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Men's Tweed Suits

Regular $10.50 value for $7.95

NOTE — Sizes over 44 in
chest or 35 in seam of
leg, $1 per inch extra.

These suits are made from

a strong, wear-resisting Eng-

lish Tweed in a black ground with an indistinct white club check, made in a single-
breasted two-piece Norfolk style, with box pleats and belt, lin€d with black Italian

cloth, short pants lined with cotton to fit boys 7 to 16 years, sizes 25 49
to 313. Regular $3.50 and $4.00, according to size, as cut K. B. $2
OUR SPECIAL PRICE FOR ANY SIZE .. . ;.. v

We do not sample Boys' Suits but you can safely order from the

we consider the best value we have ever been

able to offer ; and this in the face of the
advanced price of woollens. After carefully going
through the different makers’ samples, to which our large
buying powers give us access, we selected this material
on account of its worthiness in wearing qualities and its
neat yet handsome pattern, which lends itself particularly
well to this style of suit. By contracting for the entire
output of this line, we have secured a price concession
which enables us to offer our customers this big saving
on an honest suit.

WE have secured for this season’s Special Suit what

The material is an imported English Tweed of durable quality,
in a dark ground with a lighter intermixture, giving a pepper and
salt effect ; into this is woven red and blue stripes and cross stripes,
forming a subdued broken check pattern, being neat and quiet—a
material which any gentleman would select for business or general
wear, made in single-breasted sack style, lined with a fancy twilled
mohair lining, stayed with linen, shoulders and front reinforced with
shrunk linen duck and hair cloth, guaranteed to retain their shape,
well tailored and perfect fitting, sizes 35 to 44.
Regular $10.50 value, as cut KA. OUR SPECIAL .95
PRICE: “ae s e o o

Boys’ Two-Piece <
NorfolK Suits

Regular $3.50 to $4.00

(According to size)

Special Price $2.49

description, as it is very accurate. =

H. H. FUDGER, COMPANY, | Apr. 27, 1907
President ﬂOBEﬂT LIMITED Dept. CC
J. wooD,

Mnnngcr

TORONTO - CANADA
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HOW ABOUT YOUR GARDEN ?

g Those new effects in beds and borders you have planned to have this year
will mean selecting your seeds early.

§ We have everything you can want; all the old favorites and the best new
varieties. ¢ Make a note of it; and remember — RENNIE'S SEEDS
never disappoint.

q If a call is not convenient, we will gladly mail you a copy of our illus-
trated garden guide. ~Write our nearest address.

WM. RENNIE CO.,, Ltd., Seedsmen, Cor. Adelaide and Jarvis, Toronto
190 McGill Street, MONTREAL

Underwood

If you are not using the
UNDERWOOD you are not get-
ting full typewriter efficiency.

A machine which does less
effective work than the
UNDERWOOD is working for
you at a loss.

None of the UNDERWOOD
imitations can give you
UNDERWOOD satisfaction.

United Typewriter Company Lid.
7-9 Adelaide Street East
TORONTO

In this Age of Quick Motion one thing is required before Speed—THAT IS RELIABILITY

strains, must the construction and material be of the very highest class. New metal alloys have
been invented to withstand these strains.

GhHe RUSSELL .l iz

ya

All we ask is the chance to show you these cars.
We can satisfy every pocket and every taste for high-class cars.

1907 RUSSELL MODELS

The embodiment of perfection and simplicity in motor car construction. Metal-to-metal
dise chixtchl' shaft drive, selective sliding gear transmission, powerful double braking system on
rear wheels.

Model D—-18-H. P. 2-Cylinder Light Touring Car, $1600
90 ins. Wheelbase, standard tread, tires 80 x 8}¢ ins.

Model E—25-H. P. 4-Cylinder Touring Car, - $2500
104 ins. Wheelbase, standard tread, tires 32 x 4 ins.

Model F-40-H. P. 4-Cylinder Touring Car, - $3750

118 ins. Wheelbase, standard tread, tires 84 x 4 ins. in front and 4}4 ins. in rear.
Handsome, luxurious and durable.

Write for Catalogue and booklet of letters from RUSSELL owners.

Canada Cycle & Motor Company

TORONTO JUNCTION, CANADA Limited

L Branches : Ottawa Winnipeg ~ Vancouver

in Automobiles especially, because they do not run on rails and are subjected to trmuumlmg

Melbourne, Aust. J

PALE

ALE CLEAR AS
AMBER,
PIQUANT
AND
DIFFERENT.

FINE,
SATISFYING,
WHOLESOME.

HALF @
HALF

The

very thing
to take away
that fretted,
depressing
Spring
feeling.

XXX
PORTER A bOdy

strengthener

and builder.
Good Always.

&

The Cosgrave

Brewery Co.

of Toronto,
Limited

Pints and Quarts at any Dealer’s
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The TOTIS” Fastlake
Metallic Shingles

Sovereig'n Banl{ Automatic Electric

of Canada HOUS@
Elevator

Head Office - TORONTO
Executive Office, MONTREAL
SRR (I‘ The luxury and

Capital Authorized, $4,000,000.00 comfort of a
Capital Subseribed, 4,000,000.00 modern automatic
Capital Paid up, 3,958,470.00 house eleva-
Reserve Fund, 1,255,000.00 tor can hard-

ly be over-

DIRECTORS :

estimated.

Absolute
RANDOLPH MACDONALD - President fet 1
A. A. ALLAN - First Vice-President salely ang ; ; ;
D. M. STEWART, Second Vice-President the highest NEnec. Fire, nghtnmg
HON. D. McMILLAN and Rust Proof.
HON. PETER McLAREN degree of
ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL, M.P. refinement
JOHN PUGSLEY ¢ are ornamental, durable, easily
W. K MoNAUGHT, M.P.P. are found in i and
A. E. DYMENT, M.P. s i ¥ applied, and cost no more
- than wooden shingles.
R Enquireof us
General Manager, D. M. Stewart about them., Sand for Booklst
Toronto " C. R. Cumberland
Bavings Dipartasents st il Bifineliie Otis-Fensom THE METALLIC ROOFING CO.
Interest paid 4 times & year
Manufacturers LIMITED
Elevator Co., Limited
B s )
7 ) TORONTO and WINNIPEG
NEW YORK AGENCY - 25 Pine Street Head Office - TORONTO [Here Since 1885]

C. E. LANSKAITL, Agent

Offices in Principal Cities

What About Your
Coal Supply

for the next month ?

“Salvador

requires no present intro-
duction. From the time
it was ORIGINALLY put
on the market it easily
led, so far as a Malt

beverage was concerned,

in the estimation of the
connoisseurs, This lead

it still holds, by reason of C O n t ra Cto rs,

the fact that the utmost

care is exercised in the E q u I p m e n t St fnice will

selection of the several in- require St For
HOISTING ENGINES

DERRICKS, WIRE ROPE some time yet, and

5 in order to get good
CONCRETE MIXERS 54 bave ot

gredients that enter into

its makeup, namely, the CHOICEST

oy 4 ' AT to burn good fuel.

aud FILTERED WATER-the ut- LOCOMOTIVES
: p We know our coal
most cleanliness being observed—all CARS, STEEL RAILS Lak inire Heat Gnjts
departments being under the super- WHEELBARROWS to the ton than any
intendence of the ONLY Brewmaster gé%KASP;:lSOVELS other coal on the

market, so you’d
better round off the

. ) season by leaving
Mr. Lothar Reinhardt, and so we say pleased to have your enquiry. your order with us.

_’_.‘ THE STANDARD FUEL CO.
THHophin &G et

Tel. M. 4108-4-5

who comes from the original ‘' Sal- ETC. ETC., ETC.

vador "' Brewery, Munich, Germany, We carry an extensive stock and would be

“Salvador” Forever!

REINHARDT & CO.
2-22 MARK ST. - TORONTO MONTREAL




PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST.

Contalas no Alum, Ammenia, Lime, Phosphates, or any Injurlant.

E.W.GILLETT £uires

LIMITED
TORONTO,ONT.

NOTHING SIMPLER
ON THE MARKET THAN THE

STICKNEY GASOLINE
ENGINE

YOUR
BOY
CAN

RUN IT

MADE
FOR
HARD

WORK

WINDMILLS, TANKS. PUMPS.

Ask us for further information.
No trouble to wait on you.

Ontario Wind Engine & Pump Co., Lid.

TORONTO

SUCCESS IN BAKING tasty, vitaliz-
ing bread depends chiefly on the flour
used.

PURITY FLOUR, made solely from
the choicest Western Canada Hard
Wheat, has no equal as a thoroughly
dependable household flour.

Sold Everywhere in the Great Dominion

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.
LIMITED

MILLS AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH, BRANDON
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Editorial Chat
ANADIANS are great runners ;
the climate of Canada gives

red men and white men and red-white

men the ‘‘staying” power for a long
race. Will the reader excuse our men-
tioning it—this is the twenty-second
lap in the race to establish a national
weekly. During the first few weeks
we encountered a head wind of con-
siderable proportions, and the weather
was slightly chilly, nevertheless we
made fair progress. The wind of in-
differenceis still trying to beat us back,
but itis slowly dying down.

One of our friends who should have
been giving us encouraging cheers,
shouted as we went by : ‘“ You'll last
about seventeen laps.” We haven't
seen him during .the last five rounds;
he must have hidden behind the crowd
of spectators. . His ‘“‘I told you so !"
is dead within him.

During the past few weeks, a num-
ber of hands have been stretched out
to shake ours. The congratulatory
phrase, ‘‘ You are doing well,” spurs
us on ; it gives us new spirit and en-
courages us to do better.

For next week some interesting fea-
tures have been prepared, and readers
may be assured that there will be no
falling off. Suggestions as to subjects
which might be discussed or develop-
ments which should be described, will
be welcomed from any source. The
staff is anxious to have the co-opera-
tion of the readers, to get their point
of view, and to follow public opinion
as well as to lead it.

From Switzerland to You.

the dairy land g
ideal: sends to
=Canadard
healthful, nourishing
V) food and a dainty deli-
cious confection in

1SS MILK
SCV:!OCOLATI:

T
Unrivalled for delicate smoothness,
sweet purity, palatability and nu- o \
tritive qualities. Made entirely of ®
choice cocoa, pure sugar and

rich Swiss milk—the most nu-
tritive combination of all foods.

CAILLER'S is sold everywhere
by grocers, druggists and
confectioners,

WILLIAM H. DUNN,

General Agent for Canada,

394-396 St. PauL Sr.,
MONTREAL.

McGONKEY"S
GHOGOLATES

AND BON BONS

THE CHOICE OF ROYALTY

Mail Orders Promptly Filled

ADDRESS—
McCONKEY’S
27.29-31 West King St.,, TORONTO

s Autonola

PLAYER PIANO

Is a High Grade BELL PIANO capable of being
played in two wavs, Whether musician or not
you can play it. Booklet No. 79 mailed free.

Piano and————
The Jﬁ Rll Organ Co., Limited
GUELPH

Toronto London, Eng. Ottawa
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* The number of Clip-Caps, all indicating the possession of a Waterman's
l(‘ul Fountain Pen, that may be seen in panplf . pockrl.l everywhere, in
the restaurants, in the streets, on the cars and in trains, is really becoming
remarkable even to the casual observer, This bright little clip that grips seems
1o be everywhere,''— 5 tat

L. E. WATERMAN CO. of Canada, Limited
173 Broadway, New York 136 8T, JAMES 8T, MONTREAL 12 Géfden Lane, London

BY&SS GOOdS

Plumbers” and

Steamfitters
Compression Work
Fuller Work
Valves

Highest Quality - Lowest Prices

SOMERVILLE LIMITED

59 Richmond Street East, TORONTO, ONT.

Do YOU Read?

Here is the opinion of the Editor of the
Ottawa Journal, with regard to

Canada’s National Weekly

““One of the most welcome visitors to
The Journal sanctum is the Canadian
Courier, the national weekly published in
Toronto. The current issue is the twentieth
since the Courier made its first appearance.
In these twenty weeks the Courier has
given evidence of substantial growth in
popular favor, It is handsomely illustrated,
its running commentary on the events of the
day is timely and comprehensive ; there is
a generous element of the pcrloual in
several of the columns filled by the special
writers, and public men are presented in an
intimate light which cannot fail to engage
the popular fancy. There is some sound
editorial pmnmmcemcnt and there is plenty
of wholesome fiction. The Canadian Cour-
ier is as good and bright a five cents’ worth
as could be desired, and it seems bound to
achieve, as it has already deserved, a sub-
stantial measure of success.”

Subscription Price $2.50 per annum or 5 cents per copy
P I

 The Canadian Courier is on sale at all
News Stands throughout the Dominion

e SILVERWARE

Look for our

Look for ou You Want
MANF'D AND

GUARANTEED BY Beauty in Design

Perfection in Workmanship and
Reliability in Quality

rasoe manw ror | Al these attributes are found in our goods

HOLLOW WARE

Standard Silverware Company, Limited

Toronto - Canada
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Topics of the Day

IR WILFRID LAURIER has for a few weeks
doffed the garments of the political leader and
now stands in the Council of the Empire as Can-

ada's leading citizen. For a few weeks the people need
not remember whether he is Conservative or Liberal and
may watch his actions as those of her chief representa-
tive.

It was quite proper, and in this all classes will agree,
that he should state to a British audience “I have given
Canada the best of my heart and the best of my soul,
and I intend to do so so long as God gives me health
and strength.” Whatever Sir Wilfrid has been, what-
ever he may have done, he has been loyal to what he
deemed to be his country’s best interests. Sir John
Macdonald, Hon. Alexander MacKenzie, Sir John Thomp-
son, Sir J. J. C. Abbott, Sir MacKenzie Bowell and Sir
Charles Tupper were British in descent and speech. Of
this list of Canadian Premiers, Macdonald and Mac-
Kenzie were born in Scotland, Bowell was born in Eng-
land, Abbot was the son of an Anglican clergyman and
was born in Quebec, Thompson and Tupper were born
in Nova Scotia. Sir Wilirid Laurier is the only French-
Canadian Premier since Confeder-
ation. He is the only French-
Canadian to fill that office since
Sir George Ktienne Cartier ten-
dered his resignation on May 21st
1862.

%* * *

There never was a Canadian
more loyal to British institutions
in Canada than Sir George Car-
tier. He was mainly responsible
for ranging the Roman Catholic
Church on the side of Confedera-
tion. Fven alfter Confederation,
in the Legislature of the Province
of Quebec, he was looked upon as
a leader of the British section.

Sir Wilfrid has combined with-
in himseli the representation of
both races in even a greater de-
gree than did Cartier. In the
end, the people of Lower Canada
withdrew their support from Car-
tier and he was forced from his
high estate as leader in the then
Canadian parliament. It is ques-
tionable if this will be Sir Wil-
frid’s fate. He has retained the
undivided affections of his own people, while gaining a
great measure of respect among the people of British
descent. Neither his diverging attitude on the question
of separate schools, his reluctant but full support of the
South African contingents mnor his leadership in the
drawing together of the Emipire, has caused him loss of
support in either section ;)f fhe* Canadian public.

The secret of it all is, perhaps, that Sir Wilirid, like
his predecessors in the highest office in the gift ol the
people, has stood first and last for Canada. If on one
occasion he faltered and seemed to lean toward the
United States, he has amply atoned for that weak
moment. In his speech to the Nineteen Hundred Club in
ILoondon, he declared with great emphasis that it was
Canada’s desire and intention to make trade flow, not
north and south, but east and west between Britain and
Canada. He asserted with equal emphasis that, whether
or not Great Britain granted a preference to colonial pro-
ducts, Canada would never seek the markets of the
United States. Could even Mr. Chamberlain ask more
than that of Canada’s spokesman ?

Mr. W. F. Maclean, M.P.

The historian, John Charles Dent, in his short bi-
ography of Cartier, says that he was wont to describe
himself as ‘“‘an Englishman speaking French.” He also
states that on St. George’s Day he would wear the
flower of England on his breast, because it was the fes-
tival of his Patron Saint. Sir Wilfrid might almost do
the same this week.

* * *

Among Canada's unique characters, Mr. W. F.
Maclean, M.P., holds a leading place. He is the eldest
son of a man who has been described as ‘‘the father of
Protection’” and was born to active journalism. Since
he established the Toronto “World” in 1880 as an in-
dependent Conservative journal, he has played a leading
part in politics. @ He has supported protection, advo-
cated preferential trade, and has stood out as champion
of economical and progressive government. His leader-
ship, however, is of a peculiar type. He prefers to fight
alone. He never ranges himself beside any particular
party or section in a combat. He prefers to scout in
advance. When the fighting line comes up to him, he
runs ahead and takes up a more advanced position. The
more dangerous and more extreme that position is the
better he seems to like it.

Mr. Maclean’s second political
contest was in Fast York against
the Hon, Alexander MacKenzie in
1891 and he was defeated. When
the ex-Premier died in the fol-
lowing year, he was the success-
ful candidate and has ever since
represented that constituency. It
is said that he was willing to be-
come leader of the Conservative
party when Sir Charles Tupper
retired and again when Mr. Bor-
den was defeated in Halifax, but
the party did not recognise in
him the qualities of permanent
leadership. His policy of ‘‘the
lone hand” is not likely to com-
mend itself to any political or-
ganisation.

* * *

Premier McBride of British
Columbia sailed from St. John
on the 19th for London. He will
ask the British Government to
make British Columbia’s increas-
ed subsidy one million instead of
one hundred thousand dollars.
There would be much fun for the observer if the Colonial
Secretary, after hearing what Mr. McBride has to say,
should call in Sir Wilirid Laurier and ask him why he
did not treat Mr. McBride's province more fairly. He
would probably answer in his most frigid tones that if
Mr. McBride was not satisfied with his allotment he
should appeal to the Parliament and People of Canada
who were the real owners of the Dominion Treasury.

» * »*

Symipathy for the newly arrived immigrant should be
the watchword of all fair-minded and intelligent citizens.
In Toronto they have foiinded a Welcome League to the
expense of which public-spirited citizens are contributing.
This is an idea which might be followed in.all the larger
Canadian cities and towns to which immigrants are
coming in considerable numbers. Halifax, St. John,
Montreal, Ottawa, Winnipeg, Regina and FEdmonton es-
pecially could afford to have institutions of this kind.
The new citizen does not need money ; he needs sym-
pathy and advice. A cheery, well-informed, hustling
secretary of a Welcome League could smooth many a
pathway and cheer many a sad and lonely heart.

