYMOUR'S COLUMN WAS REPULSED THREE TIMES.

fifteen of us, chiefly
artists and correspon-
dents on the way to
the front. Amongst
our party was a Ger-
man Count, who was
representing a German
paper, also Schom-
berg, a ‘““‘London II-
lustrated” artist. Ar-
riving at the end of
our water trip, we had
to wend our way
through the Allied
fleet, consisting of 40
warships and cruisers,
riding at anchor at the
Taku roads. We sil-
ently glided up the Pei-
Ho, some four miles,
going past the captur-
ed Taku forts, from
which Russian,
French, Japanese, Ger-
man, English and Am-
erican flags were fly-
ing. It was an impres-
sive sight to see the
fearful havoc wrought
on the Taku mud forts
by the awful storm of
lead from the guns of
the Allied fleet. All
along upthe river front
up to Tonku, can be
seen indescribable de-
solation. Whole vil-
lages have been swept
away, where desperate
fighting occurred.
Upon our arrival at
Tonku we noticed un-
usual activity among-
st the Russian and
German troops; we
discovered that they
intended to make an
attack on the Peitang
(Chinese) forts some
five miles away. We
learned that the Rus-
sians had made an un-
successful assault a
week previous. We
went out with the



troops and watched a
most interesting attack
in which the Chinese were
worsted. It was an ex-
perience which we will
not soon forget and were
space available a descrip-
tion of it would no doubt
be interesting.

On our return we
boarded the train at the
Taku station, after wait-
ing five hours, and start-
ed for Tientsen, 27 miles
distant. This road, the
Imperial Chinese Rail-
way, is entirely under
Russian Control,a chance
everyone thought Eng-
land missed, and any
other but a Russian or
German receives scant
courtesy. The carriages
are in a filthy condition,
occasioned by the con-
stant passage of Allied
troops to the front. A
very slovenly lot are the
Russian officials, attired
in rough canvas uniforms
with the regulation Rus-
sian cap.

On our way into Tien-
tsen, all along each side
of the track, were noticed
very ingenious breast
works, thrown up by the
Chinese troops, about 20
feet apart. On each side
of the track about 30
yards away are thous-
ands of Chinese graves
consisting of mounds
conical shaped, ranging
from8to 20 feet in height,
according to the number
interred. They are con-
structed of mud, covering
acres upon acres. Look-
ing at the demolished vil-
lages all along the line
and the diminutive size
of them, one at first won-
ders where so many bod-
ies came from, but upon

A CANADIAN IN CHINA
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WAS LEFT INTACT

NOT ONE BUILDING

PEKING —SHOWING THE STATE IN WHICH THE ALLIES LEFT LEGATION STREET ON THEIR WAY THROUGH.
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being made aware

of

have been burying
there for hundreds
of years, one need
notexpress any sur-

pr

lages all along the

DD
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line were completely de-
molished by Seymour’s
column, and the desola-
tion is terrible. One dare
not think what suffer-
ing and privation will
take place the coming
winter. What puzzles
one most is where those
thousands upon thous-
ands of Chinese could
have gone who fled
upon the approach of
the Allies.

the fact that they

ise. The mud vil-

1. Japanese Cavalry outside Gordon Hall, Tientsen.

Q\@
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We arrived at Tient-
sen after a six hours’
ride, and upon our ar-
rival our real campaign-

j ing commenced. We
found desolation every-
where. At this particu-
lar spot, the Tientsen
R. R. station, Admiral
Seymour’s column was

repulsed four times, and had to retire
to wait for reinforcements. The
Boxers and Imperial troops fought
like demons, and were mowed down

2. Chinese Prisoner being bambooed on Calves of Legs.

3. Interior of Chinese Police Station, Shanghai—Prisoners being led away to be bambooed

S e
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by thousands. They ac-
tually threw themselves
on top of the field pieces
and hampered the gun-
ners. It was the stub-
born resistance of fatal-
ists who knew no fear.

Upon our arrival we
found Russian predom-
inance everywhere.
What little was left of
the stone station was
entirely under Russian
control, and they show-

{
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CHINA
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allowed to tem-
porarily place our
stuff in the small
room used for tele-
graph and other
purposes. Our
next and most dif-
ficult task was to

ed it in no unmistakable
manner. We managed
to unload our cameras,
plates and effects, al-
though a terrible rain-
stormwas pouringdown
on us. This was eight
o’clock in the evening,
and our great anxiety
was to get our effects under cov-
er, contrary to the wish of the
pompous Russian station-master.
Tact of no mean order which was
resorted to by my chief, accom-
plished our purpose, and we were

1. Temple of Heaven, Peking—Steps and Railing are beautifully carved white marble.

and Trooper. 3. The Allies in China—Temple of Heaven Grounds— Russian, British,
Annamite, German, Japanese and French

2. Bombay Lancers, Captain
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get quarters for the brief period we were
to stop in Tientsen, before proceeding
to Peking. The only hotel, the Astor
House, kept by a German, left par-
tially intact from the bombardment,
was three miles from the station and
it had been commandeered by the Rus-
sian general and his staff two weeks
before our arrival. No one else was,
by their order, allowed accommodation,
but nothing daunted we started out
with three Chinese coolies to seek a
place to lay our heads. Tientsen
at this time was under martial law,
and no Chinese could be trusted.
Sniping was a very popular amuse-
ment as darkness set in every evening,
and we were advised to take shelter
in any kind of a box car for that night,
and not undertake the risky task of
running the gauntlet to get to the
hotel, but my chief being of a deter-
mined nature, was bound to get
under shelter that night so as to get a
change of clothing. After making
our coolies understand by gestures
that it was the hotel we wanted, the
start was made, the rain coming down
in torrents. We followed the Chinese
with our revolvers ready for use at the
least sign of treachery, and we found
our way after a terrible walk through
the devastated and looted city. The
streets strewn were with all kinds of
wreckage, whole blocks of houses and
fine stores completely demolished, not a
few of the dismembered parts of
Chinese dead bodies lying in the
gutters of the streets, filling the air
with the most repugnant odours, while
dogs could be seen skulking away
from the loathsome piles upon our ap-
proach. We at last landed up in
front of the hotel, where unmistakable
signs told us that it was in the hands
of the Slavs, for a large Russian flag
was displayed from the window with
the announcement posted on the main
entrance to show that it was the head-
quarters of the Russian general and
his staff. Here is where Mr. Hem-
ment’s tact, which carried him success-
fully through the Cuban war, stood
us in good need and won the day.
After a considerable amount of par-
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leying with the German landlord and
the general’s secretary, Mr. Hemment
produced an official letter from the
U.S. War Office, Washington,claiming
protection as an American citizen
while in China on artistic work in
connection with our paper. It had
the desired effect and we were assigned
a room at the top of the house.

We started out early next morning
with our camera and plates to take
pictures, and it was our painful duty
here to witness and take photos of
the shooting and decapitation of six
Boxers. We noticed a procession wind-
ing its way to the Chinese graveyard,
five miles from the outskirts of the
city. The first three prisoners were
blindfolded, and bound to square posts
planted three feet in the ground, and a
detachment of fifty French soldiers were
formed up at twenty paces distant.
The end was soon over, for it must
have been instantaneous death for the
poor wretches, as not a movement was
noticed after the smoke cleared away.
The best shots were chosen from the
French regiment for this service. It
proved to be a more merciful and
humane method than that resorted to
by the Japanese. The three others
were led off by a company of Japan-
ese, about one mile away in the same
graveyard, said graveyard covering an
area of three square miles. Arriving at
the allotted spot, the poor wretches
were made dig a large square pit, and
one by one they were made kneel at
the edge with their hands tied behind
their backs. A Japanese officer stepped
forward, and with the ordinary service
sword drew it back and forward over
the poor wretch’s neck, and then with
a swift blow it descended, cutting off
the head. The next one was as suc-
cessful, and then came a terrible spec-
tacle. Up walked the Japanese officer,
after wiping his sword, and drew the
back to and fro over the poor wretch’s
neck three or four times before he
struck the fatal blow. Down came
the blade on the apex of the skull,
cutting about two inches into the neck.
The poor wretch fell into the pit, the
Japanese officer climbing down and
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sawing away at the neck until the head
wassevered. The heads were immedi-
ately carried over to the main road
and strung up on poles, as an object
lesson to the large number of Chinese
who were congregated around with
blanched faces. I would not care to
look upon such a sight again.

We spent the next day taking pic-
tures in and around the place where
General Liscom, U.S. army, was killed
in the advance into Tientsen, and we
were up by break of day packing and
getting ready to proceed on our tortu-
ous six-days’ journey up the Pei-Ho
river to Yung-Sing. Our effects were
loaded on a British transport hand-
waggon, drawn by four strapping big
Sikhs, kindly loaned us by their
colonel.

Arriving at the Bund on the banks
of the Pei-Ho where about 100 Chi-
nese comandeered junks were being
loaded with supplies by the different
Allies to be conveyed into Peking,
we noticed the British bluejackets
loading up one of the large junks with
Capt. Perry Scott's gun, which did
such fine work at the relief of Lady-
smith. They were taking it down the
river to where the Zerrible was riding
at anchor. There, as at Ladysmith, it
proved invaluable. We were allowed
by courtesy of a Japanese officer to
store our effects on board, and go up
the river with him and his men. Each

junk is provided with a large, square
sail, which was of very little service on
account of light winds all the way up.
A rope about 100 yards long is at-
tached to the top of the mast,
and Chinese coolies—generally about
twelve—are yoked to the other end,
and they walk along the river bank at
a snail’s pace. Coolies are also at the
stern on board, rowing with flat oars
about twenty feet long, working on a
pivot.

We made the start in the wake of a
long string of junks, representing every
nation, with their respective flags flying
from the stern; and it was a picturesque
sight beyond description. All along the
banks of the river could be seen Allied
troops on their long march into Pe-
king, Russian and British native troops
preponderating. At the approach of
darkness every night all of the junks
would be run into the mudbank close
to the shore, and with guard mounted
would stay there until daybreak.
The guard mount was simply a matter
of routine, as not a hostile Chinese
could be found for miles around, so
well did the advance column do their
terrible work of carnage and rapine.
Farm buildings and wholevillages were
swept away, to afford safety to the con-
voys going up and down the river. It
looked as though each nationality had
tried to outdo the others in their devil-
ish work—only a straggling dog here
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and there was left behind to remind
one that an industrious village once
existed before these human fiends
started their butchery and carnage.
Hundreds of old, infirm and sick who
could not flee were ruthlessly slaugh-
tered, and scores of bodies were left
in their tracks as they attempted to
escape, Their sacred joss-houses and
gods were demolished and scattered
around. Half-way up we noticed an
encampment of Austrians, and we
landed to renew our water supply.
Our attention was called to the large
excavation resembling a canal at right
angles to the Pei-Ho, dug by the Chi-
nese with the intention of diverting
the original course of the river so as
to ground the large number of convoys
down the river. Their efforts would
have been rewarded by success if the
advance of the column had been de-
layed one week longer, and inestim-
able damage would have resulted.
Their ingenuity was much commented
upon by the Austrians and officers.
Thousands of Chinese must have
been at work with their crude imple-
ments night and day working at this
large ditch. The Allies relieve each
other in guarding this particular place.
On our way up the river scores of
dead Chinese were noticed floating
down and quite a few were stranded
on sand bars. Their presence was
easily located on account of the fright-
ful stench arising from the putrid
bodies. This most sickening journey
terminated the afternoon of the sixth
day and we arrived up river as far as
navigable craft of any kind can go.
This place is called Yung-Sing.
Hundreds of junks flying flags of all
nations wereunloading suppliesallalong
the river front and troops of all nations
were here waiting for the junks to fur-
nish them with supplies before pro-
ceeding into Peking. We were
compelled to remain here for three
days before moving on over the re-
maining 40 miles of road into Peking,
as nothing in the shape of a convey-
ance was obtainable to take our effects
with us. We were allowed by courtesy
of the U. S. Marine Corps to occupy

quarters in their compound and, thanks
to the same source, we were enabled
to purchase from their commissary,
tin goods for our future use. We
were rewarded at last by being able to
purchase for a big figure, a Peking
cart (two wheels) and two mules from
an American correspondent who had
just made his way out of Peking.
After loading our stuff we started off
in the wake of an American convoy of
twenty Manila waggons brought from
the Philippines. There was one con-
tinual stream of convoys of all nations
going into Peking. It was the same
as coming up the river, as far as deso-
lation and massacre was concerned.
The heat was terrific as this was the
hottest time of the year. They have
the two extremes here, the winter being
very severe, the glass often registering
10 below zero, and in summer the
glass goes up as high as 120.

Having started early in the morning
we came within sight of the great wall
surrounding Peking at five in the after-
noon and proceeded to the western
gate through which most of the Allies
entered the city. We walked through
the desolated streets, passing a few bar-
ricaded stores which were not looted
and demolished. We discovered that
those remaining intact were saved by
the craftiness of the Chinese who owned
them, in nailing up the flag of some
nation on the door before they fled.
It, in almost every instance, had the
desired effect.

Our first business in Peking was to
find quarters, which we did in a house
occupied by Mr. Hernan and Mr.
Lynch, two correspondents. Their
abode was the abandoned mansion of
a rich mandarin and we were assigned
a room which had been occupied by
the mandarin’s two daughters. The
bed consisted of brickwork, built about
two feet high and ten feet long, with
an oven beneath. The Chinese build
a fire in these ovens hours before they
retire and the bricks are heated thor-
oughly ; over these they spread expens-
ive rugs. We adopted the same plan,
using straw for fuel and our army
blankets to sleep in. We were thus
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very comfortable during our ten days’
stay in Peking. Our food was drawn
from the British commissariat, we
being on the list as correspondents.
Qur daily rations consisted of
meat, rice, carrots, sugar and rum.

We had a big ten days’ work before
us, so we started out early the next
day to see the sights. Our first and
great desire was to get into the Em-
peror’s Palace inside the Forbidden
City, and we fortunately obtained a
. letter from Major Conger, U.S. Con-
sul, to the Japanese general, who held
the key to the situation, so we har-
nessed up our two mules and loaded up
our apparatus, and started off for the
Palace, some four miles outside the
city proper. We arrived there after
witnessing some awful carnage results
on our route. The Palace is inside a
large, high stone wall, about a half-
mile square. A moat runs all around
the wall, so we crossed the bridge and
stood before the massive gates and
announced ourselves. After a consid-
erable amount of parleying we were
admitted into the holy of holies. A
peculiar feeling overcomes one which
one cannot account for. We were met
on the threshold of the Imperial apart-
ments by a number of high court dig-
nitaries, who were left behind by the
Emperor and Empress to look after
the Palace and contents. They were

very old men of commanding appear-
ance and true Chinese dignity, and
were very polite. Such a characteristic
Chinese one never meets outside China.
it is a very crude article which reaches
America. We were escorted to the
tea-house where we partook of that
beverage made as only Orientals can
make it. We were then escorted
through the Imperial bedrooms. The
decorations were old and beyond de-
scription, and priceless in value. The
handiwork of the ruthless vandals who
preceded us was very much in evidence,
although those who visited here before
us were supposed to be officers and
gentlemen. In some of these apart-
ments was noticed costly rugs of great
age, full of dust. Cobwebs were plen-
tiful and the two extremes prevailed—
richness and dirt. We were kept reli-
giously away from the compound which
contained the harem. The grottos
containing gold-fish scattered through-
out the gardens were very. picturesque.
His Royal Highness had a mania for
clocks. One room was given up for
the large collection, and they were
there the most ancient as well as mod-
ern. Some were pointed out to us
which Li-Hung-Chang brought him
from America. Our tour throughout
the Palace occupied one-hour-and-a-
half. We were not allowed by the Jap
General to take any photos. It is not
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prohibited, but he insists upon the rule
being enforced. It is chronic with the
Japs. No one is allowed in Japan with
a camera for the purpose of taking
pictures (outdoor). So we gratified our
desire outside the Palace in the For-
biddenCity. We visited all the encamp-
ments around the Palace. We were
pointed out the identical spot where
Baron Von Kettler was murdered ; we
took pictures of the place and then
spent the remainder of the afternoon in
and around the Imperial Chinese Car-
riage Park (forbidden ground) now
occupied by the British, comprising
Sikhs, Bombay Lancers, Royal Engi-
neers and Royal Welsh Fusiliers. To
make room for the men for sleeping
quarters and commissary department,
the beautiful royal carriages of rare
beauty and great age, with beautiful
trimmings, were ruthlessly dumped
out on the grounds exposed to the ele-
ments. As my chief remarked, His
Highness ‘“ won't do a thing ” when he
is made aware of the fact! Thispark
is divided from the British Legation by
a high wall, the Boxers having made
this their stronghold. One very in-
genious device was resorted to here.
The Boxers and Imperial troops dug a
long tunnel. Starting from the inside of
a large building alongside the Legation-
wall, they had dug down twenty feet and
tunnelled parallel along the wall up as
far as where the Ambassador’s resid-
ence was situated. They had branch-
ed off partly up to the wall when the
Royal Engineers, who were digging a
ditch along anticipating such designs
on the part of the Chinese, heard the
sound of digging and they immediately
started to countermine. The Chinese
detected them and immediately branch-
ed off, as they thought, alongside the
wall farther along, but they miscalcu-
lated and came back almost in their
own track with the result. that if the
mine had been charged and fired the
damage to themselves would have been
terrible. It was not to be, however.
While they were charging the mine the
alarm came that the sound of the artil-
lery of the relief column was heard in
the distance. The Chinese fled pell-
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mell. It was, as General Gazelee said,
a very bold and clever piece of work
on the part of barbarians. We took
excellent pictures of the opening to the
mine. Our day’s work being done, we
retired for the night.

We made our way to the Temple of
Heaven and Temple of Agriculture
grounds next morning. The former
place is where the Emperor and Em-
press worship once a year; to the latter
place he repairs once a year to pray
for a bountiful harvest. The gorge-
ousness of the Temple of Heaven can-
not be described ; it is roofed with the
Imperial Royal Chinese yellow-and-
blue tiles; the effect of the sun’s rays
on it is enchanting. Itis now in pos-
session of a company of British Sikhs,
and the large grounds (forbidden) are
occupied by the British camps, the
Americans occupying the Temple of
Agriculture andgrounds;these Temples
are five miles out on the outskirts of
the city. I may say that it was here I
met the only Canadian besides myself
in Peking. He was Capt. Charles
Dobell, of the Royal Welsh Fusiliers,
who was sent with his regiment from
South Africa to Hong-Kong, and from
there to Peking. He is a son of Hon.
R. R. Dobell, of Quebec, and also a
distinguished graduate of the Royal
Military College. The meeting of two
Canadians in such a remote part of the
world can better be imagined than
described.

After taking pictures in the British,
American and Russian Legations and
portraits of the Ambassadors, we made
preparations to take our departure for
the sea coast. It would be harrowing to
go into details of all the horrible sights
we saw, and our great and longing de-
sire was to get away from such a deso-
late place. I might mention that when
we were in Peking large numbers of
the Chinese exiles were returning, being
positively assured that no harm should
come to them. Some of these were
wealthy merchants who had fled only
to return and find everything they own-
ed swept away. There was no distinc-
tion made and the Allies commandeered
them upon their approach to the city.




A SONG IN SPRING

Their lot was a happy one, compara-
tively speaking, if they fell into the
hands of either the British or Americans,
who paid them 20 cents per day, includ-
ing chow (grub). Their work was not
very hard, gathering togetherfirewood,
sprinkling lime around the streets, etc.,
but their great dread was to fall into
the hands of"either Russians or Ger-
mans. :

I must draw a veil over the rest of the
horrors which we witnessed and con-
clude by quoting from Sir Robt. Hart,
who is the greatest authority in China
on Chinese character. We had several
interviews with him, and he declares
that the days of Taepingdom, when
native warred with native, showed
nothing worse than the atrocities com-
mitted by the Allied forces in China.
Geo. Lynch, in conversation, said the
massacre of Taku was a fit beginning
for the blood-stained track of terror
which marked the progress of the
Allies from the sea to Peking.

I may say that the most brutal and
cruel of the Allies were the Russians
we met, and the Germans are not
much better. The largest part of the
loot can be found in the possession of

the Russians and Germans. The fines.
all-round soldier in China from what
we saw is beyond doubt the little Jap.
He is possessed of great pluck and en-
durance. The Austrians were very fine,
blonde - complexioned fellows, oblig-
ing to a fault, and the French were a
very slovenly lot drafted from the
French provinces. Their allies, the
Annamites, were a finer class fighting
under the French flag. The British and
Americans were as of one family in this
campaign. Where one was there was
the other, and their past history can
easily vouch for the fine work they did
in China. The handsome and fine
Sikhs and Bombay Lancers were a
feature in this war, and the valuable
transport work they did was invalu-
able. The respect paid to correspond-
ents and civilians by these fine fel-
lows will linger long in one’s memory.
After going through the experience
we did we have come to the same
conclusion as did Mr. George Lynch,
that this war has been a great blot on
civilization and has set it back a de-
cade. The missionary has to go all
over his work again.

A SONG IN SPRING.

SPRING comes singing from the south, '
Singing with a smiling mouth,

Breathing o’er the frozen north,

Bidding leaves and buds break forth.

Hope comes surging from the past,

From the chains that held it fast
In its prison-cell of pain,
Bidding life be glad again.

May Austin Low.
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A CANADIAN NEGRO V.C.

By D. V. Warner.

OW that the war in South Africa
is over, and our men have
returned, Canada, as an integral por-
tion of the Empire, has a just right
to be proud of the noble manner in
which her sons have borne their part
in the conflict. They have not only
done their duty on all occasions so as
to win the admiration of prominent
British generals, but four of their
comparatively small number have so
distinguished . themselves as to be
awarded for ‘‘conspicuous bravery ”
that most coveted of all decorations
open to all classes of Britain’s defend-
ers, without regard to rank.

It will, no doubt, be interesting to
many Canadians at this time, to those
of us, especially, who have a more or
less pronounced ‘‘race prejudice,” to
know that a negro native of this
Dominion won the Victoria Cross
during the Indian Mutiny, within a
few years after the institution of the
order; and for an act of bravery
which was remarkable both for the
number of lives which depended upon
it, and for the coolness which charac-
terized it throughout.

William Hall, the subject of this
sketch, was born in Summerville,
Hants  Co., -N.S&n 1832. His
parents were extremely poor ; and the
boy, showing more independence than
is usually found among young coloured
men in this country, shipped before
the mast in 1844, sailing in a small
vessel from Hantsport, the nearest
shipping port to his native village.
The following six years were spent in
the merchant marine of Nova Scotia.
During this time Hall served in vessels
of various rigs, and visited most of
the well-known ports of the world,
developing finally into a strong, active
young man, and, for his years, a
seaman of experience. For about
eighteen months he served in the

American Navy, then, once more, for
a few months only, in a trading vessel.

The winter of 1852 found him in
Liverpool, England, where on Febru-
ary 2nd, at the Recruiting Office in
Red Cross Street, he enlisted in the
British Navy as a seaman, and was
appointed to the Rodney, Captain
Graham, a vessel of 9o guns then
lying in Portsmouth Harbour. With
a number of other young naval
recruits he proceeded to London, and
thence to Portsmouth, where he and
his fellow volunteers were under
orders to report on board the receiving
ship Victory. Nelson’s famous flag-
ship, after so many years of service in
the front rank of Great Britain's
‘““wooden walls,” was still in use at
that time, although in a somewhat
humbler capacity.

For two years the Rodney was
attached to the Channel Fleet ; when,
at the beginning of the trouble in the
Bosphorus, which resulted in the
disastrous Crimean war, she was
ordered to the Mediterranean, and
joined the fleet at Malta. During the
long naval campaign which followed,
Hall was present at the bombardment
of Odessa, where, as he himself ex-
presses it, ‘‘ we chastised the Russians
for not recognizing the flag of truce,”
and later on at the siege and fall of
Sebastopol.

At the conclusion of the Crimean
war there were many changes made
in the crews of the vessels forming
the war fleet. New men were drafted
to fill the numerous vacancies, and the
survivors were, in many cases, trans-
ferred to other vessels. Seaman Hall,
who had gone through the whole cam-
paign without a serious wound, was
transferred to the frigate Shannon,
which was then under orders to sail
for Singapore, from which port she
was to have the honour of conveying
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to Hong-Kong, Lord Elgin, ex-Gover-
nor-General of Canada, who had, on
account of serious complications in
China, been then recently appointed
Plenipotentiary Extraordinary to that
country. At Singapore the Shannon
was gaily decorated with flags, and
when the distinguished Minister was
brought on board a salute of twenty-
one guns was fired ; and, as a special
mark of honour to the representative
of Her Majesty, all the yards were
manned.

From Hong-Kong the Shannon pro-
ceeded to Calcutta. The terrible
Indian Mutiny had then broken out,
and several British warships then
cruising in Eastern waters were
ordered to various ports in India.
After lying for a short time at Calcutta,
hurried orders were received by the
captain of the Shannon to send as
many men as could be spared overland
to Lucknow. Accordingly two hundred
and fifty seamen and marines, including
Hall, were selected from the ship’s
company, and ordered to co-operate
with the relieving forces under Colonel,
afterwards Sir Henry, Havelock. Be-
sides being well supplied with small
arms, the men took eight of the ship’s
guns. The use of naval guns on
land, which has been such an impor-
tant feature of the war now happily
over, was recognized at that time,
although the effectiveness of the can-
non was slight when compared to the
frightful execution wrought by their
successors of to-day.

The march to the besieged city was,
as we all know, long and accompanied
with great loss of life. The naval
guns were frequently found to be of
great service. Each of them was
operated by six men, numbered from
one to six, beginning with the captain.
If the officer in charge of a gun hap-
pened to be killed or wounded, man
No. 2 took charge of the weapon, and
so on. This arrangement prevented
any donfusion when a man was dis-
abled, each man having a number and
knowing what to do if his comrade
holding the next lowest number was
put out of action.

The Sepoys were continually hover-
ing on the flanks of Colonel Havelock’s
men, and the Shannon’s contingent
suffered much from their annoying at-
tacks. Each time, however, theysuc-
ceeded in repelling the enemy with but
slight loss, until one day, long to be
remembered by the survivors.

As the British forces approached
nearer and nearer to Lucknow the at-
tacks of the Sepoys became more and
more determined. On the day men-
tioned above the enemy fought desper-
ately, and nearly succeeded in sur-
rounding the British. The men of the
Shannon, finding themselves hard pres-
sed, endeavoured to gain a position
nearby, where there was a ruined
building surrounded by a high stone
wall, their object being to use the
building as a temporary fort and re-
fuge for the exhausted men. In order
to effect this they directed the fire of
some of the guns against the walls.
Breaches were finally made in the
thick walls, through one of which the
men, after heavy loss, dragged a gun,
and from that point of vantage began
to use it with effect to cover the re-
treat of their comrades.

This gun now occupied such a com-
f'nanding position that the Sepoys, see-
ing the havoc it caused in their ranks,
directed their fire to the spot so as to
make it in a few minutes a very peril-
ous situation. The men operating the
weapon fell rapidly, and the officer in
charge of the corps finally gaveorders
to abandon the piece.

Seaman Hall was then acting as
‘“No. 2” at one of the other seven
guns, but seeing the importance of the
piece in the breach, he left his position
and hurried across the intervening
space to assist in working it. The
two survivors of the original crew took
courage when they saw help coming,
and the officer in charge of the gun,
Lieut. Salmon, shouted, ‘‘ Ah, Hall !
you're a man,” Three more deserted
their original positions, and the
gun’s Ccrew was once more com-
plete. Against the express orders of
the commanding lieutenant, the gun
continued its work of destruction for
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several minutes longer, until the Se-
poys drew off with heavy loss. Of the
six heroes who saved the corps from
annihilation but three were left alive.
They were Lieut. Salmon, now.promi-
nent in our navy as Rear-Admiral Sir
Nowell Salmon, K.C.B., and Seamen
Robinson and Hall. Each man was
recommended for and subsequently re-
ceived the Victoria Cross.

After many years of faithful service
in Her Majesty’s navy, Hall was hon-
ourably discharged with' a good pen-
sion, and after knocking about the
world for a short time longer, finally
settled on a small farm about four
miles from the village of Hantsport,
N.S., where he has lived quietly for
the past twenty-four years.

Among the few heroes who have
won this highest distinction which our
sovereign bestows ¢ for intrepid brav-
ery in the face of the enemy " there
are none who have merited the decora-
tion better than our Canadian hero,
none upon whose particular act of dar-
ing greater issues hung; and, as I will
proceed to illustrate, none who are
more modest in speaking of the occa-
sion when they won the honour.

The old veteran lives in a little farm-
house overlooking Minas Basin. The
property is protected from heavy winds
by a row of spruce trees bordering
the road, so that only the upper win-
dows can be seen when driving past.
For a small farm it is well stocked with
cattle and poultry, and there is a two-
acre orchard of thrifty young trees ad-

joining the house. The proprietor of -

the place was busy sharpening a scythe
when [ called to see him one afternoon
early in September last.

“1t's rather late for haying, isn’t
it? 7 he observed, when I had taken the
place of the small boy who was turning
the stone, “‘but I just want to get a
little salt hay off the marsh.”

“ By the way,” I said, after a few
turns of the stone, ‘“ haven’t you been
in the British navy ?”’

“ Yes; I served a good many years
in the navy,” he replied; then, lifting
the scythe from the stone, and carefully
feeling the edge, ‘I think she’ll cut

that grass all right now, thank you;”it
doesn’t require a very sharp scythe.

‘‘ Better sharpen the point a little -

more,” I suggested; then, when the
scythe had again been applied to the
stone, ‘‘ I hear you have the Victoria
Cross,” I said.

‘““Yes ; I won the ‘Cross’ in India
in ’57, time of the Mutiny, you know.”

In the course of the afternoon I ob-
tained the account of the old sailor’s
life, which I have already given. He
described minutely incidents which
seemed to me to be of no particular
importance, such as the reception in
honour of Lord Elgin at Singapore.
He had said very little about the march
to Lucknow, not mentioning himself
except as belonging to the Shannon's
contingent, and was describing the
character of the Sepoys, and the dis-
tressing scenes in the Residency dur-
ing the relief, when 1 interrupted him
with—*“ but I want to hear about the
way you won the Cross; I've heard
about the Relief of Lucknow.”

‘““Oh !” he answered, with evident
impatience, ‘‘ that was way back on
the march; I almost forgot about
that.”

After talking with him all the after-
noon I obtained from him the account
which I have given. When he had
brought his story down to the time
when he was pensioned off, and settled
down to a more peaceful occupation,
near his old home, he surprised me by
saying, ‘““Thank you very much for
taking note of me.”

Of course I hastened to point out
that the gratitude was all on my part,
and then asked if I might see the
Cross.

‘“ See it, yes; come right in;” and
we walked through the hall into a
neatly furnished sitting-room, on the
walls of which hung pictures of British
war-vessels of fifty years ago. The
old sailor stepped to the mantel, and
taking down a small cardboard spool
box, emptied the contents on the table.
The blue ribbon from which the Cross
was originally suspended is missing,
having been ‘“ borrowed ” by a relic-
hunter several years ago; and itis now
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attached by wire to a heavy watch
chain, and bears the date ‘“16 Nov.,
1857.” There were three other com-
memorative medals in the collection,
two of the Crimean war and one of the
Indian Mutiny.

““It’s nothing to have a Cross now;
they’re as thick as peas,” the old man
said.

“Do you know,” I said, *‘ that there
are thousands of officers in the British
army and navy who are longing to

possess the medal that you have won;
many of them, too, holding very high
rank.”

“« Well,” he answered slowly, ‘it
isn’t worth very much to a man after
all, only ten pounds a year. If it
wasn’t for my regular navy pension of
forty pounds a year besides I don’t
know how we’d get along here. The
farm is small, and my two sisters live
with me, you know.”

GROWN BABY.

By Jean Blewell.

MY Lady examined the canvas

critically. ‘“ For one who has left
the pleasant plains of love and hope
behind, and come into the land of gray-
ness and perpetual weariness, your
Mariana is a cheerful creature, I must
say. She looks more like a town belle
sitting for her photograph than like’
anything else. The subtle something
which reaches down from a really great
picture and takes hold of our imagina-
tion is wanting. Give us a bit of land-
scape, flowers, a group of children.
Leave that sort of thing,” with a con-
temptuous flourish of her fan toward
the canvas, ‘‘to those who know what
life i5, what love is. You don’t.
You’re not a woman, you're only a
grown baby.”

Grown Baby laughed, and My Lady
noticed that it was a child’s laugh,
merry, sweet, free from any hint of
tears.

*’Tis a pity,” said My Lady, wheel-
ing about and facing the other, ‘‘you
can’t stay just as happy and care free
as you are. But’tis you women—no,
grown babies of thirty, who have
never wasted blush or smile on any
man, who love too hard, and fast, and
long, and strong, when you set about
1t

¢ And why not, if the right man
comes along ?”’ asked Grown Baby.

¢« Because there is no man worth it;

because—but what is the use casting
pearls of worldly wisdom before such
as you? You'll be able to paint pic-
tures which will take hold of our emo-
tions when you’ve learned your lesson,
but you won’t be able to laugh as you
laugh to-day. Love is the best thing
in life, they tell us. It ought to be; it
exacts the highest price. If you were
morelike other women I wouldn’tworry;
but you’re queer. The precocious girl
who begins having ¢ affairs’ when she’s
in short frocks is in no danger of con-
ceiving a grand passion when she
reaches womanhood, her poor little
emotions are worn to shreds. But
you—oh ! ’tis in store for you.”

‘I don’t see why I stand in special
danger,” protested the other.

‘“ Because you're bound to be a
spendthrift. No man deserves too
much, but you’ll never take his de-
serts into consideration.”

My Lady looked at the bright face
opposite, smiled, then sighed. *‘Let
the time-and-eternity business alone.”
She went on: ‘‘ Many a woman who
starts out with the man of her choice
on a pilgrimage of love which-is to
cover this world and the next finds her-
self travelling alone after the first few
milestones are passed. There, I've
criticized your picture and given you
heaps of good advice, I must go now.
Ponder my words, won’t you ?”
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Grown Baby said she would, but as
she turned Mariana’s face to the wall
she thought more of the criticism than
of the advice, much more.

The Right Man came. His. dark
eyes looked into her grey ones, yet
neither knew as yet. They were
friends, congenial, much together, but
until that languid summer afternoon
when they sat side by side on the sofa
in her studio, reading a letter from a
mutual friend, they were not lovers.

Her head almost touched his shoul-
der. Looking down he could see her
warm cheeks, her white neck, the soft
curves of her bosom. And she was so
nearhim ! ‘‘Ilove you,” he cried, and
drew her almost roughly into his em-
brace ; ‘I love you.” But she only
trembled and grew pale. ‘‘ Surely you
love me,” he urged; ‘‘give me a kiss,
darling, just one.”

““Wait,” she whispered, ‘‘wait. I've
never kissed anyone that way. Itis
like surrendering oneself. I'm afraid,
and 2

““ Look at me, straight at me—so.”

Slowly, slowly the grey eyes lifted
themselves to the dark ones, opened
wide, filled with love’s radiance, then
drooped.

““ My own !” he said, and their lips
met., As they stood thus, Grown Baby
passed away—in her stead was a wo-
man alive to a thousand possibilities of
joy and grief she had not dreamed of.

The woman was more desirable.
Her face took on a new fairness with
the passing days, her carriage a new
grace, her eyes, in losing their old soft,
childish expression, deepened and
darkened into subtle beauty.

They were foolish after the fashion
of lovers, these two. He said her love
was the best of earth, was heaven, was
everything to him. Over and over
again he said it ; she liked to remem-
ber this later on. She said—but what
matter ?

They had but one altercation. He
was for giving her many gifts, and she
would have none of them. ‘‘A man
delights in giving to the woman of his
choice,” he argued, ‘‘and if she is
wholly his she delights in receiving.”

“ Very well,” she answered, ‘‘you
may give me a watch, a tiny jewelled
thing, which shall hang from a fine
chain about my neck, and find a nest
for itself over my heart. Every tick of
it will be a message from you, telling
me that time cannot touch your love
or make you forget. ¢Thinking of
you ! thinking of you !’ it will whisper
day and night.”

“] will order it at once.” He put
the woman’s two arms about his neck,
and laid his cheek to hers.

““ Why that long sigh?” he asked.

“I'm so happy,” she answered,
‘““ so perfectly happy.”

The harvest moon was kindling
highways on the sand at their feet, on
the sea stretched out before. Surely
God took the radiant night in His hands
and swung it softly down upon the
world for lovers—only lovers.

““I believe I could paint a picture,”
she said.

““No,” he laughed, ‘ you are too
happy.”

There came a time when they had to
dwell apart for a space. The eyes of
both were full of tears when they
kissed goodbye. He went back to his
work, his responsibilities, his big ambi-
tions—she stayed with her dreams.
He loved her; there could be no other
woman in the world for him he told
himself often during the first weeks of
separation. But circumstances con-
trol every man of the world to some
extent, and circumstances, important,
impelling circumstances, arose to keep
him from her. These finally took on
the guise of duty, and, pointing him
straight away from that tender episode
of the past summer, bade him forget—
if he could forget.

So it came to pass that his letters
grew less frequent. His promised visit

was not paid; the love gift did not

materialize. He was trying to tell her
of the change without putting it into
words. She was slow to understand,
so slow she did not know the meaning
of the unrest in her bosom. She
counted over tender words and acts of
his belonging to other days as a miser
counts his hoard. She, who had never
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cared to accept the smallest gift from
any man, grew covetous of tokens of
remembrance from him. She wanted
to feel that he thought of her; wanted
to know that she belonged to him.

‘ Suppose,” she said to My Lady
one day, ‘‘suppose a woman asks a
certain gift of the man who loves her,
and he forgets all about it after a time,
ought she to remind him ? ”

“‘ Not if she had the least bit of pride
in the world,” exclaimed My Lady.
““If he really loved her he wouldn’t
forget, you know.”

She didn’t know, but a sharp, jeal-
ous pain—the first she had ever felt—
went through her heart. What if
those horrid things My Lady was al-
ways saying of the fickleness of men
were true—what if—then the old faith
asserted itself, the old, unbounded
trust. ‘“ He will either bring it or
send it at Christmas,” she thought.
The wish to have it, her first love gift,
about her neck, known only to herself,
grew to a positive longing. But
though Christmas brought her many
tokens from others it brought her no
gift, or word, or message from the man
who filled her life. After a long silence
she sent him a letter of farewell, to
which no answer came. This hurt.
Ah how it hurt! A woman’s love!
worth all of earth and heaven to a man
in the beginning, not worth a goodbye
in the end.

She was brave, though, and had her
pride. ‘‘The dear Lord who made
me a woman must keep me one,” she
said, and no one guessed that it was
because her heart was breaking she
worked so steadily—and well.

The critics began to praise her pic-
tures—people to pay court to her
genius.

‘She did not write him again. ‘‘If
there is not enough love and longing
in a man’s heart to draw him to the
woman, no word of hers should bring
him,” she told herself. But always
she saw his face, always she heard his
voice, always she felt his touch. She
belonged to him in spite of herself—in
spite of him.

But she lived a busy, useful life, and
so could not be wholly unhappy.
When she painted her second Mariana
her name was made. My Lady stand-
ing before the canvas gave a little
gasp. ‘‘It’s there,” she cried, ‘‘that
power which only God-given genius
puts in a picture; it is pressing my
throat to aching tightness now, and
making my cheeks wet. O, the young
face of her, with hopelessness in every
line, and the great eyes—tired of the
looking and the waiting— which say
‘all the to-morrows shall be as to-day.’
I can’t understand your development,
can’t understand how you have grown
so strong and yet kept your sweetness
and serenity ! ”

The woman changed with the pass-
ing years. There came a droop to the
lips, a shadow to the eyes, .a plentiful
sprinkling of grey about her temples.
“I’m getting to be an old woman,”
she said lightly. ‘¢ With so much to
do yet, and time flying past at such a
rate, | must improve each shining
hour. I love to work for work’s own
sake.”

Then she fell ill and died.

Into the room where she slept, a
room softly lighted, and heavy with
the breath of flowers came the Man
the night before her burial. He looked
long at her. She was so young! The
dignity, the age, the shadows, the
marks of suffering, all were gone.
The Woman had disappeared—thatsoft
little sleeper was Grown Baby. One
curl fell over the forehead in the old
fashion he remembered so well; on her
lips was a smile of mingled wonder
and sweetness, as if -death in claiming
her had whispered something she had
been longing to know.

The man lifted a bunch of lily-of-
the-valley from her bosom, and slip-
ped beneath the silk and lace of her
robe—what? The love token he was
to have given her long ago.

‘“ Goodbye, little girl—the sweetest
thing God ever made,” he cried, and
went his way, leaving Grown Baby
sleeping softly among the flowers.

1




The Snakes’ Paradlse

byW A. Fraser

’I‘HE Borongo Islands lie about half-
way between Calcutta and Ran-
goon. When the snakes die they go
to the Borongos. That is their para-
dise ; there they hold high carnival. 1
spent three years among them, and
know of these things. From the giant
python down to the deadly karait they
are all there, all the ophidians. Even
the salt-water snakes, that are all poi-
sonous—they, too, are there.

Two Europeans had preceded me on
the Borongos, so there was consider-
able natural history on tap when I ar-
rived, and we rapidly acquired more.
One can’t live among snakes without
studying them ; they insist upon it.

An eternal war raged on the island
between the forest growth and the sea.
The jungle crept down from the hills
and pre-empted every foot of land in
sight ; the sea rushed up and tried to
wrest it from the grasp of the giant
creeper and its more stately brothers
of the timber growth. The little clear-
ings, worked into tiny rice fields like
yellow mosaics, by the natives, were
but specks on the green map of the
island’s extent.

Our bungalow was built on disputed
territory ; a bit of sand beach inside of
a barrier oyster reef, sea-swept at full
tide, over which the hill streams spread
a carpet of jungle debris when the
rains were on and the tides were neap.

Upon my first introduction to the
dining room, I observed a long-hand-
led fish spear placed within easy reach.
“Spear fish from the verandah?” I
asked Mr. Cooke, nodding towards it.

““No ; snakes,” he replied laconical-
ly.
yAs we sat down to the table, I no-
ticed Cooke and the other veteran raise
their eyes instinctively, and scan the
leaf roof.

¢ By Jove! there’s one!” exclaimed
Cooke, reaching for the spear. ‘‘Look
out, you fellows!” and he deftly dis-
lodged a long, big-headed green snake.

It was an arboreal, or tree snake, and
poisonous. Then we ate our tiffin in
peace.

Scarcely a day passed during the
rainy season that one or more snakes
were not killed in the bungalow. Dur-
ing the hot, dry months they burrowed;
when the rains came they were flooded
out of their holes, and were always
heading for the pleasant shelter of our
leaf thatch. Also, there were rats
there for them to stalk. There was
no ceiling to the bungalow, so we
could plainly see the creatures coiled up
between the leaves or lying along the
bamboos of the roof. It wasn’t exact-
ly soothing to the nerves. No man
went into a dark room without a light ;
no man put on a boot without ﬁrst
turning it upside down ; nor was any
one’s bed left, day or night, without
the strong mosquito curtain tucked in
all around.

After I had been there about two
weeks and my nerves had become the
sum of my existence, I got my first
fright. I wasawakened from a sound
sleep by a stinging pain in my thigh.
As I awoke I threw my hands up, and
a soft, mobile body went hurtling over
my head against the mosquito net. I
realized that I had been bitten by a
snake. I did not wait to find the open-
ing in the side of the curtain, but came
away from that bed very fast. My
room was dark, but in the next was a
light. Without unnecessary delay I
arrived in that room.

““ Get up, Bell I” I said, ““ I've been
bitten by a cobra.”

“If you don’t get out of here and let
me sleep you'll be bitten by a club,” re-
sponded Bell drowsily. That was be-
cause practical jokes had been our only
form of amusement up to that time.

“For God’s sake get up !” I begged
him, and something in my voice told it
was no joke this time.

Jumping up hastily he took the light
and examined the spot where I had felt
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the pain. There, sure enough, were
two tiny punctures, such as a cobra’s
fangs would have made, fringed by a
drop of red blood. Then Bell became
frightened also. Thetalking had arous-
ed Cookein the next room. ‘“ What's
the shindy, you fellows? "’ he inquired,
sleepily, ‘“ Going to have a smoke ?”

“I’'ve been bitten by a cobra, and
haven’t an hour to live,” I replied dra-
matically. ‘“Come on, we’ll kill him
though,” I added, and the others fol-
lowed in ominous silence.

Cooke held the light and Bell lifted
the curtain with commendable caution
while I stood with a heavy stick ready
to have my revenge. There was noth-
ing to be seen.

““He’s under the pillow—I1 threw
him over my head.”

Bell quickly turned the pillow over,
and a dark body scuttled down the
white sheet.

It was a rat !

“Let him go,” I said. The stick
dropped from my hand, the perspira-
tion found its way through the closed,
drawn pores of my forehead, and my
heart went rippety-tat, a hundred and
twenty to the minute. It’s not good
to feel that you've been bitten by a
cobra.

One day Lah Boh, headman of the
Mhug Coolies, brought me the start-
ling information that a snake, about a
hundred feet long, was lying in the
jungle waiting to be caught. A couple
of coolies, under Lah Boh’s direction,
prepared a snare. A rope was made
fast to two long bamboos with a noose
in the centre. Taking my twelve-bore
to prevent a surprise from the big fel-
low, we followed Lah Boh. The snake
was an immense python, about twenty
feet long. He was lying evidently
asleep, in the jungle. I sat on a log
and held the gun on him, while the
two Mhugs, each grasping one of the
bamboos of the snare, edged along
cautiously until they had slipped the
noose over the sleeping monster’s head.
Then they pulled back, and as the
rope tightened about his slim neck,
bedlam let loose. The leaves swirled,
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and branches flew, and it was as
though some giant were snapping a
yellow twenty-foot whip-lash in the hot
Burmese sunlight. The two men
rocked back and forth, nearly jerked
off their feet at times. Lah Boh and
I laid hold of the bamboos with them ;
and in the end the mottled thing, like
a queer-patterned chain, was beaten.
Then he sulked.

