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L.oveliness

is easy enough of attainment if]
every time you wash yourself, you use

Pears’ Soap

It forms such an effective combination of detergent and
emollient properties, that, as the late Professor Sir Erasmus -
Wilson, the greatest skin specialist of the 19th century said,

““Pears is the most refreshing and agree-
able of balms for the skin’’—and it is

Matchless for the ’
Complexion

e, W
Au Yghts secured )
OF ALL SCENTED JOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROJSE IS THE BEST
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

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

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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THE

SEPTEMBER CANAD IAN

THE MYSTERY OF EDWARD BLAKE
By W. S. Wallace

Edward Blake entered political life under a brilliant-and auspicious
star and yet never ““came into his own.”” Why? That is the
secret that Mr. Wallace considers in this fine study of a great

Canadian statesman.

The River

By Louise Hayter Birchall.

Few persons have caught impressions
of the Thames River as delightful as
Miss Birchall reveals in this charming
sketch of one of the most bewitching
river resorts in the world. The illustra-
tions are from actual photographs of the
scenes described.

Captain William Kennedy
By A. J. Clark.

It is not generally known that a son of
Canada’s northern hinterland led two
expeditions in search of Sir John Franklin.
While they were primarily unsuccessful,
this sketch shows that they were not
lacking in discovery and that Captain
Kennedy was a brave and adventurous
spirit.

o

—

Only An Englishman
By Bernard Muddiman

This is an absorbing romance, so real
that it will be read as fact rather than as
fiction. It deals with the problem of
“ English " help and tends to remove any
prejudice that might exist in the minds of
some persons.

The Climber of the Heights
By C. Lintern Sibley

This is another animal story by the
author of “The Dream Herd"” in the
August number. But most readers will
prefer this one. The scene is laid in the
Canadian Rockies, opening above the
timber limit of Lost Man Mountain.

—

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE S oUBSCRIPTION
¥ PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID.
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’ ESTBLISHED 1791 HOFI"OCkSES’

LONGCLOTHS, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths.

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

SHEETINGS,
Ready-Made Sheets.

(Plaln and Hemstitched ).

See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.

TntqiTtsr orTime i 6 ANNELETTES

| ook Millng

i 7 ll  of the Highest Quality.

See Horrockses' name on Selvedge.

Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion.

HO&&OCKSES, CREWDSON & CO. LTD,, MANCHESTER AND LONDON.

———

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

s¢ L k%
ME@K.M@ INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Fres for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

__COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo, 74%3%55%%5™ ENGLAND

;

IT Has NO E :
QUAL  « pe @ueen of Toflet Preparations.” * = “Fovemad =

FOR KEEP[NG (B tl’\ ROUGHNESS,
RED
THE sy ee ms ”Ess'
SOFT @ I TAN, Etc.
SM00O 5 INVA_ILL.JAB.LE
TH, soomuve AND REFRESHING oo
AND WHITE after Cycling, Motoring, Tennis, Boating, ete. ‘::? :.O::‘::‘Eﬂ:".

i
M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England SUN, WINDS
and HARD WATER.

b g
ALL srAsoNs
Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no substitute.
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is the new sauce im-

ported from England.

It is made by blending

together the most de-

licious Oriental fruits

and spices with Pure
Malt Vinegar by
a secret process.

MAGIC LANTERNS

AND SLIDES
GREAT CLEARANCE SALE

(3
LUrgest wakers ™

Lists now ready of hundreds of Lecture Sets,
Educational, Life Model, Religious, Humorous,
etc., Plain and Coloured, at prices ranging from
2¢. per slide. All standard British size, 3% ins.
square. Also bargains in Lanterns and Appara-
tus. An unprecedented opportunity for wholesale
or retail buyers. Clearance Lists may be had

gratis and post free from

Riley Bros., Ltd., &radtors, ens.

—

THE LONDON

LONDON’S CELEBRATED GLOVE STORE

The ‘‘Esme” Real Kid Gloves, in
White, Cream, and Black. 12 B length,
Mousquetaire, $1.09. Ditto in Bi
cuit, Pastel, Tans and Greys, $1.20
16 B length Mousquetaire in Black,
White, or Cream, $1.58

The ““Empress” Ladies’ superior
quality French Suede Gloves, in Black,
W{lzit}c;, xlmtl all shades.

. length, Mousq., $1.03 pair

16 B. length, Mousq., $1.28 gair

20 B. length, Mousq., $1.52 pair

Ten button length Mousquetaire
Chamois Leather Gloves, best British
make and finish, ¥1c. Ten Button
length Mousquetaire best quality
washable Doeskin Gloves in Pure
White, British made, $1.45 per pair.

The *“Canadian ” Ladies’ Buck finish
Glﬁvei. in Tan, Grey or White, an ex-
cellent wearing, British made gl
3 buttons, 95c. per pair. gt

Chamois Gloves—Ladies'
Strong Chamois Leather Gloves, Nat.
ural Shade, Prix-seam sewn. Reindeer
Points, British made, 2 large Pearl
Buttons, 69c. per pair.

A FULL
DETAILED AND
ILLUSTRATED
PRICE LIST
OF GLOVES
HOSIERY AND
OUTFITTINGS
MAY BE
OBTAINED
FROM THE
CANADIAN
MAGAZINE
OFFICE
‘TORONTO
OR WILL BE
SENT
POST FREE
FROM ENGLAND

LONDON’S
BEST VALUE

The * Claretie ™ Ladies’ Real
“Kid” Gloves in Black, White and
all colours, 3 buttons, 6lc. per
pair.

The ‘Francine” Ladies’ Fine
Real French Kid Gloves, in Tans,
Beavers, Browns,Greys and Black,
plain points, 3 Press Buttons to
match color of glove, 69¢. per pair

Ladies’ Real Kid Gloves, scented
with the aroma of Russ ther,
in Black, White, Tans, B TS,
and Greys, Pique sewn, 2 Pearl
Press Buttons, 79c¢. per pair,

The “Connaught”Superior Quality Cape Gloves, British made,
in Tan Shades, Spear Points, Prix-seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons

q 1c. per pair.

The *“ Blenheim” Best Quality Fine ;;‘ape. British made, io
White, Tan, Oak, Dark Grey, or Black, Spear Points, Prixsea

Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, 9 1¢. per pair.

The * Royal” Ladies' Fine Suede Gloves in Black, White:
Cream,Biscuit, Pastel, Greys, Beavers, Tans, Mole, Browt:
Amethyst and Navy, plain points, 4 Buttons. § 8c. per pairs

Remittances, including postage, by Intemational Money Order, payable 1o THE LONDON GLOVE coMPANY
@ene al Post Office, London, England. Mall orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

‘aivreers The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England
R
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Egerton Burnett,

To H.M.
Queen Mary

New Fall Clothing Fabrics

For Ladies, Gentlemen and Children.

Ltd’s. “0ld Country” Clothing Fabrics are famous for
their Richness of Quality, Refined Colorings, and Distinctive Character, and their
Fall and Winter ranges represent an excellent variety of high-grade Costume
and Dress Fabrics, Suitings, Overcoatings, Flannels, cte. such as are worn by
Ladies and Gentlemen of rank and title in the fashion centres of the world.

Eerrron BurnETT LTD'S
PURE WOOIL ROYAL SERGES

%é‘;? glo,"}.““g Fabrics with 40 years' reputation

They uality, Durability and Good Appearance.

vuﬂegme manufactured from Pure Wools in a

mm-,y of weights suitable’ for Ladies,’” Gentle-

83,15 2ud Children’s wear, at prices from 49¢. to
Per yard, double widsh.

THE HALL MARK OF

INTRINSIC WORTH.

TAILORING AND

ete., in many diffe

‘Workmanship.

Samples, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, Price Lists, etc., mailed POST PAID on application.

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD., R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England.

To MEASURE

Costumes, Dresses, Waists, Suits, Overcoats
nt styles are made express
1y to order, and Canadian Patrons have acknow
ledged their great satisfaction in Fit, Style and

25 Royal
‘Warrants

DRESSMAKING

7y A

3

ALL ABOUT SCOTTISH TARTANS
; SEND FOR A COPY

RENTONS “%g
SCOTTISH ¢
TARTAN BOOK

& Acomp]eteamhorilanveTartan
Book illustrating in colour 120
A Tartans and giving concise his
i tories of all important Clans
complete with list of Scottish
Family Names, Badges, Arms,
! Slogans, etc.

AN\ 175 Pages, bound in Cloth
2 2/-
N _EpiTion

VA : POS?I,S FRE NER
‘ TONS'L™ Princes St.EDINBURGH.
\‘ —

\

\ If you want to learn
‘ the

| USE

Wickins’
Piano Tutor

to PLAY
PIANO

Fingering

Sellers

English and Foreign

Post free, of all Music

See the Trade Mark, a Gum

aucet on every packet and
Powder,

Small Packets (9 Powders)

Children Teething.

Mothers should give only the well-known

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

3 the many millions that are annually used constitute the best
testimonials in their favor.

Refuse all n

distinguished.
TRADE MARK

Large Packets (30 Powders)

Of Chemists and Druggists.
125 New North-road, London, England.

ot so
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As red b porntment Zo 1he
Sqﬁévous‘eygp[bra&

Darby & Turnba
Hinaipeg.
Standard Brokeray

e
encouver. 0 1

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON’ BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, otc-

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

$500 [ iven hway
This Book.
First Cost.

Select from
Buy Direct. I
Post Card [/ will bring it

1912 Ideal ! Home
Decorations| {/l Catalogue.
144 pages illustrated.

CURTAINS, all makes, ART FABRICS, Il

MUSLINS, Household LINEN, Ladies
and Gents Underwear, Boots & Shoes,
Costumes, Gents Clothing.

$6 60 CURTAIN PARCEL
4 POSTAGE & DUTY PAID.
2 pairs charming old Lace Design Curtains,
3iyds long, 60ins wide, worth $2 per pair.
2 pairs neat conventional floral, fancy
ground, 3 yards long, 48 inches wide,
1 Duchesse Toilet Set of  Lace Covers. Our
Patent Contrenet Make Curtains, durability
guaranteed, White or Ecru. $500 worth of
Goods Free to Overseas Customers, third
year of Gifts, full particulars with Catalogue,|
Buy from actual Makers, Estab, 55 years.
Great saving., Satisfaction Guaranteed.

SAML. PEACH & SONS, Box 664
The Looms, NOTTINGHAM, England.

Banking Course
BY MAIL.

New and complete. Highly endorsed by leading banks.
Every young man in a bank and every one who thinks of
entering a %ank. should take this course. Write Shaw
Correspondence School, 393 Yonge Street, Toronto.

—

SHORTHAND .

BY MAIL.

You can learn it at home and get ready for a g"old
situation. Many have done so and now earn good $2°
aries.  Write now for particulars. W. H. SHAW,
President S.C.S. 391 Yonge Street, Toronto.

—

Royal Naval College of Canada
Halifax, N.S.

The next examination for the entry ot Naval
Cadets will be held at the examination centre ©
the Civil Service Commission in November 1912 ;
parents or guardians of intending candidates
should apply to the Secretary, Civil Service Com”
mission, Ottawa for entry papers before 15
October next.

Candidates must be between the ages of 14
and 16 on 1st October, 1913.

Cadets are trained for appointment 2%
Officers in the Naval Service, the course at th€
College being two years, followed by one year
in a Training Cruiser, after which Cadets ar®
rated Midshipmen.