7
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I’l‘ is reported that just before he left Ottawa for
London, Sir Wilirid Laurier accepted the presidency
of a new League to be known by the mystic letters
“AWW. & G." He went further and compelled every
member of the Cabinet to join it,
as well as several prospective cab-
inet ministers. It is further under-

AW W &G,
LEAGUE

stood, that any minister or aspirant for ministerial
honours violating any one of the three rules of the League
will be forced to retire, and any one breaking two of the
three rules will receive neither a judgeship nor senator-
ship on retirement.

Fven before the ship left Halifax with Sir Wilfrid on
board, it was reported to him that a prominent mem-
ber of the League had broken one rule at least. Conse-
quently there is a cabinet position practically vacant.
This member was slated for promotion to a very high
honorary position, but it will now be denied him. It is
believed he will retire into private life.

There seems to be little expectation that any other
member of the League will be so impetuous as to violate
any of its regulations. Indeed, some people say it was
formed to catch this particular Minister, there being
none other in the Cabinet of a sinful nature.

Other persons maintain that the whole story is ab-
solutely without foundation. Of course, the truth will
not be known until Sir Wilfrid returns from Furope and
reconstructs the cabinet. There will likely be one or
two retirements from the cabinet, other than for viola-
tion of the rules of the League.

HIEERE are certain classes in the community, such

as journalists and preachers, who are always in

need of money. It is only on occasion that merchants,

manufacturers, capitalists and bankers are actually

; ¥ “hard up.” Yet such is the case

skt ”.0, ; at the present time. There are

gy i men worth hundreds of thousands

of dollars who are going about saying '‘I was never so
pressed for ready money in all my life.”

The trouble is due chiefly to the rapid expansion of
the country but also to several definite causes. There is
filty million dollars’ worth of wheat in the West await-
ing shipment to Liverpool. It cannot be moved until
navigation opens, which will not oceur for a few days
yet. Again, the lumber cut this year has been very
large, the winter having been so steady. The men come
out of the camps about May 1st and must be paid in
cash ¢ in addition, the lumbermen require advances on
their unmarketed product, The recent slump in the
stock market has added its influence by locking up con-
siderable extra cash.

The Canadian bank statement for March shows an
increase in ‘loans” of seventeen million dollars. The
figure reached, $579,000,000, has never been exceeded in
Canada's financial history. The loans outside of the
country, that is in New Vork, decreased only one mil-
lion, so that the banks must have been getting the
extra money from special sources. It was not from de-
posits, as these decreased about seven millions.

The situation is quite serious for many institutions.
Development will be hampered and there will be room
for rejoicing if some of the weaker firms are not forced

8

to the wall. It is a time for business men to act con-
servatively.

T is a question whether the Canadian banks are not
discouraging depositors to their own and the
country’s disadvantage. They are paying only three
per cent. on deposits and charging their customers six,
seven, eight and ten per cent. This
is unfair. At a time like this
when money is valuable, the de-
positor should get some of the benefit. It should not
all go to the shareholders.

The Canadian banking association is the greatest
monopoly in Canada and in some ways it has been the
most beneficial. Nevertheless, when it refuses to pay
more than the historic three per cent. on deposits when
money has risen in value two to five per cent., it is
taking an undue advantage. The bank deposits should
be rising rapidly, yet in March they declined several
millions. People are drawing out their savings and in-
vesting them elsewhere.

I'he banks were so short of cash recently that the
Ontario Government was forced to come to their assist-
ance and take part of its huge deposit in the Bank of
Montreal and divide it up among the other institutions
in hundred thousand lots. Probably the Dominion
Government would have done the same thing if its ex-
penditures were not jumping ahead so fast. Yet thHS
banks in the face of this situation refuse to advance the
rate of interest which their monopoly has fixed.

WILL DEPOSITS
DECREASE?

WE Canadians have never been accused of being
unduly emotional, but there must be amongst

us a certain number of estimable persons whose goodness
of heart transcends their judgment. They fill the news-
CODDLING THE papers with dema‘nds for better
IMMIGRANT treatment for the immigrant and

tell hard-luck tales of how so
many men were unable to get the sort of employment
they desired.

There exists no necessity for coddling the immigrant:
there is no disposition to do him any injustice. If he is
ready to work, work is ready for him. Of a squad of
cighty newcomers who arrived in Toronto the other
day not one would accept $25 a month and board ag
farmhands, 7The men wanted to stay in the city. A
town of the size of Toronto, no matter how rapidly it
may be growing, can assimilate only a certain number
of additional industrial workers, and, if the newcomers
insist upon staying within Toronto’s boundaries, the
overflow is bound to remain idle or else to displace men
who were here before them. The question is one of
simple arithmetic, and misplaced sympathy will do the
newcomers who loaf about the streets no good but much
harm in that it tends to make them objects of at least

semi-charity before they have been a fortnight in (e

country. ;
Twelve and thirteen 'years ago, when times were harq

all over North America, there was not as much news-
paper talk about the hardships’ of the native Caf_\adian
unemployed as there is to-day about the allege‘d ev1.1 case
of a very small percentage of the newly ar.nve(.i'lmmi‘
grants. At the present juncture the excitability of

41,
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some honest and well-meaning persons bids fair to have
evil results in several different directions. And not the
least important of these is the possibility that certain
immigrants who should be Canadians in the making will
become impressed with the idea that they are entitled to
special consideration and that self-reliance is unnecessary.
It was self-reliance that characterised the pioneers of
sixty and seventy years ago, and, self-reliance will do
more for the honest newcomer of to-day than can be
done for him by any number of organised committees
and weepy newspaper paragraphs setting forth the piti-
ful story of his hard experiences.

AUGH, laugh, my merry fellow-citizens, for you
are soon to be found marching arm in arm with
our friends across the line—those who have for years
tried to injure us commercially. The Washington cor-
respondent of the “Dry Goods
Economist” says that Secretary
Root is convinced that Canadians
are coming to a realisation of the necessity of much
closer relations between the two countries.”” The word
“necessity’’ is badly chosen. The writer might better
have used ‘‘advisability.” In that case it would sound
much less unreasonable.

This gifted correspondent then goes on to tell some
more of Secretary Root’s feelings. “The old feeling of
absolute allegiance to the mother country in all things,
sentimental and otherwise, is giving way rapidly to the
idea that their material interests lie in other directions.”
Where did these gentlemen get that impression ? Not
from the recent changes in postage! Not from Sir
Wilfrid Laurier's speeches in Iondon ! Not from ILord
Grey who was Mr. Root’s host at Ottawa ! Not from
Mr. Bryce, who was plainly told that Canada would
seek no further for Washington favours !

Secretary Root’s visit was an absolute failure, and
the people of the United States may as well recognise
it. Secretary Root is gentlemanly and clever, but he can-
not perform the impessible. Canada is paddling her
own canoe and that canoe travels east and west, from
Japan to Great Britain, not north and south.

R. W. T. STEAD has discovered that he inspired
the British Government to grant the Transvaal
a constitution. Nobody need be surprised. The old
gentleman is a fine example of the value of well directed
megalomania. His Review of
Reviews is a valuable property ;
his  vociferous eccentricity at-
tracts the lovers of the grotesque while it interests the
student of passing events. The Canadian Club of To-
ronto does well to invite this prince of journalistic
charlatans to visit it; to break bread and to become
vocal with the merits of his latest proposals towards
securing the world’s peace. The Canadian Club mem-
bers will be amused if they are not benefited by hearing
the remarks of the individual who loudly demanded of
the British people ‘“Shall T kill my brother Boer?” The
British people, as we all remember, refused to become
entangled in Mr. Stead’s family affairs.

“ A universal and permanent peace would be a glorious
step towards the millenium—which, however, none of
us expects to arrive for some time. While Mr. Stead is
in the United States he might do something towards
securing for Brother Jonathan a colourable imitation,
at least, of a national peace. Over there the advance
agent of the lirenicon might well make a few speeches
calculated to place United States affairs on a permanent
peace footing. It is all very well to talk about the
abolition of international wars, but, before that step
can be taken, the fighting microbe must be eliminated
from the blood. The individual squabble often produces
the international conflict. The differences of two bodies
of individuals brought on the Civil War.

So, let Mr. Stead apply his mind, for instance, to the

WILL WE BE
ABSORBED

MR. STEAD, THE
VAGARIOUS

problem of settling the negro question in the republic.
Also, he might be able to bring about a lasting and
profitable peace between capital and labour. No more
strikes, it fairly may be said, would be a more glorious
achievement than no more war. Perhaps, too, Mr.
Stead might be able to arrange an accommodation be-
tween Mr. Roosevelt and Mr. Harriman, after which the
Western farmer and the New KEngland manufacturer
might be induced to lie down together.

It may be urged that none of these issues would af-
ford to the London journalist the opportunity for vocal-
ism which is offered by the international vpeace propa-
ganda. Probably the objection -is valid. Opportunity
for rhetoric is to W. T. Stead much dearer than any
possibility for silent well-doing.

R. W. R. HEARST of New York is a frequent. if
not a cheerful loser. Three years ago he suf-
fered a national defeat, a metropolitan defeat two years
ago, a State defeat, last year, a concurrent State de-
feat in California and now another
“throwdown” at Chicago. FEvi-
dently he is not the people’s
William, although he commands all the resources of ogre
and ochre which sensational journalism enjoys. This
year, Chicago reversed, by the significant plurality of
13,016, her former judgment in favour of comprehensive
municipal ownership. Mr. Hearst supported Mayor
Dunne (no relation to ‘‘Dooley’) who, representing the
principle of municipal ownership, had attempted to
bring the street car syste.m and other public-service in-
terests under direct municipal ownership and operation.
The city council proposed a plan by which the general
street car franchises in Chicago should be extended for a
period of twenty years with payment to the city of 55
per cent. of their net income, and with a concession to
the city of an option to purchase at a fixed price. . An
ordinance to this effect had been vetoed by the Mayor
and the electors of the city gave judgment in favour of
the City Council. The majority, while of respectable
size, is not large when it is considered that the total
ballot was about 200,000. Mr. W. R. Hearst, although
a Gothamite, hastened to the scene to assist Mayor
Dunne and soon all the paraphernalia of a yellow journal
campaign could be recognised. But, whatever the people
may have thought of the cause in the first place, Mr.
Hearst’s championship proved fatal and he retires from
the scene a poorer if not a wiser man. It looks as if
the San Francisco ‘‘Argonaut” were in the right regard-
ing the attitude of the American people towards Hearst:
“Thev turn in disgust and resentment from the spectacle
of .a man of questionable character seeking to ride into
authority and power upon a demagogic principle and by
the methods of the circus.”

NOT A
WINNER

HE civic landscape artist of Montreal who designed
the improvements in Ottawa, has been recently
occupied in drawing up a plan for beautifying the new
capital of Alberta. This little city in the far north,
this recently emancipated fur sta-
tion, this ambitious young thing
has the audacity to attempt to do
what Ottawa rose to only after fifty years of prominence
as a capital. Even Toronto, seventy-three vears a city, has
never aspired to a civic scheme looking for beauty. The
idea of working to a plan sounds almost socialistic !
The report was read the other day to the Kdmonton
Canadian Club and that leads to another remark. These
Canadian Clubs are getting too much in the foreground.
They are too fond of the lime-light. They are really

BEAUTIFYING
ACAPITAT,

- doing much of the leading that once fell to the lot of

distinguished journalists. No one will object, probably,
if they pursue such worthy objects, although some of
us may not be wholly pleased at being summarily pushed
into the background by a new generation of enthusiasts.
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R. FIELDING has been giving the Commons a
M sort of “trial trip” with himself as Premier, so
that they may know what to expect if he ever
comes to succeed Sir Wilfrid. Tt is true that he is not
the real “‘acting Premier,” Sir Richard Cartwright hold-
ing that honour in the Senate; but he has been the
active Premier while Sir Richard has been the passive.
Mr. Fielding bids fair to found a new school in Canadian
politics. He is not in the least like Sir Wilfrid or Sir
Charles Tupper or Sir John Macdonald or any of the
great men in the past. He does not “address the
country” in stately fashion. Tle merely does business in
the House of Commons and lets the country look on. If
he ever takes up the baton, he will be the quietest con-
ductor of the orchestra that this nation has ever seen.
Sir John Thompson approached him ; but, upon oc-
casion, Sir John would deliver an oration. Mr. Fielding
will be the managing editor of his devoted country if he
ever takes her in charge. He learned how to run things
in a newspaper office, and he has seen nothing since
which makes him think that one can do anything better
for a nation than to ‘‘edit” it.

&

It is curious to remind ourselves how the big men
have fallen away from about Mr. Fielding and left him
master of the sitnation—so far as the heir-apparent
business goes. Mowat, Cartwright and Joly were, of
course, never candidate “heirs.” They were the ‘‘Farly
Liberal Fathers’ who came into the Cabinet to give
“young Taurier” their blessing when he started out on
his trying journey in 1896, But a number of the
younger Ministers looked then quite as big as Fielding.
There were Davies of Prince Fdward Island, Blair of
New Brunswick, Tarte of Quebec, Mulock of Ontario and
Sifton of Manitoba. Not one of them now sits in the
Cabinet. Mulock made the best race of it ; but ill-health
tripped him up some time ago. Meanwhile Fitzpatrick
entered the competition and looked like a possible winner
for a while: but he, too, was hampered by uncertain
health and retired to the Supreme Court. There is now
no one in sight but Fielding—unless it be Bourassa.

&

Sir Wilfrid has been coming in for a good deal of
criticism in the British press because he would not ‘‘go
the pace” at the Conference to suit the Imperialists. He
appears to have been guilty of agreeing in the main with
the programme of the British Government, and this has
amazed and annoyed the people in England who have
been in the habit of using the Colonies as pawns in
their domestic political gaime. When the prudent
Britisher has objected that they seemed to be working
up to a dangerous speed forward, they have always re-
plied—"But we must ; for the Colonies demand it. I
we do not keep up with the aspirations of the Colonies,
we will lose them."” Particularly have they dwelt upon
the danger of losing Canada to the United States, as
there was no one handy to lose Australia or New Zea-
land to: and now here comes the Premier of Canada to
assist the Liberal Colonial Secretary in putting on the
brakes. Moreover, he declares that there is no question
of “losing Canada,” that we have definitely cast in our
lot—even in trade—with ‘“‘the old Mother land” ; and
that we do not want a preference at British ports unless
the British voter is convinced that it would be a good
thing for him as well.

&

Vet surely this might have been expected. Sir Wil-
frid is a Liberal. Those who imagined that he had
turned Tory because he has been compelled by circum-
stances to accept certain phases of the Conservative
policy, have entirely misunderstood the man. He has
taken every such step with obvious unwillingness. Very
lately he told the House of Commons that he was a
free trader : and this was not a joke but a statement

‘The Canadian Courier

of fact. Of course, like every successful politician in this
country, he is a good deal of an opportunist in prac-
tice ; but he has never been an opportunist at heart
From the days when he stood for liberty in Quebec aé
a young soldier in the outlawed Rouge party, Wilfrid
Taurier has been a passionate Liberal ; and now he finds
himself perfectly at home in London with the leaders of
the historic Liberal party which has at long last come
into its own. He has no intention whatever of lending
himself to ‘“‘the Tory campaign.” He is a believer in
‘“free trade as they have it in England”—mo matter
what he may have been compelled to swallow in Can-
ada. Ie is a believer in “Home Rule” all round. He
will never enter willingly ‘“the vortex of-militarism."

V=4

But Sir Wilfrid—like his great predecessor, Sir John
Macdonald—believes that it is important that he stay in
power. He will not stand up stubbornly to be broken
by any popular gale of feeling, when, by bending grace-
fully, he can survive the blast. If this country wants
Chamberlainism—and it undoubtedly wants it if Cham-
berlainism means a bigger price for our wheat—he will
give it Chamberlainism. Who is he to set himself
against the will of the Canadian nation ? But that does
not mean that he is going to campaign for Chamber-
lainism when it looks like ‘‘a lost cause’’ and when its
opponents—his own brother Liberals—are in command of
the British parliament. His attitudes on the Manitoba
School Question and on the Western Autonomy Bills re-
veal the man. As a Liberal, he believes in protecting
the rights of minorities. The Constitution does not
overawe him very much. He thinks more of eternal
principles. It is not at all likely that he took much
pleasure in Joe Martin’s jehad against Separate Schools
in Manitoba ; but he was a politician playing the game
and he took advantage of it to get into power. But
when he came to write autonomy bills for the other
Western Provinces, and felt himself strong enough to in-
dulge his own feeling in the matter, he gave them sep-
arate schools. He likes power, and he loves Liberalism.
Moreover, he believes that it is better for Iiberalism for
him to be in power at the cost of a few compromises
than for the Tories to occupy ‘‘the seats of the mighty."”

British Columbia’s budget shows an income of four
thousand dollars above the three million mark, which is
a most respectable amount. The expenditure was con-
trolled so as to leave a surplus. Next year, the Govern-
ment proposes to be lavish and to expend more than
its income, believing, apparently, that such a policy will
appeal to the progressive spirit of its people.
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« Under the spoils system, the life of a newly-elected Cabinet
Kﬁnister is that of a hunted animal.”’

i
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The Cathedral, Mexico, from Roof of National Palace.
Copyright Photograph by Underwood & Underwood.

The Mexican EarthquaKke

N the fourteenth of April, almost a year from the
San Francisco upheaval, a similar disaster in
Mexico laid three cities in ruins, resulting in the
loss of many human lives and a great destruction of
property. The cities of Tixtla, Chilapa and Chilpacingo
were almost completely destroyed and the panic-stricken
survivors are encamped in the open air. The greater
loss of life was at Tixtla, where many people were
caught in the falling buildings and crushed to death.
Scarcely a building was left standing in any of the towns
on the earthquake zone.