They dragged him out to the path-
way in triumph. As he lay on the
hard ground, his big ugly head flat-
tened out, he seemed perfectly indif-
ferent to our presence. He looked so
lazy-like, that I went up and incauti-
ously touched him on the nose with
my foot. It was as wise as kicking a
brick in a hat. Like the stroke of a
boxer’s arm his hideous head with the
meerschaum colored fangs, shot out.
Luckily Lah Boh was holding one of
the bamboos, and, observing my ap-
proach, kept his end of the rope pretty
taut. Even now I shudder as I think
how close he came to my foot.

He was kept fora long time in a big
box, and we fed him generously on
chickens—too generously, for he died;
and Gaylard, Barnum’s man in the
East, told me that we had over-fed him.

When we brought the python in, the
evening of his capture, Ramia, an
Ooriah, felt called upon to tell me a
little of the habits of these big
creatures.

He had known a python once, many
yards in length it was, who had a
tooth for fish. He would goto alarge
pond, twist his tail around a tree on
one side, stretch his body across, grasp
a tree on the other side with his teeth,
and, swinging his body like a hammock
back and forth, throw all the water out
upon the land. Then, you see, he ate
the fish.

Ramia watched my face narrowly
when he had finished, and seeing that
I believed, told me a second Ooriah
tale. Another snake preferred deer
and game of sorts. He bent down
trees and vines and made two converg-
ing stockade-like fences, running far
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out into the jungle. Then he went out
and beat up the surrounding country.
When he had got everything on the
run, he drove them into his funnel-
like corral, and caught them down at
the small end. I tried to believe this
also, for Ramia’s sake, but he told me
no more.

There were also close calls in that
place.

We were sitting on the verandah
one evening, and, like men who are
bottled up together, speedily got into
a virulent argument over something
that had happened in America. Three
of us were in pyjamas, the usual even-
ing dress ; while Townsend, who had
just come down from Akyab, had only
taken his coat off, and was wearing a
shirt with starched cuffs. This was a
trivial thing, and we rather felt the in-
novation, but it had much to do with
the subsequent events.

The argument had reached that
point at which something had got to be
done. A fight was out of the question;
it was too hot for violent exercise.

““ Look here, you fellows!” said
Townsend, I can prove that you're all
wrong.”

Then he did what no other man in
that bungalow ever did—went into his
room without a light, and commenced
fumbling about on the table for a
paper. We heard a sharp cry—half
anger, half fear ; and the next instant
he darted out on the verandah. ‘‘I've
been struck on the arm by a snake,”
he gasped.

Bell reached down the swinging
lantern, and we explored for the trail
of the serpent.

‘“ Here, about the cuff,” said Towns-
end. And there right enough, on the
starch-stiffened cuff, half an inch from
his wrist, were two little pin-like
pricks, with a greenish-yellow circling
them where the poison had dried into
the linen. That was all; there was
no mark on the arm—not a scratch.
We went in and interviewed the snake
with a light, and a couple of sticks.
He was lying coiled up on a small in-
‘clined hand mirror which stood on the
table. As Townsend reached for the
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paper the snake had struck. It was a
karait, most feared of all snakes by
the natives. They say that if a man
looks steadily for a long time into the
eye of a karait, he will go stark, star-
ing mad. The eye is small, red, and
perfectly devoid of expression.

Later on my companions went to
other parts.

Each evening I killed an hour or so
of the monotony by walking up and
down the path in front of the bungalow.
A big cat was my usual companion.
His method of introducing himself to
my notice was generally abrupt. He
would lie in wait, and, as I came along,
spring out upon me, alighting against
one of my legs. At other times he
would lie on his back in the path and
claw at my feet as I passed.

One evening just after turning into
the path from the bungalow, I felt
something soft and yielding against
my foot. Thinking it was ** Billy,” I
gave the mass a gentle push. AslI
shifted the something, I saw a twist-
ing gleam of white, not at all like the
soft grey of Billy’s fur. Of course I
knew what that meant. Jumping back
I brought down my walking stick on
the twisting thing, and yelled for a
light. The servants came running
from the cook-house with a lantern,
and I saw that I had laid out a most
villainous daboia. One touch from the
cat-like fangs on my cotton-hosed in-
step, and within an hour I would have
been dead.

One of our party had occasion to
visit a Mr. Savage, a half-caste land
owner on the other side of the island.
He went in a boat; and while the
coolies were bringing up his traps, went
up to the bungalow. He was sitting
in a big chair on the verandah, talking
to Savage, when he felt something
drop from the leaf-roof on his shoulder.
Leisurely he started to rise to see what
had fallen, when the other man cried
out, ““For God’s sake don’t move—
keep perfectly still!” Dunlop knew
what that meant.

Stealthily the old man took a Bur-
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mese dah (sword) from the wall, and,
cat-like, crept toward the white man
with the thing on his shoulder. Within
striking distance he paused, and
raised the dah high in the air to cut
the thing in two with one swift down-
ward stroke. Then his nerve, rattled
and tugged at for sixty years until it was
weak, failed him, and the sword clat-
tered from his numbed fingers to the
floor.

““My God ! I can’tdoit,” he whined,
in a broken voice; and reeled back
against the wall, where he stood star-
ing with weak eyes at the sahib and
his burden.

Dunlop neither moved nor spoke ;
his only safety lay in keeping perfectly
still—motionless. It might be minutes,
or a thousand years ; they would have
to wait till the boatmen came. What
would happen then he could not say.
He could feel the clinging, pulling
thing on his right shoulder. There
was an undulating pressure that told
him the head of the snake was swaying
back and forth just above his neck.

Then the song of the Madrassi boat-
men as they came swinging along with
his luggage, broke upon his ear.
Those gin-thickened voices, carolling
thé coarse refrain to the time of the
measured trot were angel voices.
What would the muddle-brained cool-
ies do, he wondered. If Emir Ally, his
trusted servant, saw the thing it might
be well ; he had nerve and judgment
even close to that of a sahib.

Emir Ally was in the lead. When he
came to the steps, Savage jerked out
an expression that called his attention
to the tableau. Gathering his loongy
tight about his loins, he slipped along
the verandah like a shadow, grasped
the fallen dah, and, poising his black,
lithe body for swift, strong stroke,
brought the sword through the air with
a swishing cut that laid a full-grown
cobra in two neat pieces almost at the
feet of the man who had waited.

Once an evil spirit whispered to one
of our party, Ben, stationed at Kyouk
Phyou, and he bought a pair of king-

cobras (hamadryas) for fifteen rupees.
They were very rare, and he meant to
send them to the London Zoo. They
were a beautiful pair, each being about
ten feet long. They were put in a box
with slats up the front, and for a time
it seemed an interesting investment.

Kyouk Phyou is an old penal settle-
ment, and most of the native workers
are exiled murderers, or worse. Ben’s
brother was married, and his cook,
Sundoo, was a past master in crime.
But as a cook he was satisfactory—
until his horoscope came into conjunc-
tion with the cobras. The Master was
away, and the Memsahib was alone in
the bungalow, when Sundoo took it
upon himself to become suffused with
gin, or arrack, or something that made
him aspire to great things. He spoil-
ed the dinner, but that was nothing—a
trifle ; not at all worthy of Sundoo, and
Sundoo drunk. He threw the spoil-
ed dinner away, and drank out of a
black bottle.

Rama! but he wanted to do some-
thing—then he thought of the cobras.
That was because of the black bottle.
He got them both out of the box,
somehow, and twined them, Medusa-
like, about his neck and arms. They
knew he was drunk—just as a horse
knows—and did not hurt him. When
the Memsahib told the butler to bring
in the dinner, he went out to the cook-
house, and looked in at the bamboo
door where sat Sundoo with the cobras
on his shoulders. Then he ran dili-
gently across the fields—many acres of
fields—before he stopped.

Presently the Memsahib called loud-
ly for her dinner, and the cook went in
with histwo friends. It was a terrible
thing to do; but Sundoo had taken
gin or arrack, or something from the
black bottle, and with drunken miscal-
culation thought the Memsahib would
be pleased with the exhibition. When
she fainted, it occurred to him that he
had failed in his efforts to amuse ; so
he went back, cheaply enough, and put
the king-cobras in the box, scolding
them for having frightened his mis-
tress.

It is not written in any book what
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punishment Sundoo got for that when
the sahib came home ; but Sundoo
knows. He will never forget.

After that the hamadryas were sent
up to my bungalow at the Borongos.
I did not know that their sole article of
diet was other snakes, and tried them
with rats, mice, frogs and birds ; but
they would eat none of them.

One day a dissipated young rock-
snake, about four feet long, swagger-
ed into the bungalow. Now the hama-
dryas had always appeared as though
they were spoiling for a fight, so I
transferred the larrikin to their box.
His advent started a civil war; the two
cobras rolled up their sleeves and went
at it ; while the new comer cowered in
a corner, with his head hidden under
the folds of his body.

It was a terrible battle. They grab-
bed each other by the neck with their
fangs and coiled their bodies together ;
they threshed up and down the big box
until one was beaten. The defeated
cobra slunk into a corner, coiled him-
self up and strove to hide his head un-
der the coils, as the rock snake had
done. The victor stood over him,
striking viciously upon the slightest
movement on his part. Then, when
thoroughly convinced that all the fight
had been knocked out of his mate, the
conqueror pulled the intruder from the
other corner by his head and swallow-
ed him. It took about six minutes for
him to accomplish this feat.

All the bones in a snake’s head are
loose, and they can even shove one
maxiliary, or side of the jaw, forward,
independent of the other; and the co-
bra shoved this snake straight down
his throat by means of these flexible
teeth. That solved the food question.
After that when snakes strolled into
the bungalow, they wound up in the
hamadryas’ box. There was always
a battle, and always a feast after-
wards.

They were very pugnacious, those
two, and sometimes fought each other
when there was really no purse in
sight. When I caught them at this
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I used to pull the slide door in the top
of the box and whip them with a small
cane.

Every morning the servants soused
the box with water to cleanse it. One
day while it was being washed out, I
heard a great commotion, and cries of
““ The big snake is out !” The servants
allfled excepta China-Burmo lad named
“Joe.” He told me the cobra had
gone into the provision room. I rig-
ged up a short bamboo snare, and
went on a shikar for the naga. I
found him among some cocoanuts
on the floor, When I went in he
raised his body about two feet, and
hissed loudly. I tapped him on the
nose with the bamboo, and, remember-
ing the whippings I had given him in
the box, he dropped and glided in and
out among the cocoanuts. But he was
too clever to stick his head in my bam-
boo noose ; he went under it, and over
it, but never through it. Once or
twice he raised up threateningly, but
a tap from the bamboo brought him
down again.

At last, just as he had evaded a care-
fully planned trap, and was gliding by,
I impatiently forgot all caution, and,
possessed of a sudden impulse, darted
out my hand, and grabbed him by the
neck. My hold was so close to his
head that there was no chance of his
striking me while I held on. I could
feel the pulling back of his muscles,
and gripped him with much strength.

As I emerged from the store-room
even Joe took to his heels.

The problem of how I was to get rid
of his snakeship bothered me consider-
ably as I trailed him toward the box,
at arm’s length, to prevent his reach-
ing my body. At the box I pulled the
upper slide, put his head at the open-
ing, and, feeling his muscles set in that
direction, released my hold and step-
ped back quickly. He glided quietly
in, I closed the lid and took a big
lungful of air. It is not a pleasant
thing to capture a cobra with the bare
hand.

Standing behind my chair at tiffin,
Joe asked me in an awed voice,
¢ Master not afraid of snake ?”
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““No,” I replied scornfully, ‘no
snake hurt me.” But then you see Joe
had also taken to the jungle and had
not seen my face when I was loaded
up with the beastly thing.

Cooke was a man of much guileless
faith, and once, when I was away, a
snake charmer came along and per-
suaded him to loan him the hamadryas
for a few days ; he would break them
in and bring them back. Perhaps he
did break them in—we never knew.

The hamadryas is wonderfully like a
bulldog. He is pugnacious in the ex-
treme—always ready to fight. He is
the most terrible snake among all the
ophidia; he is big and strong and
quick, and his venom is as fatal as that
of the cobra di capello. But with all
this he seems to have the same toler-
ant good nature towards those he feels
have a right over him that the bulldog
possesses. The snake charmer finds
him docile. Here is an authentic in-
cident :

A friend of mine living in Kyouk
Phyou, had a little boy about six years
old, who used to play beneath the
bungalow. He often chattered about
his playmate, the snake ; but no atten-
tion was paid to this. One day the
father saw the boy squatted on the
sand under the bungalow throwing
pebbles and little sticks at a huge
hamadryas, which was gliding about,
not offering to hurt the little fellow.
But when the man appeared, the cobra
became enraged and attacked him,
causing him to beat a hasty retreat.
He got his gun, and shot the king-
cobra dead.

It seemed that the hamadryas had
been nesting in one of the numerous
rat holes under the bungalow, and the
boy had often played with him. He
declared there were two of the snakes
there, but if I remember right they
never saw the other one.

The Daboia russellii is a sluggish
beast, and yet possessed of a devilish
quickness. You may step over him,
and he will lie apparently asleep,

touch him and he will strike with the
rapidity of lightning, and the fatalness
of a Borgia. The danger from the
daboia and his brother in sin, the
karait, is great because of their
lethargic iniquity. The cobra will get
out of the way if he can; these two
will not. I have often brought my
foot down on the neck of a daboia as
he lay in the sun, and watched the
ugly, squirming head with its big
fangs like a cat’s claws.

When I was stationed in the jungle
back of Kyouk Phyou, a friend wrote
asking for a good specimen of the
daboia. He wanted him put in a
bottle of alcohol, without being smashed
up any. In a short time I secured a
snake from the roof of the henhouse,
and carried him into my verandah.
I got a large pickle bottle, and tried
to shove him into the neck of it with
a pair of short fire tongs. The snake
was irtensely sluggish, and I grew a
little careless. Presently the tongs
slipped from his neck, and as I reached
to catch him again he struck.

His action was so quick that 1 had
no time to draw back the sixteenth
of an inch ; but I think his body must
have come in contact with the tongs
as I held them out, for somehow he
just failed to get home. I fancy that
the nasal plates of his armoured head
touched my thumb.

On one occasion the sister of one
of our party spent a few days on the
Borongos. She slept in a small bun-
galow beside ours. The second
morning, just after daylight, we were
startled by piercing screams from the
little bungalow, and rushed out in
time to see her come headlong from
her quarters, in sleeping garments
only. It was the usual thing—a
snake.

When she first opened her eyes she
discovered a huge reptile six feet long
coiled on top of the mosquito curtain
just over her face. The warmth of
her breath had evidently attracted him
to that spot. He was promptly killed.
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The little tales that I have told here
of snakes’ ways are absolutely true.
There are others in connection with
the natives, more horrible, dealing
with the death of the poor creatures
from snake bite.

Emir Ally’s father was killed on the
Barongo by a huge python—crushed
to death; and others of the natives
were killed also. Yearly in India a
matter of 20,000 die of snake bite. I
never knew of but one man to recover
—and his recovery was only partial, I
fancy.

Dr. Vincent Richards, who was a
great authority on poisonous snakes,
in Calcutta, was showing a cobra to a
friend. He was holding the snake by
the neck with his right hand and
pointing at the fangs with the left,
when the reptile suddenly struck him
on the end of the finger. He had all
the appliances at hand, and took
prompt action. He recovered, and I
saw him a few weeks afterward. But
he died in about a year, and friends
assured me that he never fully worked
off the poison.

Science stops when confronted with
the virus of the cobra—it can do
nothing. Permanganate of potassium,
ammonia, alcohol and the other vain
things which have been tried, are all
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futile. There is no hope once the
poison enters the blood—and this it
does with frightful rapidity. Even
the mongoose, the natural enemy of
the snake, must depend solely upon
his agility  Quick as the cobra is, the
little creature who flies at his head so
fearlessly, is quicker, and crushes his
skull with strong sharp teeth. But
let those terrible fangs induct the
Borgian fluid into the blood of the
mongoose, and he, too, must pay the
penalty of his temerity.

And the evil does not stop with the
death of the victim, for the poisoned
blood is quite as virulent, if injected,
as the original death fluid. It is true
that the immediate amputation of a
toe or finger may prevent the induc-
tion of the virus into the vascular
system, but the action must take place
at once. The snake uses this awful
weapon to capture his food victim—
the poison paralyzes the quarry, and
the snake swallows it at his leisure.
The poison has no effect upon the rep-
tile, either taken into the stomach or
injected into its blood by another
snake. The poisonous snakes do not
kill each other by means of the
poisons, but an innocuous serpent
dies quickly when struck by a poison-
ous one.

LIFE’'S STREAM.

WHETHER our life’s a stream which gaily flows
"Tween mossy banks where the blue violet grows,

Or rushes angrily where deep rocks lie

And white-sailed shadows quivering fade and die,

To the same ocean we all flow at last,

Our fair green banks or muddy channels past ;

And when in rainbow beams we softly lie

We know not which is fairer, you or I.

Helen Baptie Lough.



ROBERT GRANT HALIBURTON.

By Lieut.-Col. George T. Denison.

ON the 6th March last at Pass

Christian, on the Gulf of Mexico,
there passed away one of Canada’s
most loyal and devoted sons. Robert
Haliburton, eldest son of the celebrat-
ed author of ‘“ Sam Slick,” was in
many respects a most remarkable man.
He was a master of lore ancient
and modern regarding the Pleiades
and many other recondite subjects,
and among the scientific men of many
learned societies he was highly esteem-
ed, his papers and essays showing
great research and deep thought. The
side of his character, however, which
led to my acquaintance with him, and
caused a life-long intimate friendship
between us was his intense patriotism,
his thorough Canadianism, his loyalty
to his sovereign and his heartfelt devo-
tion to the cause of the unity of the
Empire.

In April, 1868, during the Parlia-
mentary session, I was in Ottawa on
business for several weeks. The late
W. A. Foster, Q.C., was there at the
same time—our mutual friend, Henry
J. Morgan, the well-known author,
then in the Civil Service, was at that
time living at Buck and Sanger’s Hotel,
and we often spent our evenings in his
room. Here we met Haliburton and
Chas. Mair, who afterwards wrote ‘‘ Te-
cumseh.” A warm friendship rapidly
sprang up, and we were a great deal
together. Confederation was then a
very recent event, and naturally exerted
a great influence upon the imagination
of young Canadians. We were all about
the same age, under thirty, except
Haliburton, who was a few years older,
and it is an interesting fact that the
constant topic of conversation was
the future welfare of Canada. This
was discussed evening after evening
from every point of view, with the
result that we made a solemn pledge
to each other thatwe would as a primary

duty do all in our power, collectively,
and individually, to advance the inter-
ests of Canada. Shortly afterwards
the idea was crystallized in the motto
we assumed ‘‘ Canada First,” meaning
that Canada as a nation was to be put
before party or personal interests.

Haliburton was the first to exert his
great abilities in the cause. There
were difficulties in the way in those
early days of Confederation, and a
good deal of friction in Nova Scotia
particularly, and as a distinguished
Nova Scotian his pleas for unity and
consolidation were of great value.
His pamphlet on ‘“Intercolonial Trade,
the only Safeguard against Disunion
and the true means of cementing the
Confederation,’’ attracted the attention
and interest of our leading statesmen,
and was quoted with high approval in
the House of Commons by the Hon.
Thomas D’Arcy McGee in the last
speech he ever made, only a few hours
before his assassination. Haliburton
followed this by a lecture on *‘The
Men of the North and their Place in
History,” with the object of showing
that the Canadians were the Northmen
of the New World, and sure to become
a dominant race. The conclusion of
this lecture was a poem on ‘‘ The
North,” which was of high merit. The
whole object of the lecture was the
encouragement of a national spirit in
Canadians as Canadians.

The first practical question that
naturally darose was the necessity
for bringing the Hudson’s Bay Terri-
tory and British Columbia into the
Confederation. This was advocated
in all available ways. Charles Mair went
to Fort Garry late in 1868 and wrote
a series of letters to the Toronto
Globe descriptive of the new country,
extolling its capabilities and advocating
a migration of the Canadian farmers
to its fertile plains. These letters fore-
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telling the future progress of the terri-
tories were freely copied and eagerly
read in Ontario and the Maritime Prov-
inces and prepared public opinion to
insist upon the incorporation of the
North-West into the Dominion.

There were many hostile elements to
face. The people of Lower Canada
foresaw the future influence and power
of the new provinces which would arise
in the West, and were quite willing to
delay matters. The Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany were not anxious to lose the con-
trol over half a continent which they
had enjoyed for about two hundred
years to their great profit,and theefforts
to create a national spirit in Ontario
and to awaken the enthusiasm of its
people in favour of expansion were
therefore very necessary and valuable.

Mair enlisted Dr. Schultz, of Fort
Garry, (afterwards Sir John Schultz)
in our association and gave him
a letter of introduction to me, and
I introduced him to Foster, and also
to Haliburton who at the time hap-
pened to be staying a few days with
me. This was in the summer of 186q.
That autumn Riel’s first rebellion broke
out, and Schultz and Mair were among
the first to be imprisoned by him. It
was generally thought that Riel in-
tended to put both to death, for he
made threats to that effect. Mair
and Schultz, however, both effected
perilous escapes, and made their way
by widely different routes to Toronto.
The agitation that was at once organ-
ized in favour of sending an expedition
to the North-West was the work of the
““ Canada First”’ group which had been
augmented by the accession of a num-
ber of young men. Hugh Scott,
George Kingsmill, Richard Grahame,
James D. Edgar, Thomas Walmsley,
Joseph E. Macdougall, Dr. Canniff and
George M. Rae were prominent among
them. Public meetings were organiz-
ed and articles written for the press
which soon led the Government to con-
clude that the public feeling in Ontario
would stand no trifling. Haliburton
did his full part in thiswork. His poem,
““A Voice from a Prairie Grave,’’ on the
death of Thomas Scott, who was
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executed by Riel, was very powerfully
written. The first and last verses I
recall.

"Twas an old, old tale!
good
"Tis meet that he should die,
And they led him forth to a lonely spot
Under a wintry sky ;
To a lone, lone spot, through the trackless
snow,
No help, no pity near ;
The very messenger of peace
A minister of fear.
But God is just, and heaven is nigh,
And the cry of the slain
That haunted Cain,
Will rise to a God on high.

For the peoples’

That still small voice from a prairie grave,
It has reached the ocean shore.
From heart to heart, from lip to lip,
It echoes evermore.
Like the voice of many waters—Hark !
The roar of the storm we hear,
““Thrice, thrice ten thousand, we've ne'er
served
The Baal whom ye fear ;
For God is just, and heaven is nigh,
And the cry of the slain
That baunted Cain,
Has reach’'d to a God on high."”

The expedition was decided upon,
and was sent under Colonel (now Lord)
Wolseley in May, 1870. The ‘‘ Cana-
da First” committee were jocularly
called among themselves ‘‘ The Twelve
Apostles,” (for the organization was
quite secret so far as the public was
concerned).

We were constantly considering the
danger of intrigues to prevent or delay
the bringing in of the North-West Ter-
ritories. Now that it is all an accom-
plished factit is hard to realize the
anxieties and forebodings of that time,
and the dread of complications which
then appeared quite possible to the
minds of the more thoughtful.  Hali-
burton, as anxious as the rest of
us, happened to be at Niagara Falls
on his way to England in July, 1870,
when he obtained by chance some im-
portant information which was prompt-
ly conveyed to ‘‘The Twelve Apostles”’
through Dr. Schultz.

In 1899, Haliburton printed a state-
ment of his connection with the affair,
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which he circulated among a few of his
friends. It is worth quoting in full as
an interesting contribution to that
period of Canadian history :

HOW A CABINET SECRET LEAKED
OUT, AND THE RESULT.

Soon after the Red River Expedition was
sent in 1870 by the Canadian Government there
were persistent sinister rumours that the Gov-
ernment was going to make the Expedition ““‘a
fool's-errand” by issuing an amnesty ; but
weeks elapsed and nothing was done and loyal
Canadians began to breathe more freely. At
this critical period, harassed by Ontario and
Quebec, Sir John Macdonald, in consequence
of a fit of illness (a misfortune which had its
redeeming and sunny side, as it saved him
from a terribly trying ordeal in store for him)
had to hand over the destinies of the Domin-
ion to Sir George Cartier, who lost no time in
acting on the principle of *“ making hay while
the sun shines,” as was unexpectedly forced
on my attention.

In July, 1870, I was starting for England,
via New York ; and as the Governor-General
and his suite were at the Clifton House, Ni-
agara Falls, I' thought I would stop over on
my way and see him about an important point
that had apparently not been thought of, viz.,
the danger that the French laws of Quebec
would be introduced into the North-West ;
but I was greatly surprised at finding that the
Vice-Regal party had two or three days pre-
viously migrated to a smaller hotel at the Sus-
pension Bridge, and I felt convinced that there
must have been something at the bottom of
this odd move.

Next morning I hunted up Sir John Young,
and when I had broached the subject I was
interested in, he interrupted me by saying,
*“1 expect Sir George Cartier, Archbishop
Taché, and Governor Archibald to meet me
here on Fridaynext.” (He must have justgota
telegram to that effect from the Cabinet, which
met that day.)

At once the whole truth flashed upon me,—
‘“ His visitors will be on their way through
the United States to Fort Garry, to head off
Colonel Wolseley with an amnesty. The place
of meeting is a safe one for them, as in a
minute or two they can ‘skip’ over to the
United States, and be out of reach of the
people of Canada.”

I was so sure that I was right, and felt so
indignant, that I made no comments, and
asked no questions, but at once reverted to
the subject of the respective merits of English
and French legal systems; and I no doubt
surprised him by my apparent lack of interest
in Canadian affairs of State. In a minute or
two I bade him goodbyé, after an interview
of about a quarter of an hour, and, hurrying
to the telegraph office, I sent Dr. (afterwards
Sir John) Schultz, who was then at London,
Ont., the following telegram, so far as I can
recollect :
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‘‘ Confidential. Sir George Cartier,
Archbishop Taché, and Governor Archi-
bald meet the Governor-General here on
Friday. Mischiefis afloat. Am writing
to you.

R. G. HALIBURTON."

I then wrote to him as to the conspiracy
which I felt sure was on foot against the future
of the great North-West ; and I begged him
to notify *“ The Twelve Apostles” at Toron-
to, (the leaders of the Canada First party), to
be ready to strike a blow the moment they
might find my forecast confirmed.

It proved correct, and my warning was in
time.

It is probable that my telegram reached
Dr. Schultz, and the Twelve Apostles were on
the gui vive, before the Cabinet meeting had
adjourned ! ;

My connection with these matters only last-
ed from twenty minutes to half an hour ; and
when I left for New York, I bade good-bye
to this subject and left it behind me in good
hands.

In justice to Sir John Young, it may safely
be assumed that, had he not been kept in the
dark as to what was coming, he would have
been more reticent. Evidently the strings
were being pulled by his Private Secretary,
Turville, who was in full accord with Sir
George Cartier’s views, and who married
Lady Lisgar after Lord Lisgar’s death.

It is now a matter of history, that in conse-
quence of a furious indignation meeting having
been held at Toronto, Sir John Young did not
dare to send any one through the United
States to Fort Garry. So Archibald had to
try anall-Canadian route, the “ Snow Road,”
and in time proved the truth of the adage,
that ‘“a stern chase is a long one.” One of
the reasons for this I heard years afterwards
in England from one of * The Twelve Apos-
tles,"” Colonel G. T. Denison, who had prompt-
ly sent word to Wolseley to hurry up, as
Archibald was after him with an amnesty.

In consequence of my having been the
guest of friends of mine in England, who
were relatives of Sir John Young, it seemed
possible that he might have been more cordial
and communicative than he would otherwise
have been, so I made up my mind to adopt a
policy of silence and self-effacement in rela-
tion to the unlooked-for part, which an odd
chance had so strangely thrust upon me.

By an equally odd chance, a few minutes
after I had sent my telegram, I was in the
United States, en route to London, England,
where I intended to reside. Had I remained
in Canada, a prolonged silence on my part as
to this subject would have been difficult. Sir
John Young became Lord Lisgar and I think
was dead when I returned to Canada. I then
met Sir John Schultz, who at once spoke of
the Red River Expedition. *‘No one,” he
said, ‘“ has been able to conjecture how we
got hold of a profound Cabinet secret, and
that too so promptly, that we were able to
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checkmate the government asto the amnesty.
They are as much puzzled as we are.”

To this I replied, ‘“ You seem to have a
bad memory.” I then recalled my telegram
from Niagara, and his being at that time at
London, Ont,

The whole story then came back to him.
The telegram was *‘ confidential,” and he had
locked up the secret very carefully, and had
lost the key !

It is interesting to reflect on what would
have happened, if the clue which Sir John
Young gave me had not been grasped by me,
orif I had not acted promptly on it, and in
the right quarter. The future of haif a con-
tinent would have been mortgaged ; and Col-
onel Wolseley would have been made a laugh-
ing-stock, and might never have won his
peerage ; while a race war might have
grown out of these questions, compared with
which that in South Africa would now scem
a trifle.

Another peerage, that of Lord Lisgar,
would never have been heard of if at the
time of these events I had put in print that
Sir John Young's chatter had saved the
North-West.

R. G. HALIBURTON.

Toronto, Oct. 13th, 1899.
3

Haliburton remained in England
until 1876, but he still kept true to his
pledge to his ‘‘Canada First” com-
rades, and earnestly advocated the
cause of Canada and Imperial Unity at
a time when in England there was
great coolness shown towards the Col-
onies. In May, 1872, he published in
the St. James' Magasine ** The Dream
of the United Empire Loyalists of
1776,” a most powerful article after-
wards reproduced in pamphlet form,
which exercised an important influence.
He followed this up by purchasing the
magazine and giving it a second title,
The United Empire Review, and not
only in its pages, but in lectures and
in speeches during the general elec-
tion, he brought before the English
people strong arguments in favour of
the unity of the Empire.

He returned to Canada in 1876, but
in 1881 was obliged by ill-health to
give up his law practice and spend his
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A.D.C. TO THE MARQUIS OF NORMAN-
BY, GOVERNOR OF NOVA SCOTIA

winters in semi-tropical climates. I
did not see much of him during the
last twenty years, but we corresponded,
and I received from time to time letters
from all sorts of places—Egypt, Mo-
rocco, St. Helena, the West Indian Is-
lands, etc.; occasionally able and learn-
ed papers prepared for and published
by scientific and learned societies would
come, always most interesting, show-
ing great research and deep and orig-
inal thought. A list of these will be
found in Morgan’s ‘‘ Canadian Men and
Women of the Time.” His articles on
the Pleiades and the survival of Dwarf
Races attracted the attention of learn-
ed men in many countries, and the
Ninth Congress of Orientalists award-
ed him a medal for his discoveries. He
was elected to a number of scientific
societies in England, Denmark, Portu-
gal, Canada and Egypt, and was at
one time on the Council of the Royal
Colonial Institute.
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While engaged in this class of work
his mind was constantly turning to-
wards Canada and the Empire, his let-
ters always showing his keen interest
in these patriotic questions. His let-
ters to the public on the defences of
St. Helena, and on the importance of
that post to the Empire, attracted the
attention of leading statesmen.

He came to Canada to attend the
British Association meeting in 1884,
and made two or three visits subse-
quently. On each visit he seemed to
be rapidly aging. He spent the last
two summers, or parts of them, in To-
ronto, where he had bought a house,
but his health was shattered, his
hearing very defective, and his con-
dition generally alarmed his old friends
who could not fail to see the end ap-
proaching.  His interest in. public
affairs, however, was as keen as ever,
and he was as earnest in his devotion
to his native country as when in his
prime we first worked together. I saw
him last September, shortly before he
left for the south, and felt very doubt-
ful if he would ever return. He
passed away, as I have said, on the
6th March in his 7oth year, a true-
hearted, unselfish Canadian, who kept
his word to the last, and put the inter-
ests of his native country in the front
rank in all his thoughts.

The following extract from one of
his lectures in opposition to annexation
will give an idea of the depth of his
patriotism and his power of expressing
it :—

‘ Whenever we lower those we love into
the grave, we entrust them to the bosom of
our country as sacred pledges that the soil
that is thus consecrated by their dust, shall
never be violated by a foreign flag or the foot
of a foe. And whenever the voice of disloyalty
whispers in our ear, or passing discontent
tempts us to forget those who are to come
after us, or those who have gone before, the
leal, the true and the good, who cleared our
forests and made the land they loved a heri-
tage of plenty and peace for us and for our
children, a stern voice comes echoing on
through thirty centuries, a voice from a
mighty nation of the past, that long ages has
slumbered on the banks of the Nile, ‘accur-
sed be he who holds not the ashes of his

fathers sacred, and forgets what is due from
the living to the dead.’”
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MCILWRAITH

CANADIAN CELEBRITIES.

XXIV.—MISS JEAN N. McILWRAITH.

OTHING is more necessary to a
writer than to have had a child-
hood full of life and feeling, happy or
unhappy as the case may be, for, un-
fortunately, the one will do as well as
the other so long as the child who is
to be an artist in words enters into life
with zest. Miss Mcllwraith had an
almost ideal childhood for observation.
‘“Cairnbrae,” on the shores of Burling-
ton Bay, with its ample spaces and
free air, and its sweet, old-fashioned
garden, made a home that anyone
might long to remember. Mr. Mcll-
wraith, her father, is the foremost
ornithologist of Canada, his book,
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‘“The Birds of Ontario,” having had
a wide circulation ; and he was usual-
ly accompanied on his expeditions by
one or more of the children : in this
way they learned how enchanting
Nature may be when she is approached
as the mistress of knowledge. The
nearby shores of lake Ontario, the
windswept Bay, the beautiful Cana-
dian woods, and the rock escarpment
that makes Hamilton one of the most
picturesque cities in Ontario, were an
inexhaustible treasure-house to the gay
and hearty descendants of an old Scot-
tish stock. One of the most striking
features of the home in ‘¢ Cairnbrae”
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at the present time is Mr. Mcllwraith’s
fine collection of native birds, skilfully
mounted in cases by the collector him-
self who with unfailing interest will
furnish the enquirer with information
from the fund of lore in bird life, for
which he is justly famous.

Just what such a life, with its morn-
ings dawning on the lake, and the songs
of the birds in the apple trees of the
garden marking the end of the day,
meant to the daughter whose heart
was leaping already to what Tennyson
has called ‘“The Gleam,” may be
imagined. Full of purpose, of strength
for mind and body, simplicity, know-
ledge, and hope, with the beauty of
nature perpetually unfolding before
eyes that were being trained to observe
her—what more could anyone wish for
a child ?

These, however, were not the only
influences which Miss Mcllwraith was
moulded by in ‘“ Cairnbrae.” On both
sides of the house the Mcllwraiths are
Scotch, intensely Scotch, if one may
be allowed to use what seems to be a
tautological expression, considering
how universally Scotchmen are intense
when their nationality is concerned.
Mr. and Mrs. Mcllwraith came to
Canada from Ayr, and were both des-
cended in the direct line from **free-
men,” followers of Bruce who had
fought with him at Bannockburn and
had been rewarded with certain lots
called ‘‘ freedoms” on the sea coast at
Ayr. Miss Mcllwraith inherits from
her mother an inimitable Scotch wit,
and an irrepressible buoyancy that
meets life and duty, no matter in what
form they present themselves, as
blithely as if every day was a holiday.
‘“The Curious Career of Roderick
Campbell,” announced by Messrs.
Houghton, Mifflin in their spring pub-
lications, owes more, perhaps, than
any other of Miss Mcllwraith’s books
to her mother. The philosophic and
witty sayings in many instances have
been expressions of the clever Ayr
gentlewoman who never lost the in-
flections of the speech of her childhood
nor the strong native characteristics
of her early home. The bond

between Miss Mcllwraith and her
mother was always one of unusual
fidelity and understanding ; it grew, if
possible, more close in later years
when nothing could tempt Miss McIl-
wraith away from her mother s side at
‘“ Cairnbrae ” for more than a few
hours at a time. The daughter had
the satisfaction of knowing that her
mother’s comfort and happiness de-
pended largely on her; but this in
itself made the break all the harder to
bear when it came as it did only a few
months ago in the beginning of Feb-
ruary of this year.

Miss Mcllwraith’s training has been
largely individual ; her characteristic
ability. has not been sacrificed to a
school system, a misfortune that is
supposed by some to be rapidly over-
whelming Canadians. She studied
intermittently with the Queen Mar-
garet Correspondence Classes, a Glas-
gow University extension movement
of advanced standing. In this way
Miss Mcllwraith was thoroughly
trained in the work she herself prefers,
literary criticism, and formed the
habits of intellectual thoroughness and
industry which make historical novel
writing with her the work of a student
and not the hastily prepared subject of
one who covers a lack of knowledge
with a dazzle of sword-play.

Miss Mcllwraith has an unusual capa-
city for work ; but this is not marked
by anything laborious or heavy in her
writing which is composed by an
accurate, light and skilful hand. Her
intellectual powers are of a high order;
her literary judgment is good, and
everything that she writes is full of
delightful humour.

The books by which her reputation
was first made are ‘A Book About
Shakespeare,” ‘“ A Book About Long-
fellow,” and ‘‘Canada,” volumes
written for young people which give
comprehensive and pleasing accounts
of their various subjects. They con-
tain also criticism which is a model of
fairness and moderation, and, when
her intellectual sympathy is aroused,
no ordinary degree of analytic percep-
tion. In partnership with Mr. William

——recesin
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McLennan, of Montreal, Miss Mcll-
wraith wrote that charming story
‘““The Span o’ Life.” which appeared
as a serial in Harper's Magasine and
has continued to delight a large public
in book form. ‘‘The Span o’ Life”
was a story of across the seas and
Canada, and while it is idle to specu-
late on the part each author had in
its preparation, it must have served as
a valuable experience to Miss Mcll-
wraith in forming the plot of her next
story which already has been referred
to, ‘“ The Curious Career of Roderick
Campbell.” The reputation of the
firms who are publishing it—Hough-
ton, Mifflin of Boston, and Constable
& Company of London—is so high
that any novel issued by them must be
considered unusually good. Of Miss
Mcllwraith’s work in Roderick Camp-
bell they speak enthusiastically, pro-
mising the public entertainment and
interest and a somewhat unusual

character for a hero. Roderick Camp-
bell is boldly described at the outset
by the author as being ‘‘ fat, bald and
forty,” and a hater of women ; but he
has compensating traits, follows the
Prince in the Forty-Five, crosses the
sea after the defeat at Culloden, and
sees the Black Watch in its famous
charge at Ticonderoga—Stevenson’s
Ticonderoga—

‘“ There fell a war in a woody place,
Lay far across the sea,

A war of the march in the mirk midnight
And the shot from behind the tree,

The shaven head and the painted face,
The silent foot in the wood,

In the land of a strange, outlandish tongue
That was hard to be understood.”

““The Curious Career of Roderick
Campbell ” can bear comparison with
any recent historical novel in regard
to its construction, its unfailing ad-
venture, and its accuracy. But the
character of Roderick himself is the
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point in which Miss Mcllwraith excels.
Given a certain talent for writing and
some experience in it, it does not seem
to be difficult to write a historical
novel. But the personality of Roder-
ick needs more than that. No writer
who was without the power of making
people could have conceived this
townguardsman of Edinburgh who is
far from wishing to be conspicuous in
a fight and yet cannot keep away from
war, either social or military ; who is
bored by women and loves children ;
finds the North American Indian mode
of existence rather agreeable; and is
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consistent to the last page of the book.
Roderick Campbell is, in short—bar-
ring his objection to risking his own
skin—very much the kind of Scotch-
man who found life in the backwoods
of America irresistible when the Old
Country became too thoroughly civil-
ized for his taste.

Although Miss Mcllwraith herselfpre-
fers'criticism, ‘“ The Curious Career ot
Roderick Campbell ” will confirm many
of her admirers in the opinion that it
would be a mistake for her to devote
more of her time to that than to fic-
tion.

Marjory MacMurchy.

WILD MOTHERHOOD.

By Charles G. D. Roberts.

WITH DRAWINGS BY ARTHUR HEMING.

THE deep snow in the moose-yard
was trodden down to the moss,
and darkly soiled with many days of
occupancy. The young spruce and
birch trees which dotted the trodden
space were cropped of all but their
toughest and coarsest branches, and
the wall of loftier growth which fenced
the yard was stripped of its tenderer
twigs to the utmost height of the tall
bull’s neck. The available provender
was all but gone, and the herd was in
that restlessness which precedes a
move to new pastures.

The herd of moose was a small one
—three gaunt, rusty-brown, slouching
cows, two ungainly calves of a lighter
hue, and one huge, high-shouldered
bull, whose sweep of palmated antlers
bristled like a forest. Compared with
the towering bulk of his forequarters,
the massive depth of his rough-maned
neck, the weight of the formidable ant-
lers, the length and thickness of his
clumsy, hooked muzzle with its pre-
hensile upper lip—his lean and frayed
hindquarters looked grotesquely dimi-
nutive. Surprised by three days of
blinding snowfall, the great bull-moose
had been forced to establish the yard
for his herd in an unfavourable neigh-

bourhood ; and now he found himself
confronted by the necessity of a long
march through snow of such softness
and depth as would make swift move-
ment impossible and fetter him in the
face of his enemies. In deepsnow the

. moose can neither flee nor fight, at

both of which he is adept under fair
conditions ; and deep snow, as he
knew, is the opportunity of the wolf
and the hunter. But in this case the
herd had no choice. It was simply
take the risk or starve.

That same night, when the moon was
rising round and white behind the fir-
tops, the tall bull breasted and trod
down the snowy barrier, and led his
herd off northward between the hem-
lock trunks and the jutting granite
boulders. He moved slowly, his im-
mense muzzle stretched straight out
before him, the bony array of his ant-
lers laid back level to avoid the hind-
rance of clinging boughs. Here and
there a hollow under the level surface
would set him plunging and wallowing
for a moment, but in the main his giant
strength enabled him to forge his way
ahead with a steady majesty of might.
Behind him, in dutiful line, came the
three cows ; and behind these, again,
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the calves followed at ease in a clear
trail, their muzzles not outstretched
like that of the leader, but drooping al-
most to the snow, their high shoulders
working awkwardly at every stride. In
utter silence, like dark, monstrous
spectres, the line of strange shapes
moved on ; and down the bewildering,
ever-rearranging forest corridors the
ominous fingers of long moonlight felt
curiously after them. When they had
journeyed for some hours the herd
came out upon a high and somewhat
bare plateau, dotted sparsely with
clumps of aspen, stunted yellow birch,
and spruce. From this table-land the
streaming northwest winds had swept
the snow almost clean, carrying it off
to fill the neighbouring valley. The
big bull, who knew where he was
going and had no will to linger on the
way, halted only for a few minutes’
browsing, and then started forward on
a long, swinging trot. At every stride
his loose-hung, wide-cleft, spreading
hooves came sharply together with a
flat, clacking noise. The rest of the
line swept dutifully into place, and the
herd was off.

But not all the herd. One of the
calves, tempted a little aside by a
thicket of special juciness and savour,
took alarm, and thought he was going
to be left behind. He sprang forward,
a powerful but clumsy stride, careless
of his footing. A treacherous screen of
snow-crusted scrub gave way, and he
slid sprawling to the bottom of a little
narrow gully or crevice, a natural pit-
fall. His mother, looking solicitously
backward, saw him disappear. With
a heave of her shoulders, a sweep of
her long, hornless head, an anxious
flick of her little naked tail, she swung
out of the line and trotted swiftly to
the rescue.

There was nothing she could do.
The crevice was some ten or twelve
feet long and five or six in width, with
sides almost perpendicular. The calf
could just reach its bushy edges with
his up-stretched muzzle, but he could
get no foothold by which to clamber
out. On every side he essayed it, fall-
ing back with a hoarse bleat from each
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frightened effort; while the mother,
with head down and piteous eyes star-
ing upon him, ran round and round the
rim of the trap. At last, when he stop-
ped and stood with palpitating sides
and wide nostrils of terror, she, too,
halted. Dropping awkwardly upon
her knees in the snowy bushes, with
loud, blowing breaths, she reached
down her head to nose and comfort him
with her sensitive muzzle. The calf
leaned up as close as possible to her
caresses. Under their tenderness the
tremblings of his gaunt, pathetic knees
presently ceased. And in this position
the two remained almost motionless for
an hour, under the white, unfriendly
moon. The herd had gone on without
them.
11

In the wolf’s cave in the great blue-
and-white wall of plaster-rock, miles
back beside the rushing of the river,
there was famine. Theshe-wolf, heavy
and near her time, lay agonizing in the
darkest corner of the cave, licking in
grim silence the raw stump of her right
foreleg. Caught in a steel trap, she
had gnawed off her own paw as the
price of freedom. She could not hunt ;
and the hunting was bad that winter in
the forests by the blue-and-white wall.
The wapiti deer had migrated to safer
ranges, and her gray mate, hunting
alone, was hard put to it to keep star-
vation from the cave.

The gray wolf trotted briskly down
the broken face of the plaster-rock, in
the full glare of the moon, and stood
for a moment to sniff the air that came
blowing lightly but keenly over the stiff
tops of the torest. The wind was
clean. It gave him no tidings of a
quarry. Descending hurriedly the last
fifty yards of the slope, he plunged into
the darkness of the fir-woods. Softas
was the snow inthose quiet recesses, it
was yet sufficiently packed to support
him as he trotted, noiseless and alert,
on the broad-spreading pads of his
paws. Furtive and fierce, he slipped
through the shadow like a ghost.
Across the open glades he fleeted more
swiftly, a bright and sinister shape, his
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head swinging a little from side to side,
every sense upon the watch. His
direction was pretty steadily to the
west of north.

He had travelled long, till the direc-
tion of the moon-shadows had taken a
different angle to his path, when sud-
denly there came a scent upon the
wind. He stopped, one foot up, ar-
rested in his stride. The gray, cloudy
brush of his tail stiffened out. His
nostrils, held high to catch every walft
of the new scent, dilated ; and the

young cows, one or another of which
he might hope to stampede by his cun-
ning. The same instant’s scrutiny re-
vealed to him that the herd had passed
nearly an hour ahead of him. Up
went the gray cloud of his tail and
down went his nose; and then he
straightened himself to his top speed,
compared to which the pace wherewith
he had followed the scent up the wind
was a mere casual sauntering.

