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Mooney's Sugar Walfers

are made with double layers of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. Each
layer i1s a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bination, of sweets that can’t be duplicated.
- This luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruits.
At luncheon or dinner to-day instead of serving the usual

dessert' try Mooney’s Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste

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

The Mooney Biscuit and Candy Co., Limited, Stratford, Canada
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To take the edge off
the weather and prevent it cut-
ting, biting or piercing you—to
keep your skin smooth,
clear, comfortable, and
healthy under all weath-

er changes—use Pears’
Soap. As famed for its
rotective influence over
the skin as for its complexion
beautifying effects

Pears’ Soap

possesses those special emollient properties that act like balm
upon the surface of the skin, and while making it soft and
velvety to the touch, impart to it a healthy vigor that enables it
to withstand the weather vagaries of our changeable climate.

Pears is the Soap for all Weather and all People.
Matchless for the Complexion.

The Great English
Complexion Soap

= ﬁn ‘M%; ‘ .

“Al rights secured” Z
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE

15 THE BEST
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

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

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Cecil Booklet, This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel's luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of

either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-

a stay,
It can be had for the asking from

tion of service to the visitor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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OUR ARCHIVES AND THE NATIONAL SPIRIT

BY F. A. CARMAN
Mr. Carman finds in the Archives at Ottawa material for Inspiring a national
spirit, and he shows the great work that already has been done in collecting
and preserving records of immense public and national interest.

THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN GOAT

s s BY CLIFFORD WATSON BROWN
This is a stirring account of the capture of a fine specimen of the Monarch of
the Rockies. There are excellent reproductions of photographs.

A DECADE OF CANADIAN POETRY

BY J. D, LOGAN
Dr. Logan, not inaptly, has chosen the sobriquet “ The Vaudeville School,”
which he applies, without derision, to the great majority of the poets of this
period. His Essay will be read with profound interest.

THE SHELL MINES OF PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

BY F. A WIGHTMAN
The Island Province was long supposed to have no mineral wealth, While it has
no metals, it has, as Mr. Wightman so well records, Shell Mines of great pic-
turesqueness and commercial value. The article is well illustrated.

THE CO-OPERATIVE POLICIES I?F SASKATCHEWAN

BY W. A. CRAIC
The People of Saskatchewan have been working out their own salvation in their
own way—by co-operation. MTr. Craick tells of the success that has attended
their efforts to control their own telephones, elevators, creameries, hail insurance.
This is a fascinating account of how a community can help itself.

THE REVENGE OF PINNE

BY ALAN SULLIVAN
A fine story of North Country Life, depicting the love of a half-breed for an
Indian maiden and what came of it.

HER HUSBAND'S PARTNER

. BY ARCHIE P. McKISHNIE _ _ :
A story of love and business difficulties and of reconciliation during the hunting
season in the Highlands of Ontario.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
f PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. 4

”
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Benger’s Food is specially pre-

paredtobuild uptheweakened
= digestive system, and to pro-
B mote a high state of bodily
> nutrition while doing so.

s

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

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

but on the contrary continue to en]oy lt

Every h h H h ld POS! py BE T B S F
AND 'HO —FO lNr INVA x)s, m
AGED. Post P fom —

BENGERB FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, MANCHEBTER, ENGLAND Q}
Benger's Food is sold in tm:byDru verywhere N

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

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

. YL” THE
M%@P&. INK

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

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

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 745552822 ST ENGLAND

Entirely Removes and

IT HAS NOEQUAL  « e @ueen of Toflet Preparations.” " = Fravens sl
L ] FOR KEEPING i

’ THE SKIN (Beeﬂ‘am’s i s b
E @ CHAPS Etc.
A son’ INVALUABLE
00

SMOOTH i iirag
4 SOOTHING AND REFRE&H!NG ANDTC ci:wxlon

AND WHITE after Cyecling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete. Liota the sHects of the

BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England FROST, COLD WINDS
AT ALL SEASONS o : x Rl ani HARD WATER I

Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no substitute.
s . A RS B, 0940 3 BT ESE55T

e
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¥ APERIENT.

Does not disturb the liver or
kidneys, and its effectiveness
does not wear off by regular use.

IN SMALL TABLETS OF PLEASANT FLAVOUR.

A Of Druggists, 30 c. per box (or postage paid
for 35 c. direct) from
LYMAN’S, Ltd.,
474, ST. PAUL STREET,

B MONTREAL.

The Sordid Sight ;
This waste they know,
With Friend FLUXITE,
Need not be so.

Save your pots and pans by using

the paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

In countless homes Fluxite is being used to repair metal
articles instead of discarding them. Itis also employed
world-wide, by PLUMBERS, ENGINEERS, MOTOR-
ISTS and others.

Of Ironmongers & Stores in 8mall, Medinm and Large Tins.

The ‘FLUXITE’ SOLDERING 8ET, with which s included a
pamphlet on ‘Soldering Work’ uunmjning a_special ‘small space’
soldering iron, a pocket blow lamp, Fluxite, Solder, etc.

Sample Set, post paid, $1,32,
AUTO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.
Wellingt: Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

If you want to learn to PLAY
the PIANO
USE

Wickins'
-Piano Tutor

English and Foreign
Fingering
Post free, of all Music

Bermondsey, Eng.
.

7 _SCOTTISH
TARTAN BOOK

W/ A complete authoritative Tartan

q Book illustrating in colour r20

| Tartans and giving concise his

i 1| tories of all important Clans

XA\ complete with list of Scottish

Family Names, Badges, Arms,
Slogans, etc,

175 Pages, bound in Cloth /f-
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Don’t throw away
what you break to-day

mend it with

SECCOTINE

which sticks everything.
and is clean and economical. Whether
you wish to mend China, Furniture,
Tire Punctures, or in fact anything in
the home, a little “SECCOTINE”
will give unfailing satisfaction.

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN PATENT
TUBES 25c. 15c. and 10c. EACH.

SECCOTINE

As a Renovator of all Textiles, new uses
are found daily for “SECCOTINE.”
Makes blouses like new, and gives a fresh
lease of life to Muslins, Silks, Upholstery,etc.
Send for Free Sample and Ladies Booklet to the
Sole Distributing Agents for Canada.
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., 32 Church Street,
QUEEN CITY CHAMBERS, TORONTO.
Proprietors:

M’CAW, STEVENSON & ORR, Limited,
. Belfast, and 31-32 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.

It is easy to use

Simply say H.P.

to your grocer—he

will hand you a

bottle of the most

appetising sauce In
the world.

But be sure you DO say

Yo, .H .P., because you want
b

z THE HALL MARK OF

INIRINSIC WORTH.

ALL PURE WOOL
CLOTHING FABRICS
which have given great satis-
faction in Quality, Appearance
and Wear for nearly 4o years.

Samples representing a large
variety ot qualities suitable
for Ladies’, Gentlemen’s and
Children's wear at prices from
49 cts. to $3.15 per yard, mail-
ed post paid, on request.
SUPERIOR QUALITY
WOOLLEN SUITINGS,
OVERCOA INGS, Etc.
for Ladies, Gentlemen
and Children
SUITS as illustration made
to order in reliable English,
Irish or Scotch Tweeds, refined
colourings and designs, from
$ 145 Also in Royal Navy
Serge Coatings, from $10.10.
Samples, Styte Plates, Measure-
ment Blanks, Eic., mailed on
request, post paid, from

Egerton Burnett, Ltd.,
R. W. Warehouse,
Wellington, Somerset, Eng.

cup of ‘Camp’ in the

middle of the morn-
/ ing’s housework makes
a wonderful difference.

A minute to make — just
‘Camp,’ boiling water, sugar,
Camp'Coffee e e d
&ttt milk —and you are ready,
refreshed, to start again.

CA

Get a bottle to-day.

R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd
Coffee Specialists,
Glasgow
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The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

London’s Celebrated Glove Store

The “Claretie.’”” A charming
Real Kid Glove in Black,
. White and all Colours, made
from fine selected . skins, 3
Buttons. 61 cents per pair,

The *‘Francine” A very super-
ior Real Kid Glove in Greys,
Beavers, Tans, Browns and
Black with 3 Press Buttons, 69

-produced, 3 Buttons,

The *Royal” Lndies’ Fine
Suede, a highly finished Glove
in Black, White and all Col-
ours 4 Buttons, 73¢. per pair.

Ladies’ Stainless Black Suede
absolutely fast colour, the
finest Black Suede Glove ever
9lc.
per pair.

; cents per pair.

The *“Bon Ami”
A smart Real Kid
Glove, made from
stout skins, pique
sewn; in Black, White and Col-
ours, 2 large Pearl Buttons, 69c.
per pair,

Ladies’ White Washable Real
Kid Gloves; an excellent make
that will wash with ordinary soap
and water, 3 Buttons, 65¢. per pair.

The *“‘Connaught’’  Superior
Quality Cape Gloves, British made,
in Tan shades, Spear Points, Prix-
seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons, 71c.
per pair.

The ‘‘Blenheim’ Best Quality
Fine Cape, British made, in White,
Tan, Oak, Dark Grey, or Black,
Spear Points, Prix-seam sewn, 2
Press Buttons. 91c¢. per pair,

Ladies’ Washable Doeskin Gloves, -
in Pure White, best British make,
pique sewn, 2 large Pearl Buttons,

LONG GLOVES

THE * ESME”
Superior Quality Real Kid

12 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, or Black. $1.09
per pair, 3 pairs for $3.23. In Tans,
Greys, Pink, Sky, Heliotrope or
Primrose. $1.20 per pair, 3 pairs
for $3.53.

16 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, or Black. $1.58
per pair, 3 pairs for $4.69. In
Biscuit, Greys, Pink, Sky, Helio-
trope or Primrose. $1.69 per pair,
3 pairs for $4.99.

20 Button length Mousquetaire in
White, Cream, Biscuit, Greys, Pink,
Sky, Heliotrope, Primrose, or Black,
$1.93 per pair, 3 pairs for $5.72.

"The “Hestia” A Stout Suede ¥

Glove
spec.
ially
suit-
able for
the fall
in

Black, =
and Colours, with ' Silk Braid

‘Points, Pique sewn, 3 Press But-

tons, 71¢. per pair,

The *“Brava” Ladies’ Fine Real
Mocha Doeskin Gloves, in Tan,
Grey, Beaver, or Black, pique
sewn, Imperial points, 3 Buttons.
73c. per pair, .

The *“ Canadian’ Ladies’ Buck
finish Gloves, in Tan, Grey or
White, an excellent wearing,
British made glove, 3 Buttons.
95¢. per pair.

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British
made, Prix-seam sewn, 2 Press
Buttons. $1.34 per pair.

Ladies’ Best Quality Real Rein-
deer, British made, Prix-seam
sewn, in rich shades of Tan, or
Grey. $2.17 per pair,

Chamois Gloves—Ladies’ Stron
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natura
8hade, Prix-seam sewn; Reindeer
Points, British made, 2 large Pearl

" o MENS GLOVES

The “ Arlington” Tan Cape Glove,
with Spear Points; British made,
pique sewn, 1 Press Button. 79e¢.
per pair,

Tan Cape Driving
Gloves, hand-sewn
with strong thread,
1 Horn Button, 85c.
per pair.

Men’s Stout Cham-
ois Leather Gloves,
British made, 1 Pearl Button. 61c¢
per pair,

-

Extra Stout Chamois Leather
Gloves, hand-sewn, British made, 1
Button, a splendid glove for hard
wear. 73c. per pair.

Buttons, 69c. per pair,

MEN'S GLOVES

Men's Real Antelope a strong
useful glove in Grey, or Tan,

pique sewn, 1 Button. 71ec
per pair.
The ‘“Canadian”

Men’s Buck Finish
@loves, in Tan, or Grey
a splendid glove ' for
wear, British made, 1
Press Button. 95c.
per pair.

Men’s Real Deerskin
Gloves, in Dark Grey,
or Tan, British made,
pique sewn, 1 Press
Button. $1.34 per pair.

Men’s Best Quality
Real Reindeer, in Grey

or Tan shades, 2 But-
tons. $2.17 per pair,

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

General Post Office, London, England.
Address

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer,

ail oraers 1TH® LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.
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- With the charm of

the teeth in mind
every reason for satisfaction is to be found in the
way Calvert's Carbolic Tooth Powder does its
work. For besides polishing the visible surface of
the teeth so nicely, it also provides that thorough
antiseptic cleansing which is such an important factor
ia preserving them in the best possible condition.

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT For a TRIAL CSA(l:Vl:’LE s;m‘(!:
i ., and 45c. 2¢c. stamp to F. C. Calvert & Lo.
gll)::l’lklljfto’p ::?:ls ;;, 35::. 349 Dorchester St. W., Montreal
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FREE PREMIUM OFFER

A Maghnificent, Self-Pronouncing Pictorial Edition

of the

HOLY

BIBLE

Handsomely Bound, Imperial Seal Limp, Gold Titles, Round Corners
and Carmine under Gold Edges.

It is our good fortune to be able to ofter one
of the latest and most beautiful editions of the
Bible in connection with the CANADIAN MAGAZINE*

This edition of the Holy Bible is especially
adapted to the teacher, and is of convenient
size, 5 x 7 inches. The plain, large print meets
the great demand for a hand Bible printed from
large clear type. It is neat, durable and artistic
—and surpasses all other similar editions.

This edition contains every help and hint
that the Bible student, young or old, could desire.
Each Bible contains 1031 pages, fully indexed,
the names of the different Books are in heavy
type at the top of pages, enabling the reader to
find book and chapter at a glance, and the
chapters are numbered consecutlvely from
Genesis to Revelation.

Some Special Features

An interesting and instructive department,
“Helps to the Study of the Bible,” filling 68
pages written by the most eminent biblical
scholars.

“Revised Questions and Answers” consists
of 120 pages, containing 3982 questions on the
Old and New Testaments, beginning with Adam’s
fall and cover every point of discussion in every
book of the entire Bible.

Thirty full-page illustrations are made from
famous paintings by renowned artists printed in
a rich tint. In addition there are many valuable
maps printed in colors, giving important data of
the lands and cities that were famous in Bible
times.

The Canadian Magazine
Is the leading literary and artistic publication-in
the Dominion. It is non-partisan and absolutely
free from subservient influence. It aims to in-
crease culture and education. To be one of its

readers is evidence of a cultivated taste in
literature and art, and an acquaintance with the
best thought of the best thinkers of the country.
It serves no interests but the entertainment and
instruction of its subscribers.

Take Advantage of this
Great Offer

The regular price of this Bible is $2.70. We
will present every new yearly subscriber to the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE with a copy absolutely free
and charges prepaid. This offer does not apply
to those who subscribe through Agents.

Any person who is now a subscriber to the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE can secure a copy of this
handsome Bible by sending one new subscription
in addition to his own.

The subscription price of the CANADIAN
MAGAZINE, postpaid in Canada and Great Britain,
is $2.50 per year ; to the United States, $3.00,
and foreign countries, $3 25.

DO NOT DELAY- Use the coupon and
send $2.50 to-day, as we reserve the right to
withdraw this offer without notice. Remit by
registered letter, Post Office, or Express Order,
or cheque payable at par in Toronto.

THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD.,
15 Wellington St. E., Toronto.

GENTLEMEN,—I enclose $2.50 for one
year’'s subscription to the CANADIAN
* MAGAZINE begmnmg
and I am to receive «tbso]utely free and
prepaid a copy of the Holy Bible as
advertised.

ADDRESS .eviviuses

C.M, : J
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Graduating courses.
under eminent
teachers in Piano,
Singing, Organ,
Violin, Theory and
all other branches
of music.

Pupils May Register
at_Any Time.

Attendance Last Seasom:

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 2040 Students.

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

YEAR BOOK for 1912- 13 will be mailed on apphcahon Special Calendar for School of Expression.

Westminster
Gol[ege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., Toronte.

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education..

The Schooi, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectual,
aims at the development of a true woman
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

JouN A. PATERSON, K.C., President.
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO




%

‘12 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Busi d R ili 3 2,4 and
Al and e o}l'lsapplic ;?don niversities, Business and Royal Military College UPPEi4

. H ce
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D., HEADMAsTER  SPips Torm Commen

ST. MARGARET’S COLL EGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

: A Residential and Day School for Girls
Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dicksot
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
: : ‘Write for' Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A..
President. i Prinecipal.,

Head Master: Successes :
y 1st Place McGill Science
C.S. FOSbery, M.A Matric. in 1910 and 1912

MONTREAL

The MMargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North stf.." Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Ont9n and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

8end for calondtu

R

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the Universlg and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie,
Yonnlg children also received. )
Fine location, Outdoor games and physical training,
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.

Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress, ’
For terms and particulars, apply te the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO-

—
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! Glendbawr

SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO .
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

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

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantlly situated. }i
Highly qualified staff of Canadian -and:- Euro- |
pean teachers. The curriculum in both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education: ‘Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention ‘given to individual needs. Qutdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

. FOUNDED 1865 i
Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military Colleg.
and Business. Religious training throughout the course
special attention given to younger boys.

For Calendar apply to
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.

HEADMASTER

LENNOXVILLE, P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A,, Emmanuel College, Cambridge.

Men occupying some of the most prominent This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
Positions in Canada, both in the army, the pro- | roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-
ﬁ;’:g)ﬂl} and in business, have been educated at date, sanitary and well ventilated.

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

All B.(.8. candidates for Matriculation into the Universities and business life by an efficient 8
glish Univer-

Royal Military Colleie Kingston, passed success- of masters, chiefly graduates of En

ully, the head boy taking fourth place. sities.
FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Ete., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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| Havergal Ladies’ College

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
PRINCIPAL - - MISS KNOX

Thorough education o modern lines. Preparation for honour matriculation and other examinations.
Separate Junior School, Domestic Science Department, Gymnasium, Outdoor Games, Skating Rink,
Swimming Bath.

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL - College Heights, Toronto

Junior School
for the conyvenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of the City. Large Playing
Grounds of nearly four acres—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss
Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School teaching and in Languages. P
For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar,
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas

—

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls 4

St. Alban’s Cadies’ @ollege

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

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

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

—

e el e Y et

ASHBURY COLLEGE

ROCKCLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA

LAWYER

A Bachelor of Laws—An LL.B.

ONLY LAW SCHOOL OF
ITS KIND IN AMERICA

ONLY r ized r law school in the United
States conferring D.sroo of Bachelor of Laws—LL.B.—

by correspondence. ONLY law schoolin U, S. conducting
standard resident school and giving same instruction,
by mail. ONLY law school giving over 450 class-room
lectures to its extension students. ONLY law school
giving a full 3-year, University Law Course, by mail, hav-
ing an actual faculty of over 30 prominent lawyers, (3 of
whom are Asst. United States’ Attorneys) in active prac-
tice. ONLY law school in existence giving Complete
Course in Oratory and Public Speaking, in conjunction

withi{ts sy courses RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Direct from Lecture Room t: Student Modern fireproof buildings, Excellent Sanitation,

is the way we teach law. Only school in existence employ- Ten acres of playing fields.
ing this m;fhod. V{. gﬂu:r:nt;l._ Ktﬁypropd;& gu; ?udonts

xaminations. Hi en nd recom-
::’enlt‘i:;.by l{oz o?ﬂclalo, Business Men, Noted Lawyers Many recent successes at R. M. C.

e Teia e w’fpoyr B “"’u'l':‘:"&.’.‘d"é'..',’k':r: and Universities.

HAMILTON COLLEGE OF LAW 1054 Ellsworth Bidg., Chicago, il

Junior Department for small boys.

For calendar apply,
REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A. (Oxon)
EADMASTER
HEADMAS EAE

e
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Tlpkebam Thall
College St.

A mkm w A b

il oo MISS NATION

Miss WALSH & A Church Residential and Day Schoolwv";-’“‘w; B fln

School

Toronto  19%%

AmEg

RERI
.

of Weees~"
von e tedlinss

s

for Girls. Full Matriculation Course. LR
. . en i Te A (i
Elementary work—Domestic Arts—Music p i R s o
and Painting. s / S e Ve o
- e Ve - & S ttfeph

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

TORONTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LIMITED

12.14 PEMBROKE STREET
TORONTO
F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Doc. (Tor.)
Musical Director.

PIANO ORGAN VOCAL
VIOLIN THEORY
Fully qualified staff of teachers in each department.
Calendar and Syllabus sent free on application

Branksome Hall

10 Elm Rvenue, WRosedale, Toronte

A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS.

Hon. Principal, MISS SCOTT,
Principal, MiSS EDITH M. READ, M.A.

. Well equipped Art Department, Thoroughly
;?::ﬁnt staff, Large playgrounds. Outdoor games—
‘ -ehool"';oB""“"b'“- Rink, ﬁulthful locality, Primary

e e'",‘: day pupils. For prospectus apply to The
——

g“m;mtion for the University and for Examinations of ’

St. Jerome’s College
BERLIN, ONT.
Residential School for Boys and Young Men

Courses:
Business, High-School, College Courses

New Buildings, Hygienic Equipments, Private Rooms,
Shower Baths, Fine New Gymnasium, Swimming Pool,
Running Track, Auditorium.

RATES VERY MODERATE
Rev. A. L. ZINGER, C.R., Pres.

I,

H””f}};ﬁ"ﬁ
EDutch Atists & English Painters

use only the celebrated

IWINSOR & NEWTON'S

0il and Water Colors
acknowledged by all the standard in
M the art world, Ask your dealer.
i A. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL.
Wholesale agents for Canada.
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BECOME A NURSE

“No nurse can afford to be without the course.”
- llartha E. Bare, Harper, Kan. (portrait).

WOULD you adopt the most attractive profes-

sion open to women today—a profession that
will be of advantage to you, whether you practice
it ornot? Thenlet us teach you to become a nurse.

Thousands of our graduates, without previous
experience, are today earning $10 to $25 a week.
Write for “How I Became a Nurse” and our
Year Book, explaining our correspondence and
home practice method ; 370 pages with the ex-
periences of our graduates. -
48 specimen lesson pages sent free to all enquirers

The Chautauqua School of Nursing
210 MAIN ST. Eleventh Year JAMESTOWN, N.Y.

We Are Still Headquarters for

LEATHER GOODS,

LADIES’ BAGS, PORTFOLIOS, Etc.
Our Stock is Very Complete in

/ém,m(f’ 4

V
1
|
\
|
\
f &
|
|
l
l

ACCOUNT BOOKS

All Sizes, Styles and Descriptions.

BROWN BROS. Limited

51-53 Wellington St. W. - TORONTO

TRADE
MARK.

Kalamazoo Point Number Four:

The Kalamaz®
Lase Leaf: Binder

has great
expansion

note tbel;lé stretch

Expansion is an important feature in
a Loose Leaf Ledger. One binder
is said to be superior to another in
that it has greater expansion.

The “Kalamazoo” binder, however,
is in a class by itself. Its expansion
is practically unlimited, and it is the
only binder that will hold one sheet
or five inches of sheets and hold every
one as firmly as in a bound book.

Other binders have to be filled to
a certain thickness in order to be
workable. The “Kalamazoo” holds
Just as few or as many sheets as one
requires, whether ﬁfty sheets or one
thousand.

Booklet “C.M.” describing the bmder. may
be had for the asking,

' Warwick Bros. & Rutter

Limited

Loose Leaf & Account- = King &
0o akers Z Spadina
Toronto
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ﬁi Canadian Bank of Gommerce

€

Head Office: Toronto :

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000

’
mn

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

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

The Canadian Bank of Commerce by reason of its large numbetr of branches
every Province of Canada with direct representation in London, England, New

York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Oregon, Mexico and St. John’s, New-

foundland and with Agents
to offer unsurpassed facilities to the tr
money in the simplest way at any poin
Travellers’s Cheques and Letters of

annoying difficulties of obtaining fund

and Correspondents in every part of the world, is able
avelling public, enabling them to obtain
t on their journey the world over. The
Credit issued by this Bank overcome the
s abroad, especially in places where tdenti-

fication is difficult.

martks, lire, kronen, etc., can

{ countries of the world drawn in sterling, francs,

Cheques and drafts on al
be cashed or purchased at reasonable rates.

HEAD OFFICE: ~ HAMILTON

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

RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,500,000

$6,500,000

TOTALASSETS OVER $45.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL :
BRANCHES %
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What Shall
I Give?

Christmas brings with it the gift-problem.
Like every other man, you are puzzled to
know exactly how to spend your money to
best advantage.

Let us make a suggestion.

Why not present your wife and children
or your father and mother with a sound,
fully paid-for Life Insurance Policy ?

Other gifts may be more ornamental; few
would be more acceptable. In the event
of your death, such a Policy might stand
between your loved ones and poverty.

North American Life Policies cover the
whole range of Insurance needs. They
give maximum protection at a minimum cost.

Consult a representative of the

North American
Life Assurance Co.

112-118 King Street West,

Toronto, Canada.

|

Nineteen Hundred
and Thirteen

Are you a systematic saver ? These
are times of great prosperity. Any-
one can earn a good income now.
But it is in times of prosperity that
the prudent man lays firm the
foundations which will resist the
waves of adversity when they come.
You will never have a better chance
of putting a buttress of savings be-
tween you and:- the wolf of hard
times than in the year 1913.

Will you avail yourself of
the Opportunity ?

There is no better way than to regu-
larly and systematically deposit a
portion of your income each week or
month. This old-established, strong,
sound institution is a convenient and
unusually safe place in which to’
make such deposits. It has been
and is the custodian of the savings
of many thousands of well-satisfied
depositors.

It receives deposits of one dollar and
upwards and allows interest at

Three and One-Half

per cent.

per annum, compounded twice a
year.

By law Executors and Trustees are
authorized to deposit Trust Funds
with this corporation.

Begin the New Year by opening a
deposit account with

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1885.
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The Uncertainty of
The Future

Actual statistics show that only six per
cent. of those who reach old age accum-
ulate sufficient funds to maintain them-
selves in comfort without the aid of
relatives and friends.

And yet this contingency is one that can
be readily met by the exercise of a little
self-denial in using a comparatively
small part of each year’s income to
purchase one of the attractive Endow-
ment policies of

The Mutual Life Assurance
Company of Canada

HEAD OFFICE . x WATERLOO, ONT.
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

with which is united The Traders Bank of Canada.

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 12,500,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,500,000 Total Assets - 175,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :

H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C.,2nd Vice-President
Wiley 8mith Hon. David Mackeen @G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J, Brown. K. C,
D. K. Blliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson

C. 8. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst, Gen.-Managers

290-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—-290

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Jamaica, Trinidad and
Bahamas Islands,

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT &4ivHes

** Make Assurance Double Sure”’’

Absolute Security

Standard Life Insurance Companies
do not fail. The Legal Reserve verified
by Government inspection makes failure
impossible. This Company’s reserve
greatly exceeds the Government requirements.

Ask for the Company’s Annual
Report.
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THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

Astols » s oviciios $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

& are what intending insurers desire, both
Secu"ty obtained under ** Excelsi%{, v p;)}iqies which
and Prof“ ?elzs‘?ucr(;:‘tam the *“Last Word” in liberal
The the Company has been able to pay satisfactory

?mﬁts is because it has been continuously
Reason oremost in those features from which profits
are derived.

In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.
Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

Agents Wanted: to give either entire or
spare time.

D. FASKEN,
President,

E. MARSHALL,
General Manager

A

Lsterbrool
Steel Pens

250 Styl‘e,s

The fact that pens
have a real and ap-
preciable effect on
human efficiency §
and comfort, re-.
commends the use .
of only the best

--EsterbrookPens.

The standard of the
world.

Smoothest writing,
longest wearing. At all
stationers.

Write for illustrated booklet.

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg, Co.

95 John Street, New York.
Works: Camden, N.J.

Brown Bros., Ltd., Can. Agts,, Toronto

WESTERN

Incorporated In 1851

e e .

ASSETS, $3,213,438.28
LIABILITIES, 469,254.36
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,744,183.92
LOSSES paid since organization of C

$54,069,727.16

]

DIRECTORS:

Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director

Head Office: - Toronto

————————
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$6,700,000

Paid-up Capital = =
o 5,900,000

Reserve Funds - -
186 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.
Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
ost allowed at best current rates

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - = #1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = {,250,000.00
Undivided Profits - . 138,046.68

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

What may lie between !

" YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your

independence in old age — Endow-

ment Life Assurance offers the

solution. May we send you rates

and full information.

Capital and Assets .. $ 451394953  §
Insurance in force, over $21,000,000.00

EDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE . HAMILTON, CANADA.

ART DEPT CAN MAGAZINE

e St Xt
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THE
BANK or TORONIO

Head Off1cc———TORONT O——January 1913

4

Incorporated 1855

This Bank has for over 57 years provided for .

both business and private accounts a satisfac-
tory and continuous banking service.

Savings Depositors

may deposit and withdraw money at any time. Our
Assets of over $58,000,000 give assurance of unques-
tioned safety, and Interest is added to balances twice

a year.

Business People .

are offered the advantage of our many years of ex-
perience, our ample resources, wide connections,
complete facilities in every department, and careful
consideration of their best interests at all times.

Capital, - - - $5,000,000
Reserved Funds - - $6,176,578
Assets - - -over $58,000,000

116 Branches in Ontario, Quebec and the West
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1912

THE

NORTHERN

Life Assurance
Co. of Canada

HEAD OFFICE
ondon, Ont.

JOHN MILNE
Managing-Director

The Company has closed the past year
with an increase of over 259 in business
written, and an increase of 129 of business
in force.

Corresponding gains in every depart-
ment.

Conservative methods and steady pro-
gress have arrived at the goal —SUCCESS.

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound

investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.
Government — Municipal

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds. :

Yield 4), to 6,

We shall be pleased to aid you m the
selection of a desirable invesiment.

Dommion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO . MONTREAL .LONDON.ENG

An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent.

Special Features

Safety, large earning capacity, long establish.-
ed trade connection, privilege of withdrawing
investment at end of one year with not less
than 77, on 60 day’s notice.

Send At Once for Full Particulars.

¥

Share in Profits

This security is backed up by a long establish-
ed and substantial manufacturing business, em-
bracing a number of the most modern plants
in existence, that has always paid dividends
and the investor shares in all profits, and
dividends are paid twice a year, on lst June
and December.

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING,

TORONTO, ONT.

PROFITS 1913

Those contemplating Life Insurance should obtain the new
booklet * Profits 1913 " showing the Results under Great-West
Life Policies maturing this year.

These Results show what ‘‘the best in Life Insurance’’ really

means.

The-Great West Life Assurance Company

Head Office

Winnipeg

Over $82,000,000 in force




25

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

\
4

\

N

~

,N A\

=t

Om%%%%w

Pl

<
A

2 @

»%%

)

A

NN

-I \
'Y ¥
. %%, .

$

\

§

18
Pt \
_Dw%%%%%

o

N

B oo i b

&

TC

\ N
%%///%//
=
N

2 A
= O\

[ A
X 1T ¥

T o

SP
G

00

E

N
N

WITH D

\

AN

-

\

WRAPPER

SILVER

ORGAN'S SONS COMPANY

SOLE MANUFACTURERS

ENOCH M




26

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Trade Mark which guards the Fruit
from the orchard to your table

Demand pure fruit products—fruit gathered, selected and conveyed to the factory
under strict supervision, where it is then prepared and cooked in absolute cleanliness.

E. D. S. PRESERVES

meet these strongest requirements to the last degree. They are 1007, pure and
have the luscious, fresh ripe, fruit flavor, which '
is otten lost in othcr brands, not so well cared for,
and by the addition of coloring and harmful pre-
servative preparations. E. D. S. Brand Preserves,
Jams and Jellies do not contain a vestige of any
sort of preservative.

SEE THAT YOUR :GROCER GIVES YOU
E. D.S. BRAND

Made by

E. D. Smith'.i Winona, Ont.

The Royal Military College

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

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

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

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

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

The strict discipline maintained -at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course,
and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures
health and excellent physical condition. !

Ct;mmiuions in all branches of the Imperial service and Qanadian Permanent Force are offered
annually. 2 ,

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin-
fon Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Society
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree,

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

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
abont $800. & i {

The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
at the headquarters of the several mlli.tary dlqcricts.

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applieation should
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant, Royal Military
COollege, Kingston, Ont.

o
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BOHUNKS ON THE WAY TO WORK

THE LIFE OF

BY W.

EEP in the Northern Rockies,
five hundred miles from a mov-
ing picture show, a bakeshop, or a
brass bed, seven or eight thousand
men toil slowly onward, each foot of
progress taking them farther from
civilisation, but cutting the way for
civilisation that will follow closely
on their footsteps. There are three
gangs, two of them ever tramping—
one going in, the other coming out—
211

THE BOHUNK

LACEY AMY

and the third at work, blasting, dig-
ging, hewing, hammering.

Next week the personnel of the
gangs is changed. The workers of
to-day are tramp-tramping out
through the mountain passes; and
their places are taken by those who
were plodding westward.

The bohunk is a species, the tramp
of the industrial world, the ennuied
new-rich of the labouring classes. His
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HOW THE BOHUNK TRAVELS AT ONE CENT A MILE

feet and hands are his sole items of
capital, and he uses them alternately,
now digging, now walking, neither
content to give way for long time
to the other.

Out at Edmonton the bohunk
lounges into one of the score of em-
ployment offices that ecrowd the
streets around the railway station,
makes a few inquiries about wages,
signs a paper that adds nothmg to
his obligations as he conceives them,
boards a Grand Trunk Pacific train
at a cent a mile—if he is fortunate
enough to have the money—and a
couple of days later jumps stiffly in-
to the heart of the mountains and
looks around for the work he has
come to perform. If he has not been
able to purchase a ticket to the End
of Steel, he rides as far as he ecan
afford and then trusts to his feet.
Fortunately the need of men in that
provisionless country is so great that
the econtractors allow few to walk
westward. Eastward it is different.

212

A hundred bohunks, loaded with
bundles, from a bandana handker-
chief to a trunk, tumble from the
train at Fll/lmgh which is officially
the End of Steel. Another train of
flat and box ears is waiting there for
the tedious, dangerous climb to the
summit and the glide down the fifty
miles beyond. Over these cars thoy
distribute themselves where com-
fort offers most, and ten hours later
are glad to strike the solid grade
again at Mile 52, B.C. Here a sid-
imr has been built, and on it stands
a long row of box cars converted by
the most simple proeess into bed-
rooms and dining-rooms that fulfil
all the requirements for rest and re-
freshment for the night.

A mile farther on, at the real End
of Steel, where the Fraser River
broadens into navigation for the long
trip of three hundred miles down to
Fort George, stands the main camp
of the big contractors of construction.
A labour office is there, and those




THE ADVANCE GUARD OF THE TRACK LAYERS

who have not already signed their
contracts push their way to a wicket
and make their mark. Italians, Hun-
garians, Swedes, Russians, Poles, and
a few Englishmen pass this wicket
by thousands, to find work awaiting
them at any time,
213

Those who are making for the
grade where the ‘‘grade gang’’
stretches out over the next hundred
miles of wilds, find their way there
by following the freshly constructed
grade, or are taken down in scows
or gasolene launches. The other two
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THE BEGINNING OF NAVIGATION ON THE FRASER RIVER

gangs of construection, the track lay- All through the trip in from Ed-
ers and the finishers, pick up their monton a few big, impressive men
reinforcements as the men pass have been moving among the crowd
through to the larger erowd on grade. of incoming bohunks, encouraging,

7 Tabg 7T )

READING TENT IN A BOHUNK CAMP
214




THE LIFE OF

THE BOHUNK

THE HEAD CAMP AT MILE[53, BRITISH COLUMBIA

answering questions, picturing the
pleasures of the life ahead and the
profit of the work. At every stop
beyond Fitzhugh another of the same
kind adds a word. To the bohunk
the coming life is to be one of easy
work, grateful consideration from

the bosses, and lots of money to make
one grand spree of the next trip out.
These ‘‘man-catechers’” know their
work and the men with whomn they
deal.

It would Pe expected that away
in there so far from redress the for-

BOHUNKS RESTING DURING LUNCHEON HOUR

215




THE BOHUNK'S MORNING ABLUTION

eigners would experience a rude
awakening. They do awaken; they
do change their minds and long for
the outer world once more. But it is
seldom the fault ¢f the contractors,
the big firm of Foley, Welech and
Stewart, or of the sub-contractors
who have taken over the work in
small pieces. A bohunk would tire
of a couch beside a dining-room table.

His wage runs from $2.75 to $3.50
a day, with a deduetion of one dol-
lar for meals and sometimes a dollar
a month for hospital attendance. The
rest is clear profit if the bohunk
wishes it. - His table fare surpasses
anything he will ever taste elsewhere,
and his bed is as comfortable as he
would know how to use. The work
is steady and never strenuous. The
hours are from seven to six, with

216

the time for luncheon that is requir-
ed to get him to eamp, give him an
hour there, and carry him bavk. As
the camps are sometimes six or eight
miles from the work the luncheon
hour spins into two or more, with a
ride on a flat car each way.

The providing of food for these
thousands of men reveals more clear-
lyv than anything else the complete-
ness of the system of railway con-
struction. Hundreds of miles from
the prairie into the mountains herds
of cattle are driven and kept there
under the charge of cowboys wher-
ever grass can be found. A herd of
hundreds of fat steers wanders
through the valley at Tete Jaune
Cache, with two or three cowboys
rounding it up at night and cutting
out those required for slaughter. Un-




THE LIFE OF THE BOHUNK

til the railway reached navigation
every pound of provisions had to be
carried in over the tote road built
by the contractors for this purpose.
The road will soon be lost and for-
gotten in the twists and turns of the
new railway or covered up by the
mountain slides, but its construction
through the Yellowhead Pass was
only a smaller bit of engineering in-
genuity than the railway grade it-
self.

In the food they provide the con-
tractors realise that they possess one
of the strongest inducements for
steady work. Nothing but a railway
contractor could afford the table of
the construetion camp. For days I
ate the same fare as the bohunks all
around me—hundreds of us under
the same roof—and in variety of
food, in quality of cooking, in abun-
dance there was nothing lacking. A
camp chef receives his hundred and
twenty-five dollars a month, and at
fifty dollars a month he has all the
assistants he" desires. It is a matter
of preference with most of the chefs
that they are not at some large city
hotel, In the kitchens a battery of
four or five large ranges flanks the
wall, long, tin-covered tables fill the
centre of the room, and every tin
and pot known in cookdom is there.
Hot water is provided by a pipe run-
ning from the stoves into a couple of
large barrels. In the matter of con-
venience there is nothing to prevent
meals that would be served elsewhere
in French on an embossed menu card.

A representative meal, such as I
was served in several camps, com-
menced with soup—and not restaur-
ant soup, either. In the wilds they
would not stand for that. Beef and
ham were the meats, and often eggs
as well, the beef usually cooked in
two ways. Invariably there were
two vegetables, one of them being
potatoes, natural, if they could be
obtained, or desiccated if the supply
ran out unexpectedly ; the other vege-
table was usually turnips, tasty, well-
cooked turnips. For desert there

—2
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was a milk pudding and two kinds
of pie—apple and cocoanut—as well
as a couple of varieties of cake or
cookie, Morning, noon and night tea
and coffee were served, bread and
butter, the latter canned, but as good
as fresh; and on the tables were pie-
kles, catsup and sometimes chili
sauce. In general the three meals of
the day vary little, except that for
breakfast there is a cereal, and for
supper two kinds of canned fruit.
Right in the midst of the mountains
I have eaten ice cream, lobster salad,
pie with whipped cream, raspberries
with eream, and cake with ornamen-
tal icing; but they are not usual on
the bohunk’s bill of fare; he would
scarcely give thanks for them.

In the dark granite dishes there
are few chips, and never is there a
shortage of cutlery, cups or plates.
On the tables large pots contain the
tea and coffee, distinguished only by
their odor. Behind each long table
stand a couple of ‘‘cookees’’ or
“‘flunkies,’” whose duty is to fill the
plates and pots as they empty, and
to clean up each place as soon as it
is vacated. The meat house outside
is a netting-covered shack; in that
air the meat keeps thus for days. Al-
though the lakes around teem with
trout it is only by dynamiting that
sufficient ean be captured to feed a
large camp—a fracture of the law
which many a chef and cookee risks.

The men purchase tickets for their
meals and must present them at the
door of some camps to enable the
cookee who stands there to protect
the camp from the wandering la-
bourers. Anyone but an employee
must pay fifty cents a meal or pre-
sent a letter from the contractor. At
Mile 53, the main camp of the Pass
at the present time, a narrow gang-
way like a platform for loading cat-
tle runs up to the ‘‘grub-house’’
door, and through this each of the
three hundred bohunks must pass
single file and show his ticket.

The bunk-houses are shacks of logs
with canvas covering, in which the
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bunks are built along the sides. On
these boughs or dirty straw form the
mattress; the bohunk supplies his
own blankets. It is not the royal
suite of a high-class hotel, for the
bohunk supplies many other things
besides his blankets, but it is better
than he lay in last month and may
be looked back to with longing next
month. Over his head is canvas,
sometimes a very tough, waterproof
material, called buckyre, and some-
times the home-made shingles that
locally go by the name of ‘‘shakes.’’
On the many beautiful nights of the
mountain summer, there could be noth-
ing better than the ground outside.

At six in the morning the first bell
rings. A camp bell is a six-foot drill
bent into a triangle. On this the
cookee elangs with another drill, or,
where real music is appreciated, such
as in an engineers’ camp, with a
wooden stick. That first bell never
seems to fulfil any purpose in a con-
struction camp except as a reminder
that there is but a half-hour’s sleep
longer.  Nobody rises. All the
awakened sleepers do is to curse in
their respective languages at the
overzealous efforts of the cookee. At
six-thirty the last ringing alters
things. The bohunk pushes aside his
blanket, pulls on his boots, and is in
the dining-room three minutes later.
Some of them wash for breakfast—
that is proven by the illustration;
but the three bohunks pictured had
Jjust come into camp and still had a
towel and a past.

At the table they never talk, Most
of them would not be able to make
themselves understood by their neigh-
bours. They just eat, earnestly,
seriously, quickly, and plentifully.
Invariably I was the last to leave the
table, and Fleteher is not a personal
friend of mine. While I would be
helping myself to my first piece of
pie the last bohunk would straggle
out, leaving me to the hurrying
glances of a dozen cookees impatient
to commence preparations for the
next meal.
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The day’s work commences when
the bohunk presents himself at grade
at seven, ready to walk or be car-
ried to the place of operations. It
may be an hour later before he wields
a shovel-—and when he does it re-
quires some imagination to discover
where he earns his three dollars a
day by his work. Some time before
noon he quits work for the journey
back to camp, where an hour is al-
ways allowed him, however long the
trip takes.

At night, unless there is a demand
for special work (for which he re-
ceives extra pay), he is free to do
what he likes. In that northern
country there is daylight in the sum-
mer until ten-thirty, and the bohunk
is not the weary labourer of popular
imagination. His evening he fills
with a visit to the end-of-steel vil-
lage, or he loafs around the camp
with another bohunk with whom he
is able to converse.

In his fights he is more strenuous
than in his work. An Italian and a
Pole seldom see eye to eye when they
happen to be sufficiently interested
in each other to try it; and both ex-
hibit little reluctance in filling up
the chasm of conversation with a
knife or pistol. The Swede prefers
his fists, the Italian a knife, the Pole
and Russian a revolver, and the Hun-
garian uses anything from a rock to
his teeth. Whichever is at hand is
utilised solely with the idea of speed-
ily ending the engagement. The only
sign of defeat is a hors de combat
condition. Without these fights the
life of the bohunk would be a weari-
some existence.

At the end of his month—or per-
haps he remains two months—the
bohunk is possessed of one idea.
Railway construetion, or, at least,
construction in that partieular local-
ity, is the worst job he has ever toil-
ed at, he thinks. And the next day
finds him shouldering his baggage
for the long tramp out. Endless
lines of departing labourers dot the
grade eastward or trail along the
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tote road high up on the mountain
sides. Loaded with valises or trunks,
fore and aft, they move in twos or
threes or half-dozens, quiet, solemn,
dogged, looking forward only to get-
ting away from the old life. Weeks
and sometimes months they plod
along right back to Edmonton and
uncertainty. Any kind of clothing
satisfies, any kind of gait, any place
to sleep, any load of luggage makes
no difference. If they have fulfilled
their contract they may possess a let-
ter from the contractors that will
provide them meals at the construc-
tion camps they pass; if not, they
must trust to luck and what little
money they may have saved from
the end-of-steel village.

One sturdy bohunk at the head of
a string of six ploughed past me un-

der a load of a trunk and a suit case

in front and behind ; and those trunks
were larger than steamer trunks. Be-
hind him came one wearing two hats
and two coats. One day a bohunk
came stolidly along minus his trous-
ers. As he could speak a few words
of English he explained that, being
warm, he had removed his trousers
and had tied them .on the stick at
his back with his suit cases. When he
came to look for them on approach-
ing Mile 29 they were not there. As
there was a store right ahead and
little chance of finding the trousers
had he gone back for them, he de-
cided to purchase a new pair. The
old ones had probably served their
time. All along the tote road dirty
undereclothing and overalls and hats,
some of them neither old nor ragged,
adorn the trees. When an under-
ghirt really demands washing it is
simpler when on trail to throw it
away ; and it lightens the load.
Frequently the returning bohunk
clamours at the injustice of paying
four cents a mile out when he went
in at one cent, but the contractors
leave no doubt of their desire to place
every obstacle in the way of the de-
parting workman. Even at the four-
cent rate hundreds use the flat cars
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or colonist cars that are precariously
run over the uncompleted track.