On Monday, April fifteenth, the gr!)und continued to
rock at half-hour intervals and many minor shocks com-
pleted the first earthquake’s work of devastation. Chil-
pacingo is the c'(.lp.ital of the State of (‘vucr.rcro and four
years ago was visited by an earthquake which killed and
wounded many of the inhabitants and destroyed a large
part of the town. The population of the city is 7,496
and that of Chilapa is placed at 15,000. Both the vol-
canoes of Colima and Jerullo are in the affected region
and the people fear that the seismic disturbances may
cause these mountains to become more active.

Another shock occurred on the seventeenth. On the

.

Guanajuato-—Typical of Mexico’s Mountain Cities.
A water-vendor in the foreground.
Copyright Photograph by Underwood & Underwood.

same day it was discovered that the cathedral of Mexico
city, one of the most famous churches in the world, was
cracked from top to bottom by the recent earthquake.
The fissure is an eighth of an inch wide. An engineer
has been appointed to examine the building. The ca-
thedral is centuries old and is built on the former site
of the Aztec Temple. The discovery of this injury has
created general uneasiness in the capital city and further
disturbance is feared. The seismologist has found the
last fifteen months a season which has brought him
into unenviable prominence.

Mr. Pope on Us and U.S.

R RUFUS POPE, Ex-M.P., has been giving some
free advice through an interview which appears
in the Montreal Star. Two paragraphs are

quoted to show what Mr. Pope thinks of the recent
flirtations between Washington and Ottawa.

““The American is, perhaps, the best business man in
the world. He wants anything that is profitable, and
he is just waking up to the fact that Canada is full of
profit for him if he can only get in here in the right
way. He wants our trade—of course he does. He
wants our raw materials for his industries. Some of
our raw materials he will have to have soon to keep
his industries going. He now gets a lion’s share of our
trade. For instance, for the year ending June 3o0th,
1906—the last complete fiscal year—the Americans sold
us goods to the value of $175,000,000, while Great
Britain, which came next, was only able to sell us less
than $70,000,000 worth. And do you think that he

McGill Medical College, Montreal, destroyed by Fire April 16th.
(‘npy right Photograph by Notman.

pays dollar for dollar for this trade ? Just listen. He
bought from us during this same year only $97,000,000
worth of goods, while Great Britain bought $133,000,000.
That is the way that the American likes to do business.
That is the way that, most people like to do business ;
but it is our business to try and see that we do not con-
tinue to get the short end of the stick.

“We ought to go upon the plain principle that Canada
is for the Canadians. If we have any natural advan-
tages here—and we have many—we should see that they
are developed to the utmost in Canada by Canadians.
Now any American who wants to share in our national
wealth—in our immense opportunities—has only to come
over to Canada and become a Canadian, to settle down
here and live and work amongst us, and he can share
and be heartily welcome. Old Sir John Macdonald used
to say—speaking politically—that his ‘was not an ex-
clusive party,’ which we thought a pretty good joke for
the old man to crack. In the same way, ours is not an
exclusive country. But he who desires to make profits
out of Canada's fabulous natural advantages ought to
be compelled to come to Canada to develop them. We
want him as a citizen; we want his capital, ‘and we

want the chances in his industry for Canadian working-
men."

The winter port business of St. John is drawing to
a close. Over 100 steamers have taken away goods
valued at more than sixteen million dollars during the
winter months. The grain shipments amounted to
more than four million bushels.




Some St. George’s Days

FE are informed almost daily that this is the
w transportation era. But as we go away back
and pick up “The Patriot,” published in To-
ronto in 1838, we find the announcement that on April
twenty-third of that stormy year, for the first time two
English steam vessels, the “‘Sirius” from Cork and the
“Great Western” from Bristol, arrived in New York
harbour, the former having taken nineteen days for the
voyage and the latter, fifteen. It was a great event
and was properly celebrated by a dinner given by Cap-
tain Hoskin of the “Great Western,” on which occasion
a New York alderman proposed the toast to Britain's
eighteen-year-old sovereign : ‘‘Victoria Regina : The do-
minion of youth and beauty extends throughout the
world.” That distinguished statesman, Daniel Webster,
was present and made ecloquently amiable references to
the relationship between England and America. Others
spoke glowingly of the new era in the commercial world
and altogether it was a glad occasion.

But Canada was having turbulent times in 1838. and
St. George's Day in Toronto was a more stirring cele-
bration. In the afternoon the members of St. George’s
Society paraded on King Street, attended a service in
St. James' Church and in the evening held a banquet at
the North American Hotel, with Captain Macaulay pre-
siding. ““The Queen” was, of course, the first name
honoured, then the Governor, Sir George Arthur. The
reply to the toast of the Duke of Wellington was made
by Aemilius Irving, a Waterloo hero. But the historic
health of the occasion was proposed by no other than
the famous novelist, Captain Marryat, who arose and
called for a toast to “‘Captain Drew and his Brave
Comrades who cut out the Caroline.” His speech was of
no pacific order, and reversing the object of the tail-
twisters at Uncle Sam’s banquets, he ruffled the feathers
of the American Fagle until that noble bird screeched
loudly. The press of border cities in the United Sta'tes
exhausted their stock of uncomplimentary adjectives,
“infamons” and ‘“nefarious” being among the terms used
to describe the gallant captain, who had dared to drink
to his own. At Lewiston a large mob collected all the
copies of “Midshipman Fasy” which could be obtained,
set them afire and then burned the British novelist in
effigy. For about a fortnight there was much wild talk
about that St. George's Day celebration.

In the following year a hostile Toronto paper gave
this account of the keeping of the day: “This loyal
body paraded through our city on Tuesday. It was
without exception the most miserable turnout we have
witnessed for years. No military band, nothing but a
Scotch piper bare at the knees and all the spectators
laughing at them. The society keeps pace with the
Government and the people : all are in a state of bank-
ruptcy | Had we known that they were unable to raise
the wind and hire musicians, we should out of pure love
for the day we highly honour, have turned out with our
clarionet.”” Those were times of strenuous criticism.

If Fnglishmen were asked what man of their race has
exerted the widest influence in the intellectual world, the
reply would undonbtedly be ‘‘Shakespeare.” Curiously
enough, the day of the great poet's birth and death is
that known as St. George's Day—April twenty-third. So
the name of Fngland's patron saint naturally associates
itself with the name of the myriad-minded genius who
was born and who died in one of the Old Country's

fairest counties.

St. George’s Day, 1907
By W, J. PITTS e

PON the twenty-third day of the present month,
Fnglishmen and the sons of Englishmen in Can-
ada, throughout the Empire and, in fact, the

whole world over, met in a spirit of healthy patriotism
to celebrate the anniversary of their patron saint’s birth-
day, and to drink a thousand toasts to the success of
those political institutions which are essentially English
in origin and character, to the memory of all England’s
great men who were famous because they did noble
things.

Why Englishmen should rejoice upon the anniversary
of a personage who was not English, who lived at. a
remote period of modern history, probably has mysti-
fied many men of Anglo-Saxon stock, whose sentiments
would favour the laudation of well known and much-
discussed men of action, such as Cromwell or the Van-
quisher of the Little Corporal—some man who was not
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only conservatively Fnglish in act and thought but g
maker of Knglish history. The name of St. George will
undoubtedly never possess the immense significance to
the English race, as gloes the name of Saint Patrick to
the Irish. To some he may 'seem an imported mythical
figure designed to attract the national imagination dur-
ing the Middle Ages. St. George, however, like his
famous namesakes of the eighteenth century, the Georges
of England and the George of Virginia was a fact and
very much so. g

Historians unite regarding the following knowledge of
his life : He was born in Cappadocia of noble Christian
parents, took military service as a knight under the
Emperor Diocletian, but sacrificed his rank upon that
ruler persecuting the adherents of Christianity. After
undergoing innumerable vicissitudes, the majority of
which tradition has coloured into fable, he was finally
beheaded, thus becoming the first great soldier-martyr of
the Christian church. In Constantinople, six churches
were erected in his honour ; one by Constantine the
Great. Pope Gelasius canonised him in 494, although
admitting that the Saint ‘‘was one of those whose names
are justly reverenced among men, but whose actions are
known only to God.”

His name was probably greatly honoured in England
long before the Conquest, but it remained for the lion-
hearted Richard to place St. George in the front rank of
England’'s hero-saints. Some old chronicles have stated
that the Saint appeared before the King in a dream
while the latter’s army lay encamped before Jerusalem.
Much more picturesque 1s the legend which declares
that as the little army of the Cross retreated stubbornly
from the walls of Antioch, their bodies famished and
hopes shattered, the huge figure of a knight -mounted
upon an enormous white horse, and pointing his drawn
sword with a gesture of triumph towards the Fastern
city, appeared upon the summit of a lofty hill, and
urged the Crusaders back to victory.

Whatever legend is the most acceptable to us, is not
of any great consequence, for all the vague statements of
tradition and the express declaration of the great Na-
tional Council of Oxford in 1222 have combined to make
St. George England’s patron saint. His was a life that
must have irresistibly appealed to the high-wrought,
childlike, yet fierce imagination of Kngland’s great
warrior kings. I# is not improbable that the now much-
ridiculed story of the slaying of the dragon may have
crossed the mind of Henry the Fifth at Agincourt.
Iikening his own small army to the Cappadocian knight
and the vast host of France to the monster of myth-
ology, the forming of such. a poetic and intensely pat-
riotic analogy in the Plantagenet ruler’s brain may well
have found expression in those clarion-like sentences
which are credited to him by Shakespeare.

“I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot :
Follow your spirit, and upon this charge

Cry, ‘God for Harry, England, and Saint George

As long as mediaevalism enthralled men’s intellects,
the name of St. George remained the death shout of
a thousand heroes. The Renaissance swept away the
cobwebs of the centuries and established a new order in
the minds of men. The fantastic, chivalric lore of the
day of chain armour found no footing before this resur-
rection of classicalism but passed along beneath the
universal flood. With it went the legend of the slaying
of the dragon, giving place to a truer and more spiritual
interpretation of the life of the great Hero Saint. His
physical triumph over a fire-belching monster was de-
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clared an allegory of the saint’s conquest of the Powers

of Darkness. Saint George has remained the patron of
England and of the English beyond the seas, his spiritual
heroism being recognised as a grand fourth century
equivalent of English liberty, progress and democracy
which have impressed themselves indelibly along with the
constitutional virtues of other races upon every con-

tinent of our globe. ;

The Banner of St. George

It comes from the misty ages,

The banner of Fngland’s might,

The blood-red cross of the brave St. George,
That burns on a field of white !

It speaks of the deathless heroes

On fame’s bright page inscrolled,

And bids great Fngland ne’er forget

The glorious deeds of old!
—Elgar,




Mining Troubles in the West

INING troubles in the
M West is apparently a
never -ending theme.
To-day the situation is ser-
ious, even more serious than
it has been on several simi-
lar occasions in the past few
years. The conference at
Calgary broke up without an
agreement  being reached.
Some of the operators have
posted a notice of reduction
in wages and many of the
miners are quitting work. The
relations between employer
and employee are strained to
the breaking point, and the
West is short of coal.

Two boards of conciliation
are being formed. Four com-
panies, Crow’s Nest, Can-
adian-American, International
and the Western Canada, em-
ploying nearly three thousand
men, have appointed one re-
presentative to act for them
on a Board. Three other
companies, Breckenridge &
Lund, McNeil, and Pacific,
have named a representative

Mr. G. G. S. Lindsey, of their own. Thus, there

Mgr. Crow’s Nest Coal Co. will be two boards. Fach

will consist of three persons,
one appointed by the miners, one by the operators, and
a third chosen by these two or by the Minister of La-
bour. These two boards may meet separately or jointly.

A conference is being held this week which may be
productive of a temporary truce. This is being held at
Fernie, the headquarters of the Crow’s Nest Coal Co.

The miners in Western Canada are controlled by the
Western Federation of Miners, a Colorado body which is
part of the United Mine Workers of America. The Colo-
rado body has not a good reputation, and seems to pre-
fer war to peace. There are those who assert that if
the Canadian miners were not under the thumb of the
International body that there would be more peace and
less war. One Royal Commission has already asserted
that the Colorado body is ‘‘not a labour union at all,
but a secret political party,” and it suggested that they

should be declared illegal by the Canadian Parliament.
Governor Peabody of Colorado has referred to the or-
ganisation as a criminal organisation.

There is no doubt another side to the picture. The
capitalists of Canada have not always shown that keen
sense of regard for the earnings of their employees which
should distinguish them. They are sometimes too eager
to pick flaws in agreements to which they have been
parties and not always as observant of the spirit of
these documents as they might be.

A statement was issued from the miners’ head-
quarters late last week and reads as follows :(—‘‘The
men stopped work because the mine operators, though a
board had been applied for and promised, had posted
in their mines notices of the reduction from ten to
twenty per cent. It was impossible to convince the
men that what was stated in that notice would not be
done, the dissatisfaction being general, and hundreds of
men acted upon their own interests at once and quit
work. They call attention to the fact that it was the em-
ployers who asked for the Conciliation Board, and that
it was the employers who have been blocking it. For
instance, though the demands of the miners were made
known to the operators at the mine and a copy ol the
proceedings filed with the application for a conciliation
board, the operators filed objection to the application on
the ground that specific notice had not been given of
their demands.”

The operators claim that the leaders of the unions
are deceiving the men both as to the law and as to the
intentions of the operators, and that there would be no
strike if the men were not misinformed as to both. Mr.
John Mitchell, the president of the International, wired
to the local leaders to have the men remain at work.
In spite of that, the men walked out.

A meeting of the board of trade of Nelson was held
last week, with members from Kaslo and Cranbrook in
attendance, and a strong resolution was passed. This
condemned the practical refusal of both parties to sub-
mit to the new Dominion Conciliation Act and asked the
Federal Government to assume the responsibility of
operating the mines until the differences were settled.
The president of the board was instructed to attend the
conferenge at Fernie on the 23rd.

If a truce is not arranged this week, the situation in
the West will be serious. Fortunately the weather is
moderate and there will not be much suffering. The
most serious feature is the shortage of coal at all fac-
tories and railway coaling points.

A General View of the Crow’s Nest Coal Co, Property, at Fernie, B.C. 13



The Gallinule as Seen Through the
Lenses

THE BIRD MORE COMMONLY CALLED THE MUDHEN. WITH PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE AUTHOR.

By BONNYCASTLE DALE

HEN the April days are lengthening, towards the
end of the month, the first pairs of these very
interesting birds may be seen standing on the

edge of the bog that outlines the mouth of the Otonabee,
in the Province of Ontario. They are nocturnal mi-
grants, and the Mississauga spoke mysteriously about

their coming. These ‘‘Muskeeg Pukuhahoua''—marsh-
hens as he calls them—puzzled him with their unseen
arrival,

It was the twentieth of April; the Indian and I were
hidden behind a growth of tall wild oats. With my
glass 1 was watching a couple of faint dots on the
southern sky-line. The dots developed into flying birds,
the birds themselves into mud-hens, and as I hastily ar-
ranged my big machine, Hawk asked ‘“Ahneen’ literally
—‘“what is the matter?” This is one of the few words
in their many syllable language that is brief and full of
meaning.

Straight as an arrow from a bow the bird sped to
its target in the marsh, a target of which we, luckily,
were the centre. I had the focal plane set for the one
thousandth of a second, and just as the bird relaxed its
efforts and allowed its legs to hang into the position of
alighting there was a ‘“Clang!” and the sensitive film
recorded a flying mud-hen.

This pair of birds, positively the first and only pair I
have seen migrating in all my days afloat, settled onto
the bog intent on resting themselves after their long
flight. Their migration is not in a direct line, as is that
of so many of the game birds. Instead they follow the
course of the rivers, circle the shores of the lakes, mak-
ing many a short flight because their wings are all too
small for the long plump white-fleshed body of the bird.

A full three weeks passed. Nature had ordained for
a certain supply of water for these marshes, but she had
figured without the lumbermen and the powers that are
digging the seven-foot waterway called the Trent Valley
Canal, a shallow ditch marking the way for what will
ultimately be a deep canal. These united had raised and
lowered the water with maddening persistency. Now
these birds can read aright the natural signs, but not
being gifted with telepathy they were far astray as to
the right time to build their nests. They simply fed
and loafed and made love, filling the ‘“‘drowned lands"
with their booming notes. Of these they have a great
variety, as indeed all the rail family have, from the low
contented cooing note of the love-making, all through the
sharp strident alarm calls, into the deep booming where-
by they answer each other across the marshes. The
variety is such as to often mislead the water-student as
to the breed of the bird.

Building a Nest.

The entire bird kingdom represented here guessed cor-
rectly as to the low water time, and with wonderful ac-
cord all started to build. The mud-hens chose the thick
flags for a nesting place, building amid its interwoven
sword-like leaves a basket of fine proportions and ex-
quisitely woven. Day by day Hawk and I sat with the
telescope glued to our strained eyes watching the work.
The female did nearly all the work. Her lord sat con-
tentedly by ‘and nibbled a few delicate shoots, picked up
a fat snail and lazily watched the trim bluish slate-
coloured bird working. Her back seemed to shade
brownish, with a touch of white on the belly, edge of
wings and beneath the tail. His bill was more distinctly
marked, shading from a pea-green at the tip to the
most brilliant red at the base.

The female cut off the flags into lengths of about six
inches ; fthese she laid flat and, holding down' one end,
deftly inserted the other beneath the partly laid floor of
the nest, interweaving them like a hasket. It took two
full days. The bird did not work much from the time
we left at night until we paddled in again the next
morning. On.the evening of the second day she strutted
out beside the male, so full of importance and uttering
so many odd notes, bugle-like in sound, that the Indian
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promptly said, ‘‘O-keezhetooh,” which means ‘‘He finished
it.”’ He was wrong in sex but right in theory, as we
saw when we drew up alongside the bog-edge that held
the clump of flags. No nest could be better built—a
dainty basket, as carefully woven as if the women of his
Ojibway tribe had fashioned it.

In the many places that I have met this bird it is
despised by the hunter as a table bird. This Florida
Gallinule (called in the South the Mud-pullet, on the At-
lantic coast the Water-chicken, throughout the West the
Rice-hen and Mud-hen, ofttimes the Moor-hen), allowing
that it is fed as here on Rice Lake, fed on wild celery,
wild rice, spatter-dock, the tender shoots of the water
lily, is fitted for any table. In fact we have time and
time again given away the choicest ducks and served the
mud-hens for our table.

The Young Birds.