When he emerged upon the open
plateau and reached the spot where

‘“THAT SAME NIGHT WHEN THE MOON WAS RISING ROUND AND WHITE "'

edges of his upper lip came down over
the white fangs, from which they had
been snarlingly withdrawn. His pause
was but for a breath or two. Yes,
there was no mistaking it. The scent
was moose—very far off, but moose,
without question. He darted forward
at a gallop, but with his muzzle still
held high, following that scent up the
wind.

Presently he struck the trail of the
herd. An instant’s scrutiny told his
trained sense that there were calves and

the herd had scattered to browse, he
slackened his pace and went warily,
peering from side to side. The cow-
moose, lying down in the bushes to
fondle her imprisoned young, was hid-
den from his sight for the moment ;
and so it chanced that before he dis-
covered her he came between her and
the wind. That scent—it was the
taint of death toher. It went through
her frame like an electric shock. With
a snort of fear and fury she heaved to
her feet and stood, wide-eyed and with
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lowered brow, facing the menace.

The wolf heard that snorting chal-
lenge, and saw the awkward bulk of
her shoulders as she rose above the
scrub. His jaws wrinkled back tight-
ly, baring the full length of his keen
white faugs, and a greenish phosphor-
escent film seemed to pass suddenly
across his
narrowed
eyeballs.
But he did
not spring
at once to
the attack.
He was
surprised.
Moreover,
he inferred
the calf,
from the
presence of
the cow
apart from
the rest of
the herd.
And a full-
grown cow-
moose,
with the
mother fury
inherheart,
he knew to
be a dan-
gerous ad-
versary.
Though
she was
hornless,
he knew
the force of
her batter-
ing front,
the swift,
s-hita £i5p
stroke of
her hoof,
the dauntless intrepidity of her courage.
Further, though his own courage and
the avid urge of his hunger might have
led him underother circumstances to at-
tack forthwith, to-night he knew that
he must take nochances. The cave in
the blue-and-white rocks was depend-
ing on his success. His mate, wounded

‘AT THE REPORT THE WOLF SHOT INTO THE AIR"
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and heavy with young—if he let him-
self get disabled in this hunting she
must perish miserably. With prudent
tactics, therefore, he circled at a safe
distance around the hidden pit;; and
around its rim circled the wary mother,
presenting to him ceaselessly the de-
fiance of her huge and sullen front. By
this means
he easily
concluded
that the
calf was a
prisoner in
the pit.
This being
the case he
knew that
with pati-
ence and
his experi-
enced craft
the game
was safely
his. He
drew off
some half-
dozen
paces, and
sat upon
his haunch-
es contem-
platively to
weigh the
situation.
Everything
had turned
out most
fortunately
for his hun-
ting and
food would
no longer
be scarce in
the cave of
the painted
rocks,
I11.

That same night, in a cabin of un-
utterable loneliness some miles to the
west of the trail from the moose-yard,
a sallow-faced, lean backwoodsman
was awakened by the moonlight stream-
ing into his face through the small
square window. He glanced at the
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embers on the open hearth, and knew
that for the white maple logs to have
so burned down he must have been
sleeping a good six hours. And he had
turned in soon after the early winter
sunset. Rising on his elbow, he threw
down the gaudy patchwork quilt of
red, yellow, blue and mottled squares
which draped the bunk in its corner
against the rough log walls. He
looked long at the thin face of his
wife, whose pale brown hair lay over
the bare arm crooked beneath her
cheek. Her lips looked pathetically
white in the decolourizing rays which
streamed through the window. His
mouth, stubbled with a week’s growth
of dark beard, twitched curiously as
he looked. Then he got up, very
noiselessly. Stepping across the bare
hard room, whose austerity the moon
made more austere, he gazed into a
trundle-bed where a yellow-haired,
round-faced boy slept, with the chubby
sprawling legs and arms of perfect
security. The lad’s face looked pale
to his troubled eyes.

‘“It’s fresh meat they want, the both
of ’em,”” he muttered to himself. “They
can’t live and thrive on pork an’ molas-
ses, nohow !”

His big fingers, clumsily gentle,
played for a moment with the child’s
yellow curls. Then he pulled a thick,
gray homespun hunting-shirt over his
head, hitched his heavy trousers up
under his belt, clothed his feet in three
pairs of home-knit socks and heavy
cowhide moccasins, took down his
rifle, cartridge pouch, and snowshoes
from their nails on the moss-chinked
wall, cast one tender look on the sleep-
ers’ faces, and slipped out of the cabin
door as silent as a shadow.

“Ill have fresh meat for them be-
fore next sundown,” he vowed to him-
self.

Outside, amid the chips of his chop-
ping, with a rough well-sweep on one
hand and a rougher barn on the other,
he knelt to put on his snowshoes. The
cabin stood, a desolate, silver-gray
dot in the waste of snow, naked to the
steely skies of winter. With the curi-
ous improvidence of the backwoods-

man, he had cut down every tree in
the neighbourhood of the cabin, and
the thick woods which might so well
have sheltered him, stood acres distant
on every side. When the woodsman
had settled the thongs of his snow-
shoes over his moccasins quite to his
satisfaction, he straightened himself
with a deep breath, pulled his cap well
down over his ears, slung his rifle over
his shoulder, and started out with the
white moon in his face.

In the ancient forest, among the si-
lent wilderness folk, things happen
with the slow inexorableness of time.
For days, for weeks, nothing may be-
fall. Hour may tread noiselessly on
hour, apparently working no change;
yet all the time the forces are assem-
bling, and at last doom strikes. The
violence is swift, and soon done. And
then the great, still world looks inscrut-
able, unhurried, changeless as before.

So, after long tranquillity, the forces
of fate were assembling about that
high plateau in the wilderness. The
backwoodsman could not long endure
to see the woman and boy pining for
the tonic, vitalizing juices of fresh
meat. He was not a professional hun-
ter. Absorbed in the clearing and se-
curing of a farm in the free forest, he
cared not to kill for the killing’s sake.
For his own part, he was well content
with his salt pork, beans and molasses,
and cornmeal mush ; but when occasion
called, he could handle a rifle as
a backwoodsman should. On this
night he was all hunter, and his quiet,
wide-open eye, alert for every wood-
land sign, had a fire in it that would
have looked strange to the wife and
child.

His long strides carried him swiftly
through the glimmering glades. Jour-
neying to the north of east, as the gray
wolf had to the north of west, he too,
before long, struck the trail of the
moose, but at a point far beyond that
at which the wolf had come upon it.
So trampled and confused a trail it was,
however, that for a time he took no
note of the light wolf track among the
heavy footprints of the moose. Sud-
denly it caught his eye—one print ona
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““I'LL SAVE HIM FOR THE BOY TO PLAY WITH"
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smooth spread of snow, emphasized in
a pour of unobstructed radiance. He
stopped, scrutinized the trail minutely
to assure himself he had but a single
wolf to deal with, then resumed his
march with new zest and springier pace.
Hunting was not without its relish for
him when it admitted some savour of
the combat.

The cabin stood in the valley lands
just back of the high plateau, and so it
chanced that the backwoodsman had
not far to travel that night. Where the
trail broke into the open he stopped,
and reconnoitered cautiously through
a screen of hemlock boughs. He
saw the big gray wolf sitting straight
up on his haunches, his tongue hang-
ing out, contemplating securely his
intended prey. He saw the dark shape
of the cow moose, obstinately con-
fronting her foe, her hindquarters
backed close up to the edge of the
gully. He caught the fierce and an-
xious gleam of her eyes as she rolled
them backward for an instant’s reas-
suring glance at her young one. And
though he could not see the calf in its
prisoning pit, he understood the whole
situation,

Well, there was a bounty on wolf-
snouts, and this fellow’s pelt was worth
considering. As for the moose, he knew
that not a broadside of cannon would
scare her away from that hole in the
rocks so long as the calf was in it. He
took careful aim from his covert. At
the report the wolf shot into the air,
straightened out, and fell upon the
snow kicking dumbly, a bullet through
his neck. As the light faded from his
fierce eyes, with it faded out a vision of
the cave in the painted rocks. In half
a minute he lay still; and the cow-
moose, startled by his convulsive leaps
more than by the rifle-shot, blew and

snorted, eyeing him with new sus-
picion. Her spacious flank was toward
the hunter. He, with cool but hasty
fingers, slipped a fresh cartridge into
the breech, and aimed with care at a
spot low down behind the fore-shoul-
der.

Again rang out the thin, vicious re-
port, slapping the great silences in the
face. The woodsman’s aim was true.
With a cough the moose fell forward
on her knees. Then, with a mighty,
shuddering effort, she got up, turned
about, and fell again with her head
over the edge of the crevice. Her
awkward muzzle touched and twitched
against the neck of the frightened
calf and with a heavy sigh she lay
still.

The settler stepped out from his hid-
ing place, and examined with deep
satisfaction the results of his night’s
hunting. Already he saw the colour
coming back into the pale cheeks of
the woman and the child. The wolf’s
pelt and snout, too, he thought to him-
self, would get them both some little
things they’d like, from the cross-roads
store, next time he went in for corn-
meal. Then, there was the calf— no
meat like moose-veal, after all. He
drew his knife from its sheath. But
no ; he hated butchering. He slipped
the knife back, reloaded his rifle, step-
ped to the side of the pit, and stood
looking down at the baby captive,
where it leaned nosing in piteous be-
wilderment at the head of its dead
mother.

Again’ the woodsman changed his
mind. He bit off a chew of black to-
bacco, and for some moments stood de-
liberating, stubby chin in hand. ¢ I’ll
save him for the boy to play with and
bring up,” he at last decided.

el



IN the early days of the British Prov-

inces in North America the maga-
zine field was npaturally limited.
Where there is not much wealth, a
scattered population, and primitive
printing conditions, publishing enter-
prises of the higher class can hardly
flourish. This was the situation in all
our provinces for many years. In
consequence if you take away half-a-
dozen or less from the list of magazine
ventures down to 19oo you will find
that what remains are more curious
than impressive. Their vicissitudes
are as apt to create amusement as to
excite pity. To find them you explore
libraries, archives, and the pnvate col-
lections of benevolent antiquarians.
You come upon forgotten files, un-
known names, and, unfortunately,
much accumulated dust. You might
wring your hands if you were not kept
so busy cleansing them. The old ma-
gazines are neglected, unread and
despised.

Omitting, as has been said, the few
important enterprises which met with
a moderate measure of prosperity, the
story of the others is identical. They
took themselves very seriously. The
intense solemnity of the old Prospect-
us, the note of complacent confidence
in the addresses ‘‘ To our Readers,”
the conviction that the literary needs
of the country were at last to be met,
are convincing—if they were not so
quickly followed by ‘‘a word of fare-
well,” or a business ‘¢ valedictory,” in
which disappointment, cynicism and
anger struggle for the mastery. The
early magazine had not learned to
develop its revenue from advertise-
ments. Itsreaders were appreciative,
but they seldom paid. Then, as now,
the printer wanted his money. While
the matter was being argued out the
press stopped. Usually there was time
for ““a parting word.” Sometimes
there was not, and the magazine ex-
pired without a moan.

In one case the editor had returned
to Canada after twenty years’ absence,
and he found a community panting for
a magazine. His picture of the liter-
ary prospects glows with inspiration.
In a few months he withdraws from
the scene abruptly; there is not even
a civil good-bye. He had enough
of everything except subscribers.
Another brave soul addresses ‘‘our
readers” in an essay thirty pages
long ! The end came—soon, of course
—and he, too, departs without a word.
Still another editor was charged, after
his first number was out, with intro-
ducing party politics. ‘ However,”
added the malicious critic, to make
sure the envenomed shaft would strike
home, ‘‘the Conservatives should all
subscribe.” But, as matters turned
out, they were only too conservative
—of their cash. The subscribers of
those days must have been a peculiarly
callous and malignant lot, compared to
the modern subscnber, who always
pays up. Onve pioneer magazine in
Canada printed a list of its subscribers.
When its turn came to go it took a
neat and quiet revenge, intimating that
hard times had driven one-third of its
patrons into bankruptcy, so it retired
to bear them company.

Complaints were made that one of
those early periodicals appeared irreg-
ularly. Would you know the reason ?
asked the editor. *‘It is because our
subscribers will not send in their
money.” Later on, the same maga-
zine printed a list of ten names, add-
ing, with pathetic dignity, ‘‘they have
paid in full.” But ten righteous men
could not save a magazine, however
successful they might have been in
Sodom. It is, therefore, easy to
understand why so many of our old
literary monthlies went under. The
field was small. People were apathe-
tic. Competition of foreign magazines
steadily increased.

The earliest attempt was the Nova
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Scotia Magasine which appeared in
1789 and came to an end in 1792. It
was printed in Halifax, but was edited
in Windsor where, in the latter year,
King’s College was founded. The
magazine contained more selected than
original matter. Primitive as the
effort may have been it encouraged
others later. One number is extant of
Nova Scotia and New Brunswick or
Historical, Literary, Theological and
Miscellaneous Repository issued at Hali-
fax in 1806. The Acadian Magasine
appeared in 1826 and lasted for two
years, while the Halifax Monthly Mag-
asine began in June, 1830, and reached
its third volume. This was a credit-
able production. It was ‘‘ printed and
published by ]J. S. Cunnabell, Argyle
St., opposite the west end Dalhousie
College,” and its subscription rate was
12s. per annum. It dealt with current
politics, contained fiction, poetry and
sketches, most of them, apparently,
original, and an article on the death
and character of George IV. may well
have created a stir in its time. Nearly
twenty years afterwards the Provincial,
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or Halifax Monthly Magasine was
launched. It was printed by James
Bowes & Son, and was edited with
marked talent by Mrs. Wm. Lawson.
The articles on copyright, on the new
system of telegraphs, and on various
subjects of timely interest indicated
good editorship and a staff of compe-
tent writers. But in December, 1853,
after two years’ dauntless effort the
periodical gave up with a cry of ‘“no
subscribers.” The Mayflower, or Ladies'
Acadian Newspaper—they loved im-
posing names in those days, in fact
most of the early magazines have sub-
titles — appeared during 1831, five
numbers at least being published. Miss
Herbert was the editor. After 18353
we find no more magazines in Halifax,
and must migrate to New Brunswick
where Dr. George Stewart began Stew-
art’s Quarterly in 1867, a magazine of
distinct merit, a monument to the in-
dustry and patriotism of its kindly and
able founder. No extended reference
is needed in this place, except a word
as to its encouragement to native
writers and its well-conceived literary
programme. The New Brunswick Mag-
asine and the Prince Edward Island
Magasine belong to our own day and
the latter still flourishes as it deserves
to do. .

The literary activity of French Can-
ada is well known. The list of periodi-
cals in the French language published
either in Quebec or Montreal is impos-
ing and to separate those which were
magazines from literary or religious
publications appearing oftener than
once a month is not always easy. The
Quebec Magasine (1791-1793 or longer)
was the first, and it may suitably be
mentioned here because it was partly
written in French and its secondary
title was Magasin de Québec. Each
issue contained about sixty pages and
it was ‘‘printed for John Neilson, 3
Mountain Street, Quebec.” More than
one copy of this old monthly survives
in private libraries. Z'Abielle Canadi-
enne was edited by E. H. Meziere and
lasted but a year. Of all the early en-
terprises in French, however, the
Bibliotheque Canadienne is the most
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noteworthy. It lasted for nine years
and was succeeded by a number of
short-lived magazines, chief among
them the Magasin du Bas Canada.
Its editor was Michel Bibaud (1782-
1857) the famous historian of Canada
under French rule, and the author of
our first book of French poetry. The
magazine contained many short and
entertaining contributions and was
published at $2 a year. In one of its
issues I find a friendly greeting to the
Montreal Museum, or Journal of Litera-
fure, the first issue of which seems to
have appeared in December, 1832, and
which was edited by two Montreal
ladies whose names are not mentioned.
Among other French monthlies the
Foyer Canadien (1863-1866) had for
contributors Abbé Ferland, M. Louis
Frechette and Sir James Lemoine,
while the recent Canada Francais was
issued under the direction of a scholarly
band of professors in Laval University.
It may be said generally of the French
magazines which are included in the
list appended to this article that they
were of a high class and were distin-
guished by learning and excellent dic-
tion.

Considering the relatively small Eng-
lish-speaking population of the old
Province of Lower Canada, it must be
said that in the production of maga-
zines they were not lacking in courage.
Two of the best, as well as the longest-
lived, magazines ever issued in British
North America, we owe to this intelli-
gent minority in Quebec—the Literary
Garland and the New Dominion Month-
ly. But to speak of the earlier ven-
tures first, the Canadian Magasine and
Literary Repository, published in Mon-
treal from 1823 to 1825, challenges
attention. It was printed by Nahum
Mower, the publisher of the Canadian
Courant, an influential newspaper of
that period. In examining the volumes
that survive, one is impressed by the
knowledge and talent displayed in the
articles. In the departments of history,
politics and poetry it was especially
strong, and if the literary circle to
which it appealed had been larger,
it could hardly have failed to live.
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There seems to have been a passing
fancy for this kind of literature, for we
find that the Canadian Review and
Magasine was another venture belong-
ing to this period. It appeared quar-
terly, and its articles on public ques-
tions betray insight and skill. There
is a difference of opinion as to who the
editor was. It is often associated with
the name of Dr. A. J. Christie, (1788-
1856) M.P. for Gaspé, who had been
a merchant in Halifax, and who, com-
ing to live in Lower Canada, had been
admitted to the bar and entered the
Provincial Assembly. The other per-
son credited with the editorship is
David Chisholm (1796-1842) a journal-
ist who came to Canada from Scotland,
and was a personal friend of Lord Dal-
housie.

Two other provincial magazines,
which demand a note before passing to
more important ventures, appeared in
the early sixties. These are the Brit-
#sh Canadian Review published in Que-
bec in 1862, and the Canadian Patriol,
which was issued by ‘“]J. Willett at the
office of J. C. Beckett, 38 Great St.
James Street, Montreal,” in 1864. The
former bears the imprint of T. W, Wil-
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COVER OF THIRD ‘* CANADIAN MAGAZINE."”
YORK, 1833

lan, St. George Street, Quebec, was
sold at $2 a year, and its prospectus
makes the time-honoured announce-
ment that it filled a long-felt want.

The latter was on a modest scale,
and in the solitary number I have been
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able to find, the names of George Mar-
tin and H. B. Small are among the
contributors.

Of the Literary Garland it may fairly
be said that its merits were of a high
order, and it can be compared without
fear with its contemporary magazines
in other countries. The first number
appeared in December, 1838, the editor
being Mr. John Gibson, of Lovell & Gib-
son, who were the publishers. The Gar-
land lasted for thirteen years, and the

THE

LITERARY GARLAND:
CANADIAN MACAZINE,

TALES, SKETCHES, POETRY, MUSIC, ENGRAVINGS,

Mwno AND punmmn nr r.ovnb & GIBSON,
¢ s M.u- M

i,

VOLUME-TITLE OF THE LITERARY GARLAND,
1838-1844. THIS RANKS AS THE FIFTH
‘“ CANADIAN MAGAZINE,” ALTHOUGH
THESE WORDS WERE USED ONLY
AS A SUB-TITLE

closing issue in December, 1851, states,
among the reasons for abandoning the
enterprise, that the want of native sup-
port and the cheapness of foreign peri-
odicals were at the root of the matter.
Yet the magazine was well supported
by native writers. The stories of Mrs.
Leprohon and Mrs. Maclachlan had a
great vogue in their day, and among
those who wrote regularly were Mrs.
Traill, Mr. and Mrs. Moodie, Mrs.

‘I
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Cushing (who, in the later volumes,
was assistant editor), Fennings Tay-
lor, Sir F. G. Johnson, Hugh E.
Montgomerie, Charles Sangster, Mrs.
Cheney and Rev. Joseph Abbott (father
of Sir John Abbott). Mr. John Lovell,
a publisher who did much in his time
for Canadian literature, and whose
memory will always be gratefully re-
membered, would hardly have relin-
quished the task of issuing a good
magazine if circumstances had not
forced his hand.

The birth of Confederation in 1867
would naturally seem a propitious sea-
son for launching a magazine, and this
opinion must have encouraged Messrs.
John Dougall & Son, the founders and
publishers of the Witness, to issue the
New Dominion Monthly. Its first
number bears date October, 1867, and
it appeared regularly until 1878. The
magazine was edited by Mr John
Dougall, assisted by Miss Dougall,
the novelist. It, too, commanded
articles, sketches and poems from the
best known writers in Canada, includ-
ing Thos. D’Arcy McGee, John Reade,
Sir J. G. Bourinot, Sir James Lemoine,
S. E. Dawson, George Murray, Doug-
las Brymner and Miss Morgan. The
magazine improved with time and its
disappearance was regretted. The
only other publication of the magazine
class produced in Montreal since the
termination of the Dominion Monthly's
career was the Dominion Illlustrated
Monthly. This grew out of the Dom-
inion [Illustrated, a well conducted
weekly, which had for editors men of
note like the late John Lesperance and
(happily not the late) John Reade. It
became a monthly in 1892, and was
then edited by J. P. Edwards. With
excellent illustrations and literary ma-
terial it deserved a longer existence
than fate ordained that it should have.
The contributors included C. G. D.
Roberts, Bliss Carman, W. W. Camp-
bell, E. W. Thomson, J. Hunter
Duvar, Miss Fairbairn, W. D. Light-
hall and Miss Blanche Macdonnell, a
proof, if any were needed, that the re-
peated failures of magazine ventures
cannot be laid at the door of Canadian
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writers, as they certainly cannot at the
door of the publishers.

One would suppose that Upper Ca-
nada, with its steadily expanding homo-

EDWARD JOHN BARKER, EDITOR ‘““BARKER'S
CANADIAN MAGAZINE'
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G. MERCER ADAM, EDITOR ‘‘CANADIAN
MONTHLY"

geneous population, might have given
to magazine literature the support
denied elsewhere. There were not
wanting venturesome individuals who
thought so. The fever did not capture
them until more than forty years after
the birth of the Province. Then, atin-
tervals after 1830, came a number of
efforts to establish such periodicals.
The record is strewn with wrecks. In
1833 two magazines made their ap-
pearance. Before 1833 I can find no
trace of any literary magazine in Upper
Canada. The first number of the Cana-
dian Literary Magasine was published
inYork inApril, 1833. It was not equal
in merit to its Montreal namesake of
ten years earlier, but its articles were
of fair, average merit. A fact of some
interest is that it contained the prize
poem at Upper Canada College in
1832, the prize boy being Henry Scad-
ding, afterwards the historiographer of
Toronto, and laid to rest a few days
ago in honoured old age. ‘The Cana-
dian Magasine, the other York monthly
in 1833, seems to have lasted till
March, the month preceding the birth
of its rival. It is believed to have
been edited by Mr. Sibbald (which

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

accounts for the armorial design on the
cover), a Scottish gentleman who took
up land in the vicinity of York, and who
used to come into town when his
editorial duties demanded his pres-
ence at the printer’s.  Little is known
by those interested in such matters
concerning either of these monthlies.
How long they lasted I know not.
They should have been warning ex-
amples to the projectors of subsequent
publications. In point of fact they
stimulated an unwise activity. News-
papers, and periodicals connected with
church, profession, movement or or-
ganization, were founded and flour-
ished. For literary magazines, dur-
ing nearly forty years, there was
no success. There was the Monthly
Review, originally projected in Kings-
ton, but printed in Toronto, in 1841. It
was edited by Dr. John Waudby, a
political pamphleteer and journalist of
that day, but it was really the organ of
Lord Sydenham, who wanted his con-
stitutional views expounded and de-
fended. When he passed away the
magazine disappeared. Dr. Waudby
died in Kingston in 1861.

The experience of Barker's Canadian
Magasine, which lasted from May,
1846, to April, 1847, was that less
than 400 subscribers were obtainable.
Its founder was Dr. E. ]J. Barker, of
Kingston, whose object was to lessen

T s T ey

GEORGE STEWART, EDITOR *‘ CANADIAN MONTH-
LY" AND ‘‘STEWART'S QUARTERLY "
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the importation of light literature from
the United States. The subscription
price of 10s. per annum proved too
small to cover the cost of a 52-page
magazine. About this time the V-
torta Magasine was issued at Belle-
ville by Mr. and Mrs. Moodie, who
had removed there from Stony Lake on
the appointment of Mr. Moodie to the
shrievalty of Hastings. It was with-
drawn in a year, with hopes of a re-
vival that were not realized. The

British Colonial Magasine, a copy of

which I have not seen, is said to have
been an English periodical having a
Canadian imprint. None of these
efforts, however, were comparable to
the Anglo-American Magasine, issued
from 1852 to 1855. The personality
of the editor, Rev. R. J. McGeorge,
impressed itself upon the Anglo-Amer-
zcan. Mr. McGeorge was a Scottish
Episcopalian minister living in Streets-
ville, Ontario, where his literary talent
displayed itself in the local paper.
The humour and scholarship of this
stout, jolly priest were well adapted
to magazine work. His chief col-
laborateur and assistant was another
striking character, G. Auchinleck, a
typical Grub Street /litterateur, who
had been in Australia and had drifted
to Toronto. Auchinleck worked hard,

COVER OF THE SEVENTH ‘‘CANADIAN
MAGAZINE.” TORONTO, 1871
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ROBERT RIDGWAY, EDITOR ‘‘CANADIAN
MAGAZINE" OF 1871

drank beer, and surprised the quiet
folk of those days with his pronounced
bohemianism. A feature of the maga-
zine was ‘‘ The Editor’s Shanty,” an
imitation of the Noctes of Christopher
North. The persons who figured in
this department were drawn from life.
‘““The Laird” was the late James
Paterson of Bonniebraes, Streetsville—
a Scottish farmer equally devoted to
sheep-raising and literature. ‘‘The
Boy "—and, as far as I can learn, the
only survivor of these ‘“ Shanty” dis-
cussions—was Mr. Richard Brown, of
Brown Bros., a veteran of the old book
trade in Toronto. Mr. McGeorge sub-
sequently returned to Scotland and
died rector of Oban. In 1863 Mr. G.
M. Adam made his first essay in mag-
azine literature with the British Ameri-
can Magasine. It contained political
articles, reviews, stories, etc., was
published by Rollo & Adam, and was
a favourable specimen of what Canada
could produce in this line. In the
same year the Canadian Quarterly Re-
view and Family Magasine was begun.
Its political articles were strongly
Protectionist. Its career was brief.
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The Dominion was four years old
when another Canadian Magasine came
upon the scene. The publishers were
Irving, Flint & Co., and the inscrut-
able countenance and characteristic
smile of Mr. T. C. Irving, the Canadian
manager of Bradstreets—Ilong may he
flourish !—remain to convince us that
magazine experiments are not always
fatal to their projectors. The editor,
too, Mr. Robert Ridgway, is to the fore.
The magazine published Mrs. Craik’s
novel, *“Hannah,” and contained a
good selection of material. The illus-
trations appear to have been drawn
with a jackscrew, and one of them—a
baby in its cradle—must have disturb-
ed many a happy home. Otherwise,
the merits of the periodical are undeni-
able. The promoters had to struggle
against New York competition and
actually got one of their enemies ex-
cluded from the country for a time. At
the end of a year inexorable fate ap-
peared to claim its own.

In January, 1872, the Canadian
Monthly and National Review was
launched with Mr. G. Mercer Adam
as editor. “Where several attempts
have failed,” the magazine modestly
declared in its opening address, Hithe
success of a new attempt must always
be doubtful.” The conditions were, it
was hoped, more encouraging. For
ten years this able periodical lasted.
The list of writers contains many dis-
tinguished names. Chief among them

J. GORDON MOWAT, FIRST EDITOR OF EIGHTH
¢ CANADIAN MAGAZINE"”

was Mr. Goldwin Smith, who contri-
buted from time to time. In Decem-
ber, 1876, Belford's Monthly was be-
gun. This was a very ambitious effort.
Continued stories by eminent writers
and illustrations were some of its fea-
tures. It coalesced in June, 1878, with
its contemporary which then became
known as Rose-Belford’s Canadian
Monthly, efc., until it too ceased pub-
lication in 1882. Mr. Adam’s name ap-
pears as editor in all the volumes except
the first of the Rose-Belford regime,
when Dr. George Stewart filled the

post. Number one of the series of

¢ Papers by a Bystander,” which Mr.
Goldwin Smith afterwards continued
in his famous publication Bystander,
appears in the Monthly for January,
1879. Scarcely a man of note in
Canadian letters failed to contribute to
the Monthly during its existence—
Martin J. Griffin, George T. Denison,
Daniel Wilson, W. D. Lesueur, i
Dawson, Arthur Harvey, and many
others are to be found in the list. The
death of this magazine was a literary
misfortune. The monthly field was
practically unoccupied for several years.
The Lake Magasine was begun in July,
1892, by Mr. D. K. Mason, a native
of Kentucky, for many years resident
in Canada. It lacked adequate finan-
cial basis, and had no editor, although
Mr. J. Gordon Mowat, who founded
the present CANADIAN MAGAZINE in
1893, lent it some assistance in the
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early stages. The only other venture
which seems to call for reference is
Massey's Magasine. This promised
well for a short time with capital,
brains and enterprise behind it, and
was a brave attempt to make a ten
cent magazine pay in Canada. The
result was a loss of several thousand
dollars, and the projectors wisely unit-
ed with THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE in

1897.

The data contained in this sketch of
Canadian magazines since 1789, were
gathered from many sources. The
collections, as well as the memories, of
Mr. James Bain, Mr. John Reade, Mr.
F. Blake Crofton, Mr. R. W. Mec-
Lachlan, and others have been drawn
upon. The record may be imperfect,
because it was designedly restricted to
publications of the magazine class.

A LIST OF CANADIAN MAGAZINES.*
PROVINCE OF ONTARIO,

The Canadian Magazine. York, 1833.

Canadian Literary Magazine. York, 1833.

Anglo-American Magazine, vols. 1-7. Toron-
10, 1852-53.

The Monthly Review, vol. 1. Toronto, 1841.

Barker’s Canadian Magazine, vol. 1. King-
ston, 1846-7.

Victoria Magazine, vol. 1. Belleville, 1847-8.

British Colonial Magazine, vol. 1. Toronto,
1853.

Canisdia.n Merchants’ Magazine, vols. 1-s.
Toronto, 1857-9.

British-American Magazine, vols. 1-2. Tor-
onto, 1863-4.

Canadian Quarterly Review and Family
Magazine, vol. 1. Toronto, 1863-4.

Canadian Magazine, vols. 1-2. Toronto, 1871.

Canadian Monthly and National Review, vols.
1-13. Toronto, 1872-8. :

Belford's Monthly Magazine, vols. 1-3. Tor-
onto, 1877-8.

Rose-Belford’s Canadian Monthly and Na-
tional Review, vols. 1-8. Toronto, 1878 82,

Lake Magazine, vol. 1. Toronto, 1892-3.

Massey's Magazine, vols. 1-3. Toronto,
1896-7.

Bystander, vols. 1-4. Toronto, 1880-go.

The Dominion Review, vols. 1-4. Toronto,

1 >
Canadian Magazine, vols. 1-17. Toronto,
1893 to date.

*This list does not include religious, medi-
cal, educational, scientific, sporting, juvenile,
college and class publications, or literary
weeklies. Great pains have been taken to
make the list correct, but errors may have
crept in. A
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PROVINCE OF QUEBEC-—ENGLISH.
The Quebec Magazine, vols. 1-3.  Quebec,
1791-93.
The Canadian Magazine, vols. 1-4. Montreal,
1823-25.
The Canadian Review and Magazine, vols,

1-3.  Montreal, 1824-6.

Literary Garland, vols, 1-14. Montreal, 1838-
51,

British-Canadian Review, vol. 1. Quebec,
1862-3.

New Dominion Monthly, vols. 1-23. Montreal,
1867-78,

Dominion Illustrated Monthly, vols, 1-3. Mon-
treal, 1892-3.

The Montreal Museum, or Journal of Litera-
ture and Arts. Montreal, 1832,

Canadian Patriot, vol. 1. Montreal, 1866,

PROVINCE OF QUEBEC—FRENCH.

Bibliotheque Canadienne, L'Observateur,
Magazin du Bas Canada, Encyclopadie
Canadienne. Montreal, 1825-42.

L'Abeille Canadienne : Journal de Litterature
et de Sciences. Montreal, 1818-19.

Revue Canadienne : Journal scientifique et
littéraire. Montreal, 1845.

Album Litteraire et Musical de la Revue
Canadienne. Montreal, 1846-48.

La Ruche Litteraire et Politique.
1853-59.

Soirees Canadiennes, Nouvelles Soirees
Canadiennes. Quebec, 1861 and 1882-83.

Foyer Canadien. Quebec, 1863-66.

Revue Canadienne. Montreal, 1864-73 (since
revived),

L'Echo dela France. Montreal, 1865-67.

Le Musée Canadien, Nos. 1-2. Quebec, 1875.

Revue de Montreal. Montreal, 1877-80.

Le Canada Francais. Quebec, 1888-91.

Le Chercheur: revue eclectique, etc.
treal, 1888-g,

La Revue Nationale, Nos. 1-14. Montreal,

Montreal,

Mon-

1895-9§. J
Le Courier du Livre. Quebec, 1896-1901. %
MARITIME PROVINCES.

Nova Scotia Magazine, vols. 1-5. Halifax,
1789-92.

Nova Scotia and New Brunswick or Histor.
ical, Literary, Theological and Miscellan-
eous Repository. Halifax, 1806,

Acadian Magazine, vols, 1-2. Halifax, 18268,

Halifax Monthly Magazine, vols. 1-3. Halifax,
1830-3.

Mayflower, or Ladies' Acadian Newspaper
(monthly), vol. 1. Halifax, 1851,

The Provincial, or Halifax Monthly Magazine.
Halifax, 1852-3.

Stewart’s Quarterly. St. John, 1867-72,

Maritime Monthly. St. John, 1873 (also
Halifax and Montreal).

New Brunswick Magazine. St. John, 1 2

Prince Edward Island Magazine. Charlotte-
town, 1899 to date.

Acadiensis.  St. John, 1o1.

MANITOBA.

The Manitoban, vols, 1-2.

Winnipeg, 1892-3.
The Great West, vols. 1-14.

Winnipeg, 1891-98.



A DecaﬁLe of Canadian Prose

by Professor L. E. Horning

CANADIAN poetry has had a won-

derful and invigorating growth
since 1890, but the progress of prose
writing since that date has been no less
remarkable. This is especially true of
historical writings and of fiction. As it
is by the latter that our writers are best
known, I shall deal with it first in this
review and, as my space is limited, no
attempt will be made to enumerate all
the writers nor to speak of each work
in particular.

Several names will occur to us at
once when mention is made of our fic-
" tion and probably the first one will be
that of Gilbert Parker. There is no
question that he is one of the leaders
in point of excellence of matter and
quality of style as well as in produc-
tivity. The ‘“Chief Factor,” ‘*‘Mrs. Fal-
chion,” ““The Translation of a Savage,”
‘““The Trespasser,” were among his
first works, but the book which gave
him a name amongst us was ‘‘ Pierre
and His People” (1892). These short
stories centering about the hero Pierre
discovered tous our Northwestas a land
of legend and stirring adventure, and
have contributed to the success of
many another book the scenes of which
which are laid there. This was fol-
lowed by ‘‘An Adventurer of the
North,” and in the two volumes are
found gems of description and of
poetic characterization hardly equalled
by anything else the writer has done.
Of course it is objected that there is
no such Northwest as is described in
these books, but for me this objection
has little weight. We are not looking
for history and do not measure the ex-
cellence of such a work by its fidelity to
historical facts. Of the other works
of Parker which have a Canadian set-
ting, I am inclined to value highest,
¢« When Valmond Came to Pontiac ”
and ‘‘ The Seats of the Mighty.”
Valmond is a wonderful character and
some of the chapters in the latter work

are very powerful. ‘‘The Battle of
the Strong,” is Parker’s most ambitious
work and to my mind marks a distinct
advance in his character drawing.

Probably the next author to be con-
sidered is C. G. D. Roberts, certainly
so in point of productivity. Personally,
I like the style of this author very
much. It is clear and limpid, choice
in form and rich in vocabulary and he
has something to say. Perhaps this is
not so much true of his historical
novels, ‘““The Forge in the Forest”
and ‘‘A Sister to Evangeline;” but
the historical novel is being written to
death in these latter days and my ris-
ing distaste for such may be warping
my judgment. In his short stories,
however, he is much stronger, especial-
ly in his animal studies. In these he is
a master. His entire sympathy with
his subject, his keen observation and
his power of translating the dumb
thoughts of the animals seems to me
to be of a very high order. And ‘“In
the Heart of the Ancient Wood ” shows
the lover of wild nature at his best.

It may just be that some one may
feel like objecting to my estimate of
Roberts in this regard, but if sales go
to prove anything, they do not as a rule,
then no one will refuse to give a high
place to Ernest Seton Thompson.
““ Wild Animals I Have Known” is
one of the most chagming books I have
ever read, and one which every boy, old
and young, should read, yes, re-read. It
often occurs to me that if our boys and
girls knew how much sweeter life in
the country is and how much there is
in a love for the animals, found on
every farm, to keep the heart whole
and to heal, then there would not bea
mad rush to get to the city. *‘The
Biography of a Grizzly” and ‘‘ The
Trail of the Sandhill Stag” are wel-
come additions to this same literature.

The old Beast epic seems to be com-
ing into popularity once more, for we
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in Canada have a third clever writer in
this line, W. A. Fraser, whose ¢ Moos-
wa’’ has met with such a flattering re-
ception. This writer excels especially
in motion-prctures, as witness, besides
certain chapters of ¢ Mooswa,” the
racing story in ‘‘ The Eye of a God,”
Enough has been said to show that in
the matter of animal-story writers Can-
ada has reached a proud pre-eminence,
and to my mind these writers may just-
ly be considered the peers of Kipling,
for disciples they are not rightly called.

A writer who has all the breezy
Western style in his work is Ralph
Connor. ““Black Rock” is the story
of missionary effort among the mining
and lumber camps of the great West
and the characters are very human,
The preacher of the West must be re-
sourceful, broad-minded and warm-
hearted to be of any use out there, for
humanity and not creed is the ¢ Open-
sesame” and the little narrownesses of
creed must be forgotten. ‘‘ The Sky-
Pilot” is a very fitting sequel to the
first book. These books are very in-
teresting from the sociological stand-
point and will be valuable for reference
even when the life they depict has pass-
ed away. Let us hope for more such
work from this writer,

We have long known of William
McLennan’s work, for in the field of the
historical novel he is the compeer of
Parker and Roberts, His works are
‘“ Spanish John " ang ¢ In Old France
and New,” a collection of short stories
in a most charming vein, which have
plenty of reserve power. [n collabora-
tion with Miss Mcllwraith he wrote
““The Span o’ Life,” a capital rom-
ance.

Mention of Miss Mcllwraith brings
me to the subject of women writers,
and here Canada can well afford to be
proud. Miss Wood, Miss Dougall,
Miss Mcllwraith, Mrs. Harrison (Sera-
nus) and Miss Laut have all written
works in which Canadian scenery fur-
nishes more or less of the background,
and all are writers of no mean order,
Of the works of Miss Wood | am in-
clined to put ““ The Untempered Wind
at the top, for ¢ Judith Moore” is too

colourless, though there is plenty of the
Pink and white, and ** The Daughter
of Witches " seems to be a bit over-
drawn. Mrs. Harrison’s work is too
well known to need any word of mine
to recommend it.  Besjdes I have else-
where expressed myself on her last
work and first novel, ““The Forest of
Bourg Marie.”. Miss Laut made her
mark in the historical romance in her
‘“ Lords of the North,” which suffers,
to my mind, from being overcrowded
with incident. A little more of the
human and less of the history would
have been to the advantage of the
book. But it gives promise of power,
Miss Mcllwraith is on the threshold of
the new decade, and so | shall pass
her by with scant mention which, how-
ever, must not be called scant court-
esy. But of the five names mentioned
at the beginning of this paragraph I am
inclined to favour Miss Dougall most
strongly. Not that her books are the
most popular, but yet I venture to
think that her work will live longest ;
she is an analyst of motives such as
we rarely see among our writers, too
rarely, indeed, among present - day
writers for English readers, ‘“ Beg-
gars All,” her first ambitious work, is
capital stuff, and her *“ What Neces.
sity Knows,” ‘“The Madonna of a
Day,” ¢ Zeitgeist ” and * The Mormon
Prophet ” are all good studies of char-
acter and motive. It does seem time
for a reaction and that it is near at
hand. Surely the historical romance
has held the field long enough,
Another name might be added here,
that of an old schoolmate, Sara Jean-
nette Duncan (Mrs. Cotes). But of
all her sprightly works not one has a
single Canadian scene, and possibly
very few outside of the circle of her
acquaintances, know that she is a
Canadian. But I cannot tarry to
mention many other authors, such as
E. W. Thompson, W. D. Lighthall,
F. Clifford Smith, Blanche MacDonell,
and Jean Blewett, who have been
and are industriously contributing
their quota to our rapidly growing
Canadian Literature, Now if I were
inclined to moralize it would be just

i o




T2% THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

in connection with this rapid growth.
A broad definition of literature in-
cludes in it everything that is written,
but any thinking person will at once
object that a great deal is written that
is not worthy to be called literature.
The danger nowadays, indeed the
crying evil, is that production is over-
hasty, and, therefore, faulty. A few
weeks ago there was published in one
of our leading dailies, by an author
who has done some very excellent
work, a short story which promised
well at the beginning, but which
weakened so decidedly as it proceeded,
that no reader could pass any other
judgment than that it was an over-
hasty production. It really contained
no message ; the author had nothing
to say. That the public at large likes
such immature stuff, and that cheques
are forthcoming for such effusions, is
really no justification for these sins of
commission, and they are legion.
Popularity and money ought to be
very secondary considerations with all
self-respecting authors. Critics, least
of all, should let such matters weigh
with them. The German philosopher,
Schopenhauer, has some very caustic
words on the multiplicity of books
and their bad effect on the power to
‘“do thinking,” but is there not some,
or rather a good deal of justification
for his pessimism? ‘‘Read less and
think more’ is, however, not yet
likely to become a popular aphorism.
A second trite saying, ‘“when a new
book appears, read an old one,” might
also not be altogether out of place as
a guiding principle, for then we should
be saved from wasting our time
reading many so-called ‘‘ books of the
day” which pass out of sight and out
of mind when their ephemeral popu-
larity comes to an end. We should
lose very little but ‘gain much if this
rule were followed. Let our authors
guard against hasty production, let
the Canadian public make demand for
the best that an author can give, and
let critics study to become proficient
in their art, and then there will be no
need for logrolling on the part of an
author, and publishers will encour-

age true literature. Will such a day
ever come ?

Among the biographies published in
the last decade the most important are
‘“ A Veteran of 1812,” by Miss Fitz-
Gibbon, Read’s ‘‘Life of Brock”
and Fenety’s ‘‘Life of Howe.” All
such works have a great historical
value, especially in a young country
like ours where history is so insepara-
bly connected with the lives of the
leading pioneers in every department.

There have been numerous publica-
tions of a historical nature—school
histories, such as those by Clement,
Roberts, an exceedingly readable
book, Bourinot’s ‘¢ Story of the Na-
tions,” annals of districts such as
Kirby’s ‘“ Annals of Niagara,” Mdc-
Beth’s ¢ Selkirk Settlers,” Gow’s
‘“Cape Breton,” a wretched piece of
work, memoirs of companies such as
Lizars’ ‘“ In the Days of the Canada
Company,” records of industrial pro-
gress and many similar monographs.
The one ambitious attempt at real his-
tory has been Kingsford’s, and a great
deal of honest labour and patient ap-
plication was expended on that excel-
lent work. But even it suffers from
the lack of material which is encoun-
tered by every student of our history.
Our forefathers were, for the most
part, singularly careless of the records
of our Canadian origins. Even to-day
there are found too few to take an in-
terest in such matters. In the mean-
time the old settlers, from whose lips
wemight learn much of our history, are
fast passing away ; old newspapers are
being sold to the ragman ; old records
of churches, councils and societies are
being lost or destroyed ; in one way or
another very valuable historical matter
is rapidly disappearing. It does seem
a pity that neither at Ottawa nor at
the Provincial capitals is adequate pro-
vision made by the authorities for the
instant and thorough collection of such
records. There should be at Ottawa a
systematic collection of all sorts of re-
cords from all parts ofthe Dominion, un-
der the care of a librarian thoroughly in-
terested in Canadian literature in all de-
partments and acquainted with up-to-
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date methods of library classification.
This collection should be continued
from year to year and in a very short
time the National Library would be-
come the Mecca of all students of our
life and history.

Not much has been said of the his-
torical prose of the decade, but with
the admirable annual review of His-
torical Publications edited by Prof.
Wrong and Mr. Langton there is little
need for my comments.
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To this same series | may refer all
who wish for information on the works
of bibliography and science which have
been issued in the last few years.

In conclusion attention might be
called to two very interesting books
containing fine descriptions of the folk-
lore of our French citizens— Fréchette’s
“Christmas in French Canada” and
Greenough’s “‘ Folklife and Folk-
lore.”

A Decade oi Canadian Poetry

by Duncan C. Scott

MODERN Canadian poetry may be
said to have begun with the pub-
lication, in 1880, of ‘‘Orion,” by
Charles G. D. Roberts. It struck the
original note that had been absent, or
present only fitfully, in the work of the
poets that had preceded him. It con-
nected the poeiry of Canada with all
that is excellent in English poetry the
world over. It maintained the tradi-
tions of form and diction that must be
respected if poetry is to continue as the
art through which the utmost aspiration
of the human spirit is to be expressed.
Looking back over the years that
went before the publication of ‘‘Orion,”
there is only one name that represents
the same spirit, Charles Heavysege.

With this exception there is scarce-
ly any work of the elder period
that is remarkable for original power.
But in the main, judged by the high-
est standards, this early Canadian
poetry is by no means contemptible or
unworthy of attention.

It is not worse in kind nor less in
quantity than the mass of American
verse produced at the same time under
like conditions.