Returning one Sunday from the
End of Steel I had for companions
five colonist cars packed with bo-
hunks. More than four hundred
men were taking advantage of the
train to leave the work, and the train
agent was seizing the opportunity to
make a few dollars for himself. From
every check that was presented, save
those of the Grand Trunk Pacific, he
deducted five per cent. for cashing
it. Since there is little cash in the
Pass, almost every bohunk was fore-
ed to pay by means of his month’s
check. In the baggage car 1 watch-
ed the agent counting out a pile of
checks he could scarcely hold in one
hand. He was willing to admit that
it was one of his profitable days.

Part of what was left of the bo-
hunk’s check was finding its way in-
to the bank account of the news
agent. On this train there is no
provision made for feeding the flee-
ing labourer, and the newsy under-
takes to fill the need—without much
sacrifice to himself. A sandwich
costs twenty cents, a small tin of
sardines or canned beef or a pound
of dry soda biscuits twenty-five cents,
a piece of apple pie that has forgot-
ten its erisp period ten cents, a dozen
apples seventy-five cents, and a dozen
oranges a dollar. The jolly voice of
the newsy as he shouts through the
cars, ‘‘Yellowhead apples, Fraser
oranges, Tete Jaune bananas, good
cigars and bum cigars,’’ is proof that
he is not dissatisfied with his lot.
Never yet has he carried back to Ed-
monton any part of that with which
he started, and his sandwiches last
ouly part of the way to End of Steel.
The previous newsy is now on a trip
through Europe, and the present one
has an assistant whom he allows to
do the real work. .

Should the bohunk select the west-
ward trip down the Fraser as his
direction of exit, he must risk his
life on a raft or a scow, or pay to
Foley, Welech and Stewart fifteen
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cents a mile, seventy-five cents a meal
and a dollar a night for the privilege
of using one of the overgrown steam-
ers that ply as far as the Canyon.

The lack of cash in the Pass is
the cause of frequent embarrassment.
Almost every day someone was offer-
ing me checks to cash, and they
usually were not bohunks. As a pro-
tection to the careless men, some con-
tractors refuse to cash checks not
presented by the owners themselves.
Trainmen running to Edmonton go
out with their pockets full of checks
and return loaded with money. The
discount is of little importance when
a man has been gazing for weeks at
a bit of paper that is worth nothing
to him in that condition. ;

When the bohunk sickens there 1s
a hospital near for the treatment he
requires, All through the Pass de-
serted hospital buildings mark the
location of former large camps, and
farther along near the active camps
the new hospitals have been estab-
lished. Experienced doectors are in
charge, with younger men and nurses
under them. Operations are per-
formed and diseases fought under
conditions that would mnot disgrace
a city hospital. The head doctor has
been on construction work for many
years. On his little white pony he
rides along the line inspecting the
work of his corps and locating the
new hospital sites as the ecamps move
onward. Typhoid fever and pneu-
monia are the principal diseases, but
the accidents are as varied as dymna-
mite, mountain slides, careless work
and fights ecan provide.

And the bohunk is not neglected
even when dead, for his friends are
immediately notified, if their ad-
dresses have been given, and if the
body is not claimed it is interred in
one of the cemeteries demanded by
law.

Of course, in this world of lahour
the unions have attempted to secure
control. Once a party of union offi-
cials visited the eamps incognito, 1n-
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fluenced by the gossip of poor fare
that had reached the outside world.
After a few meals they struck back
for civilisation as quietly as they
came, envious of the bohunks who
were served such meals. The organ-
isation known as the Industrial
Workers of the World has been influ-
ential among a few of the camps on
the Pacific end of construction, but
when they attempted to interfere
with the work through the Pass, the
contractors promptly shut down
their camps, and the walking dele-
gates were glad to get away where
they could get a place to sleep and
something to eat, and where the hun-
gry bohunks were not so threatening.

The life of the bohunk up to the
End of Steel is no summer holiday,
but it is as near an approach to it
as most labourers attain. He must
live under conditions that might
shock the over-sensitive reformer, but
the provision for his comfort is the
surprise of construction. That such
food can be served so many hundred
miles from its source is an eduea-
tion in the system of supply. Just
what are the conditions in the finan-
cial end of the eonnection of bohunk
and contractor, and how well the lat-
ter lives up to his promises, it is al-
most impossible to disecover. The con-
tractors can scarcely be expected to
expose themselves, and the few bo-
hunks who can speak enough Eng-
lish to be intelligible are not reliable.
Tales are told of worse conditions of
life and treatment on isolated sec-
tions of the grade, and their persist-
ence may show that there is some
thing to eriticise, but up to the End
of Steel and a few miles beyond the
bohunk is his own worst enemy, and
most of the unpleasant conditions of
his life are of his own making.

A bohunk is an interesting bit of
machinery, but, being human, he de-
mands all that can reasonably be
done to make his life in the heart of
the Rockies comfortable and profit-
able. 5




A SUMMER NIGHT
IN MY LODGING-HOUSE*

BY KENNETH DOUGLAS

l HAD tossed upon my bed for

hours, it seemed, in perspiring
misery. It was during the last week
in August and the end of the sixth
day of a blasting merciless heat wave
in which scores of men, women and
little children had dropped over the
brink of Eternity with little more
notice than if they had been merely
80 many drought-bitten sheep desert-
ed by their shepherd. In accordance,
also, with the law of supply and de-
mand the price of ice had soared as
high as fear of public opinion would
allow its vendors to boost it. The few
charitable citizens were endangering
their health and breaking their hearts
in their efforts to alleviate the misery
of it all. The many careless and in-
different were away seeking cool re-
sorts—fleeing the city as if it were
a plague spot.

The days in Nemo street were
fierce periods of seeemingly endless
agony in which the pavements blind-
ed one with their brilliance of reflec-
tion and everything that one touch-
ed blistered one, but the nights were
foretastes of Hades, with all the heat
of the day aggravated by the slimy,
sticky, eclammy air that it seemed one
could grasp in handfuls.

To add to the horror of it all the
moon was at full. On this night, too,
every star blinked calmly down in
cold, disdainful array, upon a gasp-

ing humanity. In the high, white
light every sordid detail of the neigh-
bourhood stood out to sight with hor-
rid distinctiveness. The brooding
calm of it all seemed to lend force to
the murmurings of complaint and
pain; the clamour of revelry in
which many of the people were striv-
ing to forget their condition.

Out from many of the windows
across the street [ could see women
and children leaning in the hope of
some vagrant cooling breeze, great
beads of perspiration standing upon
their hopelessly dejected and grimy
faces. In a room direetly opposite
mine an almost naked woman drag-
ged herself to and fro past the un-
curtained window with a nude infant
wailing unceasingly in her arms.
From the room below, and into mine,
drifted the tortured cries of little
Jimmie Dugan wrestling with the
pain of the consumption, fearful in
its last ravages, his misery rendered
ten-fold more dreadful by the weight
of heat. At times, when his com-
plaint became more heart-rending, I
held my ears closed, that I might not
hear his thin, piping, feeble voice
begging for the death that for months
he had dreaded.

The air was elamorous with many
other cries of pain, scoldings and bit-
ter, ignorant complaint of God.
Every now and then it was stilled

Author’s Note:—This account is based on actual personal experience. It is not
exaggerated. The environment can be duplicated in Montreal, Toronto and Winnipeg.
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into silence by some acuter, shriller
ery of pain or fear brought by the
action of some overwrought and
drunken man-brute or a tortured,
impatient mother. Behind all these
inhuman sounds ran the incessant
purr-purr and gurgle down vent
pipes of the water from scores of
faucets, left continually open in the
vain hope that it might at last run
cool.

The air was pregnant with the vile
odours of the yard closets; the ac-
cumulated filth of the back-yards
and the sweating of the sputum-
soaked stairways and hall-ways, add-
ed to that of hundreds of neglected,
unwashed bodies. From over the
house-tops there seemed to come to
me a sort of quivering rumble of
continnal murmuring of the pain of
the great eity beyond.

Of a sudden the sounds of the
street were thunderbolted by a new
and harsher clamour. 1 glanced at
the calm, lighted face of the great
city hall elock. It seemed the only
unheated thing in all the world.

It was the trouble hour of Nemo
street. The saloons were turning out
their vietims. It was a jumble of
husky voices raised in nasty oaths,
laughter, quarrel and ribald song.
From either end of the street the
men came lurching and shuffling to
their dens with wives and children
waiting in dread of their mood. I
marked the slow, drunken, oath-
mouthing passage of the man into the
rooms above me. As he crossed its
threshold he crashed to the floor and
lay there muttering in drunken stu-
por. Just below my window a group
halted in angry, grotesque discussion
of the destiny of an Empire going
to the dogs by reason of its oppres-
sion of the workingman.

Then there came, more dreadful
even than all that had gone before,
the sound of a fearful sereaming
having in it all the fierce impotent
frenzy of a wild beast struggling to
death in the hunter’s trap. Fasein-
ated into curiosity, I leaned out of
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my window to look into the street
below. It was ‘‘Mike, the Dope,”’
so-called, who had but that day been
released from jail. The rumour of
Nemo street had it that he had one
time been a prosperous lawyer in the
city. The wreck that the men below
were beating into silence was a fear-
ful and noticeable travesty of man-
hood even in Nemo street. His last
ery as he subsided into unconscious-
ness, was a pitiful prayer for ‘‘mor-
phine.”’

It all became so horribly unbear-
able that I felt I should go mad if
I were compelled to stay there longer.
I rose and dressed hastily, each ar-
ticle of my clothing already wet be-
fore it settled upon me. I would
have beggared myself, almost, for a
bath at that moment, but in all the
length and breadth of Nemo street
there was not such a thing.

In the hallway below, and upon
the steps outside, women and little
children lay gasping and twitching
restlessly, some sleeping the sleep of
exhaustion, others awake and utterly
regardless of the observance of the
passers-by of their almost nakedness,
constituting a fearful moral danger
from the presence among them of
many drink-sodden human brutes. I
was hardly able to thread my way
among them without stepping upon
their limbs and I hurried away with
the echo of women’s and even chil-
dren’s eurses in my ears.

The moonlight accentuated piti-
lessly the pain of the suffering and
the beastiality of the drunken as I
passed. For a moment I eaught my-
self wondering what God thought of
all this around me and whom He was
holding responsible for their condi-
tion.

As T turned out of the street T met
Pat coming listlessly home, his soak-
ed shirt gaping at the collar, coat
and hat held on his arm.

““God, what a night!”’ he exclaim-
ed at sight of me. ‘‘I’ve just come
away from the office. The news of
death is pouring in there over wire
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and telephone. It’s the worst yet.
We can’t stay here to-night, lets—’’

He was interrupted by an even
louder volume of sound from back
in Nemo street. In the noise of the
raised voices that reached us there
was an omen of a something that
made me shudder involuntarily, It
reminded me of the sullen roar of a
crowd of mutinous conviets that I
had once seen penned in a corner of
their prison yard, surrounded by a
detachment of state troops, Pat, ever
ready to grasp the significance of
things, bolted hurriedly away toward
the scene of the new disturbance. I
followed, close at his heels. On the
curb in front of 37 two men we.e
struggling in a press of other m n
and some women, shouting, scream-
ing, cursing. As we reached them,
Moriarity staggered back from his
opponent with a gurgling groan, half-
seream, his hands clasped to his stom-
ach through the fingers of which
there spurted a sickening, red stream.
He staggered back a pace or two,
reeled once, completely around, and
then fell heavily upon a neglected
child which had slept with exhaustion
even through the din. Its screams
sounded oddly puerile in the midst
of the sudden hush which fell upon
the erowd of men and women now
staring fearfully and silently upon
one another.

Moriarity gave one last convulsive
shudder and then stretched out
crookedly in the moonlight, his mouth
lolling open and tongue falling into
a corner of his already flaceid lips.

““It’s my Lizzie,”’ shrieked a red-
haired, half-naked woman, rushing
toward the body, fearless of its hor-
ror, in the late thought of her child,
‘“Here, some of you, help me move
him,”’ she commanded of the men
who had crept silently close. As they
drew the body aside a little, mutter-
ing: ‘“We ain’t got no right to touch
him till the cops come,’’ and the wo-
man rescued the secreaming, frighten-
ed, blood-stained child, a huge, flabby,
half-drunken woman thrust her way
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into their midst and stood looking
down at the silent figure on the pave-
ment at her feet. She remained thus,
stupefied for a moment, blinking into
the glazed eyes staring up at her
with the terror of the last moment
still perceptible in their fast glazing
depths. Then she uttered a horrid
seream and drooped down over the
figure, her unbound, scanty gray hair
shrouding his face.

“My God! It’s Jim, an’ him
croaked,”’ she muttered, raising her
head and searching the faces around
her with ineredulous eyes. Then she
rose to her feet heavily and stood
lurching for a moment with the com-
bined action upon her limbs of fright
and drink.

‘““Who did it?”’ she demanded.

No one answered her. But the men
and women weaved back leaving a lit-
tle lane between her and Flynn, who
stood dazed, but sobering rapidly to
a full realisation of his plight, with
the dripping sheath knife still held
convulsively in his right hand. He
leaned against the light pole, his face
ghastly pale and working with the
excess of his emotions.

From among the children on the
stoop one now ran forward rubbing
its eyes with a tiny, grimy fist and
erying: ‘‘Take me to mammy,
daddy.”’ It clasped its thin naked
little arms around the legs of the
murderer, but he gave it no atten-
tion and continued to stare vacantly
out into the street. - The child’s ery
broke the tension.

“My Gawd!”’ exclaimed one of the
women, ‘‘him a murderer an’ his
Mary lyin’ upstairs eryin’ for him,
an’ the midwife with her expecting
a child any minnit.”” A babel of
sound, some pity, some execration,
broke forth.

Out of the group strode a rough,
middle-aged man who advanced to
Flynn with his hands raised threat-
eningly. ‘‘He was my mate, I’ll do
for you, you—"

Then Silent Kate, who had stood
silent, pale of face, upon the edge of
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the erowd, comforting a child she had
picked up from among the feet of
the throng, pushed her way through
it and stood between the two men.

She thrust the child she held into
the aggressor’s arms with the terse
command; ‘‘You’d better ’tend to
your own affairs, Sullivan—here’s
one of them.”’

He paused and stared at her and
her burden for a moment. The girl’s
resolute face and the child’s out-
streteched arms conquered. His anger
oozed away. He took the child into
his own arms, without a word, and
passed out of the erowd. Kate turn-
ed to Flynn and took his rough, cal-
lous hand in her own.

““God have mercy on you, Mike,”
she said. ‘‘It wasn’t you that did it,
it was the rum.”

In answer and at her touch the
man suddenly choked with hard, dry
sobs. He cast the knife from his hand
and tore his way through the mob,
of which no man tried to detain him.

Kate turned to the men around
her,

“You see,”’ she cried in a shaking
voice, tears standing in her eyes,
‘‘you see what the drink does for
you. But most of you will be at it
again in the morning. God help you,
if you won’t take lessons like this.”’

Pat elbowed his way to her side.

““It’s horrible, isn’t it? What was
the name of the dead man?’’ Kate
told him.

““Yes, it’s horrible,”” she said with
a shudder; ‘‘but the worst part of it
all lies upstairs on the third floor.
That’s poor Mike’s wife with her five
little ones and the one that’s coming
so soon and will never know its
daddy. The man that’s gone was a
brute. He provoked the quarrel,
they tell me. And Mike, who's lost
to his family probably forever, was
the kindest-hearted and gentlest man
on the street when he was sober. But
I must go and try to keep this from
Mrs. Flynn. I don’t know what I'm
going to tell her, though, when she
asks for Mike.”’
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The girl stopped to pick up Flynn’s
child, sobbing quietly where it had
fallen on the pavement as he rushed
away, and then turned wearily away
into the doorway as Pat plucked at
my sleeve.

“Come on with me to the office,”’
he said. ‘‘I’ll have to go and turn
this story in—it’ll be a front page
one. Talk about human interest,”’
he whistled. ‘‘Perhaps I haven’t got
a chance to work in some heart throbs
with that girl’s sentence sermon.’’

I shook my head dispiritedly.

“No,”” I answered, ‘“‘I'll wait for
you upstairs. I’'m beginning to think,
old man, that there will be other and
greater stories for us to tell here.”

The street again raged with a fever
of gossip and excited comment into
which soon charged two belated po-
licemen and an ambulance. I had
sickened and, forgetful of the heat,
went up the stairs again to my room.
On my way I met little Tina Flynn.
Even in the dimness of the hallway,
lighted only by a kerosene lamp
smoking vilely, adding its ranecid
odour to the general uncleanliness of
the air, the fair, delicate beauty of
the little sixteen-year-old girl struck
me. Looking at her, I remembered
the story of her older little sister,
whose beauty was one of the histories
of the neighbourhood and who had
fallen before she had learned well
how to stand.

““Is there anything that I can do,
little girl?’’ I asked, standing direet-
ly in her way.

Tina shrank back from me and
against the wall, her hands clasped
over her boyish breast, scantily cloth-
ed in her hurry. For a moment she
regarded me with questioning eyes in
which, child though she should have
been, there seemed all the eynieism
of some of the word-stained women
that T had met. I could see that the
lesson of the fall of Rosie and the
grave in Potter’s Field had fallen
heavily upon the heart of little Tina.

“I didn’t remember,”’ she said.
““You are the new lodger?’’
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I nodded. “‘Yes,”” I answered.
““Is there anything that I can do for
you or your mother?”’

She covered her face with her
hands for a moment. ‘‘Have they
—have they ¢—"’

“They are taking it now,”” I an-
swered, trying to convey the sym-
pathy she aroused within me in my
tone.

Tina broke into a fit of weeping
and handed me a slip of paper on
which was written a list of articles.
With it she held also a dollar bill. I
took the list, but refused the money
and turned away.

“I’ll bring these back in a minute
or two. You go back upstairs,”’ I
said, ‘‘and try to see to it that your
mother is kept in ignorance of it all
until her danger is over, if you ca .
This woman, Kate, is up there, isn’t
she?”’

The girl’s face brightened for an
instant. ‘‘Yes,”” she answered. ‘‘I
don’t know what we’d do without her
in this house.”’

I was half-way down to the door
when Tina called softly after me:

‘‘Mister—"’

‘‘Manning,’’ 1 supplied.

‘“‘Have they got father?’’ she fal-
tered.

I shook my head. ‘“No. Try not

to worry—we’ll talk about that later
on.”’
The sigh she uttered as she turned
away tore into my heart, and I mar-
velled that so frail a little girl, bear-
ing so great a burden of sorrow,
should yet bear it all with such brave
composure. I had yet to learn that
even the little ones of Nemo street
became so inured to grief and pain
that they were, for the most part, un-
conscious philosophers.

I had literally to force my way
through the mob outside. The first
awe of the tragedy had worn away
and here, at least, it seemed not the
custom to praise the dead irrespee-
tive of their worth. On every side I
heard drastic comment of the dead
man.
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‘“‘Look at ’er a’carryin’ on about
’is takin’ orf,”’ said a slatternly wo-
man, clad in what had once been a
pink, and presumably a dressing
gown, pointing te Mrs. Moriarity,
sitting on a door-stoop, facing the
huge bloody patech which loomed up
darkly and reflected sinisterly upon
the pavement. There was immense
disgust in the woman’s tone as she
added: ‘‘She’d orter get down on ’er
shanks an’ thank Gawd. ’Taint no
more’n a month since he like ter
croaked ’er an’ the doector had ter
put ’leven stitches on ’er block.”’

I paused for a moment to wateh
the newly-made widow. As I did so
a gray-haired, almost toothless old
woman, clad only in a nightgown,
over which she had drawn a frowsy
skirt, fastened loosely at the waist
and dragging so that her feet were
hidden, was offering Mrs. Moriarity
more of the consolation from which
she had already drawn copiously.

““Take a little more of this, my
dear,’’ she wheezed in a husky voice,
as unlike that of a woman as any-
thing that I could imagine. ‘‘It’ll do
ye good.”’

Nothing loath, Mrs. Moriarity ceas-
ed to sob and wail for a moment, and,
pushing her hair from about her face
with one hand, raised the bottle to
her lips with the other, swaying
drunkenly from side to side upon the
step, and allowing the liquor to drib-
ble over her nerveless lips and double
chin as she did so, coughing, sputter-
ing and making grimaces, to the ap-
parent pleasure of the aged one who
appeared to have constituted herself
chief assistant mourner.

I turned away with a shudder of
disgust. The place seemed a very
Gehenna of erude and horrid emo-
tions. Nemo street was now crowded
with outsiders, causing it to assume
an unusual importance in the eyes of
its dwellers. Ordinarily kind-heart-
ed to one another, they had forgotten
the plight of the wife and mother up-
stairs and were eagerly retailing the
horrid details of the crime to those
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late-comers who seemed fo esteem
themselves unfortunate in that they
had not seen it. As I proceeded on
my errand a hand was laid upon my
shoulder and I turned to look into
the eyes of Burke, a headquarters de-
teetive.

‘““What you doing here, Manning?”’
he queried. ‘‘Someone told me that
you had gone out of the newspaper
game.’’

“I have,”” 1 answered,
happened along with Pat.
to turn the story in.”’

“Phat bloke saw it all,”’ stuck in
an officious bystander.

“Not on your life,”” I answered,
anxious lest I should be dragged in-
to the case and my whereabout re-
vealed to the public. I wanted to be
left to pursue my slum studies in
peace. ‘‘On the square, Burke,
there’s lots of these people here saw
more than I did.”’

“T ean’t get anything out of
them,”’ growled Burke. ‘‘They’re all
on the side of the fellow that did the
trick—HKlynn.”’

“From what I can gather,”’” I an-
swered, ‘‘it was a drunken row, and
Moriarity seemed to have been the
aggressor.”’

‘It seems that way,”” Burke ac-
knowledged. ‘‘Moriarity’s been bag-
ged a dozen times or more for just
that kind of thing. Well, T won’t
bother you if you don’t want me to.
I guess 1’1l get along and send out
a general alarm for Flynn.”’

As we walked down the street, the
heat again seemed unbearable. But,
trying to forget it, I told Burke
about the plight of the family in the
third floor back rooms. The big fel-
low’s eyes filled with tears as he lis-
tened. ~~@God!”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘It’s
fearful. DBut it’s always the same.
It isn’t the actual culprits themsel-
ves that suffer—it’s those dependent
upon them—those that care for them
that have to bear the brunt of it all.
1f there’s anything that I can do to
help them, Manning, let me know,

will you?”’

$°Li.gust
He’s gone

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

I stood and watched Burke walk-
ing away after he left me at the cor-
ner of the street. He was of the
type of policeman that I have never
ceased to wonder at and admire. He
was gruff, rough-spoken, all bark,
with very little bite, except such as
his duty forced him to. In my po-
lice eourt days as a reporter I had
seen him and his fellow detectives
perform countless kindly actions for
the benefit of those in trouble and
their families. Burke, like many of
his pals, seemed always to be think-
ing, ‘‘There, but for the grace of
God, goes Burke.”’

When I returned to 37 and the
third floor I found Kate sitting on the
steps outside the Flynns’ room with
a little Flynn in her arms, and fan-
ning it and herself by turns. She
nodded a silent greeting and pointed
to the half-opened door. As I en-
tered, Tina came forward, took the
package I had obtained at the drug
store, and disappeared with it into
an inner room. Three children lay
huddled on a mattress in a corner of
that in which I stood. They were
sleeping noisily in the midst of the
heat and the filth, perceptible even
in the dim light that flickered from
the one lamp in the room, One of
them lay with its face within an inch
or two of the coal box which alone
separated their bed from the rusty
cook stove. A peculiarly sickening
odour permeated the air of the room,
Afterwards 1 learned that it was
partly due to the countless succes-
sions of washings of unclean ecloth-
ing, all of it washed there, and some
of it dried, with the aid of which
Mrs. Flynn had sought to augment
the uncertain family income brought
to her by her husband. At such a
task the woman had laboured until
within a day or so of the time of her
travail.

There was, in addition to the wash-
tub, constituting so important a part
in the economy of the place, a rough
table, three or four rickety chairs, a
number of boxes evidently used as
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seats, a sink in the corner in which
dishes were washed and the family
toilets performed and a litter of un-
clean cooking and other utensils. In
the wash-tub there still remained the
glirty soapy water of the last wash-
ing,
“It’s fearful,”” I muttered.

““I agree with you,’”’ answerel a
deep, musical voice from a corner of
the room. 1 had thought myself
alone with the children, and turned
in astonishment to meet the sad gaze
of a young man sitting on a box. He
rose as I faced him and extended his
hand.

‘““My mname is White,”” he said.
““Yours, they tell me, is Manning?”’
You are living here?”’

““Yes, I'm living here,”’ I answer-
ed. ‘‘I eame here for quiet, but I’'m
beginning to find it strenuous.’’

“You’ll find it all of that,”’ he an-
swered, ‘‘all of that. But we must
get acquainted. I’ll come and see
you, and you must come and see me.
I’'m at the mission just around the
corner, If there’s anything that I
can do for you—I’ll do it. That’s
what I’m down here for.”’

““That’s mighty good of you,”” I
answered. ‘‘But how did you come
to know about me?’’

White’s face grew suddenly som-
bre. ‘‘I heard some of the people
down: here speculating about your
coming here,”’ he answered, ‘‘and I
looked you up for the sake of such
little ones,”’ he pointed to the door
of the other room. I wunderstood,
somehow, that he meant Tina.

I did not grasp his meaning for a
moment and looked at him with a
question in my eyes.

““This is the devil’s stamping-
ground,’’ he answered. ‘‘His agents,
the white slave traffickers, are con-
tinually looking around for their
poor little vietims. We are not able
to save many of them, I’m afraid.
There are so few of us for the work
and they have much money and pow-
er and backing. But T have my eye
on this home, especially because they
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have already taken one vietim from
it,

My old newspaper habit made me
size the man up. I don’t think that
I have met a handsomer one nor yet
one more sad. It seemed to me, at
that moment, that he was carrying
the anguish and sorrow of the room
beyond; of Flynn guiltily fleeing
from justice; of the little ones snor-
ing in the corner, and of many others
besides.

He read my thought and smiled at
me with his expressive brown eyes
and splendid teeth working together
in a flash of a lighter mood that won
him the instant favour of any upon
whom he bestowed it.

“How is it with the woman?’’ I
asked.

‘“She is well, I believe,’”” he an-
swered. ‘‘I’ve brought one of our
nurses with me. She was out a mo-
ment ago and said that there are
two more little ones inside there.
They are all doing as well as may
be.”” His face clouded. ‘‘But what
a future for them,’’ he exclaimed,
and smote his hands together in a
sort of agony. ‘“What terrible ignor-
ance we have to face day after day;
ignorance on the part of those who
could, but will not help, ignorance
on the part of these poor people down
here. Ignorance of God. Ignorance
of natural laws. The people who
might help to relieve the situation,
even the people of our churches, say
that it is no use trying to do any-
thing for people like these. That
whatever is given to them will go for
drink. It’s true, partly, but what
are we doing to do away with the
drink? And a large part of the
suffering is on the part of those
who have done nothing to de-
serve it. Look at this family here.
Think of a woman that we were call-
ed to, in a house a few doors away,
earlier in the evening. We got there
and found that she had given birth
to a child on a filthy mattress for
which she had no covering. Every-
thing that she had in the world she
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had pawned. The child came to her
without the presence of any other
human being. There was no clothing
for the little one. Her husband was
sent to jail a month ago. She knows
no other person in Canada.”” He
paused a moment and then added:
“Come, let us go, Manning, we can
do no more here.”’

At that moment Tina slipped back
again into the room. He patted her
head gently. ‘‘You must lay down
and get some sleep, little girl,”’ he
said, ‘I suppose that you will have
to go to work to-day.”” He looked
at his wateh, ‘‘It’s two o’clock now.
Perhaps I can find a corner for you
at the mission.”

Tina shook her head.

““No,”” she answered; ‘‘I can’t
leave mother, and 1 might oversleep
myself and be late for work. If I'm
not there on time, I’ll lose my job.”’

“Well,”” said White, ‘‘don’t for-
get that although you may be tempt-
ed to think otherwise, sometimes, and
though it may appear so to-night,
God has not forgotten you. Ask Him
before you sleep to help us all, will
you?”’ And he smiled another of his
rare smiles as we turned away.

Outside, for a moment, he stopped
to talk with Silent Kate, who still
was nursing patiently the fretful
child. ““The nurse will stay for the
present,”” he said. ‘‘Don’t you lay
yourself up?”’

Kate placed a warning finger to
her lips and continued to eroon her
slumber song.

On the landing below, White
paused for a moment to look out of
the window at the end of the hall,
and try to get a breath of fresh air.
All was now quiet in the street be-
low, but we could see a couple of
plain-clothes policemen in the sha-
dows of a house across the street,
waiting, doubtless, on the chance
that Flynn might return to his home.

But the missioner’s thoughts were
apparently not with them, for he

turned around to me and asked:

‘““Have you ever seen a saint, Mr.
Manning ?”’

““No,”” 1 answered.

“Then wateh the work in this
neighbourhood of the woman sitting
up there on the stairs—she’s one. I'm
telling you this because it may be an
inspiration to you. Four years ago
she was one of the notorious prosti-
tutes of the town. When she was on
the verge of suicide she wandered in-
to one of our serviees one night. You
see what she is now. God never sent
a greater heart into the world, or
greater love. She works during the
day in a factory. All that she can
spare from her wages she devotes to
the people down here. Just now I
feel that, in spite of the misery
and sin of the world, after all, God
is here with us in the midst of the
grime and filth of the lodging-house
just as surely as He is in His heaven
above.”” And White pointed through
the window up to the still brilliant
and brooding sky above.

I invited him into my room, but he
declined, saying that he would look
me up in a day or two. As he turn-
ed down the stairs I passed through
my door. I found Pat returned and
lying upon the bed. For a moment
I did not detect the strong odour of
whisky in the room, but I soon no-
ticed the half-emptied bottle upon the
mantel-shelf. My stomach turned cold
within me. Pat had broken out again.
The thought sickened me.

“How could you? How could
you?’’ I eried aloud. ‘‘After such
a scene as that of to-night.”

And then the thought came to me
that if men of Pat’s mental calibre
gave way to the terrible stuff, how
could one blame the ignorant people
by whom we were surrounded?

I hurried out into the street and
beyond. Morning found me far away
from Nemo street and out in the
country, where the air, even if warm,
had a fresh, clean tang to it.
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LABRADOR ADVENTURE

BY DR. WILFRED GRENFELL

NOVEMBER had already come in,
and my small hospital steamer
had gone south to be laid up for the
winter. We had let her go rather
early this year, in order to cut down
expenses a bit, and also because the
early frost in the fall threatened to
make a delay risky.

But she had scarcely left when the
weather slacked up; a warm wave
dispelled the ice which had already
begun to form in the harbours, and
we felt free to risk the final series
of visits among our friends scattered
along the southern coast of Labrador
and the north shore of Newfound-
land. Motor-boats were still com-
paratively new everywhere, but with
us in the extreme North were abso-
lutely novel. We had purchased one
from a party who had come to visit
the coast in a large cruising yacht.
They had parted from it as they pass-
ed homeward. We had not expected
to use it until spring, and the new
toy was already on improvised ways,
ready to be hauled up above the
reach of the rough ‘‘ballicater,”’ or
barricade ice.

But the desire to test her, the
““warm spell,”’ and a somewhat urg-
ent call for help decided us to risk
a voyage. Moreover, one of my col-
leagues, Dr. Wakefield, an English-
man from Kendal, had to eateh the
last mail boat leaving the Labrador
coast in order to get to Canada.

Our little craft,, an open thirty-
footer, was well loaded down when
at last we rounded the heads, every
available space being crowded with
spare supplies of gasolene, as none
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could be procured on the journey,
and we had at a minimum two hun-
dred miles to travel. With our own
supplies for a week, guns, spare gear,
medical outfit, not only was there
barely room to move about, but a
large pile was lashed out over the
cuddy and covered with a tarpaulin,
My engineer was a volunteer student
of MeGill University who had studied
mechanies, and was the only one of
us who had ever seen a gasolene
engine.

All went well until evening; so
well, indeed, that near Cape Bauld,
the mighty ecliff which, jutting away
out into the Atlantie, marks the
southern entrance to the Straits of
Belle Isle, we were tempted to spend
a little time in chasing a few ducks,
which would be a welcome addition
to such meals as we could at best
expect on our journey. Caleulating
that our boat would run well for at
least one day, we had left ample time
to reach a harbour by dark, and were
merrily travelling past the feet of
the great cliffs that flank the sea-
board for the last ten miles hefore
our destination, when suddenly some-
thing went wrong. The engine stop-
ped and absolutely refused to start
again. For the first time we noticed
now that a wind was rising which
was blowing directly on shore, and
that we were being rapidly ecarried
into the heavy surf, which was break-
ing on the rocks. To get the sweeps
out from underneath the baggage was
no easy matter; to find room to row,
even enough to keep us from drifting
shorewards, was almost worse, and
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the sea was far too deep to dream of
anchoring. We could no longer even
keep our bow head to wind, and the
rising lop made us crawl along at an
angle of 45 deg. with the cliffs, with
the wind driving the spray over us,
and the prospect of an exceedingly
bad time ahead. In addition, it was
getting dark, and our amateur engi-
neer, who had by now pulled the
engine into most of its component
parts, was finding some difficulty in
putting it together again.

It was a thick night, and darkness
found us still pulling at the sweeps,
to all intents and purposes in the
same place in which we started with
them. Indeed, we were unable to
feel certain that we were making any
headway whatever. On the off-chance
of someone hearing us, every now
and again we fired a couple of shots,
but it is a very lonely part of the
coast, and almost as we had expected,
nothing happened as a result. At
length, however, a white light sud-
denly appeared away toward the
horizon, and by its bobbing up and
down, and its evident progress over
the water, we judged it was a local
coasting schooner, beating up the
Straits, Some of these boats are
careless about such trifles as side-
lights after the fishing fleet has gone
south.

With the high cliffs behind us as a
reflector, we hoped that the sound of
our firing would reach her. Indeed,
we felt sure of it, for the light came
nearer and nearer—while we pulled
and strained at the oars to try to
head her off. We had now lighted
our hurricane lamp, and as we
doubted whether they could tell
whenee the sound came, every now
and again one of us left his oar for
a second to jump up and down and
wildly wave the bright white lantern.

Straight on came the light. We had
already begun to banter and el}aﬁ
our engineer, who was still struggling
with the greasy fragments of the en-
gine, giving him our free and ur_lqsk-
ed opinion of his capacity, his utility,

and even his personal appearance.
At last we judged that the schooner
was so close to us that we actually
tried to hail hér, shouting in uni-
son, ‘‘Schooner ahoy! Schooner!”
when, without a moment’s warning,
the advancing light suddenly disap-
peared, and disappeared not to re-
turn. We fired and fired our gun
and waved our lantern; we strained
our eyes into the darkness, and near-
ly drove ashore by forgetting to keep
our oars going.

All to no purpose. The light had
gone. The only explanation which
we could conceive was that it must
have been a ghost which we had seen.
‘We had heard stories of these gloomy
cliffs before; of vessels which had
been lost in the old times; of pirates
and their vietims who had perished
together, as they fled to their strong-
holds among these intricate and un-
charted passages on both sides of us.
Right close to this spot Jake Cornish
was even now using as sinkers for
holding his trap nets, two old cannon
which he had spied with his fish
glass, lying on the bottom, as he was
searching for bait. Though none of
us believed in ghosts, we were utterly
at a loss to account for the strange
light and its unearthly disappear-
ance. Surely, if it was on a schooner,
she must have seen our light and
heard our guns. It could not be that
we were crazy, and were already
‘‘seeing things’’! The only relief to
the situation was the cheerfulness of
Dick, our engineer, who went on
placidly struggling with his frag-
ments, and even found time to chuc-
kle at us for getting left.

He pretended not to be in the least
interested in our consternation, and
took absolutely no notice of us what-
ever. He just went on tinkering

-with his miserable collection of use-

lessness till, if it had not been for
his newly enhanced value, of which
he was quite conscious, he certainly
would have been in danger of a stir-
up from the oar handle.

We hated to come down first, and
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Jjust sat ‘‘tight’’ for a while, rowing
and rowing away. No one would
mind that. We could, and had be-
fore now, rowed all night. But it is
a different matter when you know you
are getting nowhere; and Dick knew
that we dare not ask him to leave
his serap-heap and give us a spell, It
is always additionally irritating to
have a hearty, strong man doing
nothing to justify his weight in the
boat, when you have already done
more than double your share. Dick
aggravated us even further now by
lighting his pipe, and wiping the en-
gine round with a handful of waste,
as if he were going to put her in
for a prize ecompetition.

At last even we could stand it no
longer, and had to insist that he must
either get the thing started, or come
and take a spell at the oars—as we
should surely be drowned if we stop-
ped working.

‘““She’s been ready for half an
hour,’’ he replied; ‘‘I was only wait-
ing for orders,”’ as cool as a cucum-
ber.

True, he was young, and had su-
preme confidence, also he was prob-
ably not born to be drowned; but for
my part it was with no small anxiety
that I watehed him crank the engine
and try and start her. We had some
miles to go, and the wind might in-
crease, and if it did we should most
assuredly drive ashore on the cliffs
in the darkness. Bang, bang! went
the charge in the cylinders, as if they
highly resented being pressed into
service again. Bang, bang! and away
we went at the topmost speed of the
engine.

We headed straight out to see to
give ourselves as much searoom as we
could get in case any other aceident
overtook us. Indeed, it was well we
did, for after about three minutes at
full speed there was an ominous
gur-r-r-r again, and once more we
lay broken down and at the mercy
of the waves. Once more we had to
get out the oars to try to hold the
ground which we had gained, while

Dick went through his pantomime all
over again.

This time, however, Dick volunteer-
ed his diagnosis somewhat sooner.
One cylinder was suffering from an
incurable ailment, but if we were
willing to try running on our battery,
and so spoiling our trip, he thought
we might crawl along to the har-
bour, if it was not too far away.

We were more than willing to try
anything. All we wanted was to
reach shelter, and get out of the
scrape for it was bitterly cold, and
we were already soaked through. So
we fell to encouraging Dick; explain-
ed how mistaken we had been in our
estimate of him, and gave him all
the psychological treatment of which
we were capable. To our infinite
satisfaction we were soon poking
along, puffing and wheezing and
blowing, as if the engine were suffer-
ing from double pneumonia.

Twice again it gave out before we
rounded the last headland. But we
had pushed away out to see in spite
of the inecreasing lop, and so each
time we were able, by hoisting an im-
provised sail on the oar and stretch-
er, to keep her heading in for our
destination.

When at last we were in quiet wa-
ter, we found it too deep to anchor,
and spying a tiny light on the wa-
ter, we pulled over to it, and discov-
ered that it was issuing from the
hatech of a small schooner. So we
tied on and went aboard.

“Where are you from?’’ came a
gruff voice as we hauled the cover
off the companion previous to mak-
ing a descent upon the occupants.

“We? We are from sea, and are
going to get beds ashore, if we may
tie our boat on?’’

““Come on down,” shouted the
voice. And then someone struck a
mateh, and rolled out on the settle
from a bunk. ;

““Which way did you come from?
From east or west?”’ \

‘“What makes you ask?’’

““Well, us just comed in ourselves
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from t’east. You’se didn’t see nor
hear no craft as you passed down,
did yer?”’ he asked, peering at me
intently as he spoke.

““No, we didn’t see any vessel. But
we saw a light come right up along-
side of us, and then disappear.’’

I noticed towsly heads poking out
of the other two berths as I spoke,
evidently keenly eager not to miss a
word of the eonversation.

“T know’d as much,’’ said the skip-
per, ‘I seed it there myself once be-
fore. Mary, she always did ’low us
should give them Deadmen’s rocks
a good berth. And maybe they do
know a thing or two,”” and the skip-
per lapsed into a silence and a cloud
of smoke, the blowing out of which
seemed to afford him some solace.

There was silence for a moment,
and then the skipper began again.

“You’se didn’t hear no noises, did
you? Seemed to us there was folks
shouting, They do say they hears
some of them folks on times what’s
been lost there—maybe murdered. It
was our Dave’s watch last night
about ten o’clock. He’s always kind
o’ skeery, anyhow, and he was fair
clemmed to death this time.’’

“What did he do?’’ I asked, be-
ginning to take in the situation.

“Why, he doused the deck light,
and put her about for the open. And
that’s how us came to be in here.”’

Here was an explanation in full
of our own desertion. I looked round
and saw the staring eyes of Dave
fixed on me like a mesmerised rabbit.

I said: ‘“Well, Skipper, an old
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friend of mine called Daxe Jim was
like Dave once. He believed in
ghosts, too, he said. But he doesn’t
any longer. He told me he was on
watch one night alone. It was just
after midnight, black as ink, and
blowing a two-reefer. They were
‘hove-to,” waiting for daylight. He
was standing aft under the shelter
of the mizzen, jumping up and down
to try to keep warm, when he saw a
bright light for’ard by the cathead.
Suddenly it began to move slowly aft
towards him, and he was so frighten-
ed that he hid behind the companion,
Well, the light came right on, and
then he knew it was a figure walking.
At last he saw it was his wife. When
she came to the ship’s quarter, she
just elimbed up on the rail, and
with a loud shout she jumped over
into the sea. Of course, Jim thought
that meant that she was dead, and
he told the crew he ought to run the
vessel home. But that was all put
on, really, for Jim’s wife was famous
for the dance she led him, and quite
possibly Jim wasn’t a bit worried at
the news. DBut the trouble was, he
told me, that when he got home, there
was no such luck. ‘Why, Doctor,’
said he, ‘I found the old lady wait-
ing for me with the broom-handle
just as usual. So I give up believing
in ghosts.” ”’

Then I told Dave all about our
shouting and firing and waving the
light under the eliffs. And before I

bade him good-night I advised him
the next time he was in doubt to call
the Skipper.




MECHANISMS BEFORE METALS
BY PROF. D. FRASER HARRIS, M.D., D. Sc.

OSSIBLY those who have given
no special attention to the sub-
jeet have not the slightest notion how
many of the devices used in machin-
ery made by men pre-exist in prin-
ciple in the animal body. Probably
at no time has man not envied the
power of flight possessed by the birds
and insects, and felt how hopeless
it was to imitate in metal the beau-
tiful living mechanisms in muscle
which attain such splendid results
by such apparently simple means. As
we know, man has recently achieved
the ineredible success of literally fly-
ing in a machine heavier than air.
Both wings and motive power are
common to nature’s and to man’s
own flying machines. In aviation, at
least, man knew that he had been
forestalled in the realms of animate
nature, he was consciously and de-
liberately tryving to copy the living
machinery designed for flying.

Similarly, he was forestalled in the
matter of submarine boats, for the
fish sinks and rises in the water by
the employment of the same prin-
ciple—diminution and increase of
volume of the gas within it (in its
““‘swim-bladder’’).

It is a sober fact that all the chief
mechanical principles—the lever, the
pulley, the valve, the universal joint,
the converging lens, the camera ob-
scura, the organ pipe, the eleetric
battery—are to be found in the ani-
mal body.

With regard to the lever, perhaps
one of the earliest utilisations of a

mechanical advantage that man has
3—933

discovered, it is very interesting to
know that all its three types are to
be found somewhere in the animal
economy. There are three and only
three types of lever mechanically
possible, all of these are discoverable
in the human body.

The lever of the first order is that
in which the fulerum is between the
power and the resistance (weight),
the nearer the fulerum to the resist-
ance the greater the ‘“mechanical ad-
vantage.”” This is the type of lever
used in prying things open. A burg-
lar’s ““‘jemmy’’ is such a lever. Now
the principle of this lever is employ-
ed in the body to balance the head
on the vertebral column; the ful-
cerum, the joint between the head and
the neck, is situated between the
weight, acting along a line passing
somewhere through the tongue, and
the power which is applied by the
musecles at the back of the head to
prevent it falling forward, as I. in
Fig. 1. shows.

Another example of this lever may
be taken in the case of the foot when
it is made to actuate the pedal of a
sewing machine or harmonium. Here
the fulerum is the ankle-joint, the
weight is the resistance of the pedal
at the ‘‘balls of the toes,”” and the
power is applied at the heel-bone.
(IT., Figure I.) Extending (open-
ing) the elbow-joint is another ex-
ample of the use of this lever. A
pair of secissors is an example of a
double lever of the first order; but
of this double form there is no ex-
ample in the humanitarian body.
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In levers of the second order, we
have the fulerum at one extremity,
the weight being between the power
and the fulerum. A good example
of it is an oar propelling a rowing-
boat ; here the boat is the weight, the
fulerum the place where the oar dips
into the water, the power is exerted
at the handle of the oar by the row-
er. Nut-crackers and lemon-squeez-
ers are examples of double levers of
the second order.

Now in the body the mechanism
used in standing on tip-toe is a good
example of the employment of the
lever of the second order. The ful-
erum is the balls of the toes, the
weight to be raised is, of course, that
of the body acting vertically down-
ward through the arch of the instep,
the power being applied at the heel-
bone through the tendon Achillis
pulled on by the construction of the
great musecles of the ‘‘ealf.”” (I,
Fig. II.)