The birds breed here in great numbers, averaging
about a dozen eggs a nest. They are well protected by
the fierce fighting sentries of the marsh, the red-winged
blackbirds, who drive every flying enemy away from
their own nests and incidentally protect all the game
oirds nesting near by. Nevertheless, I am sorry to re-
cord, that only forty per cent. of the eggs laid bring out
a bird that arrives at a mature age enough to fly.

This family has the same number of enemies that all
the marsh-nesting game birds have to contend with. A .
big frog will greedily gulp down a downy youngster. A
silent-footed mink will creep at night close to the nesting
brood and kill several before the little black chaps can
scurry off and hide beneath some {riendly leaf. Weasels
and stoat take their share. Hawks and owls and crows
take what they can catch. Tuckily for these marsh
babies they can dart off and hide in a hurry, diving al-
most from birth.

It is wonderful how they
suddenly rounded a corner of the bog, stopping the
canoe close beside a mud-hen's nest. Instantly the old
bird sidled off and ran under the cover, leaving about
twelve black hairy, downy youngsters in the woven
basket. Immediately there was a shower of wee mud-
hens from that nest into the water. Once on its as yet
unfamiliar surface they soon were thoroughly at home,
scurrying off and hiding under the arches of the dry
flags or diving and coming up under a leaf. It is won-
derful the instinct implanted by nature in these tiny
heads. We picked one up; it was imperfectly feathered;
the head was a mass of bright blue skin stretched over
the minute atom of gray matter it used for a brain ;
from out of this brilliant blue poked great black eyes and
an odd, black little bill. The nestling’s bodv was covered
with the blackest of down, only imperfectly covered at
that, yet it could dive and swim beneath the water and
come up as light as a cork and as dry as one also.

The mother bird uses the nest for many nights after
the young.are hatched. I have found her there with
her whole brood when they were as large as robins. It
is possible for her to hear any marauder coming through
the dry flags, or splashing in the water on its way to
rob her of her babes. I have seen them scatter, watch-
ing them through the big telescope. A passing hawk
halted a moment over the mother and her brood, flut-
tered on soft slow-moving wing beats. Quickly the
mother bird stepped off the nest and hid in the cover.
A perfect mob of dark bodies crowded over the side of
the nest and disappeared below the surface of the water.
The hawk, seeing the feast, fell through the air with the
noise of a rushing flame. Swift though its flight, it was
all too late, as I saw it curve upwards from the lowest
point of its stoop without any of the downy wee mud-

hens in its cruel talons.
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Among the Rice.

A Nesting Bird.

Swimming.

SOME RARE PICTURES OF THE GALLINULE OR MUD-HEN.

adult birds. Day after day we returned across the wide
lake beaten but not discomfited. At length: one day, as
we sat in the canoe hidden behind some swamp grown
black elders, a big handsome mud-hen swam out among
the arrow-shaped leaves of the ‘“Muskrat Apple” di-
rectly in front of our camera. There was a rapid
pressing of bulbs, a merry clamour of curtains, and we
offer you her photograph. :

It was almost migration time before I secured a
picture of the big, plump, well-fed male. There was one
spot on the shores of a tiny sandy bay,where a male of
this breed loved to sun himself. Taking advantage of the

telescope’s disclosure I paddled there and hid a machine

six feet from the water’s edge. Connecting it with tube
and bulb I concealed mysell far back among some lux-
uriant ferns, in themselves worthy of a picture. It was
October : all the woods were brave in scarlet and gold.
Many wild ducks were in sight and many \'.arletios of the
plover family made the air eloquent w1t!1 their calls. ~Wl_len
I awoke an hour later the male (‘,al_lmule stood 1)1gk1ng
from the shore-drifted mass. I waited fully a minute
for him to step along until he was directly under the
twig that marked the centre of the hlm.. Just as he
turned and lowered his head for another bit of spatter-
dock he had his picture taken. Very grave]y,.yet in an
alert manner, he raised his head and the bright black
eyes and the brilliant red and yellow shaded bill were
pointed my way, then he flew away off and ran into
the bog complaining in'a querulous note. :

A heavy {rost settled on bog and bay, reeds and wild
rice covers that night, and next morning,  when the Mis-
sissaugan and I sought the mud-hens in all the most
likely places and found them not, we knpw they were
threading their way along the lakes and rivers on their
southern migration.

A Distinguished Canadian
Family

IIAT one of the peaks in the Mountains of the
Moon should receive its name from a family long
established in a Canadian city is a fact of more

than local interest.
The clan of Stairs has been a force in Halifax for

over a century, chiefly in the domain of commerce. It
has several strong branches and is allied by inter-mar-
riage with the most influential families in the place. The
story of Captain John Stairs, the mutiny of his crew,
the attempt to murder him, his well-nigh miraculous
rescue, the trial and conviction of the mutineers is one
of the most romantic incidents in provincial annals. The

"Hon. William Stairs, recently deceased, the head of the

family, was a typical merchant prince of the dignified
old school. His eldest son, John F. Stairs, represented
the city in the Dominion Parliament for several years in
the Conservative interest. He was foremost in organ-
ising the Nova Scotia Steel Company and other indus-
tries. His untimely death three years ago was re-
garded by the whole community as a blow to the com-
mercial prosperity of Nova Scotia. His son, Gilbert S.
Stairs, was the first winner of the Rhodes scholarship in
Nova Scotia ; he is this year completing his course for
the degree of D.C.I.. at Oxford. A cousin, Major H. B.
Stairs, D.*S. 0., commanded a company of the 2nd
Royal Canadian Regiment at Paardeberg, when the
wearers of the maple leaf badge had orders to advance
till fired on. They did advance to within sixty yards of
the Boer trenches, and when Majuba Day dawned they
saw the white flag flying over Cronje’s useless camp.
“Present at Paardeberg, 18-27 Feb., (1900 despatches,
Queen’s medal, 4 clasps, D.S.0., Brevet Majority), Drie-
fontein, Hout Nek, Sand River, Johannesburg, etc., etc.”
is the laconic record of Who's Who. His brother, Capt.
W. G. Stairs, R.F., was Stanley’s trusted lieutenant in
the expeditions to rescue Emin Bey. Stanley wrote of
him : ‘“Stairs is the military officer, alert, intelligent,
who understands a hint, a curt intimation, grasps an
idea firmly, and realises it to perfection.” He died in
1892 at Chinde, a young man, of gastric fever, but he is
not forgotten. The other day, in his lecture before the
Royal Geographical Society in Iondon, the Duke of
Abruzzi stated that he had named ¢wo peaks in Ruwen-
zori, the one Stanley and the other Stairs, after the
young officer whose untimely death is still lamented.
The Duke had completed the ascent which Stairs had
not been able to accomplish through lack of supplies, in
1889. Nor is Stairs the only graduate of the R.M.C.
that Africa has claimed. The story is told at length
in the D. N. B.



The Order of the Midnight Sun

THE STORY OF THE ASSOCIATION FORMED TO STEAL THE YUKON.

By H. A. CODY

In wintertime Dawson City depends on sleigh transportation
for Mails and Supplies.

N important work is being carried on by the Do-
minion Government in North West Canada, con-
cerning which people in general know but little.

This is the building of a trail, or more properly a mili-
tary road from Edmonton to the Yukon Territory. For
two years the construction has been under way in charge
of the Royal North West Mounted Police. From KEd-
monton the road stretches seven hundred miles away to
Fort St. John on the Peace River, and then takes an
almost direct course over the Rocky Mountains for two
hundred miles to Fort Grahame in British Columbia,
and thence in a north westerly direction for seven
hundred miles more to Atlin. This long trail of sixteen
hundred miles lies through a region, as a rule but little
civilised, and where Nature at times opposes her sternest
barriers. It is not a wide road, only eight feet, and at
regular intervals of twenty miles small rude log houses
are erected as halting places. The principal work so far
has been from the eastern side of the mountains, and
last fall the construction party, under the command of
Captain Camies, reached Fort Grahame, where they
have wintered. This summer another party of workmen
in charge of Inspector McDonnell, of Whitehorse, will
push the work from Atlin until the two forces meet,
which they hope to do belore winter.

And what is the purpose of it all? Why this great
expense in stretching a narrow winding thread-like way
through a great wilderness ?  Why ? Because one of
Canada'’s richest treasure houses, the golden Klondyke,
lies cooped up beyond the great mountains.

The two front doors to this country lie in the United
States Territory of Alaska ; one opening in from Skag-
way by means of the White Pass and Yukon Railway,
the other farther north, the estuary of the Yu-
kon River-at St. Michael. Should these doors swing
to: should international difficulties arise between Eng-
land and the United States, and men of war of the
latter country lie off from Skagway and St. Michael,
what would happen to the Yukon Territory ? A block-
ade—starvation, and who knows what ?

Of course in summer there are certain escapes over
the Rocky Mountains to the east, as for instance by

way of the Pelly and Laird Rivers into the Mackenzie,

the route that prince of explorers, Robert Campbell,
followed years ago. But so great is the distance and
so tremendous the difficulties to he overcome as to be
almost useless as a highway either for the carrying of
supplies or the transporting of troops. A more direct
and less difficult way was needed—hence the present pro-
jected plan of a road from Kdmonton to Atlin.

The question naturally arises, Is this only the idea
of dreamers, the outcome of pessimistic minds ? Has
there been any token in the past to warrant such an
undertaking ?  Has not the Yukon Territory been one
of great peace and security, unparalleled in any great
mining district ?  Are not our neighbours adjoining us
on most friendly terms, and so engaged about their own
affairs as not to trouble themselves about us? Many
of the noblest and best thinking among them undoubted-
ly are, and would regret any step that would tend to
sever the friendly bond with England, but there are
others, and thcy—ure not a few, the baser element, who
would only be too glad on the least pretext to strike
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the match that would lead to an explosion, and seize
this northern treasure house.

It was the time a few years ago when many wveople
of the United States were in the Yukon Territory—
people who sympathised strongly with the idea that the
golden Klondyke should be joined to Alaska, and that
the Stars and Stripes should float over all the country.
This did not end in feeling only for at Skagway a So-
ciety was formed called the ‘‘Order of the Midnight Sun,”
with branches at Juneau, Atlin, Whitehorse, and Dawson.
Literature was carefully circulated among the members
and the order grew. Plans were then deliberately ar-
ranged for the great movement. On a certain day the
scheme was to be launched. The wires along the rail-
way were to be cut at various places, the train to be
captured a short distance out of Skagway, armed men
were to fill the coaches and the number to be augmented
at Caribou Crossing. With this strong force, and with
out a word of warning they were to sweep down upon
Whitehorse, ~and being joined by the sympathizers there,
were to overpower the Police, capture the town. This
done the next move was to be upon Dawson, where the
Order was very strong.

For some time it was kept a dead secret among its
members, and the movement had made strong headway
before word reached the Mounted Police. And this was
by the merest accident. At Whitehorse a ferry was
conducted by ome of the sympathisers, and an active
worker in the Order. One day, having imbibed too much
of the fiery element, his tongue hecame loosened, and he
dropped a few casual remarks which aroused suspicion.
Word soon reached the Officer Commanding the Division,
Major Snyder. The ferryman was judiciously “‘pumped”
when facts of an alarming nature came to light.

Upon this information active steps were taken. An
eternal vigilance was kept up. Two gatling guns, from
the brow of the high hill near the town, covered the
railway track for some distance, to blow the train to
atoms should the raiders approach. =

But though these precautions were taken, still the
Police needed further evidence. All they had was the in-
formation of one man, and perhaps alter all it was a
hoax. With that thoroughness, shrewdness and ability
which have always characterised the Mounted Police, the
investigation was carried on, when, lo and behold, the
plot began to unravel.

In a building, used partly as a stable and partly as
a store room, a box was discovered, which contained a
quantity of literature, published by the Order of the
Midnight Sun, setting forth the plans of the Society in
a most inflammatory manner. Together with the papers
was found the Seal of the Order—showing how far it had
advanced. This discovery proved that no hoax was
meant, The Police no longer hesitated, they had the
facts, and began to turn the screws. So sudden and
mysterious was the exposure, and so promptly did the
Police work, that the members of the Order took fright.
Some offered to stand by the English flag, while others
thought it more prudent to leave the country. ‘Thus,
without any unnecessary commotion the plot was de-
feated, the raid never took place, and the matter was
quickly hushed up. Some to-day are fond of saying
that it was all a joke; but the Seal of the Order, the
inflammatory literature still preserved by the Police, the
hasty departure of many of the sympathisers, and the
further information which came to licht later, tell their
own tale.

Just what was the exact purpose of this intended
raid does not seem altogether clear as there are various
views. Some believe it was the wild attempt of a party
of filibusters, fond of adventure, who wished to seize the
territory, set up laws of their own, and then call upon
the United States for protection. Others think it was
the scheme of a few worthless fellows, who, as soon as
the raid was made, would seize what gold they could
from the ravaged banks, and dropping down the river
would leave their co-members to bear the brunt of the
vengeance which would be sure to follow.

Be these as they may, the fact remains patent that
the Vukon Territory is in a position to be cooped up by
any party of worthless villains who can obt.am fol}owers
enough. ~The Dominion Government, knowing this, has
wisely decided to carve a back door, as a military roaq
into the country, in case of emergency.

’i
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Even Grain may be grown in the Yukon—Harvesting, August 15th.

SOME INTERESTING PICTURES FROM THE YUKON




Barbara Everton’s Burglary

By CYRIL SEYMOUR
AUTHOR OF “THE MAGIC OF‘TO-MORROW," | 553 I S

L AB, I want 'oo! Bab, Bab!”
It was the shrill, weak, querulous cry of a
three-year-old child tossing restlessly on a
couch shaded from the lamplight and the cheerful fire on
a chill autumn night by a folding-screen. The scene was
a well-furnished sitting-room on a first floor, that bore
everywhere evidence of the taste and dainty touch of a
womarn.

The person addressed—a tall, fair girl of twenty
summers—laid down her book upon the table by which
she sat, and moved lightly and gracefully across the
apartment, her abundant hair glinting like new-minted
gold as she passed through the focus of a brilliant stand-
ard lamp. ' e

“Yes, Tommy darling, sissy is here,”’ said Barbara,
bending her young head until her rosy lips touched the
pallid cheek of the little sufferer. ‘‘Does sissy’s pet want
a drink?"”

“No! No! No! Don’t want a dinky!" protested the
child, lifting a white arm above his curly flaxen head.
“I want—I want Black Jacky!"

“Black Jacky?" queried Barbara, in wonderment. She
paused, and then went on hurriedly : “Yes, Tommy
love, go to sleepy. There's a deary. I'll ask Black
Jacky to come and see you first thing in the morning.”

She had not the faintest idea as to the identity of
the ebony individual in demand, but it was essential that
the child should be pacified at once. Tommy's serious
illness was just passing its crisis, and, as the doctor
had warned her but an hour before, a relapse meant
something too dreadful for contemplation.

“No! No! No!" urged the child raising his thin high
voice almost to a wrathful shriek. ‘I want Black
Jacky—now, now, now!" '

Barbara arose, and stepping quickly across the room,
took an elaborately-dressed doll from a low shelf, and
strove to place it in her little patient’s arms.

“No! No! No!"” yelled the child, now fairly roused,
thrusting the doll furiously away and beating it ruth-
lessly with his tiny fists. “Black Jacky ! Black Jacky!
Black Jacky! Nothin' but Black Jacky!" s

Diplomacy, to put it mildly, became imperative, if
absolute hysterics were to be averted.

“Hush, Tommy dearest, hush!" said the girl sooth-
ingly, “I'll bring Black Jacky. I'm going to ask him
to come upstairs and see you."” ; /

Tommy's wild outcry ceased instantly. THe lifted his
weary, fevered head almost erect, and opened his wan
blue eyes to their widest. 3

“Sollem troof?” he asked gravely, fixing the dissemb-
ling Bab with a penetrating stare. : :

“Yes, pet, solemn truth. I shan't be long in getting
him, and Annie shall come up and sit with you while
I'm away."

The child lay back satisfied.
coverlet ovér his cosy couch,
noiselessly. :

Down in the kitchen the middle-aged maid-of-all-work
of the little household was engaged in some domestic oc-
cupation by the hearth. She rose from her knees as
her young mistress entered. ;

“Did you hear Tommy crying?” asked the girl.

“Yes, Miss Barbara. It is very bad for him, too, just
now. 1 was coming up to see if I could help you to
quieten him.”’

“1 don't know what to do, Annie.
lirium is setting in. He is talking very queerly. What
do you think he is asking for now!” A smile shewed
through even her deep concern. ‘‘Nothing: will suffice for
him but some strange, unknown individual whom he
speaks of as Black Jacky! Black Jacky! Black Jacky!
Who on earth is the gentleman?"

A curious look of humour passed over the maid’s
face. Kvidently she had knowledge where Barbara had
none. “Oh, it's all right, miss. It's nothing. Black
Jacky's a toy—a big Jack-in-the-box in the shop next
door.”

“Indeed !  You'd better go and buy him at once.
How much is he ticketed?” The speaker paused, with a
sudden look of blank disappointment on her erstwhile
animated face, and then continued : ‘“But I'm afraid the
shop's shut for the night."”

“I'm certain it is, miss. The lights went down some
time ago.”” Then the maid went hurriedly on : “Tommy
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Barbara adjusted the
and then she withdrew

I fear that de- .

saw it in the window a fortnight ago, just before the
illness took him, and young Mr. Benson kindly carried
him inside and showed him how the figure worked. He's
ever so nice a gentleman is Mr. Benson. . He talked to
Tommy for quite a quarter of an hour, and told him to
give his respects to his sissy. Didn't you get the mes-
sage?”’

Barbara ignored the question, flushing and turning
away. ‘Like his impertinence,”’ she said, with an as-
sumption of dignity and utter indifference, taking two or
three steps across the kitchen. ‘Why, I have never once
spoken to the man, and I don’t want to,”’ she added.

The discreet Annie suppressed a smile. She was fully
aware of the secret ardent devotion of Benson, Junior,
for haughty, handsome Barbara. The one-sided love
affair had, as yet, made not an atom of progress. All
the same the observant maid was inwardly convinced
that Barbara’s scorn of her unavowed courtier was all
on the surface. How could it be otherwise ? Was not
Harry Benson a man of whom any girl might well be
proud ?  Still, maybe Annie was wholly in error.
Mistress and maid, whilst having much in common, did
not always look at matters of the heart from identical
points of view.