Further details can be obtained on applic®
tion to undersigned.

C. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister, Depa\.rtmcnt
of the Naval Service.
Department of the Naval Service,

Ottawa, May 6th, 1912




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

FOOD
is soothing and satisfying. It contains all the

elements of a natural food in a condition suit-
able for immediate absorption.

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

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

For INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE AGED.

The * British Medical Journal " says : *‘ Benger's Food has
by its excellence, established a reputation of its own.”

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

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

The Royal 'itary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it is
Taccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
Ingty he College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
In g Uction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
act it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.
Peria) e Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Im-
the ‘l Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for
ance ﬁﬂdubjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attend-
80 provided.
angq ZVhilst the College is organised on a strictly military basis the Cadets receive a practical
clentific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.
@ course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
8, Chemistry, French and English.
a @ strict discipline maintained at the College is one df the most valuable features of
of gl urse and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
Co nds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.
%xg"e n;lrxlxxllsslﬁns in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
h ually.
Dofnlmploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for
the Ta on Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regulations of
Thw Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 91% months’ each.
®Xtrag °ist(;‘tg.l tioggo%r the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all
s ou 5
fach ye annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of
€ar at the headquarters of the several military districts.

ton !?x:nﬂldubparticulars regarding this examination and for any other information, lp%lc&-

Mandan e made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont.,, or to the Com-
wl Military College, Kingston, Ont.

Ph?llc
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Re-opens Tuesdsy
September 3rd-

2,040 i
Students in Atte™
ance last seaso™

Faculty of 100
Specialists-

Conservatory Rf’:i'y
dence for young '2
students is be“‘gn

greatly enlafﬂefo:d,a

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC e

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director 2
YEAR BOOK for 1912-13 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Exp

Queen’s dniversity and @ollege

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Sc., and Ph.D. ta
THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Depart:
ment are accepted as the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certiﬂcat“&
(b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate; (c) Specialists’ Interim Certificate, ap!
(d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrese B.Paed., D.Paed.

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

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

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

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

SUMMER SESSION. From July 1st to August 13th, Courses in Latin, French, German
ggnsgiﬂf}é. Miathtlamatics. Physics, Chemistry, Animal Biology, Reading and Public Speaking:

r circular,

Calendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE Y. CHOWN, B.A., Kingston, Ont. -
—

ressio?’

SCHOOL OF MINING .rofien SCiEnce

Affiliated to Queen's University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

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

i. Power Development
ontsr®

For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston,
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SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

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

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 11

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean_ teachers. The curriculumin both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education. Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoo.
Games, Rink.
School re-opens Thursday, September rz2th

New Prospectus from Miss STUART

RIDLEY COL] EGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
Univessities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
assics and in 1910 2nd Classics and

sf. Calharines. Ont. In 1909 the School won a University S’Rd!'::t’\l;nf’np dnlﬁlu.ER. A D.g-L-. Priuiﬂp{l;

\ Mathematics. : o = V..
Brank thall
Dt g Y 10 Elm Avenue, Rosedale, TORONTO
P L | 2\ TN : A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY
: ; SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
; s ; Hon, Principal: MISS SCOTT ;
e : " - Principal: MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A. |
P“E&l‘gtion for the University and for Examinations in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly efficient
+ Outdoor games—Teunis, Basket-ball, Rink. Healthy locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS
AUTUMN TERM WILL BEGIN SEPTEMBER 12th
For Prospectus apply to THE SECRETARY.

e

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

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

NEXT TERM BEGINS SEPTEMBER 10TH.

For Calender apply to
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
HEADMASTER
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. UPPER and

T.OWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application. Autumn 1 erm Commence®
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., L.LL.D., HEADMASTER = September 11th, 1912-/

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls y

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Di"k’;

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year WOfll'

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket B&”
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus

MRS. GBORGE DICKS8ON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President.

D)
J))

A § P
o S =
e I Z a
7 &) ﬁﬁ
7 / S \
N 5
4
| a A gt/
3 e Healthy situation. Use of z = wy
" = of Westmount Athleti Z, =y
= rounds. 2 tenni 4 . Excellent system of ()
,b"‘ S rtnks, cyxf,,.‘;!ifiiﬁc‘é}x‘.ﬁ% heating, ventilating $=Z [N
7. and humidifying class F

— \\\\ (manual training) room
rooms and dormitories,

fq 1) For Boarders and

F Day Boys E Head Master:

07 umesiary  Preparatory Juniorand (.S Fosbery,MA. R

Ea Kingston. e Senior Departments, Late Headmaster, Ea
\
|

Preparato i
Se"r;;"%:‘t’“g’“g‘mm £ Notre Dame de Grace, MONTREAL  ST. JOHN'S SCHOO[,

2 e

: Stanstead College

A Residential School for BOY’U‘::
Girls. Students prepared for the g
versity and Military College. Thoro o
courses in English, Music, “'fn-eng,
Household Science and Manual Trai®

Affiliated with the Toronto
of Music and McGill University- Jehfub

Situation, beautiful aod healt?
with large campus and good gym?

For Prospectus write to—
G. J. Trueman, M.A.; Principal

Stanstead, Que. /
 _

g
as!
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Bishop Strachan School

Forty-seventh Year
President :
The Right Reverend The Lord Bishop of Toronto

F &

t ; A Church Residential and Day School for Girls*
H Full Matriculation Course, Elementary work.
8 Domestic Arts, Music and Painting.

‘ Principal Vice-Principal
: MISS WALSH MISS NATION

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.
Also 221 LONSDALE AVENUE

A Branch Junior Day School—Kindergarten
Preparatory and Lower School Classes under well
qualified mistresses.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.
RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 12th, 1912.

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

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

| mestminster
@ollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

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

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education.

The School, by an unfailing emphasis
s the intellectual,

upon the moral as well 2
aims at the development of a true woman,

hood.

gy 4‘ ‘ : v‘ i ! 7 School opens Septembel’ 10th, 1912.

S g
RS i WA ; Calendar mailed on request.

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

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO
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Havergal ladies College

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
Phitidigml - = o7 L n bowige s o e MISE RNOK

Thorough education on modern lines. Preparation for honor
matriculation and other examinations. Separate Junior School,
Domestic Science Department, Gymnasium, Out-door Games,
Skating Rink, Swimming Bath.

Havergal-on-the-Hill -  College Heights, Toronto

JUNIOR SCHOOL

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

SCHOOL WILL RE-OPEN ON SEPT. 12th.
o Uustrated calendass and R MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

Prospectus apply to the Bursar,

Albert College

Belleville

: Ontario

300 students enrolled annually—half
of whom are young ladies.

Building heated by steam and lighted
by electricity.

Will re open Monday, September
9th, 1912. For Calendar, address

PriNcrPAL DvVER, D.D.

/

Address:

Rev. A. L. ZINGER, C.R., Ph.D., Pres.
COLLEGE RE-OPENS WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 11th.

St. Jerome’s College

BERLIN, ONT.
Founded 1864. ncorporated by Act of Parliament, 1866:
Residential School for Boys and Young Men-
Courses :
Business, High School, Science, Arts
F*New Buildings equipped with latest hygienic requirements: bt

Rooms, Fine New Gymnasium, Shower Baths, Swimming Lrses
Running Track, Auditorium. Professors made post-graduate ¢@

in E .
ey RATES VERY MODERATE

/

F
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Bishop's College Hchool -

LENNOXVILLE, P.Q.

Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A.
(Emmanuel College, Cambridge.)

This well-known school for boys has An efficient staff of masters, chiefly
€en completely renovated and made graduates of English Universities help to
Oroughly up-to-date. Are-organization of make B.C.S. one of the best known and

me Executive Committee has also been most thorough schools for boys in Canada,
aé‘,ie and now comprises the following : preparing them for the R.M.C., Kingston,
Jlr H., Montagu Allan, C.V.O., Chairman the Universities and Business Life.
P K. L. Ross, Vice-Chairman. For Calend Informat 4 Io'd

rof.J, A. Dale. Major George R. Hooper 1RO e
Arthur E. Abbott. the Head HMaster.

T ———
The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression
North Street, Toronto. s - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principsal

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

LSRR Send for Calendar

\

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario
A Residential School for Girls.

Pre Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Y, o‘}’!mtion for the Universlg and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
ng children also received.

F)
T{ge ﬁocatlon. Outdoor games and ghyslcal training,
Who for t uscial Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister,
Voleg rclve years taught in the School With marked success.
@ culture will be in charge of & qualified mistress.

t
£rms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

| OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

, Staff his college is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient
s ideally situated. Gives ample accommodation.
Write for calendar and particulars

r* The Rev. W. D. Armstrong, M.A.. Ph.D., D.D., President.
8\

he Sohool that made Typewvwriting Famous

| KENNEDY SCHOOL.

e g h ”
s7°BLoo pecialists in Stenography

R ST. WEST TORONTO Get Our Catalogue.
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TORO‘NTO
COLLEGE OF MUSIC

LiMITED :
12-14 PEMBROKE STREET

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

COLLEGE RE-OPENS
SEPTEMBER 3rd, 1912

Send for new Calendar and Syllabus.

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

(Affiliated to McGill University.)
83 SIMPSON STREET, MONTREAL.
For the Higher Education of Young Women,

with Preparatory Department for Girls under 13 years of
aN?e. Actinﬁ President—Professor Wm. Peterson, C.M.G.,
\A., LL.D., Principal, McGill University. Vice-Presi-
dent—Ven. J. G. Norton, D.D., Archdeacon of Montreal.
Principal—Miss Grace Fairley, M.A., Edinburgh.

The Institute will re-open TUESDAY, 17th Septem-
bgr at NOON. Entrance Examinations for new scholars
will be held at the school on Saturday, 14th September, at
10 o'clock a.m.

For ProsEectus. ete., apply to the Principal, or to A, F.
RIDDELL, Secretary, North British Mercantile Building,
80, St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

Ashbury College

ROCKCLIFFE PARK

Near OTTAWA, ONT.
Residential School for Boys.
Special Preparation for Royal Military

College and the Universities. A few
little boys received into Head Master’s
house.

For Calendar apply :
The Rev. G. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A.
Head Master.

OUR NEW

o T MAIL COURSE
Vhilrsac7 imnin s
lished. Let us send you P! a

o ; 1
ticulars. Use spare timé &

\'/ acquire a good hand.

Write E. WARNER, Instructor, S. C. School,

391 YONGE ST., TORONTO.
4%

REMINGTON BUSINESS COLLEGE

269 COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO
Thorough courses in

Book-keeping,Shorthand, Typewriting
and all kindred subjects. Graduates
successfully placed. Catalogue free-

‘We want a chance tocure every stammerer

and stutterer. We want their names and
addresses and ages as near as you know them.
Send us all you know and we will mall you,
free of all charge, a series of 26 wonderful
colored post cards illustrating a trip around
the world. Splendid for your album or to

mail to your friends. At the same time

you'll be doing a good turn to the sufferers
whose names you send us, Send
the list to-day to 10b

Is a delightful, healthful home as
well as a noted educational institu-
tion. Curriculum includes—Classics,
Elocution, Music, Art, Household

‘Write the

and Commercial courses.
Principal tor Prospectus.

Fall Semester begins September 9th.

ROBT. I. WARNER, M.A, D.D-
ST. THOMAS, ONT.
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UPPER , CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO ~ FOUNDED 1829

Examinations for Entrance Scholarships
Saturday, September 14th.
Courses for University, Royal Military Col=-
lege, etc.
Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate °
buildings. Every modern equipment.