Anyone who at that period had
been used to read Canadian poetry

and lament its lack of power must
have recognized in the work of Mr.
Roberts a new and potent force;
the academic imagery, the forced
cadence, the lack of invention had
disappeared. Almost for the first time
a Canadian reader whose ear was
attuned to the music of Tennyson,
Keats and Arnold might, in quoting
one of his own poets, do so with the
feeling that here at last was verse flow-
ing with the stream of general poetical
literature. Six years later Mr. Roberts
published ‘‘In Divers Tones,” and at
that time, so far as books of verse are
concerned, he was the sole representa-
tive of the now existing school of Ca-
nadian poetry.

It was during the next year that the
poems of George Frederick Cameron
were collected. They proved the great
loss that Canadian letters sustained by
the untimely death of this brilliant
man.

One year later, in 1888, Archibald
Lampman joined Mr. Roberts with
‘““Among the Millet”; Frederick George
Scott with ‘“ The Soul's Quest,” and in
1889 William Wilfrid Campbell with
‘“ Lake Lyrics.” Previous to the year
189go there appears to be no other books
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of importance whose authors have con-
tributed to the poetry of the last ten
years.

The term, School of Canadian
Poetry, might be accepted with hesi-
tation and some diffidence had not
various competent critics, adopted it
uniformly. As applied to the group of
writers usually mentioned under the ap-
pellation it may be too pretentious. [t
is valuable in that it conveys the idea
of nationality, and if the Canadian peo-
ple cannot thank its poets for immortal
verse it may thank them for having
forced the recognition of a growing
national literature separate from that
of the American Republic.

The decade of 1890 was in its second
year before Mr. Roberts added another
to the books I have mentioned. ¢¢ Ave,
an Ode for the Centenary of the Birth
of Shelley,” was published in 1892 and
was included in ‘‘ Songs of the Com-
mon Day,” issued during the following
year. The latter book included also a
series of sonnets dealing ‘¢ with the
aspects.of common outdoor life.” They
exhibit Mr. Roberts in one of his hap-
piest moods and they show the kinship
that exists between the most prominent
of this group of writers.

The remainder of ¢ Songs of the
Common Day ” was occupied by lyrics
and ballads, that repeated with a firm
and unfailing touch the accent to which
the earlier volumes had accustomed his
readers. There was but one reminis-
cence in ‘‘Marysas” of that earlier,
classical manner that has unfortunately
in succeeding books quite disappeared.

In 1891 Mr. J. F. Herbin, of Wolfe-
ville, made his appearance with a small
group of poems, and in 1893 and 1899
added ‘“The Marshlands " and *‘ The
Trail of the Tide” to this first ven-
ture.

Mrs. J. W. F. Harrison, under the
pen-name of ‘‘Seranus,” had been a
frequent contributor to periodical liter-
ature, and in the year 1891 she pub-
lished ‘“ Pine, Rose and Fleur de lis,”
a collection of old world forms, for
the most part, with a Canadian and
French-Canadian atmosphere, the re-
sult being happily suggested by the

title. The book contains a tribute to
Isabella Valancy Crawford, that fine
genius who by her fiery temperament
and her natural gift of expression
must be counted the most richly en-
dowed of our native poets.

While mentioning Mrs. Harrison’s
deft verse the performances of her
sister-poets come to mind. Miss Pau-
line Johnson and Miss Ethelwyn
Wetherald published their volumes in
the same year, 1895. Their verses
occasionally published in the maga-
zines had prepared the public for the
very great poetic pleasure that these
books gave. Miss Johnson’s virile
touch and strong imagination may be
contrasted with the delicacy and shy-
ness of Miss Wetherald’s genius.

Mrs. Jean Blewett, whose verse has
that warm human touch that has given
infinite pleasure to her readers, added
to their delight by collecting her scat-
tered poems in 1897 under the apt title
of ‘‘Heart Songs.”

Much of the charm of the book en-
titled ‘“ Northland Lyrics,” breathes
from Mrs. Elizabeth Roberts MacDon-
ald’s share in it. Her lyrics are equal
in power with those of her brothers,
Theodore Roberts and W. Carman
Roberts. The three have joined pow-
ers to produce what is, even consider-
ing its source, a noteworthy book.
Miss Machar, whose excellent verse
has been admired by a generation of
readers, also collected her scattered
poems in a volume called ‘“ Lays of the
True North.”

By its lamentable finality the com-
plete edition of the poems of Archibald
Lampman is the most important addi-
tion to our poetic literature in the last
decade. I do not feel called upon to
state his rank with his contemporaries
or to attempt a forecast of what the
future has in store for his present fame.
He was himself careless as to the one
and unthinking as to the other. As
regards everything worldly connected
with his art, he had a perfect inno-
cence; his one great concern was to
produce his best.

The memorial edition of his poems
was made up with the most catholic
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spirit. Consulting my own taste and
with an eye to a final judgment, I
might have omitted a few things that
seem to me not to add to its value.
But the most of those were included
in books that had already seen the
light, and I felt that they might be
missed by many who had an equal
right with myself to be pleased with
poetry.

The narrative poem, ‘‘ The Story of
an Affinity,” while weak in construction
and lacking the invention of incident
that is the life of such work, has many
fine qualities, and is set in a framework
of such beauty that it stands against
any adverse criticism.

The Drama, or Poem in Dialogue,
contains much of his finest blank verse;
the characters are clearly differentiated,
and the whole treatment is cogent
and sincere. His sonnets are, of course,
everywhere glorious, and hardly an-
other poet since Wordsworth can show
so many of the highest quality, or a
whole series of such varied interest.

[ trust the collected poems dispelled
the illusion that had arisen, that he
was a poet occupied altogether with
descriptions of nature. Nature in his
interest came very near to man, but
did not occupy the foremost place.

In his work, however, the use made
of natural phenomena is very large,
either where the matter is treated in a
descriptive way, purely, or where it
comes in by way of illustration to the
human nature,

But this has been largely the practice
of poets from all time and will con-
tinue so to be. A great proportion of
the poetry that holds a very lofty place
in the estimation of the world depends
for its effect upon the happy blending
of images and similes drawn from ex-
ternal nature with the thought-sub-
stance or emotion of the poem.

There are but few of Lampman’s
poems that do not lead from nature by
a very short path to human life. The
first impulse of his genius was the
interpretation of nature, no doubt, but
the desire to deal with human emotion,
with the springs of human action, with
the great hopes and desires of the
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?uman soul, was implicit in his mind.
‘rom the earliest of his writings to the
latest this secondary quality demands
attention, will be heard, keeps gaining
strength and importance.

A year or two before he died he had
begun to observe a more just balance
between the divisions of his genius.
In such grave, noble and suggestive
poems, as ‘‘The City of the End of
Things,” ‘“The Land of Pallas,”” ‘‘The
Largest Life,” and very many others
that I might mention we possess his
natural accent not less than in such
pieces of realism as ‘' Heat,” or
““ Among the Millet.”

There are several attributes in which
his genius resembled that of Keats,
and no one of them is more striking
than the power of growth and develop-
ment which may be determined from a
study of his poems. That other attri-
bute, a generous nobleness of soul,
and its various confederate qualities,
he shared in degree with his more
gifted forerunner. Where a discerning
reader finds the greatest cause to la-
ment the broken work of Keats is in his
letters. There may be seen vestiges
of the deep mentality upon which the
poems were based. Lampman left no
such record, but another in the hearts
of his friends. There it exists. To
the mind of one of them, at least, it is
clear that the power for growth and
the solid philosophy which possessed
his mind would together have produced
a finer, more spiritual poetry, a poetry
giving more of comfort and more of
insight into life than any he has left.

While closing the last paragraph
the thought of another, who shall no
more draw upon his genuine gift for
our profit, springs to mind. Dr.
Theodore Rand, who for years had
been associated with all that was purest
in Canadian poetry, died in 19oo.

During his last years he gave much
of his leisure to the compilation of an
exhaustive anthology of Canadian
poems which was published in 1900
under the title, ““ A Treasury of Cana-
dian Verse.”

Another distinct loss to letters was
that occasioned by the death of Sir
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James D. Edgar, whose last work was
published in 1893, ““ This Canada of
Ours.”

Mr. E. B. Brownlow’s scholarly
verse may be found in the volume pub-
lished posthumously in 1896, entitled
‘“ Orpheus.”

But I must complete the record of
Mr. Charles G. D. Roberts’ achieve-
ment during the decade by mentioning
that delightful book which holds be.
tween its covers so much of Canada as
to be called ‘“ The Book of the Native.”
It was published in 1896. ‘“ New York
Nocturnes” followed two years later,
a collection of striking genre pieces,
having for motive, chiefly, the turbu-
lent life of the great city.

The whole of Mr. Bliss Carman’s
production in book form falls within
the period with which I am dealing.
*“ Low Tide on Grand Pré ” appeared in
1893 ; two years passed and ‘¢ Behind
the Arras” was published ; in 1897
came ‘‘ Ballads of Lost Haven e 1
1898 ‘“By the Aurelian Wall”’; and
‘“ A Winter Journey ” in 1goo. With
the help of a kindred spirit he produc-
ed three books that are unique in their
way and that have received much
attention from a public that cares for a
definite attitude. The ‘“ Songs from
Vagabondia” were closed just the
other day by the issue of the third and
last volume, for Richard Hovey is lost
forever to his companion and fellow-
craftsman, and to us who admired his
genial power. Each separate volume
of Mr. Carman’s has a distinctive
tone. ““Low Tide on Grand Pré”
is given over to the spirit of unrest,
to the longing that looks ¢ before
and after and pines for what is nots
‘‘ Behind the Arras” is taken up with
allegories of human fate ; ““ Ballads
of Lost Haven” with concern of the
sea, its mystery and the mystery of
those who traffic upon it; ‘“By the
Aurelian Wall” is a book of Elegies ;
‘A Winter’s Journey’ contains tropi-
cal pictures, and recollections of the
northland from the equator. Each of
these books, so diverse in content, is
permeated with the charm of Mr, Car-
man’s manner, a manner that came

in with him and that remains inimit-
able.

Mr. William Wilfrid Campbell’s first
book belongs to the earlier decade, but
‘“The Dread Voyage,” which was
issued in the year 1893, better displays
the essentially dramatic quality of his
gift and the rare instinct that he pos-
sesses for a sympathetic interpretation
of nature. None of our poets have so
frequently grappled with the greatest
problems of life and destiny and the
humanism of his poems is their most
striking quality. After ““The Dread
Voyage” came a book of tragedies in
1895 ; one, ‘‘Mordred,” upon the
Arthurian legend, and the other, ‘“Hil-
debrand,” dealing with the life of Pope
Gregory VII, his character and his
aims. After this book, in 1899, ap-
peared a collection of Mr. Campbell’s
poems under the =gis of Houghton,
Mifflin & Co., bearing the title of the
initial poem ¢ Beyond the Hills of
Dream.” The selection was happily
made ; it includes such notable work as
‘“ Lazarus” from *‘ Lake Lyrics,” and
““The Mother,” ¢ Pan the Fallen,”
‘“An August Reverie,” from ‘‘ The
Dread Voyage.” It comprises newer
pieces, some of the strongest of which
appeared first between covers in this
volume. Irefer to the powerful poems,
‘“ Peniel,” ““ The Vengeance of Saki,”
and ‘‘ Phaeton,” and those others, less
forceful but not less important, the
elegy, ‘“The Bereavement of the
Fields,” and that charming idyl, ““ The
Wayfarer.” The book contains also
several stirring contributions to nation-
al poetry under the titles *¢ England,”
‘“The World - Mother” and ‘ The
Lazarus of Empire.”

In the natural selection of strenuous
subjects Mr. Campbell has a compan-
ionin the Rev. Frederick George Scott,

- In the three books he has given to the

public, ““ My Lattice” in 1894, ‘“ The
Unnamed Lake ”’ in 1897, and ¢‘ Poems
Old and New” in 1899, the greater
space is occupied by poems that deal
with stormy motives, such as $ Thor, Mt
‘“Samson,” ‘“The Frenzy of Prome-
theus.” Such subjects are full of
opportunity for vigorous writing and
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are dealt with by Mr. Scott in a direct
and forcible style.

The only Canadian poet who can be
said to stand in a class by himself is
Dr. W. H. Drummond. Long before
‘‘ The Habitant” made its appearance
in 1897 his name was a household
word in Canada and the humours of
the ““ Wreck of the Jule Leplante”
were known even where his name had
not penetrated. Popular clamour led
to the collection of the poems that had
appeared in the newspapers from time
to time. The book had an instantan-
eous success. [t was purchased as no
other book of verse published on this
continent has been, and its success was
deserved. The quaint dialect in which
it is written had something to do with
‘ The Habitant’s” good fortune, but
it was the least potent factor in the
case. It is true the dialect throws
about the book a native and essential
atmosphere, but that constituent is so
mingled with deep humour and fine
pathos that the vehicle and the matter
expressed cannot be divided. The
dialect we may liken to efoffe du pays,
the substance and spirit of the poems
to the flesh and soul of Jacques Bonne-
homme. The result of this union is,
that we have reproduced, in variety, a
most lovable individuality, whose heart
is easily moved, whose humour is con-
tagious because it is so natural, and
whose pathos is piercing from the same
cause. ‘‘Phil-o-rum’s Canoe” and
‘ Madeline Vercheres” were issued in
1898 and repeated the triumphs of the
earlier volume.

Merely as a matter of record I may
here interject that in 1895 I published
‘““The Magic House” and in 1898
““ Labor and the Angel.”

Mr. Francis Sherman commands at-
tention by his first book ‘‘Matins”
issued in 1896 and by several privately-
printed booklets. The most remark-
able of the latter is that entitled ‘‘In
Memorabilia Mortis,” a series of son-
nets in memory of William Morris
whose work is re-called in more than a
superficial way in reading that of Mr.
Sherman. The latter’s work unrolls
itself in a tapestry glowing with sub-

dued but deep colours and shrouded in
an atmosphere of romance.

Another book that I recall with an
impression that it has not had the
attention it deserves, is Mr. John
Henry Brown’s ‘‘ Poems Lyrical and
Dramatic,” which was issued in 1892.
The sonnets contained in this volume
are of excellent workmanship, and
throughout the book gives the impres-
sion of high ideals and deep thought.

Another poet who has shown great
progress during the last few years is
Mr. John Stuart Thomson. His first
volume was ‘‘Estabelle” issued in
1897, his second, ‘* A Day’s Song,” in
19oo. In reviewing this last book, in
these columns, a few months ago I
took occasion to point out its power,
It appeals to the highest standards of
technique and has a fine restraint.
Mr. Thomson possesses a manner
that is somewhat rare ; a manner that
combines native strength with classical
unity of purpose and expression.

Mr. Arthur J. Stringer has lyrical
power of a very exceptional quality.
His style is concise and aphoristic.
He fills his verses with striking sug-
gestions and situations. His three
books, ‘* Watchers of Twilight,” *‘ Paul-
ine,” and ‘‘ Epigrams,” followed each
other at intervals of a year, the first
being issued in 1894.

I recall also with pleasure Mr. Ber-
nard McEvoy’s volume, *‘ Away from
Newspaperdom,” which appeared in
1897 and made available the poems
which from time to time he had con-
tributed to various periodicals and
journals. They have an idyllic touch
and a wide range of human interest.

It was within the decade just closed
that Rev. A. J. Lockhart issued ‘¢ Be-
side the Narraguagus,” which contains
several ballads of excellent quality.

Mr. Gilbert Parker, whose verse is
infrequent, produced in 1894 ‘“ A Lov-
er’s Diary,” in sonnet-sequence, a well-
developed series of much psychical in-
terest.

Dr. Thomas O’Hagan also added to
the general fund his two books, ‘“In
Dreamland” and ‘‘ Songs of the Set-
tlement.”
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Altogether about fifty books of verse
have been published within the last de-
cade. The record is remarkable when
the difficulties that beset the author
who offers matter for which there must
always be a limited sale, are under-
stood. It is difficult to appraise the
value of this verse production, but it
has surely not been without some re-
sult.

To glance at the effect beyond our
boundaries, it may be ventured that a
slight impression has been produced in
England by the foremost of the poets
I have mentioned. No encouragement
has been given to any Canadian poet
in that country either in a demand for
editions of his poems, or in any exten-
sive acceptances for periodical publica-
tion. In the main, our verse remains
a matter of yery little moment to the
English public.

The United States, with whom we
have mental affinities, has welcomed
the work of Canadians, given it space
and treated it seriously. The standing
of Canadian literary men at home has
depended largely upon the commenda-
tion of this support. Without that
there would be less distinction or dis-
crimination. Mr. William Dean How-
ells made the success of Lampman’s
first book. His genial criticism forced
the recognition of that writer upon his
own countrymen. Mr. Edmund Clar-
ence Stedman showed the breadth of
his view by including in the *‘Victorian
Anthology ” a large selection of Cana-
dian verse. This generous act did much
to gain acknowledgment for our poets
as worthy to rank in a final summing
up of the work of the era.

When helped by foreign opinions
our people have been quick in their in-
terest and support,and, considering the
conditions, it may be hazarded that ap-
preciation has kept pace with per-
formance.

So far as I am aware, there has been
no single piece of verse that has spoken
with so sure an accent as to become
current among the Canadian people.
Amid all this multitude of poems there
has not been one that has entered deep-
ly into very many hearts and become
an epitome of individual longing or na-
tional hope. Using popular in one of
its least hackneyed meanings, we must
confess that there is no Canadian poetry
that is popular with the Canadian peo-
ple. This statement at first will wear
a condemnatory face. If our poets can-
not win the people to sing with them,
of what use is the song ?

The question has been asked and
must be satisfied. Such poetry as we
nearly all demand, poetry that will stir
the heart, poetry that will enthral,
poetry that will lead and support great
deeds is not written under the condi-
tions that now obtain. The poet is the
bondman of his time, and must serve,
moulding bricks without straw, as the
demand is made.

Our time, if not out of joint, is at
least thewless. It is the uncertain
aim, the lack of any national solidarity
that acts and reacts upon everything
thought and done.

The uses of such poetry as we have
are, however, sufficiently evident. In
the first place it stands for progress;
in the second it begins to form the
basis of tradition. Advance is essen-
tial in art; and tradition is most valu-
able. At present it is wise to judge
this poetry in the mass, and not by
particular examples. So judged it
gathers into a sphere of very consider-
able importance. It is inspired by
wholesome ideals and filled with the
genuine spirit of nature; it is an ad-
vance upon pre-Confederation poetry,
and it forms a standard and reference
for future Canadian writers.



A Decade of Canadian Art

by . L. Fairbairn

=

OOKING Backward” is quite as
natural to most of us as it was
to Lot’s too curious wife, only the
results are usually more happy. In-
deed, except by looking backward we
cannot arrive at any estimate of our
progress, or know whether there has
been progress at all. ‘“ The old order
changeth, yielding place to the new,”
is ever the way of the world. What
changes have the last ten years
brought to Canadian art, and are they
for the better ?

The upholder of the good old days
is prepared to tell you all about it.
He may say that many of the best
artists have left the country, unappre-
ciated ; that the great mass of the
people care little about art, and know
still less; that our various art organi-
zations are not doing all they might or
are doing it in the wrong way ; that
art is more poorly paid than ever ; and
much less of the same kind. It is all
very depressing and discouraging, and
there is truth enough in it to give an
air of veri-similitude to the whole.

It is true, many good artists have
left the country for one reason or an-
other, but there seem to be a fair
number left, who are quite their equals.
Perhaps the majority of us are most
unknowing about art (this is not the
only country where that is the case),
but there is always the saving minority,
from whom come the growing number
of art students, of art collectors, of
appreciative attendants at one exhibi-
tion and one-man shows. As to art
being poorly paid, it is arather delicate
question. Take illustrating, for in-
stance ; the number of illustrators has
increased very much, methods of re-
production have changed, and the
result has been lower prices for single
pieces of work. And yet, is the change
for the worse, when there is so much
more to do? As to pictures, the re-

mark of an artist, the other day, may
be a partial answer: ‘‘I paint better,”
he said, ‘“than I did ten years ago;
my prices are higher, but I sell fewer
pictures. Even if I am no better off,
it is a better state of things.” Times
of depression in trade, as there were
several years back, affect art through
no lack of appreciation. Each artist
might tell a different story based on
his own experience. This is what an-
other one thinks : ‘‘ Even in one year,
I notice a difference in my own circle ;
there is more interest, more knowledge
and taste, owing very much, I believe,
to the increased number of good
reproductions, and more inclination to
buy. Others tell me the same. Of
course art pays !”

It might be well, just here, to say a
word about the purchase of foreign
works of art and its effect on the home
artist. Many thousands of dollars are
spent yearly by Canadian connoisseurs
and collectors and some say this
money would be wonderfully encourag-
ing to our own artists if invested in
Canadian works of art. It is quite
true. On the other hand, if a man is
prepared to spend large sums on some-
thing exceedingly good, he wants the
worth of his money. If he happens
not to be a connoisseur himself, he
does well to buy only such pictures as
the best judges have pronounced good,
and he will leave the ‘“‘discovering” of
hidden talent to someone with less
money and more discernment in these
matters. But there are other pictures
of such historic interest or such sur-
passing artistic value, that there is no
question of their being equalled by
home production. Of such are the
Rembrandt owned by Mr. James Ross
of Montreal, the ‘‘ First Communion,”
by Jules Breton, belonging to Lord
Strathcona, Vandyke’s portrait of
Henrietta Maria in Senator Drum-
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mond’s collection, a Paul Veronese
owned by Sir William Van Horne, and
many another which might be named.
These masterpieces are such a liberal
education to those who see and can
appreciate them, that they prove a
powerful factor in forming public taste
and the consequent development of the
future buyers. It follows as surely
as the day the night, that the artist
world gains, not loses, by the presence
of these foreigners. It must also be
remembered that art patrons, lavish in
spending large sums on great pictures,
are usually those who are among the
best patrons of native art. This have
they done and not left the other un-
done.

Nothing could be more generous
than the way in which the owners of
large collections in Montreal have
shown their treasures at the annual
loan exhibitions in that city, which have
become quite a feature the last few
years. Here may be seen from time to
time Rembrandt and Franz Hals, For-
tuny and Ribera, Constant and Cour-
tois, Mauve and Neuhuys, Reynolds
and Gainsborough, Henner and Ger-
ome, Jacques and Troyon, Turner and
Watts, and many another—names to
conjure with.

Our national art institution, the
Royal Canadian Academy, during these
ten years, has pursued the even tenor
of its way, filling the vacancies made
by death or removal, holding its year-
ly festival, staid, respectable, slowly
progressive, adding to the permanent
collection in Ottawa the diploma pic-
tures of its new members. The num-
ber of exhibits each year has not in-
creased because in former times each
Academician was entitled to have twen-
ty pictures hung, no matter what their
merits, so the walls were always cover-
ed. The number has since been reduc-
ed to ten, and later to eight. The
standard for the works of outsiders has
been raised, so that with fewer pictures
the exhibitions are better. At one
time, most of the pictures were small,
the subject was usually landscape or
flowers, and water-colours predominat-
ed. This last exhibition of 1901 speaks

for itself by way of contrast. The art-
ist of to-day does not limit himself to
a small canvas, nor to landscape. Oils
were in the majority and portraiture
was well represented. Here were ex-
amples of various phases and move-
ments in art, reflections of what is
transpiring in the larger art world of
which we are now a part. As for the
attendance, if the interest of the public
is to be gauged by the number or
visitors, it is certainly on the increase,

Somewhere during the last ten years
the movement, known as ‘‘ impression-
ism,” first showed itself here. Though
adversely criticized and spoken of as a
‘“craze” or ‘‘fad,” it was something
of far more importance. While we
read of these wild vagaries abroad our
home painters kept on in the good old
way, ‘‘sang their little songs” (as
William Hunt would have it) with no
distracting or startling note. Then
came one and another of these can-
vases from abroad, or from those who
had been—vague, hazy and unreal,
they appeared to some, while to others
they seemed visions of light and air,
of sunshine and out-of-doors. Those
violet shadows and crude greens were
certainly peculiar, the streaks and
blobs of raw colour difficult to under-
stand. It was all very bewildering
and the wise shook their heads. But
by and by the most knowing were
aware that in these canvases there was
no attempt to paint things as they are,
but as they appear, and that, in spite
of its exaggerations and eccentricities,
the plein-air work held a truth and had
come to stay.

So we have gradually fallen into line
with the progress of art in this and
other things, always a little behind, as
is only natural with our youth and
crudity. It is something, though, in
these years to have outgrown the hide-
bound methods of former times, to have
some intelligent idea of why it is well
not to attempt a three-volume novel in
paint, and to know wherein an Israels
and a Jacob Maris goes beyond the
water-colour of our earlier artist. It
is not pleasant to be told, now that we
have got beyond it, that Canadian art,
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to the average Englishman, is repre-
sented by a nicely-finished, tight, topo-
graphically correct water-colour, that
has been carried home by some one de-
sirous of patronizing the colonies.

The various provincial and local art
organizations have gone on steadily,
holding exhibitions, supporting schools,
affording encouragement in many ways
to art study. The Women’s Art Asso-
ciation, which was ten years ago in its
infancy, has grown rapidly and has
now branches in Montreal, Ottawa,
Hamilton, St. John, Kingston, Brock-
ville, London and Portage la Prairie,
and is interesting and educating those
who would be otherwise untouched.
Its new headquarters in Toronto in the
Confederation Life Building are spa-
cious galleries.

The art schools throughout the
country are increasing in numbers and
efficiency, Toronto heading the list in
the Ontario School of Art and Design
with an attendance of over two hun-
dred under a large staff of teachers.
Montreal’s School is well equipped with
casts which are added to yearly, and is
doing good work under Mr. Brymner.
The scholarships are an incentive of
the right kind. Both of these schools,
as well as the one in Ottawa under
Mr. Brownell, are giving more atten-
tion to work in the life classes because
a greater number of advanced pupils
are able to profit by them. The work
of private schools has improved vastly,
sketching from nature and sound fun-
damental teaching taking the place of
the copying and over-elaboration of
other days.

The art movement begun by Wil-
liam Morris in the application of art to
the requirements of daily life, has born
its fruits in Canada in the number of
schools teaching the practical arts.
The New Technical School in Ottawa,
under Miss Marion Living and an able
staff of teachers, has for several years
been giving instruction in designing
and various handicrafts ; Miss Phillip’s
work in Montreal is somewhat along
the same line, and also the work done
under Mr. Gustav Hahn in the Ontario
School of Design, and at the Toronto
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Technical School. OQur own artists are
beginning to supply designs for our
own manufactures, and ‘‘arts and
crafts” is not an idle phrase. The term
‘‘artist” has now a much wider mean-
ing than ten years ago, when it merely
stood for the painter of pictures,

An initiatory move in the direction
of giving these applied arts their right
prominence was made last year in To-
ronto, when an ‘‘ Exhibition of Art
and Applied Design” was held in the
gallery of the Ontario Society of Art-
ists. Loan exhibits of a somewhat
similar nature had been held before,
but this showed only new and original
work in the way of fabrics, furni-
ture, decorative ornamentation, vari-
ous kinds of metal work, and other
examples of applied art. One of the
most noticeable pieces of furniture was
a piano, the case of which, simple in
line and finish, was designed and dec-
orated by Mr. G. A. Reid with painted
panels.

About four years ago the Ontario
Government gave to the Ontario So-
ciety of Artists the use of a large gal-
lery in the new addition to the Normal
School,of Toronto, where the work of its
members could be constantly on view.
The experiment has proved a success.
Strangers invariably find it out, and in
summer especially there has been a
steady stream of visitors. Each year
the gallery is rehung and purchases
made by the Government for the per-
manent collection. This is, of course,
a temporary arrangement until Toronto
has her new home for art, The plans
for this have been maturing slowly,
and are now taking definite shape on
a sound financial basis, so that, long
before the next ten years are over, To-
ronto hopes to be no longer mortified
at her lack of any suitable building for
art purposes, but to be able to point
with pride to her new Art Museum as
an evidence that the love of art in her
citizens is neither dead nor dormant.

Long before its appearance here we
learned, through reading and travel, of
the mural decorations in Europe and
the States, of the beauties of the Pan-
theon, the Edinburgh University Hall,
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the Boston Public Library, the Con-
gressional Library at Washington,
several large hotels and buildings in
New York and elsewhere. In due time
this development of art, which found
its most characteristic, and perhaps
highest expression in the works of
Puvis de Chavannes, found its way
here, so that there are now, as earnest
of the future, the decorations in the
new City Hall, Toronto, by Mr. G. A.
Reid, an altar piece in Loretto Abbey,
by Mr. Wyly Grier, a series of decora-
tions for a country house on the Island
of Orleans, by Mr. Brymner, and a
number of smaller decorations in pri-
vate houses in our large cities. The
suitability of a picture painted with a
view to its being in design and colour
a part of the room it decorates, makes
a strong plea to good taste, instead of
the framed easel picture, an isolated
thought, bearing no relation to theroom
where it may or may not find suitable
lighting and surroundings. Hereis the
work our artists are waiting for, and
for which many have already proved
them quite competent. As in the
days of Italy’s greatest glory, why could
not the best art be a great public pos-
session, to be enjoyed by all, rich and
poor ? We have throughout our land
fine city halls, magnificent depots, pub-
lic halls, colleges, and libraries, all
offering opportunity for decorating,
each after its kind. What an inspira-
tion and stimulus to rising genius to
prove itself equal to the task!

In considering the improvement in
general taste, some credit should be
allowed to the advance in the methods
of teaching drawing in the public
schools. In most of the city schools
there is free-hand drawing, element-
ary, but direct from nature, some at-
tempt at illustrating, and an effort to
express action in the simplest way pos-
sible. The art school leagues have
multiplied wonderfully in the last few
years, and are striving for better sur-
rounding for the children, attempting
improvement in the older schools as
they are able, and aiming at more at-
tention to beauty in the building of
new. Harmony of line and. colour,

»:‘5

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

rather than ornateness, must have
their good effect on the child, and
familiarity with the world’s master-
pieces through reproductions elevates
and educates faculties otherwise un-
touched. ‘‘Nothing so lifts a man
from his mean imprisonment, were it
but for a few moments, as true admira-
tion,” says Carlyle, himself a livin
example of it in his ‘‘ Heroes and
Hero-Worship.” The enthusiasm of
a child for some person or event in his-
tory can be much stimulated by a cor-
relative work in art.

The wisdom of this was borne in
upon the writer very much the other
day by some remarks of an English-
woman who was a graduate of one of
the large universities of her own coun-
try, and who confessed that though heyp
training had been most thorough in
certain branches of study, a greag
world of thought and feeling had nevey
been touched on, had been as com.
pletely ignored as though not existent
¢ ] knew nothing about art,” she Said‘
¢ had never heard of Giotto, and Rap:
hael was only a name, and so Were
Watts and others of our own artists
We might, at least, have had our ag.
tention called to events in art asa part
of history ; we might have been advig.
ed to see these prints or that collectioy,
of pictures not far away, or at least a
lecture on art might have been given
once in a while.to let us know thepe
was such a thing. I am only begin.
ning to realize what I have been mijgg_
ing, and how one-sided my educatijg
has been.” :

The progress of painting has been
touched on, what about the spirit of
art in our daily surroundings, so j
tangible yet all pervading, *“ makine
them all fair to look upon, filling rthg
common ways of life with the reflectiq,
of some far-off brightness?” to quotn
Pater. Are we improving? M =
certainly. But ‘‘the way to perfe
tion lies through a series of disguStse;
When it is remembered that that ne.
birth of art which revolutionized E:

rope in the middle ages, was the Work

Teat
hese

of centuries, can we expect as g
results in so many decades ? If t
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last ten years can show us some im-
provement, we may take heart. In
architecture the change is most ob-
vious. Instead of dull uniformity,
frivolous, ornamentation lack of pro-
portion, and downright ugliness, we
have individuality, symmetry without
uniformity, delightful combinations, of
colour and material, and hints of older
forms of beauty without servile copy-
ing. It is possible now to get fabrics,
carpets, and hangings, of colour and
design not hitherto dreamed of ; the
nightmares of needlework in panels
and drapes are not often to be met
with. As to furniture, there is always
likely to be a supply of it poorly made,
badly finished with its stuck-on orna-
ments, no thought of beauty or mean-
ing in the lines. But the opposite may
now be had, as never before, of pleas-
ing design and solid workmanship,
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combining utility and beauty in the
highest degree.

It is not as much lack of money as
of sincerity and simplicity that lies in
the way of more artistic surround-
ings in the average household. We
want so many things and we want them
like those of some one else who has
many times our income. Hence imita-
tions that have nothing to recommend
them, an over-supply of useless furni-
ture and bric-a-brac. The naive de-
coration on some primitive pottery has
a charm all its own ; a bit of a glazed
earthen jar may have a beauty far be-
yond some ambitiously-decorated vase,
because of its sincerity.

One of William Morris’ wise sayings
would be a good test to apply to all
our belongings : ‘“ Have nothing in
your house which you do not know to
be useful, or believe to be beautiful.”

LITERARY REMINISCENCES.

By George Stewart,

AT the request of the editor of the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, I send for
the centennial number some reminis-
cences of my career as editor of Cana-
dian magazines. [ began to write for
the press very early in life, and in
1865, in St. John, N.B., established
The Stamp Collectors Monthly Gasette,
which was withdrawn in 1867, when 1
founded Stewarts Literary Quarterly
Maguasine in the same city. It lived
five years, and though as a financial
venture, it was not very profitable, it
earned quite a good reputation in
Canadian letters. Its contributors
were drawn from Newfoundland to
British Columbia. The Rev. Moses
Harvey, of St. John’s, as well as
Judge Prowse, were frequent writers
in its pages. Dr. Harvey’s valuable
papers on Newfoundland did much to
make that ancient colony known all
over the world, for the newspapers,

attracted by the author’s attractive
style, made copious extracts from his
articles. The last paper written by
D’Arcy McGee, was sent to me, with
the line, *‘ Just starting for Ottawa ;
will be there during the next two or
three months.” It was entitled ** Ox-
ford the City of Colleges,” and a most
luminous and scholarly paper it was.
The gifted statesman, orator and poet
was assassinated only a few days be-
fore his article was published.  Sir
John Bourinot was in those days
attached to the Senate staff, and
rapidly making his way as a writer of
sketches and short stories. He wrote
for me : ‘“ The Mystery at the Chateau
des Ormeaux,” and ‘‘Among the
Pines,” as well as studies in a higher
vein, such as ‘ Cape Breton: Its
History, Scenery and Resources,”
which has since been extended into a
monograph of two hundred pages

’
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in the ‘‘Transactions of the Royal
Society,” embellished by many maps
and plans ; ‘‘ The Maritime Enterprise
of British America,” ¢ Statesmanship
and Letters” etc. Since then Sir
John has transferred his allegiance
from the legend and the essay, to
books on the constitution, the history
of Canada, and treatises on compara-
tive politics and parliamentary law and
practice.

Harry Venning, in those days, also,
was a graceful and prolific writer,but he
was, above all, a skilful angler, and he
sent me two series of brilliant sketches,
‘A Bunch of Salmon Tails from the
Miramichi,” and ‘‘ Sporting Sketches in
New Brunswick and Maine.” Hon.
Peter Mitchell, who was Minister of
Marine and Fisheries, on organizing
his department wrote to me asking
for the name of the author. I gave it
to him, and shortly afterwards Ven-
ning was appointed an Inspector of
Fisheries.

The writings of Dr. Daniel Clark,
of Princeton, now superintendent of
the Provincial Lunatic Asylum, To-
ronto, published in the Quarterly his
famous series, Pen Photographs, which
attracted wide attention. He also
wrote a striking study of speculative
science, ‘‘A Photograph of the Soul.”

The magazine was well supplied
with contributions from the popular
pens of Charles Sangster, Evan Mac-
Coll, Alexander McLachlan — great
men in their day—]John Reade, James
Hannay, the historian of Acadia, a
tuneful balladist and able editor ; Dr.
Elder, Senator John V. Ellis, Sir
James LeMoine, Dr. Henry H. Miles,
Prof. Lyall, of Halifax; the Scotch
poet, William Murdoch, W. P, Dole,
whose sonnets, and charming papers,
signed ‘‘Lelius,” gave the Quarterly a
high standing in many circles; James
L. Stewart, whose vigorous English
and incisive style compelled attention ;
H. L. Spencer, the poet, Rev. Dr.
James Bennet, who wrote ‘“‘The Dream
of Rags,” ‘‘ Phrenology of Churches,”
and Petofi, the Magyar poet, and Prof.
John W. Gray, the artist, of Montreal,
whose ‘“Colour as Applied to Ladies’

\
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Dress,” had considerable vogue on
account of its originality,  Carroll
Ryan wrote his most famous poem,
‘‘ The Convent Porter,” for the Quar-
terly, and his wife, ne¢ Mary Maclver,
was a frequent contributor of melo-
dious verse. My short-story writers
were E. G. Nelson, whose productions
were always clever and bright, and
spiced with humour, Miss Beatrice
Jones, Miss Massman, Watten Small,
Hannay, Irene Elder and Bourinot.

Begun in April, 1867, the last num-
ber of the Quarterly was published in
January, 1872, completing a life of five
years. It accomplished something
when it brought together, from the
various sections of our common coun-
try, the men and women who were
contributing to the mental outfit of
the New Dominion.

In May, 1878, I removed from St.
John to Toronto, to take charge of
Rose - Belford’s Canadian monthly.
Belfords Magasine had been running a
couple of years, and Zhe Canadian
Monthly, though a very excellent pub-
lication, was not paying. It was
decided to amalgamate the two serials,
and I was selected editor. The public
demanded illustrations, but, in those
days, the cost of having engravings
made in Canada was so high that we
were forced to buy from the Harpers’
and Scribners’ firms of New York, and
Lippincotts of Philadelphia, cuts which
had appeared in their magazines.
These we secured at a reasonable
price. Lady Blanche Murphy was a
constant contributor. She had a sad
life, but her pen never betrayed the
suffering which she was undergoing.
James Payn, Besant and Rice, Wilkie
Collins apd Edgar Fawcett, were our
novelists. Payne was not very much
embarrassed with wealth at that
period, but he wrote well, and his
terms were within reach of the finan-
cial resources of the magazine. When
he came into his money he raised his
rates, and did not write as well as
he did before. I bought two stories
from Wilkie Collins, ‘“The Haunted
Hotel, a Mystery of Modern Venice,”
and ‘‘Fallen Leaves.” ¢ The Haunted
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Hotel ” was slight in texture, but like
all of Collins’ work, it was fascinating.
The price paid for it was one hun-
dred pounds, and we had both serial
and book publication rights, and the
privilege of selling it to any American
publisher, save Harper Bros., of New
York, with whom the author had had
a quarrel.  7he New Vork Sunday
World paid $300 for ‘“ The Haunted
Hotel,” which reimbursed us pretty
well.

Collins belonged to the school of
Dickens rather than that of Thacke-
ray. He was a happy medium be-
tween the two. He never preached or
digressed, but he told his story in a
continuous way, and never made his
reader halt between chapters. Of
course the *“ Woman in White” is his
principal novel, but he had in his own
mind the idea, that ‘“The Fallen
Leaves,” for which my publishers paid
five hundred dollars, was destined to
surpass in interest and in strength
anything that he had written. With
every part he wrote me a note. He
was a great stickler for form, and in
dealing with editors and publishers,
strict business principles were insisted
upon. Among the many letters which
I received from him, while the ‘¢ Fal-
len Leaves” was passing through the
press, is one which calls attention to
“*Simple Sally,” who makes her debut
in the 21st chapter of that romance.
He says: ‘““You will find that the
16th weekly part introduces a new
character, belonging to a class which
some of my brethren are afraid to
touch with the tips of their pens. She
is, nevertheless, the chief character in
the story, and will probably lead me
into another novel in continuation of
‘The Fallen Leaves.” You will see,
especially when you receive the revise
of part 17, that the character is so
handled as to give no offence to any
sensible person, and that every line is
of importance to the coming develop-
ment of the girl, placed amid new
surroundings. But, perhaps, some of
the nice people with nasty ideas, on
your side of the ocean, may raise
objection. In this case you are

6
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entirely at liberty to state as publicly
as you please (if you think it neces-
sary) that my arrangement with you
stipulates for the absolute, literal
reprinting of ‘The Fallen Leaves,’
from my revises, and that the gentle
reader will have the story exactly as |
have written it, or will not have the
latter portions of the story at all. |
don’t anticipate any serious objections.
On the contrary, [ believe Simple
Sally will be the most lovable person-
age in the story. But, we have (as
Mr. Carlyle reckons it), thirty millions
of “fools in Great Britain and Ireland—
and (who knows ?), some of them may
have emigrated? I intended to write
a short letter. ‘Hell is paved—’ you
know the rest,
Yours very truly,
WiLkie CoLrins.

London, March 13, 1879.”

The magazine won its way. Prof.
Goldwin Smith supplied his masterly
papeérs on current events by a ‘¢ By-
stander,” as well as a pungent article
now and then. Among the latter was
his remarkable paper on Berlin and
Afghanistan. The relations between
contributor and editor were never
happier than those which were enjoyed
by Dr. Smith and myself. Once only
we differed over an article which he
had written, but ten minutes’ conver-
sation regulated matters. Sir Francis
Hincks wrote strongly on the Letel-
lier difficulty in Quebec, and broke a
lance with Prof. Smith. Some years
afterwards the old statesman called at
my residence in Quebec, to ask me to
give him the name of his opponent.
Of course, I could not gratify him
without the consent of the writer.
Mr. Wm. Rattray was also a constant
contributor, and when Dr. Smith was
not able to supply all the matter for
Current Events, Rattray took the pen.
He also wrote some of the book
reviews for the magazine. He wrote
a very small, fine hand, on little
squares of paper, and he never kept
the printers waiting for copy. Mr.
F. T. Jones wrote articles from the
agnostic point of view, and Martin J.
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Griffin published his quarrel with the
X7Xth Century which provoked some
controversy in the newspapers. Jones
sent in a caustic rejoinder entitled
‘““ My Quarrel with Martin J. Griffin,”
but I did not care to admit it, as I
saw that it would lead to endless
discussion, and perhaps, in the end,
would have a damaging effect on the
magazine. Then as now, the copy-
right question was an uppermost
topic in Canada, and Mr. G. Mercer
Adam gave us a spirited paper on the
subject.

Mr. Walter Townsend, an able and
strong critical writer, published with
us a number of literary papers, his
studies being Matthew Arnold, Robert
Southey and Shelley, while Mr. 3 f 0
Stewart added critical contributions
on Wilkie Collins, the early English
stage, and Lever’s Military Tales.
Mr. D. B. Read wrote a reminiscent
paper on the Ontario bar of eighty years

ago. Hon. Wm. C. Howells, then
representing the United States in
Toronto as Consul, the father of Wm.
Dean Howells, the American novelist,
well read in science and literature,
enriched the pages of the magazine
now and then. He wrote ‘‘Superficial
Learning,” and some notes on the
life, work and career of Richard Realf.
Mr. R. Rutland Manners from time to
time furnished our readers with some
very good poems, and John Reade’s
name often appears in poetry and
prose of a very high order of merit.
At intervals, ‘‘Fidelis,” who is ever
faithful to Canadian publications, and
the venerable Mrs. Traill, added their
pens to those of their fellow-writers,
I remained with the magazine about a
year, when I retired from it to accept
the editorship of The Quebec Chronicle.
My successor was Mr. G. Mercer
Adam, a former editor of The Cana-
dian Monthly.

THE PURPOSE OF A NATIONAL MAGAZINE.

By /. Gordon Mowat.

A TRULY national magazine, broad,

comprehensive, thoughtful, bright,
in its utility to a nation is scarcely sec-
ond to a great university. Its mission
is to stimulate and afford expression to
the higher thought and tastes of a
people, to bring the country’s best
thought, under the most favourable
circumstances and in the most attrac-
tive form, before the best classes of
the country’s readers—the classes upon
whom the shaping of the political,
social, intellectual and even industrial
future of the nation most largely de-
pend. This mission ,can be better
performed by a national magazine than
by university, newspaper or book.
The newspaper is too transient, too
hurriedly read and often too hurriedly
written and too cursory in its treat-
ment of things to do the needed service

in the culture of a busy man. Current
books, however valuable, there is
little time for most people to read with
profit, so the sharpening training of
college halls is not maintained. The
stimulus to intellectual effort and the
interest in higher thought would in
most instances weaken or dieaway were
it not that a good magazine proves a
constant educator, not put aside as too
trifling or too tedious. It is reserved
for the quietest half hours of comfort-
able leisure, when the mind is in the
most receptive mood and most ready
to respond to facts and arguments at-
tractively and candidly presented, or
to the quiet touches of beauty, humour,
pathos, that lighter literature furnishes
in select form in the pages of such
a magazine. Here the statesman or
political thinker speaks in well-weighed
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utterances, appealing not to party pre-
judice, but to the quiet, sincere judg-
ment of the leading men of every party
in every section of the country. Here,
too, in nearly every question of inter-
est, the best thought is found in the
best form—and not in spoonfuls, but
in satisfying meals. The contributor
attempts to do his best, for he'knows
that his audience is the best the coun-
try affords, and that his thoughts are
handed down to future generations.
A magazine, such as is here indicated,
covers nearly everything of past and
present interest in national life and
reaches far into the future in its grasp
of possible developments. It should
reach every corner of the land and meet
with equal favour from intelligent men
of every party and creed. It is valued
in every cultured home. What it is to
the older members of the community,
who shape the nation to-day, it is to
the younger who will shape the nation
to-morrow. It is a great national
university, diffused, without loss of
effectiveness, throughout an entire na-
tion.