“It’s nearly ten o’clock ; but we can get Tommy the

Jack-in-the-box at nine in the morning, Miss Barbara,” .

said the elder woman. ‘‘The shop opens then. As I told
you, it’s marked at half-a-crown.”

“Yes, 1 suppose so,” responded Barbara absently.
Then she stole quietly upstairs. Tommy was lying mo-
tionless, with closed eyes, seemingly sound asleep.

“Thank Heaven!’ breathed his sister. But the prayer
of gratitude was all too prematurely uttered.

Tommy was bolt upright a second later, his wide eyes
sweeping the full extent of the room in fiercest expec-
tation ‘“Not got 'im! Not got ’im!” he wailed re-
proachfully. “Black Jacky! Black Jacky!”

Barbara ran to his side, and took him tenderly in her
arms. ‘‘Oh, yes, I am getting him, Tommy dearest. I'm
going right away to the shop next door. I shall be
only a few minutes. You will be a good boy while I'm
away?” . :

“Yes, good boy,” he whimpered, in tones of dubious
content.

1I. ;

Breathless, and burning with a suppressed excitement
that made her tremble and tingle in every fibre of her
slight being, Barbara Everton stole round to the dark-
ened drawing-room on the first floor at the front of the
house. She approached the window, unlatched it, and
raised the lower sash. It creaked horribly in her ears.

Suddenly the great doomful boom of the big bell of
the church a hundred yards away struck upon her ears.
It was ten o'clock. Here was a mad, hair-brained ven-
ture. How might it not end ? Had she not better turn
back whilst yet there was time ? . :

But the thought of the child in the sitting-room
nerved her for her mission, and cautiously Barbara
clambered over the sill down on to the leaden floor of
the narrow railed balcony. Step by step she went on-
ward, groping her giddy way in the gloom. The distance
to be traversed was but half-a-dozen yards. Yet it seem-
ed quite a journey. :

She had gained the first front window of the spacious
warehouse above the shop occupied by Messrs. Benson &
Son. Trembling in every'limb, she came to a halt before
it on the cramped balcony. She turned and looked down
into the sheer, shadowy depths below.

The measured sound of heavy footfalls rang upward
through the black air, and she caught a faint glance of
a burly uniformed figure. Instinctively, she crouched
down behind’the big signboard, covered, as she knew,
with great gilded letters, which lined the front of the
railing. :

The sound of passing footsteps ceased, and, after a
little interval, she lifted herself from her crouched posi-
tion, and applied all the energy she could master to the
task of raising the heavy sash. It was, as she antici-
pated, unlatched. For reasons of their own, Messrs,
Benson and Son occasionally left the window lowered an
i or two from the top.
md\lVith a supreme effort, she gained the inside of the
warehouse, and rested for a few seconds against the wall.
Then she set herself to cross the floor, counting her steps

/
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as she went Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen,
twenty ! she had reached the further wall. Turning to
the left, she groped her way across the rough, worn,
bare boards; with unknown apprehension ' rising high
within her and above her beating heart, the hurried
throb of which she fancied she could hear in the intense
silence.

Her hand touched the knob of the door. It opened
easily, and, fearing a fall, she crept on to the landing
without, inch by inch. Closing the door behind her, she
ignited a wax vesta on the little box she carried. It

spluttered feebly, and then sprang up into a clear small

flame.

The broad staircase leading to the shop below was
before her. Her further path was plain and easy.

The flickering light of a street lamp opposite made
objects dimly visible in the interior of the great em-
porium, packed, and littered everywhere with a fairyland
profusion of childhood’s treasures. But Barbara was a
burglar, with one sole, single purpose—the gigantic
Jack-in-the-box in the background of ,the window to her
right. She reached out and took the object of her quest
in both hands.

The weird, grotesque figure, disturbed bv the oirl's
frantic clutch, nodded its ugly head familiarly in her
face, and incontinently she dropped the box to the floor
with a faint, hysterical cry. But the attack of foolish
terror was only momentary. She recovered herself at
once, pushed down Black Jack’s fuzzy head into his
abiding-place, and closed and latched the lid.

With Tommy’s prospective prize in her arms, she glid-
ed away along the outer side of the counter on her leit,
depositing upon it as she passed a little packet, which
fell with a slight chink upon the hard, polished mahogany
surface.

Her foot was upon the stairs, and it seemed as
though her strange madcap enterprise was to all intents
and purposes safely accomplished. Not so, however.
Woman's fatal spirit of curiosity overcame her and
wrought her undoing.

There was a Blue Beard’'s chamber in this innocent-
seeming shop. What harm could there be in her taking
one furtive lightning peep into it ? She halted in cogi-
tation, to soon realise the truth of the proverb that she
who hesitates is lost. -

Fventually she withdrew her foot from the lowermost
step of the staircase she was on the point of ascending.
Then, fearfully, she looked around. Some of ‘the count-
less queer conceptions of toydom appeared in the un-
certain light to be beckoning her towards them, as
though intent on her downfall ; but, summoning up all
her courage, she made straight for the forbidden cham-
ber, diving desperately past a great pantomime mask
that leered in her face.

The scientific toy department was a great feature at
Benson’s. Indeed, ‘‘toy’” is an inadequate word. The
elder member of the firm revelled in an apartment filled
to overflowing with phonographs, model steam-engines,
fire-arms, magic-lanterns, cinematographs, motors and
dynamos, and other mechanical and electrical .apparatus.

his apartment was the sanctum of Benson Senior, at
the back of the shop. :

The glass door of this office was shut. Barbara
opened it and stepped inside. It closed behind her with
a clang, and a faint, bee-like hum broke immediately
upon her ear. She struck a second match and saw
that a great safe faced her. By her side was an arni
chair. The match burnt out, and she turned to depart.
But she was not yet fated to go forth. She had invited
dire calamity, and it was now jogging her elbow with
its bony hand. A terrible moment was come.

‘“I'hrow up your hands or I fire!”’ spoke the unknown
owner of a harsh, measured, metallic voice through the
darkness.

Barbara’s Jack-in-the-box dropped to the floor with
a crash. ¢ :

“Sit down in this armchair or die!” went on the un-
seen speaker, in deliberate accents and a tone of heartless
blood-curdling menace. 3

With a gasp of horror, Barbara fell back into the
chair, a helpless bundle of quivering femininity. The
arms of the chair clipped inward as she dropped and
wrapped themselves in some mysterious fashion around
her dainty waist. 4

“Then her unseen captor laughed merrily aloud.

““Ha, ha, ha! Ho, ho, ho! He, he, he ! Don’t die
of utter terror, Mr. Burglar please,” t.he mysterious un-
earthly voice continued. ‘“There’s no immediate danger,
but you may reckon on trouble in the morning. The
fact is you've fallen into Hiram Benson’s patent elec-
trical burglar-trap. I shouldn’t advise you to struggle,

fot there’s no escape, and you may easily do yourself
a serious injury and get a paralysing shock of elec-
tricity. Be calm. Touch the button on the right front
leg of your chair and turn on the light.”

Barbara sat aghast in the darkness in utter silence.
What trickery was this ?

“For pity’s sake release me, sir,”” she pleaded, when
at last she recovered control of her speech. “1 am no
burglar. I know I shouldn’t have done -it; but I only
came in to get a toy for my little sick brother. TI'il
pay for it—of course, I will—for the Jack-in-the-box!"

But the dead silence remained unbroken. There came
no answer to Barbara's piteous appeal for mercy and
relief. What further mischief, she asked herself,” could
her hidden captor and foe be meditating ?

Accidentally, she touched a projection at the side of
her chair, and instantly the cool, steady rays of an
electric lamp flooded the office with light.

The apartment was empty. She was the ridiculous
victim of a mechanical chair and a phonograph set in
action by herself on opening the door ! But there was
no way of escape. She dare not even move for fear of
being electrocuted in accordance with the threat that
had been uttered !

181

The clock in the steeple of St. Barnabas was chiming
a quarter past ten when Harry Benson returned hastily
to the shop occupied by his father and himself. He had
forgotten to take for the post an important letter, and
the fact had only dawned upon him after he had got into
the Twopenny Tube train at Marble Arch station, en
route for the parental roof at Holland Park. So he had
got out at Lancaster Gate, and made a quick return,
the communication in question being of an imperative
nature.

Unlocking the front door, he stepped into the shop
and switched on the electric light. Upon the counter,
directly before him, just where he had placed his hali-
smoked cigarette, lay the letter he had neglected, and
by its side was a pink Court envelope addressed to him-
self. How had it come hither ?

He picked up the unaccountable letter, after placing
the other in his pocket, tore away the cover, and took
out the enclosed sheet of paper, from which a large
silver coin dropped. The letter read :

“Dear Sir,—I trust you will pardon my offence, ex-
traordinary as it is. A’ little friend of mine is lying ill,
almost dying. He pleads in a fashion that will not be
denied for a toy in your window. I have taken it by
French leave. Tt is the big Jack-in-the-box ticketed at
half-a-crown. I enclose the money, and beg to subscribe
myself, with many apologies, your deeply-obliged
Servant.” ’

The perplexed shopkeeper wheeled round, and turned
the corner leading to the inner office. A blaze of light
was proceeding from it ! For a second he stood in
startled irresolution. Then his right hand went swiftly
to his hip-pocket, and his fingers closed over the butt of
a revolver.

With the weapon cocked, and raised in a line with his
breast, he crept steadily up to the office and flung open
the door, to start back astounded.

A bare-headed girl, in a charming indoor dress, with
a great wealth of spun-gold hair tossed in disorder over
her concealed face, lay mute and motionless in the im-
placable grip of his scientific dad’s great invention !

The fair prisoner lifted her white rounded arms, raised
her head, and pushed back her streaming tresses, making
visible her face. A pair of big, dilated, terror-stricken
blue eyes glared up into his to drop their glance im-
mediately to the floor in utter shame and confusion.

““What?” he ejaculated. “What? Not you—not Miss
Barbara Everton?"

She nodded her head feebly, humbly. Her lovely face
and lifting throat and bosom had gone of a sudden al-
most crimson. Her lips parted and quivered.

“VYe-es!” she stammered through a chattering double
row of pearls. “I came for the Jack-in-the-box.” She
laughed foolishly. “Did you get my note? I left it in
the shop.”

“I did,” answered the young man, smiling now.
“But it's so sudden. I can’t make it all out. How did
you get in here?”

‘“Along our balcony—by your upper window.” Then
Bab put her hands to'her face and wept convulsively.

‘Don’t take on so, please, Miss Everton.” said the
man soothingly. “I'm awfully sorry. I can't tell you
how much, for you wouldn't believe me. I am really
pained and shocked that, you have suffered such an ex-
perience.” g

Barbara had ceased her outburst, but she did not
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speak. How radiantly beautiful she looked even in her
distress, thought Benson, who at last found voice and
added, with reckless enthusiasm : “It was enough—
enough to frighten you to death, my—my poor little
darling!"”’

“Qir!” exclaimed Barbara, raising her head erect,
tightening her lips, and rewarding the venturesome
mortal with an icy stare.

“Oh, the folly of it, the shame, the madness!’”’ she
wailed. “And I meant no harm. I only came for
Tommy's sake. Oh, let me go! Free me instantly from
this hateful chair!”

“0f course you meant no harm, Miss Fyverton, and
you have done none,” said Benson, coming up to the
girl’s side and daring to lay a sympathetic hand upon
her arm. ‘“‘Console yourself. You will rouse the street,
and then what is to be done?”

Barbara ceased her outcry, but continued to sob
softly, “Only let me go,” she whimpered, like a naughty,
detected, abjectly-penitent child. I will do—anything!”

“Of course I will,”” replied Harry, reassuringly. “I
would not harm a hair of your beautiful head. You
came in, as you say, by the balcony ? I can see it all.
You dear, sweet, brave, innocent baby!"

He rose as he'spoke, and drew down a brass ‘lever in
a corner of the room. The arms of Barbara's prison-
chair unclasped themselves, and the girl rose tremb-
lingly to her feet. But her recovery was speedy, and
the light of freedom came back into her eye.

“How good of you,” she said, coming close up to
him—so close that the sleeve of her dress rustled de-
liciously against his shoulder. ‘May I go now—by the
front door?”

“Yes,” he answered, ‘‘on one condition—that you take
the Jack-in-the-box with you.” : :

“How forgetful of me,” she cried, a smile dawning on
her face. *I suppose I may?”

“Certainly,” he made response. ‘‘You have paid for

it. Shall I make you outa bill, duly receipted?”

Bab laughed aloud, a little nervously, perhaps, and
Harry stooped and picked up the square green box at
her side and sought to place it in her hands. But she
drew slightly away.

“No,” she said.
have I?”

Harry shook his head. ‘No,” he answered with mis-
chievous gravity. ‘You might perhaps be charged with
burglarious entry, but scarcely with theft.”

‘“Phen I won’t carry off my plunder,” she said. “So
will you—will you, please--walk round with me and see
Tommy—you know him—and give it to him yourself?”®

“With the very greatest pleasure in the world,” re-
sponded Benson, Junior, his face beaming with sudden
rapture. ‘‘And may I say Barbara—thank you, Barbara
—for just this once?”’

“I” suppose you must, if you wish it.
no other choice,”” she whispered coyly.

He was in the act of tucking her fluttering right
hand under his arm, but she started away from him.

“You: forget,” said the girl, ‘‘you forget the open
window upstairs. Please go up and shut it. But, oh !
don't be long. I'm terrified to be left alone in this
dreadful shop ! I believe there are ghosts in it.”

Benson was upstairs and down again in a trice, and
then proudly took the girl's arm in his and led her;out
into the street to the house next door, to cross for the
first time a fateful doorstep.

“T,awks!” said Annie, the maid-of-all-work, to herself,
as Bab and Harry tripped upstairs together to Tommy’s
territory and kingdom, “I wouldn’t have thought it of
her, the sly puss ! It's a clear case of courtship now.
And she pretended not even to know, much less to care
for him, only a quarter of an hour ago! The wedding
itself may come upon us before we know where we are.
I must lay in a good stock of rice to-morrow ! Where's
my kitchen slate?”

“I haven’t actually stolen it yet,

Besides, I've

The Doll of Gabrielle

By MRS. C. F. FRASER

S his sleigh swung round a sharp turn of the
A deserted country road, the sleep-starved eyes of
the village doctor grew suddenly bright and at-
tentive. Before him, on the edge of a half-cleared wood-
lot, a wigwam of satiny birch-bark glistened in the light
of the tardy-rising sun.

“So spring is come,” commented the doctor sardon-
jcally as he drew rein. 7 §

T'he mare, impatient of even momentary detention in
the biting March wind, beat the snow-covered ground
with her fect till a volley of frozen pellets rattled against
the dashboard.

“Glode,” cried the driver lustily, “Glode!™

A grizzled, pock-marked Indian of the Micmac tribe
slowly undid the teepee fastening and came haltingly to
the road side.

“Your wigwam was not here when I passed by at
dusk,” said the doctor, “Why have you come back at
this inclement season of the year?” ~He spoke sternly,
almost accusingly, yet his interested, kindly glance be-
lied the severity of his tone. A memory of bygone years
when the Indian settlement had been scourged by small-
pox and when Glode had been first the doctor’s patient
and then his devoted assistant, was a lasting link be-
tween these dissimilar men.

“Spring is here, Dr. Frrness,” replied Glode in de-
fensive stolidity, *

The doctor's glance swept the barren white country
side. ‘“That is purely a matter of opinion,” he com-
mented, “but even supposing it to be the case, may I
ask once more why it is that you deliberately come back
each year to this solitary life?”

A “curious light illumined the Indian's face.
and I guard the Fountain farm,” he muttered.

Vainly during his homeward drive did the doctor
ponder the cryptic saying. Middle-aged and intensely
practical though he was, he yet *ielded himself anew to
the peculiar fascination of the aborigine. Remote and
uncanny as his father and grandfather before him, he
seemed to lead a life far removeg from that of his gen-
eration. To the physician he had long stood as the sole
type of romance or mystery in the prosperous Nava
Scotian community where the seeming realities of seed-
time and harvest, birth, marriage and death, kept men

“Winter

L 4
so occupied with material affairs that wider issues were
undreamed of. Vet for all the smug content of the pre-
sent, everywhere about was a land of history and of
legend. ITong ago the beautiful valleys and water courses
had been known and loved by the French settlers who
had sought fortune in this new land beyond the seas.
There were many silent witnesses of these early Acadian
days—huge-trunked, gnarly apple trees still bloomed in
many a trim modern orchard, stiff poplars of old Lom-
bardy, alien to the landscape even in their decrepit age,
betrayed the sites of vanished habitant homes, and
clumps of undying French willows bordered the brook
runs. Sometimes, in the fields, the ploughshares would
turn up a length of rusty ox chain of antique make, or a
well digger would chance upon some rust-gnawed house-
hold utensil. Old names too hinted of other days and
recalled former owners. The Fountain farm, for ex-
ample, had been in other ownership for some three gen-
erations yet the name of the original Bellefontaine who

%ad claimed its broad acres from marsh and woodland—

the Bellefontaine of the sad days of the expulsion—still

persisted in its anglicised form. The very presence of

the Indian on its furthermost boundary attested to the
friendship which had existed between the French settlers
and their humble neighbours. :

Glode proved indeed to be the harbinger of spring.
Heavy rains followed by a week of sunshine bared the
fields, brimmed every brook to noisy fulness, and caused
the iron-bound soil to relax into steaming softness until
the whole great fertile land lay once more open to culti-
vation. ILater on in the season when the orchards had
shed their glorious shell-pink blossoms, two strangers
came from afar to board at Fountain farm. They were
a curious pair—a wan-faced, motherless little lad slowly
struggling back to life after an illness which had already
cost him the sight of his beautiful dark eyes, and a
gentle-faced white-uniformed nurse.

Hand in hand they spent the long summer hours
roaming the far-stretching fields and pastures. There
was a remote chance, largely dependent upon ‘a greatly
improved health condition, that later on an operation
might restore the child’s sight. Dr. Furness, who
had chanced to be a college mate of tpe great oculist
who had undertaken the case, was given the general

.-"s
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oversight of the patient, but it was not long before he
recognised that he was- dealing with a subtle malady
which would yield, if at all, only to nature's treatment.