Successes in 1911—Honour Matriculation 11,
Pass Matriculation 22, Royal Military
College all passed.

Boarders return on the 11th. H. W. AUDEN, M.A., Principal.

| .
| Autumn Term begins on Thursday, Sept. 12, at 10 a.m.
|

MOULTON COLLEGE

34 BLOOR ST., EAST - TORONTO

A high grade residental school for girls and
young women,

Matriculation, English, Music and Art
Courses. - '

Careful training under competent teachers.

MISS CHARLOTTE THRALL, Vice-Principal = A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
L 5

Woodstock
“College

WOODSTOCK - ONT..

A fully “equipped Resi-
dential School for Boys and
Young Men. .

OFFERS FACILITI
FOR TRAINING UN-
EXCELLED ANYWHERE.

Vengillq:tg LLECTU AL —Four Courses-Matriculation, Teacher, English Scientific Commercial.. A University trained staff of teachers, and large well-
“ANd class-rooms afford excellent facilities for teaching the boy *‘ to do” by ** knowing.” I "
teaCh UAL TRAINING.—The first established and the most fully equipped in the Dominion. The practical training received in this department |

€8 a boy to ** to k » by ““doing.”
) Ll P tor ensure healthy

phys‘gscﬁﬁ_lé.CULTURE.—L&rge grounds and campus and fine gymnasium under the direction of a tent physical
itions, . 2
w:ﬂ‘eesfcggﬂl is noted for its high moral and Christian character, ¢

annual calendar. A. T. MacNEILL, B.A., Principal.

PICKERING
COLLEGE

NEWMARKET
A residental School,s with Pre-

paratory, Commercial and Colle-
giate Courses, Music and Art.

LARGE GROUNDS, new buildings, beautifully situated,
with perfect sanitary equipment, electric light, steam
heating, roomy, well-ventilated.

COMPETENT instruction, firm discipline, and home-
like, Christian influences unite with these materi. :
advantages to make Pickering College worthy of :
your confidence. JFor Announcement write }

W. r.FIRTH, M.A., D.Sc., Principal.

B
(AL

|1t
gy
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°
Ontario
H b}
Ladies
c011ege 100 ACRES OF GROUND, CAMPUS, GYMNASIUM, SWIMMING POOL,
and Ontario Seven Resident University Graduates give instruction in the Literary Dep-

artment,and other departments are equally in advance of the ordinary Ladies

Conservatory of Colleges in staffand equipment. l?roximjty to Toronto gives ci.ty advantages
Musi d Art without distractions incident to city residence. Offers the Highest Educa-
s e 5 ational Facilities and an exceptionally pleasant home life unper nealthfhl

Whitby, nnd inspiring surroundings.
Ont., Canada. Send for Calendar to Rev. J. J. HARE, Ph. D., Principal.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ College

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

Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the Depart
ment of Education, Puplils prepared for the Universities:
for the Normal 8chool, for the Examination of the Toronto
Oamamtorr of Music, and for the Royal Drawing
Soclety. Fully leme& Staff. Special attention given
to Language and Music. High and healthy situation.
Good grounds and Tennis Court. Steam Heating an!

ectric Light. Perfect Sanitary Arrangements.

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply te Lady Prircipal

e

—

THE FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office - HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets exceed $ 4,900,000
Insurance in force exceeds, $22,500,000

Full information as to plans, rates, et¢-

will be fumnished by the Agents of the

Company, or from the Home Office at
Hamilton, Canada.

/

_
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* Norlh O 7
American Uﬂj/

{’
- Sohid

_Contirient

Every Man

should carry enough™life insur-
ance to compensate his family or
dependent ones for the monetary
loss his death would entail,
based upon present income.

The Continuous Instalment
Policy guarantees a stated year-
: 1}’ income for 20 years and con-
1 tinues that guaranteethroughout
! the life of the beneficiary.
|
|

Consult one of our represen-
tatives or write to-day to the

. | NORTH
| AMERICAN
| LIFE

Procrastination
The Thief of Time
AND MONEY

You recognize the importance of
saving money, and some of these days
you intend to begin to do so. But
you are waiting till you can open an
account with what you consider a
“ respectable ” amount. Meantime,
the smaller sums you might be saving
are slipping away, and your financial
position is no better than it was years
ago. Don’t any longer waste time
and money. Begin now. Prepare

to avail yourself of some of the op-

portunities constantly presenting them-
selves, but which, for lack of a little
capital, you have had to decline. We
receive sums of one dollar and up-
wards - and 'allow compound interest
at three and one-half per cent. per
annum. We have some handsome
accounts which were begun in this
way.

—_—

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

AssuranceCompany | | Toronto Street, - Toronto
: Home Office, - Toronto ESTABLISHED 1855.
’ 4

h
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WELL SATISFIED

An unsolicited letter from Policy-holder

No. 35964. The Company receives many

such letters, expressing satisfaction with
results under matured contracts.

““Mr. Geo. Wegenast,
Managing Director,
The Mutual Life Assurance Company of Canada,
Waterloo, Ont.
Dear Sir,

Received to-day two cheques, one for $3671.97, and
the other for $1500.00 from The Mutual Life Assurance
Company of Canada. I thank you very much for the
kindness of your Company during all the years of our
business connection. I am well satisfied with the re-
turns of Policy 35964, and were I insuring again I
would certainly do business with your Company. The
kind and gentlemanly treatment accorded me by all the
Officers of your Company is very much appreciated.
Thanking you again.” :

MUTUAL LIFE OF CANADA

Head Office WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., President CHAS. RUBY, Secretary
GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director M. S. HALLMAN, A.IA,F.A.S., Actuary
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“Business fSZ‘ erbroo/(

Insurance”

is one of the most significant develop-
ments of modern protection. Large
firms are increasingly disposed to pro-
themselves against loss caused by the

death of important members. !

smooth, easy-
writing qualities,
long wear, and ability
to hold a large quantity
of ink, are some of the

These large risks are placed with ut- t
things that have helped

most care. No weak Policy feature

could pass muster. The fact that The to make Esterbrook’s
Jackson Stub No. 442

the most popular of
all stub pens.

Great-West Life so frequently secures
this type of business is a high endorse-

ment in itself-
Write for illustrated booklet.

Ask for rates; and printed matter. The Esterbrook Steel Pen
Mfg. Co.
95 John Street, N.Y.
s Works : Camden, N.J. 4%
The Great-West Life N, 1 %

51 Wellington St.,W.

. Assurance Company o Joroato, " your

| ead Office - Winnipeg e Stationer
\
¥—
. — o

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

l AR

' ASSETS, . $3,213,438.28 A 2
: LIABILITIES, 469,254.36 "m;‘,,.,.,.gﬂ
? f_IECURrrY TO POLICY- | Laf,".’.um\ﬂ\‘
; OLDERS 2,744,183.92 RGN |
|
s aE T
’ LOssEs paid since organization of C v

$54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS:
Hon. GEO. A. COX, President ' Pald-up Capital a7 o $6,000,000
Bt T BROEK, ViewPiesideat o g A 5,458,878

TR Mpnariae Dicy 169 Branches in Canada.
I —_— Extending from the Atlantic to the Pczlll:c.
L H Savings Department at all Branches.
" ead omce : % Toronto Deﬁoum received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-

g g estallowed at best current rates ;
General Banking Business.

A
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THE ROYAL B

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Paid Up - $ 17,500,000
Reserve Funds - - 8,820,000
Total Assets over - 114,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President
Wiley 8mith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond F. W. Thompso?
D. K. Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Yorrance, Supt. of Branches C. E, Neill and P. J. Sherman, Asst, Gen.

1I85—BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—-I86

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

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

SA\"NGS DEPARTMENT BRANCHES e :

Managers

The Company’s Investments

consist of
1st Mortgages .................. 85.797
Stocks and Debentures .... 6.567
Loans on Policies. .............5.297
Other Securities .................. 2.367

An excellent record of safe and profitable
investment of funds.
Splendid rate of interest steadily maintained
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Good Times

Because of Canada’s overflowing prosperity,
the public everywhere is inclined to spend money
freely, and to neglect habits of thrift. A word
of warning is called for.

AVE when you can—when the pinch of pov-
erty or of hard times is not felt. Save in

these good times when incomes, salaries and
wages are larger than ever before in Canada’s history.

It is needful to distinguish between savings
and investments. Both forms of thrift are to -
be commended ; but the first obligation on every
individual is to save—to have a savings fund in

a Savings Bank. When this has reached proper
proportions, then one may safely and wisely
consider investments. It isn’t a matter of
percentage returns, It is a matter of sound
economics.

The Bank of Toronto invites your savings account. It is a
strong bank, with a Capital of $5,000,000, a Rest of $6,000,000
and Assets of $57,000,000. Itisa progressive Bank, having
110 Branches in Ontario, Quebec and the West. It is an old
established Bank, having been founded in 1855. Deposits
of $1.00 and upwards received and interest added to balance
half-yearly. Open an account this month, if you have not
already started a savings bank fund.

A list of Branches will be sent post
free to all applicants by addressing

The Bank of Toronto

- Head Office:

TORONTO
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up = = $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = |,250,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 138,046.68

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

"
—

FIRST BRITISH INSURANCE OFFICE ESTABLISHED IN CANADA, 1804

INTENDING ASSURERS

Should read the “THREE-MINUTE" Leaflet of the

PHOENIX ASSURANCE CO., LIMITED
OF LONDON, ENGLAND, (Founded 1782)

Copies of this, and full information regarding the Company’s system, its equitable
principles and liberal policies, may be obtained at the Head Office,

102 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER ST., MONTREAL
The Company offers to the Public every advantage which

LIFE ASSURANCE

conducted under the most favorable conditions is capable or affording. s

e
An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent:

Special Features Share in Profits ; |
Safety, large earning capacity, long establish- O/ “This security is backed up by a l°“8,°‘"bl”m. 1|
(o)

: s . s ed and substantial manufacturing busines$, ©
e'd trade connection, privilege of “{“hd“wmg bracing a number of the most modern P anté
investment at end of one year with not less in existence, that has always paid divi en

 than 77, on 60 day’s notice. o and the investor shares in all profits, J:;‘

i : . Ist
Send At Once for Full Particulars. i:lvédgizn:;:md ewa

'NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited N7 ||
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING, ToRoNT(‘)—,O/'/ ;

y
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The Canadian Bank of Gommerce

Head Office: Toronto

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000
SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O.,D.C.L., LL.D., President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

: The Canadian Bank of Commerce by reason of its large number of branches
in every Province of Canada with direct representation in London, England, New
York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Oregon, Mexico and St. John'’s, New-
foundland and with Agents and Correspondents in every part of the world, is able
to offer unsurpassed facilities to the travelling public, enabling them to obtain
Money in the simplest way at any point on their journey the wotld over. The
Travellers’ Cheques and Letters of Credit issued by this Bank overcome the
"_“noving difficulties of obtaining funds abroad, especially in places where tdenti-
fication is difficult.

Cheques and drafts on all countries of the world drawn in stetling, francs,
marks, lire, kronen, etc., can be cashed or purchased at reasonable rates.

26

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $2,870,000

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

$6,370,000

TOTALASSETS OVER $44.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL,
BRANCHES
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THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office:  TORONTO, CANADA.