Examples of the lever of the third
order are very numerous in the body.
In this lever, as in the last, the ful-
crum is at one end, but the power is
between it and the weight, that is,
the weight is at the other extremity.
The sugar tongs is an example of a
double-hinged lever of this order.
‘When by means of the biceps we bend
the forearm at the elbow-joint, we
use the third order of lever. The
weight may be supposed to to be con-
centrated in the hand, the biceps is
inserted somewhere between it and

the elbow, which is the hinge ful-
crum (see Fig. II1.) There is in
this lever a large expenditure of pow-
er, but the range of movement, as
well as the rapidity of it developed
is considerable. Bending the leg at
the knee-joint is another example of
the use of this lever, The familiar
action of swiftly bringing forward
the arm with a tennis-racquet held
in the hand to strike a ball is still
another example of the use of the
mechanism of the lever of the third
order. The great pectoral muscle is
the chief musele employed; it is in-
serted between the fulerum (head of
the humerus in the shoulder-joint)
and the weight or resistance which
is at the other extremity of the lever.
Thus ages before man discovered the
mechanical advantages of the lever,
and still longer before he classified
levers into their three orders, nature
had employed the prineciple of all
three in the movements of bones by
the muscles of the animal organism.

(Fig. 1V.) Pincer mechanisms are
common in the crab and lobster
group.

Before leaving the subjeet of joints,
we might notice the way in which
nature smoothes surfaces where fric-
tion would be detrimental to effi-
ciency. The opposed surfaces of the
bones forming the joint are exquisite-
ly smooth, the rough bone being here
covered by a plate of very smooth
cartilage, lubricated in its turn by
the synovia or natural fluid of the
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joints. Thus lubrication is as per-
fectly provided for as is necessary.
One need scarcely remark that the
so-called universal or swivel joints
of the instrument-makers were all
anticipated by the mechanism of the
head of the arm-bone in the shoulder-
joint, and the head of the thigh bone
in the hip-joint.

All joints do not permit of frec
movement ; some are intended to be
merely more or less elastic unions
of bone with bone. The line of union
of a bone of the skull with other
bones is an example of this. These
slightly curved bones are so dove-
tailed into each other along their
edges that a certain amount of move-
ment is possible, and yet the bones
cannot without enormous force be
pulled asunder. In fact, this dove-
tailing is of the same order as the
carpenter’s, but altogether more com-
plicated and ingenious. Before wood
was worked by human hands, bones
had been most skilfully dove-tailed.

The principle of the lever is used
in still another region of the body,
namely, the middle ear. The order
employed is the first, and in such a
fashion that a very slight pressure
acting on the drum-head and being
transmitted to the chain of small
bones known as the auditory ossicles
is converted into a pressure relative-
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ly of some considerable magnitude.
The chain of bones is arranged as a
bent lever of the first order. It has
been calculated that owing to the
mechanical advantage the energy of
the thrust of the small bone (stapes)
at the end of the short arm into the
inner ear is thirty times as forcible
as was the agitation of the drum-
head when the sound-waves fell on
it originally. This adaptation of the
principle of the lever for the purpose
of intensifying sounds for' us is
worthy of all admiration; it seems
to be very little known; like all the
devices found in animate nature it is
very beautiful. It is interesting to
know that it is only the higher ani-
mals which possess this device; the
frog and the bird, for instance, have
no such bent lever in their ears; a
single bone like a minute stethoscope
(eolumella auris) is all that trans-
mits unchanged the energy of sound-
waves into their organ of hearing.
Passing on to the mechanism of
the pulley, we find man once more
completely forestalled. A pulley is
the mechanical device of a wheel
used for changing the direction of
a force. (Fig. V.) Its use is so uni-
versal that instances of it will occur
to everyone. When we see the beer-
barrel being hoisted out of the cart
by a rope, in nine cases out of ten
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that rope passes over a pulley befor
reaching the hands of the man who,
on the ground and below the level
of the barrel, can thus exert a lifting
force on the barrel. There are in
our bodies two excellent examples of
the use of the pulley in changing the
direction of the pull of a muscle; one
is in the orbit (eye-socket), the other
is in the middle ear. The muscle al-
luded to in the orbit has its diree-
tion of pull so completely changed
that instead of moving the eyeball
backwards and inwards it actually
pulls it downwards and outwards.
(Fig. .VI. )Similarly the muscle in
the ear, unless the direction of its
pull were very much altered, would
never even reach the drum-head.
whose tension it is its duty to regu-
late. Thus ages before man ever cut
the sheaves of a pulley, nature had
utilised its prineciple.

The next mechanism we may notice
is that of the valve; possibly none has
had greater influence in the evolu-
tion of engines of all sorts and of
steam-engines in partieular. What
would modern eivilisation be with-
out the device of the valve?

Now almost evervone knows that
the animal body possesses some ex-
quisite examples of very perfect val-
vular aetion. In the interior of the
chambers of the heart arve valves of
high efficieney permitting a flow of
blood in one—the ““forward’’—di-
rection only. One set of valves pre-

vents the blood returning from the
right side of the heart to the veins
of the body, the other set prevents
the blood passing back from the body
to the lungs.

These valves act in the vascular
system axactly as man has made them
act in the various ingenious contriv-
ances he has devised in which they
are employed, viz, to allow of the
passage of fluid—Iliquid or gaseous
in one direction only. Not only are
the four chambers of the heart guard-
ed by valves whose flaps come into
perfect apposition, but there are
ralves in the veins so construeted
that the flow of blood is possible to-
wards the heart and not at all in the
reverse direction. The prineiple of
the valve is used in other regions of
the body also; there is a valve be-
tween the great and the small intes-
tines to prevent any return to the
latter of material in the former.

The so-called ‘‘false voecal cords’
are air-valves designed to prevent the
too rapid escape of air under pres-
sure from the thorax. They are of
service in fixing the chest for muscu-
lar exertion, and are accordingly well-
developed in those animals which
climb trees or in those which strike
down their prey by a sudden blow.
There were perfect valves in use mil-
leniums before metal valves or valves
of any other kind existed.

One other mechanical diffieulty
has been beautifully solved in the
body, namely, the transmission of
vibrations through an incompres-
sible liquid to a vibratile apparatus
beyond the liquid. This is in the in-
ternal ear, where the problem is to
transmit across the lymph of the ear
the wvibrations (originally sound-
waves) coming in from the drum-
head. The lymph of the inner ear is
not only incompressible, but is en-
closed in a rigid, bony case. No vi-
brations could be transmitted to a
liquid under such conditions. But
in the present instance, one spot in
the rigid wall consists of elastic
membrane, so that as the several eon-
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densations and rarefactions are trans-
mitted to the lymph, the membrane
is pushed out and pulled in alternate-
ly to permit of vibrations passing
across the liquid. It is a singularly
beautiful adaptation discovered ages
before man made elastic membranes
or studied the transmission of vibra-
tions through incompressible liquids.
In the simple device of the nail even,
nature has forestalled man, for we
find the membrane covering the bone
fixed to the bone below by ecalcified
fibres, acting exactly like nails.

Speaking of the heart, leads us to
potice that ages before man made
forece-pumps, both types of pump
had existed in the animal body. When
the ventricles of the heart contract
strongly, as they do on their con-
tents, they are acting as force-pumps,
for the blood is being driven with
considerable force under pressure so
great that it is enabled to flow on
into a system of tubes of ever-nar-
rowing diameter. But, on the other
hand, when the cavities of the heart
openly (diastole) to receive blood
from the veins, then a ‘‘negative’’
pressure, as it is technieally called,
is ereated whereby the blood rapidly
enters the heart-cavities by being
sucked inwards. Thus the heart be-
haves as a forece-pump and a suction-
pump alternately.

Apropos of the mechanism of the
blood-flow  (haemodynamies)  we
should notice that nature has solved
the diffieult problem of maintaining
a continuous flow of blood through
the arteries although the central
pump (heart) is working intermit-
tently. The elasticity of the arteries
is the mechanical means whereby this
is achieved; of course, the flow is
pulsatile, but it never stops alto-
gether, and in the capillaries and
veins it is not even pulsatile.

Passing now from dynamical ar-
rangements, we might notice what na-
ture did as regards opties untold ages
before the discovery of glass or
lenses. The vertebrate eye is the so-
lution of more than one problem in
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opties, namely, how to make a solid
substance transparent, to focus rays
from distant objects on a sensitive
surface, to focus rays from objects
at different distances, to correet re-
fractive errors in lenses, and finally
to ensure the absence of reflections in
the interior of the optical apparatus.
The making a solid substance trans-
parent must have cost man a great
deal of trouble, whether glass was
or was not accidentally discovered as
vitrified sand. In our own day we
know the immense labour which the
discovery and manufacture of the
‘‘apochromatic’’ glass at Jena cost
the experimenters subsidised by the
Prussian Government. In the cornea
and lens of our eyes we find the
problem solved in terms of living
matter. The living cornea, composed
originally of cells very like their
opaque neighbours, and the living
lens, also originally opaque, are so
modified that in their postenchdyonic
state not only are they perfectly
transparent, but the cellular remains
in them throw no shadows whatever
on the sensitive retina. The cornea
and the lense with the co-operation
of the two ‘‘humours of the eye,’’
the aqueous and vitreous, bring rays
from external objects to a focus ex-
actly on the retina, so that, optically
speaking, mankind already possess-
ed double convex lenses at the very
time that he was struggling to ob-
tain them in glass. (Figs. VII. and
VIIL)

Optically, our eyes are instruments
for producing on the retina which

FIGURE IV
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is close to the lenses, real, minute
images of objects at all possible dis-
tances. Sinee the part of the retina
used for receiving the image is very
much less than a square inch, it fol-
lows that if I am to have thereon
the image of a six-foot man six feet
away, or of  St. Paul’s Cathedral
viewed from St. Paul’s churchyard,
the image must be exceedingly small.
Our eye-lenses are diminishing lenses,
but the images they give are ‘‘real’’
in an optical sense, that is, they could
actually be received on a sereen
placed where the retina is. Our
eyes are the converse of the compound
microscope; the mieroscope gives
large images of very small objeets.
our eyes give very small images of
objects of all sizes. But not only do
objects give images on the retina; ob-
jects at different distances can be
sucecessively foeused with the utmost
precision by the alteration of the
curvature of the anterior surface of
the lens. This is accomplished by
muscular exertion ; there is, of course,
limit to it, objects nearer the eye
than ten to eight inches (the ‘‘ear’’
point) eannot be focused by any ef-
fort whatever on the part of the
“musecle of accommodation.””

Now in common with all man-made
optical instruments the eye requires
to be blackened inside in order to
prevent the oceurrence of internal re-
flection. We know that the tubes of
our telescopes, field-glasses, opera-
glasses, microscopes and photographic
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cameras all need to be blackened.
Unless this were done there would be
a glare from some of the rays of light
being repeatedly reflected in the in-
terior of the instruments,

But ages before man found out
that he had to blacken the insides of
his optical instruments, nature had
done so in the case of her own beau-
tiful optical instrument the mamma-
lian eye.

Lastly as regards lenses before
glass, they are subject to just the
same infirmities as lenses ‘“made with
hands.”” The lens of the eye exhibits
both the errors of refraction known
as spherical and chromatic aberra-
tion. The former depends on the
physical inability of any double con-
vex lens to bring to one foeus both
central rays and rays entering at the
cireumference of the lens. The re-
sult of the inability to correet this
error would be that we should have
a blurred image every time we looked
at a tolerably near, brilliant object.
But nature, recognising this ‘‘error’’
inherent in all double convex lenses,
has provided a correction in the shape
of a black or very dark cireular cur-
tain—the iris, which by a most beau-
tiful mechanism concentrically nar-
rows down the size of its eentral aper-
ture, the ‘“‘pupil.”’

So perfect in this device for stop-
ping down the aperture in front of
the lens, with the purpose of cutting
off the peripheral rays responsible for
blurring the image, that man has
found that he cannot do better than
accurately imitate it. This he has
and as everyone of us knows, the fin-
est mieroscopes and photographie
cameras are all provided with an
““iris diaphragm’—an exact repro-
duetion in vuleanite of nature’s own
contrivance in protoplasm.

Turning now to the immense sub-
jeet of electrical phenomena, which
play so important a part in modern
life, we find that even here to a cer-
tain extent man is anticipated.

Doubtless the scale on which elee-
trical operations are conducted in the
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animal body is vastly less than that
on which man works with this my-
sterious form of energy, but it is
quite certain that electrical disturb-
ances are associated with the aetivity
of living matter. While the electric
discharge which is associated with the
activity of many kinds of living mat-
ter is very.slight and can only be
demonstrated with the aid of delicate
instruments, yet some of the so-call-
ed electric fishes are capable of de-
veloping a eurrent amounting to as
much as 180 to 200 volts of electro-
motive foree.

The fishes known as Torpedo Gal-
vani, Gymnotus Electricus, and Mal-
apherurus Eelectricus can kill their
prey by the intensity of their clee-
trie shocks.

Special nerves in the fish set the
battery off, the electric organ under
the skin being highly modified mus-
cle. A fresh torpedo can emit as
many as 200 shocks a second,
though fatigue of its nerve centres
soon brings the rate down to twenty.

Gymnotus can easily kill frogs and
fishes, or throw a man to the ground.
Thus ages before Galvani of Volta
had their famous research-producing
controversy, nature had evolved the
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mechanism of the electric battery
without metals or wires or binding-
serews or aeids.

The mention of electricity reminds
us that nature had insulated conduc-
tors long before man devised them.
The living nerve-fibres are perfect
conduetors of their kind and cer-
tainly can conduet eleetrical disturb-
ance, though it is probable that the
nerve-impulse is not in itself iden-
tical with a flow of eleetricity. The
cores of the nerves, known as medul-
lated, are perfectly insulated from
each other by fatty sheaths, a large
number of these fibres bound together
constitute a nerve-trunk, which is as
like a telegraphic cable as any por-
tion of living tissue could possibly
be.

Prominent amongst the mechanisms
of human divisings are those in which
kinetic energy is derived from the
transmutation of potential energy
stored up somewhere. In the various
forms of engines, especially steam-
engines, this is what 1is aimed at.
From the potential energy of coal is
derived the heat which by expanding
the steam is the motive power for
the engine and which finally appears
as useful work. Now the more heat
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FIGURE VII
turned into useful work which can
be got out of a given weight of coal
consumed, the more economically will
the engine be run. Engineers have
not yet contrived to obtain more than
about 12 per cent. of the potential
energy of the eoal as useful work.
But the musele of the warm-blooded
animal is a much more economical
energy-transformer than that, for in
it no less than 25 per cent. of the
original energy of the body is ob-
tainable in the form of external work.

Musecle shows its inherent power of
economical transformation of energy
in still another direction which makes
it not only more efficient than any
steam-engine yet devised, but alto-
gether more economieal than any ma-
chine of human contrivance. In or-
dinary ecircumstances a muscle, un-
der the influence of increasingly
strong stimuli made to lift the same
weight time after time, will give out
more heat each time until fatigue
sets in. Here its work-producing
power remains constant while its heat-
producing power is increasing. Now
since it is absolutely necessary for
the musele to lift the weight each
time, and as the store of potential
energy is limited, it contrives to lift
the weight to the same height as be-
fore, but the heat set free each time
becomes less and less. Thus the
muscle can distinguish between work-
output and heat-output; it is abso-
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lutely essential that work be done,
but the heat-output can be dispensed
with and accordingly is. There is
nothing comparable with this inter-
esting power of distinguishing be-
tween work and heat in any machine
of human devising.

Where man needs a vast amount of
quarrying and mining and smelting
to achieve a mechanism, nature is al-
ready in possession of it by proced-
ures that betray mno effort. There
were pre-metallic mechanisms of per-
fection and beauty in the bodies of
those animals which, twelve to fifteen
millions of years ago, trampled down
the luxurious vegetation of the pri-
meval forests whose remains are the
coal we are bringing to light to-day.
Where man needs strong acids and
alkalies, a high temperature and
great pressure to effeet the solution of
certain substances, our food-materials,
for instance, nature effects the same
result at body-temperature, at the
ordinary pressure, and by minute
quantities of very active ferments,

Ever so long before man made a
musical instrument, the larynx and
vocal cords existed. In only some of
man’s musical instruments can he
rise in piteh by insensible gradua-
tions, in violin and organ, for exam-
ple, but not in the piano. In the case
of vocal cords, a rise in piteh by in-
sensible graduations can be produced
with ease. It is considered the height
of perfection in man’s organ-building
when his ‘‘vox humana’’ stop is in-
distinguishable from the notes of the
human voice.

In conelusion, let us take one illus-
tration more: light without heat!
the great desideratum of artificial il-
lumination. Man has not yet got it;
but each night that the glow-worm’s
seintillations sparkle in the summer
woods, each wave that dashes its
myriads of Noctiluca on the shingle,
nature is showing that the problem
of light without heat was long ago
solved in her great laboratory. Aeons
before luminous paint, nature had
made a phosphorescent tissue.
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CANADIAN
WOMANHOOD AND BEAUTY

AN ESSAY IN SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY

J. D. LOGAN, Pu.D.

OST literary appreciations, as
distinguished from secientific
studies, of Woman are either frivol-
ous inductions, hastily made, or copy-
book truisms, quoted without respeet
to their context, from poets and eyn-
ical essayists. Save for the serious
investigations of human nature by
such students of anthropology and
comparative psychology as Mr. Have-
lock Ellis and Professor Lloyd Mor-
gan, the writings both of men and
of women about Woman—if we ig-
nore the infrequent pseudo-gallan-
tries of some popular essayists—have
conspired to perpetuate a two-fold
superstition. Woman is made to ap-
pear, in Tertullian’s phrase, as
janua diaboli—° ‘the gateway to hell,’’
or as the guiding, refining, spirit-
nalising—the ‘‘saving’’—agency in
Man’s life.

For the locus classicus of the first
view we must recall Homer’s immor-
tal epic tale of the Lady Helen,
whose ravishing beauty, in Marlowe’s
equally immortal apostrophe,

L launched a thousand ships
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium.’’

For the most distinguished reposi-

tory of the other view we must turn
to the concluding lines of the Second
Part of Goethe’s ‘‘Faust’’—

‘‘Das Ewig-Weibliche
Zieht uns hinan.’’

—'“the eternal woman-soul draws us
ever upwards and on.”’*

That Woman is par excellence the
procuress to hell, is a too hasty em-
pirical induction; that Woman is
Heaven’s earth-born angel of spirit-
ual grace is a too dogmatic piece of
poetic metaphysics; and both views
are unworthy of errtically-minded
men who are pledged to striet scien-
tific interpretation of fact. The con-
ventional views employ a method
which either avoids the real problem
or begs the question. A genuinely
philosophical and just appreciation
of Womanhood must base itself on
some fundamental biological, psychi-
cal, and social verities in the nature
and history of the feminine sex. In
this essay, I will confine myself, first,
to remarking these verities; and, seec-
ondly, to ditinguishing, by the aid of
them, the essential characteristics of
Canadian Womanhood.

*The popular view of woman as an ‘‘angel’’ of sweetness and light must be dis-

tinguished from Goethe’s.

These lines signalise the metaphysical function of the

feminine element in the universe, not of mere woman as such, namely, the spiritual-

ising power of Love.

God is Love, and in Woman, more than in Man, is revealed

the divinity of Love. As God is eternal, so is Love; and Woman is the most subtil-
ising and pervasive agency for drawing men on to the love and pursuit of the ideal.
This constitutes her inviolable right to freedom for full development of her in-

dividuality.
341
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My first postulate is this: All those
vital, physiological functions, and
physical and temperamental varia-
tions in Woman which distinguish
her from Man must be regarded
strictly as differentiae, not as infer-
iorities. This is a biological verity
which may not be gainsaid without
thereby perpetuating the ancient
superstition that Woman per se is the
“weaker’’ sex.

All such innuendoes as that Wo-
man is ‘‘undeveloped man’’—that
she is weaker than he, that her mind
is shallower than his, that her ways
are impenetrable (‘‘not because,’’ as
Gavarni says, ‘‘she is deep, but be-
cause she is hollow’’), that when she
exhibits creative genius (as, for in-
stance, in the case of George Eliot),
she is essentially masculine, that she
is not fitted for intellectual strain
of hard study, that she is as elemen-
tal as a child, emotional, flighty, de-
ficient in sensibility (bearing pain
and anguish with the dumb resigna-
tion of the lower animals), and that
she is unwmsthetic and unsecientifie—
all these aspersions on the feminine
sex per se are but the cynical or
vainglorious elaims of men, and have
no scientific truth, method, or war-
rant. The only true sense in which
Woman may be regarded as ‘‘weak-
er’’ than man is in bone, sinew, and
brute-power (horse-power, if you
like)—or, briefly, in physical su-
premacy.

Woman, I submit, is not man at
all—neither such struecturally, fune-
tionally, nor temperamentally. In
physical origin she is animal and
human, as man is; but in native
faculty, eapacity, and variational
tendency so differs from man as to
be unique in kind, self-contained,
self-poised, and when left unhamper-
ed to control her place and function
in the ‘‘social organism,’’ self-ex-
pressive in a nobly original and con-
structive way.

All this, I suspeect, will appeal to
men as only fine gallantry on my
part, until I orient the two fallacies

which lie at the basis of the conven-
tional view of Woman as ‘‘unde-
veloped man,’”’ and of the negative
attitude which men take towards her
right to full enfranchisement and
development, At the outset I said
that if we employed the hasty em-
pirical methods of the poets and the
popular essayists in attempting a
fresh appreciation of Woman, we
should either miss the real problem
or beg the question. Now, in that
phrase ‘‘undeveloped man’’ is hid a
little nestful of logical and ethical
fallacies.

First of all, the two terms of the
phrase contain ambiguous meanings.
Except in animal and human origin,
‘Woman is not Man. That is axiom-
atic Zoologically (and psychically)
she is to be classed under the genus
‘“‘Man.” But in individuality—that
is, in natural faculty, eapacity and
variational tendency—Woman is a
creature of her own type and po-
tentiality. To employ a generic epi-
thet which distinguishes her zoo-
logical origin or class for an epithet
which should distinguish Woman’s
precise species or individuality, is
hardly to make a good start in log-
ical definition. It is true that Wo-
man, zoologically (and psychiecally)
viewed, is of the genus ‘““man’’—she
is neither brute nor angel—and that
she is not fully perfected in body and
mind, but there is no logic in mak-
ing this fact the ground for defining
woman as man undeveloped. In the
generic sense of the term, both men
and women are ‘‘undeveloped man.’’
Whosoever invented that descriptive
phrase for woman’s individuality ut-
tered a truism and begged the ques-
tion.

Again; the term ‘‘undeveloped’’ is
used without having its meanings
and application distinguished. If
those who deseribe Woman as ‘‘un-
developed man’’ mean that, aside
from the functions of maternity, she
is in body and mind a less efficiently-
organised male, as if fashioned from
the poorer left-over clay, after the
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male had issued perfect from the
primordial mould, then they are em-
ploying the term ‘‘man’’ in an im-
possible specific sense, and the term
“‘undeveloped’” with a meaning
which has no scientific or evolution-
ary warrant, but which is only a re-
erudescence of the Biblical story of
the solicitous after-thought of the
Diety in making a female companion
for Man out of the most meagre and
sapless part of his anatomy, and
thereby starting her on her mundane
way eternally indebted to Man for
the ‘‘serub variety’’ (to use a horti-
cultural metaphor) of her body and
mind and her secondary function in
the advancement of civilisation. If,
on the other hand, those who de-
seribe Woman as ‘‘undeveloped
man,”’ mean that the development of
her potential nature has been, as the
evolutionists say, ‘‘arrested,”’ then
they are employing the term “man’’
in its generic sense and the term
“undeveloped’” with a meaning
which implies that Woman has a
specific individuality, quite different
from Man’s, and which, therefore,
reduces the phrase to a truism or to
nonsense. In short, the doctrine that
Woman is ‘‘undeveloped man’’
smothers the real truth in a cynical
platitude or begs the question. And
so we have safe in our hands our
original postulate, that Woman is
not inferior to Man, but, rather, dif-
ferent from him in native faculty,
capacity and variational tendency.
As to the ethical fallacy in the
negative attitude to Woman’s right
to full enfranchisement, and to de-
velopment of individuality, we may
learn its nature and origin by ask-
ing, How did it happen that Wo-
man’s evolution has been immemor-
ially ‘‘arrested’’? The fallacy is an-
other expression of the sophistie doe-
trine that Might is Right. In the
history of eivilisation, which involved
the subjugation of nature and the
subjection of one race or people un-
der another, Man’s brute power—
usually phrased magniloquently as

Man’s ‘‘splendid fighting qualities’’
—has been given chief place and
highest honour. The physical su-
premacy of Man over Woman, his
militant powers and tasks—in a
word, his might—constituted his
right to subject or subjugate inani-
mate and animate nature, including
‘Woman, to the furthering of his pur-
poses. Thus was the development of
Woman ‘‘arrested’’ by might, not
by natural right; and thus is our
civilisation to-day a masculine civil-
isation—also by might, not by na-
tural right. The fallacy in the male
attitude to Woman’s enfranchisement
and development, a fallacy still stub-
bornly operative, was itself an in-
evitable outcome of a mnecessarily
maseculine civilisation, As the too
frequent recounting of a lie will
work such a psychological change in
the mind of a liar that what he once
recognised as a lie on his part comes
to be believed even by himself as
actual fact; so the immemorial acei-
dental relegating of Woman to sec-
ondary—or worse—place and honour
in ecivilisation has wrought a change
in the moral imagination of Man, un-
til he now believes, as he has for cen-
turies believed, that because our mas-
culine civilisation is what it s, it is
what it ought to be. In other words,
because the march of civilisation made
it necessary that the evolution of
Woman should be ‘‘arrested,” Man
has eome to believe that a masculine
civilisation, in which Woman still
remains in secondary place and hon-
our, is best, and that he ought to
see to it that thus she shall remain
throughout the coming ages.

Such, T believe, is the social origin
of the fallacious doetrine that Wo-
man is ‘‘undeveloped man.”” Had not
the practically necessary ascendancy
of man blinded men’s vision of the
original and unique equality of Wo-
man in her kind with Man’s in his
kind, men would have long ago real-
ised that the free and equal opera-
tion of the feminine and masculine
elements in life and civilisation was
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implicit in the very constitution of
humanity and society. This is the
biological and psychical verity which
Goethe phrased metaphysically in his
conclusion, to the Second Part of
““Faust’’—'‘the eternal woman-soul
draws us ever upward and on.’’. But
Goethe’s doctrine is a pure specula-
tion—a philosophical intuition of the
ultimate redemptive power of the
Divine Love (revealed best in finite
form on earth in the love of Woman),
and applies solely to the strictly
moral sphere; whereas, on the other
hand, our doectrine has a general bio-
logical scope and is based on scien-
tific fact. I turn now to the state-
ment and explication of our second
verity.

It is this: The natural expression
of the variational tendeney of woman
is now, as it has been for some time,
a world-wide movement Anthropo-
logists tell us that the ‘‘arrested’’ in-
dividuality of the feminine element
(which is something greater than
woman’s personality) has become
operative and is indubitably meta-
morphosing man as well as woman,
the structure of the social organism
as well as the face of the earth. They
say that in spite of the militant as-
cendancy of man and of the mascu-
line element, which still profoundly
obtains in civilisation, a transmuta-
tion of the two sexes themselves is
slowly but surely going on, as if each,
under the evolutionary process, was
seeking to become the other. If we
remember that the change observed
by the anthropologists is not one of
real spiritual and animal aubstance
but of mental and physical expres-
sion, we may phrase the fact in a
simple proposition: The two sexes
are converging—woman becoming
more masculine and man more fem-
inine.

This, however, means only that
men are becoming more refined, gen-
tle, tender, considerate, thoughtful,
®sthetic or sensitive to beauty of per-
son, physical surroundings, and com-
panionship—in a single phrase, more
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human and civilised; and that wo-
men are becoming more robust in
physique, more athletic in form and
tastes, broader in perception, firmer
in judgment, more constructive in
the self-expression of voluntary tasks
and ideals. Woman, in short, is
evolving her native potentialities
without a whit losing, but rather in-
creasing, her thrall of man, her
physical loveliness, and her distine-
tive womanliness, which make her
companionship with him the perfec-
tion of his existence and the inspira-
tion, on his part, to fine deeds. Here,
once more, we may note the biolog-
ical verity which Goethe expressed
metaphysically—‘‘the eternal woman-
soul draws us ever upwards and on.”’

Of Woman’s convergence to the
line of the masculine what empirical
proofs have we? Anatomically con-
sidered the convergence is observable
in the increased size of the skeletal
area of modern women’s frame and
cranium. Women to-day are taller
than their ancestors; their chests are
broader, their hands are larger, and,
horrible dictu, their feet have in-
creased in length and in width. Just
as women’s hands and feet are larg-
er to-day than formerly, no longer
being like little mice, as Sir John
Suckling daintily pictured them, that
steal in and out beneath petticoats;
so the waist and torso are not now
wasp-like, and the eranial formation
has the expressive contour and ex-
pansion of a big brain active within
the bony casing. - It is worth while
observing, in passing, that these\an-
atomical changes in the women of
to-day are due partly to the franker
association of the sexes, and partly
to the spread of social demoeracy in
all lands; for chiefly these two
have removed the bands which caus-
ed that unnatural derangement of
women’s bodies and the repression
of their physical aptitudes and tastes
which, in the past, reduced women
to the condition of animate bric-a-
brac or, at best, dainty automata.
The day of the doll-woman has for-
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ever passed. Even men wish to see
women robust and athletie, and the
women of to-day, aside from men’s
wishes in the matter, are taking care
to indulge their native physical pow-
ers and athletic tastes to the full.
They seek outdoor life, ride, motor,
skate, swim, row, box, wrestle, play
tennis and golf, and excel in these
sports as notably as they do in cook-
ing, sewing, playing the piano, and
in literary and ssthetic eriticism. In
short, the women of to-day, relative-
ly to native capacities and freedom
in physical exercise, are as much men
athletically as they are women funec-
tionally and temperamentally.
Another empirical proof of Wo-
man’s convergence towards the line
of the masculine is observable in an
increase of her vital, mental, and
creative energies. The women of to-
day have recovered the pristine
youthfulness of their sex. Vitally,
this is marked by the fact that the
line and mould of their torso grows
old ‘and amorphous hardly before
the heart, and that, despite the cost
to the present-day women in loss of
beauty of form and of the unham-
pered enjoyment of social, intellee-
tual, and w®sthetic pleasures, a loss
that is supposed naturally to be in-
volved in the functions of maternity,
women to-day, as a class, have ef-
fected no really appreciable diminu-
tion of the birth-rate, but, on the
contrary, exhibit a very wistful will-
ingness and desire to fulfill the fune-
tions of motherhood* Also, the wo-
men of to-day stand all sorts of
physical strain relatively as well as
men; not only do they play with
the same relative strenuosity and
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zest as men, but also they work for
their living in the trades, crafts, and
professions with the same relative
untiring energy.

Mentally viewed, Woman’s in-
crease in energy is marked by the
fact that she exhibits positive in-
tellectual powers and creative genius.
Women to-day not only stand the
strain of intellectual study as well
as men, but also carry off the great
prizes in university courses relative-
ly as frequently as men, fill univer-
sity chairs and, notwithstanding Mr.
H. G. Wells, carry on original re-
search in the sciences as brilliantly
as men, and engage in the profes-
sions and in business as successfully
as the males, who once had all these
functions reserved exclusively to
themselves. Finally: I remark, with-
out waiting to prove the fact by sta-
tisties, that the number of women
who possess and exercise positive
creative genius in literature, in the
fine, applied, and interpretative arts,
and in pure science is to-day legion
as compared with the few isolated in-
stances of women of creative genius
in the past. Moreover, what is most
significant is not the fact that the
number of women of genius to-day
is greater than in the past, but that
they are in the very vanguard of in-
tellectual, artistic, and moral pro-
gress—not only producing the fine
entertainment and embellishments of
life, but also ereating the advances in
science and social evolution.

In short, the native temperamental
force of Woman—the feminine ele-
ment in life and civilisation—is to-
day in world-wide operation. Woman
in this century has become more pre-

*Dr. George Draper, of the Rockefeller Institute, diseussing this aspect of wo-

men’s work in the world, illustrated his point thus:
The first had three beautiful children; the other was childless.
over the tumbling blue water, said:

wind-swept ocean pier.

The childless woman, gazing wistfully out
give ten years of my life to have three such children as yours.’
answered gravely: ¢Well, three children cost about that.” ’’

““Two women sat one day on a

TR
The other woman
Dr. Draper must have

been ignorant of certain social statistics and of the play of the law of compensation,
as Emerson called it, in the universe, or he must have wished to indulge his gift of
¢gmart’’ wit, else he would not have employed in a serious scientific lecture such a
cynical and untrue anecdote, For that type of cynical mother is to-day, in view of
the increase in women’s vifal energies, practically obsolete, or at least obsolescent.
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cocious than she was in the past,
more curious, more alert, more self-
analytical, more susceptible to sub-
tleties, broader in sympathies and
outlook, firmer in judgments of will,
steadier in purpose, and more posi-
tive in accomplishment in spheres
where once she was nugatory or abor-
tive. Withal, even in our masculine
civilisation, men accept her as a
dearer and more indispensable com-
panion, both because she is better
begotten and full of health and en-
ergy, and because she is nearer him,
as the old Scots psychologists phras-
ed the distinetion, in active powers
of the mind, without a whit dimin-
ishing her peculiar functions and
worth as sweetheart, wife, mother,
and spiritual associate.

In no other age has woman been
so comely and so distinguished by
social and spiritual grace as she 18
to-day. If to the cynical she is still
janua diaboli—procuress to hell, and
if to others she is, in Goethe’s poetic
mysticism, the angel of God, who is
Love, to modern men who have pre-
science of her rights to a self-evolved
destiny, equally and conjointly with
him, and who are thus united with
her in ideal and means of self-real-
isation, Woman is Man’s earth-born
co-partner who, when he is young,
adds zest to his pursuit of happi-
ness and, when he is old and decay-
ing in energy and the mere lust of
life, comforts him with a large and
tender peace. For whether men are
over-mateched with petty cares or
await the inevitable end, woman’s
loveliness and companionship—her
warm sympathy, inexpugnable faith,
and genial strength—affect the hearts
of men and the moral imagination
with the gently subduing power of
the translucent, calmly-shining stars,
whose placid beauty, as Dr. Richard
Burton so finely says of the far-off
golden spheres,
¢“make mortal fret seem light and tem-

poral.”’

With womankind in general thus
rightly appraised and dignified by a
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philosophical adjustment of her place
and function in life and civilisation,
I turn to my special task of distin-
guishing the peculiar qualities of
Canadian Womanhood and Beauty.
At the outset it must be understood
that I am considering species or
types, not individuals or races. Here
again, as before, in my argument I
must employ only indisputable bio-
logical, psychical, and social veri-
ties.

First, the English-speaking branch
of the present-day Canadian women
(the French-Canadian women—*‘ces
étoiles du nord,”’ as a diseriminating
countryman of theirs once truly and
gallantly called them—would require
an essay to themselves) are a dis-
tinet variational type of the Anglo-
Keltic species of womankind. It is
an axiom, rather than a postulate,
that the Canadian women of to-day
have as peculiar and distinetive qual-
ities of body and mind, and as pe-
culiar and distinctive modes of
thought and practical action as have
the women of England, Secotland,
Wales, Ireland, or, in truth, of any
other country. Further: in their
own country, present-day Canadian
women differ from their great-grand-
sisters of the early decades of the
nineteenth century; and in the next
quarter of this century, or the next
half of it, as a result of the inevit-
able mixing of mnon-Anglo-Kel'ic
blood, temperament, and mentality
with the native Anglo-Keltic strain,
the Canadian women of the genera-
tions born twenty-five or fifty years
from now will differ appreciably in
body and mind from the type of to-
day. For it is indisputable that im-
migration and the geographical re-
distribution of the indigenous pop .-
lation of Canada, which is now going
on throughout the total expanses of
the Dominion, must eventuate in the
marriage of natives with aliens, and
thus, through the fusion of various
bloods and of various cultural, social,
and political ideas, transmute the
physique and mental genius of the
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future generations of Canadian wo-
men—and men—into a type notably
distinet from the present type.

Again: in the early nineteenth cen-
tury ancestry of the present-day
Canadian women, in the evolutionary
history of their progenitors, lie all
the conditions and active causes of
the peculiar characteristics which
differentiate the Canadian women of
to-day both from their great grand-
sisters and from the women of other
lands. A rapid review of the ances-
tral history, and of the evolution, of
the present-day Canadian women will
discover to us how they have come
to possess, as no other women pos-
sess, a singularly self-contained tem-
peramental force. This temperamen-
tal force they express in three dis-
tinetive ways; namely, in a peculiar-
ly placid mental attitude to all the
facts of existence; in a ready social
adaptability ; and in a sane, well-con-
trolled desire—not an irresponsible
passion—for fully active physical
and creative life.

Turning now to these matters, I re-
mark that the ancestors of the pres-
ent-day Canadian women comprised
two classes of immigrants: first, the
families of United Empire Loyalists
who, after the Declaration of Inde-
pendence, migrated from the Atlantic
colonies into Canada; and, secondly,
the families of the discharged Bri-
tish (English, Scots, and Irish) sol-
diers who had fought in the Na-
poleonic wars, and who, after the
battle of Waterloo, having no means
of livelihood, sought a home in Can-
ada. It is important, however, to
remember that these two migratory
movements did not bring into Canada
solely the finest flower of the United
Empire Loyalists and of British sol-
diery, but rather very mixed, mis-
cellaneous classes of immigrants,

among whom were to be found farm
hands, artisans, craftsmen, and
tradesmen, for whom there was no
employment after the close of the
Revolutionary and Napoleonic wars;
also many restless adventurers, and
not a few social misfits and n’er-do-
weels, corresponding to the ‘‘remit-
tance men’’ of our own times; and,
finally, a ‘‘fringe containing odds
and ends of all grades,”’ as Profes-
sor Adam Shortt puts it, but contain-
ing ‘‘some gems of rare worth; men
who here and there kept the lamp
of knowledge burning in the wilder-
ness, men of broad ideas and high
aspirations, which they communicated
to a few disciples who were found
worthy.’’*

Now, it is obvious that these Euro-
pean and American immigrants, set-
tling, as they did, amongst the pion-
eer inhabitants of Nova Scotia, New
Brunswick, Quebee, and Ontario,
came amongst people who, like them-
selves, were British in natural ca-
pacity and in thought, and who were
chiefly concerned with getting a bare
existence from the Canadian wilder-
ness and waters. In Canada, then,
in the early nineteenth century the
population was essentially British in
physique, mentality, and virtues; and
all classes were occupied with obtain-
ing material possessions. They lack-
ed, however, the saving presence, as
well as the sphere, of British culture
and refined social life. Again,
amongst the finer breeds of this popu-
lation were, as we noted, miscellan-
eous elements of the British and Am-
erican middle and lower classes whose
cultural and moral ideas tended to
fall below zero. Further, the en-
vironment and the material tasks of
that population, as well as the pres-
ence of American economie, political,
and social ideals, necessitated the

*Quoted from ‘‘Some Aspects of the Social Life of Canada,’’ (by Professor
Adam Shortt, in The Canadian Magazine, Vol. XI., No. 1, May, 1898.) Dr. Shortt’s

essay is a sincere, sane, constructive article, and besides pointing out the futilities
of our over-boasted educational system, signalises the fact that what is most needed
in Canada is intelligent self-criticism and emancipation from that pseudo-patriotism
which conceives everything of British origin to have Divine and immutable warrant.

\
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frankest association both of all classes
and of the sexes. How, then, did it
happen that the ancestors of the
present-day Anglo-Keltic Canadians
were saved from reverting to abso-
lute materialism, if not semi-barbar-
ism, in thought and conduct?
Working against the uncultural
and immoral tendencies immanent in
the environment, tasks, and social
exigencies or customs of the early
nineteenth century were two saving
conditions, which the ordinary his-
torian may readily observe, and a
third redemptive condition which I
have not yet seen signalised in the
pages of the historians, but which
was the most construetive ageney in
the evolution of the chief distinguish-
ing quality of the present-day Cana-
dian women. The first of these anti-
dotal conditions was the presence
amongst the European and Ameri-
can immigrants of some finer spirits
—'‘men who here and there kept the
lamp of knowledge burning in the
wilderness, men of broad ideas and
high aspirations, which they com-
municated to a few disciples who
were found worthy.”” The second
antidote to the tendency to semi-bar.
baric life in Canada in the early nine-
teenth century was the leaven of the
American faith in social democracy,
the chief concept of which was not
the meaningless article of the De-
claration of Independence, that all
men are born free and equal, but the
thoroughly human idea, which is
basis of all individual initiative, as-
piration, and progress, namely, that

in the conduet of life there shall be
no invidious system of caste or pri-
vilege, but always equal and frank
association amongst classes and sexes,
and that only the perfection of native
capacity and of genuine moral worth
shall entitle one individual, irrespec-
tive of social origin, status, or wealth,
to be regarded as ‘‘better’’ than an-
other, and to have a ‘‘right’’ to the
highest distinctions and honours
within the gift of his fellows.* In
spite, then, of the frank and equal
association of the eclasses and the
sexes amongst the early nineteenth
century Canadians, this democracy
resulted, in Professor Shortt’s apt
phrase, in a ‘‘general levelling up’’
of pioneer Canadian society, and in
the sowing of the seed which, as we
shall see, bred a species of women, as
well as of men, strong in physical
and moral fibre and energy, full of
faith in themselves and of practical
courage, and intellectually alert amid
surroundings not favourable to cul-
ture or to high thinking. In short,
in the environment of the ancestors
of the present-day Canadian women,
as never in the environment of their
sisters in England, lay all the incite-
ments to the free expression of their
British elemental energy, practical
thought, independent volition, and
capacity for knowledge.

Now, there was one aspect of the
Canadian  pioneer  environment
which our historians seem not to have
observed, but which was the most
important factor in the evolution of
the typical characteristics of the

*For a full interpretation of the true ideals of social democracy, see the writer’s

‘‘Democracy, Education, and the New Dis

pensation,’’ (published by William Briggs,

Toronto.) The so-called democracy which neglects proprieties in dress and manners,

refinements in feeling, thought and conduct,
an inspiration to every individual, no mat
become a ‘‘gentleman’’ in persomal appe

is semi-barbarism. Genuine democracy is
ter how lowly or obscure his origin, to

arance, deportment, and in intellectual,

aesthetic, and social preferences. Its psychological basis is fine good sense; and its
moral warrant is the intrinsic worth of ‘cultured and gracious personality as a pure
spiritual possession. The world’s noblest examplar of genuine deniocracy was Jesus,
who taught us, more by his life than by his addresses, that there is a divinity in man,
but that it shines through only when men ‘‘purify’’ themselves from the unclean in

person and thought. He dignified labour b

y dignifying it with cheerful acceptance

f duty, fine workmanship, and respectful observance of social fdrm's and of the
:tatutez.’ The ‘‘level’’ of ,democracy is not down towards the barbaric, but on the
upland slopes of life,
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present-day Canadian women. This
was the ‘‘loneliness’’ of the early
pioneer Canadian woman’s environ-
ment—the utter loneliness of the
wilderness and the backwoods. To
the forest primeval the European and
American immigrants brought their
knowledge of the standards of Bri-
tish ecivilisation, but the conerete
civilisation itself was absent, Thus
it happened that while the Canadian
women of the early nineteenth cen-
tury were compelled to busy them-
selves with. practical duties, they were
so separated from the cultural sus-
tenance and refreshment of the old
land that the very loneliness of their
Canadian environment caused their
intellectual life to become one of
pure thinking—of abstract reflection
on, say, the paltry few books they
possessed, on the discussions which
they overheard, or in which, as a re-
sult of the free association of the
sexes, they took part, concerning Bri-
tish civilisation, and on the changes
in social manners, political ideals,
practical government, and intellec-
tual standards which inevitably
eventuated in a land where society
would have no privileged classes or
no invidious distinetions of caste. In
short, pioneer life in the Canadian
forests or wildernesses was singularly
fitted to induce original eritical re-
flection on society and destiny, and
thus to develop in the women of the
time a forthright temperamental
force and unique powers of imagina-
tive and constructive thinking.

As time went on and Canadian na-
tive civilisation progressed, this vari-
ational tendency developed into a
positive faculty, so positive indeed
that the Canadian women of to-day
are distinguished by the construective
way in which they view life and work
out, with self-confident independence,
their existence, ideals, and destiny.
Let us now observe how the present-
day Canadian women peculiarly ex-
press their bequeathed originality of
temperament and of constructive
thought.

I remark, first, that the Canadian
woman of to-day is distinguished by
a placid independence of thought.
She faces all the facts of existence
with fronting eyes, being neither af-
frighted nor transported. Like her
ancestors, she is too genuine a Child
of Nature—companion of the vast
forests, unending prairies, sublime
mountains, mighty waters and em-
pyrean expanses of her country—to
be anything else than elemental and
calm, with unecommon good sense, in
her attitude to the facts of existence,
the metamorphoses of society, and
the vicissitudes of destiny.