The mission of a national magazine,
important though it be in the develop-
ment and maintenance of national cul-
ture, receives in Canada scarcely more
than a vague and passing thought from
the vast majority of people who, from
education, intelligence or public spirit,
might be expected to take an interest
in the subject. Of course, we have an
abundance of magazine literature, the
product of other lands. Much of it is
excellent and greatly to be desired by
thinking people. But good as it is, it
does not meet the national needs. As
to a large body of the magazine litera-
ture, usually cheap, extensively circu-
lated in the Dominion, it is not of a
class than can be said to be of much
value in cultivating the higher intellec-
tual faculties and tastes of the people.
‘“The topmost froth of thought” has
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no doubt its utility ; a dash of it in the
face is grateful, especially when the
face is flushed and fevered through a
chase after butterflies, but it is not the
literature really needed for the home. It
can scarcely be called wholesome, and
for national purposes it is almost value-
less. A national magazine, while giv-
ing due attention to the large matters
that engage world-wide attention and
furnishing Canadian contributions to
the discussion of these matters, should
give special prominence to the broad
political, social and industrial questions
of the country, to its history, art, lite-
rature, resources and almost everything
not of merely transient importance that
interests a considerable proportion of
its readers. It should be an energizing
repository of the best thought of the
people that is both of present and
future value. The souls of books to
be may well take outline in its pages ;
the aspirations that fill the noblest
minds of the country may well find in
its pages from month to month ade-
quate utterance that will meet at once
with sympathetic response from tens of
thousands in every part of the land,
and result in intellectual and moral
quickening and in bringing about with
celerity forward steps in true and har-
monious national progress.

In Canada, which is necessarily de-
pendent for most of its literature on
kindred and larger nations, largely
self-absorbed, a realization of the im-
portance of the mission of a Canadian
national magazine is very much to be
desired. To make this mission suc-
cessful is well worthy of the substan-
tial, practical encouragement of broad-
minded citizens. Let us have an
abundance of good magazines whether
foreign or not. But in the home, even
if the number of periodicals to find en-
trance must be few indeed, let a nation-
al magazine of the character described,
find a place.




T was during
the gdecute
phase of the
Cretan trouble,
when the dear
friends compris-
ed in the Concert
of Europe were
scraping their
fiddles to the
tune that Greece
died of. 1 had
been kicking my
heels in Constantinople for three days,
having brought out important de-
spatches, for the reply to which I was
instructed to wait before taking the
road for home.

In search of shade and, if it must be
confessed, of a cooling drink, I had
wandered into the hall of the Hotel de
I’Europe, where I had found young
Peters, one of our junior aftachés. In
his congenial society, and with the aid
of a long tumbler with plenty of crush-
ed ice init, I had passed a pleasant
hour when a man came in from the
street and sat down at the next table.
The new-comer walked into the place
leisurely enough, but he seemed to be
out of breath. He wore a fez and a
threadbare black frock-coat, and his
sallow complexion and foxy eyes pro-
claimed him, at the first glance, a
Levantine.

““ What does that mean?” I whis-
pered. ‘‘The fellow is dead beat with
runpning ; yet he tried to let on that
he was strolling in in the most casual
manner.”

Peters laughed. ‘‘I don’t know
what it means, but you may be very
sure that it means something,” he
replied. ‘‘There is always a reason at
the back of that gentleman’s antics.
Don’t you know who he is?”

‘“Only that he looks a boiled-down
essence of Levantine duplicity,” said I.

““ He is Zgoureff, one of the drago-
mans of the Russian Embassy, and

The Perils of the Red Box
By Headon Hill

PERIL II. —.THE DRAGOMAN OF THE RUSSIAN EMBASSY.

your description fills the bill,” Peters
whispered under his breath. ‘‘From
Eastern Roumelia, of a Slav father and
a Greek mother, I have been told—a
bad breed. Hullo! here comes one of
our cavasses.”

The attaché’s concluding sentence
was spoken aloud, and drew my atten-
tion to a be-sashed and baggily-
breeched servitor of our Embassy who
had just entered the hall of the hotel.
On seeing us he advanced to our table
and delivered himself of his message,
which was to the effect that my de-
spatches would be ready in time to
admit of my departure by the home-
ward bound Orient express that same
afternoon. His Excellency the Ambas-
sador would receive me at three o’clock
to hand me any final letters which he
might find occasion to write in the
interim.

When the cavass had bowed and
retired, Peters and I rose and followed
him out, for though it was barely noon
I had some small commissions to exe-
cute in the curio shops before going
back to my own hotel to pack my bag.
In the doorway I turned round, and
saw that Zgoureff, the Russian drago-
man, was sipping his lemonade with
the air of lazy contentment. I drew
the attention of Peters to the fact.

‘“‘Yes,” he said, ‘‘but don’t you
think he’s a little overdoing the dolce
Jar niente, considering the mode of his
entrance? [ have been wondering,
Melgund, whether the beggar headed
off our man in order to hear the mes-
sage he was charged with. It is pretty
difficult to get the set of all the under-
currents in the game of cross-purposes
that’s being played here now.”

““Hardly Lkely,” ‘I sad:" *“He
would not expect a cavass to be en-
trusted with the verbal delivery of
important political secrets.”

““Yet I wonder,” persisted Peters,
only to drop the subject as we met a
mutual acquaintance.
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But I wondered also, when three
hours later the Ambassador spoke his
last words to me.

“‘ There you are, Captain Melgund,”
he said, as he handed me the last des-
patch. ‘‘ Lock it into your box ‘right
away,’ as our friends at the American
Legation would put it. If the good
people at either the Russian or Ger-
man Embassies could get the gist of
the contents of one of those documents
—separately and individually, mind
you, without the others knowing it—
they would solve the Eastern Question
with a vengeance, and make either the
Tsar or the Kaiser master of Europe.

““The despatch to which you refer
is in cypher, your Excellency?” I
asked.

‘“ It is more than usually in cypher,”
laughed the Ambassador. ‘‘I regard
that despatch with such affection that
I have myself prepared a special code
for it rather than trust to the ordinary
Foreign Office affair, which as likely
as not is known to our rivals. Here
is the key of the cypher. Of course
you will not put it in the box, but
carry it on your person, so that if by
any mischance you are separated from
your despatches they will be unintel-
ligible to the finder.”

He handed me an envelope which [
placed in my pocket-book, and having
taken leave of his Excellency I made
my way to the terminus. The words
let fall by the Ambassador, and his
precaution in inventing a special cypher
for the despatch, awoke in me the sus-
picion that after all young Peters
might have been right in his surmise
as to the Russian dragoman. Could
it be, I conjectured, that Zgoureff had
placed himself near us because he took
an interest in my movements, and had
reason to believe that they would be
influenced by the message brought by
a cavass ?

If so he had undoubtedy gained his
object, for he had sat well within ear-
shot, and the thought that there might
be mischief brewing caused me to hug
the red box closely, and scan the
crowd at the station for a glimpse of
Zgoureff’'s ugly face. Pre.parations
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for the start of the train were being
made in leisurely Turkish fashion, and
[ had plenty of time to make a tour of
the carriages, but the search was un-
rewarded. Neither on the platform
nor among my fellow-passengers was
the dragoman of the Russian Embassy
to be seen.

Satisfied on this point I established
myself in a carriage in the forward
part of the train, whence I had a clear
view of the barrier. Thus if Zgoureff
arrived at the last moment I should be
forewarned that I had him for a fellow-
traveller. Still he came not, but the
clang of the starting-bell had just
ceased when a frock-coated, scarlet-
fezzed figure appeared at the barrier
and hurried towards the next compart-
ment. For a moment [ thought that
I had spotted my man, but a second
glance proved that I was mistaken.
As the late arrival stepped on to the
footboard I saw that I had been misled
by a general resemblance of dress and
style. Further, I recognized him as
some one who was nof Zgoureff, and a
minute later when the Orient express
moved out of the station I was toler-
ably certain that that worthy was not
on board.

My recognition of the man in the
next carriage, however, had furnished
me with food for reflection. Only the
day before he had been pointed out to
me in thestreets of Pera by young Peters
as Demetrios, a dragoman of the Ger-
man Embassy, and the farewell confi-
dences of our Ambassador suggested a
possible reason for his presence on the
train. His Excellency had plainly in-
dicated the enormous advantage that
would accrue to either the Russian or
German Governments if they could in-
dividually possess themselves of the
information I was carrying. Theidea
at once occurred that Demetrios of the
Germany Embassy was playing the
game that I had attributed to Zgoureff
of the Russian, and that he was after
my despatches. It was more than
probable that the wily Greek had
‘“ bested ”” his rival by some ruse for
preventing him from catching the
train,
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I had the compartment to myself,
and as | settled down to watch the
fleeting landscape I decided that of the
two I would rather have the German
dragoman on my hands. As a Greek
he would naturally be chock-full
of inborn cunning, but he was a
manlier-looking scamp than the other,
and being better favoured in thews
and sinews, seemed a more worthy
antagonist for a British soldier used to
straight grips with his foes. The ap-
pearance of Zgoureff had suggested
dark alleys, prowling footfalls, and a
prod in the back with a knife.

The Orient express stops at only
three stations between departure from
Constantinople at 4.10in the afternoon
and arrival at Adrianople half-an-hour
after midnight. But at neither of
these stations did Demetrios leave his
compartment, and as long as it was
daylight I was able to devote the long
runs from stopping place to stopping-
place to unmolested contemplation of
the fertile fields of Thrace; and when
the shadows of night fell on olive gar-
den and vineyard I dosed away the
hours with a full sense of security.

I was awoke by the slackening speed
as the train approached Adrianople,
where there was a stoppage of ten min-
utes for refreshment—the last chance
of stoking the inner man before arrival
at Sarembey in the morning. As soon
as the train drew up at the ill-lighted
platform I made my way to the miser-
able buffet, glancing into the compart-
ment occupied by Demetrios en route.
He was apparently sleeping soundly in
his corner, without any intention of
descending.

Having swallowed a plate of exe-
crable soup and half a bottle of sour
claret, I returned to my compartment
—none too soon, for the train began to
move as I leaped in. After turning to
secure the handle I resumed my seat
next the door, and was in the act of
depositing my despatch-box on the op-
posite seat when the queer sensation
that I was being watched by human
eyes caused me to glance to the other
end of the carriage. There sat De-
metrios, sniiling pleasantly at me.

\
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The fellow must have hidden under
the seat while I was at the buffet, and
must have slipped out while my back
was turned for the purpose of fasten-
ing the door. ,

It was a case for a prompt under-
standing, and I flatter myself that I
obtained it. I never travel on duty
east of Vienna unarmed, and first re-
placing the box on my knees, I whip-
ped out a Derringer and levelled it
at my fellow-passenger’s head. He
shrank into his corner, putting up his
hands.

‘“You never not shoot me, sare?”
he stammered. ‘‘I never not go for
to do no harm.”

‘I am not going to shoot you if you
behave yourself, but we are going to
sit like this till we reach Moustapha
Pasha an hour hence. Then you will
get out and go into another carriage,
or to the devil—whichever you please.”

“‘But, sare, you make great outrage
on innocent man!” he protested. ‘‘I
am quiet merchant gentlemans travel-
ling on pusiness.” 5

‘“Not a bit of it! You are a drago-

man of the German Embassy travel-
ling for the purpose of stealing my
despatches,” I replied. ¢ The game
is up, Demetrios; all you have to do
is to sit and make faces at my pis-
tol.” »
My knowledge of his name had the
desired effect, and he saved himself the
trouble of further lies. As I have said,
he was not a bad-looking rascal, and
at the failure of his mission his mouth
took a melancholy curve that would
have appealed to the women-folk. He
made one or two plausible attempts at
conversation, but I sternly repressed
them, and kept him covered till the
train ran into the little station at
Moustapha Pasha. Then I bade him
get out, repeating my warning against
further attempts.

““And if you see Zgoureff of the
Russian Embassy,” I added, ‘‘you can
pass the warning on to him.”

Demetrios was hurrying to find an-
other compartment, but at this he
turned and came back. I noticed that
he had gone suddenly pale.
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““Is it that Zgoureff is in the train?”
he asked tremulously.

¢ Can’t say, but he is displaying an
equal interest in my despatch-box,” I
said, just to show him that I was well
posted.

¢“Then in that case, sare, you may
make what you call the cock-sure that
I not trouble you more,” said Deme-
trios, sighing plaintively. ‘I go on
in train to Sarembey, so as catch fast
train back to Constantinople, but I
speak true when I say that I no wish
for that box. If Zgoureff wants it he
will have it—and the life of the man
who stands between. That shall not
be me, 1 promise you.”

He stepped into the next compart-
ment, and beckoning the guard I
asked him to lock the door. The in-
trusion of Demetrios had robbed me of
an hour’s sleep, and though I had
little expectation that he would face
my trusty Derringer again, I felt that
my slumbers would be more peaceful
if entrance at the few stopping-places
were rendered impossible.

1 slept till we reached Philippopolis
in the grey of dawn, and thence on-
ward sat wakeful. We ran through
the squalid station of Tatar Bajardjik
without stopping, into the tedious
series of gradients among the foothills
of the Balkan range. The change of
scenery from the verdant plains to the
barren and rugged grimness of the
mountain lands, used as I was to it,
struck me as especially weird that
morning. As the train climbed the
gradients and wound its way over the
twisting viaducts, signs of human hab-
itation dwindled. In place of teeming
villages there were only visible at long
intervals isolated dwellings perched
among the rocks—ancient houses,
almost castles, some of them, that
were probably robber-haunts in the
not distant past.

The train ran clear of a viaduct
into a curved cutting, that for three
hundred yards formed one of the few
level bits of road in that section of
line. It was the practice of the driv-
ers to put on speed at this point so as
to gain an impetus for the next gra-

dient—a dangerous custom, consider-
ing the acuteness of the bend. We
had just rounded the curve when there
came a tremendous shock, a thunder-
ing crash, and I was flung hither and
thither like a shuttlecock to land amid
a smother of splinters and scalding
steam against the rocky wall of the
cutting.

The engine lay on its side, and the
carriages nearest to it, mine among
the number, had *‘telescoped.” So
much and one other detail my dazed
senses grasped before I swooned with
the pain of an injury to my head. The
other detail was that the catastrophe
was no accident. The trunks of several
heavy trees—a regular timber-stack, in
fact—had been piled across the metals,
forming an obstruction which not even
a London and North-Western engine
could have tossed aside.

When [ recovered consciousness |
was lying on a bed in alarge room, the
walls of which were of stone. Oppos-
ite to me was an unglazed window-
opening, which disclosed a panoramic
view of a valley far below. I had no
time to make further acquaintance
with my surroundings, for there came
and bent over me one of the most
beautiful women I had ever seen. And
yet, as I gazed up at her chiselled Gre-
cian features, I became conscious of
something catlike or tigerish in them
that repelled. [ tried her in Greek.

““ Where am 1? What has happen-
ed?” I asked.

““1 am Daphne, and you are my
guest,” she answered. ‘‘ You were in-
jured in the accident on the railway
this morning.. They brought you here
because—because it was the nearest
house.”

“] am deeply indebted,” said I.
‘¢ Can you tell me what has become of
a red leather box which I was holding
when I was flung from the train? ”’

““ You were still holding it when you
were found at the road-side,” replied
the girl. ‘It is now at your head,
under the pillow. It was broken open
—in the fall from the train it is my be-
lief.”
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Something in her tone caused me
to turn over and clutch at the box, but
I was too weak to handle it, and fell
back exhausted. Divining my inten-
tion, she deftly drew the box from
under the pillow and gave it to me.
The lid looked more like having been
prised open than smashed, and on run-
ning through the contents I found all
the despatches there except the import-
ant one written in the Ambassador’s
invented cypher. In an instant I was
examining my pocket-book, and was
reassured to find that the private code,
without which the despatch was so
much waste paper, remained in my
possession. The other contents of my
pockets, including my revolver, were
also undisturbed.

It has ever been my way in a case of
doubt and difficulty where a woman is
involved to make love to that woman
without delay. By so doing, if the
sentiments you profess are recipro-
cated you provide yourself with an
ally; if your addresses are unappre-
ciated, it should be your own fault if
you do not contrive to tread on some
pet feminine corn which will startle the
subject into playing into your hands.
As an Irish soldier I am proud to say
that the former of the two alternatives
has more frequently been my lot.

On discovering my loss I looked up
at Daphne, and Daphne looked down
at me. As I have said, beautiful
though she was I was not attracted by
her, yet from her manner of receiving
the admiration that I threw into my
glance I already began to count upon
her help.

‘“ What taper fingers you have!” I
remarked, as I shut down the damaged
lid and allowed her to replace the box
beneath my pillow.

“ You must be getting better to talk
like that,” she said, tossing her head,
but evidently not ill-pleased with the
compliment.

I followed suit with some more bare-
faced flattery, and by the end of a

quarter of an hour had made an un-
doubted advance into the girl's good
graces. She took to me as a canary
does to sugar, and I only wished that

she hadn’t that indefinable something
about her that made me wish her miles
away. But it was time to put her to
a practical use.

‘““I believe that you could do me a
very great favour if you chose to add
to your kindness,” I said abruptly, as
she finished telling me how they had
thought me dead when her brother’s
goat-herds brought me in from the rail-
way that ran a mile below the crag on
which the house was perched.

““ What would you have me do?”
she asked, flushing faintly.

‘“ Find for me a paper which is miss-
ing from those in the box,” I replied,
watching her closely. ‘‘ The box was
uninjured when I fell from the train.
I know it, for I did not faint immedi-
ately.”

The significance of the accusation
almost amounted to an accusation, but
she chose to pass it over.

‘I will inquire among the men who
carried you here,” she said, ‘“but I
have heard of no such paper.”

““ Do your best to recover it for me,
Daphne, and the light of your glorious
eyes will never fade from my remem-
brance,” I murmured, stroking the
hand which she had laid upon the
coverlet. “I cannot depart hence
without that document. The loss of
it would bring me to shame.”

A deep groan close at hand startled
me, and turning on my side I was
astonished to see another bed parallel
with mine against the bare stone wall,
I had scarcely had time to stifle my
surprise on recognizing its occupant ag
Demetrios, my late fellow-passenger,
when a harsh voice, pitched low, calleq
‘“ Daphne !” My changed position
caused by the groan had brought 5
doorway within my view, and as my
fair hostess flitted towardsit I caught,
framed therein, the momentary visiop
of a face. It was the face of Zgoureff,
the dragoman of the Russian Embassy,

Daphne quitted the room, and 1 lay
still for a few seconds thinking,
Though I had a bad headache from the

somersault against the rocky cutting,
I felt that I was otherwise unhurt and
had the use of my limbs; I was also
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fairly sure in my mind that Zgoureff
had stolen the despatch after engineer-
ing the ‘‘ accident” for my benefit, and
reaching the spot by an earlier train in
order to do so. But the question that
occupied me as I lay silent was how
far Demetrios was my fellow-victim,
and how far, if at all, he was in collu-
sion with Zgoureff.

Another groan roused me to com-
mence diplomatic relations with the
man of the German Embassy.

““ Well, Demetrios,” 1 said, ‘‘we
did not think to finish our journey like
this. You must be badly hurt to
make such a noise.”

‘“It is not that I cry for pain of
body, sare,” whimpered the Greek.
‘““It is that you make the love to
Daphne who has been since a year,
when she come to Constantinople, to
me as a goddess. Oh! it was great
happiness to smash the leg and to find
that the house they bring me to is of
her I love. Then you wake up and in
ten little minutes make your way to
her heart. [ see it in her eyes. That
all bad enough, but then you go and
say a thing to cheat yourself of your
own game and keep you here long
time. She stop you finding that pa-
per, now you say you not go till you
got it. She like to have you here too
mooch.”

There was no mistaking the love-
sick rascal’s earnestness, and with a
thrill of chagrin I quite saw the force
of his argument. If I had really
roused a tenderness in the girl, my
knowledge of the sex told me that I
had been at some pains to defeat my
own ends. But the fears of Demetrios
inferred a power on Daphne’s part to
prevent me from regaining the de-
spatch, from which I deduced that he
knew or suspected that she had had a
hand in relieving me of it. I recog-
nized my blunder, but with the adroit-
ness of a good tactician I decided to
utilize it as it stood rather than try to
undo it.

“ My friend, it is the privilege of
woman to choose for herself,” I said.
““ Yet much as Daphne pleases me, |
will promise to go away and leave the
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field clear as soon as I recover the lost
document. Do you happen to know
who took it?”

‘““ Daphne, she steal it herself. |
see her break the box and take paper
out of the room just after we come,”
replied the unchivalrous wretch.

“So! And do you know Miss
Daphne’s patronymic ?” 1 asked.

He professed—truly, as was con-
firmed by his subsequent demeanour—
complete ignorance on the point. He
had only met her once or twice in a
public dancing-room in Pera, and the
devotion which he had laid at her feet
had not met with any great response.
At least so I guessed from its not hav-
ing led to a more formal introduction,
and from the fact that he had not seen
her again till he was carried into the
house from the railway with a broken
leg. Ilearned later that by a singular
coincidence Demetrios and I were the
only passengers injured.

I sprang a surprise on him. ‘¢ Her
name is Zgoureff,” I said. ‘‘ At least
she spoke of her brother being here,
and just now [ caught sight of Zgou-
reff of the Russian Embassy at the
door.”

The look of terror that came into the
Greek’s handsome eyes was an elo-
quent tribute to my antagonist’s repu-
tation. Demetrios had clearly had no
idea that his courtship, if successful,
would give him the redoubtable Rus-
sian dragoman for a brother-in-law,
and was wondering how his proposals
would be received in that quarter.

‘¢ Zgoureff, the throat-slitter ! he
muttered in his native tongue, turning
on his pallet so as to watch the door.
Then in English he replied aloud—

‘“ What you say is news, sare, to
me ; all same I knew that Zgoureff's
home was in Eastern Roumelia. [
mooch think you never see that des-
patch again if Zgoureff has it.”

‘“ Oh yes, I shall,” said I. ‘‘I am
going to look for Zgoureff now, and if
I cannot find him, [ shall amuse my-
self by making love to his sister.”

I rose from the rude bed, rejoiced to
find that I was little the worse for
my fall, and taking the box with me,
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left the love-sick Greek to writhe in
helpless jealousy. He had been useful,
so far that I knew exactly how the
land lay—that Daphne had stolen the
despatch at her brother’s instigation.
A plan was already maturing in my
mind for making Demetrios more use-
ful still in the event of a certain con-
tingency.

That contingency was that Zgoureff
would keep out of my way till he had
reconsidered the situation. That he
had discovered the uselessness of the
despatch in its present form I had no
doubt, or he would have been off with
it to Constantinople. He would be
pretty certain to remain in the neigh-
bourhood so long as I was there, in
the hope of obtaining by violence or
cunning the means of translating the
despatch. My intention was to clap
my pistol to his head and -blow his
brains out if he would not restore the
paper. In doing so I knew that I
should have my Government at my
back, after the accident to the Orient
express.

The house I found to be alarge one-
storied structure, with many rooms
abutting on a central hall or courtyard
open to the sky. Walking to the
arched entrance I came out upon a
narrow plateau, from which a winding
path led to a gorge which, a mile
lower down, was spanned by the via-
duct which the train had crossed before
the smash. Behind the house the
ground rose in rugged terraces to the
summit of a lofty range of hills.

There was no one in sight but a
goat-herd tending his flock half-way
down the gorge, but I had not been
there a minute when Daphne came out
on to the plateau. She tried to show
surprise, but had evidently hurried
after me.

“You were going away,” she said
reproachfully. :

“By no means! That would be
the act of a churl—without thanking
you and your brother for what has
been done for me under this roof,” I
replied, looking her straight in the
eyes. ‘‘Where is this hospitable
brother of yours, Daphne?”
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¢«“He is gone to Sarembey— on
business about our vineyard in the
valley. We are but farmer-folk and
tillers of the soil,” was the nervously-
spoken reply. ‘‘He will return at
eventide. Come into the house and
eat. You must be weak from want of
food.”

The invitation was tempting, for it
was past noon, and I had fasted since
my midnight snack at the Adrianople
buffet. As I turned to accompany her
my gaze, which had been ranging up-
wards to the rough ground above the
house, was arrested by the face of a
man peering round a boulder. It was
withdrawn instantly, but not before I
recognized its owner as Zgoureff.

““Your brother went to Sarembey
over the mountain behind your house ?”
I said, smiling down at my com-
panion.

«Oh! talk to me of yourself, not of
my brother,” she snapped. And she
added in a melting tone, ‘‘You will
not go till you have found the paper?
[ have sent four of our herds to search
for it by the railway-line.”

I saw that my allusion was lost upon
her, and that she had no idea that she
or her brother had incurred my sus-
picion. That suited my purpose of
coming face to face with Zgoureff well,
for it showed that hé was only keep-
ing out of my way to avoid recog-
nition—not because he knew himself
to be already detected, in which case
he might have decided to bolt with the
despatch, trusting to luck to be able
to decipher it.

Daphne led me back into the house,
to a barely-furnished room, where a
fierce-eyed old crone, whom she in-
troduced as her mother, was spinning
flax at an old-fashioned wheel. The
elder woman after one furtive scowl
paid me no further attention, but the
girl set food and wine before me and
laid herself out to be entertaining.
As it suited my plan to appear to be
smitten, I struggled against my inborn
aversion and played up to her to the
full extent of my unrivalled experience.
I soon found, however, that she car-
ried too many guns for me, and I was
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grateful for the old woman’s company.
For the first time in his life Jocelyn
Melgund knew what it was to feel coy.

All the time [ was eating, and after-
wards as we flirted through the lazy
hours of the afternoon, I kepta watch-
ful eye and a wary ear for signs or
sounds of Zgoureff, but none were
forthcoming. Now and again Daphne
went to see if Demetrios, for whom
she professed profound contempt,
wanted for anything, and on these oc-
casions | would slip out on to the
plateau to scan the gorge and the
hillside—entirely without result. If
Zgoureff had devised a scheme for,
through me, getting at the true in-
wardness of the despatch, the time was
not yet ripe for its practice.

At length, having announced my in-
tention of staying for the night, I went
to pay a visit to Demetrios. The
German dragoman was an important
card in the game I meditated, but I
had hardly expected him to fall so
readily to my hand. If he could have
have kept the eager cunning out of
his shifty eyes, I might have attached
no meaning to his failure to reproach
me further about Daphne; as it was,
I was able to respond readily when he
received me with the confidential whis-
per—

‘“ Great news for you, sare. Idone
my best get that paper, but it all what
you call no go. Paper gone to Con-
stantinople.”

‘“ You have seen Zgoureff?” I said
sharply.

““Yes, I see him,” Demetrios re-
plied. ‘‘He came in soon after you
go away, and tell me things. He very
frightened you catch him and crept in
by back-door so as not go near room
where you talk with Daphne. He say
paper no use to him because written in
new cypher, so go back with it to
Constantinople, and try and steal code
from British Embassy by bribing the
cavass.”

This was a plausible tale enough,
but just a little too childlike and bland
for me. I was prepared to believe that
Zgoureff, for pumping purposes, had
sneaked in to see his other victim—it

was in the hope that he would sneak in
again that I was visiting the sick-
room—but that he would go off on a
wild-goose chase like that indicated
was incredible. He would first want
to know more about my ability to sup-
ply a key to the despatch, if he was
the man I took him for,and I was there
with the object of furnishing him with
that knowledge—through the excellent
Demetrios.

‘ Zgoureff is a fool,” I said. ¢‘I
have it here in my pocket-book—see! I
keep it in my breast—a code by which
that cypher can be read. I love his sis-
ter, and I would gladly have given him
the code to secure his favour. How-
ever, it is no matter, for Daphne pre-
fers me to you, Demetrios, and I go to
console myself for the loss of the
despatch.”

With which I turned upon my heel
and went back to the living-room, well
satisfied by the vengeful look hurled
after me by Demetrios that my train
was laid. When I entered Daphne
retreated hurriedly from the unglazed
window, through which, from her
flushed and defiant expression I guess-
ed that she had been carrying on a
heated controversy. Zgoureff was
prowling, evidently. Well, he should
have his chance.

‘“ Come, Daphne, let us go for a
stroll in the twilight,” I said. *‘ Show
me your goats, and the grain-patch
which I noticed on the slope of the
hill.”

So we wandered about in the gath-
ering dusk of the summer evening, my
companion parrying all my allusions to
the missing despatch with a sullen per-
sistency that gave me a clue to what
had just happened at the window. Her
brother had been trying to induce her
to worm from me whether I possessed
facilities for translating, or knew the
contents of, the paper I was so anxious
to find ; and she, eager as ever to pre-
vent my departure, had been refusing
to do his bidding.

As it was necessary to my purpose
to keep her in good humour, I fell in
with her mood, and ceasing to refer to
my loss resumed the 7»d/e of ardent ad-
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mirer. So exacting a mistress was
she, so greedy of florid compliments,
that I had all my work cut out in carry-
ing out the purpose that had prompted
me to propose such a risky Zéfe-a-téte.
I wanted Zgoureff to pay another
visit to Demetrios, and if possible
to assure myself that he had done so.

There was a cow-byre on the hill-
side between the back of the house
and the strip of cultivated terrace, and
as we climbed upwards behind this out-
building, I stopped suddenly and pre-
tended to fasten my shoe-lace. Daphne
walked on, crooning a Bulgarian song,
and I peered round the corner of the
byre. It was as I had thought. The
byre was the lair in which Zgoureff
was lying up while I was in the house;
for there he was, flitting across the in-
tervening space between the shed and
the back-door of the dwelling. He dis-
appeared within, and I rejoined my fair
companion on the higher ground.

When I had descanted on my delight
in rural existence, with bright eyes to
cheer it, at sufficient length to have en-
abled Zgoureff to pay his evening call,
I pleaded hunger, and we returned to
the house for supper. Repassing the
byre I was strongly tempted to rush in,
pistol in hand; but reflecting that
Zgoureff might not have returned,
and loath to risk the success of my
maturer plan, I checked the impulse
and went peacefully round to the front
of the weird old eyrie on the best
of terms with the young kestrel at my
side.

By reason of the silent beldame,
who being Daphne’s mother must have
been Zgoureff’s mother also, I did not
enjoy that evening meal. Glad as I
was in one way of her company, and
well as I augured from her fierce
stares, the malignant triumph in the
old lady’s eyes almost made me nery-
ous. Her son must have looked in on
her after seeing Demetrios, 1 told my-
self, and was comforted with the
thought.

Daphne, having in a perfunctory way
attended to the wants of the injured
man, informed me that her mother,
who for all I ever knew may have been
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dumb, was about to retire for the night
and would not go without her. Tak-
ing the welcome hint I bade her good-
night, and with mutual assurances of
renewed friendship on the morrow, we
parted at the door of the room which I
was again to share with Demetrios.

The dragoman of the German Em-
bassy greeted me with an oily smile,
and began chattering about the sur-
geon who was to come on the morrow
from Sarembey to set his leg. While
making a few preparations for bed by
the light of a petroleum lamp, I let him
run on for a bit, and then checked him
with the question—

““You have seen Zgoureff again ?

‘“ Oh, sare, no ; how I see a man far
off. You funny joke, sare. All Eng-
lish gentlemens like the joke,” was
Demetrios’ way of telling his latest lie.

I turned out the lamp without com-
ment and flung myself noisily on the
bed, but the next moment rose silent-
ly. I had taken off my coat and vest,
and I placed them, together with my
travelling ulster, and the red box,
which had hitherto not left me all day,
under the bed-clothes. With such
material it was difficult to stimulate
the curves of the human form, but I
did the best I could, and then, revolver
in hand, crept under the bed of Deme-
trios.

Demetrios had developed a new ail-
ment—a bad cough in two short sharp
barks, suggestive of a dog on chain.
The coughs came at regular intervals
of two minutes or so for the three
hours I lay waiting, and then without
any warning he got worse. He cough-
ed four times in rapid succession.

The room had been in inky darkness
when I extinguished the lamp, but the
moon had risen since and the objects
in the room were faintly discernible.
The four coughs of the worthy Deme-
trios brought a new object into vision
—the fezzed and rather portly figure of
Zgoureff, tip-toeing from the doorway
towards my bed. His hand clutched a
dagger, as I had known it would after
that confidence to Demetrios, and I
rolled gently on to my side, covering
him with my pistol. I was not going
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to shoot him, unless he asked for it by
showing fight, but I meant having the
despatch.

And then, suddenly, just as | was
about to call to him and “‘bail him up "
while he poised his knife for the stroke
—s0 suddenly that I could not inter-
fere—a white-swathed form glided be-
hind him. Another knife gleamed in
the moonlight, and my would-be mur-
derer fell dead on the dummy heap that
represented his intended victim.
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knowing her brother, had been watch-
ful, and had acted according to her im-
pulses. But as I went down the gorge
in the morning to the railway, with
the missing despatch, recovered from
Zgoureff’s breastpocket, restored to
the red box, I thanked my stars that
she had repelled me from the first.

How fared the wooing of Demetrios
I never heard, but I have caught
glimpses of him in Pera since, looking
melancholy.

That passionate, half- bred girl,

PERIL THREE WILL APPEAR NEXT MONTH.

CANADA.

ARISE and stretch thy sinews, thou young giant of the North ;
Arise and in the fulness of thy youthful strength come forth
And stand among the nations by the greatness of thy worth ;
Assume the place appointed unto thee !

On sloping hills and mountain sides thy forests broad unfold,
The waters of thy seas and streams their teeming myriads hold,
In fertile fields and valleys lies a store of wealth untold

To build the place appointed unto thee.

The billows of the trackless deep have known thy keels of yore,

As fav’ring winds thy many ships have sped from shore to shore

Deep laden with the increase that thy fields and forests bore,
To achieve the place appointed unto thee.

\

Let not a ruthless rival snatch the guerdon of thy toil ;
Hold fast to that which thou hast gained through blood and sweat and moil :
Nor let a blighting jealousy thy high ambition foil

To gain the place appointed unto thee.

On far Atlantic’s margin rests a nation strong and brave,

Whose triple-crosséd banner proudly floats o’er land and wave ;

Her sons with thine, when danger swells, will ready stand to save
And guard the place appointed unto thee.

Not always to the swift the race, nor battle to the strong,

Nor victor’s wreath oft crown his brow who heeds the siren’s song;

Choose thou the path of righteousness, nor dally with the wrong,
To hold the place appointed unto thee.

Boston, Mass. Herbert L. Manks.
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CHAPTER I1.

URING the days following Christ-
mas, One Tree Inn was the scene
of much festivity. It had always been
a favoured spot with the young people
from Stratford and Shottery. In
spring they came trooping to Master
Thornbury’s meadow, bringing their
flower-crowned queen and ribbon-
decked Maypole. It was there they
had their games of barley-break, blind-
man’s buff and the merry cushion dance
during the long summer evenings; and
when dusk fell they would stroll home-
ward through the dewy lanes sweet
withflowering hedges, each one of them
all carrying a posy from Deb Thorn-
bury’s garden—for where else grew
such wondrous clove-pinks, ragged
lady,lad’s love, sweetwilliam and Queen
Anne’s lace, as there? Now these old
playmates of Darby’s came one by one
to welcome him home and gaze at him
in unembarrassed admiration.

Judith Shakespeare, who was a
friend and gossip of Debora’s, spent
many evenings with them, and those
who knew the little maid best, alone
could say what that meant, for never
was there a merrier lass, or one who
had a prettier wit. To hear Judith
enlarging upon her daily experiences
with people and things, was to listen
to thrilling tales, garnished and gilded
in fanciful manner, till the common-
place became delightful, and life in

Stratford town a thing to be desired
above the simple passing of days in
other places.

No trivial occurrence went by this
little daughter of the great poet with-
out making some vivid impression
upon her mind, for she viewed the
every-day world lying beside the peace-
ful Avon through the wonderful rose-
coloured glasses of youth, and an im-
agination bzqueathed to her direct
from her father.

It was on an evening when Judith
Shakespeare was with them and Deb
was roasting chestnuts by the hearth,
that they fell to talking of London,
and the marvellous way people had of
living there.

A sudden storm had blown up, flakes
of frozen snow came whirling against
the windows, beating” a fairy rata-
plan on the frosted glass, while the
heavy boughs of the old oak creaked
and groaned in the wind. Darby and
the two girls listened to the sounds
without and drew their chairs nearer
the fire with a sense of the warm com-
fort of the long cheery room. They
chatted about the city and the plea-
sures and pastimes that held sway
there, doings that seemed so extrava-
gant to country-bred folk, and that
often turned night into day, a day
moreover not akin to any spent else-
where on top of the earth.
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‘“ Dost sometimes act in the same
play with my father, Darby, at the
Globe Theatre ?” asked Judith, after a
pause in the conversation, and at a
moment when the innkeeper had just
left the room.

The girl was sitting in a chair whose
oaken frame was black with age. Now
she grasped the arms of it tightly, and
Darby noted the beautiful form of her
hands and the tapering delicate fingers;
he saw also a nervous tremor go
through them as she spoke.

““Oh! I would know somewhat of
my father’s life in London,” continued
Judith, ‘“and of the people he meets
there. He bhath acquaintance with
many gentlemen ef the Queen’s Court
and Parliament, for he hath twice been
bidden to play in Her Majesty’s theatre
in the palace at Greenwich. Yet of all
those doings of his and of the nobles
who make much of him he doth say so
little, Darby.”

Debora, who was standing by the
high mantel, turned towards her brother
expectantly. She said nothing, but her
eyes—shadowy eyes of a blue that was
not all blue, but had a glint of green
about it—her eyes burned as though
they held -imprisoned a bit of living
light, like the fire in an opal.

The young player smiled ; he was
looking intently into the glowing coals
and for the instant his thoughts seemed
far away from the tranquil home scene.

There was no pose of Darby’s figure
which was not graceful ; he was always
a picture even to those who knew him
best, and it was to this unconscious
grace probably more than actual talent
that his measure of success upon the
stage was due. Now as he leant for-
ward, his elbow on his knee, his chin
on his white, almost girlish hand, the
burnished auburn love-locks shading
his oval face, and matching in colour
the long outward sweeping lashes of
his eyes, Judith could not look away
from him while she waited his tardy
answer.

After a moment he came out of his
brown study with a little start, and
glanced over at her.

¢“ Ah, Judith, an’ the master will
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give you but scant information on
those points, why should I give more ?
As for the playhouses where he is
constantly, now peradventure he is
fore-wearied of them when once at
home, or,” with a slight uplifting of his
brows, ‘“or else he think’th them no
topics for a young maid,” he ended
somewhat priggishly.

““'Tis ever so!” Judith answered
with impatience. ‘ Thou wilt give a
body no satisfaction either. Soul o’
me ! but men be all alike. Ifever I
have a husband—which heaven forbid !
—I shall fare to London four times o’
the year an’ see for myself what it be
like.”

‘I am going to London with Darby
when he doth go back again,” said De-
bora, speaking with quiet deliberation.
Thornbury entered the room at the
moment and heard what his daughter
said. The man caught at the edge of
the great table by which he stood, as
though needing to hold by it. He
waited there, unheeded by the three
around the hearth.

‘“Thou art joking, Deb,” answered
her brother after an astonished pause.
‘“Egad! how could’st thou fare to
London ?”

“1" faith, how could I.fare to Lon-
don ? ” she said with spirit, mimicking
his tone. ‘“ An’ are there no maids in
London then?  An’ there be not, my
faith, t'were time they saw what one is
like! Prithee, I have reason to believe
I could pass a marvellous pleasant
month there if all I hear be true. What
say’'th thou, Judith, to coming with
me? "

‘“ Why, sweetheart,” answered the
girl, rising, “‘for all I have protested,
I would not go save my father took me.
His word is my will always, know’st
thou not so? An’ if it be his pleasure
that I go not to London—well then, I
have no mind to go. That is just my
thought of it. But,” sighing a little,
““thou art so different, so vastly differ-
ent, Deb.”

“Truly, yes,” Debora answered.
Then, flinging out her arms and toss-
ing her head up witha quick, petulant
gesture, ‘“ Oh, I wish, I wish ten thou-
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sand-fold that I were a man and could
be with thee, Darby. ’Tis so tame
an’ tantalizing to be but a maid, with
this one to say, ‘Thou can’st not go
there,’ an’ that one to add, ‘Alack!
an’ alack, however cam’st thou to
fancy thou could’st do so? Beshrew
me ! but ladies never deport themselves
in such an unmannerly fashion, no, nor
even think on’t. There is thy little
beaten track all bordered with box,
prim and precise, walk thou in it thank-
fully. Marry, an’ thou must not gaze
over the hedge neither !””

A deep, sweet laugh followed her
words as an echo, and a man tall and
finely built came striding over from the
door where he had been standing in
shadow, an amused listener. He put
his two hands on the girl’s shoulders
and looked down into the beautiful,
rebellious face.

‘“ Heigho, and heigho!” he said.
‘‘ Just listen to this mutinous one, good
Master Thornbury! Here is a whirl-
wind in petticoats equal to my pretty
shrew who was so well tamed at the
last.  Marry, an’ I could show them
such a brilliant bit of acting at the new
Globe—such tone! such intensity !
‘twould surely inspire the Company
and so lighten my work by a hundred-
fold. But, alas! while we have but
lads to play the parts that maidens
should take, acting is oft a very weari-
ness and giveth one an ache o’ the
heart !”

““ Thou would’st not have me upon
the stage, father?” said Judith, look-
ing at him.

The man smiled and shook his head
slightly. Then his face grew sud-
denly grave and his hazel eyes nar-
rowed.

“By all the gods—No !—not #hee
sweetheart. But,” his voice chang-
ing, “but there are those I would.
We must away, neighbour Thornbury.
I am due in London shortly, and need
the night’s rest.”

They pressed him to stay longer,
but he would not tarry. So Judith tied
on her hooded cloak, and many a warm
good-bye was spoken.

The innkeeper, with Darby and De-
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bora, stood on the threshold and
watched the two take the road to
Stratford ; and the sky was pranked
out with many a golden star, for the
storm had blown over, and the night
winds were at peace.

After they entered the house a silence
settled over the little group. The child
Dorian slept on the cushioned settle,
for he was sorely spoilt by Debora,
who would not have him go above
stairs till she carried him up herself.
The girl sat down beside him now and
watched Darby, who was carving a
strange head upon a stout bit of wood
cut from the tree before the door.

‘“ What art so busy over lad ? ”’ ask-
ed Thornbury. His voice trembled,
and there was an unusual pallor over
his face.

‘“’Tis but a bit of home I will take
away with me, Dad. In one act of
‘ Romeo and Juliet{’ the new play we
are but rehearsing, I carry a little
cane. I am a dashing fellow,
one Mercutio. I would thou could’st
see me. Well-a-day! 1 have just
an odd fancy for this bit o’ the old
tree.”

Debora rose and went over to her
father. She laid one hand on his arm
and patted it gently.

‘I would go to London, Dad,” she
said coaxingly. ‘“Nay, I must go to
London, Dad. 1 pray thee put no
stumbling blocks in the way o’ it—but
be kind as thou art always. See! an’
thou dost let me away I will stay but
a month, a short month—but four
weeks—it doth seem shorter to say it
so—an’ then I’ll fare home again swift-
ly an’ bide in content. Oh! think of
it, Dad ! to go to London! Itisto
go where one can hear the heart of the
whole world beat ! ”

The old man shook his head in fee-
ble remonstrance.

““Thou wilt fare there an’ thou hast
the mind, Deb, but thou wilt never
come back an’ bide in peace at One
Tree Inn.”

The girl suddenly wound her arms
about his neck and laid her cool sweet
face against his. When she raised it,
it glistened as though with tears.
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“Iwill, Dad! I will, I will,” she

cried softly, then bent and caught little

Dorian up and went swiftly out of the
room.

CHAPTER III.

The house in London where Darby
Thornbury lodged was on the south-
ern side of the Thames in the neigh-
bourhood of the theatres, a part of the
city known as Bankside. The mistress
of the house was one Dame Blossom,
a wholesome looking woman who had
passed her girlhood at Shottery, and
remembered Darby and Debora when
they were but babies. It was on this
account, probably, that she gave to
the young actor an amount of consid-
eration and comfort he could not have
found elsewhere in the whole of South-
wark. When he returned from his
holiday, bringing his sister with him,
she welcomed them with a heartiness
that lacked no tone of absolute since-
rity.

%he winter had broken when the two
reached London; there was even a
hint of Spring in the air, though it was
but late February, and the whole world
seemed to be waking after a long
sleep. At least that was the way it
felt to Debora Thornbury. For then
began a life so rich in enjoyment, so
varied and full of new delights that she
sometimes, when brushing that heavy
hair of hers before the little copper
mirror in the high room that looked
away to the river, paused as in a half
dream, vaguely wondering if she were
in reality the very maid who had lived
so long and quietly at the old Inn away
there in the pleasant Warwickshire
country.

Her impulsive nature responded
eagerly to the rapid flow of life in the
great city, and she received each fresh
impression with vivid interest and plea-
sure. There was a new sparkle in her
changeful blue eyes, and the colour
drifted in and out of her face with
every passing emotion.

Darby also, it struck the girl, was
quite different here in London. There
was an undefined something about
him, a certain assurance both of him

7 .
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self and the situation that she had never
noticed before. Truly they had not
seen anything of one another for the
last two years, but he had not appeared
changed when he came home at Christ-
mas. A trifle more manly-looking per-
chance, and with a somewhat greater
elegance of manner and speech, yet in
verity the same Darby as of old; but
here in the city it was not so, there
was a dashing way about him now, a
foppishness, an elaborate attention to
every detail of fashion and custom that
he had not burdened himself with at
the little half-way house. The hours
he kept moreover were very late and
uncertain, and this sorely troubled his
sister.  Still each morning he spoke
so freely of the many gentlemen he had
been with the evening before—at the
Tabard—or the Falcon—or even the
Devil's Tavern near Temple Bar—
where Debora had gazed open-eyed at
the flaunting sign of St. Dunstan
tweaking the devil by the nose—in-
deed, all these places he mentioned S0
entirely as a matter of course, that she
soon ceased to worry over the hour he
returned. The names of Marlowe and
Richard Burbage, Beaumont, Fletcher,
Lodge, Greene and even Dick Tarleton,
becamevery familiar to her, beside those
of many a lesser light who was wont
to shine upon the boards. It seemed
reasonable and fair that Darby should
wish to pass as much time with reput-
able players as possible, and more-
over he was often, he said; with Ned
Shakespeare—who was playing at
Blackfriars—and the girl knew that
where ke was, the master himself was
most likely to be for shorter or longer
time, for he ever shadowed his brother’s
life with loving care.

Through the day, when he was not
at the theatre, Darby took his sister
abroad to see the sights. The young
actor was proud to be seen with her,
and though he loved her for her own
sweet sake, perhaps there was more
than a trifle of vanity mixed with the
pleasure he obtained from showing the
city to one so easily charmed and en-
tertained.