Kpabos M lvoascd, bbd $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00
are what inteniding insurers desire, both

secu"ty obtained under ** Excelsior ™ policies which
and Pl'ofit also contain the *“Last Word " in liberal

features.
The
Reason

the Company has been able to. pay satisfactory
rofits is. beécause it has been continuously

are derived.

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

Agents Wanted : to give either entire or

spare time.
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN,
General Manager President.,

oremost in those features from which profits

1912
NORTHERN

HEAD OFFICE JOHN M“-"Etor
London, Ont. Managing-Dired
The Company has closed the past yea?

with an increase of over 257 in busgﬂess
" written, and an increase of 127 of busines
in force.

Corresponding gains in every
ment.

Conservative methods and steady P
gress have arrived at the goal—SUCCESS'

e

depﬂrt'

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47 to 67

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

DomMimion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL. LONDON.ENG

/

for genuine style, durability #

BOOKBINDING
600D BOOKS WORTH

PRESERVING
Ilustrated Works of Arls
Law and Library Books:

Music, Periodical, Magazine$

: e
Bound 'in a manner unsurpass

value.
A Single Volume ov @
Whole Library.

BrownBros.

anufacturing and Commercial Smtin‘m‘l"x

—

ORONTO

51-53 WELLINGTON ST. W., 1/

A
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A Cool Refreshing Drink
for Hot Weather

Like all E. D. Smith’s products extreme care is
taken in the preparation of their Raspberry
Vinegar, made from fresh pressed Raspberries
with the proper quantity of Vinegar added to give.
it that sharp pungent, delicious taste so refresh-
ing in hot weather.

MANUFACTURED BY

[s\

TRCISTERED

E. D. SMITH, """"“" WINONA, ONT.

"

HE average housekeeper of to-day is careful and does
her utmost to insure the food for her family being
prepared in a healthful manner. She would not buy oF
use an alum baking powder if she knew it. To guafd
against this, see that all ingredients are plainly printed
on the label. The words - No Alum” without th°
ingredients 1s snot sufficient, and has been found to P°
SRR deceptive in many instances.
Pure food insures good
health. Magic Baking
Powder insures pure food.

E. W. GILLETT CO. L.TD.
TORONTO, ONT.
WINNIPEG MONTREAL







From the Model by Hebert for the City of Calgary

STRATHCONA HORSE
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N the Provinee of Ontario there are

many localities named. after
places in the old country which are
more or less famous. There is

Middlesex county, with a city of
London, on the river Thames. There
is a county of Kent, with a town of
Chatham. There is an Essex, and
there is a Sandwich. :
One might go on at length with
such names as Durham, Northumber-
land, York, Leeds, Oxford, Lincol'n,
Perth, and Lanark. In a German dis-
trict of the Province there are the
towns of Berlin, Dresden, and Harp-
burg. Ontario has its town of Paris,
although the French Province of
Quebec has not done similar honour
to the gayest of capitals. Tpere is
even a place called Zurich in On-
tario, showing that the Swiss had
gained a foothold in the formative
da(};ile bright summer day I found
myself in a sleepy old town that re-
joiced in the name of Brighton and
'reposed peacefully through the‘years
on the shores of Liake Ontario. I
strolled about the streets in the morn-

1—297

ing, unimpeded by any rush of traffic.

Apparently, I was the only person
abroad.  Shop-keepers lounged in
their doorways and in the dark in-
teriors of the shops clerks yawned
while they dusted the fabries of com-
merce.

The dining-room girl at the hotel
had informed me, as I dallied with
a late breakfast, that the place was
‘“‘dreadfully slow,”” and T was not
long in realising that she had been
temperate in her criticism.,

She was a pretty girl, with coils
of brown hair and a pair of winsome,
blue eyes. She wore a white linen
blouse, a sailor collar and a blue
tie. She also had small, white hands,
with several rings on her fingers and
she tripped about the room on little,
high-heeled shoes. Fie upon me for
an old, married man, to notice so
many of the charms of a pretty
waitress!

There was only one other person in
the dining-room at the time, a de-
mure but very pretty girl, with big,
brown eyes, who apparently was trav-
elling and not used to it. She looked
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righteous disapproval of my conver-
sation with the waitress. I could see
from her expression that she knew I
was married, being chock-full, so to
speak, of that much-lauded feminine
attribute known as intuition, which
causes family men no end of trouble.

She knew that I was married just
as easily and as certainly as she
knew that T was getting bald, that T
was already quite gray, and that I
was inclined to be corpulent.

Well, to get back into the groove

at least bore an English name.
When at last the stage, all covered
in, with side doors and windows,
came lumbering up, drawn by a
snappy team of grays, I felt as I
imagined Bob Sawyer must have felt
when he started out on that memor-
able journey to intercede with old
man Winkle; but when I found my-
self inside the coach it became quite
clear to me that T was Tom Pinch
leaving Salishury for London, and T
startled the other passengers and
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* Upward from the low-lying lake shore "
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in which I started out. I found
that Brighton was in the county of
Northumberland. Here, surely, was
a slip on the part of the people whe
had seattered old country names over
the map of Ontario; the English
Brighton is not in the rugged county
of the Percies on the wild shores of
the North Sea.

It was my intention to go from
Brighton to Campbellford, and 1
found that the only means of trans-
portation was by stage-coach. Here,
indeed, was one of the few passengor
lines in Canada that had not been
monopolised* by the iron horse. T
looked forward to the trip, because
I had long dreamed of such things
as execursions of joy. For I had
always been an admirer of that peri-
od of English literature which deals
so liberally with stage-coaching, and
now 1 was to set out in a real stage-
coach and through a county which

the stage-driver by ejaculating quite
loudly,

“Yo-ho! Yo-ho!”’

The horses, too, though they had
started off at a merry clip, seemed to
interpret the sound as a command
to halt, for they stopped.

‘““What the Dickens is the mat-
ter?’’ said the driver, peering back
at me from under his shaggy brows.
‘“‘Hev you forgot anything?’’

‘“No, no,”” I said. ‘‘Drive on.”’

I did not resent the brusqueness
of his speech, for I recognised its
aptness, perhaps better than he did.

And now to describe the trip in
my poor imitation of Tom Pinch.

Up and away from the town e
speed—steladily, steadily upward
from the low-lying lake shore. Sud-

denly the incline of the road becomes

steep, and the horses, making the
small stones spin down the hill, hay]
the unwieldy coach to the top. To

y
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the right is an ancient-looking grave-
vard where Brighton’s dead lie sleep-
ing in sight of the quiet town and the
blue expense of lake, where ever and
anon vagrant schooners come gliding
in with, now and then, a puffing
steamboat. Off again through a strip
of woods and then swiftly down into
a ravine and rumbling across a wood-

en bridege built over a brawling
stream.
Yo-ho! Yo-ho!
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There is no guard to wind his
liorn before coming to bends in the
road.‘ but the harness clinks right
merrily. The driver chirps to his
horses from time to time, and the
animals respond to every modulation
and inflection of the chirping with
the alacrity due to daily training.

On and on rolls the coach, and
turning ‘'sharply in the thicket at the
bottom of the valley a little hamlet
appears. The nuecleus of the hamlet
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is a ramshackle planing-mill on the
bank of the creek, and around this
are clustered some small and weath-
er-beaten houses. Further out are a
few farm dwellings, some white jJand
some of red brick with white cornices,
and all surrounded by shade trees
and orchards.

“What place is this?”’ I ask the
man who sits beside me. He is about
sixty, one-eyed, and with a sprig of
gray beard on his chin. Ie chews
tobacco constantly, cutting off a piece
from a black plug about every mile
and spitting away with tireless com-
placency through the open window.

““This here place is Singleton’s
Mills; it don’t amount to much,”” he
replies.

[ agree with him.

Now the road lies through the
middle of quite a long valley bor-
dering the same little stream. On
we race, by green meadows and fields
of tasselled corn. Farm-houses white,
yellow, or red are scattered on either
side. The road is hard and smooth,
and from the window I catch
glimpses of shady lanes leading I
know not where. An old, red meet-
ing-house, sadly out of repair, slips
past the window and a dilapidated
shed, bearing on its weather-beaten
walls the frayed remnants of what
have once been gorgeous circus post-
ers, appdars next in the frame.

Yo-ho! Yo-ho!

The clatter of the hoofs on the
gravel ceases and gives place to a
rapid succession of thuds. The road
is sandy now. I look out of the
window and in the midst of a pine
grove I see an old red school-house.
Some grinning boys and girls stand
bashfully among the trees to see the
stage go by, for it is recess time. The
hell clangs, and they scamper inside.

On again! And once more the
road is smooth and hard. We dash
out of the woods and around a
curve of the stream. To one side is
a dam on the shores of which are the
rotting remnants of what was once
a saw-mill. On the other side are
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a dozen tenantless structures, all of
boards that never were painted.
Some seem to have been shops at one
time, others mere dwellings.

““Aha!”’ I execlaim, ‘“‘the deserted
village.”’

I ask the
black tobacco.

““This here place was Cooperville,”’
he says. ‘“‘A long time ago  they
used to make barrels and casks here,
for the right kind of timber grew in
the woods in them days. I hev seen
piles of barrels here as big as a hill,
ready to be hauled away. That’s
why they called it Cooperville, be-
cause there was nobody as lived here
but coopers.’’

““Here is food for thought,”” I say
to myself. ‘‘These reliecs mark the
last outpost of as merry fa set of
craftsmen as jever wrought, whose
skill has long since been duplicated
by machinery and whose occupation
has been taken away forever.’’

In fancy I smell the sweet odour
of fresh hickory and ash shavings
and see the brawny, bearded coopers
wielding their adzes and draw knives
and driving the hoops home with
ringing blows.

Out over the breezy hills again,
till, at last, perched on the top of
the breeziest knoll of all, we come
to a village of red brick buildings.
The stage stops before a structure
over which is the sign: ‘‘Hilton Post-
office.”” The name has an old coun-
try smack, but I do not say that
there is a Hilton in England. The
tall spire of the chapel looks English,
too; at laast, so I imagine, for T
have never been in ‘‘the tight little
isle.”’

And now I begin to be actively
aware of the fact that the demure
little girl who regarded me so un-
favourably in the breakfast-room of
the hotel at Brighton is a passenger
in the coach. Of course, T must
have known it in a passive sort of
way, for she could never have pe-
posed so near to me for more than six
miles of road by stage-coach and my

tireless consumer of
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consciousness remain totally oblivi-
ous of her proximity.

I find, now, that she is coming into
familiar territory. Some young
fellows at Hilton, hanging around
the post-office to see the stage-coach
come in, touch the brims of their hats
—_ask her about her trip and welcome
and smile to her. Apparently they
would like to enter into conver-
sation, but they cannot pluck up
the courage. The stage dashes on
again, leaving Hilton its dole of
newspapers and letters.

Yo-ho! Yo-ho!

Our road now stretches along the
top of a long, high ridge, and on
either side is.a panorama of plains
and knolls, valleys and plateaus, till
suddenly we dash down into a deep
and dreadful gorge. On either side
is a scene of wild confusion. Trees,
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« Perched at the top ot the breeziest knoll of all

old and dead, are lying everywhere,
with roots in air, and only partially
hidden by the growth of a new gen-
erfation of forest.

f‘This is the ‘break-away’ we’re
goin’ through now,’” proffers my seat
‘n‘late, taking a fresh chew of tobacco.