Hence her cool-headed inquisitive-
ness about life in all its phases—
about the ‘‘news’’ of the day and
about public order and social move-
ments. She seriously reads the pub-
lie prints, not from vulgar or frivol-
ous curiosity, but from a sincere de-
sire to get all the facts of existence
that she may reflect on them and in-
dependently make up her mind as to
what is of vital importance and dig-
nity in praectical conduet and in the
spiritual enhancement of life. Hence,
also, her native intellectual independ-
ence—her ‘‘personally conducted
tour’’—in self-cultivation. To point
this fact adequately would require
an essay in the history of eulture in
Canada and a special orienting of the
part women have played in the de-
velopment of native literature, musie,
art, and education. I shall employ
only brief reference to a single field.

Anyone decently aequainted with
the literary history of Canada must
be impressed with the important part
which women have taken in its de-
velopment, especially in the way of
creative self-expression (which, it
should be noted, is a much more posi-
tive factor in self-cultivation than is
the acquisition of knowledge.) I
once heard a gentleman of literary
gifts and tastes observe that ‘‘Cana-
dians do not read poetry; they write
it.””> I should amend and enlarge
that remark, so as to recall the social
and psychological conditions which
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give the observation truth and point;
and say that when the ancestral
Canadian women, for lack of intel-
lectual and imaginative sustenance,
hungered for poetry and fietion, they
did not wait to import these species
of literature, but, with confidence in
their own creative powers, sat down
and wrote verse and prose entertain-
ment for themselves. Only those who
lack critical or scientific insight will
remark the crudity of early Cana-
dian letters, and point—as, alas,
those polite literary detectives who
occupy the chairs of English litera-
ture in our universities point—the
finger of scorn at the verse and prose
of the pioneer Canadian women.
These critics respect not the crude
beginnings of the native literary
spirit in Canada, because they ob-
serve only the bare outward phen-
omenon, the mere fact, of letters,
and fail to see shining through the
fact the first stirrings of creative
genius or the potencies and promise
of the authentic literary art of such
native-born Canadian women of to-
day as Mrs. Elizabeth Ecclestone
Mackay, whose poetry possesses an
indigenous freshness of sentiment
and, of music and a Keltic subtlety of
fancy, and Miss Marshall Saunders,
or Mrs. Lucy M. Montgomery-Mac-
donald, whose prose romances and
tales are, in inspiration and readable-
ness, quite deserving of the universal
appreciation which their work has
received, and, struecturally viewed,
are as satisfying to the @sthetic sense
as the work of the leading British
and American fictionists who now
have popular vogue.

The significant matter, then, is not
the quantity or the quality of pion-
eer (Canadian letters, but the fact
that the creative literary spirit was
early and independently alive
amongst the ancestors of the present-
day Canadian woman, and that it
could not have been thus alive had
not the ‘‘backwoods’’ Canadian wo-
man, despite her rude environment,
been a singularly reflective creature
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—a ‘‘thinker’’—and deeply inter-
ested in self-cultivation. Self-expres-
sion was the most natural and ready
means of self-cultivation. The ex-
ternal environmenti of the pioneer
Canadian woman—or, to use Murs.
Moodie’s phrases, life in the ‘‘Bush’’
and life in the ‘‘Clearing’’—was of
such an uncultural kind as to cause
her to tend to revert to materialism
and barbarism. That she escaped this
condition and cultivated her mind
and imagination as best possible is
to be explained only by her possess-
ing some acquired insight into the
paramount value of culture, however
rudimentary, by the vision, in short,
developed in her hours of lonely
thinking amid the wilderness or
backwoods, that saving grace could
be vouchsafed to her only by her
own independent efforts, namely, by
self-expression in lieu of imported
means of culture. And so, historical-
ly considered, there is every justifi-
cation for the remark that when the
pioneer Canadian woman wished to
read a good poem or tale or essay
she set to work and wrote it. This
seemingly smart epigram signalises
how, in her ecase, necessity became
the mother of invention. For out of
spiritual needs and the uncultural
loneliness of the wilderness and back-
woods arose the importunity which
compelled the pioneer women of
Canada to develop within themselves
the qualities that now distinguish the
Canadian women of to-day, namely,
an original temperamental force ex-
pressed in a peculiarly placid atti-
tude to the facts of existence, in
unique powers of imaginative and
creative thinking, and in apprecia-
tions, which, in distinetion from those
of their more favoured English sis-
ters, are never vicarious, but native
to themselves and independent of
tradition.

The second distinguishing charac-
teristic of the present-day Canadian
woman is her social adaptability.
This is due to her frank association
with the male sex, to freedom and
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equality in education (‘‘co-educa-
tion’’) and to the idea, inborn in
her by her vast natural environment,
that, irrespective of mere physical
supremacy of the male, she is not, in
Canada, regarded by the other sex
as the weaker creature. External na-
ture in Canada, and the absence of
invidious caste distinetions, have
made impossible to her mind the con-
sciousness of the superiority of the
male sex, or of the right of the
physically stronger sex to dominate
her thought and conduct. In Eng-
land there is a demand for the elim-
ination of the word ‘‘obey’” from
the marriage vow. In Canada such
a demand has not arisen, and will
not arise, for the reason that in the
Dominion the invidious concept of
woman as man’s chattel has never
been part of the Canadian social con-
sciousness, and is never mentioned
except when perfunctorily resurrect-
ed by some clergyman or Justice of
the Peace mumbling the formulas of
antique and obsolescent law. In Eng-
lish homes the brother dominates, and
the husband domineers. The latter
is “‘the master,’’ not only of the ser-
vants, but also of the wife and daugh-
ters. In Canadian homes the wife
and daughters are not made to feel
that they are in anywise subordinate
to the husband and brothers. Within
the family in Canadian homes no
caste system obtains; each member,
irrespective of sex, is regarded as a
unique individual and is allowed all
decent freedom to express his or her
individuality as each personally de-
termines. This domestic democracy
makes it easy for the Canadian girl
or woman to adapt herself—just as a
matter of course—to her place and
function in the household, with mno
sense of loss in dignity or independ-
ence.

This same easy, calm democracy,
observable in the Canadian girl’s or
woman’s home life, obtains in her
attitude to the public affairs of her
country. In these matters she shows
her fine good sense and adaptability;
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she is quite willing to leave to the
male sex what has been immemor-
ially regarded as men’s special prac-
tical funections. In Canada, if wo-
men do not seek co-equal share in
political suffrage, it is because they
have not felt a real necessity for it,
and because they know that if they
sincerely want, and demand, full suf-
frage, the men of the country will be
not only gallant enough, but also
human and sensible enough, to see
that the perfunctory legislation re-
quired to give Canadian women the
formal right to a voice in municipal,
provincial, and federal affairs shall
be effected. The truth is that in Can-
ada where there is the frankest as-
sociation of the sexes, where women
have absolute freedom of choices, and
where they have all essential digni-
ties and privileges, the Canadian
woman has not troubled her mind
about demanding the further privil-
ege of equal suffrage in government.
In short, to the Canadian woman,
conscious of already possessing essen-
tial equalities with the male sex, and
having, as she really has, an inviol-
able trust in the good sense of her
countrymen to effect, as expediency
may require, all needed reform, a
full part, equal to men’s, in promot-
ing public order and political pro-
gress does not seem worth striving
for. She is not, as some have alleged
that she is, indifferent to the conduct
of public affairs, or incapable of tak-
ing an intelligent share in the suf-
frage. The right view is that her
genius for adapting herself to the
social order of her times, her virtual
equality with her countrymen, and
her faith in their genuine humanity,
cause the Canadian woman to show
only a placid interest in her coun-
try’s destiny; and keep her optimis-
tie, but sane, calm—and, it must be
said, grateful.

Again : the Canadian woman’s keen
perception of values, which is the
source of her democratic adaptability
in her own country, is displayed in
her conduct in foreign lands. In
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adopted spheres, she never submits to
being a mere ‘‘social adjunct,”’ but
adapts herself to her new sphere and
environment, so as to be positive in
her relations to society, and construe-
tive in her thought and conduct. The
proofs of this are legion. If a Cana-
dian woman marries an American
millionaire or an Englishman of high
birth, thereby stepping out of her
own social grade, as, for instance, to
take familiar examples, Mrs. George
Gould (née Kingdon), Mrs. Cheney
(née Arthur), Honourable Mrs. Cecil
Edwardes (née Martin), and the
Marchioness of Donegal (née Twin-
ing) have dome, she carries to her
more aristoeratic sphere her native
sense of equality and spirit of self-
reliance ; and invariably makes a con-
quest, without employing, be it noted,
either invertebrate condescension or
arrogant self-assertiveness. Or, if
the Canadian woman goes abroad
and competes with foreigners in the
arts and professions, as, for instance,
Miss Melllwraith, or Mrs, Cotes, in
letters; Mrs. Stanhope Forbes, in
painting; Mrs. Gena Branscombe
Tenny, in musical eomposition; Miss
Anglin, in drama; Miss MaecDonald,
in light opera; Madame Edvina, in
grand opera; Miss Birehall, in liter-
ary journalism, and Miss Ritchie, or
Miss Stewart, in university teaching,
she adapts herself intellectually and
socially with such ready ease, self-
reliance, and sense of values that she
makes a conquest quietly, but unmis-
takably. She neither toadies to of-
ficial superiors, nor domineers over
inferiors, but with due regard for
proprieties, with frank mind, yet
with essential good breeding, she es-
says any ‘‘work’’ in the consecious-
ness that womanly independence is a
virtue and dignity paramountly
worth while. She asks for what she
wants, not with the brusque ‘‘nerve’’
which feazes an official superior into
granting her demand, but with a wo-
manly directness which makes her
admired and gains her end. Abroad,
as at home, the Canadian woman is
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neither demure nor self-assertive.
Genuine through and through, and a
woman of unique equipoise, she is re-
spected for her sound virtues of body
and mind, and desired for her per-
feetly adaptable individuality.

Finally: the third distinguishing
characteristic of the present-day Can-
adian woman is her well-controlled
desire for a fully active physical and
creative life. For such a life she
has been prepared both by her pion-
eer ‘ancestors and by her girlhood
tastes and conduct. Whatever be the
evolutionary funetion of personal
beauty, whether merely decorative or
sexually selective by its power over
the senses and imagination of the
male, the Canadian girl, like any
other girl, naturally wishes to be-
come a beautiful woman. But what.
ever be her thoughts and desires in
the matter, Nature and her social en-
vironment and ancestry have conspir-
ed to make her a creature, who, in
her choice of physical beauty, sen-
sibly prefers the always pervasive
and lasting beauty of sound physique
and of vigorous, fresh-blooming
health.

I have no respect for those maga-
zine essayists, or for those pictorial
illustrators, who picture in words or
with pigments the Canadian girl as
if she were a vermilion-hued, ever-
laughing or smiling, irresponsible
nymph, and the Canadian woman as
if she were a new and physically
lovelier breed of Amazon. These lit-
erary and pictorial representations
of the Canadian girl or woman are
a profund lie, because they have the
plausibility of half-truths. In them-
selves these representations are ws-
thetically winning; they delight the
senses by their sensuous colour and
suggestions of freedom, vitality, and
happiness, and thus they seduce the
faney into believing that a girl or a
woman so elementally winsome, as
the Canadian girl or woman is re-
presented to be, must actually exist
in Canada. Again; these represen-
tations have an a priori plausibility




CANADIAN WOMANHOOD AND BEAUTY

because they picture the Canadian
girl or woman as having the kind of
physical beauty which the climate of
Canada and the out-door, athletic
life which the Canadian girl or wo-
man is supposed to live would likely
give her face and form.

The truth is that there are few
Canadian women who in the portrait-
painter’s sense of the term are real-
ly beautiful—who have, that is, fine-
ly modelled heads, glorious eyes and
hair, delicately-bowed lips, red as
rowan berries, damask cheeks, necks
and shoulders white as ivory and
more graceful and flowing in line
than the swan’s. But if the Cana-
dian girl or woman has not conspicu-
ously the beauty which is only skin-
deep, she engages the senses by her
well-begotten physique and form;
and the imagination, by the spiritual
expressiveness of her face and move-
ments. Her beauty is uniquely the
beauty of a well-rounded, well-mus-
cled, firmly-nerved, and mentally
alert and vigourous ereature. Con-
sider her a Child of Nature, if you
will, ruddy as the rose, robust, hardy,
and athletie; yet must she not be
conceived as an irresponsible nymph,
or as a new type of Amazon, but as a
““womanly woman’’ in whom all the
fresh beauty, open-air charm, of her
country is incarnate, and is express-
ed vitally in her form and mind. If,
then, I were asked how should I sig-
nalise, in a single phrase, the pe-
culiar or distinctive quality of the
beauty of the Canadian woman, I
should reply that the vitality inherit-
ed from her ancestors, and her own
active life, physical, social, and men-
tal, have endowed her form with the
bloom of health on nobly-moulded
limbs, torso, and head, and her face
with the beauty which is eloquent of
a personality foreceful but self-poised
—in a single phrase, with beauty of
spiritual expression.

As the Canadian woman is dis-
tinguished by a fully active physical
life, so does she desire, and engage
in, a strenuous creative life. In no
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other country having such a short
history, such a sparse population,
and such a derivative civilisation as
has Anglo-Keltic Canada are there so
many women who possess innate crea-
tive gifts, or who essay a creative
life—in short, so many Women of
Genius. 1 observe that Canada, and
not the United States, is now being
hailed as the Land of Opportunity.
In abstract possibilities this is, no
doubt, true; but I am not dealing
here with abstractions or mere pos-
sibilities. And so I point to in-
dubitable faect; that Canada is a land
where women of genius who desire
individual ereative careers are abso-
lutely free to engage in them; nay,
more, are encouraged and assisted to
engage in individual careers, and, be
it remarked, in such wise that they
neither suffer loss in spiritual and
social dignity, nor are compelled to
frustrate the vital functions and the
variational tendencies of their sex. In
the sense of being, as it were, a kind-
ly foster-mother of women of genius,
Anglo-Keltic Canada has always been.
and is to remain, pre-eminently for
the feminine sex a land of opportun-
ity.

I am not going to offer any sta-
tistical proofs of these claims; for
quantitative proofs can always be
matehed or annulled by qualitative
disproofs. I remark, however, that
in the making of the literary history
of Canada, both pioneer and latter-
day Canadian women have had a
conspicuously constructive part; and
in the fine arts, nay, even in the
structural arts, such as architec-
ture and engineering, as well as
in the laboratories and professions,
they are displaying constructive
genius quite the equal of their
creative countrymen. At once I
run against some of those myopic
detectives of literature, who in their
essays at criticism and imaginative
creation are nothing better than ‘‘lit-
terary butchers,”” and who object
with the shibboleth that Canadian
women have shown considerable tal-
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ent but no genius; or with the qual-
itative argument that Canada has
not produced such examples of real
feminine genius as Sappho, Erinna,
Aspasia, Hypatia, Elizabeth Barrett
(Browning), Mary Wollenscraft, the
Bronte sisters, George Eliot, Chris-
tina Rossetti, Rosa Bonheur, Miss
Herschel, Clara Schumann, Elinora
Duse, Mrs. Beach, or Jane Addams.

Certainly that is a galaxy which,
in the abstraet, cannot be paralleled
amongst Canadian women. It is,
however, absurb to compare the wo-
men of one country with the women
of genius of several countries, and
thus conclude that the former have
not creative genius. Further; the dis-
tinetion between talent and genius
is relative to the passing of time and
the number of persons who attempt
creative work in a given age or epoch.
In former ages very few men, and
relatively almost no women, attempt-
ed the creative life; but in our age,
with the universal spread of educa-
tion and culture in democratic coun-
tries, such as the United States and
Canada, men and women of genius
are so numerous that when the dif-
ferent centuries are compared, the
far-off glory of the men and women
who achieved distinetion in former
ages creates the illusion that, quali-
tatively viewed, the work of the poets,
novelists, painters, composers, phil-
osophers, and so on, of the 20th cen-
tury is the produect of talented minds
and not of genius. But allowing for
this illusion, and granting due dif-
ference in quality, I point with con-
fidence and pride to this little galaxy
of Canadian women of genius in my
own generation: Mrs. Isabel Eccle-
stone MacKay and Mrs. Virna
Sheard in poetry; Miss Marshall
Saunders and Mrs. Lucy M. Mont-
gomery Maedonald in romantic fic-
tion; Miss Laura Muntz and Miss
Florence Carlyle in painting; Lady
Ross (née Peel) and Miss Katherine
Wallis in sculpture; Mrs. Gena
Branscombe Tenny in musical com-
position; Miss Marjory MacMurchy

in literary eriticism; Miss Jean Gra-
ham in literary journalism; Miss
Kathleen Parlow in instrumental vir-
tuosity ; Dr. Eliza Ritchie in con-
structive metaphysics; Dr. Helen
MacMurchy in scientific humanitar-
ianism; Miss Margaret Anglin in
drama; Miss Christie MacDonald in
light opera; Mme. Edvina in grand
opera; Mrs. Adam Beck in adroit
sportsmanship and in social leader-
ship. These are but a very few of
the names of the Canadian women
who, within a decade, have given
distinetion not only to their own sex,
but also to Canadian culture and
civilisation.

In coneclusion: I should be an un-
worthy countryman of these Cana-
dian women, if out of all the philos-
ophy and criticism which have pre-
ceded, I could not bring forth some
constructive principle or verity for
the ideal evolution and enhancement
of social life in Canada. I shall state
these principles in the form of pro-
positions, as follows:

The crux of a civilisation 1s not
the mere social and political dignity
of its women, but, be this equal or
unequal with that of its men, and de-
spite either condition, the types of
women of genmius it breeds and sus-
tains;

The greater the mumber of types
of women of genius, and the finer
the quality of the feminine genius, in
each succeeding age of a given coun-
try, the soomer will its civilisation
reach perfection of intellectual, aes-
thetic, social, and spiritual life.

To any man who objects that I am
mistaking a symptom, sign, or coin-
cident for a vera causa, I reply that
in whatever ages or epochs women of
genius, whether in our modern philis-
tine view they may be regarded as
paragons of moral virtue or not, were
freely allowed to develop and express
their innate individuality and varia-
tional tendencies, civilisation in those
times was notable for its relative
social and spiritual perfection. He
who reads the history of the Orient,
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of Greece and Rome, and even of
England, with critical insight, will
observe that civilisation rose to a
high estate and fell to a low estate
with the rise and the passing of wo-
men of genius. And naturally so; for
to the student of anthropology and
of comparative psychology it is plain
that woman is more precocious than
man, more rapid in vital and spirit-
ual growth, and more quick and
keen or subtle in the perception of
essential values; and that, therefore,
to let woman freely develop and ex-
press both her personality and her
individuality is to increase, refine,
and enhance the quality of civilisa-
tion.

Evolutionally viewed, the physical
supremacy of man may be allowed
to count only for as much as it is
worth in ecivilisation, Woman’s na-
tive precocity, finer organisation,
keener perceptions of values, and
more rapid development, entitle her
individuality to the maximum of free-
dom and opportunity for the fullest
growth and self-expression. Thus we
derive this fundamental verity: The
masculine and the feminine elements
in humankind, and in -civilisation,
must be not only allowed, but also
assisted, to develop and express them-
selves equally, according to the in-
dividuality and variational ten-
dencies of each. So shall they evolve

and conserve a single spiritual eco-
nomy; and in that economy, with
the masculine and the feminine con-
stantly converging towards the line
or level of each other (see pp.244-5),
the peculiar sensitiveness of woman
to beauty of thought, sentiment, and
conduet, and her genius for love,
faith, and spiritual aspiration, will
always be found to be the subtler
and more pervasive constructive
agencies in enhancing mundane ex-
istence.

In all that I have said in this es-
say there must be some elements of
over-fervid or over-positive state-
ment; but that is a human, not a
logical, fault; and, logically viewed,
my philosophical and ecritical prin-
ciples are not to be gainsaid. When,
then, I think of the rude, narrow,
churlish pioneer life out of which the
splendid, virile, clean civilisation of
Canada to-day has evolved, and when
I recall the noble part which Cana-
dian women have taken in the mak-
ing of that civilisation, I am over-
come with admiration, and I find no
language adequate to express my ad-
miration of them, save that fine and
gallant metaphor of my French-
speaking countryman, who signalised
their self-poise and beauty and
charm under the apt figure, ‘“‘Ces
étoiles du mord’’—those fair--shining
Stars of the True North.

To the February Number Dr. Logan will contribute a critical essay en-
titled ‘A Decade of Canadian Poetry.”’
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FATE'S DICTA

By MARY CORNELL

EHOLD me bent and grazed, confined and old,
A sorry prisoner in a sorry jail,
Bending on hopes and dreads, now past and gone,
And on the miseries cooped with me here,
More sombreness of mind than would have once
Sufficed to make me honoured among men.
For T had thoughts, ideals and mighty aims;
Withal a steadiness and strength of limb,
That had my being constantly maintained
Its loftiest poise and held its rod of state,
Might have accomplished—well, enough at least
To let me sink down peace ful to my grave.
But there’s a hiteh, a something that will comé
In unprepared moments, or, prepared,
Will swoop within its overpowering toils
The state of preparation clear away ;
A dizziness of nature that, taking sway,
Allows untutored passions to command
The walls of reasoned purpose built within,
Wall carefull up-wrought so many days.
I longed, I sought, I struggled into light,
The heights about were frowning silver flame,
I felt the deep blue dancing at my feet,
I could have bent and painted on the sky;
And then again some tricking bodkins point
Would prick the spleen, and earth come thundering back.
Is there no hope for man who climbs and falls?
Who builds and builds through years his rounds of towers,
To but behold within a single night
A silly breath the structure sweep away ?
Tell me no more of fate our hands can curl!
"Tis from without come those great coils of light
That make us blessed and strong in God’s bright hours;
And from without demoniac fingers pinch
The glory to infinites’mal size.
I know mnot whether most to ery the good
To Heaven’s shining throne, or to shunt down
To Hades all the failure and the blight.
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ALL that glitters in Bernard Shaw

the dramatist may not be
gold, but no one is less deceived in
the quantity of alloy than Shaw him-
self. In fact, the real critic of Shaw
is Shaw. For among all his eritics—
and they are legion—none is such a
master of the critic’s eraft, the tech-
nique of it and the spirit of it, as
Shaw himself. The proof of it lies in
all that Shaw has written about him-
self—written with perfect artistic de-
tachment and with such lucidity that
he who runs may read. It was prov-
ed in “How He Lied to Her Hus-
band,’’ a play which he wrote to lam-
bast one of his own plays, because a
fool public had insisted on sentimen-
talising over it.

Shaw’s latest work, however,
“Fanny’s First Play’’—a comedy of
scintillating wit and characteristic
whimsicality—goes all these eritical
examinations one better, giving us in
the same picture Shaw the dramatist,
Shaw the critic, and Shaw the eritie
of dramatic criticism.

British middle-class narrow-mind-
edness, snobbery and hypoerisy are
as usual the familiar butts of Shaw’s
ridicule. But the keenest edges of
his satire are reserved for the dra-
matie eritics. For them he has in-
vented the most brilliant episode in
the play. For them he mounts his
jester’s throne with a mental agil-
ity and nimbleness of wit that leaves
his purpose wholly undisguised—
if anything so deliciously whim-
sical ean be ecalled purpose.

The form of the play is also more
or less an innovation. This was
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necessary. In the introduction, the
father of a young authoress, who
has written a play, has invited down
to his country house the London eri-
ties, in order to get a fair judgment
of his daughter’s work. The play
follows, and then an epilogue, in
which the London erities are per-
mitted to air their opinions of its
merits. The form, therefore, while
not strietly a play within a play,
provides a beginning and an end
that lie outside the progress of the
story.

The play proper, concerns two
middle-class English families—G@Gil-
bey and Knox — into whose re-
spectable homes no breath of scan-
dal has entered. The heads of the
two families are partners in busi-
ness, and the wives, are intimate
friends. Twice a week they dine at
each other’s table, so they are as-
sured, as Mrs. Gilbey says, of two
nights of pleasure each week. They
are looking forward to a still closer
alliance of their social, religious and
business interests in the marriage of
Bobby Gilbey and Margaret Knox.

In the first act it develops that
Bobby, who has been missing for a
fortnight, has spent that period in
jail, the result of a spree, with a
young woman of the Music Halls,
“Darling Dora’”” by name, who
comes to get money from the father
to bail him out. In the second act
Margaret returns from a similar
period of incarceration, accompanied
by a lieutenant in the French navy.
From this point, the play leaps in-
to humorous complications, Bobby
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pairing off with ‘‘Darling Dora™
and Margaret with the Gilbeys’ but-
ler, who turns out to be the brother
of a Duke.

This picture of the middle-class
English home, into which new ideas
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of progress—our own times of agita-
tion and reform—are introduced by
the son of one house and the daugh-
ter of another, is delicious. To those
who know the atmosphere of middle-
class England and its respects for
tracdition, the horror of the two es-
timable couples for their unregen-
erate children is the acme of whim-
sical humour. That these bright
young blades had both spent a fort-
night in jail and did not lose a wink
of sleep over it was too much for
the deadly respeetability of the pros-
perous tradesmen. It was the end
of all things, the deluge, and swept
the pillars clean from under the
house. That the heroine was in love
with the butler would have complet-
ed the wreck had it not been for the
discovery of his noble lineage.

There is also not a form of drama
which Mr. Shaw has not burlesqued
in this his latest play. We have the
melodramatic father, threatening to
cast off his daughter, forgiving her
when the religious mother declares
she will go out with her, then im-
ploring her on bended knees not to
bring dishonour to his gray hairs by
telling the world her adventures.
From burlesque the author advances
to the most acrobatic farce, with the
heroine throwing her affianced on
the table and mauling him in true
athletic style. The epilogue, already
referred to, is most delicious fooling
with all the questions of the stage
and its erities.

Naturally, Mr. Shaw knows just
what to make his erities say. He
himself followed the gentle art of
damning plays for many years and
proved himself a past master in the
profession. The four ecrities called
upon to deliver their opinion to the
doting father, provide Mr. Shaw
with a means to expose the weak-
ness of the eritical attitude. One
critic refuses to commit himself un-
til he hears the name of the author,
another accuses Granville Barker of
having written the play; Barrie is
exonerated because the play does not
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end happily, and so on. Then, of
course, there are the inevitable plati-
tudes of criticism, among them the
popular wheeze whether it is really
a play, all of which the author varies
with -consummate brilliancy. Never,
in fact, has he exhibited greater vir-
tuosity and variety in his wit.

Mr. Alfred Sutro’s new play,
““The Perplexed Husband,”’ lightly
satirises certain phases of the femin-
ist movement with its platitudes of
sex equality, spiritual development
and other popular foibles of half-
baked disciples. The opportunities
of such material are self-evident,
and Mr. Sutro has skilfully woven
them into a comedy of rare charm,
entertaining in the writing, and
while lacking the rollicking action
of a French farce, has that deft-
ness of touch which we ordinavi'y
associate with the best writers of this
form.

A distinet literary flavour, touch-
ed with the smartness of a London
drawing-room, suggests the social ut-
mosphere of the piece. Thomas Pell-
ing, a normal, average man, returns
home from a long trip to find his
pretty and rather insipid little wife
in the toils of a philosophic fakir and
an aggressive suffragette with a
““ipission’’ to her suffering sister-
hood. Mrs. Pelling, in her husband’s
absence, had been to see that con-
venient old trouble-maker for dra-
matists, Ibsen’s ‘“A Doll’s House.”’
Under the spell of the play and the
spiritual guidance of her femininist
friend, the little wife began to re-
gard herself as another Nora in an-
other Doll’s house. Here the old de-
vice of execiting jealousy—accepting
the creed of the false prophets at
its face value, and awaiting results
—is adopted, But the freshness of
the invention in handling a familiar
motive is one of the plays greatest
charms. The ‘‘remedy,’’ suggested
by a very wise, matter-of-fact sis-
ter, is a discharged stenographer, a
young woman who worships ‘‘beau-
ty,”” who dreams of Greek statuary
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and is a lover of Swinburne and
Browning. ‘‘It is a very beautiful
desire,’” she execlaims, ‘‘for you to
be trying to get back this beautiful
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wife.””  To her, whatever is beauti-
ful is good, and vice versa. She had
been an artist’s model, but forsook
her profession because the paintings
were bad. In contrast, also, to the
extremely  emancipated  doetrines
about her, she ventures the opinion
that woman is to man like moonlight
reflected on the waters. So hand-in-
hand with the husband, she works
for the wife’s redemption. It comes
in the third aet, with a passionate
kiss full on the vestal lips of the
erect beauty. Mrs. Pelling, for some
reason, suddenly relents, renounces
the ‘““movement’’ and throws herself
into her husband’s arms.

John Drew, in the character of a
well-groomed Englishman, the cen-
tral figure in an English comedy, is
a familiar sight. He acts in that
easy way which his audiences know
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and admire. But our real interest
lies in apparently subordinate char-
acters which cirele round him. ““The
Perplexed Husbhand’’ has just enough
seriousness to give point to its
humour and the lesson is driven
home in the skilfully drawn and ad-
mirably conlrasting types of femin-
inity. These are all admirably por-
trayed. Margaret Watson, as the
martyrdom-seeking suffragist. Alice
John, the normal, sensible type of
woman who keeps an even keel. Nina
Sevening, the little -half-baked, sen-
timental wife with no sense of values,
and, most admirable of all, Mary
Boland, a worshipper of the beau-
tiful, whose own work econtinues
steadily to advance in beauty.
The ‘‘Mind-the-Paint-Girl’’ is not
worthy of Pinero at his best. It is
highly artificial in construetion,
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theatrical in subject and theatric in
expos‘tion. And the undercurrent
of real humanity that runs thronga
his earlier play of the theatre, is
strangely lacking in this. The theme,
in faet, seems no longer to the taste
of the titled playwright. His text
is the improvement of the aristo-
cracy through marriage with mem-
bers of the chorus and music halls.
But in spite of his knight’s armour
—or because of it—he fights the bat-
tle of his heroine very timidly. Shaw,
of course, would have made the mar-
riage of young Lord Farncombe and
Lily Paradell a mésalliance for the
chorus lady. True, Lily’s mother
suggests this viewpoint when she ex-
claims, ‘‘Just think what you are
doing for the haristocracy.””  But
Pinero permits the marriage only
after Lily has proved herself un-
spotted as the snow on the virginist
peak of the Alps. In faet, the worst
that ean be said for the chorus lady
is that she is plebeian in origin, has
a spicy temper and that her mother
drops her aspirates. Pinero makes
Farncombe forgive all these things.
give her the benefit of the doubt
even when appearances are dead
against her—for instance, the inter-
ruption of their love interview by
an old admirer, who enters the flat
with a pass key. But the burden of
protecting aristocracy against itself
is put on Lily’s white shoulders all
the way through. She urges on
Farncombe her humble origin, his
duty to posterity, and finally pre-
sents him with an exhibition of her
temper that will surely disillusion-
ise him. Lily’s confession, however,
has no such effect—how could it
have without making Farncombe the
smallest kind of cad—not even when
she calls one admirer a ‘‘damned
coward’’ and another a ‘‘pig.”’

The story is too thin to make its
telling in detail worth while. The
heroine is herself a beautiful butter-
fly, impaled on the boards of a Lon-
don Musical Show. The daughter of
a small groeer, she is at the zenith of
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In ““ The Master of the House"
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A scene from ** Oh! Ohl Delphine "

her success as the leading actress of
the Pandora Theatre when the play
begins. All that life ean offer the
beautiful, talented young heroine,
her admirers are laying at her feet.
Among them are the youthful Farn-
combe and a certain Captain Jeyes,
who has resigned his career in the
army for her sake and is hanging
about like a faithful dog. She wav-
ers between the two, but in the end
capitulates to the youthful viseount’s
urgings.

The first two aets are spent in
carefully sketehing in the characters,
aetion being withheld until the third
act, which rises suddenly to emo-
tional intensity. This is the scene of
the visecount’s pleading, interrupted
by the insanely jealous captain, with
the practical proof of Lily’s fright-
ful temper, already referred to, and
from which she almost faints in
shame and humiliation. The love
story is prettily set in an atmos-
phere of careless gaiety, and Billie
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Burke as the reigning beauty of the
Pandora is all that heart eould de-
sire or the most exacting artistie re-
quirements demand of the part. Pin-
ero may have disappointed us, but
Miss Burke has been a delightful
surprise.

Is Graham Moffatt a one-play
writer? And is ‘“‘Bunty’’ the com-
plete and final expression of his gen-
ius? These are quite mnatural
thoughts on viewing his new play,
‘“A Scrape o’ the Pen.”” Again are
the naiveté of Scotch character, the
vestiture and village life of Scotland
set forth for our beguilement. Like
‘‘Bunty,”” too, the play is episodie,
depending for its entertainment on
separate scenes rather than on the
dramatiec narrative. The most ap-
pealing of these, and one of the best
comedy situations seen in a long
time, is a Bible reading seene, with a
loving but wrangling husband con-
seientiously reading from the long
chapter of ‘‘begats,”” while his wife
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Leading lady with John Drew,

sits bored and impatient for the
verses to come. A skilful transition
from comedy to pathos also oceurs in
this scene, when the two old people,
left alone by the rest of the house-
hold, begin to talk of their children
(their begots). Here a human chord
is reached that dominates the other
elements of the play. It is in such
touches and the handling of such
scenes that the echarm of ““A Serape
o’ the Pen’’ lies. TFor the thread of
plot that runs through the little piece
is more slender even than ‘‘Bunty’s.”’

Farmer Inglis has a son who took
in Scotch marriage one Jean Low-
ther. He immediately deserted her,
going to South Africa to make his
fortune, while she in turn finds an-
other husband. Her lack of faith in
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BOLAND

in ** The Perplexed Husband'

the departed Alee had been influenec-
ed by his earlier betrayal of another
girl. When Alee eventually returns
to Honeyneuk he is confronted by
the question whether he shall allow
Jean to dwell in peace with her
later husband. The only proof of
his marriage to Jean is a bit of pa-
per (a scrape o’ the pen) now in pos-
session of the old ecouple. Tle makes
the sacrifice after a struggle with
himself, destroys the evidence, and
makes restitution to the earlier ob-
jeet of his affection, who has mean-
while, with her child, and Alee’s,
taken up life with Jean.

The verisimilitude of the farm kit-
chen, and of the carefully drawn
characters that pass in review, is
most convineing.
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The assassination scene in William Faversham's all-star production of ** Julius Caesar’

Showing from left to right : TYRONE POWER, ARTHUR ELLIOTT, FULLER MELLISH,
BERTON CHURCHILL, and FRANK KEENAN

““Milestones,”” by Arnold Bennett
and Edward Knoblaueh, was the dra-
matic novelty of London last secason
and has been brought to America in
its entirety. The underlying idea of
the play is the eternal struggle be-
tween the old order and the new, be-
tween the spirit of progress and con-
servatism. The story of this uncon-
ventional play covers three genera-
tions of one family, told in three aects
and covering a period of fifty-two
vears. The first act takes place in
1860. The question of iron as a sub-
stitute for wood in ship-building has
divided the old firm of Sibley, Rhead
and Sibley. John Rhead, who sees
farther into the future than his part-
ners, breaks with the firm. Where-
upon Sibley refuses his consent to his
daughter’s marriage with Rhead, and
Gertrude Rhead breaks off her en-
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gagement with another Sibley. The
next aet, in 1885, finds John Rhead
grown conservative and taking the
same stand as old Sibley twenty-five
vears before. Steel has come to re-
place iron, and Rhead’s daughter
wants to marry a steel inventor.
Rhbead refuses and the daughter mar-
ries otherwise. The third act takes
place at the present time, with the
daughter, now a widow, refusing to
allow her daughter to marry a rising
engineer, who wants to move to Can-
ada. The three separate romances in
each act are similar, and the action
repeats itself several times. But the
playwrights handle their subject with
such deftness and variety that no
anti-climaxes occur, while the deli-
cate touches of sentiment soften the
sterner moments of conflict. As a
problem play, ‘‘Milestones’ proves
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nothing, and the poetic ending sends
one home satisfied but not convinced.
But as a series of striking episodes,
showing human nature in some of its
characteristic perverseness, the play
is a powerful document, succeeding
by sheer force of its truth and sim-
plicity. Acting of a rare order marks
the produetion, with the variety,
make-up, manner and characterisa-
tion that only a London company at
its best can bring to such a task.
“‘Milestones’’ cannot be too highly
commended to the diseriminating
playgoer.

The Little Theatre enters on the
second season of its endeavour after
the finer things in drama, with a pro-
duction of ‘‘The Affairs of Anatol,”’
by the drilliant Viennese author Ar-
thur Schnitzler. This is not a play
in the ordinary sense, but a series of
five independent episodes in the ama-
tory adventures of a modern Don
Juan. These episodes are entirely
unrelated to one another except by
the personality of the hero, and the
man friend who performs the ser-
vices of an explanatory chorus.

In the original, the piece has no
doubt many qualities which, in de-
ference to our prudishness, have been
modified in the English adaptation.
At least its aims to be smart, flippant,
eynical, and delightfully indecorous
must have been more successful in
the Continental version, for abroad
the piece is said to have been vastly
popular. The name of Mr. Gran-
ville Barker, as translator, is suffi-
cient guarantee that the literary
qualities have been successfully pre-
served. The main idea is at least
original and permits five pretty and
attractive actresses to occupy the
stage in turn. Miss Marguerite
Clark impersonates a sweet ingenue
type; Miss Gail Kane, a robust volup-
tuousness; Doris Keane, an amusing
type of chorus lady with an inordin-
ate appetite; Miss Isabella Lee, a
“‘real lady’’—as evidenced by her
tantrums when Anatol succumbs to
his own fate in marriage and she is
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left in the lurch—and a might-have-
been coquette, played with diseretion
by Miss Katherine Emmett. Mr. John
Barrymore as the Anatol in these
“‘affairs’’ must have missed a good
deal of the subtlety of Schnitzler’s
character. His performance is easy
and smooth, but lacks variety in its
total achievement and suggests little
beyond a healthy chap with an inor-
dinate fondness for the other sex.

‘““The Attack,”” by Henri Bern-
stein, in which Mr. John Mason is
“‘starred,’’ derives its title from the
experience of a French senator whose
political enemies have discovered a
disereditable episode in his early
career. How to maintain his political
leadership and at the same time keep
from the woman he loves facts which
the threatened exposure would make
common property, provides the dra-
matic theme. He sets about first to
conquer his enemies and then make
a clean breast of the episode.

In spite of the theme and author-
ship, ‘‘The Attack’’ is neither stir-
ring nor sensational. In fact, it con-
tains much more talk than action ’
throughout, and the last act is prac-
tically a monologue, in which the
hero tells the woman, very quietly
and dramatically, his life’s story, of
the privations that caused him to
yield to temptation, and through
what sacrifices and pain he succeed-
ed finally in making restitution. This
recital is a great test of an actor’s
power to hold his audience and only
an actor of the authority, force and
splendid diction of Mr. Mason could
have succeeded. Miss Martha Hed-
man, a young Swedish actress, who
has just come to America, has an ex-
cellent stage presence, and proved
effective in the role of the woman.

Coming to native American plays,
three at least of the tried dramatists
of other years have had disastrous
experiences in this. Edward Knob-
lauch, author of ‘‘Kismet’’ and ‘‘The
Faun,”’ failed with ‘‘Discovering
America,’”’ bringing Mr. Lewis Wal-
ler’s second season in New York to
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an early close. Mr. George Broad-
hurst came a cropper in his new
farce, ‘‘Just Like John’’; while the
dean of American playwrights, Mr.
Augustus Thomas, met a similar fate
with ‘“The Model.”’

But if the veterans have had re-
verses, and if English and foreign
drama dominates the boards, both in
quantity and artistic excellence, one
of the younger American play-
wrights, Mr. Bayard Veiller, has
scored the overwhelming popular sue-
cess of the season in a mnew play,
““Within the Law.”’ This is the most
thrilling plot play produced here for
a long time. The structure is intri-
cate and firm, there are breathless
moments of suspense and surprise,
and the basic theme is timely in the
extreme. The play amounts to a
vigorous arraignment of our entire
legal system. The iniquities of our
police methods are attacked. And
what is called ‘‘justice’’ in the legal
jargon is proved to have little or no
basis in equity. It seethes with re-
volt against social eonditions which
make these and other things possible.

The heroine, Mary Turner, is a
shop girl employed in a department
store at six dollars a week. She is
accused unjustly of a theft and, de-
spite her innocence, the attorney for
her employer, Edward Gilder, is able
to secure a conviction. The question
of guilt or innocence is a minor mat-
ter with the store owner. He needs
to make an example and does it. Be-
fore going to prison the girl has the
opportunity to deliver a ringing
tirade against department store life
—the long hours and low wages furn-
ishing the precise conditions on
which, in her mind, white slavery
thrives.

By the end of her term, the hero-
ine has conceived a fixed fanatical
idea of avenging herself on both the
employer and the system that have
been responsible for her downfall.
She gathers about her a little band
of former conviets and ecrooks,
teaches them to make money dishon-
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estly—without technical violations of
the law, however—and is soon in pos-
session of the power that capital
brings. To wipe out the personal
grudge against her old employer, she
lures his son into a clandestine mar-
riage with her.

In order to break up the gang.
against whose operations they have
hitherto been powerless, the police
finally resort to a trap to catch one
of its members in an overt violation
of the law, A ‘‘stool pigeon’’ is em-
ployed to tempt him into a robbery
of Gilder’s house. Mary happens
quite naturally to be in her father-
in-law’s house with her husband at
the time set for springing the trap.
When the gangster discovers that his
supposed pal is a police tool he shoots
him dead and hands the smoking
pistol to Mary’s husband. When the
police arrive and find the dead body
on the floor, Mary explains that her
husband has shot him. As the dead
intruder was a burglar the killing
is ‘‘within the law.”’

The last act furnishes proof of
Mary’s innocence of the original
crime, and she is free to commence
life on a new basis with a husband
she has grown to love. Jane Cowl
plays the heroine with telling effect,
while IFlorence Nash contributes a
character part of photographic fidel-
ity.

Miss Alice M. Bradley’s ‘‘The Gov-
ernor’s Lady,’”’ another substantial
success of the season, must also by
virtue of the author’s established resi-
dence here and the pronouncedly
American quality of the play, be in-
cluded in the American list. Miss
Bradley is, however, unmistakably
English and a sister of Mrs. Madeline
Lucette Riley, author of one of
Forbes Robertson’s successes, ‘‘Mice
and Men.”” The highly sympathetic
interpretation of American life and
character presented in ‘‘The Gover-
nor’s Lady’’ proves how well the
author has absorbed the spirit of her
adopted country.

A husband risen from poverty to
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wealth and influence, with keen poli-
tical and social ambitions; the wife
who shared his humble beginnings,
left behind in the social march, pro-
vide the dramatic conflict that wages
through four acts of the play. The
conclusion leaves the question of re-
sponsibility still in the air and only
proves that the world is still ruled
by sentiment. Dan Slade and his
wife have begun life together twenty
years before in a Western state. The
wheel of fortune has finally turned
in their favour and when the play
opens, Slade has built himself a
stately mansion in his native city,
and is aspiring to be governor of his
State. The simple-minded wife, ill
at ease in the palatial setting, views
with deeper terror the forthcoming
social functions, which she has nei-
ther the taste nor inclination to
guide. Just as this juncture Slade
becomes acquainted with the bril-
liant and politically ambitious daugh-
ter of Senator Strickland. She has
all the graces of eduecation and social
experience which will help Slade’s
ambition, and he decides to divorce
the wife and marry her. Mrs. Slade
retires to the simple cottage on the
outskirts of the town where the early
years of their struggling life had
been passed. Here a scene is arrang-
ed between the two women. Con-
fronted by the homely appeal of Mrs.
Slade’s character the ambitious girl
soon breaks down, renounces Slade
and decides to marry a young law-
yer to whom she had formerly been
engaged. Slade enters at this point
and perceiving the turn affairs have
taken, attempts a reconciliation with
his wife, which she stubbornly re-
fuses to consider. With this scene
the drama proper ends. But an epi-
logue has been added with its scene
laid in a Child’s restaurant, where
the couple meet by accident two
years later and are melted into a re-
coneiliation.

The play is admirably staged, with
all that fidelity to detail for which
the Belasco productions are famous.
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The cast is also one of the most cap-
able seen in a long time. Emmet Cor-
rigan invests the character of Slade
with his customary force and au-
thority ; Gladys Hanson provides a
handsome and skilful portrait of Miss
Strickland, and Emma Dunn, as Mrs.
Slade, contributes a characterisation
that confirms her position among our
best emotional actresses.

““Little Women’’ in the dramatised
version, offers something of a coun-
terpart to ‘‘Milestones,” among the
American offerings. ¥ach dwells on
old scenes, old sentiments, old faiths;
each conveys a sense of far-off things,
each is a sweet, a lovely, a welcome
thing. But in ‘‘Little Women’* there
is no conflict between old and new.
0Old Conecord, with its sitting-rooms
adorned with flowered wallpaper,
quaint old prints and snug with cosy
corners and cushions, is a picture of
New England content. In one of
these, the March house, we have the
scene of Jo’s first literary efforts,
with a passage or two of stress, Mr.
March ill in Washington, Mrs. March
hurrying away to nurse him, Aunt
Marsh blustering in and out, and de-
claring she would not supply the
funds—and then leaving a bank book
and check book behind as she hurries
off. Later there are the general re-
joicings when the tomboy author has
her first story published, even though
it was in the abominable ‘‘Spread
Eagle.”’