The whispered words of admiration
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that he caught as Debora stood by his
side here and there in the public gar-
dens and places of amusement, were
as honey to his taste. And it may be
because they were acknowledged to be
so strikingly alike that it tickled his
fancy to have my lord this—and the
French Count of that—the beaus and
young bloods of the town who haunted
the playhouses and therefore knew the
actors well—plead with him, after hav-
ing seen Debora once, to be allowed
to pay her at least some slight atten-
tion and courtesy.

But Darby Thornbury knew his time
and the men of it, and where his little
sister was concerned his actions were
cool and calculating to a degree.

He was careful to keep her away
from those places where she would
chance to meet and become acquainted
with any of the players whom she
knew so well by name, and this the
girl thought passing strange. Fur-
thermore, he would not take her to the
theatres, though in truth she pleaded,
argued, and finally lost her temper
over it.

¢ Nay, Deb,” said her brother loftily,
‘“‘let me be the best judge of where I
take thee and whom thou dost meet.
I have not lived in London more than
twice twelve months for naught. Thou,
sweeting, art as fresh and dew-washed
as the lilac bushes under Dad’s win-
dow—and as green. Therefore, I pray
thee allow me to decide these matters.
Did I not take thee to Greenwich but
yesterday to view the Queen’s Plais-
ance, as the palace is rightly named?
Egad, ’tis not every lass hath luck
enow to see the very rooms Her Ma-
jesty hath graced! Marry no! Such
tapestries ! Such ancient portraits !

‘ Such chairs and tables set thick with
mother o’ pearl an’ beaten silver!
That feast of the eye should last thee
a while, i’ faith, an’ save thy temper
from going off at a tangent.”

Debora lifted her straight brows by

way of answer, and her red curved
mouth set itself in a dangerously

firm line ; but Darby appeared not to

notice these warning signals and con-
tinued in more masterful tone :—

‘“ Moreover, I took thee to the Paris
Gardens on a day when there was a
passable show, and one ’twas possible
for a maid to view, yet even then much
against my will and judgment. Ihave
taken thee to the notable churches and
famous tombs. Thou hast seen the
pike ponds and the park and palace of
the Lord Bishop of Winchester! And
further, thou hast walked with me
again and again through Pimlico Gar-
den when the very fashion of the city
was abroad. Ah! and NonsuchHouse!
Hast forgotten Nonsuch House on
London Bridge and how we climbed
the gilded stairway and went up into
the cupola for a fair outlook at the
river ? 'Tis a place to be remembered,
in truth. Why, they brought it over
from France piecemeal, so ’tis said, and
put it together with great wooden pegs
instead of nails. The city was sorely
taxed for it all, doubtless.”” He waited
half a moment, apparently for some
response, but as none came, went on
again :

‘¢ As for the shops and streets, thou
know’st them by heart, for there has
not been a day o’ fog since we came
to keep us in. Art not satisfied,
sweet ?”’

¢‘Nay then I am not !” she answer-
ed, with an impatient gesture. ‘‘ Thou
dost know mightily well ’tis the play-
houses, the playhouses I would see !”

“’Fore Heaven now! Did a man
ever listen to such childishness !” cried
Darby. “And hast not seen them then?”

¢ Marry, no!” she exclaimed, her
lovely face reddening.

““Now, by St. George! Then 'twas
for naught I let thee gaze so long on
¢ The Swan,’ and I would thou could’st
just have seen thine eyes when they
ran up the red flag with the swan
broidered upon it. Ay ! and also when
their trumpeter blew that ear-splitting
blast which is their barbarous unman-
nerly fashion of calling the masses
in and announcing the play hath open-

ed.”

The girl made no reply, but beat a
soft, quick tattoo with her little foot
on the sanded floor.

After watching her in amused silence



A MAID OF MANY MOODS 183

Darby again returned to his tantalizing
recital.

“‘And I pointed out, as we passed it,
the ‘Rose Theatre’ where the Lord
High Admiral’s men have the boards.
Fine gentlemen all, and hail-fellow-
well-met with the Earl of Pembroke’s
players, though they care little for our
Company. Since we have been giv-
ing Will Shakespeare’s comedies, the
run of luck hath been too much with
us to make us vastly popular. Anon,
I showed thee ‘ The Hope,’ dost not
remember the red-tiled roof of it?
"Tis a private theatre, an’ marvellous
comfortable, they tell me. An’ thou
has forgotten all #khose; thou surely
canst bring to mind the morning we
were in Shoreditch, how 1 stopped
before ¢ The Fortune’ and * The Cur-
tain’ with thee? ’Tis an antiquated
place ‘ The Curtain’ but the playhouse
where Master Shakespeare first ap-
peared, and even now well patronized,
for Ben Johnson’s new comedy ¢ Every
Man in his Humour’ is running there
to full houses, an’ Dick Burbage him-
self hath the leading part.”

He paused again, a merry light
in his eyes and his lips twitching a
little.

““ Thou didst see ‘The Globe’ an’
my memory fails me not, Deb? ’Tis
our summer theatre—where I fain we
could play all year round—but that is
so far impossible as ’tis open to the
sky, and a shower o’ cold rain or an
impromptu sprinkling ot sleet on one,
in critical moments of the play, hath
disastrous effect. Come, thou Surely
has not forgotten ¢ The Globe,” where
we of The Lord High Chamberlain’s
Company have so oft disported our-
selves. Above the entrance there is
the huge sign of Atlas carrying his
load and beneath, the words in Latin,
¢ All the werild acts a play.””

Debora tossed her head and caught
her breath quickly. ¢‘ My patience is
gone with thee, since thou art minded
to take me for a very fool, Darby
Thornbury,” she said with short cut-
ting inflection. ‘¢ Hearts mercy ! 'Tis
not the outside o’ the playhouses I de-
sire to see, as thou dost understand—

'tis the inside—where Master Shakes-
peare is and the great Burbage, an’
Kemp, an’all o’ them. Be not so un-
kind to thy little sister. I wouldgo in
an’ see the play—Marry an’ amen ! [
am beside myself to go in with thee,
Darby !

The young actor frowned. ‘‘ Nay
then, Deb,” he answered, ‘‘those ladies
(an’ I strain a point to call them so)
who enter, are usually masked. I would
not have thee of them. The play is
but for men, like the bear-baiting and
bull-baiting places.

‘“How can’st thou tell me such
things,” she cried, ‘“ an’ so belittle the
stage? Listen now ! this did I hear
thee saying over and over last night.
So wonderful it was—and rarely,
strangely beautiful —yet (earful— it
chilled the blood o' my heart! Still I
remembered.”

Rising slowly the girl walked to the
far end of the room with slow, pretty
movement, then lifted her face, so like
Darby’s own—pausing as though she
listened.

Her brother could only gaze at her
as she stood thus, her plain grey gown
lying in folds about her, the sun bur-
nishing the red-gold of her hair ; but
when she began to speak he forgot all
else and only for the moment heard
Juliet—the very Juliet the world’s poet
must have dreamed of.

On and on she spoke with thrilling
intensity. Her voice, in its full sweet-
ness, never once failed or lost the
words. It was the long soliloquy of
the maid of Capulet in the potion scene.
After she finished she stood quite still
for a moment, then swayed a little and
covered her face with her hands.

‘“ It taketh my very life to speak the
words s0,” she said slowly, ¢ yet the
wonder of them doth carry me away
from myself. But,” going over to
Darby, ‘‘ but, dear heart, how dost
come thou art studying such a part?
"Tis just for the love of it surely !’

The young player rose and walked
to the small, dim window. He stood
there quite still and answered nothing.

Debora laid one firm, soft hand upon
his and spoke, half coaxingly, half
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diffidently, altogether as though touch-
ing some difficult question.

“ Dost take the part o’ Juliet, dear
heart ?” >

““Ay!” he answered, with a short,
hard laugh. '¢They have cast me for
it, without my consent. At first I was
given the lines of Mercutio, then, after
all my labour over the character—an’
I did not spare myself—was cailed on
to give it up. There has been difficul-
ty in finding a Juliet, for Cecil Dave-
nant, who hath the sweetest voice for
a girl’s part of any o’ us, fell suddenly
ill. In an evil moment 'twas decided
I might make shift to take the char-
acter, for none other in the Company
com’th so near it in voice, they say,
though Ned Shakespeare hath a pink
and white face, comely enow for any
girl. Beshrew me, sweetheart—but I
loathe the taking of such parts. To
succeed doth certainly bespeak some
womanish beauty in one—to fail doth
mar the play. At best I must be as
the Master says, ‘too young to be a
man, too old to be a boy.” ’Tis but
the third time I have essayed such a
role, and ’t shall be the last, I swear.”

“] would I could take the part o’
Juliet for thee, Darby,” said the girl,
softly patting the sleeve of his velvet
tabard.

“ Thou art a pretty comforter,” he
answered, pinching her ear lightly and
trying to recover himself.

‘“Twould suit thee bravely, Deb,
yet I’d rather see thee busy over alove
affair of thine own at home in Shottery.
Ah, well ! I’d best whistle ‘ Begone dull
care,’ for 'twill be a good week before
we give the people the new play, though
they clamour for it now. We are but
rehearsing as yet, and ‘Two Gentle-
men of Verona’ hath the boards.”

“1 would I could see the play if but
tor once,” said Debora, clasping her

hands about his arm. ‘‘ Indeed,” coax-
ingly, ‘““thou could’'st manage to take
me an’ thou did'st have the will.”

Darby knit his brows and answered
nothing, but the girl fancied he was
turning something in his mind; and
with a fair measure of wisdom for one

so eager she forebore questioning him
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further, but glanced up in his face
which was grave and unreadable.

Perchance when she had given up
all hope of any favourable answer, he
spoke.

“‘There is a way—though it pleases
me not, Deb—whereby thou might be
able to see the rehearsals at least.
The Company assembles at nine of the
morning, thou dost know, now I could
take thee in earlier by an entrance I
wot of, at Blackfriars, a little half-
hidden doorway but seldom used—
thence through my tiring-room—and
so—and so—where dost think ? ”

‘“Nay ! I know not,” she exclaimed.
‘¢ Where then, Darby?”

‘“To the Royal Box!” he answered.
‘¢’Tis fair above the stage, yet a little
to the right. The curtains are always
drawn closely there to save the tin-
selled velvet and cloth o’ gold hang-
ings with which ’t hath lately been fit-
ted. Now I will part these drapings
ever so little, yet enough to give thee
a full sweeping view o’ the stage, an’
if thou keep’st well to the back o’ the
box, Deb, thou wilt be as invisible to
us as though Queen Mab had cast her
charmed cloak about thee. Egad!
there be men amongst the High Cham-
berlain’s Players I would not have dis-
cover thee for many reasons, my little
sister,” he ended, watching her face.

For half a moment the girl’s lips
quivered, then her eyes gathered
two great tears which rolled heavily
down and lay glittering on her gray
kirtle.

¢“’Tis ever like this with me!” ghe
exclaimed, dashing her hand across
her eyes, ‘‘whenever I get what |
have longed and longed for. First
com’th a ball i’ my throat, then a queer
trembling, an’ I all but cry. ’'Tis vast-
ly silly is't not, but 'tis just by reason
0’ being a girl one doth act so, 1’ faith!”
Then eagerly, ‘“Thou would’st not
fool me, Darby, or change thy mind?
Thou art in earnest? Swear it! Cross
thy heart!”

“ Ay! I am in earnest,” he replied,
smiling ; *‘in very truth thou shalt see
thy brother turn love-sick maid and
mince giddily about in petticoats. I
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warrant thou’lt be poppy-red, though
thou art hidden behind the gold cur-
tains, just to hear the noble Romeo
vow me such desperate lover’s vows.”

‘“By St. George, Deb! we have a
Romeo who might turn any maid’s
heart and head. He is a handsome,
admirable fellow, Sherwood, and hath
a way with him most fascinating. He
doth act even at rehearsals as though
t'were all most deadly passionate real-
ity, and this with only me for inspira-
tion. I oft’ fancy what 'twould be—
his love-making—an’ he had a proper
Juliet—one such as thou would’st
make, for instance.”

“1 will have eyes only for thee,
Darby,” answered Debora, softly, ‘‘but
for thee, an’, yes, for Master Will
Shakespeare, should he be by.”

‘“He is often about the theatre,
sweet, but hath no part in this new
play. No sooner hath he one written,
than another is under his pen; and I
am told that even now he hath been
reading lines from a wonderful strange
history concerning a Jew of Venice, to
a party of his friends—Ben Jonson
and Dick Burbage, and more than
likely Lord Brooke, who gather night-
ly at ¢ The Mermaid,’ where, thou dost
remember, Master Shakespeare usually
stays.”

““ I forget nothing thou dost tell me
of him,” said the girl, as she turned
to leave the room. O wilt take me
with thee on the morrow, Darby?
Wilt really take me? 4

““On the morrow,” he answered,
watching her away.

Zo be Continued.

BALLAD. .

WAKE or ever the peepe o’ day
I muse upon thy face ;
And grieve, goode Sweete, that thou'rt away

And I alone in place.

The Robins chirpe the reddinge morne,
The Sunne shines bright and cleere,
And onely I am sad-forlorne
Because thou art not heere.

But maugre every slow-foot houre
Sure is my cheere to me—

I’ faith, when’s past this woful Stoure,
What will our Greetinge be !

A. B. deMille.
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WOMAN'S
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SPHERE

UNE is known in many countries as
the month for roses, strawberries
and brides, and to-day a charming pic-
ture of some June brides of
this and other lands greets
you as you open these
pages. Our own bonnie
bride more than holds her own. As one
looks into the future and remembers
the different environments and condi-
tions in which their lives will be pass-
ed, we cannot help feeling thankful that
for the Canadian bride the way will
be in many ways easier than theirs.
Her pathway will probably be as bright
and as happy as befits one of the fair
daughters of our ‘“ Lady of the Sun-
shine.” a@

The first ten years seems a long
period in the life of a child, to itself at
least, and as with a child so with a

JUNE
BRIDES.

society. Afterwards

TEN YEARS the years roll quickly
OF WOMAN’s by and do not seem to
WORK. be, and indeed seldom

are, as filled with rapid
growth, changes and events as was
the time of the first decade. The
growth of an oak, for example, year
by year is hardly perceptible—yet the
first year’s sprout from the acorn
seems to make rapid progress.

In touching briefly upon the life of
some of the typical associations of wo-
men-workers during the past decade,
there are certain points that are com-
mon to almost all of them that should
be mentioned first. Most noticeable
of these is the progress made among
the workers themselves in the promo-
tion of business-like methods, of sys-
tem and order, and of the faculty
of clearness and conciseness in public
speech.

Another very noticeable feature of
organized woman’s work, during the

L

last few years in particular, is the
general trend towards consolidation in
organization. Formerly a society for
a certain purpose was organized in one
city, and was carried on as a unit, hav-
ing no communication with a similar
society in a neighbouring town. Now
this is all changed, and from the affilia-
tion of the societies into a Provincial
whole the spirit of federation has
spread and the number of Dominion
organizations is rapidly increasing.

A broader spirit of fellowship and
unity in good works is now evident
among all classes, and people who once
thought they had nothing in common,
are now finding themselves banded
together to work for the general good,
not giving up in any way their indivi-
duality, nor altering the aims and
objects of their particular society, but
carrying out the idea of unity with-
out unnecessary uniformity. This is
particularly noticeable in that federa-
tion of woman's societies of widely
different names and objects, which,
banded together as the National
Council of Women of Canada, has
proved that English-speaking Cana-
dians and French-speaking Canadians,
Jewesses, Roman Catholics and wo-
men of all the other churches, literary
women, artistic women, home makers,
young and old, may work together
harmoniously. 9@

In this short article only a very
brief outline can be given of the
growth and progress of a few typical
societies.

Perhaps the largest and most wide-
spread is the W.C.T.U. This society
came into being in the summer of
1874, in Owen Sound. Gradually it
grew until there were Provincial unions
in each Province. In 1883 the Do-
minion union was formed in Montreal.
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In 1890 there were 368 unions, with a
membership of 9,040, while, by the last
returns, there are now 497 unions, 11,-
o11 members, and 2,092 honorary mem-
bers. The juvenile temperance work
has been a development of these years,
and now there are go Youman's Band
members, and 8,484 Juvenile Societies’
members, or, a total membership of
21,677. The establishment of a Do-
minion Literature Depository, with a
stock valued at $15,000, which annu-
ally publishes 250,000 leaflets, the
semi-monthly publication of the Wo-
man’s Journal, edited by the Dominion
President, Mrs. Rutherford; the in-
crease of the ‘“ Departments ” of work,
from 24 to 57, each under the super-
vision of a specialist ; the securing of
the teaching of temperance in the pub-
lic schools of the Dominion, and the
introduction of the Quarterly Temper-
ance Leaflet in the Sunday Schools,
are a few of the many evidences of life
and progress of this energetic asso-
ciation during the last decade.

w®

The Woman’s Foreign Missionary
Society (Western Division) of the Pres-
byterian Church was formed a year
after the W.C.T.U., and the next year
saw the Eastern Division organized in
Halifax ; while the Montreal Woman's
Foreign Missionary Society for the
Province of Quebec, which is the con-
necting link between the others, was
organized in 1881. All of these socie-
ties are organized on the same basis,
each general society is divided into
Presbyterial Societies, and these again
are subdivided into Congregational
Auxiliaries and Mission Bands. Ten
years ago the larger of these societies
—the Western Division—numbered 25
Presbyterial Societies, with 472 Auxil-
iaries, and 201 Mission Bands, the total
membership of which was 15,951, with
472 life members, and 2,953 members
of the general societies. At the same
time the number of missionaries sup-
ported by the society in the foreign
field was one in China, and twelve in
India, not counting the wives of the
missionaries, and the total contribu-
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tions in cash were $40,362.33. At
that time the President was Mrs.
Ewart, who held that office from the
beginning of the Society until her
death,

The ten years that have since passed
away shows a great increase and im-
provement in every respect. Now
there are 27 Presbyterial Societies,
with 666 Auxiliaries and 315 Mission
Bands, in which the total membership
is 17,799, with 1,186 life members,
and 3,380 members of the general
society. The number of missionaries
supported in the foreign field has
greatly increased, for in China there
are four, and in India sixteen, besides
eighteen wives of missionaries in these
countries. The total contributions in
cash, reported at the annual meeting
just closed, was $45,000.32. An im-
portant addition to the usefulness of
the society has been the establish-
ment of the Ewart Training Home for
Missionaries.

¥

A younger sister Missionary Society
is the Church of England Woman’s
Auxiliary which was established in
Ottawa in 1884, and which is composed
of a General Board, the Diocesan
Boards of Huron, Algoma, Niagara,
Toronto, Ontario, Ottawa, Montreal,
Quebec, and a Central Board in Prince
Edward’s Island. Ten years ago there
were 213 Senior Auxiliary and 82 Jun-
ior Branches, with about 10,000 mem-
bers. Three lady missionaries, a
medical missionary and several bible-
women were supported, and the total
cash contributions were $14,785.67.
The returns for this the year of the
triennial meeting of the Provincial
Board are not yet complete, but in
September last the number of Senior
Auxiliaries was 426, Junior Branches
162, total membership 13,720, life
members 242. Total contributions in
cash, $39.051.99, with 13 missionaries
in the field supported by the society.
The work of the Woman’s Missionary
Societies of other churches would,
doubtless, show equal progress.

ag
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The Nursing-at-Home Mission, in
Toronto, was probably the pioneer of
all district nursing work in Canada.
This excellent work was begun in con-
nection with the City Mission Union in
1890, which supplied, free of charge,
the house, gas and water. Gradually,
however, the Board of the Nursing-
at-Home assumed all liabilities, and
new premises were taken on Hayter
Street which kind friends helped to
furnish. In 18go there was a trained
nurse and four nurses in training.
They had 252 patients and paid 4,735
visits. The contributions were $1,-
109.90. There was a deficit of $41.75.
In 1goo the Superintendent and nurses
numbered eight, patients 591, visits
5,577, contributions $1,661.60, with a
small surplus.

P

The Woman’s Art Association,
founded in 18go in Toronto, has now
branches in various parts of the Do-
minion, and has been very active in
the promotion and encouragement of
original art in Canada by means of
Loan Exhibitions, Art Lectures, Open
Studio days, Sketch Clubs, Handi-
craft Exhibitions and in many other
ways. The membership is now over
700, and is rapidly increasing. The
President and founder of the Society is
Mrs. Dignam.

a®

The Canadian Branch of the Order
of the King’s Own Daughters is ex-
actly ten years old, although Circles
were formed before 1891. The mem-
bership now is over six thousand, and
the Circles are formed in all the Prov-
inces. Its aims and purposes are the
development of spiritual life and the
stimulation of Christian activity, and
several Homes and Hospitals for the
needy have been built by the Order.

e

The Aberdeen Association is another
nationally organized society that has
been at work for ten years. The first
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branch was formed in Winnipeg by
Lady Taylor, for the purpose of col-
lecting literature and distributing it to
settlers in sparsely settled districts.
There are now sixteen branches in
various parts of Canada and over
twenty thousand parcels are now sent
out annually to eight thousand people,
among whom are miners, men in lum-
ber camps, in sealing vessels, and in
lighthouses, as well as the settlers on
the prairies and in the distant places.
Besides the pleasure given to the reci-
pients by this literature, the donous
agree to correspond with the readers
twice a year, and most grateful letters
are received in return.

w

The good work done by many rapid-
ly growing and energetic societies that
have a shorter history than the past
ten years—such, for example, as the
Woman’s Historical Society, the Vic-
torian Order of Nurses, the Daughters
of the Empire, the Household Econ-
omic Association, the Leagues of
School Art, the many associations for
outdoor sports and the like must, at
least, be mentioned in passing.

w

A small society which should grow
in numbers, is *‘ The Shut-in Society,”
which was organized in 1877 and re-
organized in 1884. So far, | believe,
only one branch exists in Canada, and
that is in Montreal, but it has spread
largely in the United States. As its
name implies, its members are shut-in
invalids, while the associate members
are those who are in tender sympathy
with the sick. The object of this
society is to relieve the weariness of
the sick room by sending and receiving
letters and other tokens of remem-
brance, and to pray for one another
daily at the twilight hour. A small
magazine is published by the society
and is called Z%e Open Window. Mrs.
Muir, 253 Bishop Street, Montreal, is
Vice-President for Canada.
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GURRENT EVENTS ABROAD

by John A.Ewan

HOEVER tries to follow events
in China must have experienced
the difficulty of carrying in mind the
hyphenated names of the native actors
in the drama that is there being un-
folded. But it is really worth while to
attempt to fix in the memory the names
of Chang Chih Tung and Lin Kun-yi.
They are the two Yang-tsze Viceroys
who took it upon themselves to sup-
press the decree of the Empress-Dow-
ager calling for a general massacre of
Europeans, and thereby saved the for-
eigners from a massacre that would
have increased the carnage in the recent
disturbances five-fold. The responsi-
bility they took was vital, for if the
court had triumphed, even temporarily,
the Viceroys would have paid for their
heroism with their lives.

S

Fortunately for civilization and, as
it turns out, for the integrity of China,
the court party lost the trick and the
heads of Chang Chih Tung and Lin
Kun-yi have not dropped in the basket.
They were apparently reserved for the
performance of one of the highest ser-
vices to their country, although in the
course of doing it they have again
been placed in ostensible opposition to
the court. Under Russian pressure
and the guidance of Russia’s good
friend, Li Hung Chang, the Emperor
and his advisers were disposed to sign
the treaty which it is believed would
have virtually transferred Manchuria
to Russia. Just at this juncture the
two Yang-tsze Viceroys came out with
a firm protest against the conclusion
of any convention that looked to the
alienation of any portion of the Chin-
ese empire. It was soon found that
the Viceroys had sounded a popular
note, and the governors of provinces,
with the sole exception of Li Hung
Chang himself, hastened to support

their fellow-governors in their protest.
The court saw that it was a question
between incurring the anger of Russia
and running the risk of stirring up a
popular uprising under capable leader-
ship against a dynasty which was con-
senting to the dismemberment of the
Empire. It ended by the Emperor re-
fusing to sign the convention.

o

It is easy to perceive the predica-
ment into which this episode throws
Russia. The signing of the conven-
tion was unquestionably urged by
secret threats that it would be worse
for China if signature were refused.
Li is known to have been using the
argument that by giving up Manchuria
China would gain a powerful friend
who would back her up in preserving
intact the remainder of China. The
managers of the Russian case are now
in the position of men whose bluff has
been called, and who are not in a posi-
tion to demonstrate that it was not a
bluff. Overt acts against the integrity
of Chinese territory could scarcely fail
to challenge Japan, and even the fat
and foolish China fowl would be an
opponent to be reckoned with if leagued
with the self-sufficient’ and bellicose
Japanese game-cock. Japanese finan-
ces are not in the best position to sus-
tain a big war, but Russian finance is
equally if not more feeble. Moreover,
the motives that urge the Japanese
are, if possible, more powerful than
those that actuate Russia. Forty mil-
lion people have to find a livelihood on
these comparatively small islands, not
more-than one-twelfth of the soil be-
ing arable. An overflow area must
be found, and Korea has long been
recognized as supplying the want.
Japan will fight rather than see Korea
pass under Russian control, or even
be endangered through the presence of
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Russia in Manchuria. One need
only look at the map to realize the
feelings of the Japanese.

)

Whether they can avoid the im-
pending fate no matter what they
do, may well be doubted. Russia
does not feel the same need of ex-
pansion, but we may be sure that the
strongest sentiment among her rul-
ersis not to be shut out from access
to the Pacific as she is shut out in
Europe from free access to the At-
lantic, and although foiled in get-
ting documentary authority for
intruding in Manchuria, she will
remain there nevertheless. The Ko-
rean peninsula, the great harbour-

bar of the Gulf of Pe-chi-li, jutting
out as it does and dividing the sea of
Japan from the Yellow Sea, in the
hands of Russia would be a position
of immense advantage. How precar-
ious would the position of any Power
in China be compared withhers ! Hers
would be no mere outpost, dissevered
from the heart and brain and muscles
of the Empire, but an integral contin-
uous part of it, which the whiskered
Pandours and the fierce hussars of the
Little Father could reach by railway
without once leaving Russian soil.

3

Russia has some ominous problems
to solve. At the very moment that
she is railroading more troops into
Manchuria, her peasantry in old Rus-
sia are gnawing bread made from the
sweepings of factories, and even the
resort to such expedients does not
banish from the land the terrible spec-
tre of famine with wholesale death in
his wake. Even this scarce dare be
whispered about lest Russia’s foes
should presume on it to balk her of the
prize that seems just within her grasp.
That the forces of reaction are strong
within her borders just now is eviden-
ced by the fact that the Czar has at
length consented to the launching of
the spiritual thunders of the church on
Tolstoi. That this has been withheld
so long is proof that even semi-oriental

APRIL-FOOLING RUSSIA
~—The Minneapolis Journal

and wholly despotic Russia feels that
it cannot entirely ignore the world’s
public opinion. It must have been
irritating in the last degree, while the
secular and spiritual arm was engaged
in subduing the Doukhobors and other
unorthodox sects, to have a voice like
that of Tolstoi’s heard in all lands, de-
nouncing the proceedings. It was
easy to persecute the dumb enthusi-
asts, although numbering thousands,
who were addicted to the pestilent
practice of thinking for themselves.
But the one man upon whom the eyes
of the civilized world were fixed re-
fused to be silent. Here was a power
before which even the god-like autho-
rity of a Czar seemed weak. For this
brother of Christ death has no fears.
Alive, he could not be induced to fore-
go the speaking of his mind; buried
or exiled it could still be said in scrip-
ture phrase ‘“‘for he being dead yet
speaketh.” For he, not the Patriarch
of Moscow, is the true Pontiff, with a
pontificate that extends far beyond its
borders. This power of intellect and
conscience is not the same as that of
which the dramatist makes Richelieu
speak :

““ Then wakes the power which in the age of

wron
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give him of the extent of the Em-
pire over which, with continued
life, he will one day govern. When
he has visited Canada he will have
seen those portions of his empire
which, if Providence grants him
length of days, will yet in actuality
be the Greater Britain which it has
been called. Greater Britain it is
now in extent and potentialities.
It will then be the Greater Bri-
tain in population, resources and
wealth,
p.

The seizure of Mr. O’Brien's

A TOUCHING SCENE

—The St. Paul Pioneer Press

Burst forth to curb the great and raise the
low,”

but it appears to be of like efficacy to
make ‘‘monarchs tremble in their
capitals.”

b

In taking leave of the subject it is
worth noting how clearly Li’s treachery
to his country is made manifest. Can
he be credited with sincerity when he
endeavours to persuade the court that
the alienation of Manchuria is an ad-
visable course in order to save the rest
of China. He is too well acquainted
with the situation to give him credit
for speaking in ignorance. He knows
that the acquisition by a European
Power of any part of China would be
a signal for a general scramble and for
demands from Powers quite as able to
enfore them as Russia is. Li has fre-
quently been accused of being the paid
agent of Russia. His present conduct
would appear to support that view to
the extent of a moral certainty.

-

The Duke of York has opened the
first Parliament of the Australian Com-
monwealth amidst scenes of great en-
thusiasm. We can all say now with
special significance ‘‘Advance, Aus-
tralia.” The heir-apparent is now get-
ting a firmer idea than books could

paper The Irish People came rather
as a surprise to us of this gener-
ation, to whom such events are a
matter of history rather than of
possible contemporary occurrence.
It has been the custom to ignore
the most virulent and violent of such
attacks in the past. Even the most
vicious and at times indelicate abuse
of the late Queen was contemptu-
ously ignored. The policy was a
wise one, and it must be thought that
the present departure from it is ill-
advised. What will be accomplished?
If let alone indecent journalism recoils
on itself. Prosecution or persecution
gives it an importance that it would
never otherwise have had. If the ar-
ticle in question had been ignored it
would never have been heard of out-
side of the small circle of readers which
it may happen to have. The seizure
of the paper has given the article a
world-wide circulation.

S

And then the whole proceeding, be-
sides being inexpedient is contrary to
modern polity. The idea of police
supervision of the press has too musty
a flavour for this twentieth century. If
the utterances of the paper are illegal,
there are surely means of reaching it
by the courts. We can never afford
to be indifferent with respect to liber-
ties that have been won. The police
walk into a newspaper office to-day to
close it up for offensive expressions
against the king ; to-morrow it may be
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in the interests of the king’s ministers,
or his master of the buckhounds or his
barber. If such offences must be no-
ticed let them be noticed in a way less
repugnant to the spirit of the age.
The seizure of the paper was ill-ad-
vised, impolitic, and in the best sense
unconstitutional.

g

Sir Michael Hicks-Beach has been
the most-talked-of man during the
past month. Whatever Sir Michael’s
shortcomings may be he does not lack
firmness—those who disagree with him
would say obstinacy. Such a word
can hardly be applied, however, to the
course of a public man who deliberate-
ly adopts a specific policy and adheres
to it in face of great pressure of vari-
ous kinds. This arose chiefly in con-
nection with the export duty of a shil-
ling a ton on coal. The colliery-own-
ers were of course undisguisedly hos-
tile and their workmen even more so.
In the coal districts the miners regu-
late their earnings by the profits of the
master. Their expert leaders follow
the market as closely as the owners
themselves, and when times are good
they endeavour to procure some share
of the goodness for the men. The ex-
port duty, therefore, affected them
equally with the masters. Sir Michael
was called upon, therefore, to face the
possibility of an extensive strike of
miners, and in addition was threatened
with the loss of a constituency, the re-
presentation of Monmouthshire, where
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SIR MICHAEL EDWARD HICKS-BEACH
Chancellor of the British Exchequer

the coal-mining interest is powerful,
being at the moment vacant. He
never flinched, however. Nor was he
content to remain passively antagonis-
tic, but met his opponents in the House
with an amount of information and a
wealth of argument that was decidedly
disconcerting to the protesting inter-
ests. Sir Michael has proved that his
firmness is based on accurate know-
ledge of the ground he holds. He has
distinctly gone up a round or two on
the political ladder.

A HUMMING-BIRD ON ITS NEST.

ATOM of swiftness chained to a great desire,

Palpitant motion patient as heaven above,
A jeweled tumult bodied in emerald fire
Breasting the hopes of love.

Heart a drop of energy moltenly hot,

Wings of the tiniest thrilling with wonder the air,
All bowed down in this infinitesimal spot,

Bowed in a bird’s long prayer.

Ethelwyn Wetherald.




MAKING ONE HUNDRED MAGAZINES.

By the Editor.

"T"O those who have been connected

with THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
since its first issue in March, 1893, there
comes much pleasure in the knowledge
that this is the hundredth number. The
way has been long and sometimes
hard. The mariner, steering his craft
among the rocks and shoals upon
which are the whitening ribs of former
vessels, cannot always be cheerful. So
it was in the early days of Tue CaNA-
DIAN MAGAZINE. So many periodicals
had been wrecked in similar voyages
that it was difficult at times to be
buoyant. Yet, before the Magazine
had published its fiftieth number, it
was quite evident that the worst of the
journey was over. The public had
been convinced of the possibility of
publishing a first-class magazine in
Canada, and the leading Canadian
writers had come forward with their
best. <

The idea of starting a national pub-
lication to be known as THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE emanated from Mr. J. Gor-
don Mowat, an experienced journalist.
With the assistance of Mr. T. H. Best,
who has been manager of the Maga-
zine since its foundation, a company
was formed and the necessary stock
subscribed. The task was not easy ;
but patriotic and broad-minded citi-
zens, anxious to encourage Canadian
literature, and sympathetic with Mr.
Mowat’s patriotic ideals, signed the
stock-book in sufficient numbers to
justify the promoters in going on with
the work. ' @

In August, 1895, Mr. Mowat retired
from the editorship owing to ill-health,
and the present editor took up the
work. No other change has occurred
in the personnel of the management.
No change was required in the policy.
The Magazine has steadily followed

the ideals set forth by its founder, and
has attempted in so far as it might to
serve the best interests of Canada and
Canadian literature. Wherein it has
fallen short, it has been because of
human weakness. No man may look
back upon his past without recogniz-
ing that he might have done better.
So with THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE and
those responsible for it. On the
whole, however, there is much to be
thankful for and much to gratify. The
Magazine is now firmly established as
the national publication.

Nor is this all to the credit of the
management. The subscribers and
advertisers who have given their sup-
port must share in whatever glory
there may be in ‘‘something accom-
plished, something done ” to the cre-
dit of Canada and Canadian literature.
That the Magazine has attained its
present proud position is most striking
evidence of the growth of a Canadian
national spirit. That it is as popular
in British Columbia and Nova Scotia
as in Ontario indicates that the work
of ‘¢ Confederation” is accomplished.
Canada is no longer a collection of
Provinces ; we are a nation with na-
tional thoughts and national ambitions.

g

There have been difficulties, and to
speak of these from the editorial stand-
point may not be wholly uninteresting.
The proper printing and illustrating of
the Magazine has not been at all easy,
The first style of type-letter adopted
was too large and made an amateurish
page. The cuts were not sufficiently
‘“fine” for magazine work. The paper
was not of the proper grade. The ar-
tists employed knew very little about
magazine illustrating.  After some
experimenting, the present style of
type for the body of the Magazine was
adopted as giving the most words to
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the page consistent with easy reading
and pleasant appearance. Gradually
the engravers learned to make ‘“finer”
half-tones, introducing 130, 150 and
175 line screens, and paying greater
attention to the proper balance of light
and shade in the reproduction. Cana-
dian papermakers improved the quality
of their paper and, when ‘‘the corner
was turned,” the Magazine was able
to afford the luxury of coated paper
without which the best half-tones are
doomed to make dull uneven prints.
The artists have graduallylearned what
is required of them, although there is
still much to be accomplished in this
connection. The improvement of the
advertising pages, another continuous
necessity, has required much study
and the employment of several capable
artists, <

Another difficulty lay in the scarcity
of suitable contributions. In the early
days the writer with a name sent all
his work to New York or London.
The contributor with a bright bit of
writing or a humorous sketch seldom
thought of sending it to THE CANADIAN
MacaziNne. The voluntary contribu-
tors were mainly book-worms, philoso-
phers and political writers. The work
of getting contributors of bright sto-
ries, breezy description, light biography
and sugar-coated comment upon events
and affairs was not easy. The rate of
pay was low and the writers scarce.
But the rate of pay has increased and
the writers have multiplied. To-day
Tuae CANADIAN MAGAZINE has no equal
in this country in the matter of remu-
neration or in the quality of its con-
tents, nor is the progress at an end in
regard to either feature of this superi-
ority. To many prominent publicists
and writers THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
is under obligation for material and
counsel given freely in the early days.
Their names are to be found scattered
through the indexes of the different
volumes. @

Another difficulty which T Cana-
DIAN MAGAZINE has encountered is that
of getting the writer and the public to

see that it purchases only Canadian
rights. When a short story is sold in
New York the writer is still free to sell
the same story in London. Similarly
when a short story or sketch is sold in
Toronto, the author is at liberty to sell
it in both New York and London for
simultaneous publication.  Because
writers do not seem to be able to grasp
this point there has been much mis-
understanding. The writer who de-
sires to make money out of his pro-
ductions should make three copies of
each story or article, one for the Cana-
dian market, one for the United States
market, and one for the English mar-
ket. Each of these should be started
on ‘‘the rounds” at the same time.
The writer of English has this advan-
tage over the writer of French, Ger-
man or Russian : he has three markets
open to him, whereas writers in other
languages have but one.

%, 4

Readers of Canadian magazines and
periodicals have also failed to recog-
nize this point. A bright Nova
Scotian recently complained because
‘“ Mooswa,” Mr. Fraser's celebrated
animal story, had appeared serially
in a Philadelphia weekly at the same
time as in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.
He did not desire to have two publi-
cations containing the same material,
therefore he cancelled the Canadian.
It never occurred to him to cancel the
Philadelphia periodical ; nor did it oc-
cur to him that a Canadian publication
which had enterprise enough to pur-
chase so valuable and so Canadian a
work as ‘‘ Mooswa ” should be encour-
aged. Instead of congratulating the
Canadian editor he thought it wiser to
discourage him. When ‘‘ The Battle
of the Strong” was being started in
‘“ The Atlantic Monthly ” we offered
Mr. Gilbert Parker $500 for the Ca-
nadian serial rights. If the offer had
been accepted instead of being rejected
all the subscribers in this country to
both periodicals might have cancelled
their subscription to THE CANADIAN
MacaziNe—were they similar in build
to our friend the Nova-Scotian.
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Under the circumstances it would seem
lucky for us that Mr. Parker thought
it well to refuse the offer.

N

The experience of THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE is that there are even
greater obstacles to the growth of Ca-
nadian periodicals than the much-criti-
cized indifference and cosmopolitanism
of the Canadian people. Certain laws
on the statute-books of the Dominion
have favoured the United States peri-
odical publisher. For example, if a
Canadian publisher desires to import
high-class paper from the United
States to improve the excellence of his
periodical he must pay 25 to 35 per
cent. duty on this blank paper. If,
‘however, this United States paper be
printed and bound up into periodical
form it comes in free of duty. Thus
in competition with United States pub-
lishers we are handicapped to the ex-
tent of 25 to 35 per cent. in the matter
of paper alone. Even if Canadian
paper be used the price is 25 per cent.
higher than the same grade in the
United States. In addition there is a
tax on ink, type and presses. The
publishers of the ¢‘ Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal” may send 50,000 copies of their
periodical to Toronto and have them
distributed in Canada without the pay-
ment of a cent of duty. If a Cana-
dian publisher imported the same
amount of paper and printed it here,
he would be charged $250 to $300 duty
on such a shipment. In the same way
Mr. Munsey may send in 50,000 copies
of his magazine monthly without pay-
ing any duty. Each magazine weighs
about a pound, and the paper is worth
about 5 cents a pound. On this $2,-
500.00 worth of paper, if imported by
a Canadian, the duty would be $625,
a pretty heavy monthly tax on the Ca-
nadian publisher. This condition is
one of the chief reasons why there are
no ten-cent magazines in Canada.

.. 4

There have been political troubles
which may be touched but lightly. In
sending in his weekly report a canvas-

ser would say, ‘“‘John Jones, K.C.,
cancels his subscription because the
magazine is edited by a Liberal,” or,
¢ Mr. Smith declares he will not have
the magazine in his house because the
editor is a Conservative.” The cases
have been equal in number. There
are quite a number of both Liberals
and Conservatives who will not read
this article because they have decided
that the editor was a member of ‘‘the
other party.”

One incident in these political
troubles necessitated the Editor sitting
before the political head of the nation
in a handsome room at Ottawa en-
deavouring to explain that he was not
desirous of destroying the gentleman’s
political following or of discrediting
him with the country.

After all, these are but the little mud-
holes on the smooth road of progress.
They never could have affected the
course of the Magazine unless the
Directors of the Company had been
hasty, which they never were. One
‘““cancel ” was usually followed by a
hundred new subscriptions. A boy
may stop a hole in a dyke with his
finger, but laying the same finger on a
rail to stop a steam-engine would have
less effect. The Magazine has got up
steam and the party-server may as
well save his fingers.

g

Then there have been religious
difficulties. A Catholic paper has de-
clared the present Editor to be ‘‘ani-
mated by a malevolent antipathy to all
things Catholic.” A few weeks ago a
gentleman cancelled his subscription
because his wife declared that the
Editor favoured the Catholics. A
Presbyterian Minister preached a ser-
mon on the foolishness and other
virtues of the Editor. And so it goes
on—and these little incidents properly
described would fill a volume. People
are rapidly learning that an editor
knows neither politics nor religions.

b, 4

Forgetting all the little difficulties
which every individual and every en-
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terprise must encounter, and looking
back over this period of a hundred
numbers, the view is most pleasant.
So many good Canadians have said
““God-speed ; ” so many editors of
Canadian newspapers have persistently
tried to make the national publication
known and appreciated ; so many
writers have given of their best in
counsel and creation that Tue Cana-
DIAN MAGAzINE might hold its own
among the national periodicals of the
world ; so kindly has been the recep-
tion amongst all classes !

Our eyes are turned to the East.
The rising sun of a second century of
Canadian Magazines is colouring the
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new morning. We face it with hope
and confidence. What work presents
itself will be met with cheerful count-
enance and steady determination. The
small part that we may play in national
life we hope to play manfully, so that
we may deserve the appreciation which
the Canadian public bestows—grudg-
ingly perhaps, but surely.

In the few short years given each in
which to labour, to have contributed
something to the moulding and devel-
oping of Canada’s national life is
sufficient reward for great men and
therefore more than sufficient for those
connected with this publication.

A CANADIAN MINT.

HE announcement that Hon. Mr.
Fielding has perfected plans for the
establishment of a Canadian mint will
be received with general satisfaction
throughout the Dominion. It is esti-
mated that $75,000 a year will be need-
ed to defray the expense, but that will
be a trifle compared with the prestige
of issuing Canadian gold coin and
minting the silver and bronze currency
required in our domestic trade. At
present our currency is based on Am-
erican gold, and our notes are redeem-
able in the coin of the republic. We
have adopted, and wisely so, the Am-
erican standard, and as a consequence
it is impossible to redeem our notes
except in American gold. The British
sovereign is equal to $4.86 2-3 of Am-
erican or Canadian money, and is in
consequence not as well adapted as
the American eagle for the purpose of
a gold reserve against Canadian bank
or Dominion notes redeemable on de-
mand. To many Canadians the use of
American gold has seemed to partake
of the nature of dependence on a for-
eign country, and they will welcome
the news that a mint will soon be turn-
ing out Canadian gold coin. The chief
commercial opening for our gold coin
will be in furnishing a reserve for the
Dominion Government against the
notes outstanding. The banks, too,
will no doubt hold a part of their re-

8

serves in Canadian gold. After
the openings for Canadian gold have
been filled the mint will be used, as in
Australia, for the coining of British sov-
ereigns. . There is a profit or seig-
niorage on the silver and bronze coin-
age, and it is now turned over by the
British mint to the Canadian Govern-
ment. The additional cost entailed in
maintaining a Canadian branch will
absorb this profit, but it will still figure
in the accounts. A mint does not run
day after day like a factory, but is one
of the most spasmodic of public institu-
tions. There will be much work, how-
ever, for the Canadian branch imme-
diately after its establishment in trans-
forming reserves into Canadian coin.
The proposed purchasing assay office
will be an important western adjunct
of the mint. In buying the gold of
the Yukon and other Canadian fields
and paying for it in drafts on various
commercial centres the Government
may not be able to give any better
terms than private financial corpora-
tions. But there is a confidence at-
taching to Governmental purchase that
will never be felt toward private buyers.
If the assay office should be run at a
slight loss there would be compensa-
tion in the large volume of profitable
trade secured by Canadian merchants,
trade now lost to Seattle and San
Francisco.— Zoronto, Globe.



IF “The Helmet of Navarre”* is

Miss Bertha Runkle’s first novel it
is really a remarkable achievement. It
is in the same class with Weyman'’s
‘“ A Gentleman of France,” and if
lacking in some of the finish and in-
sight of that clever historical romance,
it is not a whit behind it in dash and
humour. One can readily understand
how the story caught the fancy of the
readers of a well-known periodical.
The situation is well chosen : the army
of Henry IV. is at the gates of Paris,
and the King has reached the conclu-
sion that ‘‘ Paris is worth a mass.”
The League under the control of the
Guises still controls the city, so that
the Duke of St. Quenten and his son

Yk h% Helinef Vof Navarre.

By Bertha Run-
kle. oronto :

The Copp, Clark Co.