Once,’” he continues, ‘‘a lake ’way
up west broke loose and qame tearin’
down through here. It made an
awful mess. Two fellers was caught
near here. Bodies never would have
been found only that one feller’s
foot stuck up out of the sand.’’

The horses seem to dread the
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‘* He says, ‘ Helloa, Tillie" "
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ghastly place. They hurry through
without crack of whip and with ears
cocked as if on the alert.. We gain
the other side. We breast the hill
and dash down a long decline to
the village of Newcomb’s Mills.

It is a village without beauty or
interest of any kind. Paint seems
to be an unfamiliar quantity, even
the few little shops being of bare,
weather-beaten boards. The most
prominent structure is an old stone
gorist mill standing on the edge of @
dam. There is a post-office here also,
and one of the young fellows loiter-

ing around outside actually speaks
to the demure little girl in the coach.
He says, ‘‘Helloa, Tillie.”” She, smil-
ing very sweetly, responds, ‘‘Helloa.
Ben.”’

Off we go 'again, clattering over
the bridge across the dam.

Yo-ho! Yo-ho!

Clover fields abound, as well as
orchards on which the fruit is be-
ginning to show streaks of yellow
and red. Up toward us comes an
automobile at a merry clip, but, be-
fore we meet, the machine turns to
the east. I ask my ecompanion where
that road leads to. He tells me that
it runs to Wooller and then on to the
town of Trenton.

“Wooller!”” T 'say to myself,
““Now, thjat is the name of an historie
town in the English Northumber-
land.”” Perhaps I say it aloud, for
my companion regards me with g
puzzled expression.

The next stop for the stage-coach
is at the village of Codrington, which
place, I have learned, is named aftep
a more or less famous general of the
British army who flourished during
the time of the Crimean war. Here
the demure little girl gets out and is
smothered in the embrace of a buxom
matron whom she calls ‘‘Maw.’’

The little girl has to tell all about
how she found Unecle Ezra and Aunt
Emily over in York State. She says
she is ‘““awful glad to get back
home,’’ as she is tired of travelling.
“You meet so many strange and,
wicked people,”” she says, giving a
last disapproving glance in my diree-
tion.

“How did you like Rochester
Tillie?’’ says a little wiry man wh(;
puts a heavy emphasis on the middle
syllable of the name of the eity.
“My brother Bill’s wife’s second
cousin, Jimmy Griggs,”” he goes on,
““was their oncet for two weeks. He
wias peelin’ apples in a cannin’ fae.
tory. He says that up here we don’t
know what life is. T guess he saw
everything thet was goin’ on—he’s
thet kind of a feller.”’
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** He is about sixty, one-eyed, and with a sprig of gray beard on his chin "
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Crack goes the whip and on we
dash. Good-bye, demure little girl.

Yo-ho! Yo-ho!

We are now getting into the heart
of Northumberland, and the scenery
becomes more rugged. After a
couple of miles, another main road
strikes out to the west, winding away
among the sandy hills.

¢“Where does that. road lead to?”’
T ask of the tobacco grinder.

““Oh, that goes to ‘Warkworth,
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and, if you want to go on, it will take
you to Alnwick,”” he replies.

I fairly bound from my seat as he
utters these magic words. What
more famous names in the English
Northumberland than Warkworth
and Alnwick?

‘““What’s the matter with you, any-
how ?’’ asks my companion. ‘‘Didn’t
you ever hear of them places? They
don’t amount to muech, anyhow.
Warkworth, though it has about a
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thousand people, a bank, a news-
paper, opry house and all the rest of
it, has never had a railroad, and all
the stuff that gets there has to come
by stage from Colborne. And, as for
Alnwick, the most it can brag about
is a reserve for some Chippewa In-
dians.”’

“How long before the stage
reaches Campbellford?’’ 1 ask.

‘““Well, we are in Percy now and it
won’t be long before we get to Myers-
burg, where I get off,”” he replies.

“Perey?’’ I cry.

““Yes, Percy township; why not?’’
he answers irascibly.

“This is getting pretty thick,”” T
say to myself. ‘‘A fellow might be
excused for imagining that he was in
England itself.”

Now we come to a river, broad and
deep, which sweeps on its way with a
majesty that T have seldom seen sur-
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passed. My companion is getting
down at the little hamlet where we
halt, probably the most worn-out
looking place which we have passed
through on the entire trip, with the
exception of Cooperville, which was
wholly uninhabited. Desperately T
hurl one more question at him.
What river is this?’’ I ask.

““The Trent,”” he calls back, and
then 1 hear him say to a lounger
““Thiat’s the most all-fired curious’
man about names I ever did see.’’

Yo-ho! Yo-ho!

Lights begin to twinkle, faster ang
faster, and more and more of them.
I hear the whistle of a train. Streets
now—the streets of a bhusy town.

We rattle over an iron bridge ang
draw up before a low, brick hotel—
I almost said an inn—and Tom
Pinch, quite stunned and giddy, is
in, not London, but Campbellford.

g



NATHAN

BY DONALD

lT was, 1 think, on the 6th day of
December, at my farm near Lady-
smith, South Africa, that the letter
arrived from Sir Arthur Meredith.
Sir Arthur and I had been very close
friends for many years, indeed, ever
since early Oxford days, and a letter
from him was always very welcome.
But this letter contained little about
himself. After a conventional line
or two, he entered on the business
which was evidently the main pur-
pose of his letter:

4] wish to announce to you that I am
gending you a present. You will be
rather perplexed when you hear what
it is. And yet I make bold to say before-
hand that it is the most valuable present
1 have ever made you. It is nothing
more than a servant—a black servant—
1 might say a slave, but I know how you
dislike the term. His name is Nathan.
He has been with me for some time as a
very close body-servant. I picked him up
in the interior, on one of my expeditions,
about four years ago. My only recom-
mendation of him is that I have never
had nor seen any body-servant whose
fidelity would bear a comparison with his.
And this, too, is my only ground for
asserting the superior value of this gift
to you. I emphasise the only ground, be-
cause, to tell you the truth, this one gift
—a golden one indeed—fidelity, begins
and ends the list of our Nathan’s ae-
complishments; since he is, first of all,
deformed and furiously ugly; secondly, he
is stone dumb, and is acquainted with
only the most meagre sign-language; and,
thirdly, he is endowed with positively
nothing more than the merest animal wits
(if the term isn’t a contradiction) and I
am convinced he was born this way.

¢¢T pause for a moment while you gasp
away your astonishment, and read these
lines over again, and fret with impati-
ence to ask me ten questions of explana-
tion. 1 answer all those questions at
once by repeating what I said about the
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fidelity of Nathan. I have nothing but
this to emphasise. I must add, too, that
Nathan is becoming somewhat unfit to
stay with me. He is growing old, and
you know what a flying-camp life i and
my ‘‘followers’’ live from year to year.
I know that he will have a quiet, com-
fortable home at your place near Lady-
smith, Let me repeat once more that I
am sure Nathan will be of the greatest
value to you. And, indeed, if experience
should prove anything to the contrary, do
not hesitate to send Nathan back to me
at once.”’

After all this followed some in-
structions, detailed with care, about
sending to Ladysmith to receive
Nathan when he arrived and escort
him home. Then Meredith’s letter
ended abruptly; but this was not
quite the end, for a postseript was
added, containing only a line or two,
and reading as follows:

‘‘By the way, if it should happen for
any reason that you should grow so in-
terested in Nathan that you would like
to be informed about his birth and ante-
cedents, write me, and, as soon as I can
reach you by mail, T will let you have
all the information you wish in that line
—family history, lineage, pedigree, ete.’’

Such was his letter and it puzzled
me quite a little. It was not the fact
of his sending me one of his cast-off
blacks. I knew he kept a perfect
horde of these, who followed him on
his long expeditions in the cause of
his science, which was in the natural-
ist line—TI might remark here that in
the last few years, since the writing
of his memoir, Sir Arthur’s contribu-
tions have received very disitnguish-
ed notice—but, as I say, it was not
the sending me one of his swarthy
followers that made me wonder. It

T TR PP e
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was his making such a time over it.
He might have settled it in a line
and a half, and then gone on with
a few scraps of news about himself—
especially since his letters were such
rare luxuries to me,—but to devote
an entire letter to the purpose of
telling me that he was sending me a
withered, worn-out Ethiopian—that
seemed rather strange. I thought I
was through it all, however, after a
little reflecting. The black had prob-
ably done him some remarkable ser-
vice, saved his life perhaps—which
was not at all unlikely in the midst
of snake-jungles and with frequent
brushes with inland tribes. And now
the faithful old fellow was growing
old, and toothless, and Sir Arthur
had some delicacy about letting him
fall into any chance hands, and
wanted to find a place where he could
turn him loose to graze out his last
few years in peace and with kind
treatment. So Sir Arthur settled on
me at my farm near Ladysmith. I
didn’t feel at all offended at this lib-
erty. I was willing to take the old
fellow and feed him and treat him
kindly. But what I couldn’t see was
why Meredith did not speak out hon-
estly and say that all he wanted was
to provide a quiet asylum for his old
black, instead of regaling me with all
this nonsense about sending me a
present and so on.

"I‘hen when it came to that post-
cript, the mystery deepened for a
moment. How in the name of every-
thing civilised could T ever grow so
interested in a black servant as to
inquire about his pedigree! Then the
whole thing brightened into a joke.
Meredith was making a little quiet
game of me, from a safe distance in
his solitary jungle ecamp. I tried to
smile it off—but it did not entirely
satisfy me, and I looked forward with
some little curiosity to the arrival of
this acquisition to my household.

I remember that I sent two of my
fellows into Ladysmith next day,
with full directions as o the taking
charge of the invaluable Nathan.

Meredith was sending in that month
a large party of his followers to the
Natal metropolis, as he did two or
three times a year, to purchase sup-
plies of all kinds for him, after which
they would, by making an overland
journey of some hundred and fifty
miles, join him again in the interior.,
With this party Nathan was to ar.
rive. It was not until evening—for
they rested during the mid-day hours
to escape the sun—that the ox-ecart
returned from town. I was taking
supper alone on the veranda when
one of the servants announced that
the new man had arrived. I answered
that I would be ready presently, and,
after leisurely finishing my supper,
I strolled over to the ‘‘quarters’’ to
have a look at the new arrival. There
he was standing at the entrance of
one of the cabins, leaning rather
lazily against the door post. The
first thing about him that impressed
me was his appearance of extreme
age. I had expected a man, not in
the bloom of youth (for his useful-
ness was supposed to have gone), but
here was even a trifle more than I
had looked for. He seemed literally
crushed with the weight of years. He
was stooped so low that I think it
would have been physically impos-
sible for him to get down any lower
and remain on the soles of his feet,
Then his whole form gave me the
strong impression of extreme shrunk.
enness. His wrists protruding from
his sleeves were fleshless sticks, while
his trousers flapped in a peculiar
way, which made me feel painfully
the thinness of his legs.

I smiled a little grimly to myself
as I took in these details. ‘‘The
value of Meredith’s gift does not pre-
cisely dawn on me yet,”’ T muttered.
““As far as I can see, this old chap
will have to be treated with gruel
and a soft bed at once—while we get
a cedar box ready for him in the neap
future. 'Why, he hasn’t strength
enough to pull a long breath.’’