This stage version of Miss Olcott’s
classic for girls, shows a good selee-
tive scene on the part of the drama-
tist. Not all the book has been
brought to the stage, of course, but a
surprisingly complete sense of it is
created, with the first act bringing
the incident of Jo’s sacrifice of her
beautiful hair; the second, Meg's love
affair with John, to which there is a
happy conclusion in spite of Jo’s
strenuous objections; the third, a ten-
der suggestion of the days of mother-
hood. The final episodes are carried
forward in a truly beautiful seene,
the apple orchard at Plumfield, on a
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golden afternoon. The make-up, cos-
tumes and atmosphere of the play all
seem exactly right, the production
on the whole visualising the book, the
characters and the period with en-
tire satisfaction.

Two successful farces of the sea-
son, ‘‘Little Miss Brown,’’ by Philip
Bartholomae, and ‘‘Ready Money,’’
by James Montgomery, also sub-
seribe  to  American  authorship.
‘‘Ready Money,”’ the most entertain-
ing of the year, humorously postu-
lates the theory that to make money
it is not necessary to have money. It
is only necessary to make people
think you have it. The hero is down
to his last quarter, when a counter-
feiting friend, with the above phil-
osophy, suggests the expedient of
flashing fifty, one-thousand-dollar
counterfeit bills in the presence of
his friends. This they at once ac-
cept as tangible evidence of the sue-
cess of certain mining properties in
which he is interested, with the re-
sult that whereas before he could not
get capital enough to develop the
mine, his friends are now tumbling
over each other to buy shares. For-
tunately a rich vein of gold is dis-
covered and the investors reap their
reward. There are a number of
humorous twists and complications,
and at one point the farce ascends to
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the mood of melodrama. Mr. Wil-
liam Courtney is hero both in the cast
and in the acting.

On account of their number and
variety, extended review of many
really worthy offerings must be de-
ferred. ‘‘The Daughter of Heaven,'’
for instance, Pierre Loti’s gorgeously
spectacular Chinese play at the Cen-
tury Theatre. ‘‘Broadway Jones,’’ a
serious effort in playwrighting and
acting, which even his most ardent
admirers had not credited to that
former hero of youthful precocity,
George M. Cohan, Then in musical
comedy efforts, we have ‘‘The Merry
Countess,”’ dripping with melody,
and one of the most important in
years; ‘‘The Count of Luxembourg’’
and ‘‘Oh, Oh, Delphine,”’ both of
them gay, tuneful and pretty.

The noble efforts of Sothern and
Marlowe to present Shakespeare in a
worthy manner have been supple-
mented in two directions. The fail-
ure of ‘‘Discovering America’’ gave
Mr. Waller an opportunity to appear
for a short season in his famous pre-
sentation of Henry V., while Mr. Wil-
liam Faversham’s sumptuous produe-
tion of ‘‘Julius Caesar,”” with a nct-
able cast, including such names as
Tyrone Power, Fuller Mellish and
Julie Opp, will long be remembered
with gratitude.

WINTER IN CANADA

By J. C. M. DUNCAN

SPIRIT of winter, breathe thou thro’ my song,
I sing not to uphbraid as some have sung,

Nor lift I up the puny pipes of scorn

Against the utterance of thine iron tongue.

I am thy child; I boast that I was born

Upon thy threshold, and have drunk thy wine,

And in thy wilds been nurtured and made strong,

To match my strength with thine.

Season of quickening joys and sharp delights,
They love thee best who meet thee face to face,
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In thine own fields, and on thy channelled heights,
Or on the shining floors of open space

Breast thine assaults, and shun

The shelter’d skirmish for the open raid,

And take into their blood the draughts of sun,
That add a biting lustre to thy blade.

Sternest of all that serve the sun’s own moods,

Yet most we love thee when thou dost unfold

Thy majesty in storms that put to rout

The hills and fields and woods;

When day, like a lost star, is whirled about,

And the old earth rocks and reels,

With the mad skies at its heels,

O then our spirits grow strong as thine grows bold.

Yet art thou rich in days of perfect peace,

And sometimes gentle in thy moods as May;

Thy mornings rise like mirrors that draw down

Out of the heavens the crystal depths of day,

Day that still gathers light with its decrease,

Till hill, and field, and town,

In all the many colour’d splendours shine,
Wherewith the sun doth pave the path of his decline.

The silver flutes of Summer at thy breath

Grew mute, and the last flower

Took from thy lips the icy kiss of death;

The roving tides stood still when thou didst set
Thy foot upon them in an iron hour;

Thy hungry wolf-winds out of East and North
Glutted themselves, and do not now forget

The feast of plenty in the autumn bower,
Blaring thy martial music they go forth,

Where long the heart of Summer hath lain dead,
And the last song to Autumn’s ear was lost;

A milder musie hast thou too, instead.

The many myriad sparkling bells of frost,

That ring their crisp chimes to the passing tread.
And when the sun abandons thee to night

Under the weaving spell of star and moon,

The dews of thy white spirit are shed and spun
Into frore flowers and foliage, steeped in light,
That are before the clear unshadow’d noon,
Regather’d to the garden of the sun.

They know not thee who cannot comprehend
Thy spirit in all its moods of ealm and stress,
Nor to what purpose all thy strivings tend,

For thou dost minister to the rounded year

In things that lead to blessing and to bless;

And they who doubt shall understand at length,
Thy vestiture is woven of hope, not fear.

And thy true gifts are life, and joy, and strength.
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THE ATLANTIC CROSSING OF SIXTY YEARS ACO

BY BRAIN

HENEVER a paragraph ap-
pears about Lord Strathcona
it is safe to say that it will mention
the fabulous number of times he has
crossed the Atlantic. The writer was
reminded of this the other day when
he came across a little old book in
which there was much practical ad-
vice to those about to cross the At-
lantic sixty years ago.

Toronto, the book speaks of as the
““Capital of Western Canada.”” It
mentions with pride the operation of
a dozen different little lines of rail-
way—the ‘‘Great Western Railway
from Niagara to Detroit . tra-
versing the most fertile parts of West-
ern Canada.”” It makes many fore-
casts of the future of the country,
but in them the prairies have no
place. Railways from coast to coast,
farms where the Hudson Bay flag
fluttered over lonely forts, orchards
in the virgin valleys of the Rockies
were dreams too distant for this very
practical little book to mnotice.

Its timidest forecasts are now so
true that it is diffieult to eredit a
time in which they were not accom-
plished faets. The pictures it draws
and implies of struggle and hardship
read like somewhat overstated fietion.
Few works of fiction or even of his-
tory could give an idea so graphie
of the trials of our fathers and grand-
fathers as this little ‘‘Canadian Set-
tler’s Guide,”’ published in Toronto
fifty-five years ago.

The advice to intending emigrants
with reference to the voyage is part
of the ‘‘considerable enlargement’’ of

210

BELLASIS

the seventh edition of the little book
and is extracted from another work.
It guides the emigrant from the mo-
ment of his arrival in Liverpool till
he sets foot in New York or Mont-
real.

First it directs the emigrant to be
particularly careful in his choice of
a ship. It must have bulwarks at
least six feet high at the side of the
outside deck. It should have only
one sleeping deck, and the emigrant
must be careful that ‘‘you not only
can walk upright on this deck, but
that it is at least seven feet from the
deck above.”’

Having chosen a ship which ful-
fills the ideal conditions, he is direct-
ed to be very careful whom he em-
ploys to show him to a shipping of-
fice—the ‘‘poor man’s picture gal-
lery’’ on the boardings seldom leaves
any need for direction nowadays—
and to ask no questions in the street
since ‘‘each such question may cost
you five or ten shillings or more;”’
the reason being that the worse the
ship the higher the commission paid
to touts to induce emigrants to take
passage thereon.

Then the Guide enumerates ‘‘the
quantity of provisions by British and
American law which each passenger
fourteen years of age gets, or, rather,
is entitled to’’—a significant reserva-
tion—*‘without extra payment,”’ and
details the additional provisions
which the traveller should ecarry with
him.

These it is worth while quoting at
length for the benefit of those who
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grumble at the bill of fare of a mod-
ern liner and who peevishly complain
of the discomforts of a five-day voy-
age. The list is based on ‘‘my voy-
age in the ‘Washington’ from Liver-
pool to New York, which oeccupied
thirty-seven days.”’

““Wheaten flour, 114 stone, 6 Ibs.
bacon, 214 Ibs. butter, a 4-lb. loaf
hard-baked, 14 1b. tea, 2 lbs. brown
sugar, salt, soap, and baking powder.
These extra provisions cost 10s 6d.
I consider them to be plenty, so far
an necessary articles are concerned.
A ham, a cheese, more butter, more
flour, some potatoes and onions, and
in case of children, many little ex-
tras, such as sweet preserves, suet,
raisins, preserved milk, treacle, lem-
ons, ete., would be palatable and de-
sirable additions, particularly during
the first fortnight, until the stomach
gets inured to the motion of the

I il g T
The first fortnight! Ye gods!
¢« T also took the following

articles for the use of myself and
messmate—of the commonest kind
quite good enough for so temporary
a purpose. Tin water can, hook
sancepan or boiler, frying pan, tin
dish or wash basin, tin kettle, tin tea
or coffee-pot, tin plate (deep so as not
to spill easy), pint mug, knife, fork
and spoon, treacle can, barrel and
padlock to hold provisions, small
calico bags to hold ship’s weekly flour,
oatmeal, rice, biscuits, tea and sugar,
towels and rubbers, blankets, rug.
sheets. Instead of buying a mattress
it would be better to bring an empty
tick from home and fill it with straw
at Liverpool. . . Families would
do well to take with them a tin slop-
pail, broom and small shovel. Sl

What a picture is sketched in these
simple, seriously written details. Five,
six, seven weeks of makeshift house-
keeping in the North Atlantie.
Crowded in the seven-foot sleeping
deck how many poor emigrants found
that even in a fortnight their stom-
achs did not ‘‘get inured to the mo-
tion of the ship?”’

But another quotation is neces-
sary to complete the picture. It gives
life and movement to an outline
sketched in pots and pans. Says the
guide :

“The weak among my readers
should be careful to select, if pos-
sible, a ship in which they are not
required to cook for themselves, but
are engaged to be supplied daily with
enough of cooked provisions. To the
richer passengers who can bribe the
cooks with half ‘a erown, to pretty
women who can coax them with their
smiles, or to strong men who can el-
bow their way with their broad shoul-
ders, such advice is not necessary, as
they have access to the erowded cook-
house at any time, and any number
of times daily ; but the others have to
wait for hours in the wet, or even all
day, to cook a single meal, and the
caprice of the cook seldom allows
them even then to get a meal proper-
ly cooked. They are pushed off to
make way for others till the time al-
lowed for cooking is over, or a storm
arises to prevent it. The want of pro-
perly cooked food especially, and of
proper ventilation, are, I believe, the
principal causes of diarrhcea, dysen-
tery, typhus fever, and cholera on
board ship.”’

Think of the struggling mass of
emigrants around the galley. Brawny
Irish dames, half blarneying, half
fighting their way to the side of the
capricious cooks. Poor ladies of gen-
tle birth standing forlornly on the out-
skirts of the throng, their tin dishes
drooping dispairingly from their
hands. Strong men ruthlessly push-
ing their way through the press and
holding their places at the stove with
threats and blows. Above all lowers
the gray North Atlantic sky; spray
dashes in clouds over the six-foot bul-
wark; the ship lurches, and some
poor unfortunate sprawls across the
wet deck, meat and potatoes splash-
ing into the seuppers with their clang-
ing tin dish in clamorous pursuit.

‘What must it have been like on
the worst of the emigrant ships?
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There were many, until the tardy
law came forward with stringent
regulations and equally stringent en-
forcement of them, which put to sea
crammed with double the number of
people for whom they had accommo-
dation, For days, almost weeks, at
a time they were kept herded in their
suffocating  sleeping decks with
hatehes tightly battered down with
no cooked food at all and very little
fresh water. Truly, the people who
could face the Atlantic passage even
under the best conditions half a cen-
tury ago were of rugged stuff well fit-
ted to withstand the hardships of the
‘“‘Back Country of Addington and
Hastings,”” where the little book ad-
vised them to go.

Some of the advice in the book is
almost as applicable to-day as it was
in the ’fifties. For instance:

‘‘Emigrants should leave the overcrowd-
ed cities on the sea-coast as soon as pos-
sible and go up country, the further the
better, and, leaving the main lines of tra-
vel where emigrants are in each other’s
way, scatter right and left, enquiring for
work on any terms. The propensity of
emigrants to remain about large cities

is very much complained of.’’

The warnings against thieves and
swindlers who prey upon the emi-
grant also have a certain force to-
day.

‘‘Do not listen to any of the numerous
persons saying that they are the agents
of the Government, or of this or that
benevolent society . or telling you
that the ﬁwrlon you are asking for is
dead, or the office closed, and the owners
bankrupt. . . . Be on your guard against
extortionate charges, against the purchase
of false travelling tickets, or payment of
extortionate charges for the conveyance
of ;"ourself and %aggtge into the inter-
ior.

But the latter-day emigrant is pret-
ty well looked after in this respect—
at this end of his journey at any rate
—as well as being fed and housed
and watehed and coddled and made

a good deal more comfortable than
was a first-class passenger of fifty
years ago.

“‘Pins, tape and needles should be
brought, as they take up little room
and are extremely dear in Canada’’
is another pearl of advice—and one,
by the way, which the writer found
an English friend still religiously ad-
hering to only a few months ago.
‘‘Not many dresses or bonnets should
be brought, as the difference of their
style from those worn in Ameriea
may cause them to be laughed out of
use and the money paid for them
will have been wasted.”” There was
reciprocity in fashions between the
United States and Canada in those
days, at any rate.

And there are men still alive (Lord
Strathcona is one of them) to whom
such a little book as the ‘‘Settler’s
Guide’’ was once full of matters of
everyday import and usefulness, It
is difficult for the mind to grasp all
that this means; the ceaseless work
and effort, the never-ending struggle
for improvement, and a struggle still
continuing to-day, even after such a
fifty years of progress.

The emigrant of to-day may read
the ‘‘Settler’s Guide’’ and console
himself for the discomforts of a six-
day passage in a four-berthed cabin
with a spring mattress and four sev-
eral-course meals daily. His forerun-
ner had the following paragraph as
consolation :

‘‘The emigrants of the present day
(fifty years ago) can hardly now meet
with the trials and hardships that were
the lot of those who came to the province
twenty years ago, and these infinitely less
than those who preceded them at a still
earlier period. en I listen, as I often
do, to the experiences of the old settlers
of forty or fifty years’ standing . . .
then my own trials seem to sink into utter
insignificance, and I am almost ashamed
to think how severely they had been
felt.”’
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THE BRISTOL OF YESTERDAY AND TO-DAY

By 1M,
THOUSAND years of shipping
warping to the wharves, ten
centuries of freighters ‘‘entered in”’
and ‘‘cleared out’’! Few ports in
the world, alive and prospering to-
day, can boast the like. Yet Bristol,
a thousand vears a port, does nof
boast of the earlier of these years
when she traded with Ireland,
fought pirates and supplied ships to
fight against France. She is proud
rather of the later years that saw
the inception and realisation of her
constructive work — when ‘‘Ship-
shape and Bristol fashion’’ became

7213
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the standard of maritime efficiency,
and when effort, adventure and dar-
ing created world-fame for her ships
and seamen, and world-markets for
her merchants.

Those were the days of bold enter-
prise and reckless adventure, but no
hope forlorn seemed more hopeless
than the famous expedition of John
Cabot. He who, in command of the
Matthew, with a erew of Bristol
men, dropped down the Bristol River
on the ebbing tide, steered his tiny
craft westward into the unknown,
and maintaining a resolute hope
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HOUSES AND SHOPS OF THE SMALLER BRISTOL MERCHANTS IN PRIVATEERING DAYS

through many storm-tossed weeks,
discovered the mainland of the Am-
erican continent a year before Col-
umbus sighted it.

In trailing the {trackless ocean,
Cabot acquired but sparse knowledge
of the strange land, but his great
definite fact was the proved exist-
ence of a new country and to those
Bristol merchants, a new country
meant a new market. To them dis-
tance was a matter of freight-rate.

They thought of a land beyond the
Atlantie to be peopled by men of their
own race, who should develop the
riches of the country and barter them
for goods shipped by DBristol mer-
chants.  Warfare by land and sea
enerossed their thought and diverted
their attention, but the idea was con-
ceived and fostered. Ever seeking
new markets, they sent a Bristol ex-
pedition under Captain Thomas
Jones to search for the Northwest

Passage which surveyed a consider-
able portion of Hudson Bay; and
Bristol merchants colonised New-
foundland. Bristol became the birth-
place of a British Overseas Domin-
ion, the Cradle of Canada.

The relations of the Port with
North America were created by ad-
venture and maintained by com-
merce; a trading voyage which we
clothe with reckless daring was to
her merchants a matter of Charter-
party and Bills-of-lading.

Those were the days of the Mer-
chant Adventurers, for when hostile
Spain was the world’s maritime pow-
er—when trade routes were unguard-
ed by the White Ensign and when
pirates and privateers swept the
Seven Seas, the export trade neces-
sarily presented adventure and —
choice speculative possibilities. And
certain merchants in KEnglish ports
—rare spirits who combined with

.
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WINDING STREET AND MEDIEVAL HOUSES, BRISTOL

their eommercial instinets the art of They laid their plans, appointed a
“‘taking chances’’—of risking vast commander and backed their judg-
capital in a ‘‘venture’’—Merchant ment, but the success of the venture
Adventurers in name and deed—were and the weight of the dividend lay
not slow to see the opportunities. with the captain.
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One can but admire the judgment Quebec ferry-boat, he disciplined a
which seleeted him, for the succeseful cut-throat ecrew and navigated un-
privateer captain was, perforce, a charted seas. He lay in wait for
man of parts. In a ship the size of a  Spanish admirals and pirates afloat,
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THE PORCH OF A BRISTOL CHURCH

and Spanish soldiers or Indians
ashore—one day ransoming prisoners,
quelling mutinies or exploring the
unknown; the mnext, bartering with
peaceful natives, or plundering the
warlike. Fighting frost-bite in icy
gales off Cape Horn or fever on the
Equator; knowing always that suec-
cess meant profits—and failure—
death, torture, or a life’s labour in
Spanish mines in Peru, but steering
always for the ship or shore which
promised wealth. Tireless, fearless,
resistless, he was soldier and sailor
and commereial traveller, too.

The commeree of past centuries be-
comes the romance of to-day, for ro-
manee rests upon a Port whose wa-
ters have been furrowed by trans-
Atlantic keels for four centuries.
And the thriving commerce of mod-
ern Bristol fails to remove it. If you
doubt it, stand at the top of Christ-

mas Steps. On your right is a pie-
turesque fifteenth-century alms-house,
and before you the street dips and
slopes and curves past houses equal-
ly ancient. A graceful church-spire
springs from a maze of irregular,
many-coloured roofs. Downwards
still farther, the steep slope gives
way to steeper steps and the narrow
street becomes narrower until you
emerge into a winding lane of me-
dieval houses with over-hanging
floors and gables and mullioned win-
dows.

Testimony to shrewd investment
and commerecial opulence are the
quaint alms-houses founded by one,
Colston—a wealthy shipowner of the
fifteenth century—who ‘‘never in-
sured a ship and never lost one,”’
though his vessels earried pilgrims
and freight to the far-off ports of
Spain and Ttaly and Palestine. His
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A BIT OF OLD BRISTOL

coat-of-arms, which you see on the
entrance gates, bears a Dolphin be-
cause ‘‘one of these fish entered a
hole in one of his ships, thus stop-
ping a fatal leak.”’

The tall masts of shipping lead
you to the docks. Yonder group of
old, timbered houses is a survival of
the days when the small merchant
lived over his warehouse. Within a
few feet was the wharf, where ships
from the seven seas discharged his

goods. Overhanging eaves gave pro-
tection from rain, and iron sockets:

held torches for work at night, while
the goods were delivered into the
basement through the door beneath
the shop-window. These houses be-
long to the privateering days when
Bristol merchants organised ‘‘expedi-
tions’’ and when every invoice clerk
and barber had an interest in some
‘“‘venture.””  Nearby, in Queen’s

Square, were the homes of the weal
thy merchants. These opulent houses,
some 250 years old, still stand, the
exteriors unchanged, but within
them, to-day, you find the business
offices of steamship companies, law-
yers, grain brokers, and the like. Not
even the click of the typewriter can
dispel the atmosphere of romance.
For here dwelt Captain Rogers, the
ideal privateersman. In ecommand of
two small ships, the Duke and the
Duchess, equipped by Bristol
‘“merchant-adventurers;’’: he . sailed
from Bristol two centuries ago, and
within the brief space of two years,
he doubled Cape Horn, rescued Alex.
ander Selkirk—the original of Robin-
son Crusoe—stormed Guayaquil and

compelled the Spaniards to ransom
themselves for ‘‘thirty thousand

pieces of eight,’’ and after capturing
various galleons and a Manilla trea-
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IN BRISTOL

sure-ship, returned to England with
$850,000.

Was Captain Rogers satisfied? By
no means. IHe informed his chiefs
that the success and profit might have
been greater, while his friends listen-
ing to his relation of his experiences
could not have failed to notice an
undertone of regret throughout.
There was that disappointing affair
at Guayaquil. The plunder inelud-
ed,.in addition to thirty thousand
pieces of eight, six thousand dollars
in plate and ear-rings, fifteen jars
of oil and 160 jars of ‘‘other liquor,”’
but Captain Rogers explained that
if he had attacked at first he had
great reason to believe that he might
have made two hundred thousand
pieces of eight in ready money. And
again, having eruised about on the
watch for ‘“a French-built ship from

HARBOUR

Panama, richly laden, with a Bishop
abroad,”” he duly captured the ves-
sel, but ““the Bishop was not aboard,
they had set him ashore where they
last touched.”” Who shall measure
the worth of the loss? A ransom, a
Bishop’s ransom, paid promptly by
the faithful.

We can picture him deseribing in
simple sentences the prayers of the
Ships’ Company before attacking the
enemy—the arrival alongside of ‘‘a
Frenech boat laden with five butts of
wine,”” or the capture of a galleon
““‘with Pattereroes all brass,’” while
his statement that his maps, from
the best Spanish manuseripts, were
““taken’’ in the South Seas, must
have seemed almost superfluous. Just
a trace of enthusiasm he displayed
when narrating that Mr. Fry return-
ed quickly with the joyful news that
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CHURCH OF ST. JOHN, BRISTOL

It stood on the old city wall over the gate, and now the street runs through it

the Manilla ship for which he had
waited so long was in sight. DBut
what availed it? This long-waited
““Manilla ship’’ he failed to capture.
Hopelessly outnumbered and out-
gunned, after desperate fighting,
Rogers and his men were compelled
to withdraw. The bitterness of de-
feat was not sweetened for this com-
mercial captain when his prisoners
informed him that ‘‘ it is no uncom-
mon thing for a Manilla ship to be
worth ten million pieces of eight.”’
Prayerful, = plundering Captain
Rogers, 1 cannot conceal it, I admire
yon, whether you are ‘‘trucking fowls
for knives’’ with the natives of Ba-
tavia or penning caustic comments
on your liquor-loving erew, I under-
stand your ransoming of prisoners
and your slave-dealing; and I almost

share your annoyance at missing ‘‘the
Bishop,”” but I would fain have
heard more concerning the “‘Nostra
Seniora de la Incarnatcion Dife-
ganic’’ which galleon you captured,
and more concerning her commander,
the picturesque Chevalier Jean Pitch-
berty, who in ransom so readily gave
his bills payable in London for the
round sum of six thousand pieces of
eight. Almost indelicate is my curi-
osity as to whether those bills were
met.

And e’er we condemn this method
of ‘‘trading,’’ let us remember that
we owe to it a book—the delight of
children, the joy of youth—a world-
classic. Alexander Selkirk, a young
Scottish sailor, was the solitary cast-
away on the Isle of Juan Fernandez
for four years and four months. The
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reason of his being left there was “‘a
difference between him and his cap-
tain.”” Captain Rogers found him
on the island and brought him back
to Bristol.

Selkirk also made his home here
in Queen’s Square and at a neigh-
bouring inn foregathered with ‘‘the
famous Mr. Daniel Defoe,’’ to whom
he handed his papers to digest for
publication. All the world knows
that Defoe stole the story, signed his
own name to ‘‘Robinson Crusoe’’ and
defrauded Selkirk of all recompense.
One pictures the nightly scene—the
bottle, the mahogany, the glasses, the
writer intent on ‘‘copy,”’ and the
liquor-plied Scotchman unwittingly
embellishing his: lost masterpiece.

This inn was the Cock and Bottle,
and the signboard bore the convivial
motto: :

«“Nor leaves his bottle till the cock doth
crow,”’

a habit which Defoe made his own °

and which won for him a term of in-
carceration in the Pillory, whereof
he wrote bitterly, but in chastened
mood :

‘“The fools look out,

The knaves look on.”’

Commerce past and present per-
vades the City of Bristol. You leave
the homes of navigators and priva-
teers and wander past a tireless grain
elevator to a roadway which tunnels
a fifteenth-century church. The noon-
tide throng erowds the pavement and
carries you beneath the belfry tower
‘ere you realise that this Church of
St. John straddles a gateway of the
ancient city walls. Beyond at a busy
corner, the old, timbered Dutch
House overhangs the pavement and
retail stores still display the signs of
the merchants within—relies of the
days when errand-running ‘‘prentice
boys’’ could neither read nor write.
Within a hundred yards you pause
again before the door of a Gothie
church, famed for its ancient bells
and ‘‘Guild of Ringers.”’ Men of

il
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piety and of taste were these unas-
suming merchant-adventurers, for the
broad field of ecclesiastical architec-
ture shows few porches more graceful
than this exquisitely-proportioned
doorway.

The Cathedral, the Norman gate-
way through which you walk to Col-
lege Green, beautiful St. Mary Red-
cliffe ehurch—which held prisoned
fifteen Dutch sailors after the sea
fight in which Van Tromp, the arro-
gant Duteh admiral, whose mast-head
broom was to ‘‘sweep the English from
the seas’’—had met the English Ad-
miral Blake, and where in the muni-
ment room, Chatterton, the boy-poet,
““discovered’’ the Rowley manu-
seripts; these and the peaceful grand-
eur of Tudor domestic architecture
are among the greater charms of
Bristol. Yet they cannot efface the
delights of the narréw side streets
and the unexpected glimpses of the
mediseval,

From some dark, stone archway
you note the rush of street cars and
the whirl of automobiles, and, turn-
ing, you explore the stone-paved
courtyard beyond, watching the play
of light and shade on the weathered
walls that frame the side entrance of
a mansion, the home of a merchant-
adventurer. The Tudor doorway,
railed off and lamp-lit, the leaded
window panes, even the shadows cast
by the sunshine, create an atmos-
phere of opulence and mystery. You
picture the scene within those walls
in centuries past: the kitechen, the
roasts on the turnspit before the huge
fire; and in the great hall the mer-
chant and his guests dining, his
household sitting ‘‘below the salt’’;
and you wonder whence came his
wealth. Carrying freights to the Bal-
tic or to the Levant, palm-oil, per-
haps, from Africa, or cargoes of
‘‘black ivory’’ to Virginia. More
than one great West of England for-
tune was founded on the slave trade,
for merchant-adventurers bought the
slaves and Bristol ships conveyed to
America the negroe parents of a
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Problem.  Consider the cost of
‘‘striking the shackles’’ in the Unit-
ed States, of the Civil War, of “‘Jim
Crow’’ street cars and of a ‘‘Ward
that is dark at one end’’ and com-
pare the total with the cost of in-
troducing the negroes to the planta-
tions in the ‘‘South’’ from their West
African homes. You can get the ex-
act figures in Bristol, and if you
doubt Bristol’s share in the traffic.
go, examine in the cellars of a house
in the Port, the fetters and chains
which shackled the slaves during
their stay in the Port, to ‘‘recuper-
ate’’ after the long sea voyage and
prepare for the trip to Virginia.

The call in England was omitted
later when the business was at its
height, and specially-built slave-ships
were found more profitable. In the
regular trade, vessels then left Bris-
tol loaded with iron, for the west
coast of Africa. The value of a slave
was expressed in bars of iron, the
average price on the Calabar Coast
being about seventeen bars, at three
shillings a bar—say $13 a slave. When
the bartering was terminated and the
negroes loaded, the ships sailed direct
across the Atlantic to Virginia. Here
the slaves were sold and produets of
the American colonies, sugar, spices,
tobaceco, were purchased and laden,
with which the vessel completed the
round trip home to Bristol. Thirteen
dollars a head! a fraction of the
monthly wages of a Pullman porter.
Think of it as he flicks your neck
with the whisk and pockets your
quarter.

To-day all men are free and equal.
‘‘Black ivory’’ no longer figures in
commercial transactions; and palm
oil—well, it rarely appears on freight
bills or invoices. We have become
decorous—but no false honesty hin-
dered the methods of the British Gov-
ernment of those days, when Bristol
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ship-owners clamoured for action.
Consider, for example, their treat-
ment of the troubles of one, John
Sturmys. A vessel belonging to
Sturmys was plundered in the Medi-
terranean by (enoese pirates. He
complained to the Foreign Office, The
solution of the difficulty reveals the
startling fact that a British Govern-
ment possessed, not only a sense of
urgency, but also a sense of humour.
Was the settlement of the matter de-
layed whilst the Ambassadors of the

respective Governments exchanged
‘““notes”” or resumed ‘‘conversa-
tions’’? By no means. All the

Genoese merchants in London were
promptly imprisoned and their goods
seized until they gave bonds for the
amount of Sturmy’s loss.

You wander through the elm-shad-
ed streets and over acres of gorse-
strewn downs—the citizens’ play-
ground—to the exquisite Gorge of
the Avon. No city can show a more
beautiful setting. As you watch the
waters flowing to the setting sun, you
recall the active commerce of mod-
ern Bristol; commerce which em-
phasises the enterprise of citizens
past and present; from the tobaceco
industry—founded and famous in
slave-trading days—to the aeroplane
factory, founded but yesterday and
world-famous for its produet to-day.
And then you think again of Cabot
and realise that the History of Bris-
tol is a history of shipping and of
enterprise and of commerce. The
chapters are graven in Bristol’s re-
cords, from Cabot’s tiny trans-Atlan-
tic Matthew to the regal ocean lin-
ers of to-day. And the shipping in
the Port shows that the commerce
with Canada, the land which Bristol
navigators discovered, and which
Bristol merchants exploited centuries
ago, to-day is largely shared by Can-
adians.
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A TALE OF 1812

BY THOMAS STANLEY MOYER

lT was a night without stars, and
the rain was falling. Very star-
less and very wet, indeed, and the
proof of it was that a sombre cavalier,
spurred and sabred and cloaked, after
the mode of the stout Lincoln Dra-
goons, had now arrived at the inn of
the Five Pines at a pace which was
not a gallop nor even a canter, but
only a searching spectral walk.

Rain-washed corduroy in the forest
darkness plays fast and loose with
nervous chargers, and, besides—but
here he was, emerged into the tiny
clearing, swearing silently because
Jan Zeller’s lights were out, and halt-
ing once, well muffled about the face
and standing very close to @he side of
his charger, intently listening.

He was still well muffled about the
face, when after a time he strode up
to the door of the inn and thumped
cabalistically a certain number of
times upon its thick panels with his
sabre hilt. -

While waiting after the second rap-

ping, the cavalier put his hand to a
holster and drew a pistol, softly cock-
ing it to assure himself of the prim-
ing.
;g‘If they have placed Jan hors de
combat and think to ambuscade me
I owe them the compliment of a ball
or two,”’ he muttered. He also loos-
ened his long sabre in its sheath, this
time applying his heavy boot to the
door.

With the third sepulchral echo,
however, there was a great rumbling
of bolts and bars, and a voice came
forth first, followed by a head.

‘‘Donner and blitz!’’ growled Jan.
*‘I heard, 1 heard, Aber die verda-
mute Yankees! Sic ritten—ritten—
ritten—"’

‘‘Bah! so many of them, Jan? But
talk English. T am wet and cold and
angry. Take care I do not remove
your head in place of the one my
general seems to prefer. And tell
me, Jan, what guests have you? No
stray Yankee dragoon, eh, Jan? Jan,
my word on it, when 1 catch him
there will be a pretty time. No one
here?’’

‘““Nien! ach! aber ‘no.

‘“No, not here! Well, it is too bad.
You would have seen me at my best
Walter Raleigh style, and they say
this Miller is the very devil of a
sword himself.”’

The heavy door was closed and
bolted again, and now Jan lit two
candles and stirred the embers in the
hearth. From without, the patter-
ing of the rain was audible in a sleepy
monotone. Within the weary Dra-
goon leaned heavily on a little table,
listening to the wunceasing sound,
while Jan hastened to prepare some
hot spiced wine. The crane already
held a small kettle.

‘“Jan, my dear fellow,’’ began the
cavalier, when he had moistened his
parched soldierly throat, ‘‘Jan, your
mention a great deal of riding ‘rit-
ten’—‘ritten.” Well, why the deuce
don’t you tell me? Who ride, eh,
Jan? Solitary horseman? And how
long ago?”’

“Donner!”’ exclaimed Jan ‘‘How
many? Not alone, wie mein Herr,

’
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aber thousand! Food soldier! Guns!”’

The dragoon frowned and pierced
Jan with a look. Jan, in turn, not
being able to return its intensity,
looked at the heavy beams of his ceil-
ing instead.

“Guns?”’ murmured
‘‘Jan, how many guns?”’
‘‘Ieh weisz nicht!”’

““The devil you don’t?”’

Jan gazed towards heaven again,
rather more perpendicularly this
time,

““I shall have you hung for high
treason, you slothful wine-bibber.”’

Then the dragoon lapsed into a
sombre reverie, His fine aristoeratic
face grew whiter as he thought of the
few hours that remained. He was
captain of the dragoons, and he knew
his brave lads as he knew his own
soul; knew their sweethearts. Ah,
God! A few flying hours! Then
flame and fire and death in the ter-
rible forest silences! There would be
some of his lads’ sweethearts who
would gaze with shaded eyes and torn
bosoms into the highways for big
brave dragoons that would not come
to them. His lads! And then, too—

“Jan!’’

The honest host jumped. :

“Jan, let me do you the compli-
ment to say that, though you have
failed to count guns, still you are a
man, of some sense, and hate the
‘verdamute’ Yankees. Think now,
Jan. Has there been no solitary
cavalier of them passing this way
within a few hours past? Jan, I was
very faithful watching and I swear
by the best dragoon I have that the
fellow I want did not escape me be-
fore sunset. After that it rained like
the devil, and the darkness was too
friendly altogether to the ‘verda-
mute’ Yankee. Yet he would come
this way. He would be wet, I swear,
and some of this excellent wine, Jan,
would be just what he—"’ :

But Jan’s eyes had come quickly
down from heaven. The dragoon had
calmly drawn and cocked the pistol
again and had laid his naked sabre

the other.
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across the table in front of him,

‘“‘Jan, answer that knoeck!’’

““Yankees!”’ murmured Jan, with
a paling face.

“‘I have no doubt that it is Beelze-
bub himself; nevertheless, it would
be inhospitable not to open. Besides,
Jan, I have an idea—"’

Jan rose with a sudden flash of dar-
ing, strode to the door, removed the
bars, and then paused at the last
bolt.

‘“Who goes?’’ he cried loudly.

Through the thick planking came
a muffled word, ‘‘Niagara.’’

‘“Ah!’’ beathed the dragoon, rais-
ing his pistol imperturbably. ‘‘That
is strange!’’

Jan unbolted, stepped aside, and
a tall figure, muffled and wet and im-
patient, stepped into the candle-light
—three steps! Then he stopped,
grumbled a startled oath, and finally
laughed. The dragoon’s pistol was
straight over his heart.

““You are less cautious than I,’’ ex-
claimed the dragoon, ‘‘I entered with
a pistol.”’

““Yes, and still have it,”’ laughed
the other with admirable coolness.

““If you had done the same, it
would have spared us a devil of a
nuisance. I should have shot you,
and my business would have been
furthered somewhat.”’

‘““Yes, as for you!’’ commented the
newcomer gently. ‘‘But that is the
precise reason why I entered unpre-
pared for a pistol duel.”’

““You make me a profound compli-
ment; but all the same I was sorely
tempted to shoot. Not through the
heart, perhaps, but through that ex-
cellent sword arm of yours, Captain
Miller.”’ .

““Ah, ha! We need no introdue-
tion, then, Captain Gordon!’’

Jan stared incredulously at the
two and then kept turning his eyes
from the dragoon’s naked sabre to
Miller, as if he expected it to trans-
form itself into a fiery serpent and
fly at the Yankee officer’s throat.

““That much is settled,”’ exclaim-
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ed Gordon. ‘“Pray sit down, I see
you are very wet. Jan, more wine—
hot wine!”’

Jan, lost in wonder, obeyed with
strange new sensations of terror. It
takes the calmness of the human
soul facing death to inspire the high-
est awe and fear, in the third party.
If the dragoon would only swear a
little and laugh less. If his face—but
Jan could not look long at that face
without further nameless terror.

‘““You have our countersign, as 1
observed a little ago.”’ said Gordon,
when both had punctiliously eclinked
glasses, ‘‘And, besides, you have, no
doubt, the number of our dragoons
—my dragoons, Miller, mark that!—
and the number of our guns, which I
confess I do not know of your army;
partly because of my own fault, part.
ly because of the d—— stupidity of
our good host here.”’

Jan retreated to the remotest cor-
ner of the room, sat down without a
sound and listened with profound re-
spect and solicitude. He was sorry
he had not placed more wine upon
the table.

Outside the rain pattered its weary
monotone, the leaves dripped, the
pines moaned into the dark quietude
like the sighs of risen dead aimless
and wandering in the night.

Within, the cavalier gazed at the
flickering light of the candle playing
upon Gordon’s blade, and they emp-
tied their glasses to the dregs in ut-
ter silence. A crackling sound of
warmth came from the hearth, and
Jan’s repressed breathing was aud-
ible at times.

‘““More wine, Miller?’’ asked the
dragoon.

Jan trembled.

‘“No, I thank you, Gordon. T think
I prefer to talk. In fact, we are in

an embarrassing position, are we
not?”’
‘““We are, by George! I want to

kill you and, Captain Miller,I am go-
ing to do it. You are a splendid spy.
But you made the very deuce of a
mistake by stopping at the Five

Pines. Jan will tell you as much.
And then, too—"’

But Jan did not. He looked ot
the ceiling, breathing painfully.

‘“A mistake,”” interrupted Miller.
‘‘ Perhaps, then, you think I blunder-
ed in here like a bumpkin on his
first reconnaissance? Pah, Gordon,
you know better.”’

The dragoon drummed on his broad
sabre blade with his nails.

‘“Nevertheless, it changes nothing.
You are here. I wanted you, You
shall get no farther. You have too
many guns, too many sabres, too many
bayonets in your head. They, par-
ticularly the sabres, as I said, belong
to me! The solution is to remove the

head. Or, at least, to puncture it
with this pistol. And as to Miss
Forsyth—"’

Captain Miller suddenly became
very earnest. The smiles died from
their faces, and the stern lines of ris-
ing passion hardened both jaws. Mil-
ler rose.

‘““Jan, as I believe you call him,
might hold a light for us. Outside
it is so confoundedly wet,”’ suggest-
ed Miller.

‘““And dark, besides. We should
waste powder and ball or else per-
form the most absurd swordsmanship.
Will you oblige us, Jan?’’

Both looked in the direction of
mine host, and both smiled. A door
was slightly ajar. Jan had vanished
unnoticed and unheard in the midst
of the subdued roar of the dark wil-
derness from without.

““That is discourteous in a host,’’
commented the dragoon in a level
voice, stifling his quickening anger.
““‘Discourteous, and how the devil are
we to—"’

But Miller had begun pacing the
floor, fingering his sabre hilt and the
butts of his pistols.

“Captain Gordon, do me the hon-
our to put an end to your devilish
courtesy. I have coma here with
everything that a soldier and a man
values highest wholly at stake. The
safety of our army, whom your forces
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intend to surprise before daylight, is
one thing. It is a deep concern, Gor-
don. But there is another—ah, you
know it!—a man with the discon-
certing fire that burns in your rather
fine eyes knows very well what I
mean. A woman’s touch, the near
gaze of her searching eyes, the breath-
ing of her close-held bosom, her whis-
pers—in short, her love!’’

He paused, seemingly struck with
the something that had gradually
crept into Gordon’s whitening face,
and then added with cold delibera-
tion:

‘“Belle Forsyth lives less than a
mile from here. When I have killed
you, I shall ride to her, arrange
flight (she will go with me), and once
I have warned the army, we shall
cross the frontier together.”’

But Captain Miller had ecrossed a
certain taboo. Insult a man’s inner
sanctity and, in the bursting of his
soul, strange ineffable fires flash
forth. There was a sudden terrible
oath, the crashing of a table, one mag-
nificent tigerish bound, and Captain
Miller was pinioned to the wall, the
dragoon’s quivering hands tight
about his throat.

Jan, returning at the sounds with-
in, stood gaping in the doorway and
trembling uncontrollably. He prayed
aloud.

‘“No, by heaven,”’ ejaculated the
dragoon, between his teeth. ‘‘It is
possible, curse you, that Belle For-
syth does care for you. Besides, this
is not a man’s way. While you have
been talking I have been thinking. If
I kill you here, Jan, who is an hon-
est man and my friend, will be shot
for murdering you, and I have no
time this night to remove a dead cap-
tain of cavalry to its proper destina-
tion. Therefore—’’

The dragoon, pistol in hand, step-
ped back warily to the hearth, reach-
ed to a shelf above it and returned
to the little table, which Jan had
found courage to set upon its legs
once more.

“Therefore, I have formed a plan.
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As you say, Miss Forsyth is less than
a mile distant—on the road to your
army, not mine. We have chargers,
sabres, pistols, I am anxious to know
which of us Belle Forsyth expects
most. So are you. One of us must
start first, but on the way any tactics
are permissible which are within mili-
tary honour. Pah! Does it suit
you Ah, then shake these first, Cap-
tain Miller. The better caste rides
to the edge of Jan’s clearing before
the second mounts.’’

Captain Miller took the box of dice
without a word, shook it, cast his
throw upon the board, and shrugged.

“‘Nine!”” he breathed. ‘‘You ride
first, Captain Gordon, but I shall
overtake you.’’

The dragoon replaced the dice,
shook them and cast without reply-
ing.

‘““Ah, ha! Seven!
foretell a dice cast.
do the overtaking.’’

‘“‘Perhaps.”’

And without a further word the
two stalked into the clearing, and
found their wet and restless chargers
in the exact places where they had
been left.

Miller mounted. Gordon led his
animal to the door of the Five Pines,
in which Jan stood, still trembling,
silhouetted against the light of his
candles.

‘When Miller was halfway to the
forest wall the dragoon turned to
Jan.

““Jan, if I do not return by two in
the morning, get on your mare, ride
to our lines like Satan himself, tell
Vincent to turn back, and give him
this.”’

He placed his own ring on Jan’s
finger. ‘‘Jan, don’t sleep! for, on
the word of an officer, if you do you
will be shot in your tracks when Vin-
cent sees that ring. Good-bye!”’

Miller had disappeared and the
rapping of hoofs was the only evi-
dence of his course.

‘“Oh, what next!’’ murmured
Jan, calm at last and with a strug-

It is rash to
It is T who shall
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gling lump in his throat at this trust
bequeathed by his most adored dra-
goon, i

The rain still fell, driven by harsh
boisterous winds that filled the forest
with a moaning as of the intermin-
able seas.

The cavaliers were scarcely fifty
yards apart, but no vestige of horse
nor man was visible to pursuer or
pursued. Nothing but the wild cease-
less sighing of the pines and the bro-
ken rattle of hurrying hoofs on the
corduroy. Miller had ridden out of
the clearing at a gallop, but now his
pace was an alternating walk and
canter—a weird eloquent sort of thing
to the burning spirit that followed
hard upon his heels, for in those suc-
cessive haltings and short crashing
flights into the sepulchral darkness,
risking life and limb, he felt a ting-
ling answer to his own surging pas-
sions.

““Devil take the dice,”” murmured
Gordon into the ears of his plunging
charger. ‘I shall break your hand-
some neck, my beauty, at this pace,
and all for the—’’

Like a flash he bent low and spur-
red into a ditch. Ahead of him, sim-
ultaneously with an abrupt break in
the hoof beats, came a sharp flash
and report. A ball ripped the foliage
above him.

““Pah! Blow peas, Miller!’’ Never-
theless, quick as thought, he drew
and sent a shot back in answer.

Miller’s charger reared with an
eloquent response, and Miller himself
eried, ‘‘Thank you!’’ firing a second
pistol with the rapidity of lightning.
Gordon flinched a little. A strip of
flame seemed to have seared his cheek
and there was another ripping of foli-
age. '

‘“Ah, ha!’’ eried he. ‘1 am obliged
to you for taking care of my horse.”’
He fired again also. ‘‘Deuce take
this pistol practice. Now-—curse you
—1I think these toys of ours are em-
pty. I propose to cut you down with
my sabre. There is, T think, still half

a mile before we reach—'’

He did not name that name. A
hot tumult flew into his throat and
head with the image of her face be-
fore him, and there was a dim back-
ground of stalwart, beardless lads
charging like avenging furies through
the forest aisles suddenly flaming red
with battle. His lads!