NELL GWYNN

From the Painting, by Sir Peter Lely

the Comte de Mar, who ally themselves
with the King and remain in Paris, are
in danger of assassination. Plots are
hatched, and Mar ventures into the
very palace of his enemies to woo the
niece of the Prince. By that strange
chance which turns up so often in ro-
mances, Mar has an opportunity to kill
his enemy but refrains. What more
natural than that he in turn should be
spared in the hour of peril? All ends
well, therefore, and a tale, which
glows with feeling on every page, is
brought to a happy conclusion. As
an evidence of the dramatic art of its
author the latter portion is even more
vivacious and enthralling than the ear-
lier. In truth it would be hard to
name in current fiction a more delight-
ful piece of work.

w®

There is material for a good story in
the Dutch people of New York when it
was a colony under English rule, and
Miss Clark has certainly utilized it, *
Peggy Crewe, the wilful beauty of the
town, commits a rash act when, dis-
guising herself as a jockey, she rides
her brother’s horse in a race. This
unmaidenly performance is shielded by
her brother and her lover, Capt Bel-
lenden, who take her to the quiet home
of the Dutch pastor, Domine Ryerssen,
that she may recover of a sprained
ankle. But the story gets out, and
Peggy blames the Domine’s beautiful
daughter Annetje. The family and
congregation of the pastor form the
real material of the tale and animpres-
sive picture we get of the rigid Puritan-
ism of the people. A message from
Annetje to Capt. Bellenden goes astray,

* God’s Puppets, By Imogen Clark. Tor-
onto: W. J. Gage & Co.
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**SO YOU HAVE COME AT LAST TO TRY AGAIN, MR. BRYCE?"

Illustration from ** The Crisis.”

5

and from that simple incident flows a
string of painful consequences—the
Domine’s unhappiness, a public affront
offered to Annetje, and a deeper trag-
edy still. There is feeling and power
in the telling,and some glimpses of the
colonial society not lacking in vividness
and humour. There is more than the
framing of the plot to the credit of the
clever authoress, for the chief charac-
ters stand out in bold relief and the

period has evidently been made the
subject of careful study.

K

For a concise and well-written bio-
graphy of Queen Victoria commend us
to that by Mr. Richard Holmes, the
Librarian at Windsor Castle.* The
Queen herself revised the portion relat-

*Life of Queen Victoria. By R, Holmes,
Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co.
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‘“THE ROCKET, MESSIEURS ; LOOK AT THE ROCKET'"

Illustration from “Pro Patria”

ing to her early life, so that it is accur-
ate and authoritative. During her life-
time the book appeared as a sumptuous
volume with expensive illustrations in
colour, and at a price which removed
it beyond that the average reader could
afford to pay. Itis now broughtdown
to include the closing years of the
reign, and the sad scenes of her death
and funeral, and is issued at a mode-
rate cost. For the school or domestic
library it is an excellent edition, and
may be ordered with the confidence
that while more elaborate works on the
subject will appear, none will surpass
it in correctness, in comprehensive
brevity and in insight.

a®

It is quite a relief
to turn to so gentle
andwholesome atale
as ‘‘Uncle Terry,” *
which centres round
a girl rescued from
a shipwreck by an
old lighthouse-keep-
er on the Maine
coast. The girl
grows up a refined
and lovable woman,
and is wooed with
almostidyllic tender-
ness by a young Bos-
ton lawyer. He has
a sister, a girl of de-
cision and character,
who also has a lover.
Upon the ultimately
successful suits of
the two wooers, and
the simplicity of the
old lighthouse-man,
the tale is based, and
without harrowing
our feelings or mys-
tifying oursenses the
author manages to
be entertaining
throughoutthe book.

e

No one will deny
that there is satire,
humour and consid-
erable knowledge
of life in ‘“ The Visits of Elizabeth.” %
Her letters are to her mother from the
fashionable country houses in England
and France where the lovely ngenue
is supposed to stay. The moral state
of the high society in which the girl
finds herself is certainly alarming, and
her assumption of complete innocence—
‘“ Don’t you think so, mamma ? ’—im-
parts. a sinister meaning to many
transactions which mightin themselves
be perfectly proper. As to Elizabeth’s
mother, who does not summon her
daughter home after the first few

*Uncle Terry. By Charles C. Munn.
Toronto: McLeod & Allen.

1 The Visits of Elizabeth. By Eleanor Glyn.
Toronto: Geo. N. Morang & Co.
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letters, we really feap that ‘the! good *
lady herself has very lax notions on'

things in general. Someone has
written a parody on this book entitled,
‘“The Letters of Elizabeth’s Mother,"’
which, if they answer the girl’s appar-
ently naive questions, will soon find
itself on the index expurgatorius.
These revelations of the follies of aris-
tocratic circles are usually written by
persons who have never penetrated
very far within the sacred enclosure, so
that we may take comfort from this
reflection in weighing the value of
Elizabeth’s testimony.

w®

In a series of reprinted papers,* con-
tributed originally to the New York
Post, Mr. Mowbray makes a really en-
joyable addition to current literature.
A stockbroker’s health breaks down,
and he and his little boy bury them-
selves in a remote cottage in the coun-
try, and in a humorous, half-cynical,
but perfectly natural vein he describes
their experiences. There is nothing of
the superior person with his nose in the
air about our author. In studying
nature there is no attempt to dose one
with science. It was a happy time,
with no mental cares, and almost from
the first a keen zest for life. The ex-
periences easily resolve themselves into
a rustic idyll, with a maid as the cen-
tral figure. For those who are weary
of city life, brain-fagged, and despond-
ent, a ‘‘journey to nature” like this
spells contentment, health, and a wider
knowledge. The book is one to take
with you on a summer holiday.

a®

There is an advantage to the com-
monplace mind in reading a Russian
tale which reflects the English view of
things Russian. The Russian author
leaves too many small details unex-
plained. The foreign author makes
the minutiz clear, and the fascination
of a novel as often depends upon the
manner of the narrative as upon the
plot itself. This is true of ‘*“ On Peter’s

*A Journey to Nature.

By J. P. Mowbray.
Toronto : Wm. Briggs.

IMOGEN CLARK
Author of "“God's Puppets”

Island,” * which may or may not be
an absolutely correct interpretation of
Russian character, but is at all points
an entertaining and in parts an absorb-
ing tale. Two young men, an Ameri-
can and a German, are owners of an
oil business near St. Petersburg. In
their employ is a young Pole named
Stanislaus Lubinski, who is in the pay
of a rival concern to ruin them, and
who dabbles in a Nihilist conspiracy.
We are brought into contact with
several exciting phases of Russian life,
not the least so being the secret society
and its betrayal by Lubinski, who is
really as pretty a specimen of the villain
as one would wish to know. Of course,
he has a lovely and virtuous sister—
strange how these good girls have such
bad brothers !—andequally of course the
hero of the tale loves and marries her.
This, with the numerous murdérs,
plots and deaths, provides lively mate-
rial for the expectant reader.

w®

““ Mistress Nell,” by George C.
Hazelton, Jr., is a novel written from a
successful play, thus reversing the usual
order. A tale of Nell Gwynn must be
interesting at all times when well done,
as it is in this case.

* On Peter’s Island. By Arthur and Mary
Ropes. Toronto: W. J. Gage & Co.
tToronto: The Copp Clark Co.
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AN INTERRUPTED APOSTROPHE.

O, ho ! my lusty trout !
At last I've hauled you out !
Three times across your track
I cast my Spanish-Black ;
Three times against the wind
I cast my Jenny-Lind ;
Midge, Drake and Moth did duty,
To tempt my speckled beauty ;
Alas, 'twas all in vain,
You passed them with disdain ;
You would not sniff at those,
With piscatorial nose !
Preferring other bait,
For which you'd rather wait :
Thus, when my Hackle Brown
Came gently floating down
To join the swirling eddy,
Where you lay sly and ready
To curve your sinuous back,
Prepared for an attack,
That Hackle did the trick !
You rose and seized him quick.
—Nay, do not twist and squirm,
I hold you safe and firm—
Lor ! how the boys will stare
At you, my bonnie fare !
Steady now,—be still,
My hook is in your gill.
You'll weigh, I trow, six pounds !
You'll measure twenty—zounds !
He's gone—oh ! for my gaff!
Lor! how the boys will chaff !

J. Bernard Currie.
B
HAROLD AND HIS PAPA.

‘‘ Papa, when is sister going to be
married? "

““ On the sixteenth.”

*“ Will she have a large wedding ?”

‘“Yes, Harold, a very large wed-
ding.”

‘“ Why does she want a large wed-
ding ? "

“ For various reasons. One is be-
cause she will receive more presents,
and another because it costs money.”

‘ But she doesn’t have to spend the
money, does she?"”

¢“Oh, no. That is exclusively your
papa's privilege.”

““ Do you like to spend money on
weddings, papa?”’

“ No, my son, I do not.
it.”

¢ Then what makes you do it?”

G4

I despise

IDLE MOMENTS

““ To keep up your mother’s position
in society.”

‘‘ But haven't you a position in so-
ciety, also?”

‘“ No, Harold.
ness end.”

‘“ And would you care if mamma
didn’t have a position in society ? ”

““Yes, I would care a great deal.”

‘“1 am afraid I do not understand.
You have to spend money to give
mamma her position in society, don’t
you?”

L Vegly

“ But you don’t like to spend the
money, yet you do like to give mamma
her position in society.”

‘“ My boy, you should be careful in
your use of terms. You asked me if
I would care, not what I would like to
do, and I said I would care.”

‘¢ But why should you care?”

‘‘ Because 1 would rather work my-
self to death and give her what she
wants than to do the other thing.
There are worse things than death.”

‘“ Then you don’t do it because you

I’m merely the busi-

want to, but because it can’t be
helped ?”

“You are a bright lad. You have
guessed it.”

‘“ But where does sister come in?”

‘ She comes in the same category
with your mother.”

“ What is a category ? ”

“ Well, Harold, when two people of
one’s own family are in the same cate-
gory, it means that they are united
against you.” :

‘¢ But sister is going to be united to
another man, isn’t she?”

“‘ The man thinks she is, but he will
find out later that she is united against
him.”

‘“ And are you in the same category
with him?”

“ Yes, Harold, he and I are in the
same category with all the other men.
Now run and play. Your papa must
make some business calculations.”—
Life.

*The contributions to this Department are original unless credited to some other journal.
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RED, WHITE AND BLUE.

Brides must on their wedding day
Have for luck, the old folks say,
Something old and something new,
Something borrowed, something blue.

So, when fair Marguerite was led
Down the rose-strewn aisle to wed,
She had followed to the end

The rule that luck should her attend.

Borrowed blushes on her face

That the hue of love should grace,
Bridal troussean very new,

The groom was old and she was blue.

—Baltimore World,
o>
A DIPLOMAT'S TROUBLE.

Mr. Louis Voisson, who has been of
benefit to the French Government by
making a Burmese-French grammar,
and who is well known in America
through his many years as French Con-
sulin Philadelphia, tells a most delight-
ful story of how he and the King of
Burmah became good chums,

The President of the French Republic
ordered him to Burmah on a diplomatic
mission. Mr, Voisson knew the Bur-
mese language probably better than
any other man not native born. He
knew not only the high caste tongue,
but the provincial dialects. He knew
the customs of the Burmese common
folk and of the royal palace. It was
to the advantage of France that he
should be persona grata at the Burmese
court.

He strongly desired to make a good
impression at his presentation. He
knew King Thebaw was a merry mon-
arch ; a good fellow when once you
pleased him, but rather tenacious of
the etiquette of the ceremony due him
from a foreigner.

Mr. Voisson, wishing to do the pro-
per thing, and to do it according to the
highest etiquette of the court, got one
of the officials of the palace to show
him how to dress according to the
native way of presentation ; the con-
ventional dress suit was impossible dur-
ing that scorching season, yet the white
linen unofficial suit, that closely re-
sembled pajamas, would be frowned
upon.

The official gladly undertook the
task, for Mr. Voisson was a most lik-
able man. Bothentered into the scheme
with glee. The costume consisted of
yards and yards of white silk wound
around the body, clothing it perfectly,
keeping it cool, and giving really grace-
ful lines.

The silk was bought, the day of the
presentation of the French representa-
tive came, and Mr. Voisson’s servant,
having been instructed by the official,
wound the yards of silk around his
master’s body.

Unfortunately he did not know how
to give the last final knot that kept the
whole in place. He thought he did,
however, and Mr. Voisson was taken
to the palace wearing his unique cos-
tume.

All went well until he was before the
King. Then the knot loosened itself.
Mr. Voisson had been introduced ; the
King was making his speech of wel-
come—and Mr. Voisson knew that in
another five minutes he would be dis-
robed. Even had there been a pin on
the floor he could not, without a breach
of the court etiquette, have stooped to
pick it up.

His knees shook, and the trembling
of his body did not assist in keeping
the silk in place. He felt the inside
swathings slip, slip, slip. He counted
the seconds as he listened to the sonor-
ous tones of King Thebaw’s voice wel-
coming him to Burmah.

His brow dampened ; he almost gave
way to the desire to shriek aloud, and
felt like a man with a tarantula crawl-
ing up his leg, and a pistol pointed at
his face. He found grim endurance
and silence his only hope. The look
of agony in his face was noticed by the
King.

He said, ““The heat has overcome
you,” and finished the ceremony.

Mr. Voisson backed 'carefully out,
taking every step as if he were tread-
ing on the proverbial eggshells. Out-
side the throne-room the silken swath-
ings gave way entirely.

The next day Mr. Voisson told the
entire story to the King, and it so
tickled Thebaw’s sense of humour that
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the French representative found favour
thereafter in his eyes above all other
foreigners.— Philadelphia Post.

2 .
OUR EARLY DAYS.

It is a story that the Colonel, now
dead, used to tell on himself with much
enjoyment. When the 13th Hussars
were stationed at Toronto, which was
a good many years ago, there was
given at the Rossin House a military
dinner, at which the Colonel, then
commanding a city regiment, was a
guest, together with other militia offi-
cers and those of the Hussars. In
civilian life he was a tinsmith, and it so
happened that the next morning there
was a job to be done out at the Fort,
which required his personal attention.
While engaged at his work he was ap-
proached by an officer, whom he re-
cognized as a fellow guest of the night
before.

“Good morning,” said the Colonel.
“ How do you feel after last night?”

“Aw—good mawning—but I'm
afraid I don’t know you.”

““ Why, I met you at the Rossin
House last night. I’'m Blancke.”

““What!” exclaimed the youth.
“You're Colonel Blancke? A Col-
onel lawst night and a tinker this
mawning ! " ‘

And the subaltern moved on.—Z70-
ronto News.

B

WONDERING WHY.

A man with a monkey and an organ
with the asthma came down Wilton
avenue one night after nickels, followed
by a bunch of youngsters. One boy
who wanted to see the monkey doff his
cap and dance pulled his tail instead of
giving him a copper. But the monkey
turned around and bit him.

The boy looked at the bite, cried,
and wondered why. ‘

A little further up on Jarvis street a
boy lit the wrong end of a giant cracker
and lost his finger nail.

He looked at the place where the

nail once was, cried, and wondered why.

Here’s a parson busy stealing ser-
mons and raising church debts, and
the congregation are just as busy dis-
appearing, melting, vanishing into air.
And the parson looks at the dents in
the pulpit, where he has hammered in
truths with his fist, he looks at the
empty seats, and wonders why.

Here's a lawyer with a brief bag
yawning for a brief, anda gown whose
owner is yawning for a case. His
library is full of the latest law, and his
sign is very attractive. He looks at
the sign, at the empty brief bag, and
the library of latest law, and watching
all the clients going next door, won-
ders why.

The merchant watches his rival pull
up on him, now neck and neck, now
abreast, now forging ahead. He looks
in his own store window, and sees it is
just as attractive, his clerks are just as
attentive. And as the trade flocks
next door, he notes all this, and won-
ders why. ,

A clerk who has been in an office for
years watches a new face come in,
watches him advance by leaps and
bounds ; he looks at his writing, looks
at his work, no neater, no better. He
wonders why. :

A man tells a story, a nice little
story, but no one enjoys it. ~Another
man tells the same story and everyone
laughs. And the first man wonders
why.

Why is that church parson raising
debts and dinging the pulpit, when na-
ture meant that he should raise crops
and dinge the soil with his hoe?

He is monkeying with the wrong end
of the monkey.

A good many of us are wondering
why. :

Perhaps we are monkeying with the
wrong end of the monkey.

Nothing pulls a cork better than a
corkscrew, and a corkscrew isno good
for anything else.

Better be a good corkscrew than a
poor auger.

Don’t monkey with the wrong end of
the monkey.— Zoronto Star.
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is transacted with ease and despatch through the universal
use of the

Remington Typewriter

The Speed, Strength and Reliability of the Remington, and its

capacity for years of heavy work, make it the STANDARD

writing machine in every department of commercial life.
Grand Prix, Paris, 1900; Outranking all Medals.

REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER CO.,

TORONTO, Confederation Life Bldg., Richmond St. E.
OTTAWA, 5 O’Connor St.

the “Allenburys” Foods

Provide nourishment suited to the growing digestive powers
of the infant, and are altogether a distinct advance on the

el FIRST FO0D FOR INFANTS. mischievous endeavour to make the child’s stomach accommo-
A ap

ted fo the firse 3 months of nfak U8

i 0 date. itself to food essentxall_\: unsuited to its digestive powers.
"Nedical Testimony. Directioos®fl  Farinaceous fo«')ds of all kinds are totally unfit for infants
{ 2t Cirnadar enlo: il under five or six months of age, such foods being a potent

*oLe wanuracTURERS f| cause of digestive troubles, rickets and many disorders arising

Allen & Hanbur%
b '4~...,‘..,».l,‘0 vl:r?(:-z " s

RS Yy

from malnutrition.

Mothers who value their infants’ health and well-being
and their own comfort, would be well advised to send for a
free Pamphlet on Infant Feeding and Management. (Please mention this paper).

Milk Food No. 1. Milk Food No. 2. Milk Food No. 3.

From birth to three months of age. — From three to six months. — From six months and upwards.

Canadian Agency:-W. LLOYD WOOD, TORONTO.
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s ModerngSoap
Milliomts

use it

: Pe arline" that's the
definition of'soap POWDER’
inone word:Condensed
soap.in powdered form
for your convenience-the R
mOdeI‘nway OfUSiIlg Soap STANDARD DlCTlONARY-

it makes bright people smile

‘ (2 2.2 22 % 47

VIV

CALVERT’S
207, CARBOLIC SOAP

Prevents or Cures Insect Bites, Stings, Itch, Ringworm and
$ other Skin Ailments.

THE STRONGEST CARBOLIC TOILET SOAP.

CALVERT’S DENTO-PHENOLENE

s A Delightfully Fragrant and Antiseptic Wash for the Teeth and Mouth, §

$ A BOON TO SMOKERS.
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THE IDEAL

For Ladies

Who Cherish Dl‘ess GOOdS
Quality
Wear" Evening Wear,

And are sure to
Please them.

Priestley’s
grepoline

Cord==w
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Look for the “ VARNISHED
BOARD " on which the
Goods are Wrapped,
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Egerton
~ Royal Serges

LASTING WEAR. For LADIES, GENTLEMEN, and CHIL-
DREN. In Navy Blue, Black, Grey, Cream and other colours. Prices from
27¢c. to $3.29 per yard.

| E. B.S Tweeds, fomespuns, Trouserings, Dress Fabrics, Eic,
|

Comprise a vast variety of shades and prices. ANY LENGTH SOLD.

| Ladies’ Costumes from $6.35.
Gentlemen’s Suits from $8.55, to Measure.

SPECIAL TERMS FOR THE COLONIES, ETC.
PATTERNS, PRICE LISTS, AND SELF-MEASUREMENT FORMS POST FREE FROM

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.,

R.W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

| WO YS —p
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“Silver 1’/alc Illat Wears.”’

\ Attractive Suggestions; 1

in Table Silver, they only give you a
hint of what is made in thc, old
reliable brand of

“1847 Rogers

Bros.

Spoons, Forks, Knives, etc. For @
over half a century the standard
of quality.

Remember ““1847”’—the identify inn mark

of the genuine "Roq(rs,

The finishing touch of cle;znmo will be

given a table if the silver is of correct

style and character. The most critical
cannot fail to be pleased with the

large and varied line made
in this brand.

9999999999 900990009990 0999999099909°90999°099%
o GOLD TMEDAL Woman’s Exhibition, London, (Eng.) 1900

i
:
’
:
:
$

.

EAVES
& |

FOR INFANTS, CHILDREN, INVALIDS AND
THE AGED

Market Place, Ashbourne, Feb. 1, 1896,
Messrs. R.J. Neave & Co

Gentlemen.—Enclosed 1 am sending you a photo of our girl
twins—seven months old. They have been fed on your Food
since being nine days old, and have never had an hour's ill-
ness all. the time. They are perfe ¢t in temper, and
the admiration of the town for their healthy appear-
ance. Many mothers have specially called to ask Mrs. Lee
how she feeds them. I thought vou would like to see some
fruits of your excellent Food for Infants.

I remain, yours sincerely, (Signed) J.C. LEE.

USED IN THE RUSSIAN IMPERIAL NURSERY

Manufacturers—JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., Fordingbridge
Wholesale Agents— England

BROUGHT UP ON NEAVE’S FOOD LYMAN BROS. & CO., Limited, Toronto and Montreal
2222 22 % 42 L 2% 2% %Y TN 299V VRV A2VVVVIVILN
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OMINIO

N

Have been before the public for
30 Years, and are in use to-day in

60,000 Canadian homes.

If you want a Piano or Organ above

criticism, get a “Dominion.”

Manafactured by

5]
THE DOMINION ORGAN AND PIANO CO.

Bowmanville, Ont, Limited

S 000 000 < 400 - 4 00 < 4 0 < - 00 0 00 - 0 O 0 S 0

¢ <1000 > 000000000000 0-0-0-0-00000000000000M00-0000000000

Good Value in Tea

is measured by

Strength and Quality.

Where is the economy in buying a 25 cent tea
and then using three times the quantity that would
be required of Ram Lal's Pure Indian Tea. You
can't get a good quality of liquor out of a cheap tea
no matter how much of it you use. You may get
a strong bit- ___ ter taste but
not the deli- ¢ cate flavor
andfragrant aroma that
comes only from theten-
der leaves. Ram Lal’s
Pure Indian Teaisgrown
under Euro- pean super-
vision. The tea is manufactured on the gardens
in India and comes in sealed packets with all the
strength and freshness retained.

Ram Lal’'s Tea is a Pure Indian Blend
and does not “go off” in quality.

R L R T R e R L e e i e X T KL e oYY
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The above picture, taken from life,
shows the

Berry Brothers’ Toy Wagon-
IN USE.

Ask your dealer in Paints and Var ishes about
it, or drop us a line and we will mail you
copy of above picture and
particulars.

=\ Jiie |

The improved Shingle Stain and preservative,
Imparts an artistic finish to shingles and prolongs
their life by penetrating the pores of the wood
and retarding decay.

Shingletint is made in all desirable shades,
is easily applied, the colors are permanent, and
money is saved by its use

Full information and finished samples of wood
mailed free for the asking.

BERRY BROTHERS, Limited, Detroit, Mich., Varnish Manufacturers
Also originators and sole manufacturers of genuine Hard Oil Finish and Liquid Granite.
The following dealers, among others, carry our goods in stock :

SANDERSON PEARCY & CO., Toronto

AMIOT, LECOURS & LARIVIERE, Montreal

.'ull)'

CLARK’S

They are as nutritious as they are palatable.
CLARK’S PORK AND BEANS ARE DELICIOUS.

WM. CLARK, Manufacturer, MONTREAL

No matter what price
you pay you cannot get
better

—~  CANNED
»  MEATS

than
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A SHREDDED WHEAT BISCUIT

“'"Twas golden and brown, like the breast of a chicken What drugs have not done, though for years I have tried
As sweet as a nut, and as Crispy as sweet ; them,
Its flavor delicious, its make up nutritious, What *Massage’ and ‘Dumb-Bells’ and ‘Thoughts'
In fact "twas a biscuit most tempting to eat. could not do,
A Shredded Wheat Biscuit, a pretty brown biscuit,

I'looked at the biscuit, I looked through the booklet Has done in a way that to nature is true,

That told what it was and what things it would do.
I said, I will try it, ¢'en though I defy it

s And now with the various health forces working,
T'o prove that one-half the claims made are true.

With ‘Biking' and *Golfing’ and bathing and rest,
Let nature's own biscuit, ‘The Shredded Wheat Biscuit,'
"Twas a brave little biscuit that took up the challenge Be named among all modern foods as the best,”
'I flung on the table next day our * meet.’
With pleasure I ate it, with still more relate it,

~Mvrs. Myra R. Libby,
It banished my doubts, and my ailments complete.

196 Montague St., Brooklyn, N.V.

I HE Cook Book mentioned above, entitled . ‘“ The Vital Question,”

handsomely bound, silk
tied, illustrated in natural colors, and containing valuable information for the housewife,

a table of food values, and over 260 proper food ‘recipes, will be mailed free to anyone send-
ing name and address, mentioning THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

Address

The Natural Food Co.

61 FRONT ST. EAST, TORONTO

A MUSICAL JOY

It is safe to say that music wields a wonderful power over every individual—it soothes,
inspires and delights mankind—therefore how essential it is that the Piano in your home, at
your entertainment, shouid be of the highest type, one that will produce the sweetest harmonies

without the introduction of the least discord to break the spell of music's charm.
this instrument look up

THE WILLIAMS
PIANO

Do not purchase until you have inspected and tested THE WILLIAMS PIANO. Thou-
sands of them in use to-day are bearing testimony to their merits as high-class mediums of
pleasing the musical critic, giving cheer to the home life and delighting audiences.

If you have not a WILLIAMS PIANO Representative in your district write or call upon
us, and we will show you an instrument built for the people and used by the people.

The R. S. Williams & Sons Company, Limited

143 Yonge Street, Toronto.
MANUFACTURERS OF PIANOS AND MUSICAL MERCHANDISE

In seeking




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

XXVii

CARLSBAD .o,

From the Celebrated Alkaline and Saline Springs,

SPRUDEL, SCHLOSSBRUNNEN, MUHLBRUNNEN,
At the Famous Health Resort of Carlsbad, Bohemia,

are now imﬁorlcd in bottles and may be used in the treatment of all cases in which the
CARLSBAD Cure is indicated when patients are unable to visit the Spa for

CHRONIC GASTRIC CATARRH,
HYPER(EMIA OF THE LIVER,
GALL STONES, DIABETES,
CHRONIC CONSTIPATION,
RENAL CALCULI, GOUT,

and diseases of the spleen arising from residence in the tropics or malarious districts.

The Natural Carlshad Sprudel Salt

contains all the essential ingredients of the ““SPRUDEL,” is alkaline, and readily
soluble in water,

To avoid imitations, please see that the WRAPPER round each bottle of SALT bears the
Signature of the Sole Agents,

TO BE OBTAINED AT INGRAM & ROYLE, Limited,
ALL LONDON,
DRUG STORES. LIVERPOOL and BRISTOL.
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Economical and Sanitary House Warmers

KELSEY’ J’ HEAT MAKERS
\FUEL SAVERS
This System Assures—
MOST HEAT WITH LEAST FUEL.
PURE AIR; PERFECT VENTILATION.
ALL ROOMS WARM AT ALL TIMES.

FREEDOM FROM GAS; COOL CELLARS.
MOST COMFORTABLE CONDITIONS.

)
.
.
.
.
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Kelsey’s are particularly adapted for properly warming and
ventilating large residences, schools, churches, etc.

R LRI
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Kelsey’s can be seen at the Pan-American Exposition. o
.
I~
2 —%> Our printed matter tells all about them and gives .é
S m cxperiz:weL of a l;:rgc‘ number of pleased uscr&l g :%
S it
B
iR — 1 .
e i ‘/)—The JAMES SMART MFC. OO., Limited, Brockville, Ont. %
5: Sole Canadian Makers. ©

When writing mention ** Canadian Magazine."”
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of ancient manuscript

is acknowledged | y are past. Even the

to be the onl - :
v pen-written letter is

3§
perfect zi_si_@

fast falling behind.
Every business

firm recognizes the

desirability of legible
letters. These

are best made on

an

UNDERWOOD

TYPEWRITER

because the writing is always in sight.

Sole Dealers

CREELMAN BROTHERS’ TYPEWRITER CO.,

15 ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO.
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Fry,s Rich, delicate, healthful,

nourishing. Absolutely pure

‘ Ocoa Cocoa in its most concentrated

form. Called ‘‘the household

Cocoa” because the most economical to use at the
table—a very little of it going a great way.

Dissolves easily—a quarter pound tin of it

costing but 25 cents makes 50 cups. Awarded

Gold Medals for its superiority over Best

Because
Sold Everywhere. Purest

all other makes.
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HEALTH,
HAPPINESS,
PROSPERITY,

are all combined in a

Famous Active
Range

Fresh Warm Air, which is continually pass-
ing through oven, keeps food pure.

Thermometer shows exact heat of oven.

Fire-Clayed Stove Bottom retains heat in

oven and SAVES FUEL.
Duplex Coal Grates.

Extra Heavy Cast=iron Linings.

FULLY GUARANTEED

The McClary Mig. Co.

LLondon, Toronto, Montreal,
Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.

)

pilm
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Utter Weariness

After the day’s business foretells nervous
prostration. Pabst Malt Extract, The
““Best” Tonic, taken at this hour imme-
diately relieves exhaustion, coaxes appe-
tite, and enables one to eat—and digest—
nourishing food.

This preparationis highly concentrated,
containing in small compass the nutritive
elements of grain, predigested, and thus
prepared for immediate assimilation. In-
valuable for all forms of nervous debility
and malnutrition, where digestion is im-
paired and where the demand for con-
structive material is very great.

Sold by all druggists and made by
Pabst Brewing Co. (Tonlc Dept.) Milwaukee, Wis,

pan.
 MaltEAtaer

The Best Tonic

\) -

WRITE FOR BOOKLET,
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GRAND PRIZE
PARIS, 1900

TORONTO
NEWSOME &

GILBERT

68 Victoria Street

MONTREAL
WM. M.HALL
& CO.

1702 Notre Dame Street

NE type at a time,
with a pin and an

old toot brush.»
Result — Time wasted, {‘

hands dirty, temper
bad.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

TwoWAYs To GEAN
TYPEWRITER YPE

LL type in a few

seconds with The
Smith Premier Type
Cleaning Brush. More
about it in our new Illus-
trated Catalogue, Free.

HIGHEST AWARD
POSSIBLE

OTTAWA
EDWARD R.
McNEILL

35 Queen Street

(Y

WINNIPEG, MAN.
W. J.
ARNOTT
& CO.

The Smith Premier Typewriter Co.,
Syracuse, N. Y.,U.S. A.

Doubles the pleasure of a
summer plunge.

PURE
FRAGRANT

REFRESHING

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., Montreal

Suspenders
Good Judges Know 2

They are all that suspenders
should be —stretch only when you
do and do not lose their stretch as
others do. ¢

The *“ Chester ’ at 50c. A cheaper model at 25¢. Sam-
pie pairs, postpaid, on receipt of price. Nickeled drawers
supporters {ree to purchasers for dealer’s name if he is out
of them. CHESTER SUSPENDER CO0., 4 Decatur Ave., Rox.
bury Crossing, Mass. Branch factory, Brockville, Ontario,
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MINIMUM OF NOISE

IS ONE OF THE GOOD POINTS OF THE

New Century

TYPEWRITER

It will not hinder conversation, use of the telephone or
disturb your thinking, There are a host of other good
points, fully described and illustrated in

“The Book of the New Century,”

which will be sent on request.
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ATERICAN WRITING MACHINE COMPANY,
302 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

A. MILNE FRASER, ALBERT BRYCE COMPANY, THE BROWN BROS., Limited,
Halifax and St. John Montreal Toronto

SAUNDERS & COMPANY, T. N. HIBBEN & COMPANY,
Winnipeg Victoria, B.C.
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Less Fuel, More Heat

A CUSTOMER SAYS:

“The Robb Heater, which I have
used for the past two years, has given

PP T TTTTrTTTTYYYT™
AAAAAAAAAAA AL LS
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good satisfaction.

b b b b b b b b b b A & b & b a s o o )l

“It requires less attention, uses less
fuel, and gives more heat than any other
hot-water heater I have ever used.”

MANUFACTURED BY

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, Amherst, N.S.
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—1 A rare old
Hall's ‘ stimulant

4 Gentlemen who wish to offer
00 11¢€.

When medicine has done
all it can do, and when food
has done or is doing appreci-
ably nothing, Hall's Wine
is wanted, aad wanted
immediately.

It is the particular duty of
Hall’'s Wine at the con-
valescent stage to restore
strength to the system, and
appetite to the invalid. 3 "

We have never heard of Provinces—(No marks on case if requested).
any palate being so hard to

please but what it has taken S. B. TOWNSEND & CO.

Hall’'s Wine with avidity; St. Sacrement Street
and we have never known a

case of weakness or depres- Montreal
sion that has not promptly
been benefitted by one, or GET YOUR
two bottles if necessary.

Hall’s Wine is equally B k B d
eficacious against the OO S Oun
tendencies to illness, such as ‘
taking cold, neuralgic at- | Works of Art" llustrated
tacks, and the lingering ‘ Papers, Magazmes, Music,

effects of icfluenza. Against Law Books, Etc
A e

all complaints that 4epend
Bound in a Style Unsurpassed for

their guests the finest whisky im-
ported into Canada should buy
¢ Sanderson's Old Private Stock,”
—20 years old.

If your dealer cannot supply
you, remit us the price, $18.00
for 1 dozen, and we will deliver

it, charges prepaid, to any station

in Ontario, Quebec, or Lower

upon the
system be-
ing low in
tone, it is
a sure safe-
guard, and:
should bere-
sorted to as
a preventive

Prescribed by English physicians in
the treatment (;’f,slrdnple anldlco‘mph.-x

nerve and blood complaints. 0:
Sold by druggists, licensed grocers, Flat Opening Account Books

and wine merchants in Canada. | Loose Leaf Ledgers

Write for Booklet.

m BROWN BROS.

Stephen Smith & Co., Limited,
Bow, London, England. | ; ) LUMiTep
Manufacturing Stationers, Bookbinders, Ete,

51-53 Wellington St. West, TORONTQ

Genuine Workmanship, Durability
and Fair Prices

We are Headquarters for

Accounts Books

Large Stock on Hand. Special Patterng
Made to Order
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Pianos in Art Cases to conform with the
appointments and architecture of your
home is a popular feature of piano-building
i with us.

2232233323533333333553295333333333333333933399333333333333333%
Small in Bulk. Great in Nourishment.

SOMATOSE.

An ideal food in acute diseases, for chronic invalids and convalescents,
containing the necessary constituents for making brawn and muscle, stimu-
lating the appetite, strengthening the heart, invigorating the nervous system.
Agreeable of administration, immediate in results. Invaluable for feeble
children and nursing mothers, consumptives, and as a nutrient in fevers.

FERRO-SOMATOSE.

An iron-containing food, for all conditions of impoverished blood, as
anazmia and chlorosis; does not affect the teeth nor cause constipation.

LACTO-SOMATOSE.

A food in diarrhceal affections, agreeable, nutritious, relieving vomiting,
restoring the appetite, and regulating the bowels.

€Eecceer

Send for samples and literature to
DOMINION DYEWOOD AND CHEMICAL CO.. TORONTO.

Selling Agents for Bayer’s Pharmaceutical Products :
z Aristol, Europhen, Ferro-Somatose, Hemicranin, lodothyrine, Lacto-Somatose, Losophan, Lycetol, Phenacetin, Pipera-
i Sulf

zine-Bayer, Protargol, Salicylic Acid, Salophen, Somatose, Sulfonal, Tannigen, Tannopine, Trional.

CECTTTLCLLETECEETTEeeCEeEecceceeecccEceese
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Fashionable Hair Goods =a»a Hair Dressiné

If a lady neglects her hair she neglects
her general appearance

‘ : which gives a more

HERE 1S nOthlng favorable impression

in a lady's appearance than a daintily arranged

head of hair., A fine figure, a pretty robe “and a neg-

lected coiffure” is just like soup without salt, there is

something wanting. It is difficult for a lady to dress

her hair becomingly if she has not sufficient hair of

her own, An addition of a Curl, Bang or Switch will at

once make a decided improvement and facilitate the
dressing of one’s own.

We give here an illustration of a “New Deviece ™ of
S Hair Switch which attaches itself around a lady’s hair
f B \ with a spring in such a manner so that the Switeh can
Y . FRg N ; either be easily and artistically interwoven and dressed
WATH BT E T~ SWITON | ; wiTHoUT PATENT switen With the lady’s own hair or hide her hair entirely.

. It is the easiest and most natural way to fasten &

ARMA ND'S H\\*i!l«"h on “i the Iul'u;l. The * Ne'w Deylce' of Switeh

is “ Patented,” and has met with such great success

SELF-FASTENING SWITCH and demand that already some unreliable dealers are
advertising an imitation which fastens with a string instead of a Spring.

ARMAND'S Patent Scif-Fastening Switch can be obtained at J. TRANCLE.

ARMAND & CO., 441 Yonge St., Cor. Cariton 8t.,, TORONTO, and the principal Halr
Dealers in Canada and the United States. Every Switch bears ARMAND’'S Patent Seolf.

Fastening Switch in Gold Letters. Particular attention should be given to secure the
genuine article,

There are also pretty styles of SUMMER BANGS

beautifully light and natural, for out-door, sea-side or country ; it
saves trouble and time, as well as one’s own hair, from the con-
tinual strain of curling. For further particulars call and inspect
or correspond with

J. Trancle-Armand & Co.

.2 441 Yonge S8t., Cor. Cariton - TORONTO, CANADA
Telephone Main 2408

Marguerite Style of Bang

ProTecT and beautify your
Lawn with one of our Iron
Fences. Send for catalogue
to Toronto Fence and Orna-
mental Iron Works, 99 and 101

Queen Street East, Toronto. DESIGNS AND MATERIALS g

Josepn LEA, Manager.

of BED-WETTING, a simple remedy that cured my SEND FOR CATALOGUE.
child of bed-wetting. MRS. CARROLL, 141 Yonge St., TORONTO

Mus, G. SumMERS, Box C, Norre Damg, IND. ’

WILL SEND FREE TO ANY MOTHER A SAMPLE ﬂ LARGEST ASSORTMENT IN CANADA.

. emeen  WARNING, i ey o i oo

DOCTOR STEDMAN S Z‘S?y““’]‘;‘g CTOR ST;:SMTANhs
TEETHING TEETHING POWDERS.

SEOAVADY M aRLY|  Certiied by Dr. Hassall to be abrolutely free from opium

public’s protection by trade mark, a gum lancet., Don't be
talked into having others.

Depot—125 New North Road,
HOXTON, LONDON, ENG.

UBY S= HAIR

| &
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FRAGRANT
“CADET” ODON
Crompton’s 3

New Parisian A perfect Dentifrice for the
Girdle Corset

R Teeth =« Mouth

Straight Front

creation—gives the SOZUDONT LIQUID . . 25¢ c
SOZODONT TOOTH POWDER = «25¢
\

ilita
R ey Large LIQUID and POWDER - « 75

| erectness—made of

the finest A dentist writes:
imported sateen.

‘“As an antiseptic and hygienic

. 1' B N < v »
i d“gf" mouthwash, and for the care and pres-
discriminating ervation of the teeth and gums, I cor-
women. dially recommend Sozodont. 1 consider

»

it the ideal dentifrice for children’s use.
‘“ 124
HAsk Tor Grompton’s ‘‘ Cadet’” €orset, SOZODONT is sold at the stores, or it will be

Sold by all Up-to-Date Merchants, sent by mail for the price. Mention this Magazine.
HALL & RUCKEL, New York,

THE SECRET OF BEAUTY

IS PURE, RICH BLOOD.

Women, you cannot look well unless you feel well. It is not age, but disease, bad health,
thin blood and unstrung nerves that make women look old. If the blood is full of germs, which
consume its vitality, making it thin, weak and watery, and filling it with deadly poisons, the face

becomes pale, wrinkles appear, back and head ache
fearfully, and pain makes life miserable. There is no
use in trying to ‘‘doctor’ any part of the system that is
diseased unless we remove the cause of the disease. It
is known beyond dispute that all disease is caused by

germs and the poisons they produce. These germs
must be destroyed and the poisons counteracted to cure disease. Dr. Arnold’s Toxin Pills are
the only medicine that can kill the germs of disease and destroy their poisons or ‘‘ toxins,” and
they do this speedily and thoroughly.

MISS IDA HOPKIRK, 184 Harbord Street, Toronto, says: ** I had a position in a city store, but my health
gave way and I grew thinner and thinner, had persistent headache and dizzy spells and was nervous. One severe symp-
tom was shortness of breath. My sister was made well by Dr. Arnold's Toxin Pills, and I decided to try them. I began
using them just after the last Toronto Exhibition, and in a few weeks was e‘erfecdy well. I continued using them for a
time, and now feel like a new being. Truly they are a woman’s best friend.

Dr. Arnold’s Toxin Pills are for sale by all druggists—735c. a box, small box 25¢, or
sent postpaid on receipt of price by

THE ARNOLD CHEMICAL COMPANY, Limited,
Canada Life Building, 44 King St. West, Toronto

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AL AL DDSDDDDDDNNADDDADAA
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WHERE

CENTURIES

RUN INTO THE
THOUSAND

BELL
PIANOS

AND

ORGANS

ARE IN USE IN OVER

ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND
HOMES

NOT IN CANADA ALONE
BUT THROUGHOUT THE UNIVERSE

THE MATERIAL THE DESIGN
THE WORHKMANSHIP THE TONE

ALL MADE

BELL

FAMOUS

The Bell Organ and Piano Co.

Limited

MONTREAL TORONTO
HAMILTON LONDON
LONDON, ENG. SYDNEY, N.S.W.

GUELPH




CARRERAS’' CELEBRATED

D" J.M.BARRIE says:—"WHAT |
CALL THE ARCADIA w

MY [ADY Nlconnch
IS THE
CRA MIXTURE

AND NO OTHER?”

THE CRAVEN (Mild), Invented by the 3rd Earl of Craven*
HANKEY'S (Medium), g ** Major-General Hankey"
GUARDS’ (Full), “ J. J. Carreras.
MUGGES’ (Special). s “ G, Mugge, E‘il:‘. 4
SIL PHILIPS’ (Extra special), Invented by Col. Sil Philips.
J. J. CARRERAS, 7 Wardour St.,
LONDON, W., ENGLAND.

o Agentsin Montreal -FRASER, VIGER & CO.,
209 and 211 St. James's Street.

THE OFFICE SPECIALTY
MFG. CO/’S

Roll Top, Flat Tor PHESK S

and Standing
ALL STYLES AND SIZES.

"

Goods right.  Prices right.  Satisfaction guaranteed.
Call and see them at our showrooms.

The Dffice Specialty Nfg. Co., Limited

otre Dame St. Head Office :
1744 SONTREAL. | 77 Bay Street, TORONTO, CAN.

Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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“Certain insects perpetuate or actually spread disease by
acting as carriers, being the passive factors in the storage
and transportation of certain infections of which typhoid
and probably diphtheria may be taken as disease types
and flies, bedbugs, fleas and roaches as the insects com-
monly at fault,"—Extract from an address delivered by
W. M. L, Copliny M. D., professor of Bacteriology, before
the Pennsylvania State Meaicas Seiety, May, 1809, See
Philadelphia. Medical Fournat, June, p. 1307.
Tanglefoot catches the germ as well as the fly. There-
fore Tanglefoot Sticky Fly Paper should be in constant
use during fly time.

| s
JUST AS 3
$OFT AND
PLIABLE
AS MY
GLOVE .
e
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Issued quarterly. 35 cents per year,

~Z &
Home Needlework Magazine

Should be on Every Lady’'s Work Tahle

i ROM BEGINNER TO EXPERT, * Corticelli Home Needlework Magazine, '~
Xxcel 1n g . : s d )

s the inimitable manual which all others vainly try to imitate--will teach you, at the
EmbPOldBPy. modest rate of 35 cents a year, besides furnishing free of charge Flower and other
Subscription can commence Needlework designs in beautiful colors, which cost thousands and thousands of dollars.
with any number. ..\lnilml to Acrtists and experts of eminence in Embroidery, Crochet, Knitting, Drawn Work and
;""'(-_‘ lr::xl::::lwﬂt“".(t;I;’mrd"m‘l‘: Lace Making, engaged at princely salaries, will help you to establish

J P 1 8 DA o LS .
5 ctv. & year. Sample copy AN EMBROIDERY GRADUATE CLASS
and premium list mailed to
any address for the asking. through CORTICELLI HOME NEEDLEWORK MAGAZINE, for the brightening
Your money back if you don't

dies have accepted this offer. needlework, and to place a pleasant pin-money provider in my lady’s hands.

Corticelli Silk Co., Limited,

P.O. Box 340, ST. JOHNS, P.Q.

LO-CO0-0C'-OOO.'O’.00.-000.0-.0 LR DR g LAE g LA g LA T T LR

This desk is made specially
75 for our trade, and is the
8 biggest value we know of.

e Made of solid golden oak,

polished, Selected quarter

sawed golden oak writing bed,

drawer fronts and document and letter drawer fronts;

front base moulding, raised drawer fronts, panelled

ends and back. Centre drawer for large blanks, with

good Yale lock. Lower right hand drawer par-

titioned for books. Letter file in top drawer. Twenty

pigeon-holes, including six document files, two

letter drawers, two pen racks, two book racks. Auto-

matic drawer lock. This desk is worth $30.00. Only

by ordering in hundred lots are we able to supply
them at $22.75.

WE PREPAY FREIGHT to all points west to
\\'mul. On shipments
beyond these points we pay an additional 25 per
cent. on the extra freight charges.

WE WILL REFUND the purchase price if

quality is not equal to description. The J. F. BROWN CO. (Limited)

Our New I!Iforllfl’d Catalogue of Home and Office

Furniture is free for the asking.
Send your name for one. TORONTO. ONT.

B R (b ol (¢ f e ) G SRS (6 e | {0 DM ({0 A |60 D {6

like them. Thousands of las and beautifying of your home, the elevation of spirits always accompanying high-class :
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A NEAT FIGURE,
REAL COMFORT,
and Delightful Freedom by
wearing MceCallum's registered

‘Kals’

instead of Petticoats and Under-
skirts. Once tried always worn.
Price list of all ¢ ualities free, or
Sample Pair, in Navy or Fawn,
Mailed Free on lll(l]ll of $1 and
size of lady's waist and height.
Best wnrkmumhm and guaran-
teed (n wear well for at least a
ear. Thick Serge Kals at $1.70
)lnl\ obtainable direct from
Kals, Limited, Plymouth,
England.