As I drew quite near to him the
old fellow raised his head. His face
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had been entirely hidden, partly by
his broad-brimmed hat, which belongs
to the outfit of a South African open-
air negro, and partly by the inclina-
tion of his form which, as I said, was
extreme,—but now I caught a fair
look at it. And what a face! Mere-
dith was certainly mild in merely
calling him ugly. It was—well—the
most hideous face I had ever seen.
““ Age has certainly used you up bad-
ly,”” I thought. The face seemed to
be made up of wrinkles, like a piece
of loose shrunken leather. But that
wasn’t the only disfigurement. Every-
thing there was made in the worst
possible way ; the eyes were small and
bearish; the nose was beaten flat;
while the nostrils were large and for
all the world like ugly bullet-holes.
The mouth was very broad, with a
protruding upper and lower jaw.
But I ean’t deseribe him. T ean only
say he was certainly furiously ugly
—inhumanly ugly!

I stood looking at him for a few
geconds without manifesting any sur-
prise, as the matter of his personal
looks was a rather indifferent one to
me. Then I endeavoured to put on
as cheerful a tone as I could, and
said something about being glad to
see him and that T hoped he would
be satisfied here. At once I was re-
minded about his being dumb, and
the possessor of the minimum of wits.
He looked at me with the blankest
possible stare, and merely gave me
a kind of grunt—meaningless enough.

And then there happened what I
could no more explain to myself at
the time, than I could have flown
with wings. As I stood, with my eyes
fixed upon the old black, a feeling of
intense revulsion and disgust for him
took hold of me so strong that it
almost shook me with its vehemence.
T am the most phlegmatic man in the
world, and yet that feeling for a mo-
ment seemed to control me absolutely
—the shrinking as well as the loath-
ing inspired by that poor old de-
formed creature. I felt for a second
as if I should in duty wipe him off

the face of the earth. I remember
distinetly how my hand reached
towards the heavy revolver which I
carry at my side, and then how, as
my folly flashed upon me, I tightened
my belt to cover up the gesture. I
did not wtand debating long; but
turned sharp on my heel and walked
back to the house. As I walked, I
began to ask myself (for I was calm.
er now) what it was about the old
fright that made my gorge rise so.
I found it hard, indeed, to explain.
It was not, I was sure, that I saw
treachery or villainy of any kind in
him. No, it was nothing like that!
It was more like the feeling a man
has when he is awakened in the
jungle by having a slimy lizard crawl
across his face and he stamps on the
reptile to relieve his disgust. *‘Cer-
tainly you were never stirred up so
before by mere bad looks,”” T mutter-
ed to myself. My teeth were chat-
tering with the shudder that was still
on me.

That evening, as I sat in my study,
my eye fell on Meredith’s Jletter,
which lay on the table. Its connec-
tion with the day’s incident made me
pick it up and read it over. When I
came to the place where he emphasis-
ed the ugliness of his Nathan, I
smiled and thought I saw rather far
into his design. Meredith’s joke was
to send me a black so ugly that I
should be filled with the ‘‘creeps’’ at
the sight of him, and then be forced
to send him back after a siege of
bad dreams. ‘‘And to think that
he’s half succeeded already,—but I’ll
play a little counter game,’’ T said.

Then I took up my pen and wrote
a brief letter to Meredith, announc-
ing the arrival of his gift, and re-
marking that he need not have spoken
in so depreciatory a way of the old
fellow’s looks, as I had often seen
worse. I declared I was glad to have
him, and-would find some use for him.
So this was the way in which Nathan
began life on my South African
farm. It was a tame beginning, but
wait until you hear the end.
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The next morning, as I sat at my
late breakfast, I was rather surprised
to hear Sam, who always stood be-
hind my chair, mutter something
about Nathan. I turned and asked
him what he had to say about him.

““Oh, nuthin’, sir,”” he answered,
“only you thought that Nathan he
fit for no work. He doin’ first-class
work. Unecle Abe (that was my
overseer) set him goin’ with the hoe
early this morning. That Nathan he
got some go in him yit.”’

This roused me a little, because T
suspected that they had acted a
little high-handedly with the aged
new-comer; and not liking to have
him do nothing to earn his bread, had
forced some work on him in spite of
his weakness. I said no more; but
after my breakfast, I sauntered over
to the garden, as we called it, where
there was about an acre and a half
which we kept under cultivation and
in which we raised fresh vegetables
to supply the house. It was separ-
ated from the farm, and I generally
detailed a special man, when I could
spare one, to take care of it.

It was in one corner of this garden
acre that I recognised my Nathan
busily engaged in turning up the
loose turf with a hoe. I approached
him quietly, and whether he saw me
or not he gave no sign whatever, but
went ahead silently and steadily. It
was somewhat fascinating to watch
him—the long, almost rhythmical
swing with which he drew the hoe
backwards and forwards, his body
following the motion. But what
made me almost start with surprise
was the impression of strength which
he econveyed—the ease with which the
instrument passed through the heavy
clods, cutting them or throwing them
aside—the accompanying swing of
his body from the waist, all made me
exclaim to myself that there was some
suppleness and force left in that old,
withered body. ‘‘Sam was right,”’ I
muttered, ‘‘there is some go in him
yet. I will let them keep him at W.or’lg
for a time to see how he stands it.

I did not remain there long watching.
I had an all-morning business in the
shape of a ride to a neighbouring
farm and back again in time for
lunch.

‘When I returned, about noon, and
as I rode in past the garden patch
on my way to the stable, T saw a
familiar figure standing in the fur-
rows using his hoe with long, steady
sweeps. I could not believe it at
first. I shaded my eyes with my
hand and looked sharp at it. Yes, it
was certainly Nathan. I whistled,
and Sam ran out of the stable yard
where he had been waiting for me.
As he took my bridle T asked him,
‘“Has Nathan been at that all the
morning ?°’

““Yes, indeed, sir,”’ answered Sam
““I declare I don’t believe he has’
looked up once. I told you, sir, he
got plenty of go left in him yet.’’ This
moved me considerably. I did not
think about the endurance part of
it. What struck me was the unselfish
fidelity of the old fellow. All the
hands used to stop at the end of two
or three hours, take a drink, and
wear away some time in chatting and
lounging before going back to work .
but for him to keep on steadily from
early morning with not a pause, and
on his first day, old and dried as he
was!

Well, T just jumped down, let Sam
take my horse while I walked straight
over to Nathan, and laid my hand on
the hoe, expressing as strongly as T
could that he was to stop work for
the present. He let go the tool like
a child, and then stood there waitin
for me to order him. He looked
much more old and feeble again. Hig
shoulders slouched forward, his baek
was bent—of course he was tired
too, after a whole morning’s worlk
without a pause. I plucked him by
the sleeve, motioning him to come
with me. 'We made our way to the
kitchen, where T called the cook ang
told him to bring some of the meat
and vegetable porridge he was mak.
ing. He brought some in a deep dish,
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which I set before Nathan, 1 then
ran and got a’loaf of wheat bread—
the kind that was reserved for my
use—and set that before him, too.
He was still standing, so I forced him
into a seat and pulled off his wide-
brimmed straw hat, motioning him
towards the eatables. He turned his
ugly face up at me for a few mo-
ments, and then dropped down to the
porridge.

And it was then—then, as the poor
old hungry wretch bent over his food
—that I felt the wave of that strong
revulsion sweep over me again. It
was awful. It seemed to reach down
into the depths of me. I actually
felt like seizing something heavy and
coming down hard on the back of his
neck—it was well exposed as he lean-
ed over his bowl—and killing him
like some unclean dog that you have
found thieving in your house. I got
out of the room as suddenly as T
could, and almost shouted to myself
in vexation, ‘‘What, in the name of
reason, is the matter with you?”’ But
I couldn’t begin to answer the ques-
tion, or even state fairly to myself
what I meant by it. I only knew
that four times I looked convulsively
back over my shoulder, and my fore-
head was damp with sweat, anc} 8
peculiar chill ran down my_spine.
T kept muttering through"my clench-
ed teeth, fool! fool!”’ but it was no

use.

The spell did not last long, how-
ever, and it had passed off completely
when I had reached my study and
was settled down to work at my ac-
counts—a long, tedious job. In fact,
I was so disgusted with myself at
being worked up—a rare occurrence
with me—over nothing, that the
whole matter left my mind entirely;
and when Uncle Abe, my overseer,
entered my room that evening with
a troubled face, I mever guessed for
a moment what he wanted. But he
came to the point at once.

““T want to speak to you, sir, about
that new man, Nathan, T think his
name. 1 declare, sir, I can’t work
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when he’s ’round. And the other
men, they think the same way. They
most determined, sir, and they all
declare, sir, they leave at once if you
ask ’em to work with him.’”’ For
once I was knocked completely out of
countenance by a servant. I stam-
mered, ‘‘But—but what’s the matter
with him, Abe? Do you think he’s
a bad man?’”’ Here I noticed the
slaty paleness of Abe’s face and the
suppressed quaver in his tone.

““’Tain’t that, sir; ’deed I ecan’t
say what it is. But I never seed no
signs o’ bad in him. He’s a very
good steady worker—wonderful en-
during for sich an ole man. But be-
ing that as it is, I can’t stay near
him, so T don’t blame the others.”’

I sat for a few minutes without a
word; but then I became suddenly
ashamed of my perplexity in Abe’s
presence, and I dismissed him with a
promise to do something the next day.
‘When I was left alone with my own
thought, my sense of the folly of it
all came strongly back to me. And t
think, too, that I shared in the folly
of my ignorant black servants. How
Taughable it was!

I found a way out of the embarrass-
ing part of the affair by determin-
ing to confine Nathan in his work to
the zarden acre, which was enough
to keep him busy, and by assigning
him to an isolated room in the quar-
ters, where he could sleep. T assured
myself that time and familiarity
would make him more agreeable to
his fellow-workers. ‘‘As to my-
self,”” T thought, *‘I’1l always be kind
to the old unfortunate. It seems bit-
terly hard to be isolated in that way
on account of a face nature has given
one.”’

And T always did treat him kindly.
It made me warm towards him still
more when I rode by his field every
morning and saw him diligently and
stoically bending to the swing of his
long hoe. I would sometimes shout
a greeting as I passed, trusting that
he would divine from my tone what
my intention was. Sometimes I
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brought some fruit back in my
gaddle-bags and I would toss him
a ripe mango or two or a banana.
But I never attempted any closer in-
tercourse with him. The memory of
my former experiences kept me at
a distance;—and then there was
something, something, about him
which, though I constantly denied it
to myself, made me breathe just a
trifle freer when I was out of his
sight and vieinity.

And so weeks passed. It is strange
when I think of it now—how at the
end of those six weeks that old black
had so constant a place in my
thoughts. One reason for this, prob-
ably, was the pronounced aversion
of the men for him, which I thought
might decrease, but which, on the
contrary, only seemed to grow strong-
er. Another explanation was, un-
doubtedly, the peculiar character of
my position. There I was, a solitary
old settler, with little outside my
farm to interest or occupy me.