No, just heaven! It should not
be. If she no longer cared? The
thought poisoned and maddened. But
the love of those lads! No! Miller
must die! Now! And the moments
were flying.

A long, glittering, living blade of
steel leaped forth then, and the spurs
went home.

The spurs! Yes, hard into her deli-
cate flanks, the first cruel, fiery
pricking she had ever felt.

‘“God forgive me, beauty, but this
is the hour!”’

““Draw, Miller!”’ cried he with ter-
rible exultation. ‘‘Draw! for death
and the devil are here at last. Draw!
Not all the darkness of Hades would
stop me. You would cheat me of my
love. You would cheat me of my lads
—you and your cursed army!”’

The wild anathema rang out like
the curses of a ecrazed soul. His
beauty’s terrific crashing and rap-
ping was lost in the sound of it. He
slipped his hilt strap over his wrist
and waved the long, whistling blade
high above his now hatless head in
a supreme frenzy of hate and
triumph.

As if spellbound by the fearful
outburst, Captain Miller spurred on
without a single answering taunt. His
naked sword beat hard wupon his
charger’s flanks, and his spurs, too.
went home.

‘““Ha! We have less than a quar-
ter-mile, Miller! Miller, are you pray-
ing? Ha! Ha! It was the devil of
a mistake to count my sabres, and—
and—well, let us reach her clearing.
Yes, hers, you lying, cheating spy of
Satan. T have a fancy to show you
to her with a sword tattoo on that
handsome face of yours. Ah, yes!
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Ha! Ha! This is madness! But I,
too, love, I, too—I—"’

A flash and a report! This time

there was no ripping of foliage, Mil-
ler, stung to frenzy, had drawn pis-
tol again and fired. Blood spurted
from Gordon’s neck, and spattered
his tunic at the very instant when
they flew into the clearing.

‘‘Good heavens, Miller! And this
ilS ll:o’w you present yourself to her.
)ﬂ ! ’

Then in the stormy darkness the
swords rasped together, darted blind-
ly, and beat upon each other like the
ringing of anvils.

It was brief, terrible, triumphant!
In a short Titanic struggle, Gordon
was slashed twice, and then Miller
went erashing to earth, his charger
careering off with the impulse of in-
stinet and terror towards the hostile
lines

‘“‘Mordieu!”” murmured Gordon.
““It seemed lighter here. And yet—
vet—DBelle—Ha! my lads, boot and
saddle! Ha! Ha!—Belle!”’

Very dark, indeed, and with pro-
found resignation the good cavalier
ceused 10 murmur.

‘When he again opened his eyes he
saw with strange feeling of wonder
two figures and a candle upon the
crude piazza of the house—her house!
—yes, ah, yet! Dice, and Miller, and
Belle!

He staggered to his feet and ran
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wildly towards her, falling twice, but
rising again and running

His beauty champed her bit and
followed faithfully.

Then in a moment he saw., Saw
and laughed wildly and cursed to the
primeval stillness.

Something rested in her arms,

““Pah! It is a mistake to throw
dice,”’ cried he, staggering to his
charger, mounting, and spurring
blindly once more—away—away !

‘““Ah, my lads, my love, my dear
good lads. Ha! Ha! My lads, they
will take their eaptain back to them
—they—"’ g

But a shrill wailing ery came echo-
ing over the darkness and pierced his
soul to a strange calmness and a
strange contentment. He put his
hand to his neck and sank slowly to
his charger’s mane.

Something light and flitting was
beside him—tremulous and very near
to him. Something warm and eling-
ing soothed his burning wound with
an infinite soothing. In his sighing
wonder a sweet, flute-like voice spoke
with the speech of sobbing.

‘“Oh, Dick! Your lads—of course
they love you—and Miller—’’

The cavalier tried to straighten.

““Miller,”” she murmured, ‘‘he is
dead. He wanted me to say that he
thought you, too, had a third pistol.
But, Dick, it is you I want. ¥t was
always you.”’




SIR RICHARD

CARTWRIGHT

BY PROFESSOR W. L. GRANT

IN the death of Sir Richard Cart-
wright, Canada loses her only par-
liamentarian who loved letters in and
for themselves, to whom words were
things of beauty, to be mampulat_ed
as works of art. Sir Wilfrid Laurier
can indeed, with unsurpassed skill,
use words to express or to conceal his
thought; Dr. Clark, of Red Deer, the
Finance Minister, and a number of
others can make lucid and witty
speeches. But to play w1t}1 words
for the mere delight of showing mas-
tery over things of such beauty and
variable charm, belonged to Sir Rich-
ard alone. His love of words was in
some ways a weakness. More than
once it could have been said pf hu_n
that ‘‘he had his jest,’”” but his poli-
tical opponents ‘‘had his estate.”
Thus in 1891, when Ontario and
Quebee gave a majority for the Lib-
erals, but the Conservative Adminis-
tration was saved by the votes of the
Maritime Provinces and of British
Columbia, Sir Richard dubbed the
majority so obtained ‘‘a thing of
shreds and patches.’” The aptness of
the Shakespearean quotation was in-
disputable; but it cost the Liberal
party the votes of hundreds of good
Nova Scotians, who could not brook
such a scoff from a mere Canadian.
Another admirable jest, which did
not endear him to his fellow King-
stonians, was made shortly after the
death of his personal and political
enemy, Sir John A. Macdonald. A
fund was being raised to erect the
very fine memorial to Sir John which
now graces the city park. The trea-
surer of the fund, greatly daring,
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ventured to ask Cartwright for a sub-
seription. Sir Richard drew himself
up haughtily. ‘‘No, sir; no, sir,”’ he
said. Then suddenly a grim smile
broke out and spread over his face
until the very tips of his whiskers and
moustache were a-twiteh with the
thrill of the coming jest, ‘‘Unless,
sir, you will permit me to write the
epitaph.”’

Sir Richard’s speeches are models
of polished dietion; ‘‘sabre-cuts of
Saxon speech.”” T have been told by
those who sat in the Press Gallery
that no man in the House was so hard
to report, because if a word was lost,
with it went the whole sentence, into
which that word had been so deftly
fitted by the artist. It is character-
istic of this love of letters, that one
of the few times when the old cam-
paigner rose to protest that he had
been misreported, was when Hansard
ascribed to Peter Mitehell a quota-
tion which Sir Richard had made
from Themistocles. As a rule, his
attack was in front rather than in
flank; his literary allusions well-
chosen rather than far-fetched; his
taunts direet rather than subtle. Yet
he did not disdain the unexpected.
In September, 1911, speaking in King-
ston on the reciprocity issue, in the
course of rather a rambling speech he
suddenly pulled himself together.
““The grand old Conservative party,’’
he said, ‘‘of which I was once a mem-
ber, has fallen upon strange times,
and upon strange leaders. Its des-
tinies are now controlled by Mr. R.
L. Borden, a dull fellow, but honest
withal; and by Mr. Clifford Sifton,
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who is—neither.”” The pause and the
pretence of clearing the throat before
the last word were irresistible.

In his recently published ‘‘Remi-
niscences’’™ he tells of an exchange of
witticisms with Sir John Macdonald,
in which on the whole Sir Richard’s
was the shrewdest thrust. He had
asked Macdonald to tell him how, if
given freedom, he would choose his
ideal Cabinet. ‘‘Oh,”’ he said, ‘‘if I
had my way, they should all be high-
ly respectable parties whom I could
send to the penitentiary if I liked.”’
““Many years after,”’ says Sir Rich-
ard, “‘I took oceasion to congratulate
him on having nearly attained his
ideal in the composition of his Cab-
inet, bar the respectability.’’

In this long quarrel between the
two Kingstonians, it is often forgot-
ten that Cartwright was by no means
always the aggressor. The difference
was that whereas Macdonald poured
out flouts and jeers with a twinkle in
the eye and a jaunty toss of the head,
and would have been perfectly will-
ing next day to swap stories or have
a drink with the antagonist of the
night before, Cartwright hissed them
through his teeth, with more than a
touch of fierceness. Yet his most
famous quip was essentially good-na-
tured. A certain J. Collins, who had
written a biography of Sir John, had
received as part of his reward some
work in a Government office, and the
matter was brought up in the House.
“It is happy association of ideas,”’
said Sir Richard to the econvulsed
House, ‘‘and an example of what a
lamented friend of mine called the
eternal fitness of things, that a gen-
tleman who has in his life done jus-
tice to so many John Collinses should
at last find a John Collins to do jus-
tice to him.”’

But to the average man Sir Rich-
ard’s manner was haughty and re-
pellant, and it is curious to find him
blaming Edward Blake for his own
most obvious defect. Mr. E. B. Big-
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gar tells a characteristic story in his
‘“ Anecdotal Life of Sir John Mae-
donald’’:

‘“When the late David Thompson was
sitting for Haldimand, in the days when
the record of the riding was an unbroken
series of Liberal victories, he was laid
aside for nearly a whole session through
illness. He got down to Parliament at
last, and told the story of his reception
as follows: ‘The first man I men on com-
ing back was Blake. He passed me with
a simple nod. The next man I met was
Cartwright, and his greeting was about
as cold as that of Blake. Hardly had I
passed these men when I met Sir John.
He didn’t pass me by; but grasped me
by the hand, gave me a clap on the shoul-
der and said, ‘‘Davy old man, I'm glad
to see you back. I hope you’ll soon be
yourself again and live many a day to
vote against me—as you always have
done.”” Now, continued Mr. Thompson,
with genuine pathos, I never gave the old
man a vote in my life, but hang me if it
doesn’t go against the grain to follow the.
men who haven’t a word of kind greeting
for me, and oppose the man with a heart
like Sir John’s’ ’’

The history of Canada might have
been very different had either George
Brown, Alexander Mackenzie, Ed-
ward Blake or Richard Cartwright
possessed a spark of bonhomie in his
ordinary manner. Those who knew
Blake best knew that beneath his aus-
terity was a fund of almost womanly
tenderness. Mackenzie and Sir Rich-
ard were in their family life and to
their intimate friends men of excep-
tional charm; but they lacked the
wide human sympathies of Maecdon-
ald, and to the great Conservative
Canada pardoned much, for he loved
much.

The ‘‘Reminiscences’’ of Sir Rich-
ard, which appeared in November
last, should be read by everyone in-
terested in Canadian history or poli-
ties. Of his account of Sir John
Maedonald perhaps the most interest-
ing part is the fascination which the
older man obviously exercised over
the younger. Not only has he in his
book an obvious artistic desire to be
fair, but again and again, even when

#*“Reminiscences,” by Sir Richard Cartwright.

Toronto: William Briggs.

Preface by J. M. Courtney.
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pointing out Macdonald’s defects, the
fascination exerted over him breaks
through. Still more valuable are his
estimates of his colleagues, especially
of Blake and Mackenzie. The book
bears no mark of that use of the blue
pencil which is the bane of the his-
torian, and which has made the truth
so hard to eome by in many incidents
of Canadian history. Having myself
written a biography, I know the pres-
sure which must have been put by
both friends and publishers to bring
about the excision of certain portions,
and I am correspondingly grateful
for the moral courage which held
Sir Richard’s literary executors firm.
The present memoirs stop short at
1896, but it is said that a volume is
now in the press dealing with his
fifteen years of office. In publishing
this I hope that the same courage will
be shown. If Sir Charles Tupper will
only follow the example, and tell us
with equal candour what he thinks
not of the Grits, but of his Conserva-
201

tive colleagues, alike in Nova Scotia
and in the Dominion, all historians
will elap their hands.

Sir Richard Cartwright’s position
in Canadian politics was peculiar.
Perhaps it might be summed up by
saying that like Benaiah, the son of
Jehoiada, ‘‘he was more honourable
than the thirty, but he attained not
unto the first three.”” He was never
an obvious Prime Minister, but he
was always obviously of Cabinet rank.
He further resembled Benaiah in
coming of good stock, for his grand-
father was ‘‘a valiant man,” a de-
voted member of the Church of Eng-
land, of fervent and quenchless loyal-
ist, who yet had the courage to re-
sist the unjust elaims of his ehurch
and of the Loyalists. John Graves
Simeoe, the first Lieut.-Governor of
Ontario, was a well-meaning man, of
indefatigable activity, but the Am-
erican Revolution had given him a
horror of democracy and of all re-
ligion other than that of his own
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chureh, and his endeavours to favour
aristocracy and episcopacy made him
singularly unfitted to guide the af-
fairs of such a colony as Upper Can-
ada. Richard Cartwright, grand-
father of Sir Richard, withstood him
to his face with all the courage of his
grandson, and with more suavity.
Coming of such stock, with ample
private means, adding an Old World
education to New World vigour, the
young Cartwright early entered Par-
liament, ITis first session was in 1863,
and he was thus in time to take part
in the Federation struggle. On this he
throws new light and admirably de-
seribes the B.N.A. Aect as ‘‘a war mea-
sure,”’ but one wishes that he had in-
cluded more of the address which he
gave two or three years ago to the
Canadian Club of Ottawa, and that
he had not slurred over the great
services rendered to Federation by
Sir John Maedonald in its later
stages, It is true, and he does well
to point out, that in the early stages
the risks were taken by Cartier and
Brown, and that Maedonald came in
unwillingly ; but it is also true that
once Macdonald came in, he took com-
mand by sheer force of personality,
and not once, but a dozen times, kept
the ship off the rocks. This-side of
the great coalition Sir Richard does
not wholly omit, but on the whole he
does less than justice to Macdonald.
Between 1870 and 1873 he swung
over to the Liberal side, and early in
1874 accepted the portfolio of Minis-
ter of Finance in the Liberal Ad-
ministration of Mackenzie. The popu-
lar belief aseribed his action to pique
at the appointment of Sir Francis
Hincks as Finance Minister in 1870.
Whether Macedonald had definitely
promised the portfolio to Cartwright,
and then thrown him over, is a point
on which the ‘‘Reminiscences’’ throw
no light. Sir Richard says frankly
that it was the appointment of Hincks
which first led him to think of chang-
ing; and dwells on the unsuitability
and inconsistency of the appoint-
ment. How far, if at all, personal
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pique came in, he himself could prob-
ably not have told us. The change
of party was in any event natural.
Although Gritism was 1n the main a
Seotech  produet, the off-shoot of
Scoteh Radicalism, Cartwright had
emphatically the Grit mind. It was
a mind with more enthusiasm for
principles than for persons. Alex-
ander Mackenzie or Cartwright could
be enthusiastic for Free Trade, but
hardly for a colleague. It is charae-
teristic of the Grit that though the
‘‘Reminiscences’’ are dedicated to
Mackenzie, whose unbending integrity
Sir Richard justly praises, more space
is occupied in blaming the tacties of
his leader than in praising his hon-
esty. It was also a type of mind
which had small relish for construe-
tive statesmanship. From Scotch
Radicalism it had inherited a belief
in the virtue of the individual, and
was chary of Government interfer-
ence. Free Trade, Disestablishment,
the over-throw of the Hierarchy,
rigidly economic administration of
such matters as were within the pro-
vinee of government, these were the
ideals of the Grit, and these were the
political ereed of Cartwright. For the
constructive opportunism of Maedon-
ald and Cartier he had little real sym-
pathy. 7

Yet it is interesting to note that
Sir Richard had at least a flirtation
with proteetion. In 1876 the Gov-
ernment was faced by a heavy de-
ficit. ‘“The Opposition was well
aware, and I break no Cabinet seeret
in saying so, that there was a sharp
division of opinion as to the action
we ought to pursue, and they were
quite aware that I, in my capacity
of Minister of Finance, was pressing
strongly for the imposition of further
additional taxation to prevent any
further defieit.”’” This extra taxation,
Sir Richard is careful to assert, would
have been based on the soundest Free
Trade principles, though he admits
that it would have been ‘‘difficult to
prevent some incidental protection.’
Had the tariff been raised to 20 per
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cent., the manufacturers would doubt-
less have disregarded the banner. Sir
Richard was overborne by the purism
of Mackenzie, and by the clamours
of the Nova Scotia delegates, who
claimed that the Maritime Provinces
would never stand it. He offered his
resignation, but was prevailed on to
withdraw it, and paid the penalty of
his mistake by eighteen years of
““tossing up and down in Adria.”’ Sir
Richard adduces the evidence of Dal-
ton MacCarthy that the Conserva-
tives had determined, if the duties
were raised, to go in for a policy of
Free Trade. It is a thing the imag-
ination boggles at.

In opposition Sir Richard was at
his best. Unfortunately for himself
and his party, in 1888-91 he induced
the Liberals to support Unrestrieted
Reciprocity with the United States.
Had they stuck to their old ery of

retrenchment, and an increasing mea- |

sure of Free Trade, it is not an un-
likely thing that the election of 1891,
held amid profound depression, would
have verified Principal Grant’s pro-
phecy, made after the election of
1887, that ‘‘the N. P. has won its last
vietory.”” Sir Richard did not de-
sire annexation; against armed in-
vasion he would certainly have fought
as gallantly as his ancestors had done
in 1812; but his economic mind quail-
ed before the desperate economic sit-
uation, and led him to adopt a policy
which gave Sir John Macdonald just
the chance he knew so well how to
use. In 1891, patriotism triumphed

over economic needs, as Macdonald
well knew it always does.

With his literary gifts Sir Richard
Cartwright might have been a great
historian; his acute mind and purely
intellectual imagination might have
made him a great professor of eco-
nomies or of science. But he preferr-
ed to place his powers at the service
of his fellow countrymen. For the
role of politician in a democratic
country he was in some ways unfit-
ted; but it is greatly to his credit
that he recognised the limitations of
his temperament, and to the last play-
ed the game of High Polities, and
held haughtily aloof from the appeal
to the ‘‘bhoys’ and to the market-
place.

Of constructive statesmanship the
reader of his ‘‘Reminiscences’ will
find little, save a plea for propor-
tional representation. Yet in a sense
to strike off shackles is to construect.
He loved economy, he loved freedom,
he loved peace. In Cataraqui Ceme-
tery he sleeps not far from his great
antagonist, and without attempting
further to appraise him, we may well
take to heart the saying of Goethe.
Once, when some busy-body tried to
set Goethe and Schiller by the ears,
the author of Faust wrote to his
friend that Germany needed not to
distinguish. She might well be proud
of ‘“zwei solche kerle.” Kingston

has long ago enshrined Sir John Mae-
donald in her heart; she will not re-
fuse an honoured place to Sir Richard
Cartwright.




TENNYSON

AND BROWNING

A DEFENCE OF THE IDEAL

BY MARIA E.

ROFESSOR GEORGE HER-
BERT CLARKE’S ‘‘Browning
and Tennyson, a Browning Centen-
ary Study,’’ in The Canadian Maga-
zine for June, 1912, has proved ex-
tremely interesting reading. It is
the work of a master in his art, who
is evidently a lover and keen appre-
ciator of ‘‘that subtlest assertor of
the soul in song,’”’ as Browning has
been called by a contemporary writer.
One or two sentences struck me
with peculiar force; for instance,
“‘Literature is large and catholic; it
is in its essence a mystery, incapable
of precise scientific analysis; it is an
unquenchable spiritual impulse and
adventure realised in words,”” and
‘““His [Browning’s] mood is like
Shakespeare’s, an age anticipation,
or rather, it is not of an age, but for
all time. Virtually all his heroes are
rebels of some kind or another, and
he suggests everywhere the modern
feeling of rebellion against an au-
thority of antiquated or crippled cre-
dentials.”’

In three or four words, I should
say that Browning’s virility, sincer-
ity and intense humanity are the pre-
vailing characteristics of his writ-
ings, and if it is only recently that
they are becoming ‘‘popular,”’” in the
common acceptance of the term, that
is the fault of his admirers rather
than his detractors. Browning might
well have prayed, ‘‘Save me from my
friends,”’ the erities, who represented
him in his lifetime as being ‘‘palp-
ably obscure,”’ capable of being ap-
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preciated only by the initiated and
cultured few, and so prejudiced him
in the eyes of the public at large
(who are likely to be suspicious and
intolerant of anybody or anything
admittedly above or beyond their
mundane comprehension), therefore
failing to appeal to them superficial-
ly. Tennyson well expresses this in
Guinevere’s farewell to Arthur:
‘““To ‘;;Vl?ftmtogllz false, voluptuous pride
Full easily all impressions from below
\Vould'not look up, or half-despised the’
height

To which I would not, or I could not
climb.”?

_ To my mind, Tennyson and Brown.
ing were men of equal genius, the
difference between them being simply
that of temperament. All poets are
essentially temperamental, as they
are transcendentalists by nature. But
there are some persons who under-
stand and appreciate one phase of
‘‘transcendentalism’’ and ignore or
despise another. In reading Tenny-
son I always mentally substitute
‘‘Britain”’ and ‘‘British’’ for ‘‘Eng-
land”’ and ‘‘English,”’ and then his
‘‘insularity’’ ceases to exist for me.
It says in the Bible that ‘‘there is
one glory of the sun, and another
glory of the moon, and another glory
of the stars, for one star differeth
from another star in glory.”” Brown-
ing and Tennyson were indubitably
the two great poets of the Vietorian
era, each supreme in his own sphere,
separate and distinet as that of the
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sun and the moon, one not encroach-
ing upon that of the other. It must
be remembered that there are many
persons who are dazzled and render-
ed uncomfortable by the strong and
brilliant blaze of the noonday sun,
but who take a delight in rambling
at eve in the soft and silvery light
of the moon; and I do not think any-
one can deny that Tennyson was a
gentler poet, ‘‘whose songs come from
the heart,’”” or that his popularity
was due to the fact that he was ‘‘the
simpler, sweeter, clearer, more finely
beautiful’’ of the two. I must con-
fess that the late Laureate is my own
favourite poet, though Browning’s
“‘heroic rebels’’ also appeal to me
with a peculiar degree of intensity.
Then, again, it should not be for-
gotten that while Tennyson had lost
his twin soul in Arthur Hallam,
Robert Browning had found his in
Elizabeth Barrett, and they were not
only wedded lovers, but comrades-in
their chosen art. Both poets had in-
valid wives (if I remember correctly)
to whom they were tenderly devoted,
and that may, in a measure, have ac-
counted for the Laureate’s ‘‘charac-
teristic aloofness’’ and settled mel-
ancholy of countenance, which, how-
ever, did not detract from the popu-
larity of his writings, inasmuch as
poetry is more generally read and ap-
preciated by women than by men,
and Mrs.. Browning’s poems were

vastly preferred by the majority of -

her own sex to those of her gifted
husband. Robert Browning is essen-
tially a man’s poet, but to read his
writings and ignore those of his wife
is like ‘‘playing Hamlet with Ham-
let left out,’’ for one was the comple-
ment of the other. Tennyson, on the
other hand, was one of those dual na-
tures. He understood and appealed
to women in general, as Browning
never did, until ‘‘the one woman in
all the world’’ has passed into the
Great Beyond; and if I were seeking
a parallel for Tennyson’s ‘‘Crossing
the Bar”’ in Browning’s poems, I
should not have selected the Epilogue

to Asolando, but rather the closing
lines of one of his addresses to his
wife in Heaven. (I refer to ‘‘Pros-
pice’’) telling how ‘‘all fear of pain
and darkness, and cold.” ;

‘‘Shall change, shall become first a peace
out of pain,
Then a light, then thy breast,
O, thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp
Thee again,
And with God be the rest.’’

Tennyson was leaving his dearly-
loved wife behind him, and I believe
it was she who set to exquisite music
his words of pathetic farewell, in
‘“Crossing the Bar,”” for, like St.
Paul, he must have been ‘‘in a strait
betwixt two, having a desire to depart
and be with Christ, which is far
better,”’ yet feeling ‘‘nevertheless to
abide in the flesh was more needful’’
for her.

I have heard numbers of Tenny-
son’s songs sung; I do not recollect
ever having heard one of Robert
Browning’s. Evidently, with the ex-
ception of the ballad of ‘‘Evelyn
Hope’’ they are lacking in adaptabil-
ity to a musical setting, yet some
great man begged ‘‘to be allowed to
make the songs of a nation, and he
cared not who made its laws.”’

Without presuming to set myself
up as a critic of Professor Clarke, I
must confess that I consider him
rather unjust in calling Tennyson ‘‘a
faultily faultless stylist, a consum-
mate artificer in style, characteristie-
ally, rather than an artist, and at the
same time saying that ‘‘ Art seeks to
interpret human life lastingly
through the most felicitous symbols
it can employ, through musiecal tones,
through tints and pigments, through
chiselled stone and faith wrought
tower, through words and silences.
Like the other great words of hu-
manity, ‘‘life’” and ‘‘death,’”” and
‘‘eternity’’ and ‘‘soul’’ and ‘‘love,’’
‘““art can never be adequately defined,
and the essence of poetry, the high-
est and noblest of the arts, is per-
haps the most difficult of all to set
forth in a sentence, and this because
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it is the most protean.’’ I consider
‘‘the subtle assertion of the soul in
song’’ to be an excellent and epigram-
matic definition of poetry and only
regrét that I do not know who coined
the phrase originally. It sounds like
Browning himself.

Whatever may have been the case
in ‘“Maud,”” which, I dislike more
than any of Tennyson’s works, I do
not agree with the professor that in
““In Memoriam’’ (his masterpiece)
the late Laureate is ‘‘seeking after
an embittering experience, the diffi-
cult restoration of the minimum of
faith.”” On the contrary, I consider
that with sublime trust in the unfail-
ing goodness and mercy of God, he
is reaching out after the maxi-
mum, having passed through the
purifying and refining fires of pain.
Neither do I agree with Sybil, in
“Dr. North and His Friends,’”’ when
she says, ‘‘I go with him, but some-
how he has not got hold of my hand.”’

Tennyson was mourning the loss of
his beloved college mate, who was also
‘“the brother of his soul,”’ for whom
his affection, like that between David
and Jonathan, ‘‘was wonderful, pass-
ing the love of women.’”’

To my mind, the poet was simply
‘“thinking out loud’’ (to use a child-
ish expression) wrestling alone, in the
agonies of his spiritual bereavement,
with the mighty and abstruse prob-
lems, which he and Arthur Hallam,
evidently both young men of a deep
and fervent religious nature, had
doubtless discussed together, with all
the ardour of their youthful enthusi-
asm and intense loyalty to the faith
of their fathers (theirs by a precious
right of inheritance, if not as yet
through personal ‘‘experience of re-
ligion,”” as the phrase is commonly
understood) which they felt impelled
to ‘‘come up to the help of the Lord
against the mighty’’ and defend to
the death, as a matter of convietion,
against the bitter and ruthless at-
tacks of agnosticism, then being hurl-
ed with relentless fury from all quar-
ters upon the religion of Jesus Christ.

At the close of one of his lectures
at the Lowell Institute Course in Bos-
ton, when I asked him: ‘‘Tell me
where God comes in, in this scheme
of evolution. I don’t understand by
what process a protoplasm can evolve
itself with an immortal soul. I might
swallow the beast if that was the
high water-mark, but this sticks in
my crop, what makes the protoplasm
in the first place? Does it evolve it-
self out of its own inner conscious-
ness? Where does it get the power
of evolution? I prefer the ‘‘Eden
myth’’ that the Lord God breathed
into the nostrils the breath of life
and man became a living soul, trans-
mitting that subtle essence of immor-
tality to his posterity. A man might
degenerate into an anthropoid ape,
but no one will ever make me believe
that an anthropoid ape could evolve
himself into a man, made in the image
of God. My ideas may not be scien-
tifie, but to me they are common-
sense and Seriptural also.’”” Drum-
mond replied, with his rare, whim-
sical smile: ‘“They are secientific and
scriptural also. It is God in the pro-
toplasm that causes the protoplasm
to evolve into man, and man to evolve
into God. All power is of God. God
is at the centure of the universe, and
at its circumference also. From Him
all things had their beginnuing and
He is their ultimate end. ‘In IHim
we live and move and have our be-
ing,” as Paul said when he quoted
the Greek poets to the Athenians, Evo-
lution is simply the movement of all
anmimate and inanimate creation to-
wards God.”’

It seems to me that Tennyson is
simply  paraphrasing Drummond
when he speaks in ‘‘In Memorian’’:

‘“‘One far-off, divine event,
To which the whole ereation moves.’’

and declares his optimistic belief,

‘‘That nothing walks with aimless feet,
That not one life shall be destroyed,
Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made the pile complete.’’

Tennyson, as Poet Laurate, was,
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above all things, the apostle of the
pure ideal. In the introduction to
““The Idyls of the King,’’ that touch-
ing dedication to our late beloved
Queen Vietoria in her bereavement,
he speaks of the deceased Prince Con-
sort, whose death had left the
Crown a lonely splendour,’’ as
¢‘Scarce other than my XKing’s ideal
knight,
‘Who reverenced his conscience as his
King.’ ”’
And every mother throughout the
Empire thanked God that we had a
Poet Laureate who held up Sir Gala-
had as the ideal of young, stalwart,
vigorous and enthusiastic Christian
manhood :
«“My strength is as the strength of ten,
Because my heart is pure.”’
Yet, I believe, in a recent compara-
tive criticism of ‘‘Marie Claire,”’ and
one of Florence Barclay’s novels (I
think it was ‘‘The Following of the
Star’’) a contemporary of The Cana-
dian Magazine, which 1 presume is
considered to share with this publica-
tion the censorship of popular opin-
jon in the Dominion, saw fit to sneer
at Sir Galahad’s sayings as ‘‘maukish
sentimentality,”’ to the disparage-
ment of the author of ‘‘The Rosary,”’
and the glorification of the Paris shop
girl and graduate of the ateliers, and
it is not a French publication, either.
The trouble with ‘‘In Memoriam,’’
as published, it seems to me, is lack
of proper editing, so that it suffers
from an anti-climax. It is true that,
as Dr. S. Wier Mitehell says, ‘‘It was
written in portions, at long intervals,
and 1n many moods,”’ but any poem
beginning with such noble lines as,
“‘Strong Son of God, Immortal Love,
Whom we that have not seen Thy face,
By faith and faith alone embrace,
Believing where we cannot prove.’’
should be treated as a whole, and its
chief gems placed in the proper set-
ting to enhance their brilliancy. It
is not a question of changing the
text, simply a matter of proper ar-

rangement of the parts so as to pro-
duce the fullest and most complete
harmony, when such a triumphant
keynote is struck. The chord of the
dominant seventh rings out, again
and again, now plaintive,

‘‘So runs my dream, but what am I

An infant, erying in the night,

An infant, erying for the light,

And with no language but a cry.”’
Now piercing in its poignant an-
guish :
‘‘They called me, in the public squares,
The fool, that wears the crown of thorns.”’
But ever and always leading up and
looking forward to, suggesting and
anticipating that resonant note of
rapture, announcing the ultimate
triumph of right over wrong, ‘‘the
vietory that overcometh the world,
even our faith,'* ‘‘the substance of
things hoped for, the evidence of
things not seen.”” “‘If we suffer, we
shall reign with him,”” and a well-
known church hymn declares:
‘“The head that once was crowned with
thorns is crown with glory now,
A royal diadem adorns the mighty Vie-
tor’s brow.’’

‘Were I getting out a new edition of
Tennyson’s works, I should certainly
take the liberty of transposing a few
stanzas of ‘‘In Memoriam,’’ by bodily
lifting those beginning, ‘‘Ring Out,
Wild Bells,”” from their present en-
vironment, and placing them in their
proper position of logical (not chron-
ological) sequence at the conclusion
of the whole poem, reserving for the
grand finale that jubilant peal of joy-
ous exultation :

‘‘Ring in the valiant man and free,

The larger heart, the kindlier hand,

Ring out the darkness of the land,
Ring in the Christ that is to be.’’

For Tennyson, as surely as St.
John the Divine in the Apocalypse,
had glimpses of the Vision Beatific,
and heard the great voice, as of a
trumpet, saying: ‘“I am Alpha and
Omego, the beginning and the end.
the first and the last.”’




CORPORAL CAMERON

By Ravpa Connor. Toronto: The
Westminster Company.

ALPH CONNOR continues to pre-

tend to write novels of the Cana-
dian West. His novel published a
couple of years ago, entitled, ‘‘The
Foreigner: A Tale of Saskatchewan,’’
deals mostly with the slums of Win-
nipeg; and now to ‘‘Corporal Cam-
eron of the Northwest Mounted Po-
lice,”’ his latest book, there is the sub-
title, ‘‘ A Tale of the Macleod Trail.”’
The reader might wonder why he did
not name it ‘‘Half-back Cameron,”’
or ‘‘Hired-man Cameron,’”’ because
Book One (the volume is divided into
three books) sketches the life Cam-
eron led while attending college at
Edinburgh, a life that was devoted
mostly to playing football and be-
fuddling his brains with a brew that
has made his country famous. Of
course, he would not be a Ralph Con-
nor hero unless he had opportunity
to prove it. The author, therefore,
imposes Book Two, in which he trans-
ports his hero to Ontario (with a
stop-over in Montreal long enough
for him to thrash an overbearing head
man in a ecartage company’s count-
ing-room) and obtains for him em-
ployment on a farm. The Scot wins
the admiration of the farmer’s daugh-
ter, for he is fine at the pipes and is
able to beat all competitors at the
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picnic games. This admiration, how-
ever, is galling to the other hired
man, who nearly commits manslaugh-
ter, but Cameron is well able to de-
fend himself and also to go away
and give the girl cause to forget him.
Thus, almost at last, in Book Three,
we find him in the West. But he is
not yet a policeman. We have yet
to see him go out with a surveying
party, lose his melodramatic way in
a blizzard, be captured by an Indian
and a whisky runner, escape death
several times when we think his au-
dacity has finally cost him his life,
be arrested as a member of the no-
torious Raven gang, and then be
sworn in irregularly as a constable
because he wants to be and because
the sergeant thinks he was born to
the work. All now that is necessary
is for him to do an act of daring
(in the course of which one is sup-
posed to see behind the machinery of
the Northwest Mounted Police before
the Canadian Pacific Railway super-
seded the Macleod trail), to be almost
killed in the performance of duty, to
fall in love with the nurse (the girl
from the farm back in Ontario) and,
while convalescing, to receive the
news of his elevation to the rank of
corporal. This mnovel should not
claim to be a ‘‘Tale of the Macleod
Trail.”” The rest of the title, ‘‘ Cor-
poral Cameron of the Northwest
Mounted Police,’’ is misleading. The

-
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jacket, which presents a lone rider
on the Western plains, with cactus
bushes in the foreground, is mislead-
ing. The decorations inside, showing
either a police post or a ranch head-
guarters, are misleading. But per-
haps we would not notice these things
if we were distracted by genuine
merit in the novel itself, instead of
having to lament a succession of com-
monplace heroics and incidents of or-
dinary prowess. Ralph Connor could
do better work than this, and the
public should not be misled. ‘When
so representative a writer as he
is sends out a book like this
the reputation of our literature suf-
fers. And that reputation suffers
more when we humbly submit to it.

M.
e

FLINT AND FEATHER

By E. PavLiNe JornsoN. Toronto:
The Musson Book Company.

I’I‘ is eighteen years since John Lane
of London, published for Pauline
Johnson her first volume of poetry,
which she entitled ‘‘The White Wam.-
um.’”’ Nine years later the George
N. Morang Publishing Company, of
Toronto, published her second volume
—*“Canadian Born.”” Now a third
volume appears under the title ° ‘Flint
and Feather.”” This third volume
embraces the contents of the first two,
as well as a miscellaneous collection
of twenty-four later poems. Apart
from the genuine merit of her writ-
ings, Miss Johnson is noteworthy in
as much as she is, we believe, qur
only poet of distinction who can boast
Indian blood. Her verse pulsates
with utterances sympathetic with the
primitive grandeur of the red man
and his subjection to the white. But
while thousands of persons all over
Canada (and, indeed, abroad) recall
Miss Johnson’s rare gifts of dramatic
voiee and gesture, it is upon her writ-
ten words that her reputation must
finally rest. It would be misleading
to ignore the lustre and power that
her own personality added to her
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verse compositions, and it is safe to
predict that no person will ever again
repeat with equal significance ‘‘A
Cry From an Indian Wife,’’ or ‘‘ The
Cattle Thief.”” For Miss Johnson was
impregnated with the spirit of her
lines, and she was able to win the
sympathy of her audience by sheer
force of artistic and dramatic excel-
lence. For she combined two great
arts, and only those of us who have
heard her render her own composi-
tion can have a full appreciation of
her powers. While her poetry loses
in impressiveness when detached from
her own personality, and as such it
must be judged, there are in it cer-
tain qualities that are not found in
any other Canadian writings, such
qualities, for instance, as a haunting
rhythm that seems to impend the
tragedy of the Indian race, and such
figures of speech as one might asso-
ciate with the red man in his natural
environment, What tremendous can-
vas is here presented in ‘‘The Corn
Husker.’’

Hard by the Indian lodges, where the
bush
Breaks in a clearing, through ill-fash-
ioned fields,
She came to labour, where the first still
hush

Of autumn follows large and recent
yields.

Age in her fingers, hunger in her face,
Her shoulders stooped with weight of
work and years,
But rich in tawny colouring of her race,
She comes afield to strip the purple ears.

And all her thoughts are with the days
gone by,
’Ere night’s injustice banished from
their lands,
Her people, that to-day unheeded lie,
Like the dead husks that rustle through
her hands.

Undoubtedly Miss Johnson’s most
popular poem is ‘‘The Song My Pad-
dle Sings.”” Some of the best poems
which have not appeared before in
book form are: ‘“The Homing Bee,”’
““The Trail to Lillooet,”” ‘‘The In-
dian Corn Planter,”” and ‘‘The Cat-
tle Country,”” and there are as well
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her already popular poems, ‘‘The
Cattle Thief,”” ‘“Wolverine,”” and
““The Legend of Qu’Appelle.”’

%
THE BLACK CREEK STOPPING-

HOUSE
By Nevuie L. McoCruna. Toronto:
William Briggs.

THIS novelette of 100 pages gives
title to a small volume of short
bits of fiction by a Canadian writer
whose ‘‘Sowing Seeds in Danny’’ has
been widely read with pleasure. While
some of these tales have appeared to
advantage in periodical publications,
we can scarcely compliment the author
on their appearance in a volume
whose first bid for approval is made
by the story that provides the title.
‘“The Black Creek Stopping-House’’
is noteworthy only because of the
soundness and goodness of character
it creates and maintains in Maggie
Murphy (presently Mrs. John Cor-
bett) who is first a Salvation Army
lass and then the mistress of the stop-
ping-house. The tale is too much
divided to be sketched here. Others
of the collection, particularly ‘A
Runaway Grandmother,”’ are better
pieces of work.

o
S

RHYMES OF A ROLLING STONE

By RoBerr W. SEervice. Toronto:
William Briggs.

HESE columns were unable to ad-

mit much praise for Mr. Robert
W. Service’s ““‘Songs of a Sour-
dough.’” Much less were they in sym-
pathy with ““‘The Ballads of a Chee-
chacko,”’ and they gave place to an
utter condemnation of a novel by the
same author, ‘“The Trail of ’98.”’
But it is not because we wish to be
consistent that we deplore the au-
thor’s latest book of verse, entitled,
“Rhymes of a Rolling Stone.”” The
contents can be recommended for
variety of subject, but not for variety
of treatment. And there is so much
lurid melodrama, so much slushy sen-

timentality, so many nasty sentences,
that the good is far outweighed by
the bad. We quote a stanza from
‘““ Athabasea Dick,”” which is typiecal :

‘“Oh, I heard a splash, and quick at a flash
I knew he could not swim,

I saw him whirl in the river swirl, and
thresh his arms about.

In a queer, strained way I heard Dick
say: ‘I’'m going after him,’

Throw off his coat, leap down to the
boat—and then I gave a shout:

‘Boys, grab him, quick! You’re ecrazy,
Dick! Far better one than two!

Hell, man! You know you’ve got no
show!
It’s sure and cretain death , . .’

And there we hung, and there we clung,
with beef and brawn and thew,

And sinews cracked and joints were
racked, and panting came our
breath;

And there we swayed, and there we pray-
ed, till strength and hope were
spent—

Then Dick, he threw us off like rats, and
after Jim he went,’’

v
"

I BELIEVE THAT—

By Avran Suvrnivan., Toronto: Wil-
liam Tyrrell.

WE admire the courage that brings

about nowadays a book of
aphorisms, and our admiration al-
most changes into sympathy when the
aphorisms are intended primarily to
point a moral. For between Hippo-
crates and Emerson there is enough
grave reflection to satisfy most of us,
so that in these days unless we can
be tickled into reading wise sayings
we will not read them at all. Even
Solomon plays on our fancy. But Mr.
Alan Sullivan, whose work in verse
and short fietion is favourably known
to readers of The Canadian Maga-
zine, pays us the too high compliment
of being a serious and reflective pub-
lic, when in this little volume he

says: .

“‘Tt is a happy impulse that finds its
own justification.’’

‘We almost can agree with that, but
it requires an anchor for this other: -




THE LIBRARY TABLE 301

‘¢Wisdom is not only knowing how and
why, but is the attitude of a mind that
has been put in parallel with great truths
and is thereby nourished and fortified.”’

However, there is one in particular
that appeals to us, and it is an indi-
cation that we have read to the bot-
tom of page seventeen:

¢¢Friendship unlocks the door to honest
eriticism, and it should be as ready to
condemn as to extol. The reproof of a
friend outweighs the praise of an ae-
quaintance.’’

Having read that, we shall not say
that the author has mno sense of hu-
mour ; for here is humour so rare that
it is triumphant. Point us morals
like this, and we shall read on to the
end. By the way, the last one gets
back at most of us:

¢¢We have asked and received much
from life. What have we given in re-
turn?’’

&

THE LOVERS

By Epex Puamporrs. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THIS is a vivid and fascinating tale
of love and war. It relates in
stirring fashion the obstacles that be-
set the paths of four young lovers,
two of whom are captives of war. The
early pages record the meeting of the
lovers, with prison walls and the
hatred of warring nations between,
and the hearts of men and maidens
are revealed in all the freshness of
primitive frankness. The scene of
the story is laid, as are those of so
many other tales, by the same popu-
lar writer, on the famous Dartmoor.
The author has made that fern-laden
granite-circled desolation of those
storied moors of England’s ‘“West
Countree’’ peculiarly his own, and
his deseriptive work is, as usual, un-
rivalled. There are some, perhaps,
who will not rate ‘“The Lovers,”” as
a whole, as high as other novels by

the same author that deal more near-
ly with the common every-day life
of the Dartmoor folk of more mod-
ern times. For in treating of those
humble tillers of a sterile and profit-
less soil, whose chief concerns are the
terrors of winter and the encroach-
ments of ‘‘Duchy,’’ rather than fears
of a foreign invasion, or the lot of
the Yankee prisoners of war, Mr.
Philpotts has no equal. None the
less, ‘‘The Lovers’’ is a strong story
strongly told. It pulsates with the
spirit of thrilling adventure, and it
is only too probable that the account
it gives of the hardships endured by
the American prisoners on English
soil during the War of the Revolu-
tion does not exceed the bounds of
historical fact. There is no lack of
stirring action and thrilling incident.

o

IT has been said that the history of

Canada has not yet been written.
Naturally one man could not write
it. Perhaps a dozen could not. At
any rate, the general editors of ‘‘Can-
ada and Its Provinces: A History of
the Canadian People and Their In-
stitutions,”” (a work in twenty-two
volumes, with index, which is nearing
completion) wisely concluded to se-
cure for each general division of the
work a special editor, and for each
branch of our history the one man
best qualified to deal with it. It is
known that no effort was spared to
procure in each instance the services
of an acknowledged authority, with
the result that the reader may rely on
receiving scholarly opinion, sound in-
formation, and from, in many cases,
writers of reputation. It is undoubt-
edly a great undertaking, and it
promises to be the standard history
of the Dominion. As yet nothing
else of so comprehensive a character
has even been attempted, and there-
fore it is of national importance. (To-
ronto: The Publishers’ Association of
Canada, Limited.)




Quite RigaT

Husband—‘I won’t say marriage
is a failure, but some are more for-
tunate in what they get than others.”’

Wife—“You are quite right, dear:
for instance, you got me, but I—got
only you.”’—Tit-Bits,

o
">

MisLespiNgG EvipENCE
Gentleman (engaging groom)—
‘“Are you married?’’
Groom—'‘No, sir. I was thrown
agin a barb-wire fence and got my
face seratched!”’—The Tatler.

Nor BY AN OLp Hanp
Mrs. Exe—‘It isn’t right to charge
Willie with taking that money out of
your pocket. Why don’t you accuse
me?’’
Mr. Exe—‘‘Beecause it wasn’t all
taken.’’—Boston Transcript.

Bming His Tive

Aunt Anna asked her little nephew
what he would like to give his cousin
for his birthday.

“I know,”” he answered, ‘“‘but I
ain’t big enough.”’—Christian Advo-
cate.

‘

HuseaND (with bad eold, reading out war news to his wife). *‘Isee the Bulgarians have taken—

a-a-tcher-t.tishah !

Wire. Oh, no, dear; I think that must be a mistake—they took fiat place last week."”
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—Punch




CuvstoMER. ‘‘'Arf-pound o’butter.”
SHOPMAN. ‘‘Yes, Mum. The best?"
CUSTOMER. *‘Naw, the worst; same as we 'ad before.”