Unreconciled, perplexed, tormented by unspeakable
though indefinite fears, the child was held prisoner by
this affliction. He brooded over it unceasingly. Often
he would close his violet-veined eyelids tightly and then
suddenly open them as if hopeful of surprising a glimpse
at least of the hidden world about him, and always in
his bitter disappointment he would press close to his
nurse for solace.

“Tell me what you see,” he would beg pathetically.

Strangely enough, along with the languid days of
summer which had been greatly dreaded for him, there
came a change for the better. His fancy was no longer
for restless roaming. Rather he preferred to lie for
hours in a sun-drenched dimple indented in the top of a
great knoll not far from the farmhouse. For a time his
chief wish was to be read to—tales, history, poetry—
anything that pictured for him the land in which he un-
seeingly lived ; but when the small store of such litera-
ture had been exhausted he fell into long day-dreams
taking his pleasure passively in the weird rustles and
creakings of a hall-dead poplar tree and in the musical
ebb and flow of the tidal creek whose wine-coloured
waters glimmered in the fields below. The scions of a
runout apple tree, growing almost vinewise along the
ground above the hollow gave some slight shade, and as
the leisurely days went by both doctor and nurse re-
joiced to see their charge becoming both plump and
brown. Iis mental state they did not profess to under-
stand. Content was not yet, but the restlessness and
the desire for constant entertainment had alike passed.
He seemed as one lost in an absorbing though not
wholly pleasing dream. More than once he roused him-
self from his sun-warmed couch to ask troubledly, “Where
am I? Where am I?”

One morning Glode climbed the knoll and peered
silently at the strangers. So noiseless had been his ap-
proach that the boy’s quick ears failed to detect it, yet
scarce had the nurse caught sight of the vanishing ficure,
when he made answer to his self-asked question. ‘‘It is
the hearthstone of Bellefontaine,”’ he said with quiet
conviction. :

From that momment he lived in a dream country all
his ‘own. He talked much of Gabrielle, the child play-
mate ol his imagination, and of one Raoul Bellefontaine
who seemed to be hér father. Sometimes the mentfxl
pictures were all of brightness and happiness, but again
there would come a presentment of disaster or perhaps
bitter lamentation over the flight of Gabrielle who wept
for her child and refused to be comforted. With quick
divination he perceived the contented incredulx‘ty of his
listener and gravely would he remonstrate with her as
he lay face downward on the sod. “Should I not
know?’’ he would question. “Am I not the guest on
their hearthstone?”

Restless and troubled as the child had so lately been,
did Glode now hecome. He haunted the knoll at all
hours gazing at the boy with strangely jealous eyes, yet,
as was afterward remembered, no spoken word passed
between them.

In the late autumn when the orchards of Fountain
farm were loaded with ruddy fruit—a gracious season
when even the degenerate sapling of the knoll displayed
a dozen hard, red knobs as earnest of the stock from
which it claimed descent, the great specialist came to
the village. It was a hurried visit for he had only the
time between nightfall and dawn at his disposal but all
was in readiness for him. Although the old yearning for
sight had disappeared, the boy submitted himself with
passive indifference, yet no sooner had Dr. Furness ad-
ministered the first whiff of chloroform, than he roused
himself excitedly and bent his unseeing eyes on the dark-
ness of the outer world. In hurried snatches he told
again the story of the expulsion of the  Bellefontaines
from their loved home and of the weeping Gabrielle. “Do
you not hear her crying for her child?”’ he questione%

rilly. | H
e Aydull blurred sound from the outer world—a muffled
clink and thud—soothed him strangely. ‘“They have
come to claim their own,” he said in deep content,
“(3abrielle will have her child once more.”

“More chloroform,” interrupted the specialist shortly.

A most unprofessional thought crossed the mind of
the assistant as he obeyed the curt instruction. Was it
ossible, he wondered, that his old classmate, for all his
world-wide fame, was yet a materialist mentally akin to
the people of the countrymde—ghen he lost himself
wholly in admiration of the delicacy and skill of the
swift-moving fingers. .

There was joy among the kindly farm-folk next day
when it was known that the child whom all had ¢rown
to know and love was to regain his sight. The special-
ist, well-pleased with his work, returned to the metrop-
olis from which he had come, confident that the lesser
skill of his friend would suffice to assist nature in her
recovery, and presently there came the glad day when it
was thought that the boy could bear the full light of
morning. It chanced that both doctor and nurse were
on hand to accompany him as with tottering limbs, but
with wide-open, wondering eyes, he set out to climb to
his beloved knoll. Many and joyous were his exclama-
tions as at each turn of the way some touch-remembered
object came to view, but he pressed feebly on, intent on
seeing for himself the turfed hollow in which he had
passed so many summer hours.

Vainly he looked for the recumbent apvle tree whose
branches had given him so grateful a shade. There re-
mained but a stump chopped close to the ground. The
branches, rudely trimmed, and the scarlet-cheeked ap-
ples lay in the hollow whose once smooth lining was
now scarred and broken. Heaps of fresh brown earth
lay everywhere within its borders, a discolored slate
stone, rounded at the outer edges, lay slantingly acainst
the largest mound, and in the very spot where the lad
had been wont to couch himself, there vawned. a deep
hole. A sunbeam gleaming in its depths revealed a
golden coin. ‘

With an exclamation of wonder, the doctor lowered
himself cautiously into the opening. It was evident
that a great pot or cauldron had hut recently been re-
moved for the soft earth still bore the impression of its
bulging sides and its prong-like legs. He cazed wonder-
ingly at the coin. The date and wreathed head told the
story plainly enough. He clambered out to find his pa-
tient, pressing upon his pallid, trembline nurse, ‘‘What
would a boy want with a doll?” he was sayine merrily.

The two older people stared at the curious object as
if it was now their turn for dreams. It was a wooden
puppet rudely carved and coloured, fully garbed in the
homespun kirtle and cap of olden days.” Brass earrings
depended upon her painted ears and her inscrutable black
eyes met theirs in an unchanging stare.

“I found it in the grass at my feet,” said the lad in-
differently, nor did he make any sign of comprehension
when the nurse quoted with a far-off sense of the possible
meaning of this mystery—‘“Gabrielle wegps for her
child.”

“The place is not at all as I fancied it,” he said pre-
sently. “Let us go to the potato fields where the men
are at work. T used to like to see things going on."

In vain did they question him. It was evident that
the jov of returned sight had completely effaced his as-
sociations with the once well-beloved retreat. Soon
strange rumours began to travel about—tales of two
dark-eyed strangers who had been seen one morning at
dawn, making their way slowly along the road, heavily
weighted down with a cauldron which they bore between
them on a pole. Others there were who had seen a sail-
boat of curious build beating her way up the tidal creek,
and the post-mistress of a neighbouring village recalled
thata curious postcard, which she had thousht the pas-
sing vagary of a tourist, had been included in an out-
going mail. It was an oblong of satiny birch bark di-
rected to a Bellefontaine in far Touisiana. The reverse
side had borne a rude sketch of a wicwam.

Wondrous tales of treasure trove passed from mouth
to mouth, but the prosperous and worthy farmers re-
mained of their old opinion that but little came out of
the ground that they did not first put in and sedulously
discouraged the unsettling talk of their credulous helpers.

The nurse and her charge returned hapnily to their
distant home. The busv season of abvle-nickine came
on, and its needs still afforded sufficient scope for most
people’s thoughts.

Dr. Furness, alone, still pondered the mystery. Once
more he drove over the disused road to the clearing but
Glode and his wigwam had alike disappeared. A sudden
sense of loss oppressed him as there rose before him, as
in a panoramic picture, the hereditary faithfulness of
the Indians to their long trust, the unconscious revela-
tion of the secret by the clairvovant mind of a child, the
eloquent, wordless summons, the response and the re-
storation of the treasure, the careless loss of the puppet
once so tenderly loved, and the disappearance of the
sentinel who needed now no longer to take turn with
the iron-bound frosts of winter in guarding the secret of
the Fountain farm.

She : “Isn’t it strange that women don't stutter?”
He: “They haven’t time.”
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British Gossip

HE entertainment of visiting colonials seems to be
the chief business of the political world of London
just now. Premier Botha is naturally the chief

figure among the visitors, as the English take more in-
terest in a quondam foe than in a monotonous ally, es-
pecially when the fighting of the former has been of ex-
cellent quality. The hu-
morous remark attributed
to Premier Botha on his
arrival : ‘I was once not
so pleased to find mysell
surrounded by English-
men’'—has appealed to
the popular taste and it
will not be the fault of
his English hosts if the
“latest premier’’ escapes
with unimpaired diges-
tion. The list of dinners
and receptions for the
visitors is somewhat
alarming to those who
are not possessed of what
an amiable journalist calls
“superb livers.”  No one
can be a more delightful
host, (when he is assured
of his guests’ respect-
ability) than John Bull.
But the fear has been openly expressed in Melbourne,
Ottawa and Cape Town that the social joys of British
hands-around-the-Empire may interfere with the discus-
sion of tariffs and cables, not to mention postage stamps
and preferences. Sir Joseph Ward, Premier of New
Zealand, was the first prominent minister to arrive. He
proceeded to take up his residence at the Hotel Cecil
and to receive the representatives of the metropolitan
press. The King and Queen are in Southern FKurope, but
the Prince and Princess of Wales, the Duchess of Suther-
land, Lord and Lady Derby, Lady Beauchamp, Lord
Strathcona, Lady Lansdowne, Lady Crewe, Lady Wim-
borne and Lady Portsmouth are to entertain the lions of
the Colonial Conference. Lord Elgin is of course, one of
the most deeply interested statesmen and will be an ex-
tremely busy man for the next fortnight. %

. * »

During the reign of Queen Victoria, a certain great
ruler from Fastern Furope, when he was visiting Eng-
land, was to attend a banquet in a place where a stand-
ard captured from his troops was in a conspicuous posi-
tion. A distinguished personage suggested that the
standard should be temporarily removed, but a more
authoritative magnate decided that it should be undis-
turbed. A similar question of flag etiquette arose in
connection with Premier Botha's visit. Above the en-
trance to the Great Hall of the Guildhall, where the
Premier of the Transvaal was recently entertained, there
hung the small orange flag captured at Jacobsdaal by
the C.I.V. “There was much surmise in connection with

Lady Beauchamp.

The Duchess of Sutherland,

the disposition of this ‘‘conquered banner.” However,
when the day and hour of feasting arrived, it was seen
that the committee had considered magnanimity the
better part of valour, for the Orange flag had retired
from the scene and Premier Botha was allowed to ex-
change military jokes with Lord Roberts without having
the grim reminder of the late unpleasantness before his
eyes. The removal of the standard was a diplomatic
act which even Mr. W. T. Stead could scarce forbear to
cheer. John Bull is a cheerful loser and a graceful for-
getter on occasions when it is desirable to remember
snly ‘“‘the City’s unexceptionable wine and cigars.”
. E» 3

To be a Russian royalty is to be the object of eternal
surveillance. Since the departure of the Dowager Em-
press Marie of Russia from FKEngland, some particulars
regarding the care with which she was protected have
been published, showing how strictly guard was kept.
The authorities at Scotland Yard must heave prodigious
sighs of relief when a Russian guest of high degree takes
his or her departure. Kven the gold pin, the diamond
and ruby ring and the gold watch with the black Russian
eagle on the case which were bestowed upon the in-
spectors could hardly compensate for the anxiety suf-
fered during the stay of Queen Alexandra’s sister. To
the last, police precautions were of the most vigilant
order. At Victoria Station, on the occasion of de-
parture, there were not only the men in uniform but the
most expert members of the special service branch fa-
miliar with every Anarchist or Terrorist in'L,ondon. But
the gentlemen of the dynamite denomination are less
likely to perpetrate an outrage in the Fnglish capital
than in any other great city, for it is their ideal hiding-
place and they are hardly foolish enough to deprive
themselves of its vast resources for concealment. They
may live in London, but they blow up abroad.

s el

Father Bernard Vaughan, who has been preaching
against the excesses of fashionable society, is continuing
his condemnation even after the season ot Lent. There
is little doubt that the clerical exhorter is telling the
truth about the vulgarities and vices of the ‘‘smart set.”
But the incongruous result is that he himself has become
the fashion, and even the devotees of bridge and Bacchus
absent themselves from their follies for an hour or two
and enjoy Father Vaughan'’s vigorous denunciations.
Little good is done by these attacks, say most observers,
for the “‘climbers,” who are the chief offenders, are ut-
terly beyond being hurt or warned and merely consider
themselves important in the hour of onslaught. But, in
the meantime they throng the church where their sins
are so picturesquely described and regard with some
curiosity ‘a preacher who is in deadly earnest. Father
Vaughan and Rev. R. J. Campbell are attracting more
attention than any other members of the clergy, al-
though their activities and opinions are very diverse. It
is not the aristocracy of the land at whom Father
Vaughan’s shafts are aimed but the ‘“‘new rich” whose
extravagances keep the yellow journals busy and who
are rather delighted to hear themselves berated.

& A

The new Governor of Jamaica, Mr. Sydney Olivier, is
not likely to make the mistake of objecting to apologise
to an officious United States Admiral. Mr. Olivier has
had a long connexion with the West Indies and espe-
cially with Jamaica. He was Colonial Secretary there
from 1899 to 1904 and Acting Governor in 1900, 71902
and 1904. Previous to that he went to Washington nine
yvears ago to assist in the reciprocity negotiations on
behalf of the British West Indies. Mr. Olivier once ap-
peared before the public as a Socialist but that was in
his salad days. One wild journalist suggested that Lord
Alverstone would -be a good man for the position of
earthquake superintendent. But Lord Alverstone plays
queer tricks with islands, as Canadians have sad reason
to know, and Kingston might wake up some fine morn-
ing to. find itself under a counterpane of Stars and
Stripes with Admiral Davis and all the United States
navy in possession. Tt was a grim joke, indeed, to sug-
gest the noble lord, so dear to the heart of the Canadian
Commissioners. It's a trifle risky to send an ex-Socialist
and a former secretary of the Fabian Society to govern
an island somewhat given to upheaval. Jamaica is in
need of a sedative, and it is possible that Mr. Olivier
knows how to administer it. The reason for Sir Alex-
ander Swettenham’s resignation is alleged age, but the
public prefers to believe with the French that a man is
as old as he feels. Probably the ex-Governor is merely

tired.

s
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the Herald race. He's a Canadian through and
through for his forefathers trod the forests ere
Columbus had figured out where the new con-
tinent ought to be. He is probably not only
the greatest distance runner of his day, but the
greatest the world has ever seen. He is popu-
larly described as a ‘‘running machine” for his
long easy lope seems to carry him over the
ground with the least possible exertion. He
swung along over the twenty-five miles of hills
and dales of the Boston Marathon route at an
average rate of a little over five minutes to the
mile, finished alone and was apparently little the
worse for his journey. His other two big wins,
the Herald race and the Ward Marathon race in
Toronto, were won in the same easy fashion.

But Tom Iongboat is not the last champion
runner Canada will produce. The sport is
growing in popularity and among the hundreds of
young Canucks training for road races there are
boys who will yet be heard of. Don't forget
that it was a Canadian boy, C. E. Petch of To-
ronto North End A. C., who fought it out with
the Indian for twenty-two miles and forced him
to cut such a slice off the record to win. Petch
is only eighteen years old. He has not ar-
rived yet.

Canadian Club News

N Monday last, Dr. Alfred Thomson,

M.P. for the Yukon, addressed the Mont-

real Canadian Club and claimed that

the climate of his constituency is salubrious.

The atmosphere is dry and winds are never

strong. The summers are beautiful with hardly

any spring or autumn. .Timber, fur and gold

are the chiel products. The fine fish and game
of the country should attract sportsmen.

On the same day, Mr. G. T. Blackstock, K.C.,
addressed the Toronto Canadian Club. It was
a plea for individual honour and uprightness on
the part of all citizens, whether in business or
in public life. He commented severely on the
tendency to elect to parliament men without
sufficient character and public spirit. Too great
leniency is shown all sorts of political offenders

Longboat—Champion Long-Distance Runner.
Copyright Photograph by Aylett, Toronto,

Canada’s Marathon Runners

HEN Tom ILongboat, the Onondaga Indian from
W Tororito, won the Boston Marathon and inci-

dentally clipped over five minutes off the record
for the race, he proved for the third but not the last
time that Canada is the home of champions of road
racing. In the history of the sport, in which men re-
quire stamina as well as speed, three names stick out
well above the surface. They are Jack Caffery, William
Sherring and Tom Longboat. Tt was Caffery who first
brought Canadian distance runners into prominent no-
tice. In 1901 he went to Boston, and not only came
home in front but also lowered the record for the twenty-
five miles by over nine minutes. That record stood till
April® 19th, 1907, when Tom Longboat, carrying the
colours of the West End Y.M.C.A., of Toronto, came
home nearly half a mile ahead of his field of 102 starters,
and put the record down to a point where it is not
likely to be interfered with for some years.

Betwecen these events, “Billy” Sherring, the wiry little
chap from Hamilton had journeyed to Greece and at the
Olympic games led all the greatest distance runners of
the world over the original Marathon course and spread
the fame of Canadian runners in every country that nrac-
tises athletics. And when you come to think that Caf-
fery and Sherring are Hamiltonians, while Longhoat
comes from Caledonia in the same neighbourhood and
first showed symptoms of greatness in the Ambitious
City, you begin to realise how much road racing owes to
the Herald Road Race. This event, established by the
Hamilton"Herald, takes place every Thanksgiving Day and
for years had a practical monopoly of the Canadian field.
It produced Caffery, and other towns and cities be-
gan’ to& sit up and take notice. Then it brought out
Sherring and when he returned from Greece a victor and
was met everywhere by brass bands, cheering crowds
and more material tokens of his country’s esteem, road
races and ‘““Marathons’’ began to spring up all over the
country.

And now comes Tom Longboat, also chargeable to

against law, honour and decency.

The Rev, Canon Murray addressed the Winnipeg Can-
adian Club on the 17th, giving them a talk on the work
of the University of Manitoba. He protested against
modern materialism and pleaded for a higher standard
than that of gold.