At any rate, the fact was I sat in
my study at the end of the six weeks
turning over the problem in my
mind, and sifting it and sounding it
and turning it over again for a solu-
tion. What was there about this
poor harmless black that inspired the
most intense disgust and aversion
even in the rough negro laborers,
who, at least here in South Africa,
are not particularly delicate of feel-
ing? They were certainly not so
very far his superiors in the line of
looks. But was it merely ill-looks
that repelled him? Here I was
brought sharply to a standstill, and
the - problem took a personal form.
Was it only his ill looks that repelled
me? 1 avoided answering my own
question, and my eyes wandered
hopelessly about the room, finding
their way to the table at last where
the letter from Meredith was still
lying. Mechanically I opened it
and read it again—the third time
now—and when I came to the post-
seript at the end I thought I saw a
faint hope of solution for my diffi-
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culty. I sat down and penned a see-
ond letter to Meredith, in which I
frankly confessed my mystification
and begged for any information he
had concerning the past history,
pedigree or anything connected with
Nathan that might possibly lead me
to a solution of my problem. I sent
the letter off the same day, which
proves, if I should doubt it now
my impatience in the matter. §

Then I remember I dreamed that
night that Nathan was discovered to
he the son of an ancient king who
had ruled over one of those cities in
the heart of Africa, the magnificent
remains of which are the wonder of
the explorer and the archeologist,
He belonged to a distinct, a superior
race; no wonder ordinary men were
out of sympathy with him, were pe-
pelled from him. Only his race must
have been one in which the type of
beauty was different, radically differ.
ent, from any yet discovered. This
I remarked to myself as I pondered
seriously on my dream.

Ilere I ought to begin a new chap-
ter because I have to talk now in so
different a strain. You have heard
of nothing so far but of peace, and
the sleepiest kind of peace it was
without a ripple to disturb its seren.
ity, nor anything on the horizon in
which one could read the indication
of even a light blow. But now, of
a sudden, there came rumours of war
dark ominous rumours, to disturb thé
evenness of our placid, lazy life.

The Government of South Afriea
was on the very verge of trouble with
the Zulus. An outbreak was looked
for at any time.

I wonder whether any one who hag
not lived in South Africa knows what"
Zulu means. You will say he is noth.
ing more or less than a species of
negro savage who wears very little

clothes, carries a shield and an
assegai, but you place him on
a level with the best civilised

troops that the world can show.
Much has been said about the
valour and efficiency of the Brit
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ish infantry man. Without aues-
tioning this, let me offer it as my
opinion that a single Zulu, with his
bare hands, is a match for three of
these British infantry men armed
with rifle and bayonet—Ilet him but
get within hand-grip of them. For
he’ll take their bullets into his body
and still have strength and vitality
enough left to dash their heads to-
gether and smash them like egg-
shells. And, as for cool, restrained
courage, I have only to call up that
memorable picture of the awful night
at Isandhlwana, when up against
those English lines advanced the
crescent-shaped column of King Cet-
tiwayo’s warriors, dense, silent, each
man (with the exception of a few
inefficiently armed with muskets)
bearing no other weapons than the
long ox-hide shield on his arm, and
in his right hand the fearful short-
stabbing assegai. No way of strik-
ing at a distance, no way of silencing
the enemy’s deadly fire until they
had him within arm’s length of that
dreadful spear. History tells, I say,
how that brown, silent column ad-
vanced that day; how the English, in
the fever of desperation, poured their
withering volleys, mingled with
charges of grape, into that line and
tore great gaps in it; and how the
warriors closed them with a calmness
and steadiness that Europe’s best in-
fantry have often failed to show, and
pressed forward slowly, silently,
without a sound, up +to the very
muzzles of the guns and then—-his-
tory tells, too, of the awful end of
that callant British regiment when
the Zulu assegai had done its work
and had its vengeance. But this is
~nly a little amplification of what
“he term Zulu means to one who has
lived in the South of Africa or has
studied a little of its history.

Well, as I was saying, or started
to say, it was about this time that
rumours began to be current of
trouble between the Cape Colony
authorities and King Cettiwayo, and
no one would have been surprised

any day to hear of an open collision,
we knew so well the temper of the
two parties. For myself, the ru-
mours never bothered me much, first,
because 1 was extremely lazy and my
whole nature resisted being worked
up over anything; and, secondly, be-
cause I did not feel that even in the
event of war there was any grave
danger to me or my dependents. It
is true my place was within easy
reach of any wandering band of
marauders, but they would have little
reason for harming us. There was
little, too, here in the way of plun-
der. And then I had always kept
on very good terms with the Undi,
when they passed on their way to
Cape Town with their guns and ivory
and what not. T had even frequently
fed them, and housed them over night
in the quarters. All this reassured
me, but, as I realised afterwards, 1
left out of my calculation Zulu hate
and Zulu vengeance, which, when
they are once roused, are—well,
they’re worth an epic to commemor-
ate them. They stop at nothing this
side of ‘‘profoundest hell.”’

For the next week rumours and
reports were thick and menacing.
People found very little else to talk
about. We heard of the mustering of
angry tribesmen in the North, then
of a regiment being sent from Cape
Town with orders to deal severely
with anything rebellionus. And then
the scare took hold of the country
people and most of them moved into
the protection of the city, while T re-
mained stolidly where I was. But T
have only a confused recollection of
all that happened at that time. It is
always hard to remember what hap-
pens before a great event, when one
lives through the event itself and
is filled with the memory of it.

I never shall forget, however, as
long as I live, that night of the 23rd
of January, which we afterwards
learned was the day following the
terrible tragedy of Isanddhlwana. I
was sitting in the veranda reading
quietly when I heard the sound of
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footsteps in quick succession on the
garden path. Some one was running
hard. I looked up and saw a negro
lad making his way towards the
house at the very top of his speed.
I never saw a face so convulsed with
fear. His eyes were literally stand-
ing out of their sockets and his mouth
was wide open. He reached my side
in a moment, but he could not utter
a single word for terror. He could
only gasp and work his face in agony,
and point furiously in the direction
from which he had come. I know he
must have meant the approach of the
Zulus, but my first impulse was to
take the news calmly. It was so easy
to frighten a boy and there could
really be very little to fear.

As T stood there some one stepped
up and drew the trembling, para-
lysed lad into the house, and at that
moment I heard a new sound—a dull,
penetrating sound. It was the heavy,
rhythmical tramp of feet. And fol-
lowing up the origin of the sound
with my eyes I saw, just at the turn
of the road where it came into view
of the house, the gleam of bright
head feathers and then a line of
swarthy faces looking over the &ops
of great oblong yellow shields. They
were Undi, and that loping trot
would bring them close up in a min-
ute or two.

Nevertheless T did not feel any
fear; there was no reason. Even
when they entered my gate and
marched down the length of my gar-
den in a broad column ten-abreast
(there were not more than twenty or
twenty-five in their party) and
tramped rather ruthlessly on my
flower-beds,—even then my only
thought was impatience to reprimand
these clowns spoiling my flowers with
stupid marching tacties. I leaped to
my feet and shouted in bad Zulu, but
as emphatically as I could, that they
should ‘‘mind where they marched,’’
and be more careful of my property
if they wanted any favour of me.
Just then one of my negroes ran in
front of the column and shouted
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something at them, waving his arms
as if to wave them back. As he stood
there in the path of the advancing
line, one of the Zulug, a tremendous
fellow, stepped forward, in advance
of the rank, and like a flash, he struck
my servant a blow with his assegai
just between the shoulder and the
breast. It was a fearful downward
stroke, enough to rip the body open
to the waist. Down went the poor
man like a log and the columns pass-
ed over him without a sound. And
now along that dark line of faces my
eye seemed to see at last the hateful
gleam of murder.

I was not dazed; I was not sicken-
ed. For the moment a frenzy seized
me; all the dormant activity in my
nature was roused into maddened
life. I rushed to the corner behind
the door where I kept my heavy mar-
tini rifle loaded and ready for ‘¢ hig
game.”” I caught up the gun and
fired into the middle of the brown
column, now close upon the house.
I could see at once the hole punched
in one of the yellow shields (a mar-
tini bullet makes nothing of ox-hide)
and the shield was lowered and there
was the red wound in the throat of
the fiend behind the shield, who came
on a few paces and then dropped
down, first on his knees and then flat
forward on his face, while the blood
gushed out of his mouth at every
gasp.

The big fellow who stood next
to him—perhaps his brother—reach-
ed the top step of the veranda at
two bounds. I clubbed my rifle and
struck at him savagely—my blood
on fire with frenzy—and he, with
ease, it seemed to me, swept back the
piece in my face with his heavy shield
and beat me to the floor like a nine-
pin, my head striking hard against
the base of the door post.

I was stunned, but not.senseless
and I held my breath to feel thé
brute bending over me and tearing
out my heart with a stab of his asse-
gai; when suddenly, out from the
open door, a form flashed by me. Tt
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was more like the nervous spring of
a hound than the bound of a man;
and the next instant I saw two with-
ered hands close over the great, cord-
ed neck of the dusky giant above me.
And he—he was six feet ten if he
was an inch—he went back as if a
thunder-bolt had struck him full in
the face. Crash! he came down on
the proad of his back—the whole
porch trembled with the shock; and
when I saw his face, over the shoul-
der of his assailant, it was purple,
and the tongue was protruding full
length; and I saw the assegai fall
from his right hand as the hand open-
ed and the fingers stiffened like
chilled wax.

Now I was dazed; I scarcely knew
whether T saw or felt. But those
black scoundrels behind were on
hand at once. They swarmed up the
steps and two of them, with one mo-
tion, buried their short spears in that
form that had its hands fixed in the
throat of their companion. I gave a
loud groan of agony, as if it
was I that had ben stabbed, but I
caught my breath the next ipstant.
For I saw my Nathan—yes, it was
he; I knew him at once by his long
arms and the stoop of his body—I
saw him whom I thought to be a
poor, withered, decrepit old man,
turn and seize the rifle that I had
dropped and strike with it—oh, heav-
ens! the lightning speed of that blow!
__strike and spring full at the erowd
of dusky giants with his dreadful
club. Then all was whirling and 'l}alf
confusion, but I saw Nathan strike,
as it seemed, everywhere at once. I
never would have believed that such
strength and speed were ever given
to a mortal arm. I saw one man
throw up his shield and saw it beaten
down—the iron arm of a Zulu beaten
down like a child’s—and his brains
dashed out as if his skull were made
of paper. Then all was a whirl once
more, but I remember counting five
distinet shocks of men falling, which
made the floor shake under me.

Then I saw what few men in the

world have ever seen. I saw a band
of Zulus retreating from battle,
skulking away with terror written on
their faces—many of them spattered
with blood. They kept their faces
turned towards the house as if they
did not dare to turn their backs on
that single enemy. While there on
the top step of the porch, with the
rifle now twisted out of all shape,
grasped by the barrel in the right
hand, stood Nathan. His back was
turned to me; he was quivering from
head to foot, as if with the violence
of the passion that had taken hold of
him—and out of the depths of him
somewhere came a sound, a most pe-
culiar sound which I can only liken
to a deep, snarling growl.

And it was then at that moment
—s0 help me, heaven—as I lay here
stunned and wounded, that my whole
being once more was fired with dis-
gust and loathing for that poor black
servant. There may have been some
fear mingled with it now; as he stood
there in his strange might; but it was
mostly fierce, loathing hate. I am
absolutely certain that if I had had
my revolver in my belt, and energy
and strength to draw it, T would
have shot him in the back where he
stood. Witness it! And yet his own
blood that he had shed for me was
still warm on the ground. I remem-
ber how the mad wish almost found
expression in words—that the Zulus
would turn back and overpower him
and tear him to pieces before my
eves.

But I saw there was little chance of
this as T looked beyond to the retreat-
ing remnants of my enemies. They
were still backing away silently, as
if they could not even bear the eye
of this dreadful being who stood un-
moved glaring at them. Farther and
farther they went. They had passed
out of the garden gate and reached
the road beyond. Then I saw no more,
for torpor, whether from exhaustion,
or mere reaction, settled heav-
ily npon me and my senses left me.