Nor Usep To It
Theatre Manager— ‘You are en-
gaged for the box-office. All you will
do is to receive money.”’
““Thanks. I think I should like to
have a few rehearsals.”’—Meggen-
dorfer Blaetter.

-«

SErRIOUS OMISSION

The new millionaire’s banquet
table was spread, and the guests about
to be summoned.

¢ Are you sure there are no report-
ers present?’”’ anxiously asked the
host of the butler.

““I’ve made certain of it, sir.”’

““Then go out and get a few,”’ re-
joined the host.—Canadian Courier.

St

3

SAvING WEAR AND TEAR
‘“Now, remember, Iky, that vos a
good glass eye you've got. Always
take it out and put it in your pocket
when you ain’t looking at noddings.”’
—Sacred Heart Review.
303

—Punch

REBUKED

‘““What dirty hands you have,
Johnnie!’’ said his teacher. ‘‘What
would you say if I came to school
that way?”’

““I wouldn’t say nothin’,”’ replied
Johnnie. “‘I'd be too polite.”’—De-
lineator.

2

UNREST IN THE NEAR EAST
““Look ’ere, Liza Mullins, did you
say as I’d collared the tanner you
lost ?”’
‘‘Nothink of the kind! Wot I said
was as I’d ’ave found it if you ’adn’t
’elped me to look for it.’’—Punch.

oM.
-

A MorTAL Brow

‘““What’s the matter with your
wife? She’s all broken up lately?’

‘‘She got a terrible jar.”’

‘““What has happened?”’

‘““Why, she was assisting at a rum-
mage sale, took off her new hat, and
somebody sold it for thirty-five
cents.”’—Washington Herald.
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Wary
The Prisoner—‘‘There goes my
hat. Shall I run after it?”’
Policeman Casey—‘Phwat? Run
away and never come back again?
You stand here and I’ll run after
your hat.”’—Everybody’s Magazine.

3k

Crever Host

Wise—‘‘We had quite a prominent
actress as a guest at our house the
other evening.”’

Ascum—*‘Gracious! Didn’t
find it hard to entertain her?”’

Wise—‘Oh, no! She amused her-
self for hours. We just handed her a
bunch of photographs, among which
were several of her own.’’—Catholic
Standard and Times.

you
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EXPLAINED

Stranger—‘‘What a dear child!
How tenderly she kisses her sister’s
hand!”’

Willie—‘‘Kiss nuthin’! Her sister
is packer in a candy factory.”’—Meg-
gendorfer Blaetter.

e
N

ALMOST

It was a faithful Swede girl who,
when the winter was coldest and the
furnace was not working right, was
admonished by her mistress to take
an iron to bed with her to warm it.
In the morning the kindly woman
asked Lena how it worked. ‘‘Pretty
gude,’’ she said. ‘‘Ah had it almost
warm by morning.”’—7The Argonaut.

Eisie lunnzrs

“'Hello, Massa Sambo, I heah you’se gwine to Honolulu.
Waal, that's a hot place all'xlgm. Dgn't you know it's ninety in

the shade there?”
shade.”

“Yas, sah, but dis nigger ain’t a-gwine to stand in the
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LABATT’S
ALE, STOUT
LAGER

Gold, Silver, Bronze Medals

JOHN LABATT
LONDON

PREVENTION!

The Modern Watchword.

Take a cup of BOVRIL daily.

stamina, enrich your blood and build up a healty muscle.

It will increase your

UR guarantee certificate in every

box of efied? asks you to return
any box of «£ede not in perfect con-
dition. This insures you absolute
freshness no matter where you buy

Bonbons* Chocolates

We instruct all Huyler's Sales Agents
to order from us frequendy and to re-
turn for full credit any box of Huyler's
not in per{ect condition.

Write for gl Interesting Booklet
It tells how purity and quality are assured in all
Huyler's products. With the we tel. you
the name of the Huyler's Agent nearest you.

64 lrving Pl.,NewYork

130 Yonge Street
Toronto, Can.
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| Specific Information |
for January Investors |
At this particular season, maturing investments. de- '

mand the most thoughtful attention of the investor.

Naturally, in re-investing his capital he will be guided by the
same fundamental considerations of safety, stability, convertibility
and earning power that influenced him in the selection of his
original investment.

Now, however, an opportunity is presented him to examine
the field anew and select a form of security which will combine
these four essential features in the Aighest degree.

The First Mortgage Bonds owned and offered by us will meet every possible
requirement that the most conservative investor can exact. In addition, they pre-
sent an opportunity to #ncrease his investment earnings to 5% and 6% without
any sacrifice of safety or any other desirable quality. * These bonds are legal
investments for National Banks and for State Banks in Illinois and other states

5)% to 6% First Mortgage Bonds

We own and offer absolute, direct First denominations of $100, $500, $1,000 and
Mortgage Bonds to net 5% t0 6%, These $5,000
z“"ﬂt’]!“‘e investments are secured by direct It is the record of this house that during
i rst iens on the most carefully selected, {}e past thirty-one years, in which we have
mproved, income-earning Chicago real peen engaged in handling this class of
estate of the highest class. These invest- security exclusively, not one of our clients
inents are chosen with the utmost care. hag ever lost a single dollar, either of prin-
N no case is the conservatively estimated cipal or interest, on ahy security purchased
value of the property less than double the from us,
total amount of the ‘bond issue, while the vis P TIR
income from the property is at least three . A high degree of convertibility into cash
times the greatest annual interest charge. = assured_tl'\rou h our g e o Bepercliaes
: 2 Ing securities from our clients, when re-
These bonds mature serially in from two  quested, at par and accrued interest, less a
to fifteen years and may be obtained in net handling charge of 19%,.

The INVESTORS MAGAZINE, a semi-monthly publication, together with literature
of unusual value to every careful investor, will be mailed on request.

A choice list of carefully selected issues has been prepared.
Write for Circular No. 1431.

S.W. STRAUS & Co.

.INCORPORATED

MORTGAGE » BOND BAN KERS

ESTABLISHED 1882

A A

mmmmmmmmuuuumimummmummnmﬂumummn4uuummu|mmmmmmumumﬁmwwmwmwmmmmmnnnmmmmn;mmmmmunmmmwmmm !

g STRAUS BUILDING ONE WALL STREET
CHICAGO NEW YORK
0
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First Thing in the Morning —

Grape=Nuts

and cream for breakfast

Contains the vital food elements of wheat and barley,
which Nature easily converts into strength and energy for

body and brain.
The food has a very fascinating flavor.

““There’s a Reason’’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.

Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada




30 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

It Is Not Yet Too Late

VICTROLA

For The Holidays

Victrola 4 $20.00 Victrola 6 $32.50

CALL on any “ His Master’s Voice ’ dealer
and hear your favorite music beautifully
rendered on this marvellous Musical Instrument.

Victrolas are $20 to $300 sold on easy payments.
(As low as $1.00 a week if desired.)

Double sided records are 90 cents for the two
selections. Ask for free copy of our 300 page
Musical Encyclopedia listing over 5000 records.

BERLINER GRAM-O-PHONE COMPANY, LIMITED
MONTREAL

~ e s
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l
our Home Against Dirt
CLEAN HOUSE WITH

Old Duich
Cleanser

MANY USES AND FULL DIRECTIONS
ON LARGE SIFTER-CAN — |O ¢
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“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, soc. and $1.00
Eradicates dandruff-Promotes hair growth
Your Money Back if it Doesn’t
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Fexall Stores

They are the Druggists in nearly 4000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO, BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHY. 1910, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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Little Folks
Don’t Forget The Errand

When sent for a package of

Post Toasties

: s No kitten likes milk better than children love
q these sweet, crisp bits of toasted Indian Corn.

The food is made in a spotlessly clean factory
~—not a hand touching it at any time.

And when packed and sealed by auto-
matic machinery, Toasties go out clean, whole-
some and appetizing— one of the best and
daintiest foods we know how to produce.

Suppose you let the family start the
day with Post Toasties and cream as part
of the breakfast. And it will be a de-

licious part.

“The Memory Lingers”’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited,
Battle Creek, Mich.,U. S, A,

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
Windsor, Ontario, Canada.
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THE ROOFING THAT OUTLASTS

THE BUILDING

is ASBESTOSLATE Cement Shingles

Experience with wooden shingles, metal
roofing, slate and ready roofing has taught
people to expect to repair or replace the roof
long before walls or foundation fall.

When Asbestoslate Cement Shingles are
used the situation is reversed—the roof will
last as long or longer than the walls.

Asbestoslate Cement Shingles, made of
best Portland Cement, reinforced with inter-
lacing Asbestos Fibres, are practically
indestructible. In fact they continue for
years to grow harder, tougher and more
impervious to moisture than whennew. They
are fireproof and absolutely weatherproof
under any climatic conditions.

Another important feature is that Asbesto-
slate Cement Shingles never need paint or
any other preservative. The material itself
is indestructible, and the coloring matter—

Newport, Gray, Indian Red or Slate—per-
meates the whole shingle, instead of being a
mere surface coating.

These soft, attractive colors make Asbesto-
slate roofs as handsome as they are durable.

Write for Booklet C.M. to

ASBESTOS MFG. CO., LIMITED

Address: E. T. Bank Building, Montreal
Factory at Lachine, Que. (near Montreal)

TRADE MARK

ASBES TOSLATY

ASBESTOS

Bore or Pleasure---Which?

Y ETTER-WRITING used to be a ‘“fine art.”
Some men even dictate home letters to

almost a lost art.
the hotel stenographer.

Now it is

Letter-writing is a bore——-until you find the stationery that turns
it into a double pleasure---once for you and again for the lucky

recipient.
WOMEN OF TASTE

write their social notes and ‘‘thank
you'’ letters on paper that reflects
breeding and culture.

IRIS LINEN
is a fine fabric finish of just the right
weight and size—boxed to meet the
requirements of critical users.

MEN OF CHARACTER
write their own personal letters. They
want paper strong of texture, heavy
and fine of finish.

CROWN VELLUM

makes of duty a pleasure—substan-

At your stationers—or from

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto

TORONTO -

BRANTFORD -

tial, delightful to write on. Adds
distinction to any letter.
WINNIPEG
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The Call of the Bell

It 1s music to Johnny’s
ears if he starts the day
with a warm, nourish-

ing breakfast of Shredded Wheat

—and it’s so easy to get him off to school
without fuss or worry because 1t’s ready-
cooked and has in it everything he needs
for study or play. It’s the whole wheat,
cooked, shredded and
baked to a crisp, golden
brown.

Simply heat the biscuits in the
oven a few moments to restore
crispness, then pour hot milk
over them adding a little cream,
and salt or sweeten to suit
the taste. A muscle-making,
brain-building food for children
and grown-ups, for athletes and
invalids, for outdoor men and
indoor men, for workers with
hand or brain.

The Only Breakfast Cereal Made

in Biscuit Form
Made only by
The Canadian Shredded Wheat
Company, Ltd.,
Niagara Falls, Oat.

Toronto Office: 49 Wellington St. East
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SANDHURST

ok ke be
Vi sizes, They Fit, 2fo
The really correct model for dress wear. It
makes you feel that you have the right

Collar for the occasion. Height, 2/ inches.
|

.

Also correct in the square-cornered

TOOKE SENATE

IColl
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Just a Wee Help to Nature

Such is the latest ‘‘Paris' idea of a proper corset,
to suit the prevailing corsetless figure effect.

And the latest La Diva and D & A creations have
just hit this off.

No distortion, no cramping, just the enhancing of
the form divine according to the latest style of dress.

La Diva 820, shown in cut, is an entirely new Directoire Model
combining all the newest ideas and avoiding all extreme
features. It is finished in white English coutil, boned with
“Wabone’ and trimmed with valenciennes lace. Sixsuspenders,
draw strings. hooks, etc. An imported corsetof similar quality
would cost $7.00. Our price in all good stores is §5.00. Other
La Diva models. $3.00 to $5.00; every pair guaranteed to satisfy
or money refunded.

THE DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
QUEBEC
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corsets

LA DIVA 820
has medium
high bust, very
long hip, med-
inm back, and
isespecially
adapted to full
or medium
figures.

Necessary Warmth without
Unnecessary Weight

This is the quality of /deal underwear—the minimum
of weight that will give comfort and avoid risk of colds.
Pure Wool, a perfect weave and attention to detail in
making are the three factors in

Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear

that give it a reputation everywhere as the standard of
underwear excellence. All weights for all weathers, all
sizes for all people.

United Garments

DrJAEGER w22 €

32 King St. W., Toronto. Ont.
316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal.
364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.

And from JAEGER Agents throughout the Dominion.




CARE IN YOUR CORRESPONDENCE

It hurts your business to send out untidy letters. Poor quality writing
materials are mostly the cause.

Get Peerless material and gain confidence in your approach of other
business people.

Our " Peerless " Typewriter Ribbon is well known to those who use the
best. It is treated by a special process, which makes it remarkably

r
CARBON PAPER

RODGERY’
CUTLERY

Your grandfathers and their grandfathers were familiar with the
two stars on “Rodgers”” Knives and in their day, as now, these
were looked upon as a safe guide in buying.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

brilliant and absolutely permanent. Last longer than
any other. A written guarantee with each.

“ Peerless” Carbon Paper is well named and gives
greatest satisfaction for general office work.

PEEREESS |

“*Klear Kopy" Carbon Paper is a specially prepared

Uly carbon paper for particular people. It will not smudge,
f/, and makes clear copies that exactly imitate the original.

PEERLESS CARBON & RIBBON MFG. CO.

LIMITED.
176-178 RICHMOND ST. W. TORONTO
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Guaranteed

for Hosiery Made with
Seventy - Cent Yarn!

Months

Six

25¢ to 50¢ a Pair

A Million People

men, women and children,
are wearing Holeproof
Hose! 26,000,000 pairs
have been sold on the six-

months guarantee! Think
how good these hose must be to
please so many wearers. Send
for six pairs and try them.
They save wearing darned hose
and they save all the darning.
1f any of the six in the box
wears out within six months
you get a new pair free.
But we don’t pro-
tect just the heels
and toes. Ev-
ery stitch is
guaranteed.
1f a thread
breaks the
pair is con-
sidered worn
out,yougeta
new pair free.

. U.8.
M‘-gﬂe& 1008

G Suickl

EFAM@PUS
olepraoffiosiery

Our Wonderful Yarn

We pay for our yarn an average of seventy
cents a pound. It is Egyptian and Sea Island
Cotton, the finest yarn that money can buy.
Seventy cents is the top market price. We could
buy common yarn for thirty cents. But such
yarn is 2-ply, heavy and coarse. Ours is 3-ply,
light weight and long fibre. We make heavier

Qe Youerw Hode lndcned ?

weights in this 3-ply, soft yarn, but you can get
the lightest weights if you want them,

Our Thirteenth Year

This is our thirteenth year with ‘‘Holeproot.""
It now commands the largest sale of any brand
of hosiery sold, because of the satisfaction to
users. Hose that wear out in two weeks are a
bother, no matter how comfortable they may be,
‘‘Holeproof,’’ the most comfortable hose in ex-
istence, last twelve times as long-— guaranteed,
Can there be any question between the two kinds?

Send Trial Order Now

Use the coupon below. Send in your order,
See what a saving. Note their convenience.
You’ll never wear common kinds once you know
these advantages. They are made for men,
women and children. Get list of sizes, colors and
prices. Only six pairs of one size in a box, Col-
ors alike or assorted, as you desire.

Indicate on the coupon the color, weight, size
and kind you want and send the money in any con-
venient way. Thousands buy from us this way.
We guarantee satisfaction as well as the hose.

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.

119 Bond Street, London, Canada (381)

Trial Box Order Coupon

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.
119 Bond St., London, Can.
Gentlemen: I enclose§$........, for which send me one box

of Holeproof Hose for................

(state whether for men,
Wolght.: s isavsrnsis (mediuam or light).

Size......Color (check the coloron list below). Any six colors
in a box, but only one weight and size.

women or children).

Name

LiST OF COLORS
For Men and Women—Black, Light Tan, Dark Tan,
Pearl, Lavender, Navy Blue, Light Blue.
For Children—Black and Tan only—med. weight only
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Get New Ideas in Heating
Your Home

—before you decide upon what Heater,

Modern experts say that the best Heater is
the one that heats and ventilates at the same

time, 'There is no other that will do this so q
satisfactorily as the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

The Kelsey is entirely different from other
Heaters in construction and method of
warming and distributing air.

Let us show you how.

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Limited.
Winnipeg, Man. Brockville, Ont.

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name ‘“Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather. .

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. - Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO.
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
Toronto Office - - - - - Janes Building.
B R B B T e T R RSk e,
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10 cents
L J

everywhere

NFANTSDELIGHT

TOILET SO0AP

Almost a million Canadian women use Infants-Delight Toilet
Soap. They enjoy its rich, creamy lather—its rare cleansing
power—its soothing, softening effect on the skin—and its
delicate fragrance.

Have you never tried it? Then you and yours have been
missing a real toilet treat. Get a cake from your dealer right

away and you’ll see how true this is. 10c. everywhere. %
[ et ’ The same splendid soap qualities, but
/am scented with the fragrance of fresh-
cut violets. Free Trial Sample .~ 3

sent on receipt of 2c. 7 R
stamp to cover e o

postage. Sample of Taylor's
/ Valley Violet Toilet Soap.

-

/'/ g
et Name..cioiviii s A s

/
S Address

Y Toilet Soap

John Taylor & Co., Limited

Toronto
Oldest and largest Perfumers and Toilet //

Soap Makers in Canada. Lol i
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THAT GOLD,
DULL PIEGE
OF MEAT,

those little pieces of potato and cabbage that didn't
get finished up yesterday—don't, please don’t, throw
them away, and don't, please, don’t serve them up as they
are, or you'll feel you've had enough before you even start.

Odd pieces of meat and vegetables will make one of the finest dishes that ever camé
to a table if you just warm them up, and pour over them a good bowl full of Edwards

Desiccated Soup hot from the fire. \

DWARDS
= SOUPS

Edward's Desiccated Soup is a thick, nourishing soup in dry, granulated form. But although i_t is
such a fine soup by itself cooks say that it is A 1 for strengthing stews, flavoring hashes and improving
other soups. Remember to boil it for half an hour.

5¢. PER PAKCET

Edwards’ Desiccated Soups are made in three varneties—Brown, Tomato,
White. The Brown variety is a thick, nourishing soup prepared
from beef and fresh vegetables. The other two are purely vegetable soups. t

Lots of dainty new dishes in our new Cook Book. Write for a copy post free. 22M

)

W. G. Patrick & Company, Toronto and Vancouver. Wm. H. Dunn, Montreal.

DISTRIBUTERS: 1
|

Escott & Harmer, Winnipeg. {
[
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and the stillness
gave no token

, _ Of thvad word of mystry spoke
“MOGUL! MOGUL!"” oer and oer
‘Simply that and “smoke some




There is N

AN lS\TMOSPHERE' R\ |

"OF REFINEMENT . " 3 _ '

KGentle, Restful and. B /| Manufacturing

' Wholesome, inthe o - \‘ Company Limited
Warmth from a S |\, 00DSTOCK, ONT.

GOUD CHEER | W INNIPEG, MAN.

WARM AIR FURNACE

Such a delightful indoor @ A ‘
Climate is made possible?® (GRS 5 FURNACE CATALOGUE

MAILED ON REQUEST

» by the adequate HUMIDITY

. from its big
CIRCLE WATERPAN
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IF YOU VALUE YOUR EYESIGHT

@ O Lamp

Authorities agree that a good kerosene oil lamp is th'e best for reading. ’Fhe Rayo is the best oil lamp
made—the result of years of scientific study. It gives a stea}dy, white light, clear—mellow. Made of
solid brass, nickel plated. Can be lighted without removing chimney or shade. Easy to clean and rewick.

You wil equip your
reading table with a

At Dealers Everywhere.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY Limited

TORONTO MONTREAL

and

: Beware of
M Imitations Sold
Il on the Merits

il MINARD'S
LINIMENT

WINNIPEG

ST. JOHN HALIFAX

RED-MAN

GRAY WOOD
EARL & WILSON

The collar that made the Red-Man Brand
famous. The best close front collar made
in America.

SOLD IN BEST STORES IN CANADA.

EARL & WILSON -  New York




Gerhard Heintzman

Is the Piano for

ENDURANCE

You are buying your piano for a great many years \

of service. Only a piano that will endure will
satisfy you in the end.

Thousands of owners of Gerhard Heintzman
Pianos, who have had them so long and used them
so hard that they seem to simply have to write
about their lasting qualities.

They see the results but we see the reasons.
This piano is built right. Its material and con-
struction are not sacrificed for any consideration
whatsoever; it involves the cost of his investment
to the owner, but it involves a life-time’s reputation
to us who have made the

Gerhard Heintzman
% Canada’s Greatest
Piano.

Send for our beautiful book describing the piano
fully, whether Self-Player, Grand or Upright.

Your present instrument taken as part
payment at a fair valuation.

Gerhard Heintzman Limited,

New Salesrooms: 41-43 Queen St. W.,
Opp. City Hall, TORONTO.

New Hamilton Salesrooms, next to Post Office.
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Canada’s Favorite ; in:l'f fr(:.y()(;(:a::ld
The “Old Reliable” R

Buy YOUR Piano on the Plan
80,000 People Have Found Right

‘ lling DOMINION instruments solely on their
F re than torty years we have been sel umer \
merit:aiﬂzt‘fy‘ from umygtctorv or through our local agents at the‘fac‘i‘.or} I?]"&e- : E

We have never found it necessary to pay high rents or erect costly buildings, hire pianists
to use :hea])eOMINION in concerts, make gifts to secure testimonials—and similar methods

ich s 52 seli some makes of pianos. : &R

wh|L’¥;c(1im§;;’ecn;e:§:x:1ydgw r:::v‘::]l\rlle to the piano—and everybody knows it, That's why 80,000
have profited by the “DOMINION" plan of selling.

i from Factory to Home, Avoiding
DxrecAtu lé’osts Which Ada to Value

. rers sel o {Bowmanvil > MINTON
tFror‘n tfar-n\vfgly Iingll:?g\ :Xol‘;tt}‘;zlr'::‘? m;a;\,{::f;;sbs;sr;dn:;k!es‘.) Thisvisleb:‘:::mls?aotgelir Itonp
:Sprr‘:l:;:nsiftﬁ e:xrxld gpcrxranently pure. In all clnm}?tes, through many years of use, their
musical quality remains unimpaired. This is becau.jc the 3
“pDOMINION ” is Built Like a Gr_and ;
An Arch Plate Frame, like that used 1 grand pi;pm::‘. s‘-"?!I\)r't-skllll:;v:;l"!‘m playing mechan
ism, lessening the strain, improving $he toney preNening Ly BISERASW I, :

3 logue. Learn more aboutithese splendid
Yr,::lt:a::.‘ui::.y f{:tf :;aalﬁ::.y:t'n how'easy we make it for, you to'own one,

The Dominion Organ & Piano| Company, Ltd.

BOWMANVILLE, ONT.

TANADUTH MAGATINE AT OLPT

o N R
L [ JEEEEN S R

/{{1
\

N
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Facing
The Future
Fearlessly

By FRANKLIN O. KING

“‘Ring Out the Old; Ring In the New. Ring
Out the False; Ring In the True.’’ It Rings in
Your Ears, and Well it May. Tennyson never
Wrote a More Beautiful Poem, and You never
Read a More Helpful One. Read it Over Again.
Every Man should Strike a Balance on New
Year’s Morning, even Though He May Have
Been a little Off his Balance New Year’s Eve.
It’s Easy to Turn Over a New Leaf, but it Takes
a Real Man to Keep it Turned. ‘‘Eternal Vigi-
lance’’ is the Price, not Only of Liberty, but of
Habits, Health and Happiness
—Now and Hereafter. Good | gmem—m—m—,
RESOLUTIONS will Become
REALIZATIONS only when
Backed up By PERSISTENT H
PURPOSE. '

How about Your Balance §
Sheet for 1912¢ Haven’t You §
charged off a Lot of Things to §
“PROFIT and LOSS’’ that g
Ought to Be On the Credit
Side of the Ledger? Haven’t
You Frittered away a Great §
Deal of Your Hard Earned j
Cash for Petty Pleasures, or
Lavish Luxuries, when You J
Could Have Laid By Some-
thing for the Inevitable j
¢““RAINY DAY?’’ How Much §
Better Off are You than Last
Year, or the Year before
That? True, Youhave‘‘Kept
the Wolf from the Door,’’ but
by a Little Economy and Self-
Denial You Might have Begun
the Erection of a Fortification
that would Forever Free your
Family From Fear of Its
Ferocious Fangs. i

Your Good Job may not Always Last. Some
of These Days a Younger Man May Fill Your
Place. I said a ‘“Younger,”’ not a Better Man.
The Gray is Creeping into Your Hair, and the
BOSS is Likely to Forget the Splendid Things
You Did—Onece Upon a Time. ‘‘Yo’ Ben a Good
0Old Wagon, But Yo’ Dun Broke Down.’’ The
World Wants a WINNER, and Won’t Worry
Along With Wornout Workers.

¢‘Parted From the Pay-Roll’’ is a TLittle
Drama in which You May Expect to Play the
Principal Part Some Sad Saturday, P.M. Then
the ‘“Good Fellows’’ who Helped You Spend
Your Money Will Likely Pass by on the Other
Side, and the Only Place You can Look for
Sympathy will be In the Dictionary.

Let Us, therefore, ‘‘Ring Out False Pride,’’
and Hereby Firmly Resolve to Establish a New
Record for 1913, which Will nable You to FACE
the FUTURE FEARLESSLY. 8Strikes, Lock-
outs, Panics and Periods of Iinancial Depres-

Two Texas Gulf Coast Products

sion Cannot Depress You, if You Will Make It a
Rule to Save a Little Something Every Day.
Again I Repeat It—Saving is the Antidote for
Slaving.

The Best Incentive to Persistent and Sys-
tematic Saving is the Desire to Get a Home.
The Best Place I Know of to Get a Home is
in the Rain Belt of Gulf Coast Texas, where
You can Grow Three Big Money-Making Crops
a Year, and where Irrigation and Fertilization
do Not Eat Up the Profits Your Hands Create.

I believe you could save Twenty-five Cents a
Day if You tried. I know you would Try if
you Realized that our Growers of Figs, Straw-
berries and Early Vegetables clear a net profit
of $300 to $500 mn Acre. Men have Realized
more than $1,000 an Acre growing Oranges in
our Country. Remember that our Early Vege-
tables get to Northern Markets in Mid-Winter
and Early Spring, when they command Top
Prices.

One German Truck Grower on adjoining lands
this spring Trealized nearly
$500 from three-fourths of an
acre of Strawberries. You
could do as well if you only
Tried, and on a Ten-acre Tract
Find Financial Freedom.

The Biggest Price paid for
a car of watermelons on the
Houston Market this year was
$140. The car was shipped by
the Danbury Fruit and Truck
Growers’ Association.

We are situated within con-
venient shipping distance o
Three Good Railroads, and in
addition to this have the ines-
timable Advantages of Water
Transportation through the
Splendid Harbors of Galveston
and Velasco, so that our
Freight Rates are Cut Prac-
tically in Half. The Climate
is Extremely Healthful and
Superior to that of California
or Florida—Winter or Sum-
mer—owing to the Constant
Gulf Breeze.

Our Contract Embodies Life
and Accident Insurance, an
should You Die, or become totally disabled, Your
Family, or anyone else You name, will get the
Farm without the Payment of Another Penny-
If You should be Dissatisfied, we will Absolute-
ly Refund your Money, as per the Terms of our
Guarantee.

Write for our Free Book, which contains near-
ly 100 Photographs of Growing Crops, etc. Fi
out the Blank Space below with your Name ab
Address, plainly written and mail it to the
Texas-Gulf Realty Company, 1840 Peoples Ga$
Building, Chicago, Illinois. = Read it Carefullys
then use your Own Good Judgment.

* * *
Please sen me your book., *“Independence With Ten Acres:

e
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The new Blue Amberol Record

as A. Edison has perf:ected after countless
zl;;tar?rlr::rl::s and months of tireless study, makes

/e EDISON
;ZEONOCRAPH

the most perfect musical instrument you could possibly have in your home.

THE NEW EDISON RECORD

Blue Amberol 1s made of a won- give you the same pleasure, throughout
;t:l fl: = mosilion that catches all the innumerable playings and in spite of the
o ness of the singer’s rough handling that a phonograph record

d sweet Andin '
naturalness an o Mg

voice and the instrument’s‘ tone,
and gives you music fthat is real
and true on the Edison Phono-
graph.

And because Blue Amberol
Records are wearproof and prac-
dcally unbreakable they will always

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc. 6 Lakeside Avenue, ORANGE, N.J.

There are Edison dealers every-
where.  Go to the one nearest
you and ask him to play a number
of Blue Amberol Records on an
Edison Phonograph, or write to-
day for complete particulars.
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And Now for the Records for
Your Xmas Grafonola

You were lucky if you found a talking machine in your stocking
Xmas morning, especially if it was a COLUMBIA.

The next thing to do is to obtain a good selection of records.

Columbia Records play on any Disc Talking Machine and are unexcell-
ed in quality and value.

Columbia Records are guaranteed to wear longer than any other record
made; the surface is smooth and lasting ; the tone is brilliant and natural, in
fact, the living, breathing voice of the artist. :

Columbia records are double records. A different selection on each side,
two records for"the price of one.

Columbia records range in price from 85c each for the regular 10 inch
double disc record to $7.50 for a double disc record of the wonderful Sextette
from *‘ Lucia” and the equally beautiful Quartette from ‘¢ Rigoletto.”

Our Catalogue is the most complete of any, listing recordings by the
greatest artists of the world in every class of music.

We have prepared a special demonstration record, which you can get for
10c, merely the cost of handling. Insist on this

. . ’ trademark
This special record together with our complete catalogue
can be obtained from any Columbia dealer or

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO.

McKinnon Building - - Toronto, Ont.
Territory Open To Dealers.

on all your records.

SO =2

ACKEX
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Buy the
Right Varnish

Only the right varnish can
giveythe rig%lt result. This
means not only good var-
nish, but also the. right
good varnish for each par-

ticular purpose. :
By knowing and buying Berry Brother's

it i id these blunders.
< i eahs o: ::; l::ilcaler or pg\inter can supply you

with Berry Brother's Varnishes.
Half the varnish blunders_sa:zx;lg
through the use of cheap varni

kmanship. :
Chea’II)‘h‘g(:)‘;her half come through using

varnish not made for the work and not
suited to it. :

No one varmsh—fn
good it may be—is suite
There can be no general
the varnish business.

o matter how
d to all uses.
‘“cure all” in

TRADE
LIQUIo_crANITE
MARK
For finishing floors in the
most durable manner pos-

sible.
WOoO0D
For the finest rubbed or pol-

ished finish on interior wood-
work.

ELASTTE iTERIOR

For interior woodwork ex-
posed to severe wear, finish-
ed in full gloss.

ELASTic ouTSIDE
FINISH

For all surfaces, such as

frontdoors, that are exposed

to the weather.

LUXEScRRY

For yachts, boats, canoes
and other marine uses, out-
side or inside. Has never
turned “white under water.

Get the
Right Result

Choose one of these five
and you'll be safe.

Each Berry Brothers’ Var-
nish is made especially for
a particular purpose.” It
cannot be made better for
the purpose intended.

It is not necessary that you re-
member the names of the various kinds.
Simply make sure of the Berry Brothers’
label. Your dealer, architect or paint-
er can tell you which kind your work
requires.

Write for booklet :
Your Varnish Maker."

BERRY BROS., LTD.
The World's Largest and Best
Varnish Makers

WALKERVILLE,
ONT.

¢ Choosing



on every genuine bottle of

Sterling 3oy Ale

It is your guarantee of quality and flavor. T

Keep “STERLING"” ALE in your
home, and try it with your meals. It
is appetizing, refreshing and nourishing
and a real aid to digestion.

Order a case today from your dealer, or
call for “STERLING" ALE any time
you are thirsty.

Brewed and bottled in the most up-to
date and sanitary plant in Canada by

REINHARDTS’” OF TORONTO

Inspection Invited

| GANONG'S (&%

A good Begmmng

}/ GANONG'S
‘ THE FINEST 6@
0 CHOCOLATES

“Alls Well that Ends Well”

\Mﬂﬁ‘l/’t‘(ﬂl Jeries. V'//
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I\HE original, popular Williams’ Shav-
ing Stick inaserviceable pickeled Holder
Top holds the soap ﬁ}'mly In its metal cap
ready for you to use without having to hold
the soap in your fingers and keeps i1t from
toppling over when you set it down.

W' l l Id mSShzvi,Sgrsﬁ C’i
| Williams Shaving

° You can also obtain Williamg’
Shaving Soap as a stick in thefamil-
'C iar hinged-cover, nickeled box.

fer a
r those who prefer
ggwder Williams’ Shaving

Fowider yitds e Tane POWder
rich, softening lather tha} illiams’ Shavi i
has éistinguishedWﬂllams Williams aving Cream (in

tubes)is a luxury in lather, the

last word in Shaving Cream.
Sample of Williams' Shaving Stick,

Shaving Soap.

Shaving Powder or Shaving Cream

sent for 4 cents in stamps,
The J. B, Williams Co. Dept. A.
‘ Glastonbury, Conn,, U.S.A.
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Rid Your Face
0f All Pimples

Skin Cleared in a Few Days by Stuart’s
Calcium Wafers, the Famous
Blood Purifier.

Pimples, blotches, skin eruptions of all kinds, are simply the
impurities in the blood coming to the surface. All the external
treatment in the world won’t do a particle of good unless you
purify the blood. And there’s nothing so humiliating as a face
that’s all ‘‘broken out” and spoiled.

It’s a Glorious Change to Be Rid of Pimples.
You Just Feel Fine.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers will clear the most obstinate com-
plexion; because they go right into the blood and remove the
cause of the trouble.” The blood is cleaned of all impurities and
foreign substances and these are quickly eliminated from the
system. You'll notice a wonderful change in a few days—you
will hardly know yourself in a week.

And Stuart’s Calcium Wafers are absolutely harmless to any
one. Their ingredients are just what a physician prescribes in
most cases of skin eruptions and poor blood. These wafers are
put up in a concentrated form, which makes them act quickly
and thoroughly.

You can get Stuart’'s Calcium Wafers at any drug store at
50 cents a box. Begin taking them today and then look at your-
self in the mirror in a few days, and find all those awful pimples,
blackheads, acne, boils, liver spots, rash, eczema and that muddy
complexion rapidly disappearing and your face cleared like the
petal of a flower.
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Here’s the Kind of a Business
Partner Every Man Needs

—A partner to whom he can refer at any moment and obtain the t
information he seeks relative to any part of his business. S

Such a partner is an ‘‘ Office Specialty ”” Filing and Record Keeping System

With such a system, all the facts and figures relating to each part of the busirfess
are recorded on cards and classified, so that reference can be made to an deatiat
record in a moment. : o ks

They must be essential in the modern
office because there are thousands of men
working with ¢‘Office Specialty” Business
Partners.

1913 will be a year of greater accomplish-
ments if you consider now the system-
atizing of your office work. Why not
write us now and let us help you solve
your office problems ?

We arve Systematizers and
Quick Work Devisers

Head Office:
97 Wellington Street, West
TORONTO

Combolete Filing Equipment Stores: Halifax, Montreal, Ott iRni
T Edmonton, Vancouver awa, Winnipeg, Calgary,

Factories : Newmarket, Ont.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

(@4)FFICE SPECIALTY MF6.(D.
AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL m WOooD

ANADA
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Write Ideas For Moving Picture Plays!
YOU CAN WRITE PHOTO PLAYS AND

EARN $25. OR MORE WEEKLY
We Will Show You How!

h—we will show you the secrets of this fascinating new pro-

If you have ideas—if you can thin
No ‘‘flowery language” is

fession. Positively no experience or literary excellence necessary.

wanted.
The demand for photoplays is practically unlimited. The big film manufacturers are “moving

heaven and earth” in their attempts to get enough good plots to supply the ever increasing demand.
They are offering $100 and more, for single scenarios, or written ideas.

We have received many letters from the film manufacturers, such as VITAGRAPH, EDISON,
ESSANAY, LUBIN, SOLAX, IMP, REX, RELIANCE, CHAMPION, COMET, MELIES,
ETC., urging us to send photoplays to them. We want more writers and we'll gladly teach you

the secrets of success. .
We are selling photoplays written by peosle who *‘never before wrote a line for publication. 2
Perhaps we can do the same for you. If you can think of only one good idea every week, and

will write it out as directed by us, and it sells for only $25, a low figure,

YOU WILL EARN $100 MONTHLY ‘FOR SPARE TIME WORK.
FREE SEND YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS AT ONCE FOR FREE COPY OF
OUR ILLUSTRATED BOOK, "“MOVING PICTURE PLAYWRITING"”
Don't hesitate. Don’t argue. Write now and learn just what this new profession may mean
for you and your future.

NATIONAL AUTHORS’ 1543 Broadway
INSTITUTE NEW YORK CITY

PURE WOOL
UNDERWEAR

Many people have remarked on the peculiar name given to this Underwear, which
has earned the reputation of being the best pure wool underwear made.

It might be interesting to some to explain the origin of the word.

« CEETEE " Underwear is manufactured by The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited, a firm founded a little
over fifty years ago The present Manager, Mr. C. Turnbull ,adopted the idea of practically attaching his
signature to every hl%h—class pure woo garment turned out on their special machines for full-fashioned
underwear He, therefore, used his initials by putting them into words CEE (C) TEE (T), and surrounding
the words with a drawing of an Australian Merino Sheep, from the wool of which every garment of
“«CEETEE" is made.

To-day the word ‘! CEETEE” on any garment is practically Mr. Turnbull's personal
signature. It means that itis guaranteed absolutely unshrinkable and made from nothing
but the finest pure Australian Merino wool.

Worn by the Best People. Sold by the Best Dealers.

Made in all sizes and weights for men, women and children.

Also manufacturers of Turnbull’s high-class ribbed underwearkfor ladies and children,
Turnbull’s “M” Bands for Infants and ** CEETEE " Shaker Knit Sweater Coats 659

The C. TURNBULL €O. of GALT,LIMITED
MANUFACTURERS,GALT, ONTARIO.

i
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After a considera-
tion of the very
best dentrifices the
world produces,
Queen Alexandra
has chosen

Gosnell’s Cherry
Tooth Paste

for Royal Appointment.

Surely such 2 critical
Selection as this should
mean something to you.
It you want to experi-
ence a new delight ina
dentrifice, ask your
druggist  for Gosnell’s
Cherry Tooth Paste.—
25 cents the tube.
For the same reason we
algo reconimend for your
use Cherry Blossom
Perfume.

Get them 'at your drug-
gists to-day or write

Nerlich & Co,
46 FrontSt. W., Toronto

——
==
=
—
=
==
=
—
—

IE

S i

-
A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE:

IT is a Floral Extract of

absolute purity and
. enduring fragrance;
it refreshes and revives as’l
j _dops no other Perfume ;
{ it is delightfulin the Batl;
{ and t'he finest thing atter
: Shaving: because it 18, in
: f]aclg ths f}nost; reliable

nd satisfactor i

Perfume made. y::Tglle:i;.

. Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!

ROCERS are firm friends of Windsor Table Salt. They like to sell
4 e to sell it.

because it is pure a

Ask any grocer fo
Not because it costs mor

Windsor Tabl

nd clean and good.

r his best salt and he will give you Windsor Salt every ti
i s Py
G d.oe‘ not—but because the grocers k
e Salt pleases their customers. now that
62
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Western Canada

The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
The Land of Opportunity.

Why not own a farm?
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ground floor.”

160 Acres Free |

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

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

For further information apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA

>
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AWFABER &'
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"

29
9"

"CASTELL”
LASTELL"

| "CASTELL Polychromos Pencils in 60 different colors, light proof

THE FINEST AND BEST COPYING

COLOURED

PENCILS IN EXISTENCE.

"CASTELLDrawing Pencils made in 16 degrees are unex-
celled for smoothness. uniform ¢raduation and durability.

"CASTELL”Copying Pencils,black lead. hard.for carbon copies.

95

~*soft.for writing purposes.
violet lead. soft and hard.

HALLENGE
cCOLLARS

Acknowledﬂedm
be the finestcrea=
tiim ec»f Water-
proof Collars
ever made. ’y
y an u
::; ’:her. : 11
stores or direct

THE ARLINGTON C0.
of Canada, Ltd.

58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

Send us yonrhnddresl
we will show you
l::‘v:i toemlke $3 a day

a nay sure abgolutely sure; we

$ ® in the locality
X and teach you free; you work
e o v, St o s o v
:ll:e business fully; remember wie“gu:r:l;.eo . profi i
' k. absolutel , write at ol
YAL MANUFAGTURING O Box 17499 WINDSOR, OF

< NOVELTY PHOTO STAMPS

{ ize,
Showing your picture lhlksxrl‘rlkx;nfg";‘g‘vg’b‘yd' ;mil
gummed and perforated: St 50 U0 G we will de.

N r Ord
e Fhoto wt:)l: m;z’éli':,nglutu you the day received-

iver the Stam . or send us 4orders
; iy Stamps $1; 0

20 Stamps 50c.; 100 Sta Stamps of your own
of your friends and hay 2l!)nbol: sa‘tisﬂe . Photo

i photo free. lhj/[om'iy back 1
il]{ returned uninjurec X
SEND YOUR ORDER TO-DAY.

| downe Ave.,
LAE : , 146 Lansdow
= The P.tmel'gznto. Canada.r

Na- 74
Cer-taenty

of Aradaches . 2

i

_do make OAprt

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day

DR. SCHOLL'’S BUNION RIGHT

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe. Gives &\
NSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL £% ¥}
CURE of all bunion pain,
Shields, plasters or shoe
, Stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's
Bumon. Right is comfortable, sanitary,
convenient. Guaranteed or money back. 50 cents
each or $1.00 per pair at drug and shoe stores, or
d{rcct(ronl The B. Scholl Manufacturing, Co., 214 .
King St. E. Toronto. IUustrated Booklet Free.

RESERVOIR PEN
Writes long letter with one filling, Always ready,
No coaxing, No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold-
ing and constant use, Fine or medium points, Sent

ostpaid, 16 for 20¢, 3 doz, 40¢, 6 doz, 75¢. Postal
ote or Money Order, Money back if wanted.

A, D. HASTINGS, Dept. 5, 393 Hargrave St., Winnipeg.

“RESERVOIR
Wi NN,‘EE,G,,

e -

JRANTONS 1
=
"3

or-#

5 ?ﬁw*f%x.
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TLL R ENTY
ot ",

According to population,
more people in Canada travel \
extensively than in any other
country in the world. ¢ That is ;
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded as
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. (] Suggestions for travel |
can be found in the following ;
pages, and should further informa- 1
tion be desired, it can be obtain- |
d without charge by addressing,

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

15 Wellington Street East, ;
TORONTO CANADA




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 61

THE HOME OF WINTER SPORTS IN ONTARIO.

THE HIGHLAND INN

Algonquin National Park of Ontario

in Park is situated in the Eastern part of the Province of
éiﬁg?i((l)uégo miles north of the Clty pf Toronto and 175 miles west
of Ottawa the Capital of the Dominion of Canada.
AREA 2,000,000 ACRES

ALTITUDE 2,000 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL

Algonquin National Park is one of the largest, the wildest, and
e interesting Forest Preserves, in winter or summer alike, ac-
cessible to the people of the eastern part of the United States and

Cagses WINTER ATTRACTIONS :

Toboganning, Snowshoeing, Skating,
Ski-ing, Photographing, etc.

Interesting illustrated booklet telling you all about it sent free on

application to
Manager, The Highland Inn,

Algonquin Park Station, Ontario,
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Canadian Pacific
Winter Tours

California Mexico

Florida

AND

The Sunny South

“Iimited trains leave Toronto daily,
making direct connection at Detroit and
Buffalo for Florida and at Chicago for
California, etc.”

Round Trip Tickets at
Low Rates.

Full particulars from any C.P.R. Agent, or write

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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~ The éiﬁing‘-,cai‘s are under management

o fred Har

En route you can visif the
Grand Canyon of Arizona

On request will send our booklets éellmg a&mt
a delightful journey to winterless.

) alifornia, .
~ fhrdu h the Southwest Land of Enchantment.
J.Blad T’mq Traff:c‘ Mgr. AI'S;SFRy Syster. n a e
105%1 ilvay Exe m\go hicago’

@\Tfomlz\]ynﬂel\ i 4

“Exdlusiyely for first-class fravel -Th - IIthe way
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CANADA'S SUMMER PLAY-GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING ~ FISHING
1
\
| }
| *
| 1 |
1 | \
| |
‘ H  meanon '
e CAPITAL
e 1
LR i {

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

;
CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS }

(NTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAILWAY
Write :
GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, N.B.

e
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The Southland via

OUTHERN

RAILWAY

Premier Carrier of the South

OWN
SOUTH
they’re enjoying -
the balmy weather of
Indian Summer. .Lovers
of outdoor sports are in their
element. On the links, polo field,
tennis courts, highways, bridle paths
or the veranda of your hotel or cottage one forgets
it’s winter. You'll find enjoyment, diversion and con-
genial people in the famous winter resorts of the. South and
Southeast and travelling is a luxury on_the through trains of the
SOUTHERN Railway from North, East and West to:—

Aiken, Augusta, Asheville, Columbia, Summerville, Charleston, Savannah,
Atlanta, Florida, Memphis, Chattanooga, New Orleans, where connections
can be made with splendid steamers for Key West, Panama, Central
America and the Pacific Coast.