FREE TO ANY LADY who |-k- for it
our little Booklet, “Kals: What Are
They ?

Wilson’s Scales

Diamond Steel Bearings.

Every Scale accurately tested and
adjusted before leaving the works
Special terms this month.

ASK FOR PRICES

WILSON’'S
SCALE
WORKS

49 Esplanade East

oT0PS TOOTHAGHE INSTHNTLY
NOT A CHEWING GUM

Don't take cheap substitutes., Insist upon
DENT’S, the original and only reliable. At all
7 drugglsts, 150., or sent by mail on receipt

LT of price.

If you desire to make a reputation as an expert cocktail mixer

the ‘‘Club” brand, follow directions, and yoﬁi friends will wc'mb;ez
where you gained the art. Many a cocktail you have drunk and com-
plmenteé,your host for his art of mixing —the truth is you had a “Club
Cocktail.” It merely required a little ice to cool it. You can do it just
as well. FOR SALE BY ALL DEALERS.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Hartford, New York, London

Walter R. Wonham & Sons, Dist rhmn_ Agents for Canada, Montreal, Q

——————————s
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IF You WANT To MAKEYOUR «*~
~4> WIFE HAPPY, Buy HER A

§ They used to say that cooking and life in the
7F kitchen was drudgery, and so it was until

SOUVENIRS CAME.

These perfect stoves are now sold
everywhere.

One will last a lifetime.

MADE BY THE

GURNEY-TILDEN 00., Limiied, HAMILTON, GANADA,

Stove, Range and Radiator Manufacturers.
Branches—TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG.
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Strawberry Jelly Receipt

Pick over a Box of Strawberries and pour
over them one (dissolved) package Pure
Gold Strawberry Jelly and set away in a
cool place. Serve with or without cream.
Add sugar if desired sweeter.
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Making Summer Plans?

See that they include an

Oxford

TYVVIYYVVYVYYY
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Range

if you want genuine satisfaction

I'hey are more economical to use than any other style of range,
because their burners are specially constructed to consume air with
every foot of gas—so that gas bills are easy when you use the Oxford.

L ALALAAMAAAAAAANAALLLALDLLALLDLLAAAL LA
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And they give you the,acme of comfort!

A cool kitchen—no trouble—just the amount of heat you want,
ready the minute you want it, and turned out the minute you're
through with it.

VWV Y Y VYV VvV Vv v v v wvvv W WYWWWYWAWAWWVWVWAAAAAAN/

Call and see these popular summer stoves at our nearest agents.
There are many sizes, styles and prices to suit all requirements.

Sold by leading dealers everywhere in Canada.

The Gurney Foundry Co., Limited

Toronto, Winnipeg, VYancouver.

THE GURNEY, MASSEY CO., Limited, Montreal

Ll sl lsldl bl dliiidaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AL AAAA A LA A A A AAA
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7 : Result of a Single
Shot from a .303

THE M AN %a\lllage Expanding
" BEHIND [BRGar

Do not buy a rifle until you
have examined into the merits

: of the SAVAGE, which is the
TWENTIETH CENTURY
ARM,
Absolutely Safe.
A | Strongest Shooter.
Only hammerless repeating
rifle in the world.
Constructed to shoot
SIX DIFFERENT
CARTRIDGES
in one rifle.
Adapted for GRIZZLY
BEARS AND RABBITS.
We guarantee every
SAVAGE Rifle.
.303 and .30-30 calibres.
SAVAGE Arms are to be had from
all prominent dealers in Canada.

Write for our handsome new
Catalogue 0"’

Savage Arms Company,
Utica, New York, U.S.A.

Awarded Grand Gold Medal at
Paris, beating all competitors.

HAY’S “Canada’s Greatest Home Furnishers.” K AY'’S

Old Hickory
Furniture

We are having a wonderful run on old hickory
RS furniture. Nothing stands hard usage like it, and

riﬁ"gézf nothing is more rustic and summer-like looking.
The Hickory Chair is a great chair for city porches
and gardens, summer resorts, and all places where
a comfortable chair is desired. There is a comfort
about them that surpasses that of any other like class
per cut) $1.75 of chairs. To be had in a variety of prices.

This Hickory Chair (as

JOHN KAY, SON & CO., Limited

36-38 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO
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Better than Other Beverages Because Pure.

If you would have the BEST,
Ale and Portér, [ 1% "2 aen

It is better
when ordering to name the Brand you want, otherwise you will
receive that Brand which costs the least. The lowest in price
cannot be the best in quality.

At all GROCERS, CLUBS and RESTAURANTS.

Preston THE

Springs

are only 56 miles
from Toronto,
and can be
reached by
G.T.R.or CP.R.
The altitude is
700 feet above
Toronto. Any
one requiring a
change, or suffer-
ing from rheuma-
tism, will find
Hotel Del Monte

a desirable place.

Monte

Mineral Water
and Baths fresh-

en and stimulate

:| the inner as sun-

shine acts upon

the outer man.

WRITE FOR‘ PAMPHLETS AND RATES TO

R. WALDER, Preston, Ont.
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* Cutlery Gifts
* Whether you want a set of Carvers, a case of

G é.z Table Knives or a Pocket Knife for man or boy, you know
RANTED \8 you are getting the best made, the world’s standard, if you
buy goods bearing the trade mark of

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited, (Cutlers to His Majesty), Sheffield, England.

is a Home Remedy; a noble UNGUENT for
N E R - E external application, It is founded nHmn the
principle that Suffering, Premature Decline
Death are the direct, and
R e R B P s WO

and Premature
indirect, results of

DORMANT CIRCULATION;

that rescue can only be assured by its re-establishment by directly ('?mruinu the con-
trolling battery-cells with am element imitating the nérveetforce pre.
pared for that purpose by Nature. This imitative element is our fajthful
NERVE-FORCE, and it will positively re-establish the most sluggish CIRCULATION to
normal. It has won for us many Gold Medals for life-saving in the past eighteen years,
We do not, however, advertise it—but our NERVE-FORCE Journal, which explains its
every detail. We send this Publication free, im plain emvelope, to as many
addresses as you may send us.

We appeal especially to the ‘“ chronically i1l ”” who are wearied and discouraged with
‘“stomach dosing ” as a means of warfare against Disease ; to sufferers threatened with
cruel “‘ operations ;"' to men and women who, in spite of heroic efforts for cure, feel them-
selves steadily declining ; to men and women who are victimsof sedent: 'y employment or
excessive ‘‘ brain exhaustion,” and to those who have been cost aside as *“incurable.”

MR. and MRS, GEO. A. CORWIN, 1429 Mt. Morris Bank Building, NEW YORK CITY

We never use Drugs, Obesity Tablets or
Pills of any kind to reduce Fat, as they
weaken the system and often cause death

We reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity Belts used to
advantage by corpulent people, both ladies and gentlemen, to reduce corpulency
and give shape to a [wmllulnlx:a or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces
Yyour size and leaves no room for surplus fat to accumulate; also gives absolute
safety from Navel Rupture; relieves the dragging sensation peculiar to a pendulous
abdomen and improves the shape. We will send the Belt to any part of the United
States or Canada. Special Price 82.50. Send measure around the largest part
of abdomen when ordering Beit.

We also make very light-weight Belts suitable for summer wear, They
can be washed. Do not wrinkle; always keep their perfect shape.

Comfortable Belts made to order to be used after any Operation,
Those interested in the subject call or write and get an ‘llustrated book FREE.
We manufacture Trusses for all cases of hvapture.

Improved Elastic Truss Company, 768 Broadway, New York.

(Two doors below Wanamakier's, near Ninth Street.)

FOR MEN OR WOMEN. ladies in Attendance for Ladies, Eramination Pree, Closed Sundays, Established 19 Yearsin N. Y

MRS, GEO. A. CORWIN

e s e

John Bertram &73()_ns |

Dundas, Ontario, Canada.

EQUIPMENTS rogr
Ship Yards, Boiler Shops,
Locomotive Shops, Car Shops
Machine Shops, etc.,

Consisting of Machine Tools for
working [ron, Steel or Brass.

XTI
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TRAVELING DRINKING GLASS
in Real Pigskin, Cork Lined Case.
Three Sizes. Prices—$1.50, $1.75, $2.00.

LADIES’ SQUARE OPENINGKIT BAG
“No. 978. Natural Grain Black Leather,
Leather Lined. 14 in,, $7.50 ; 16 in., $8.00.

LADIES' DRESS BASKET
33 in., $31.00; 36 in., $33.00.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

We have all the small things

which add so much to one’s

comfort when traveling.
Leather Covered, Metal and

Fla'SkS’ Wicker Covered. Prices—
35¢c. to $9.00.

s Waterproof Lin-
TOIIet ROIIS, ed, conveniently
arranged pockets. Prices—$1,00,$2.00,$4.00

Prices — 25¢c.,

Sponge Bags, 35. and 50c.

Dressing Cases e o

Green Cases, complete with articles. Prices
—3$5.00, $6.00, $8.00, $10.00.

Our

[llustrated CatalogueNo.7 C

is fully descriptive of our goods, and pur-
chasers at a distance can select any articles
desired and be assured of complete satis-
faction. We send it on request.

We prepay charges to any point in
Ontario. Special Rates to outside points.

We are the largest makers of Travel-

ing Goods in Canada.

We have a splendid range in

CLUB BAGS, KIT BAGS, CABIN
BAGS, BELLOWS BAGS.

SUIT CASES at all prices, in all qualities,
from $5.00 up to $30.00.

STEAMER TRUNKS,
DRESS TRUNKS, BASKET TRUNKS,
SOLID LEATHER TRUNKS.

Our display is unequalled for quality
and variety.

The Jylian Sale Leather Goods Go., Limited

105 King Street West, TORONTO

|
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( =)
DAN-AMERICAN »
EXPOSITION=

THE NEW
PULLMANS.

Some of the most beautiful sleeping
and parlor cars ever built by the
Pullman Company are being placed

in service on the

NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES.

They are of the most modern type,

with every possible convenience, and

are as elegant as a car can be.

| IS THE DIRECT AND BEST LINE
Pt & oopy of *The Luxury of Modern Ratlway Travel, TO

oI5 0o o T Ly o Modors RGR B, o BUFFALO EBom

senger Agent, New York Central Railroad, Grand Central CHATHAM, ST. THOMAS, SIMCOE

Statlon, New York AND INTERMEDIATE POINTS.

For Descriptive Matter, Rates, ote., call on nearest Wabash

Tioket Agent, or address
7. A. RICHARDSON, Dist. Pase's Act., Toronto and St h\m..,J

Dominion Line Steamships

PORTLAND TO LIVERPOOL, Direct
BOSTON TO LIVERPOOL, Via Queenstown.

FLEET OF PASSENGER STEAMERS

Portland Service. Boston Service.
LABRADOR, - (Twin-Screw) 10,000 Tons COLUMBUS - (Twin-Screw) 13,000 Tons
(Building) (Building)
DOMINION - (Twin-Screw) 6,618 Tons COMMONWEALTH " 13,000 Tons
VANCOUVER - - - - = = 5,231 Tons NEW ENCLAND u 11,400 Tons
CAMBROMAN - - - - - 5,500Tons CANADA i 9,000 Tons

FREE rail tickets and Pullman tickets Montreal to Portland during/Summer Season.
Amidship Saloons—Electric Lights Spacious Promenade Decks. [All Classes of Pas-
sengers Carried.

For rates and all particulars apply to any local agent of the Company, or
RICHARDS, MILLS & CO,, DAVID TORRANCE & CO,,
77 State St., General Agents,
BOSTON. MONTREAL. PORTLAND.
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CANADIAN
PACIFIC

RAILWAY

A SIMILE

Connoisseurs of
Travelling Comfort
always patronize the

The best Marksmen
always hit the

9,
st ey Canadian Pacific.
C. E. E. USSHER, A. H. NOTMAN,
General Passenger Agent, Asst. General Passenger Agent,

MONTREAL. TORONTO.
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The Niagara, St. Catharines & Toronto Ry. Co.,
The Niagara, St. Catharines & Toronto Nav. Co.,

AFFORDS Limited

THE
BEST

THE
EASIEST

THE
QUICKEST

THE
CHEAPEST

Means of transportation between

TORONTO, PORT DALHOUSIE, ST. CATHARINES,
NIAGARA FALLS, BUFFALO,

and the

Pan-American Exposition

Magnificent Steamers ‘“GARDEN CITY” and “ LAKESIDE” leave Milloy's
Wharf, Toronto, four times daily for Port Dalhousie, making close connection

S —

comtm————r A

with our unexcelled Electric Car Service through to Niagara Falls, N.Y., where
connections are made with all lines to Buffalo and the Pan-American.
The Fruit Belt of the Niagara Peninsula is traversed by our line.

ey e E. F. SEIXAS, Gen. Igr.,
x n:::: 2047 St. Catharines, Ont.
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THE FISHING SEASON

Is now open in the territory of the

Intercolonial Railway

S ALMON Unexcelled opportunities for angling these fine

fish. Solid vestibule trains and a route through
. picturesque scenery make the journey a luxury.

AND
TROUT Write for literature.

W. A. FLETCHER, Western Agent, Chicago, Il

J. WESLEY ALLISON, U. S. Representative, Grand Central Depot, New York City.
WM. ROBINSON, General Travelling Agent, Toronto, Ont.

H. A. PRICE, Assistant General Passenger Agent, Montreal.

J. B. LAMBKIN, Assistant General Passenger Agent, Halifax, N.S.

JNO. M. LYONS, General Passenger and Ticket Agent, - MONCTON, N.B.

= e i R
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RICHELIEU Navigation
AND ONTARIO Company

AMERICA’S SCENIC
LINE

* Niagara

the

The
Magnilfi-
| cent New
| Steamers

“TORONTO”

and

“KINGSTON”

Leave Toronto Daily, except
Sunday, from June I5th

Sea”

FOR

MONTREAL, via ROCHESTER, KINGSTON, CLAYTON
ALEXANDRIA BAY,
e THOUSAND !SLHND§ and RAPIDS OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.
Connecting with Steamers for Quebec, Murray Bay, and the Wonderful Saguenay River

PEyS T *‘!

The ' G AR
“Manoir ‘f Ty e R R el ]
Richelieu” e ‘

ONE OF THE MOST
BEAUTIFUL
HOTELS

ON THE
CONTINENT

THIS MAGNIFICENT HOTEL, THE BEST
ON THE LOWER ST. LAWRENCE, RE-
CENTLY BUILT BY THIS COMPANY
IN ONE OF THE MOST BEAUTIFUL
LOCALITIES IN AMERICA,

Send for particulars to

H. FOSTER CHAFFEE, W.P.A., JOS. F. DOLAN, L. H. MYRAND,
2 King St. East, Toronto, Ont, 128 James St., Montreal, P.Q. Dalhousie St., Quebec, P.Q.
OR
C. F. GILDERSLEEVE, T. HENRY,
General Manager, MONTREAL. Traffic Manager, MONTREAL

- —
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BS
ws THREE PICTURESQUE ROUTES |

THE SUNSET, or SOUTHERN
THE SHASTA, or NORTHERN
THE OGDEN, or CENTRAL

The Southern Pacific Company

. Offers an Unrivalled Trip to all who Appreciate Luxury and the Gratification of every Sense and
Every Refined Taste.
' Its Scenic Attractions Defy Description.

The superb equipment, superior service and cuisine are memoriés of delight to all who have

shared them,
NEW COAST LINE
Between LOS ANGELES and SAN FRANCISCO,

Passing through the principal Pacific coast Resorts of California, brings passengers

directly to center of City of San Francisco, without water transfers. Two new

Pullman Trains. Your choice—daylight ride or Sleeping Cars.

For full information, free illustrated pamphlets, maps and time-tables, also lowest rates, sleep-
ing-car tickets and baggage checked, apply to
EDWIN HAWLEY, Assistant General Traffic Manager, L. H. NUTTING, Eastern Passenger Agent,

No. BROADWAY and
No. T BATTERY PLACE. | NEW YORK.
F. T. BROOKS, N. Y. State Agent, E. E. CURRIER, N. E. Agent,
129 S. Franklin Street, SYRACUSE, N.Y. 170 Washington Street, BOSTON, MASS,
A sample copy of the **Sunset Magazine,” a monthly publication devoted to the development of the Pacific Coast, will be sent on
application on receipt of 5 cents in stamps.

L------’---....- --’------
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HORE RR.

Through Buffet Sleeping Cars
Daily between

BOSTON, NEW YORK, NFAGARA FALLS, CLEVELAND
DETROIT, CHICAGO AND ST. LoUIS

L. DRAGO, H. PARRY, C. E. LAMBERT,
Canadian Passenger Agent, General Agent, General Passenger Agent,
TORONTO, ONT. BUFFALO, N.Y. NEW YORK,
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ALLAN LINE

Montreal, Portland or Halifax to Liverpool

Ist Class Stateroom on Allan Line Twin Screw Steamer ‘¢ Tunisian.”’

BAVARIAN, - - 10,375 Tons | TUNISIAN, - - 10,575 Tons

Twin Screws Twin Screws
CORINTHIAN, - - 8,000 Tons ’ SICILIAN, - - - 7,500 Tons
PARISIAN, 5,500 Tons

These fine new Steamers, or others of the fleet, sail Weekly from Liver-
pool and from Montreal, Portland or Halifax, calling at Londonderry.

The steamers are amongst the largest and finest in the Transatlantic Lines,
and are excelled by none in the accommodation for all classes of passengers. The
Saloons and Staterooms are amidships where least motion is felt, and bilge keels
have been fitted to all the Steamers which has reduced the rolling motion to
the minimum. b

Electric lights are in use throughout the ships, and the cabins have all
the comforts of modern first-class hotels.

The hour of sailing is arranged to/make connection with trains arriving
from the West and South.

Rates of passage are lower than via New York.

For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge Street, TORONTO
or H. & A. ALLAN, MONTREAL
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Economy
Furnaces
e [Heaters

are made for people who want the best. They
are made of the best materials obtainable any-
where—are made on honor and made to last.
For the past sixteen years their reputation has
steadily kept pace with our constantly increasing
sales, and no effort is being spared to keep our
Apparatus always abreast of the times.

Three new lines are now ready for this
season’s trade. We have Furnaces for hard or
soft coal, wood, lignite, etc.,, and we will gladly
give you expert advice as to the best and most
economical method of heating your building.

Send for Catalogue and Estimates.

J. F. PEASE FURNACE CO.,

(LIMITED)
189-193 QUEEN STREET EAST,

TORONTO, CAN.
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(‘,@URLAY WINTER & | EEMING,

188 YONG ST. TORONTO.

Throughout the broad Dominion the musical public are
SINGING THE PRAISES

fof Pilanos and Organs supplied from our warerooms. This is perfectly natural for we handle a
line of goods which has enabled us to meet every variety of musical taste and any pocket.

Here are the Names of the Instruments Which we Sell:

KNABE Pianos, GERHARD HEINTZMAN Pianos, KARN Pianos, HARDMAN
Pianos, MENDELSSOMN Pianos, CRAIG Pianos, ESTEY Organs, MASON &
HAMLIN Organs, KARN Organs, DOMINION Organs, THOMAS Organs,
BILHORN Organs.,

We ship on |r|nm al to any point in Canada and pay return freight if the goods are not exactly
as represented or satisfactory to buyer. Terms of payment to suit almost anyone. You can pay
monthly, quarterly, half-yearly or at fixed dates to suit your special circumstances as to income.

TORONTO HAMILTON.
1338 Y(f)NCE‘ ST ()b KINGST.W.

*“ More Driving by More People”’

Real Fit your Carriages with

Pleasure Du )} 1 l O p

Vehicles Solid Rubber

Tires

You will increase the enjoyment of carriage
riding—an increased pleasure that will surely lead to
more driving by more people.

Dunlop Carriage Tires are warranted perfect in
material and construction.
They can be fitted to any carriage, new or old.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE TO
The Dunlop Tire Co., Toronto
Limited

DUNLOP PNEUMATIC TIRES for Bicycles, Sulkies, Run-
abouts and Bike Wagons
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USE

WINSOR
& NEWTON'’S

ARTISTS” COLORS

BEST IN THE WORLD.
All Dealers.

A. RAMSAY & SON
Montreal

WHOLESALE
AGENTS

&

i3 APIOL SSTEEL

te adies | P LS

A REMEDY FOR ALL
AILMENTS. Superseding Bitter
Apple, Pil Cochia, Pennyroyal, ete.
Order of all Chemists, or post free
for $1.50 from EVANS & SONS,
Limiten, TORONTO.

OR
MARTIN, Chemist, SOUTHAMPTON.

APOLITEE |

A FEW FACTS
About the New Catarrh Cure.

The new Catarrh Cure is a new departure in so
called catarrh cures because it actually cures, and
is not simply a temporary relief.

The new Catarrh Cure is not a salve, ointment,
powder nor liquid, but a pleasant-tasting tablet
containing the best specifics for catarrh in a con-
centrated, convenient form.

The old style of catarrh salves and ointments are
greasy, dirty and inconvenient at the best; the new
preparation being in tablet form is always clean and
convement,

The new Catarrh Cure is superior to Catarrh
powders, because it is a notorious fact that many
catarrh powders contain cocaine.

The new Catarrh Cure is called Stuart's Catarrh
Tablets, a wholesome combination of blood root,
beachwood tar, guaiacol and other antiseptics, and
cures by its action upon the blood and mucous
membrane, the only rational treatment for catarrhal
trouble.

You do not have to draw upon your imagination
to discover whether you are getting benefit from
Stuart’'s Catarrh Tablets; improvements and relief
are apparent from the first tablet taken.

All druggists sell and recommend them. They
cost but 50 cents for full-sized packages, and any
catarrh sufferer who has wasted time and money on
sprays, salves and powders, will appreciate to the
full the merit of Stuart's Catarrh Tablets.

ittt e .
Eﬁ....ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo.oo.ooo-.ooooooo'oooooooooo A
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The engraving shows our Improved E
Governor, with Safety Device, as applied s
to all sizes of our =

.

JencKes-Corliss

Steam Engines

Write us if in the market for Steam 15
Plants, Engines, Boilers, Mechanical X
Draft Apparatus, Heaters, Condensers, |+
Feed Pumps and Steam Appliances of NE
any kind. .

We contract for complete equipments |,
for the development of Steam or Water
Power. fo

The JencKes Machine Co. o

81 York St., 23 Lansdowne St., |+
TORONTO,ONT. SHERBROOKE, QUE. |+

N

'.000..00.00000.000‘000‘00000.0000000000.0...( '0.0..7000..00000@
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All true There are none so enthusiastic in

B:'].dgsnmel the praises of Dr. Deimel’s Linen-

garments Mesh Underwear as those who have

?aelfgl t:vith experienced its comfort in all seasons

the Trade of the year. It 1s such a relief after
wearing  sticky wool or clammy
cotton, that a trial is all that is neces-
sary to gain for it a most enthusiastic
friend and advocate.

BOOKLET AND SAMPLE PIECES FREE BY ADDRESSING

The Deimel Linen-Mesh System Co.

2202 8t. Catherine Street, MONTREAL, CANADA
NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO, Cal, \\ \\Hl\( TON, D.C. IU\])U\ E. t
491 Broadway 111 Montgomery St. 8 Fifteenth St., N.W. 10-12 Bread St.

i
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Stomachs That
Won't Work.

That Retain the Food and Refuse to Digest It, Make the
Head Heavy and the Nerves Weak, Need
Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets.

There is a cure for dyspepsia. Sufferers who have tried noxious
nostrums will probably be skeptical, but skepticism vanishes when
Stuart’'s Dyspepsia Tablets are tried. Whether the trouble is dys-
pepsia of long standing, or merely a simple case of indigestion,
relief is prompt and pronounced. The less the trouble the fewer
tablets need be taken.

Heaviness after eating, sour stomach, as indicated by belching,
fatigue with slight exertion, or with no exertion at all, disturbed
sleep, nervousness, constipation, depression, ‘‘blues,” these things
can commonly be set down as symptoms of dyspepsia. And dys-
pepsia is merely indigestion in an aggravated form.

By promoting perfect digestion, Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets
produce strong nerves, restful, refreshing sleep, pure blood and
good, sound, healthy flesh. They make the skin clear, the eyes
bright, the mind cheerful.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are a medicine and more than a
medicine. They digest the food and make it easy of assimilation, and
they relieve the inflamed, diseased condition of the membraneous
linings and the glands of the stomach and bowels. They help the
digestive organs over the hard places and put them into a healthy,
active condition. They effect a quick and permanent cure. You
don’t have to continue taking them forever, still it is well to have a
box handy and take one at the first return of the trouble.

Perfectly well people are made sick by eating too much, or
unwholesome food, but nct 'if they take a tablet after eating.
Treatment with Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets does not necessitate
dieting or any change of habits. They digest the proper food and
act upon the other kind in such a way as to make it pass off quickly
and harmlessly. You may eat and drink what you like, when you
like and as much as you like if you take a tablet afterward.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are sold by all druggists at 50 cents
for full size package.

Send to F. A. Stuart Co., Marshall, Mich., for little book on
stomach diseases, mailed free.

I ——— 8 o
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EVERY TRAVELLING TRUNK

OUGHT TO CONTAIN A BOTTLE OF

ENO'S “FRUIT SALT”

A Household Remedy for Preventing and
Curing by Natural Means.

| All Functional Derangements
of the Liver, Temporary Con-
gestion arising from Alcoholic |
| Beverages, Errors in Diet—
eating or drinking, Bilious-
ness, Sick Headache, Vomit- |
ing, Constipation, Influenza,
and Fevers of all kinds,

Without such a simple pre-
caution the jeopardy of Life
| 1S immensely incréased.

THE WAR.—Extract from a letter received from a Corporal,
1st Rifle Brigade, Vaal Krantz Hill, Natal:

“I am pleased to be able to tell you I am in excellent health, |
owing, | believe, to my taking Eno's *Fruit Salt,’ which I was |
able to buy some time back. It is very dear here, but I think
the money well spent.”—Feb. 13th, 1900.” |

CAUTION.—See that Capsule is marked ENO'S “FRUIT |
SALT." Without it, you have a WORTHLESS IMITATION |
Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., at the ‘*‘FRUIT SALT" |
WORKS, LONDON, ENGLAND, by J. C. ENO’S Patent. l

Wholesale of Messrs. EVANS & SoNs, Limited,
Montreal and Toronto.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

N
A Chain is Only as Strong
As its Weakest Link.

Each constituent part of
a tartshorn Shade Roller is |
carefully made of the best
materials money can buy,

FREIGLL

%

T O

i T N S e P Oy Y e,
L/KE A PERFECT CHAMN Tw

v

HARTSHORN

1 WOOD ROLLERS.

If the autograph of Stewart
Hartshorn is on label, the
roller is the best that skill
can produce.

HYGIENIE

HERE is no department of
life where good judgment
is more essential than in the

selection of pure food and bever-
ages for the home.

BUY

COWAN’S

Hygienic Cocoa

Queen’s Dessert Chocolate
and Famous Blend Coffee
Chocolate Cream Bars* *
Chocolate Ginger, etc.

and you have the guarantee of
absolute purity, with the greatest
nutritive value.

\.

TIN ROLLERS,
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Perrin’s
Worcester Sauce

See the signature in
white across the
red label.

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., Agents
Montreal.
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ESTABLISHED 1801

FINE CHOCOLATE CREAMS,

BON-BONS, PRALINES,
CARAMELS, MAPLE SUGAR
CREAM, MARRONS.

Wedd i "g Annzi’\l’l:rsary
s Cakes

RECEPTION CAKES,
MACCAROONS, WAFERS and
PASTRY, SHORT BREAD,

Packages specially wrapped for
post or express.

Manufacturing . Confectioner,

Ao JOYCE’ Phillip’s Square, MONTREAL

Chicago
Milwaukee & St. Paul
- Railway

ELECTRIC-LIGHTED TRAINS
DAILY

BETWEEN
CHICAGO
MILWAUKEE
ST. PAUL
MINNEAPOLIS

CHICAGO
DES MOINES
SIOUX CITY
OMAHA

6,600 Miles of Road

In Illinois, Wisconsin, Minnesota, lowa,
South Dakota, North Dakota, and the
upper peninsula of Michigan

All Coupon Ticket Agents sell Tickets via
Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railway

F. A. MILLER, General Passenger Agent
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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TaKe a

HRodak

with you

Like one’s purse, a
Folding Pocket Kodak
may be carried in the
hand without inconven-
ience and, being cover-
ed with fine seal grain
leather, it is dainty and

inconspicuous.

The Folding Pocket Kodaks

stand for all that is best in photography. Being made of aluminum,
they are strong and light. Having superb lenses and accurate
shutters, they arei:capable of the best photographic work.

$10.29 to $17.50

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Toronto, Canada

Catalogue free at the dealers or by mail
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A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER,
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAI. GREAM or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

EMOVES Tan, Pimples,

Freckles, Moth-Patches,
Rash and Skin disease: s, and
every blemish on he;lul\.
and defies detection. On its
virtues it has stood the test
of 53 years; no other has,
and 1s so harmless we taste
it to be sure it is properly
made. Accept no counter- ; ‘ cs
feit of similar name, The 5 =0
distinguished Dr. L. A. BORATED
Sayer said to a lady n| the
hawuton (a patient) : As
A B LR s Whows TALCUM

recommend * Gouraud s
Cream ' as the least harm-
ful of all the Skin prepara-
{ions One bottle will last six months, using it every day.

Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous hair
without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, l’rnpr 37 Great Jones St., N.Y. For
sale by all l)rn;:gl\l\ and Fancy Goods Dealers thruughuut the
U. \ Canada and Europe.

y found in New York City at R. ll Macey's, Stern’s, Ehrich’s, Ridley's,
ar B

u.l vh or Faney Goods Dealers are of base Imitations. $1,000
reward for arrest and proof of any nnn «.Ilm the same.

FAT

How to reduce it

AS WELL AS
the Skl

Beautifies

PURIFIES

Delightful after Bathing, A Luxury After Shaving

A positive relief for PRICKLY HEAT, CHAFING and
SUNBURN, and allafflictionsoftheskin., Removes
all odorof perspiration. Get MENNEN'S (the orig-
inal), alittle higher in price, perhaps, than worth-

seg substi'utes, but there is a reason for it.
Sold every where, or mafled for @8 cents.” ( Sample free.)
GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J

o, and T have
" Purely vegetabl and harmless as
n make it at howe st little sxpense.  No
n We will mafl & box of it and full par-
n sealed package for 4 cents for postage, ete.

Hall Chemical Co.,
Dept. 106 ST. LOUIS, MO.

1ba, mm years

1t reduced my weight 4
not gained an ou
water

starving
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A good proverb to remember is “ When a curtain
or a drape looks shabby don’t buy a new one and

throw the old away.” Send it here to be dyed or ||

cleaned. Hundreds are doing this every year and ||
save a large per cent. of the expenses which accumulate

in keeping house. |
|

I PARRER Q) CO., P75 snd Clesisrs i

i
BRANCHES : 1

Montreal, London, Hamilton, Galt, Brantford, Woodstock,
St. Catharines.
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Ancient vs. Modern

The evolution of modern heating apparatus is a story here told in five
pictures. The culmination of this progress is

“The Safford Radiator”
Man’s inventiveness can suggest no improvement. It is perfect.
The DOMINION RADIATOR COMPANY, Limited

TORONTO
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Hunyadl Janos :
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n\

IS THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER KNOWN,

One Thousand prominent physicians have testified to this fact. Read what Pro- "‘

\‘l fessor Picot of Bordeanx, France ( Professor of Clinical Medicine at the U niversity)
© writes: ‘‘ Hunyadi Janos is uuh\pur ably the best of laxatives, it is admire ably tol- m
‘ erated by the stomach, it acts without ;znm;, rise to intestinal irritation, and it, "\
\" therefore, deserves its universal popularity, n\
" Nature’s Remedy for the cure of m
w CONSTIPATION, =a
“ Disordered Stomach, Biliousness and Liver Complaints, "\

For the Full Name,

}:{ AS ‘HUNYADI-JANOS "

t i .UR
l LABEL 3’11);011';{';)":‘:‘::1::,1‘mel [’l

233333333:37

'it

Purest and Best for Table and Dairy
No adulteration. Never cakes.

ULPHOLIN
LOTION
The Famous Skln Flu]d

English..
ERUPTIONS. PIMPLES, BLOTCHES,
Disappear in a few Days.

There is scarcely any eruption but will yield to SUL.
PHOLINE in a few days, and commence to fade away.
Ordinary Pimples, Redness, Blotches, Scurf, Roughness
vanish as if by magic; whilst old, endurlng Skin Dis«
orders, however deeply rooted SULPHOLINE successfully

attacks. It destroysthe .nimnlculm which mostly causes
these unsightly, irritable, painful affections, and produces
a clear, smooth, lur;rle healthy skin.

Bottles of SULPHOLINE sold everywhere in Canada.

Wholesale Agent, LYMAN BROS., TORONTO.

FEARMAN’S
FAMOUS

E

ENCLISH
BREAKFAST
BACON

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

For Sale by all Leading
Grocers

STAR
aNY 3™

(AMDIAorFfF,f

O UMlTED

PRESTON ONT

FURNITURE =
FINE BANK,OFFICE,COURT HOUSE AND

DRUG STORE FITTINCS,
A SPECIALTY  TEALLIOENS

IMRORTLD & PREDARED BY
JAMES TURNER & Co
@ HAMILTON. ONTARIO. @
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HE Pianola being placed in position to play
upright piano. The Pianola does not in-
Jure the piano in any way. Its felt-cover
ed fingers rest upon the piano keys and strike
the notes in the proper relation one to another
as indicated on the music sheet. With its aid
any member of your houschold may play upon
the piano even if he or she literally does not
know one note from another—not only one or
two selections, but every piece of music ever
written for the pianoforte,

Grand and light operas, Liszt’'s Rhapsodies,
Sousa's Marches, and the latest rag-time hits
are practically “on your fingers’ ends.”

You have all the pleasure of hand playing
because you control the expression, which is
the soul of music. Estimate for yourself the
profit and pleasure the Pianola would bring
you in a single year.

An
Instance:

A careful investigation of the Pianola
invariably leads to surprise and delight.
The more you see and hear the instrument
the better you enjoy and appreciate it.
This is invariably the rule, and the more
musical a person is the more appreciative
he becomes.

Josef Hofmann, the famous pianist,
when he first saw the Pianola, said of it :

“I anticipate much pleasure from learning to
play this exceedingly ingenious device which re-
produces with such astonishing accuracy the
masterworks of music.”

A month later, April 18, he wrote:

“] find that your instrument offers facilities
for expression that will enable an intelligent
player to give a very close imitation of hand
playing. I have been surprised to discover to
what an extent one can, with a little practice,
control the dynamic effects.”

Hofmann also says in the same letter:

“In all the essentials of artistic piano play-
ing, the Pianola is the best instrument of this
type.”

instrument to all who call at our exhibition rooms. We

are always glad to show the instrument to anyone suf-
ficiently interested to visit us. You need not feel the usual
hesitancy about going to see a thing you do not expect to
purchase, as we have rooms especially set apart for displaying
the Pianola, and employ several men whose sole duty it 1s to
play the instrument and explain it to visitors.

\X E are demonstrating the possibilities of this remarkable

PRICE, $275

Ccan be Bought by Monthly Instalments if Desired

The MASON & RISCH PIANO CO.

L™™MITED

32 King Street West, TORONTO
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Truly
there is no
Perfume that
can compare with

THE GENUINE

MURRAY &

LANMAN’S
Florida Water

In Aromatic sweetness, in Per-
manence, but above all in its
power to refresh and relieve
the DEPRESSION CAUSED BY
SUMMER HEAT.

BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES !
YUYV UIY VYR YWY

|
|
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PLEASANT- To-8SE~ HARMLESS 1
ARRESTS -DECAY = AT- ALL."

L
PRUGGISTS ~~—— ZF CENTS-A-Bov
Zoptﬁﬁ_'s_ﬂinlﬁl' {oY - Tomenvo j

INDIGESTION

CONQUERED BYK D c
T RESTORES THE STOMACH a » ™
TO HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTEM.

1000 WASHERS FREE

7e will send to first 1000 persons answering this
1d\‘("r$iseml*nt 1000 of our celebrated “1900* Ball-
Bearing Washers on 80 days’ trial, freight paid,
absolutely without deposit or axlvunce' payment,
Easiest, most perfect, highest grade family washer,
Saves labor, time, money. _No rubbing, no tearing.

%1900 WASHER’ CO.. 5 G- State St., Binghamton,\.Y.
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All bright housewives say

LECTRQ

SiLIcON

is best in every way—crocers

HE BLECT

Davis & Lawrence Co. Limited, Montreal

Sole Agents for Canada

~

FACTS TO THINK ABOUT.

No Man is Strong Enough to
Successfully Combat Dame Nature.
The reason why thousands of men of all ages, representing
almost every avocation from professional men to hod carriers,
speak of my Beck’s Wonder- Workers for Men as the

Greatest Remedy for Low Vitality made anywhere on earth: and
why I have in the first two years of their introduction built up
the largest mail order medicine business in the world, is simply

because, being a Pure Nerve Food, without a single trace of any
poisonous stimulant, they never fail to Restore Wrecks of Men
(no matter from what cause arising) to the Mental and Physical
Vigor that Nature intended them to enjoy. Thousands of Dead
Men would be Living and Well today if they had used my great
remedy instead of the vile poisons sent out to men by the frauds
who burden the mails with their filthy and misleading literature

My own restoration to perfect health and vigor by the use
of Wonder-Workers, after the frauds had nearly killed me,

and a record of More Than 210,000 Cures in two years,

proves beyond a doubt that the mortid thoughts, fitful unrest,
despondent feeling, and neurasthenic condition that alw ays
accompany Low Vitality, quickly give place to comfort and

strength when these great strength builders are used as directed
—one tablet at a dose three times a day—and the best of all is
that they preserve the str th they give you. I am the only
man in the world in the ! business who has solemnl
worn that the medicine he sells cured himself, and that the
names of all who buy will be held sacred. If you have 1y
doubt about me, write to the First Nat. Bank, of which Hc A
S. Bushnell, Ex. Gov. of Ohio, is President, Prof. Ad. Bakhaus,
or to any other reliable business man or firm of Springhield, Ohio

The Price is Only One Dollar per vox, cash with order, by
express at your expense. It will cost 25 cents to lift from Ex
office. If you send $1.15 I send them by mail prepaid, thus saving
you ten cents, and if you mention this magazine when you order
I will send you an Extra Full Week's Treatment as a present.

GEO. S. BECK,
420 S. MarKet St. SPRINGFIELD, OHIO.
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OXYDONOR

will cause any disease to be cured by super-ani-
mating the whole system.

Oxygen is life and OXYDONOR fills your body
with pure oxygen, eliminating disease naturally
without the use of drugs or electricity.

OXYDONOR will cure Rheumatism, Neuralgia,
Asthma, Grippe, Insomnia, Catarrh, Bronchitis,
Sciatica, Dyspepsia, all nervous disorders, Colds.
It will improve the appetite and strengthen the nerves,
giving sound sleep and thoroughly soothing an over-
worked brain,

It is invaluable for all diseases of men, women and children. Can be used by all the family and
will last a lifetime. No periodical investment is required.

Capt. A. Dunlop, 80 Clergy Street, Kingston, Ont., | Mrs. Benj. Beveridge, Andover, N.B., writes Feb. s,
writes March 18, 1gor :—"1 got No. 2 Oxydonor and ‘am quite | “)".",: “{j li"‘v" ”'“‘]'d Oxydonor su(\“eslsfull‘)'lfnr Colds and Bron.
\.l‘tiﬂﬁc"d. for my l'{hcum:,tic Pains arc.g‘uym- ;ll\d. I ?'t'lnquil}l‘ v"l. ‘a]::_‘:('.::.ynﬂ‘la;[:":(p\‘.Vt'?xlf‘\u;‘i:;‘jcl:\‘n)lgll:f't' 0T AR AN R
new man, I have it now in use on a relative of mine for Bright's Mrs. G. F. Simpson, Winnipeg, Man., writes April 7.
Disease, and the change in two weeks for the better has been 1900 :—*" I would not part with my Oxydonor for any money i 1
wonderful,” could not get another. It works like a charm with the childres,

Prices In Canada are same as in United States.
Our descriptive book A, full of Interesting information and reports from responsible
people, will be mailed free to any inquirer.

Beware O‘f Frauduhnt |mitations. On June 20th, 1900, Judgment was rendered in the Exchequer Court of Canada, granting the proprietor

of Dr. Hercules Sanche's Oxydonor and trade marks a perpetual injunction against infringers.
DR. H. SANCHE & CO., 2268 St. Catherine St.,, MONTREAL, P.Q.
Unrrep Stares Orrices :—a61 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 61 Fifth Street, Detroit, Mich. 57 State Street, Chicago, Ill.
Oxydonor is for sale in Toronto at Harbottle’'s Drug Store, 135 King St. West, Rossin House Block
_ il

ROBINSON & GLEAVER, L.

Belfast, Ireland, ano

164, 166, & 170 REGENT ST., LONDON, W. e 8

(Appointments to Her late Majesty Queen Victoria and the Empress Frederick.)

CAM BRlc Children’s. ... v BORDER”) ......... 30c

2 POCKET [G.(;(rilltt;s' .............................. Egg v
| Samples HAN DKER- : ' ........... HIVI\TITCHFD '''''''' 4

1 Post Pree CH l EFS- é:r[i]lis ............................. 66¢ ::

per doz.
“

Sl R FTT) 505 N S e e e R R LR R AR e RS 94¢
Latlies,’ from 84c per doz.
LI N EN Gents' 4-fold, $1.18 per doz.
OLLARS, Cuffs for Ladies or Gentlemen from $1.42 per doz.
; & Matchless Shirts, fine quality, Longcloth, with 4-fold
l:;l:: :;L“. cu FFS’ & pure Linen Fronts and Cuffs, 88.5’2 the half-
v b SHI RTS. dozen (to measure, 48c extra.)

oLD VSHIRTS made good as new, with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs, and Fronts, for
$37.7376 the half-dozen.

'RISH Fish Napkins, 70c per doz.

DAMASK Dinner ¢ $aiga’. o

Table Cloths, 2 yards square, 6oc each.

TABLE & Table Cloths 2%x3 yards, $1.32 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23¢c each.
HOUSE ’

Real Irish Linen Sheeting, fully bleached, 2 yards
Ll NEN. wide, 46¢ per yard.
Roller Towelling, 6¢ per yard. Dusters, from 78c per doz. Linen Glass Cloths, $1.14 per doz.

.B.— REVENT DELAY, ALL LETTER ORDERS AND INQUIRIES FOR SAMPLES SHOULD BE
v ’ TSENT DIRECT TO BELFAST, IRELAND.

I Note.—Beware of parties using our name, we employ neither Agents nor Travellers.




FRUIT
GROWERS!

The best Spray for
trees is a solution
made with

GILLETT'S LYE.

If interested, write us
for particulars.

Gillett’s Ghemical Works,

TORONTO, ONT.

St. Denis Hotel |

Broadway and Eleventh St.
(Opposite Grace Church) {
NEW YORK '

Conducted on European Plan
at moderate rates.

Centrally located and most
convenient to amusement and
business districts.

Of easy access from depots
and ferries by Broadway cars
direct, or by transfer.

PROPRIETORS

i
\
|
\
|
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON l

R BRIGOEN PROP GEC BRIGDEN, MANGR,  PM.BRIGOEN, O.SA
A s kil

|
-4
=
il

: .S,?:?ie; : §
WEDDING i
B

$
:

from Webb’s are made for people who

%
$
$
i
$
$
3
$
$
3
$
$

want the best. They are unequalled
for fine quality and artistic decoration.
We ship them by express to all parts
of the Dominion, safe arrival guaran-

teed.
CATALOGUE FREE.

The Harry Webb Co.

Limited
TORONTO

0000000000000 0000000¢
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Gives Health.®

1

DNLY

DUNN’S PURE [ 1USTARD

St.Ermin’s Hotel

Close to Westminster Abbey.|

LARGEST AND FINEST IN;

LONDON, ENGLAND

Inclusive Terms, from $2.50 per day,
or Moderate Tariff.

N
-

GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1900

Walter Baker & Go.’s

PURE, HICH CRADE

Cocoas and Chocolates

Breakfast Cocoa.— Abso-
lutely pure, delicious, nutri-

tious, and costs less than one
cent a cup. >

Premium No. | Chocolate.
—The best plain chocolate in
the market for drinking and
also for making cake, icing, ice-
cream, etc.

Sweet (erman Chocolate.
—Good to eat and good to
drink; palatable, nutritious,
and healthful,

WALTER BAKER & CO0. Ltd.

ESTABLISHED 1780.

DORCHESTER, MASS.
BRANCH HOUSE, 12and 14 St. John St., MONTREA

TRADE-MARK.

TRADE-MARK ON EVERY PACKAGE

Walpole Bros.

LINITED

“ BELFAST HOUSE”

Established 1766.

DAMASK AND LINEN

MANUFACTURERS,

For Excellence of Quality and Moderatiom
of Price Stand Unrivalled.

ALL GOODS SOLD
AT NMANUFACTURER’S PRICES.

HOUSE LINEN g&Rivrion.

Ladies writing for samples and estimates te
any desired amount will be pleased with
what WALPOLE BROS. undertake to give.

All goods hemmed and marked in ink
free of charge.

DUBLIN, BELFAST
AND
89 New Bond Street, LONDON, ENGLAND.

Coffee Topers.

More of that kind than belong to the
whiskey class. No criticism offered if the
drug agrees with the system, and it does
with some. About one in three are un-
pleasantly affected in some organ of the
body, and the proof is found by the disease
leaving when coffee is left off.

Postum Food Coffee furnishes perfect
nourishment and quickly rebuilds a broken
down nervous system. Proof is in trying.
Grocers furnish at 15 and 25 cents.

Delicious when properly made.

IN ONE BOTTLE.

REQU]RKS
NO HEATING OR
MIXING
Inventers,
atatavl-Ve NennlsSon o A

Melany

MARKING INK FOR LINEN.

Indelible and Harmless

On any Fabric.

Try it once and you will
use no other kind.

mited, LONDON, ENGLAND
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