The Mayor of St. John

HE Mayor of St. John, N.B., is an interesting
figure at the moment. He has been a leader in
the movement to nationalise that port; in other

words, to have it placed on the same basis as the port
of Montreal, with the Dominion Government bonusing
and financing its improvements and development. Again,
he may run as an
independent  Lib-
eral against the
Hon. Mr. Pugs-
ley, who is head-
ing from the Pre-
mier’s chair at
Fredericton to the
Minister of Rail-
ways' chair at
Ottawa.

Mr. Edward
Sears was born in
St. John nearly
fifty - five years
ago and got some
of his business ex-
perience in New
York and Europe.
In 1886, he made
his first bid for
the maybor’s chair
and was defeated.
He has been sev-
eral times de-
feated and sev-
eral times elect-
ed. Mayor Sears, St. John, N.B.
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A FEW “ASIDES.”

Hon. C.-S: Hyman .(to the Toronto
“News”)—“Well! I hope you're satisfied.”

Mr. W. T. Stead (to Himself)—“Don't
1 make George Bernard Shaw and Elbert
Hubbard look like tuppence when [ start
out to advertise? It takes little Willie!”

Sir Frederick (to the Ottawa “Journal”)
. _#We're having just the loveliest time. 1
don’t care if 1 never come back.”

Colonel Sam (to R. L. Borden)—"Just
watch me retract!”

Hon. G. P. Graham (to Reform Party)
__“The Cabinet Ministers need the money.
Besides, we'll be in some day, ourselves.”

%X
EXIT REQUESTED,

We don’t care what becomes of him,
Or anything about his “Maw.”
We merely wish he’d melt away—
That dull degenerate, Harry Thaw.
%k

A REVISED VERSION.

Two Canadian medical students recently
left a boarding-house in which they had
found cold comfort and meagre fare. Their
landlady was considerably “startled to dis-
cover after their departure that they had
pinned beneath a hideous crayon portrait of
herself, a card bearing this pious wish:
“Peace to her hashes.”

% %

NOT HIS ROLE.

A young man who has lately invested
not wisely but too much in mining stock
was telling of his losses, declaring that
they had landed him in debt.

“But doesn’t the thought of your credi-
tors worry you?” he was asked.

“Not a bit. You see,” he added cheerily,
“somebody’s got to keep cool.”

x %

OF UNUSUAL RANK.

A number of military men in a Washing-
ton hotel were giving an accoynt of an inci-
dent in the Civil War. A quiet man who
stood by at last said: “Gentlemen, I hap-
pened to be there, and might be able to
refresh your memory as to what took place
in reference to the event just narrated.”

The hotel-keeper said to him: “Sir, what
might have been your rank?”

“T was a private.”

Next day the quiet man, as he was about
to depart, asked, for his bill.

“Not a cent, sir; not a cent,” answered
the proprietor. “You are the very first
private I ever met.”

%k

WHY HE REFUSED.

In “The Causeries of the Grand Club,”
an English magazine discourses of certain
stories .told - by prominent Canadians and
attributes the following to Hon.
Fielding :

“Once,” said a Western politician, whom
Mr. Fielding knew, “I was making a long
journey on horseback across the prairie. It
was winter and bitterly cold. As it grew
dark, 1 was startled by the sound of other
footsteps in my rear and a moment later a
‘hand was laid on my broncho’s bridle.: I
turned and beheld an Indian. ‘White man,’
said he, ‘give Injun drink of whiskey and
‘Injun give white man blanket.” Oh, think
of it, gentlemen—think of this wild, free,
untutored child of the forest ready to bar-
ter his warm blanket for a single mouthful
of strong drink! It was awful. 1 shook
my head and urged my broncho on faster.

But the Indian again spurred alongside and
grlcd, ‘If white man give Injun drink, In-
jun give white man saddle and blanket.
Oh, my friends, such depravity was terri-
ble! But it was not all. When I refused,
he offered his blanket, saddle and horse
for a single drink of whiskey.” At this a

rough man in the audience could restrain
himself no longer.

“Well,” he cried, “why
didn’t you give him a drink of whiskey?”
“What!” thundered the orator. “Give that
blamed Cree a drink of whiskey and me
with thirty miles to go and only half a
pint!”

* ¥

APPROPRIATE.

“Yeg, that Spitzmeyer is a clever fellow.
You know that he deals in all kinds of
goods——typewriters, gramophones, automo-
biles, and, of course, he is an insurance
agent as well. Not long ago T introduced
him to a lady who is married to a Hindoo.
What did Spitzmeyer say? He told the
lady of the Indian custom of burning wid-
ows, and then persuaded her to insure her-
self against fire.’—Fliegende Blaetter.

¢ Dementia Americana!”
(Drawn for the Canadian Courier)

x X
KEPT THEM GOING.

A story is told of a Scottish minister
who arrived at the Kkirk without the
manuscript of his sermon. He could not
preach without it, but it lay in his manse a
mile away when the time had come for him
to mount into the pulpit. Here was a poser
only to be solved by giving out the 119th
Psalm. While the congregation were sing-
ing it, off to his manse for the sermon gal-
loped the minister, and with equal celerity
galloped back. When he returned, the
congregation were still at it, and he asked
the clerk with some trepidation, how they
were getting on. .

“Oh, sir,” was the answer, “they've got
to the end of the eighty-fourth verse, an’
they're just cheepin’ like wee mice.”—Bell-
man.

x %
THE GENIAL GUEST.
There was a young fellow named Clyde,
Who was once at a funeral espied;
When asked who was dead,
He smilingly said,
“T don’t know; I just came for the ride.”
—The Scrap-Book.
% %

THE BISHOP AND THE TRAMP.

The experiences of Bishop Talbot, long
the “Cowboy Bishop,” but now Bishop of

Central Pennsylvania, have been many and
varied, and his book, recently published,
“My People of the Plains,” gives a fasci-
nating picture of life in the earlier days of
the great West. Miners, cowboys — al
loved him, and they still tell a host of
stories about him. Once, says “Harper’s,”
while he was still Bishop of Wyoming and
Idaho, he went to St Paul to attend a
meeting of the dignitaries of the Church.
There, one noon, on the porch of the hotel,
a tramp approached a group of bishops,
and asked for aid.

“No,” one of the churchmen replied, “I
dor’t think we can do anything. But down
there is the youngest bishop of -us: all”
(pointing to Bishop Talbot) “and he’s a
very generous man.”

The tramp went to Bishop Talbot and
the others watched with interest. They
saw a - look of surprise come over the
tramp’s face—they saw that the Bishop was
talking eagerly, earnestly—they saw the
tramp look perturbed—but they finally saw
that something passed from hand to hand.

The tramp tried to get away without
speaking to those of the group, but the
former spokesman called to him.

“Well, did you get something from our
young brother ?’

The tramp grinned sheepishly. NG L
gave him a dollar for his blamed new
cathedral at Laramie’s.”

* ®

A DIFFERENCE.

“T admires a man,” said Uncle Eben, “dat
keeps hopin’ foh de best. But I doesn’t like
him to sit down ’n call it a day’s work.”—
The Argonaut.

® %

A SONG FOR TO-DAY.

Bring my fur-lined coat and mittens
When vou wake me on that day,

For I'm to be Queen of the May, mother,
I'm to be Queen of the May.

Have a bowl of something hot, dear,
And a mustard bath, I pray,

It’s the coldest job I know, mother,
Being the Queen of the May.

Tls,

Halok
RATHER MIXED.

It is the Irish members of the British
House of Commons who are generally ac-
cused of becoming entangled in metaphors.
But during the recent session two Scot-
tish members have provided hilarious mo-
ments by their unconscious confusion of
comparisons. An ardent golfer, in alluding
to a red herring that had been dragged
across the trail, remarked “That red her-
ring has come home to roost.” During the
debate on the enfranchisement of women,
Mr. Cathcart Wason complained that on
some previous occasion Lord Robert Cecil
had used the woman’s suffrage question in
order to angle for the vote of the Liberals.
“He cast his fly over us very skilfully,”
continued the melancholy member, “but,
Sir, we are too old birds to rise at that fly
again.”

«“Were you in the Ark with Noah, Grandpapa ?"'
“No, my child, T was not in the Ark with Noah.”
“mhen why weren't you drowned ?’—Punch.
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. Y0Ooms may be decorated
mn abs_olute go~d taste with
abastine — a rangs of tints to
select from that will let your walls
armonize with any furnishings.

Send 10c for a copy of “ Homes, Health-
¥ fuland Beautiful,” with many dainty, new
ideas for the decoration of your home.

Alabastine is sold by hardware and paint
dealers everywhere—a 5 pound package
for 50 cents.

Ask your dealer for tint card.

NEVER SOLD IN BULK,
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ARTISTIC
HOMES

throughout Canada speak

volumes for the merits

“"Menzie Line
Wall Papers

For tasty decorative effects
and reliability of color, they

are unequalled.
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O'REEFE’S

AL

“Pilsener Lager

SO Light is it and So Good
is if that it Stands By Itself.

No. matter what the season—
cold, sleety, cheerless, mild or
warm, pleasant or otherwise,

there is no getting away from

the fact that O'KEEFE'S
ALE or

PORTER,
both pure, whole-

some and appetising,
are the proper kind
to have around.
They are
Brewed Right
Bottled Right
and Act Right

| SPECIAL

EXTRA MILD

The O’Keefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

The Cook—*‘Jine, w’y is
this’ere Lea & Perrins’
Sauce like you?’’

The Maid—*“W'’y?”

‘The Cook—"ﬁecos ye're
both the best ever.”’

Perrins’

Piquant—delicious—wholesome.

The World’s Favoun

At Good Grocers'.
Look for the Signature. 130

te for Near a Century.

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., Est. 1857,
Montreal, Canadian Agents.

MACHINE
CATALOGUES

The

Jas.

Engine, Launch and Automobile
Catalogues are practically the most
difficult kind of work with which the
AVERAGE catalogue maker meets,
and many fail in attempting to pro-
duce something excellent merely
because their plant is not PROPER-
LY equipped and their meén not
FULLY accustomed to turning out
only the BEST class of work.

The BEST is where we excel.

Acton Publishing C,.
59-61 John St., Toronto
Established 1888

MILK
CHOCOLATE.
CAKES,
CROQUETTES,
MEDALLIONS,
STICKS, ETC. |
With all the 7§
Cream in it, “
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A FIVE PER CENT.
DEBENTURE

ISSUED BY

THE STANDARD LOAN
COMPANY

is one of the safest and best invest-
ments on the market to-day. Why not
purchase a debenture of our Company
and avoid the care and anxiety of
guarding your own money e

@ Write to-day for our booklet entitled
«SOME CARDINAL POINTS.”

HEAD OFFICE .

24 Adelaide St. East, TORONTO, ONT.

W. S. DINNICK

Vice-PRES. AND MANAGING DIRECTOR

ProneM72/0.8 TORONTO.

DELIVERY DAY AND NIGHT

THE

IMPERIAL TRUSTS CO.

OF CANADA

ESTABLISHED 1887 -
GEO. H. GOODERHAM
PRESIDENT
INTEREST credited

4 % half-yearly, on depo-

sits of $1.00 and upwards, sub-
ject to withdrawal by cheque.

JAMES (. FORRES ER,
MANAGER

17 Richmond St, West, oronto

LONDON &
LANCASHIRE

FIRE

¥\ INSURANCE COMPANY

8 RICHMOND ST., EAST - TORONTO

ALFRED WRIGHT, MANAGER

BOYS

in every city,

town

and

village in Canada can make

good money selling the CANA-

pian Courier. Write

at once

to the Circulation Manager,

81 Victoria St., Toronto.

01

)

AWHEN

WRITE FOR SAMPLES AND
SELF MEASUREMENT CHART-DER £

FRANK BRODERICK 6@,

115 WEST KING ST. TORONTO

HE appearance of the San Carlo

I Opera Company from Covent Gar-

den, London, at Massey Hall, To-
ronto, this week, is one of the most im-
portant events of the season. This com-
pany was organised three years ago in
Milan by Mr. Henry Russell. It was first
heard in London at the Covent Garden
Opera House, where it met with pro-
nounced success. Signor Caruso and Miss
Alice Nielsen were the most brilliant stars
in its firmament, while the orchestral
equipment was admitted to be exceptionally
satisfactory in smoothness. Mr. Russell i1s
said to exercise great care over every de-
tail of chorus and orchestra, not contenting
himself with securing a few stellar attrae-
tions.

While it is reassuring to be informed of
Mr. Russell’s methods in securing an artis-
tic ensemble, undoubtedly the most interest-
ing fact to the public is that Madame Lil-
lian Nordica, the city’s favourite grand
opera singer, is the leading member of the
San Carlo Opera Company. On Friday
evening Miss Nielsen, Mlle. Dereyne and
several other well-known artists appear in
Puccini’s “La Boheme.” At the Saturday
matinee “Cavalleria Rusticana” and “Don
Pasquale” form the programme, while on
Saturday night “Il Trovatore” with Ma-
dame Nordica in the leading part will
doubtless prove the climax of an exceeding-
ly .enjoyable engagement. Constantino, the
Spanish tenor, who is to sing on Friday
evening is said to be a great artist who
makes even Caruso look to his laurels.
During the first week of this month he re-
ceived most favourable criticisms in San
Francisco, a city which, according to local
admission, “has become rather spoiled and
pampered in the matter of notable singers.”

* ok

Those who saw Mr. Dallas Welford in
Mr. Carton’s farce, “Mr. Hopkinson,” in
his first Canadian engagement, will need
no urging to see “Hoppy” again. Mr. Wel-
ford will be at the Princess Theatre, To-
ronto, next week in tfle former play and
in another Carton production, “Public
Opinion.” “Hoppy” is a creation which it
is utterly impossible to forget, however one
may try to put the loathsome little bounder
out of mind. But though he may have in-
spired the beholder with a desire to see him
heartily kicked, “Hoppy” also inspired so
many healthful chuckles that the news of
his return is received with gladness.

* X

Mr. Arthur Symons in discussing the
British ear for music says: “To have an
ear for music is not at all the same thing
as having taste in music. [ am not sure
that the British as a race, have not rather
an ear than a taste for music, while the
Germans seem’ to an exceptional degree to
have the taste. The Italians, it must be
admitted, have only the ear; so that we
come somewhere between those extremes.”

* K

The May Festival Chorus will give their
first concert in Massey Hall, Toronto, on
Thursday, May 16th. The Executive have
secured the services of Mr. H. M. Fletcher,
the conductor of the Schubert Choir and
the People’s Choral Union. The chorus
aumbers 225 men, forming the largest male
chorus that has ever sung in Toronto. Ma-
dame Le Grand Reed, the Canadian prima
donna, and Mr. J. R. Page, baritone, will
be the assisting artists.

x K

Miss Katherine Parlow is a young Cana-
dian violinist at present studying  with
Auer, the celebrated master of the instry-
ment in St. Petersburg. Miss Parlow play-
ed before Auer when he was in London 5
vear- ago and the great Russian violinist
was so struck with her undoubted geniyg
that he proposed she should return to Rys.
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sia and study under him for two years.
“Citoyenne,” the clever English correspon-
dent of the Toronto “News,” is enthusiastic
about the future of her gifted young coun-
trywoman, whose letters speak of the bril-
liant social life of Russia, indicating that
in fashionable circles there is no hint of the
revolution which seems threatening the
Empire of the Czar.

Miss Marie Hall, who has delighted the
music-lovers of Montreal, Toronto and
Hamilton this season, was in the West of
Canada last week where she was warmly
received. So much has been written about
this wonderful young player that her own
article on the subject of her career has un-
usual interest. In the May issue of “Ains-
lee’s” there is a sketch, “Episodes in the
Career of a Violinist,” which treats with
reserve and yet with enthusiasm ‘of her
musical work. Miss Hall says naively: “A
great deal has been written about me and
about my work, and in what I have read I
find that much stress has been laid upon
the so-called ‘romance’ of my life.”

The writer frankly denies that there was
anything extraordinary about her childhood
days. She says, when asked about her own
magnetic power: “I could not play unless
my soul were in the music, and then there
is room for nothing else, and nothing ex-
ternal can intrude itself upon me. 1 feel
surrounded by the presence of the great
composers, the souls .of thos'c men whose
music I am making live again, and [ feel
that they are watching me; listening to me
and to the work they love so well. If you
write anything, even a letter, and then hear
some person read it aloud, you who listen
will note every inflection of tone, every
shade of understanding and appreciation of
what you have written. That is the way it
seems to me with music; they are watching
you in poised suspense, wml(lcr_mg if their
thoughts will be understood—will be appre-
ciated merely from the notes of music,
which are all they could leave behind. :

“And Paganini! I hold in my hands his
very own violin—the gift to me from a
great nation—he loved it—he watches it
jealously; with all my soul I must play, in
order that he may know that I, too, under-
stand and love.”
ﬂr,l'\nvonc who heard Marie Hall's playing
can readily believe that there is no pose in
her expression of such sympathy with the
great’ dead who yet “rule our spirits from
their urns.” She is sincerity and simplicity
itself.

* Xk

So much has been said in sentimental
gush about her playing in the streets that
her own account is satisfactorily conclu-
sive: “My father and I played together in
the Bristol streets, he with his battered old
harp, I with my violin. Hungry, sad faces
there were in those Bristol crowds, especial-
ly when we played along the docks and the
water-fronts—down among the great idle
ships and upon the empty quays in the
chill dreary fog. They used to gather
closer and closer about us as we played
and for a time they would forget their own
misery. I remember they uicd to like ‘Ben
Bolt’ best of all we played.”

k* ok

Mr. E. W. Schuch’s Opera Company, an
amateur association, gave a highly credit-
able presentation of‘Sulhv:m’s popular 91(1—
time opera, “The Pirates of Penzance,” at
Massey Hall, Toronto, last wcek, under the
auspices of the Queen’s Own Rifles and the
Argonaut Rowing Club. Miss  Bertha
Crawford’s light and ‘ﬂexxble‘ voice was
heard to advantage as “Mabel,” Miss Mar-
garet George carried off high histrionic agld
musical honours in the role of “Ruth,” while
Hamilton Macaulay as the “Pirate
King” and Mr. A. T. Pike as “Lieutenant”
were vigorously realistic. Mr. R. L. Cowan
was excessively comic as “Frederic” and
Captain Barker and Mr. Bissett proved effi-
cient members of the cast. Miss Dottie
Lamont, Miss Violet Hung and Miss Maude
Butler as the ‘_‘Gf;neral’s’ daught.ers were,
perhaps, the daintiest an;l most picturesque
feature of the presentation.
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The weather for thzémst week has been fairly mild. The average temperature was

35.6, as indicat

by the sword point of the famous SWEET JAPORAL girl.