For rates and information apply to any agent of Southern Railway or Connecting Lines.

G. W. Carter, T.P.A., 9 St. Lawrence Boulevard, Montreal, Canada
Alex. S. Thweatt, E.P.A., 264 Fifth Avenue, New York City.

N. B.—Southern Railway System embraces territory offering unusually attractive and remunerative
places for investment in agriculture, fruit culture, farming and manufacturing.
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ALLAN=: LINE

O = 00 =

N
QUADRUPLE SCREW TURBINE MAIL STEAMERS ¢ ALSATIAN”’ AND
“CALGARIAN”—NOW BUILDING FOR THE LIVERPOOL SERVICE.
18,000 TONS—-600 FT. LONG—20,000 H. P.—SPEED 18-20 KNOTS

THE POPULAR PIONEER LINE:

First to construct Steamers of Steel.
First to adopt the use of Bilge Keels to minimize Rolling.
First to adopt Turbine Engines as a Means of Propulsion
for Ocean-Going Vessels.

30 STEAMERS 5 SERVICES

Regular Sailings during the Winter Season from St. John, N.B,,
Halifax, N.S., Portland, Boston, Philadelphia to Liverpool,
Glasgow, London and Havre.

For Particulars as to Sailings, Rates of Passage, efc., apply Local Agent, or

H. & A. Allan, 7o Montreal

9o State St., Boston, Mass. 421 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago, Ill.
77 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 364 Main St., Winnipeg, Man.

W =t O
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 CRUISES

Wo

WEST INDIES 214 PANAMA-

CANA;'L. 8dcrxiae; ; ;
duri January, February, March an pri g
by 8. 5, Cincinnati, S.5. Moltkeand 5. 5. Victoria  JAMAICAZ'S

uise. 2 cruises from New Orleans, Jan. 23, CUBA, HAYTI,C“O;. ;

10; by S.5. Ksonprinzessin Ce gk
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“JULI AN MAKERS ggDT&%IPORTERS

SALE” FINEST LEATHER GOODS

FITTED SUIT CASES

Gentleman'’s fitted Suit Case made from the finest smooth London Russet
or Brown or Natural Grain Leathers—full leather lined—round bag handle,
nickel-plated English lock and catches—Size 24 inches long—fitted
with pair of Ebony military brushes, Ebony hat and cloth OO
brush, nickel rim mirror, 4 cut-glass bottles, one shaving 32.
brush, one shaving soap, one comb and two spaces for

razors.

SAME CASE FITTED FOR LADY—SAME PRICE
All Fittings on Detachable Stand
Write for new ‘“JULIAN SALE " Catalogue just issued

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.




LARGEST STEAMERS IN
THE MEDITERRANEAN TRADE

‘ADRIATIC” “CEDRIC”
JAN.7 JAN.2|
FEB.I18 MAR.4

PANAMA CANAL
WEST INDIES
SouTH AMERICA

LARGEST,NEWEST, FINEST STEAMERS
“LAURENTIC” “MEGANTIC"
JAN.:8 JAN.22
FEB.8 FEB.22

WHITE STAR LINE

' NINE BROADWAY, NEW YORK

The Colonial

Open the Year ’Round

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

HIS is the largest hotel in Mt. Clemens
T and is patronized by the very best
people. It is handsomely furnished and
equipped throughout with all modern conven-
lences—located in a beautiful park with
refined surroundings, best cuisine and service.
The bath and waters here are very effective
In the relief of

Rheumatism, Neuralgia and Ner-

vous Diseases, Blood and Skin

Affections, Indigestion, Paralysis,
Locomotor Ataxia, Xtc.

The Colonial Bath House

is complete in equipment and not excelled by
e best in this country. Elevator direct
to bath house from each floor of the hotel.

For further information regarding treatment,
hotel accomodations, etc., address Manager,

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

UDING -

JAMAICA-BERMUDA-CUBA-SouTHAMERICA
s THe §,8XGrosser Kurfiirst”

LEAVING NEW YORK
JAN.16 28 DAYs-$I175 Up
FEB.20 28 DAvs-3175 Up
MAR.27 16 DAavs-$ 145 Up

Write for lllustrated Booklet W.He

H. cn.Algscs[E'r?ruﬁ&agg"crﬁc"t‘:' T '.’&‘ﬂﬂno YNNG
o » AGO = N
R. CAPELLE,SAN FRANCISCO = CENTRAL NATIONAL .ANK:S‘I‘. Lous

EGYPT AND THE NILE

Cook's luxurious Nile steamers leave Cairo every few days
during the season for the First and Second Cataracts, the
Sudan, etc. Also elegant private steamers and dahabeahs
for families and private parties.

TOURS TO THE ORIENT

Select limited Tours to Egypt, Holy Land, Turkey,
G!‘eece. etc., Icave. Jan. 8, 18, 30, Feb, 19, March s, 15, 1913,
Itineraries are varied and inclusive every detail the best.

WINTER CRUISES

Panama Canal, West Indies, Mediterranean and Round
the World, Headquarters for tickets and information for
all cruising steamers.

SOUTH AMERICA

Grand Tour de Luxe leaves Jan. 22; includes also Panama
Canal and West Indies.

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West
TORONTO-—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

NEW YORK (4 offices)) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO.

Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques Are Good All Over the World
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Twin Screw Line New York to Bermuda

 BERMUDA

40 Hours from Frost to Flowers

Twin Screw S.S. “Bermudian” 10518 tons Displacement.

Suites de luxe with private bath
Orchestra

Bilge Keels; electric fans; wireless telegraphy, submarine signalling. Fastest, newest 1
and only steamer landing passengers at the dock in Bermuda without transfer. Average
temperature in winter 60° Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing and Cycling. Sailings every Wed-

nesday at 10 a.m.

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE

New S. S. “Guiana” and other steamers fortnightly for St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts,
Antigua, Guadaloupe, Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbadoes and Demerara. For illus-

trated pamphlets apply to

A. F. Webster & Co., Cor. King and Yonge Sts., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St.
and R. M. Melville and Son, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts., Toronto

A. E. Outerbridge & Co., General Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED - QUEBEC.

As small as your note book and
tells the story better.

Pictures, RS
1% x 2% i

inches. g e

)

Bebappy&¥ell

PRICE, While [raveling

00 '//Swf\ ® x AIA L ~
y Trainsickness

‘ ¥ PREVENTED —STOPPED
eSt P OCket OTHERSILL'S after thorough tests, is now Omcg.?g{

M adopted by practically all the Great L“‘,‘fﬁ,:gdmaﬂy

|
|
York Steamship Companies running sout
Transatlantic lines. snstra”
Three years ago Mr. Mothersill gave a personal demoPShy e
|
|

and

. . 3 at 7 tion of his remedy on the English Channel, Irish Sea in
Simple, _ef’ﬁc.len}: ?’g,lﬂ At tlnd Sm‘?Oth l;:nd Baltic, and received unqualified endorsement fmr&o‘ft"‘,‘i{;g
small that it will slip readily into a vest pocket. papers and such people as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord Letters
Carefully tested meniscus achromatic lens. ?nd hosts of dm‘tu;s. bankers and professmna‘l m‘sg-al knoW
2 < . 1 rom personages o international renown-—peopi¢ . in an
ﬁoga’k ?alflneltja(,}lan\[\]fi{th th:"s(ter:’us l{)i:iﬁ 2‘:5:‘; —together wit}; much x}"alu:\hlch;nformaft_ion are Coe'l'ﬁ;:;e(‘;lflyouf
ade O i attractive booklet, which will sent free uppn rec
uality in ever detail. name and address. i 4 hines
Q y y Mothersill's is guaranteed not to contain cocaine, Eg{c‘;\t for {
CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED, opium, chloral, or any coal-tar products 50¢ box 18 8U 7 Ty ouf |
All Kodak Dealers. TORONTO twenty-four hours, $1.00 box for a Transatlantic voyag! from his ‘
druggist keeps Mothersill's or will obtain it for )““*‘“i"c. 0 [
wh\ﬁcsnlcr. If you have any trouble getting thB en pctrﬂ‘" |

direct to the Mothersill Remedy Co., 402 Sghcrcf %}‘eﬂ]v New
Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride St., London, Eng. Mon
York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg.

i



CANADIAN

MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Abbey

\l;el;‘;ee';ftsal‘t

Is the gentlest, mildest and

most effective of all tonic

laxatives. It makes the
bowels act right.

Two Sizes, 25c. and 60c.

_ All Druggists. 5

the Knox Recxpe Book —and enough Gelatine to

make one pint—enough to try most any one of

our desserts, puddings, salads or jellies, also ice

cream, ices. candies, soups, sauces or gravies.
Sent free for your grocer’s name and 2¢ stamp.

CHARLES B. KNOX CO.
Branch Factory: Mentreal. 399 Knox Ave., Johnstown, N.Y.

R SHADE o
ROLLERS
Original and unequaled.
Wood or tin rollers. *‘Improved”
requires no tacks, Inventor’s
signature on zenuine-

pARlS—-GI’ﬂllﬂ Hotel Berger €
and Maison Blanche

| 32-3¢ RUE BERGERE. Latest Comfort Terms
moderate.
Grands Boulevards and Bourse.

Centre of Business Section.

Protect Corn.

HAVE YOU DIABETES?

If you have you will be interested in receiving some most
convincing information direct from people who have been
cured ot this obnoxious and dreadful disease. SANOL'S
ANTI-DIABETES a standard and specific remedy, the
formula for which was recently secured from a celebrated
German Scientist has worked wonders in the way of im-
mediately relieving and. later completely curing many
stubborn cases of %mbetes It is frequently prescribed
by physicians of standing and is being used in first-class
hospitals. Sugar eliminated from the urine in from three
to six days, complete cures after a few months treatment,
cases cured in which the patient suffered from open sores,
cases of several years duration completey cured,—these
are a few instances of the results obtained by the use of
SANOL'S ANTI-DIABETES. We can refer enquirers
to many reliable and prominent people whom we have
cured and we can also send copies of most torcible letters
from such patients. This remedy is sold by all druggists
or by the makers at $2.00 per bottle.

HAVE YOU GALL-STONES ?

A very large number ot people throughout Canada are
using the standard remedy SANOL for Gall-stones, Kid-
ney-stones, Gravel, Kidney trouble and all other diseases
and complaints due to the presence of uric acid in the
system. People who had troublc of this nature for periods
which vary in length from a few months toten years have
been cured by SANOL, As a preventive of any diseasc
of this nature it will be found most valuable by people
who have any weakness of the kidneys, bladder or of the
urinary system generally. The use of SANOL has in
every case where used brought immediate relief and has
saved many patients from (x&*rntlons We can refer in-
terested parties to any number of pcof]c who have been
cured through this remedy and can also send letters of
unquestionable convincing power. This remedy is for
sale by druggists or by the makers at $1.50 per bottle.
Both the remedies described above are manufactured only by

The Sanol Manufacturing Company | td.
e 977 Main Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba

BAUER & BLACK - -

Corn Loosens, Comes ( ut Root and All

BLUE-JAY CORN PLASTER

Sold by druggists—isc. and 25c. per package.

WASHES BIG TUBFUL IN
5 OR 6 MINUTES

The tubful of clothes runs on ball-beanngs
The pow-rful coil springs swing it from side
to side almost without help from you. And the
clothes are washed spotlessly clean in one-half

the time.
BALL-

CONNO BEARING
WASHER

Saves time, saves labor,
saves wash - hoard wear,
Washes shirts withont
loosening a button. Wash-
es nandkerchrefs, pieces of
Ince, delicate fabrics, j st
as carefully and well as it
does bankets, tab'ecloths
and sheets, A guara tee
tag attached to very Cor-
nor Ball-Bearing Washer
assures satisfaction or your
nwonev back A booklet
describing  this newest,
most convenfent washer
free on request, Wri e for
it learn more about
the mo-ern way of wash-
ing elothes,

J. H. CONNOR & SONS, LIMITED.
Ottawa, Ontario.

Near

Gives Comfort at Once.

Chicago and New York
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Eat Anything
Without Fear

Tightness of the Stomach Caused by
Undigested Food Stopped with a
Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet.

~ When you feel as if your stomach was being tightly choked
__when the pain is intense and you break out in a cold and
clammy perspiration and there is a lump in your throat and you
are weak and nauseated—all you need is a'Stuart’'s Dyspepsia
Tablet to clear away the wreckage of undigested food left in the
stomach and intestines and restore you to your normal self again.
And this can be all accomplished within a few moments.

You May Have Often Envied the Hearty Eater!
Why Not Emulate Him ?

Thousands of people have learned so well how sure and
dependable Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are for all stomach ills
that they now eat anything they want without fear of distress.
They are never without a package at home and at the office, and
upon any indication that the stomach is a little weary, they take
a Stuart’s Tablet after each meal for a few days until the diges-
tive organs get rested up again.

This is a splendid plan to follow and always results in much
good. The appetite is improved, the food is relished more, your
sleep is more refreshing, and your disposition will make you
friends instead of enemies.

For Indigestion, Sour Stomach, Belching, Gas, Coated
Tongue, Intestinal Indigestion and all Stomach Disorders and
Pains—or for Loss of appetite—Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets are
invaluable:

Use them freely—they are as harmless as sugar would be—
and are not to be classed as ‘“‘medicine.” They have no effect
whatever on the system except the benefits they bring you
through the proper digestion of your food.

All Drug stores sell Stuart’'s Dyspepsia Tablets. The price
is 50 cents per box.
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ature Works With You,

Not Against You,in Wauchula,

. Why Fight Extreme Winters and
F lorlda!_Short Time For Crops? 10 Acres

_ In Wauchula, Florida, Work
= For You All Year—

You Canadian Farmers who are up against the
“short season” proposition certainly ought to
know all about Wauchula, Florida. Think of liv-
ing, working and prospering in a country where
there’s absolutely no such thing as Winter!
Think of fine Orange and Grape Fruit groves
loaded with fruit—huge yields of beans, peas,
cucumbers, watermelons, onions and other vege-
tables—soil that is richer and more productive
than your farm was before you heard ofit ! Here
at Wauchula, Florida—in the heart of the Peace
River Valley—you have high ground, good wa-
ter, good drainage, rainfall well distributed
throughout the year, a healthful location and
$3.000 to $10,000 a year in profits that Nature
produces for you !
Where else can you raise TWO big-paying
crops on the same land—at the same time ?
here else can you actually make $3,000 to
$10,000 a year on 10 acres of land ?
The very best transportation—a quick cash mar-
ket—good prices—for everything you grow in
and around Wauchula, a live, ﬂom:ishing town
of 1500 with two banks, up-to-date stores, fine
schools, churches, lodges. Fishing and hunting
near at hand. A great country to live in and
enjoy life! No negroes in Wauchula.

e offer you ro-acre plots, ready to market now
that the timber is cut off within sight of flourish-
ing groves,  Our own farm expert shows you
the best and quickest ways to turn your work
into cash profits. You can secure your ten acres
at a small amount down and only a dollar per
Emntg! per :1crse. ITE‘{S is the famous W:;uchul:;

. . ombination Soil—fine both for vegetables and

Here’s a Flne B]g Crop Of Strong Beans grape fruit. Your profits in vcgetihlcs at the

A G F 't T iﬂtn:]t \v:}l}]nnakc _voufa good(l]iving and pay for the

land. hen grape fruit and orange trees come

mong rape rux rees. into bearing and you reap the big ;roﬁts. Come

The above picture of Mr. A, A. Price’s land shows the real, proved combination soil at d”“_'ﬂ here :lngl talk to thc: grove owners, or rq:ld

Wauchula where growers are getting huge yields of vegetables between the rows of young thegr IC?“‘{" In our convincing literature. You

orange and grape fruit trees. Beans, peas, cucumbers, watermelons, onions and other can't fail if you have a little money and are

vegetables will keep you in comfort and pn{h fulr. t;:e lilnli‘.‘ Thetn wlrh]en your gr'aug‘;l and w_llhgg to work.

'3 » fruit trees begin to bear you are on the high road to actual luxury. ome down

:::|I:C:,l ;::,tv::;l,}(:‘v;:ﬁw"’xlle?s are b}:xying motor cars and sending their chlldrvnym college. Get We ogf::r'::: e.‘:y‘ tejml';A whole

away from this cold, bleak, one-season country where you're fighting all the time for v . éotiie Ao ﬁﬁ, 1o a'aut)‘\:llll:nnv e
health and crops! Don't be blind to this proposition! At least investigate it. It wont within ayear after starting F:mymcms. ‘and
cost you a penny to do this—and, at least, you will have leurnog! about 'thu country Al‘f ¥0u :\rli"n't, satisfied, you get back every

where men do live and work with their soil all the twelve months of the year ! o }lJ““u’Jfé".'?fé‘: 11: xii,t]:}el; x:g]rc ;;‘;:)tn in-

Write for actual facts of present earnings on mcsu‘ lands, Learn fﬂmnt this home ¢ $3¢0 4 p—or come any time, Wauchula
company of bankers. Our Treasurer is President of the Florida Cnyr\m }urfnlmnge. Learn  To0k at utulrd_v grov nass Develatinant
why we guarantee every acre we sell. No other Florida offer like this. You are so safe. through the great freeze of 95 . P
guarded that you can't lose. Nearly $500,000 bank deposits in Wauchula, Zolfa and Bow. nnharm‘nd Talk to the ow- Co,, Box 8;01
ling Green all within a radius of five miles shows how the grove owners are making money, ners, Get the facts on the Wancllllll' Florida

: g o ground. Then make your
and the country is only beginning to besettled. Mail the coupon, It puts you undér no awim’\;n. &R Ing ," you:

! 1 rite Please send me actual facts
obligations—it merely puts you in possession of the facts. Write ! o i o

regarding your combination
vegetable and citrus fruit lands
Also prices, letters from settlers,
ete., ete,

This Land Is So Good That It Is _ Z S
Backed By Florida Bankers! 8t No. or Rural Route........,

TOWR oo vvivivussnasaiin Wonvoniy

PAOY.. Sl ievaine dve R e
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SICKNESS AND DISEASE
CANNOT BE CURED
WITH DRUGS

OCTORS’ BILLS ARE EXPENSIVE The constant
use of drugs is expensive, and likewise unnecessary.
Nature is the only reliable doctor. Get close to Na-

ture and be your own physician. Itisnot hard to do, not
difficult to learn. Nature's laws are simple. When the
fire burns low, you don t run for the doctor or drug store
or the patent medicine bottle; you simply put on more
fuel. So when disease or sickness attucks the bod of
yourself or any member of your family, go to Nature's vast
storehouse of vitality and draw therefrom therevitalizing
forces which banish disease and make you well

Send for Our Free
Book and Enjoy Good
Health Without Doc-
tors or Medicines.

Break the Bonds of superstition
and fear which bind you. Be mas-
ter of your own health and the
health of your family. This book
points out the way. If vouaresick,
you know it better than anybody
else and you know where you are
sick, You don’t want drugs, you
don’t want to be doped and ener-
vated by useless drugging., Send
4 cents in stamps today for our
wonderfnl free book.

DR. H. SANCHE & CO.

Dept. 11, 364 West St. Catherine Street,
Montreal, Canada

REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a siek child
suffering and erying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incaleulable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrheea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ¢‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’’ for chil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’

NEW
CENTURY

LEADERSHIP

Arailroad navvy may

be an honest soul and

a worthy citizen, but

that does not equip

him for the position of general mana-
ger of the system.

It is the same with washing machines.
Others may be honestly constructed,
but the New Century maintainsits par-

amount position by honesty PLUS.
The **plus” means patented and ex-
clusive features found only inthe New

It represents experience
and brains applied to
washing machine pro-
blems, and assures
convenience and ec-
onomy to New Cen-
tury owners.
Yourdealercan tclla'ou the
reasons for New Century
leadership or we will send
full information direct.

Cummer-Dowswell Ltd.,
Hamilton, Ontario 108

Century.

The Berkshire Hills

Sanatorium'

FOR THE SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT OF

CANCER

WITHOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE.

With an early diagnosis and prompt treatment practipquy
all accessible cancerous growths are curable. When writing
for information describe case in which you are intereste

Address
WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.
(Formerly Drs. W, E. Brown & Son.)
North Adams, Mass.

Established thirty-five years.

Letyour children take Ox0
Cube Sandwiches for their
_ school lunch. They are ,
_adelicacy—andso ;Y
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(PURE REFINED PARAFFINE)
W ashes clothes cleaner and
whiter. Cannot possibly
hurt the damtiest fabric.

Parowax has the cleansing power of naphtha
and benzine. It is nature’s concentrated cleansing
force refined into pure white wax.

Just add a little shaved Parowax to the soap in the wash-boiler. It
does away with all the hard, destructive rubbing on the washboard.
Parowax is also invaluable for sealing

jellies and preserves.

Just try Parowax. Pound
and half - pound cartons.
Grocers and  department \

stores everywhere. i
The Imperial Oil Company, Limited

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg St. John Halifax

Easy to Operate

H=Hgco®xY

ARE ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR

Current Ledgers, Transfer Ledgers, Price Books, Catalogues, Blue Prints,
Register Books, Minute Books, Insurance Records, and for all purposes of
binding loose leaf sheets, either hand or typewritten,

Write for sample on business stationery.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 SPADINA AVENUE . . -  TORONTO, CANADA
ﬁ
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- TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellowness

in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.

Manbattan, Martini and other
standard blends, battled, ready
to serbe through cracked ice.

Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS \%“

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

The “Ross” 280, known as the ‘‘High-
Velocity” “ Ross” is the most powerful
sporting Rifle sold.

Its muzzle velocity of over 3000 feet per
second gives it a very flat trajectory and
great powei to anchor game at all distances.
This rifle, which took the gold medal at
Allahabad in 1910, sells for less than the best
English makes which it nevertheless equals
in finish and surpasses in performance.

If you seek a really fine and thoroughly up-to-date rifle look

up the nearest *“ Ross " dealer or write for illustrated booklet and

3 full information which we send tree on request.

//"//0
. /%;:Z%// ROSS RIFLE CO. - Quebec, Can.

%

The Bisley performances of the “Ross"” Rifle have aroused the
enthusiasm ot expert marksmen.
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What the Internal Bath Is

Doing for Humanity.

Under our present mode of living the large
intestine (or colon) cannot get rid of all the
waste that it accumulates—so it clogs up, and
then biliousness, constipation are the result, and
that lack of desire to do, to work, to think.

This waste in the colon, as we all know, is
extremely poisonous, and if neglected, the blood
takes up the poisons—and brings on countless
very serious diseases—appendicitis is directly
caused by waste in the colon,

If the colon is kept clean and pure you will
always feel bright, and capable—never blue and
nervous—always up to ‘‘ concert pitch.”

There is just one internal bath which will
keep the colon as sweet and clean as nature de-
mands it to be for perfect health—that is, the
J. B. L. Cascade.

Many thousands are using it, and doctors
prescribing it with great success all over the
world. This ¢ assistant-to-nature” treatment
is most interestingly described is a booklet call-
ed “ Why Man of To-day is Only 507, Efficient,”
which you should send for. It will be sent free by

CHAS. A. TYRRELL, M.D.

ROOM 534 - 280 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

The “‘Sunday’’ Vacuum Cleaner

IF you knew how
often a perfectly
“SUNDAY"” clean-
ed house through
lack of dust and
dirt and microbes
helped to fool the
Doctor, you would
not be without one
for five times its
value.

Microbes, moths and other things shiver when they
hear that a SUNDAY VACUUM CLEANER
with its 10 to 11 inches of vacuum is going to
start looking them up.

The SUNDAY DOES what is claimed for it,
sells on its merits not on its price. We cannot
make it cheaper and maintain our FIXED
STANDARD.

To agents. Our proposition is attractive, First Class
machines and fair treatment.

The Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner
Manfg. Co., Limited

345 to 349 Dalhousie St. - Ottawa, Ont.

ART DEPT  CAMADIAW MAGAZINE

The Children

always enjoy JAM and there is nothing
more healthful than

UPTON'S

Pure Jam made from freshly picked ripe
fruit and granulated sugar.

UPTON'’S Orange Marmalade made from
Seville oranges under expert supervision is
delicious.

We are one of the largest and oldest Jam
and Jelly manufacturers in Canada.

At all first-class Stores in Canada.

The T. UPTON CO. LTD.
HAMILTON - CANADA
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Farsight in car selection

about to purchase is likely to have a factory at all be-
hind it six months hence.

The measure of your pleasure in
motoring depends on the discrimina-
tion you use in purchasing your car.

Not alone should you investigate the worth

of the car itself. You should be particular

about the firm that makes the car. Look a
litle ahead. Ask yourself whether the car you're

There's sure satisfaction in the choice of a McLaugh-
lin Car. Not only are McLaughlin Cars trustworthy
in themselves, but they come from a factory that has
been producing high-grade cars for five years, and
was making high-grade carriages nearly half a cen-

tury before that—a factory that is the keystone of a big organiza-
tion, with completely equipped sales depots all over Canada.

Send for Advance Booklet of our 1913 models.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO.,

LIMITED

Toronto Garage and Salesroom—Cor. Richmond and Church Sts.

Other Branches at St. John, Belleville, Hamilton, London, Winnipeg, Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Vancouver.

e —

e
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This new Hupmobile is the answer to
thousands of queries which said:—

““Why don’t you build a car to carry more
people? Not a better car—we don’t see how it
could be better—but a bigger one.”

Just as the original ““20” touring car grew
out of the runabout and was developed into the
splendid ‘32" of today—

So has the six-passenger
grown out’of the ‘32",

Hupmobile

The same beautiful lines that distinguish
the ‘32" in any gathering of cars.

powerful, silent, long-stroke

motor; the same sturdy axles, transmission and
, clutch—for these were always built fit for duty
in a heavy seven-passenger car.

With heavier springs and frame of course;
and other parts proportionately strengthened
where need be.

With a body that accommodates six in
ease and comfort.

During the last year we have made you
familiar with the Hupmobile's mechanical ex-
cellence.

But we want to say again, with renewed
emphasis—we believe the Hupmobile to be, in its
class, the best car in the world.

Your Hupmobile dealer has the new car
The six-passenger ‘32", $1375 F. O. B. Windsor, has equipment of two folding and revolving occasional

seats in tonneau, tonneau

speeds forward and reverse, sliding gem‘s.
126-inch wheelbase ; 33 x 4-inch tires,

oot rest; windshield mohair to
tnch:uhlc_, rims, rear shock absorber, gas hcadlights. Prest-o-Lite tank, oil lamps, tools and horn.
Four cylinder motor, 3%-inch
tandard color, black. Trimmings, black and nickel.

with envelope, Jiffy curtains, quick de-

Three
ore and §¥%-inch stroke;

“32” Touring Car, fully equipped, $1150 F. O. B. Windsor

“32” Roadster, fully equipped,
“32"” Delivery, fully equipped,
¢20” Runabout, fully equipped,

HUPP MOTOR CAR COMPANY

$1150 F. O. B. Windsor
$1125 F. O. B. Windsor
$850 F. O. B. Windsor

Desk C., WINDSOR, ONT.
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THE UNIVERSAL CAR

Noise? About all the Ford
makes 1s the praise it inspires.

I’s the silent car. It’s silent
because it’s mechanically right.
And i1ts mechanical rightness has
made it ‘‘the universal car’---
serviceable, economical, long-

lived. Better order yours today.

Every third caris a Ford. Nearly 180,000
have been sold and delivered. New prices-—
runabout $675—touring car $750—delivery
car $775—town car $1000—with all equip-
ment, f.o.b. Walkerville, Ont. Get particulars
from Ford Motor Company of Canada,
Limited, Walkerville, Ont:, Canada.
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I HE 1913 Russell-Knight “28” is sub-
mitted to the automobilist as the
finished product of an engineering staff
which is second to none in the automo-

bile world.
The wonderful Russell-Knight Engine reaches a de-

gree of efficiency never before attained by an engine
in any other car, for the reason that no restrictions

were placed upon the cost of perfecting it.
Its construction is a triumph of

terials are the best.
mechanical accuracy.

The Russell Self-Starting and Lighting
System provides a positive and sure meth-
od of starting the car, at the same time
supplying current for lighting the lamps.

The Power Tire Pump eliminates unnecess-
ary work. The divided wind-shield, as well
as the rear wind-shield for the protection
of the occupants of the tonneau, helps to
make this model a most comfortable car.

The Heating System, that warms the ton-
neau, from the exhaust of the engine, is a

The ma-

feature which makes winter driving more
comfortable.

By the adoption of the Left-hand Drive and
Centre Control, all four doors of the car can
be used.

The story of the Russell-Knight ‘28" is
best told in our descriptive pamphlet,
**The Knight of High Degree,” which will
be mailed, upon request to any branch or
agent.

RUSSELL-KNIGHT ‘28"

TOURING MODEL $3250.

RUSSELL-KNIGHT ‘28" ROADSTER MODEL $3200.
RUSSELL-KNIGHT SEVEN PASSENGER MODEL $3,500
F.O.B. FACTORY

Russell Motor Car Co., Limited

HEAD OFFICE AND FACTORY, WEST TORONTO
Branches at: Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary,
Vancouver, Melbourne, Australia.
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A guide fo be
frusted when buying
frue quality Silver Ware

N choosing (what is usually the favorite present) (during the
l coming Xmas Season), namely “Silverware,” itis no easy
task to determine. Looks may betray. Some Silver plated
Ware is so cleverly finished and (offered) so (temptingly) that its
appearance—a beauty which is only skin deep—is often made the
only determining factor and the buyer suffers afterwards the
inconvenience of seeing it wear off and show its lack of lasting value.

Wisdom says: Let the reputation ofgthe Manufacturer be your protection.

The Beauty of Standard Silver Ware lies not only in the original and
artistic designs and reasonable prices but unnoticed at first in
the sincere workmanship, the pure hard white metal and the
generous deposit of the finest Sterling’ Silver.

Guaranteed to Give Satisfaction.

A Reputation has been earned by us by upholding the Standard in high-clas:
Silver Plated Ware, The merit otyour oo«f; is determined by the increase and
continuance of public approval of ovr oﬁcy “The best at a moderate &;’icc" and
the popularity of our make we judge the sales of Standard Silver Ware that
have reached a height never touched gefore. Could there be any better proot

of the superiority of our make.

We have this year prepared some exceptionally attractive lines such as
Casserole Goods, Reproductions of old Sheffield and Old Dutch Designs

and it is well worth your while to see them.

EVERY RELIABLE JEWELLER SELLS STANDARD SILVER WARE.
If you cannot get it, write fo us, we will assist you.

ASK FOR IT AND REMEMBER every piece bearing our name is
manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Company Lid,
TORONTO
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Makers of Toilet Papers.
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The tips, when struck on any surface what-
ever, will light silently and burn steadily
and smoothly without throwing off sparks.
Eddy’s Matches are always full MM count

—ask for them at all good dealers.
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HULL, CANADA.

b B s gt LB oS




84 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

#

BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES, POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE ‘

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.
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FEARMAN’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but “Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

Gtye Buinty

B isismmisseme

hiclets

REALLY DELIGHTFUL

Mint Covered
| Camég Couted
Chewing Gum

Look for the Bird Cards in the
packets. You can secure a

beautiful Bird Album FREE.

Half a million folks ot all kinds—including
grown-ups, children, teachers, etc., are collecting
our wonderful Bird Studies—faithful reproductions
of American birds in full colors, with description ot
the birds' plumage, habits, and how to know them
on sight. You will find one beautiful bird picture
in each packet of Chiclets. Send us any fifty of
these pictures with ten cents in stamps and we will
send you—free—our splendid Bird Album.

The refinement of chew-
ing gum for people of

refinement. It’s the pep-
permint—the true mint.

For sale at all the Better Sort of Stores

Se. the Ounce and in 5¢.,
10c. and 25c. Packets.

SEN-SEN CHICLET
COMPANY

Metropolitan Tower
*“New York
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PACKED
IN ONE

CANT MAKE A HEALTHFUIN

invigorating cup of coffee out
of anything but good coffee
any more than you can make
asilk dress out of cotton cloth.

is pure coffee of the
highest quality.

. IMPReVE YeUR HEALTH WHILE -
. SATISFYING Y2UR THIRST -

O’Keefe’s “Gold Label Ale” is
¢oncentrated health, strength and
vigor. Itisa rich; creamy old
ale — containing just the
nutriment needed
to build up and
invigorate the
™, Whole system.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 87

Moir’s Chocolates have an Individuality that is

Unmistakeable

We select the cocoa
beans—roast, husk
and clean them—add
the cocoa butter and
cane sugar—and flavor
with vanilla beans. The
WHOLE is then put
thr ough a grinding process
for hours, which refines
every particle and renders
our chocolate coating, ab-
solutely smooth, giving it
thatindividualdelicio: s flavor.
The chocolate ist hen ap-
plied to the many varieties
of centers—packed in at-
tractive boxes and offered
to you as the finest choco-
lates on the market.

Moirs Limited
Halifax, Canada

Save Your Voice

Do not ignore hoarseness, coughs,
sore throats or loss of voice. Use

* ANTISEPTIC
THROAT

EVAN

oF The
LIVERPOOL
THROAT WOSPITAL

Pastilles

They give relief at once, and their continued use
restores strength and tone to the throat and vocal
organs. If you speak or sing in public, always keep
Evans' Antiseptic Throat Pastilles at hand.

For Free Sample, write 171

National Drug and Chemical Co. of Canada, Limited, Montreal

WANTED—SALESMEN AND SALESWOMEN

Hundreds of od positions now open paying from $1,000.00 to
5,000.00 a year., No former experience required to get one of them.

e will teach you to be a high grade Traveling Salesman or Sales-
woman by mail in eight weeks and assist you to secure a good position
where you can earn ood wages while you are learning Practical Sales~
manship, Write logny for full particulars and testimoniala from hun-
dreds of men and women we have recently placed in good positions;
also list of good positions open. Address Dept. J,

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

806 Kent Bullding Toronto, Ontario

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
TRY MURINE i quiiiy

Try it for Red, Weak,
EYE REMEDY ¥hicry £iceand

Granulated Eyelids.
Tllustrated Book in each Package. Murineis compounded
by our Oculists—not a “Patent Medicine’—but used in

successful Physiclans’ Practice for many years. Now d(!dl('n‘!bd
to the public and sold by Druggists at 26c-60¢ per bottle. Murine

Kye Balve in aseptic tubes, 26c-60c. Murine Eye Remedy Co. , Chicar~
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Detaching the Domestic Ser-
vice from your Hot Water
Boiler may greatly improve
the Heating of Your Home
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Little Giant Hot Water Heater,
installed for laundry, burns any
kind of fuel and supplies
abundance of hot water
for bath, laundry
and Kitchen.

Has a flat top to carry a wash boiler and

grooves in the sides to keep irons hot.

ANY houses cannot be
comfortably heated in
really cold weather because
a too heavy domestic hot
water coil rests between the
boiler sections and the fire

bed, and deadens the fist

impact of the flame.

Our remedy for this
condition is the installation

of an improved Little Giant
Hot Water Heater.

If you did not have
thorough comfort in your
home last winter—and you
have every reason to believe
conditions will - be no better
this winter, the difficulty may
most likely be easily, and
cheaply remedied.

Consult us about your
heating.

TAYLOR-FORBES (i

Makers of “‘Sovereign” Hot Water Boilers and Radiators.

TORONTO : 1088 King Street West MONTREAL : 246 Craig Street Weslt
VANCOUVER: 1070 Homer Street WINNIPEG : Vuican Iron Works

QUEBEC : Mechanics Supply Co.

ST. JOHN, N.B., 32 Dock St.,

Head Office, GUELPH, ONT., Works and Foundries

—

e
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Canvassers
Wanted

We wish to secure two
} first class canvassers to
* solicit subscriptions to the

- | CANADIAN
- | MAGAZINE

Must be energetic and re-
liable, and to such we are
prepared to guarantee a
good income.

.~ OLD COLONY
The Old Colony is the highest achieve-

. ment attained in silver plated ware.

Exclusive tcrritory will bc . The design possesses individuality with-
: out sacrifice of simplicity or purty of
aSSIgHCd to each. outline. The pierced handle deserves
especial attention.  Appropriate for
any time and place, it is pre-eminently
AFFLy 19 l fitted for Colonial and OId English 1
The ONTARIO PUBLISHING |/ § @wnaroms Likeal |

COMPANY, LIMITED | |847 ROGERS BROS

15 Wellington St. E. - TORONTO “Silper Plate
that Wears *’

= " it is made in the heaviest grade of
e gy ixlver plati, and is backed by] the
our Stationery in ‘ argest makers with an unquali-
BRIGHTEN up B;‘;‘,z WASHBURNE’%rIﬂ(’I?g’E by ‘ fied guarantee made possible
PAPER FASTENERSHN by the actual test of 65 years.

75 000 000 Sold by alleingdenles.

or illustrated cata-
logue “§ =30"

f Meriden

‘ Britannia Company
(International Silver Co.
Successor)
Meriden, Conn.
NEw YORK CHICAGO
SAN FRANCISCO
HamiuToN, CANADA

W o AN
8 Fasily put on or taken off

thh!hclhum nnd nge Can
work."” rass in 3
fu!enen ench

All stationers, Sand 10¢ for nn:rle box of 50, assorted,

llustrated booklet free, L iberal discount to the trade.
The 0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. 5. A. No 1B J
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The handy,
floating oval
cake of soap
perfection.

)aAIRY SOAP is good
soap—pure soap—the

best soap we know how
to make. @Fairy Soap is
white because it has nothing
to hide. No dyes or strong
perfumes to disguise the qual-
ity of its ingredients. {Fairy
Soap wears down to the last
wafer of the cake—does not
break like 50aps made in the

awkward, Ob-
long bar. It
is therefore
economical.

THE
N. K. FAIRBANK
COMPANY

LIMITED,
MONTREAL
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FOR ALL KINDS OF SERVICE REQUIRING THE
BEST AUTOMATIC, HIGH SPEED ENGINES

ROBB

VERTICAL ENCLOSED

ENGINES

Speed just right for direct-con-
nection to Electric Generators and
Turbine Pumps. Close regulation

for Electric Lighting.
International ['ngineering Works,

Limited
Owners ot works formerly of

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., AMHERST, N.S.

Sole Canadian Agents for {So. Framingham, Mass. :

SEND FOR
NEW
VERTICAL ENGINE

CATALOG

C. A. PARSONS & CO , Newcastle-on-Tyne DISTRICT | Canadian Express Building, Montreal, R. W. Robb, Marage

Turbines, Turbo-Electric Generators, .Turbo-Pumps OFFICES {J;'i‘::rﬁzflé'g;:liil::'w?:;?:::_’ Vy n;: qu;:i::', ﬂ:‘:’;’
and Compressors

Grain Exchange Building, Calgary, J. F. Porter, Man. 3-9

Q0BINSONS

"BARLEY

Doctor” and Nurse both
know the wonderful suc-
cess that has attended
the use of Robinson’s
Patent Barley in cases of
weak digestion; =

It is pure, wholesome and
convenient,

MAGOR SON & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL
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Diamond Dyes Spell
- Economy for these Women

T am sending you photographs of my sister and myself, to show you
what we have been able to do with Diamond Dyes.

““The gown that I have on I made over from material we had in a tan
broadcloth Russian Blouse that we never liked. We dyed
this black. My sister’s suit we made according to a
pattern, from a grey Homespun suit which we dyed
navy blue.

“I think you can see from these photographs of my
sister and myself how much Diamond Dyes mean to us.”

Mrs. J. R. Raymond

Diamond Dyes are the wonder-workers
of the home. Rugs, portiéres, curtains, and
feathers, etc.,, can be made bright and
fresh as new.

DiamondDyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes—one
for Wool or Silk, the other for Cotton, Linen, or
Mixed Goods. Diamond Dyes for Wool or Sik now
come in Blue envelopes. And, as heretofore, those
for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods are in White

envelopes.
Here’s the Truth About Dyes for
‘ Home Use
i Our experience of over thirty years has proven
Made over from tan that no one dye will successfully color every fabric.
Broadcloth dyed black There are two classes of fabrics-—animal fibre

fabrics and vegetabl fibre fabrics. i

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vege-
table fibre fabrics. “Union” or “Mixed” goods are 607 to 809 Cotton
—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics.

Vegetable fibres require one class of dye, and animal fibres another
and radically different class of dye. As proof—we call attention to the
fact that manufacturers of woolen goods use one class of dye, while manu-
facturers of cotton goods use an entirely different class of dye.

DO NOT BE DECEIVED
For these reasons we manufacture ome class of Diamond Dyes for coloring Cotton, Linen, or MixedGoods, and
another class of Diamond Dyes for coloring Wool or Silk, so that you may obtain the very best results on
EVERY fabric.
REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, use the Diamond
Dyes factured especially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods. :
AND REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring Wool or Silk, use the Diamond Dyes manu-
factured especially for Wool or Silk.

Diamond Dyes are sold at the uniform price of 10c per package.
Just Out—Sent Free—New Edition—1912-1913 Diamond Dye Annual

This book is full of dress secrets, how to do almost magical things about the home, etc.,
etc., Send us your dealer’'s name and address—tell us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes.
We' will then send you this famous book of helps, the Diamond Dye Annual, a copy of the
Direction Book, and 36 samples of Dyed Cloth —Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN ST., MONTREAL, QUE.

Made over from grey Home=
spun dyed navy blue
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A cracker,jck
of a Christmas present

Remember when you were a
kid? The presents that were all
shiny and bright and that*““worked!”
Weren’t they the ones that you
were proudest of P

Something for your room—something
you could use all year—something like
big people had in their rooms. The sen-
sible presents appealed to you best when
you were a kid. Think back a bit
and see. Then think of Big Ben for
those boys and girls.

Toys, of course, should never be dis-
placed. It wouldn’t be Christmas with-
out them. But mix in wuseful things—
things that develop pride and that make
little » people feel responsible. Give
them presents to live up to and to live up

with. Don’t make the mistake of think-
ing they don’t feel the compliment.

Let one thing that meets the eye of
your little boy and girl on Christmas
Morning be that triple nickel-plated,
jolly, handsome, pleasant looking, ser-
viceable, and inspiring clock—Big Ben.
See if you don’t hear them say: ‘“Why!
Isn’t that a crackerjack! Is that for me
to use myself ?”’

Big Ben is a crackerjack-of-a-Christmas-present to give to
any friend. He's two presents in one, a dandy alarm to wake
up with, a dandy clock to tell time al/ day by. He stands seven
inches tall, He's got an inner vest of steel that insures him for
life—big, bold, black hands you can see at a glance in the dim
morning light without ever having to get out of bed—large comfy
keys that al wind th lves and a deep, jolly ring that
calls just when you want, and either way you want, five straight
minutes or every other half minute for ten minut less you flag
him off,

Big Ben is sold by 5,000 Canadian dealers. His price is
$3.00 anywhere. If you cannot find him at your dealer's, a
money order mailed to his designers, Westclox, La Salle,
Hlinods, will send him when and wherever you say, attractively
boxed and express charges paid.




Try It Out It’s Baker’s
and

If coffee affects you unpleasantly,

try leaving it off 10 days. 9 ° ° :
To do this with comfort and It
beneficial after-effects use the new S ,, lclous

food-drink

Instant
Postum

No boiiing required—stir a level

St Made by a
= —1 perfect me-
chanical
process
fromhigh
grade cocoa
beans, sci-

teaspoonful (more or less for entifically
strength desired) in a cup of hot blended, it
water —add sugar and cream to is of the

taste, and a delicious beverage is

ready instantly. finest quality,full strength and

“There’s a R B absolutely pure and healthful.
eres a Reason Sold in 1/5 1b., 1/41b., 1/2 Ib. and 1 Ib.
S S cans, net weight.
Postum Cereal Co. Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. Booklet of Choice Recipes Sent Free
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont. WALTER BAKER & CO. LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1780

MONTREAL, CAN. DORCHESTER, MASS.

That
“Awful Smart”

Your Shaving Soap Did It

The free caustic found its
way into the pores of your

skin and that terrible
1 : smarting and drawing
; Use sensation resulted. ‘
|
? The very soul of the flowers is cz 2 & C
.;‘ held captive in this quuis?tr: lrfcsa::'ﬁ:tnfmd ‘ SHAVNG REAM
5 il | {j% : .
& . j which contains no free caustic, and
) ‘\‘ - enjoy a cool, comfortable shave,
—the first perfumers of Canada, and the | i Mennen’s Shaving Cream makes
creators of distinctive perfumes that rival the Y a lather which requires no ‘“rubbi in"’
{ choicest of the old world. » AV h th e
: - with the fingers to soften the beard. You
v “PANDORA [l JEY EhSEE ey s e
! ' S and does away with tender faces.
(4 PERFUME - b v
f is a fascinating fragrance—alluring, subtle » i 7 For sale everywhere 25c.
\ and ](]lmrnu;fghl_\ lﬁ:minim-. The Perfume, par { e Sample Tube Free.
s excellence, for dainty women. poo §
1| JoHN TAYLOR & CO, LTD. - ToRonTo || il GERFQSD MENNEN CO.
W 1 | )',r rk, N.J.
- 7{3“ [ d Makers of the celebrated
. Mennen's Toilet Powder.
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