Fairbanks-Morse

Marine Gas Engines
Dead Right.

During quiet moments, when you have an
opportunity to think calmly, your better
judgment tells you that the best is always
the cheapest—you cannot buy something
for nothing—and you are DEAD RIGHT,
Investigate carefully and choose wisely.

Cut out complete advertisement and send to

The Canadian Fairbanks
Company, Limited

26-28 FRONT STREET W., TORONTO, ONT.

Please send me Illustrated Marine En gine Catalogue.

Name
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Q¢ The Correctness of our Designs
in Lighting Fixtures helps you
select the right Fixture that will

harmonise with

the Decorations.

W. J. McGUIRE, Limited
TORONTO and MONTREAL

The THIEL

Detective Service Co.
— OFFICES —
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CHARTERED ACCOUNTANT
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Miscellan
eous
AN AIRSHIP TO THE POLE.
M attempt to reach the North Pole by

airship which Mr. Walter Wellman
will make during the coming summer. The
balloon part of the airship America has been
rebuilt in the ateliers in Paris of M. Mallet,
the well-known constructor. The great ship
is now 183 feet in length, with a greatest
diameter of 52 1-2 feet. Its volume is 265,-
000 cubic feet, and when inflated it will have
a lifting force of 19,500 pounds. The princi-
pal motor, a 60-70-h.p. Clement, works di-
rectly on two steel screws, 11 1-2 feet in
diameter, placed at each side of the car. The
speed of this airship is 16-18 statute miles
per hour, and the fuel carried gives 150
hours of motoring at full speed; radius of
action over 2,250 miles, or nearly double the
distance from Spitzbergen to the Pole and
back again. In addition to motors, machin-
ery, nearly three and a half tons of petrol,
the crew of four or five men, a dozen sledge
dogs, and a completely equipped sledging
party for a possible return over the ice in
case of need, the America will carry a ton
and a half of food, making it possible for
the crew to spend the entire winter in the
Arctic regions should that be necessary. It
is planned to reach the expedition base at
Spitzbergen the first week in June, to have
trials of the airship in July, and to start for
the Pole in.the latter part of that month or
in the first half of August.

UCH interest is being taken in the

* %
NEW BUILDING IN MEXICO.

The new postoffice building in the City of
Mexico is the first government ])1111(1111;,r in
Mexico of any architectural design worthy
of the name. It is of fireproof construction,
its frame being the first steel frame to go up
in the city. Architecturally the new post-
office is unexcelled by any building 1n the
country, and as a fhing of real beauty sur-
passes, in the opinion of many, even the
Congressional Library at Washington. It is
far superior to any office building owned
by the United States government.

* %
A PRINCE'S PALACE.
Prince Von Bulow, chancellor of the

German Empire, has begun a period of
well-earned rest and will spend his vaca-
tion at the Villa Malta, one of the most
delectable residences in Rome. Margharita,
the queen dowager of Italy, wanted to buy
the place, but the price staggered even her
royal purse. Herr Von Bulow, however, is
a very rich man, besides which his Italian
wife has a large fortune, and the German
statesman did not hesitate when possession
of such a lovely spot was within his reach.
The Villa Malta commands a wonderfully
peautiful view of the Mediterranean, -has a
rose garden which is the wonder of Europe
and altogether is one of the dream places
of Italy.
%

PACHMANN’'S DRY SHAMPOO.

The pet stimulant of the famous pianist,
Vladimir de Pachmann, is a dry shampoo.
[ have it on the authority of his barber—
and who knows better ?—says M. {
that Pachmann's success with the works of
Chopin is largely due to the influence of
the art of the hairdresser. One afternoon,
recently, I discovered that the head which
was protruding from pink striped overalls
in a West End barber’s chair beside my
own was the head—one might excusably
say the Pole—of the chief of Chopin inter-
preters. After his shampoo, and almost
before the barber had had time to dry his
hair properly, the great man suddenly tore
off his overalls and tore out of the sh.()p.
The barber and his men took no notice.
They were used to it. He had an account
there. And the manager of the place, ob-
serving my astonishment at this strange
exit, explained that the pianist was rushing
off to his recital while the tingling of the
shampooing process— ze crackle—crackle
of ze ammonia,” as he called it—was still
upon him!
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Mothers, Listen!

Do not spend your nights walking the
floor with Baby, but put your child in one
of our LirtLE BEAaUTY Hammock CoOTS.
where children never cry.

Swings itself

to and fro, up and down, with every

movement.

Cot shipped to you at our expense on
30 days’ trial.
particular return to us.

Write a postcard for Booklet B, con-

If not satisfactory in every

taining testimonial letters from satisfied

parents.

THE GEO. B. MEADOWS
Toronto Wire, Iron & Brass Works

67 Wellington Place - TORONTO

isthe kind that housekeep-
ers who want only the
best always buy. Packed
in pound and two-pound
tin cans, it comes into
the home with all its nat-
ural aroma and strength.
Protected by our Seal,
the consumer knows that
its purity and strength
have been untampered
with. Your grocer sells
this kind, but be sure our
seal and name is on the

can you buy. Chase

Sanborn,




Invalids’
Port

A rich wine,
with which have
been carefully
blended extracts of
the Cinchona bark.

Indicated in An-
aemia, Chlorosis
and General De-
bility.

All Druggists—everywhere,
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Gerbard
Heintzman
Pianos

Hold the place of
bonor as Canada’'s
most artistic piano

Factory : Sherbourne Street )

Salesroom : 97 Yonge Street | HORONTO

HAMILTON SALESROOMS: Corner King and Catherine Streets.

GUNS aw RIFLES

All the newest models in sporting Guns and
Rifles for target and trap shooting.

AMMUNITION

All sizes of Shells loaded with black or smoke-
less powder. Special loads put up to order,

Rice Lewis & Son

LIMITED

Corner King and Victoria Streets - TORONTO

ST. LEON
SANTE
MINERAL
SALTS
taken at this
time of year
do for oné’s
system those
things which
should be
done.

St. Leon
Santé Salts
(effervescent)
are produced
by evaporat-
ing the
natural

St. Leon
Water as it
flows from
the original
Springs at
St. Leon,
Quebec.

Observe the
word
“Santé”
on each
package of

St. LEON SANTE WATER
St. LEON SANTE CONCENTRATE
St. LEON SANTE MINERAL SALTS

also that Labels are marked—
Bottled at the Springs only.

ST. LEON WATERS, LIMITED
58% King Street East TORONTO
Phone Main 6930

WE PAY DEPOSITORS
1 pPER

2 CENT.
On the Daily Balance

Why be content with a lower ?
rate on the monthly balance

NATIONAL TRUST COMPANY, LIMITED

18-22 KING STREET EAST

W. S, CALVERT, M.P., President T. H. HAMILTON, General Manager

Canadian ©il Company

LIMITED

Refiners of Canadian and American PETROLEUM and
Manufacturers of Lubricating Oils, Paints and
Varnish of the Celebrated STERLING
BranD

ALL GOODS GUARANTEED SAMPLES ON APPLICATION

o ?(;NO;:B HEAD OFFICE
ouver, nnipeg, Man. -
Toronto, Ont. Ottawa, Ont. A < i TORONTO' S
Montreal, Que. Halifax, N.S. REFINERIES
8t. John, N.B Petrolia, Ont. Marietta, Ohio
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Head Office for Canada ! MONTREAL

WM. MACKAY, J. H. LABELLE,
Gen. Manager. Asst. Manager.

The Fire

. q
Largest RO ' A L Insurance

and Company in

Strongest lN SUR ANCE the World.
COMPANY

Maguire & Connon

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

Main 6000.
Telephones { Residence, North 8571 and_M. 978.

The Bay of Quinte
Railway Company

Connecting with the Grand Trunk Rail-
way System at Napanee and Kingston.

Connecting with the Canadian Pacific
Railway at Tweed.

Connecting with the Central Ontario
Railway at Bannockburn.

Connecting with the Kingston & Pem-
broke Railway at Harrowsmith.

Connecting at Deseronto with steamers
operating on the Bay of Quinte and Lake
Ontario.

Trains leave Napanee for the north
at 7.50 a.m., 12.10 p.m., 1.25 p.m., and
4.25 p-m.

Trains leave Tweed for the south at
7.00 a.m., 7.20 a.m., and 2.55 p.m., and
for the north leaving Tweed at 11.30 a.m.
and 4.50 p.m.

Trains run between Deseronto and
Napanee as follows :—

Leave Deseronto at 1.00 a.m., 1.40
a.m., 555 am., 7.00 a.m., 7.20 a.m.,
9.50 a.m., 11.30 a.m., 12.40 p.m., 12.55
p.m., 3.45 p.m., 6.10 p.m., 7.40 p.m.

Leave Napanee at 2.20a.m., 3.30 a.m.,
6.30 a. m,, 6.35 p. m., 7.55 & m., 10.30
a.m., |2.05 p.m.. 1.20 p.m., 11,00 a.m.,
4.30 p.m., 6.50 p.m., 8.15 p.m.

The Deseronto Navigation Company
operate the str. ‘‘Ella Ross'' and str.
“Jessie Bain"” running between Picton,
Deseronto, Belleville and Trenton, as also
the str. “Where Now" making the fam-
ous 50-mile ramble from Gananoque to all
points in and around the Thousand
Islands, connecting with all trains at
Gananoque, as well as making the railway
transfer between Gananoque and Clay-

ton, N.Y.
B. WALTER RATHBUN, J. F. CHAPMAN,

Prosidont and General General Froight and
Managor Passenger Agent.

THE HAMILTON STEEL
IRON COMPANY, LIMITED

Pig Iron, Iron and
Steel Bars, Bands,
Railway Spikes,
Washers, Forgings,
Bte. 2 2 Ete

Address all communica-
tions to the Company

HAMILTON - ONTARIO
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Literary Notes

HE “Metropolitan Magazine” for

May contains a dainty two-stanza

poem, “The Green Month,” by a

young Canadian writer. Miss Marjorie L.
C. Pickthall.

“What of all the colours shall I bring you
for your fairing?
Fit to lay your fingers on, fine enough
for you?
Yellow for the ripened rye, white for
ladies’ wearing,
Red for briar-roses, or the sky's own
blue ?”

“Nay, for spring has touched the elm,
spring has crowned the willow,
Winds that call the swallows home sway
the boughs apart,
Green shall all my curtains be, green shall
be my pillow,
Green I'll wear within my hair, and green
upon my heart.”

* %

“The Long Road,” by John Oxenham,
is a novel based on the long tramp of the
exiles from Russia proper to Siberia. It
has sadness in it, nay even tragedy, and
the deepest tears of human sorrow. Tt 98
2 solace to know that these murderous
journeys have become a thing of the past
and that slowly but surely the peasant of
Russia is being classed as a human being.
The story is not one to make one feel joy-
ous and gladsome; but it is good. (To-
ronto: the Macmillan Co.)

R

The latest in the English Men of Letters
Series is Ralph Waldo Emerson, by George
Edward Woodberry. Here are the open-
ing sentences: “Emerson leaves a double
image on the mind that has dwelt long
upon his memory. He is a shining figure
as on some Mount of Transfiguration; and
he was a parochial man. In one aspect he
is of kin with old Ionian philosophers, with
no more shreds of time and place than
those sons of the morning who first
brought the light of intellect into this
world ; in the other he is a Bostonian, liv-
ing in a parish suburb of the city, stamped
with peculiarity, the product of tradition,
the creature of local environment. One is
the image to the mind; the other to the
senses. One is of the soul, of eternity; the
other, of the body, of time. It is difficult
to focus such a nature; to find the axis of
identity; even the ray of truth is here
doubly refracted, on one side into ideality,
on,the other into incompletion, the mean-
inglessness of matters of fact, unconcern-
ing things. But to Emerson himself his life
was of one piece, and seemed so, because
he looked on it from a point within, from
that centre of integrity upon which his be-
ing revolved as a personal law unto itself.
It is there that the mind must fix its in-
sight. The ‘process of a soul in matter’
was his biography. It is a singularly per-
sonal life whose overmastering interest is
in the soul that lived it, not in events, not
in the crisis of the times, not in circum-
stance, in family, in friendships, in nothing
but the man himself—a strangely isolated,
strangely exalted soul who came to light
in New England as other such souls have
been born in out-of-the-way places on earth
since the spiritual history of man began.
And, as was the case with them, there was
nothing out of the ordinary in his origins
and the condition of his life; he was, in all
ways, one of his own people.”

* %

Mr. Archibald Sullivan is another young
Canadian who is rapidly making his literary
way in New York. These lines on sl
Rose” are among his latest work:

Fold upon fold in close and royal red,
Chanted by birds and sanctified with dew,

Like some proud acolyte I stand and swing
My censer in God’s chapel of the blue.

The surpliced lily leans within the choir
Silent—with sunset’s halo on her head ;
But I in velvet vestments stand and sing
Beneath God’s stars my litany of red.

CANADIAN
HOTEL DIRECTORY

_ TORONTO HOTELS

The Arlington
King and John Streets.

200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American Plan,

King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof— -

Accommodation for 750 Guests. $1.50 up.

American and European Plans.

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

Rossin House

European $1.00 up.
American $2.

Accommodation for 500 Guests. Fireproof.

"

ONTARIO HOTELS

Caledonia Springs Hotel (C.P.Ry).
CALEDONIA SPRINGS, ONT.
American Plan, $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

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

MONTREAL HOTELS

Corona Hotel
458-465 Guy Street. 126 Rooms.
.$1.00 up. Euaropean.

The Place Viger (C.P.Ry.)
American Plan, - $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

St. Lawrence Hall
Europeanr Plar,

800 Rooms. $1.00 per day upwards.

QUEBEC HOTELS

The Chateau Frontenac (C.P.Ry.)
American Plan, - §8.00 up.
Accommodation for 4560 Guests.

MANITOBA HOTELS

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

BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS

Glacier House (C.P.Ry.)
GLACIER, B.C.
American Plan - $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests

Hotel Vancouver (C.P.Ry.)
VANCOUVER, B.C.
American Plan, - $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests.

7 M%C
OF CANADA.

is a thoroughly
SOUND and PROGRESSIVE
Company confining its business to the Domin-

jon of Canada and Newfoundland, noted for
the most healthy climates IN THE WORLD.

Its Expense rate is the LOWEST OF ALL
CANADIAN COMPANIES, being only 16.34%
of Total Income for 1906, a reduction of 1.46%
on 1905.

A member of the Royal Insurance Commis-
sion when examining a Montreal Company said,
referring to the Mutual Life of Canada, ‘‘ that
it was one of the very best Companies they had
examined,” and again ‘‘ that its management
was of a high standard.” The Royal Commis-
gioners found no flaw in the armor of

Canada’s Big Mutual
Head Office - WATERLOO, Ont,

—
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MUSKOKA

FIRST TRAIN
JUNE 15

Will you be a passenger? Certain to be the most enjoy-
able trip to the lakes you ever experienced. Fine new train
equipment, specially built for this service—fast line over a
heavily built, smooth-running roadbed.

For any information write

C. B. FOSTER, District Passenger Agent, C.P.R., TORONTO

N

STROME

ALBERTA

@ This new town site is in the Daysland
District and is just being tapped by the
railway. Splendid openings for business

in all lines and sure and safe investments

can now be made. E W DAY Manager
Alberta Central
Limited, Daysland.

Land Corporation,

/OO e
0 TARIO ~ B
| i \ / .m
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Short Line

MUSKOKA - PARRY SOUND

Direct to the Centre of the LaKe District

THE CONVENIENT WAY

OFFICES : Corner King and Toronto Sts., and Union’ Station
TORONTO

WHEN IS A BRICK
A BRICK ?

When it’s a

SIMPSON
BRICK

Pressed, Grey, or Stock.
Output 12,000,000 Annually.

Simpson Brick Company
9 Toronto Street, TORONTO

Telephone Main 707 A. M. ORPEN, Prop.

Lake of Bays

THE KILLARNEY OF
AMERICA

“Phighlands of Ontario”

A chain of seven beautiful lakes, 1000
feet above the sea level. A region replete
with natural beauty and loveliness.

Good Hotel Accommodation
Fishing and Hunting Unsurpassed
146 Miles North of City of Toronto

Handsome booklet free. Apply to J. D.
McDonALDp, District Passenger Agent, Toronto,
Ont.

W. E. DAVIS G. T. BELL
Passenger Traffic Manager Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agent
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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All Canada
The Sensible, Practical, Proved Car

DURING 1906 the Thomas Flyer won every ENDURANCE contest and
captured every world’s record event for which it entered; and it entered
every one of note. That would count for less if the victories had been gained

by specially-built cars ; but they were won by ordinary Thomas cars, out of

stock,—just such cars as you can test at any Thomas agency. That should suggest
to you the vital importance of choosing this car which has PROVED itself —which
has triumphed over the most exacting road-tests, and triumphed without special
preperation,  This is the car which will meet the tests of Canadian road
conditions,—and they will find the weak spot in an automobile, as no other
main travelled roads will. There is NO weak spot in the 60-horsepower

Thomas Flyer,—the reason is a sound, mechanical, demonstrable one,
that can be shown you in an half-hour’s time.

Before you invest one dollar of your money in an automobile,
you ought to know — you ought to see for yourself —
the reason why the Thomas Flyer is the car that
will satisfy you best, whatever you
want from an automobile.

e Get in touch with our agency and let them prove Thomas supremacy rg
to you, as it has been proved to 400 Thomas owners of the 1907 model
in the last few months.

E. R. THOMAS MOTOR COMPANY

BUFFALO, NEW YORHK, U.S.A.

Sole Canadian Sales Agents :
THE DOMINION AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, Limited, Bay and Temperance Streets, TORONTO

EASTERN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, 17-19 University St., MONTREAL
THE DOMINION AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, Limited, 310-312 Donald St., WINNIPEG
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