When I opened my eyes again I
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became lazily conscious that I had
not stirred from the place where I
had fallen. I could look down the
length of the garden. There was not
a sign of a Zulu now—though lying
stark and ghastly about the steps of
the veranda were a number of huge
forms with marks of fearful wounds
upon them. And there on the top
step of the porch I saw a form that
I knew well. It was Nathan’s form.
He was no longer standing erect as
when I saw him last, facing the cow-
ering band of Zulus; he was lying on
oue side, not flat, but half supported
by his arm. His eyes were only half
ciosed, but as I looked they seemed
to be closing still more, as though the
same langour that held me were lay-
ing hold on him; and beneath him
and around him. I could see a great
pool of dark-coloured blood. The
realisation of things seemed to come
home to me, and yet I felt strangely
indifferent. I realised that Nathan
was badly wounded, that he was
bleeding to death; and yet I felt no
impulse to extend him aid. I am
sure, of course, that the half-insen-
sible state in which I lay took away
my energy, and that I can lay much
of the blame of my listlessness on
that. But, but—well, let it pass!

1 had not lain in this state for more
than a moment, when, borne to my
ears from the road, came once more
the sound of the tramp of feet; but
my ears could make out at once the
difference from the Zulu tread. It
had more ring and precision, and if
one listened carefully one could catch
the peculiar jingling made by a body
of men marching with accoutrements.

I was about to ery out as loud as
my wasted strength would let me, to
notify the household that help was
near, when my attention was
attracted again to Nathan. He had
heard the sound, for his eyes were
open wide now and a strange gleam
was in them which I had never seen
before. I realised keenly the teriffic
effort that he made as he knelt up-
right; and then stooped and seized

one end of the twisted and battered
rifle near him and then, with another
great effort, staggered to his feet and
faced away from me toward the path
that led in from the garden gate. As
he stood there I noticed that strange
quivering seize his entire body, and
I heard for a moment, though much
fainter now, that same deep, mutter-
ing growl. But it was only a mo-
ment that he stood there. He began
almost at once to sway from side to
side and I did not reach a hand to
hold him; then his legs seemed to
give way under him and he sank
rather than fell, down to the floor oi”
the veranda and lay quite still. And
I knew, even from where I was from
the awkward, rigid sprawl in which
he lay, that life had gone out of him,

Redcoats now appeared at the gar-
den gate, and the flash of the sun-
light reached my eyes from bayon-
ets and gun barrels. But it didn’t
affect me much. I had not even
strength or energy to stand up and
welcome them and thank them. T
simply lay here half dozing, thalf
awake; and soon I was conscious of
the rumble of a multitude of heels
on the porch around me. Two fig-
ures bent over me and half lifteq
me, and I could feel one passing his
hands over me gently in examination,
Then I heard a voice say, “You’re
pretty badly used up, though it
might easily be worse—a nasty gash
in the back of the head, and arm
broken and dislocated at the shoulder.
But you’ve certainly left your mark
on these copper devils. How in the
name of sense you ever managed to
mash so many of them single-handeq
is more than I can possibly guess.’’
Then I heard him mutter something
to someone, and a flask was pressed
to my lips. I drank some of the
liquor, and while I was drinking T
heard some one shout rather gruffly,
‘““We can bury them all in one pit,;
over by the fence.”” This roused me
more than the brandy, but it seemed
that it was not myself but my reason
that took voice in me, and cried out,
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as I pointed to one body that I knew
by its position, ‘‘He is to be buried
alone, and mark the place.”” Then
while the surgeon—he whose voice 1
had heard—was working over me, as
he began at once to do, the thonght
came to me that perhaps I had not
made myself clear, so I spoke out
once more. ‘‘He saved my life,”’
pointing to the body of my old ser-
vant.

It brought a vigorous ‘‘hush’’
from the surgeon; then he added that
they would understand, and that my
duty now was to keep quiet. He
worked over me quickly and deftly,
bandaged my head, lifted my shoul-
der back into place with a few
twinges, and set the broken arm in
splints. Then he called for TWo men
with a stretcher and ordered me to be
taken to my room. ‘‘He’ll be on his
feet in a day or two, if I’m not mis-
taken,”” were his last words. They
carried me there gently, two of my
blacks, including Sam, and put me to
bed. With another dose of something
warming I was soon fast asleep.

The next morning I felt almost as
good as new—for what is a broken
arm and a mere flesh-wound in the
head to a healthy outdoor man? I
was even well enough to make them
dress me and prop me up on my
lounge. But if my bodily state was
righting and mending, my mental
condition was a sadly disordered one.
T never was besieged—cruelly besieg-
ed—by such a confused array of
mental questions, each one clamor-
ous and persecuting.

My position was such a difficult
one to define to myself. Surely, from
the events lately transpired, I should
be a grateful man. But did I feel
any gratitude? Was I then basely
ungrateful? Of what precisely had
I to accuse myself? What had I
done? What should I do? What
should I feel? Had I been in a re-
liably sane state of mind for the last
six weeks and suffering from mno
chronic hallucinations of any kind?
And then, out of all the questions,

as if resolved out of them all uniting
them like a great climax chorus, came
the question:—What, in the name of
all mystery, was the solution of that
problem which that poor black fright
carried about with him and which
lay with him in the grave, but still
unsolved? Then came the realisation
—however 1 might grind my teeth
and resist it—that it was a relief, a
soothing relief, to think that he was
dead—dead and under the ground
with four feet of heavy clay soil on
top of him.

The last voice, however, in my re-
flections was that of memory which
calmly reminded me that he had
saved my life. This was a simple
fact. I spoke to Sam on the first
opportunity and asked him whether
the soldiers had obeyed my directions
and marked the place where they
had buried Nathan. He said that
they had, and had made it very
plain with a piece of whitened board.
I then told him that I was going to
make it much plainer with a slab of
white stone—marble, if I could—to
be set up at the head of the mound;
and I gave him orders at once to see
about having the stone procured in
town by the next two men who went
in with the ox-cart. What else, in
reason, could I do?

Two days after that the stone
that we awaited sarrived, and I
was sufficiently well to walk down
and watch them set it up. The little
vellow mound was in sight of my bed-
room window. As I passed out my
door, Sam met me and held out a
letter to me. I knew the writing at
a glance. It was Sir Arthur Mere-
dith’s. And it startled me, too, and
made my hand shake a little with
eagnerness, for I remembered that
my last letter had been to ask him
for information about Nathan—mys-
terious Nathan—who was now lying
over there under the clay mound.

But what was it that made me,
as my eye glanced over the written
page, start as if some one had struck
me, and ery aloud—so loud that the
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whole house must have heard me, and
stamp furiously on the ground, in
spite of the twinge it gave my shoul-
der, and then walk quickly up and
down as an outlet for my exeit_ement;
then catch up the letter which I had
dropped, and read it again as if I
could not make sure that my eyes
read aright? Never, never shall T
forget the shock of that letter—never
did a few lines of news so literally
upset me.

But here is the letter. I give it in
full. It is very shorc and does not
need synopsising :—

““My dear Sherwood:

Your letter reached me on the 15th.
It is by the merest chance that it caught
me in civilisation, so that I am able to
send you back an answer that will reach
you promptly. I could not help smiling
when I read the inquiry which makes
up the body of your letter. So you really
have not found out my secret, but have
lived so long deceived? You ask about
the connections, ete., of Nathan, who has
evidently, in spite of bad looks, won a
way into your particular favour. Did you
not know that for eight weeks you have
been housing and employing not a man
but a Simian—nothing more nor less than
a specimen of anthropoid (Troglodytus
Gorilla)—indeed, one of the most remark-
able ones I ever happemed upon? It is
rather a bold joke for a naturalist to
play, but you have been uncommonly
gullible. You will ask me a number of
questions about the execution of the whole
affair in detail and they will be more
easily answered than explained. I can
only say that, in addition to this un-
usually human appearance, for an ape,
Nathan added a high degree of tracta-
bility, and this, together with a large
expenditure of patience and some skill on
my part, accounts for it all. I had to
use some rather cruel measures, such as
the administration of the searing iron, to
remove tell-tale hair. Then Nathan had
to be fitted with a skin-tight wig, to give
the impression of a crop of approved
Ethiopian wool. But it was all compara-
tively easy. The only real labour, which
I made a pastime of, was the training,
which took me about two years and a
half; and you see what fruit it has borne.
This is all. Excuse my deep-laid, prae-
tical joke, which you now can enjoy with
me. You will find some use, T am sure,
in that big country of yours, for poor,
old, fallen Nathan, even if it be but to
keep him for a curiosity. Good-bye to
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you. We leave here to-morrow for the
Upper Nile. I am always, ete.,

‘“ Arthur Meredith.’?

This was Meredith’s letter. After
I had read it over the third time I
grew more calm and sank into g
large arm-chair, and began to think
of all manner of things, The
thoughts crowded very thick, one
after the other, so that I could hard-
ly get a sight of one at a time,

I heard the noise of voices outside,
and I remembered that some of my
fellows were at work putting up the
stone. This brought me to myself,
and I realised, in a half-determined
sort of way, that I should go out and
put a stop to their work and make
them carry the slab away. I even
rose with this thought in my mind,
and walked to the door. They could
easily hear me if T called from the
threshold. But as I stood there, with
the orders just on my lips, a scene of
a few days before came back to me,

I see right before me, on the top
step of the porech, an old, withered
form lying in a broad pool of blood,
and scattered close about are the
huge bodies of my would-be mur-
derers. And then, at the sound of
feet in the distance, which marked,
as he thought, the approach of more
of my enemies, I see that form dr:
itself to its feet, grasp a battered
gun-barrel and, in the very act and
effort of placing himself between me
and the coming danger, fall down
dead before my eyes.

I turned and walked back into the
house. ‘““They can leave the stone
where it is,”” I muttered, I will
never stir it.”’

And I never have stirred if. Some-
times (quite often, indeed), I walk
down and read the inscription on it.
The inscription is this:

Here lies
NATHAN
Who died to save his Master

Surely there is no harm in that,
and I have not done wrong in leay.
ing it there.



MARITIME PROVINCIALISMS AND

CONTRASTS.
BY F. A. WIGHTMAN

ARTICLE IV.—POLITICAL, JUDICIAL, AND CIVIC PRACTICES

lN British countries government is
generally carried on by virtue of
legislative, judicial and civie author-
ity, the chief ideals of which are jus-
tice, liberty, responsibility and pro-
gress. In the organising of mew
territory the machinery of govern-
ment seeks to keep pace with develop-
ment and necessity. Each province
or state also develops these adjuncts
of civilisation according to special
needs and prevailing opinions, in har-
mony with a general model. Start-
ing at a given point, it is interesting
to notice how each community finds
a path for itself, differing in detail
from other communities as times goes
on. Each community will seek to
meet its own needs in the best pos-
sible way, which, let us hope, is
usually the case. Even if it is not,
native patriotism generally blinds us
to our governmental defects, which
is much the same thing. An observa-
tion of this affords an interesting
study and illustrates the genius of
the Anglo-Saxon in the art of gov-
ernment. For examples, we may
turn to every state of the American
Union and every provinee of the
Canadian Dominion.

Nowhere is this tendency to vari-
ation in detail to meet special needs
more apparent than i the Maritime
Provinces of Canada. These prov-
inces represent the oldest organised
parts of the Dominion under respon-
sible government. Moreover, all were
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at first and for many years, a part of
the Province of Nova Scotia. Prince
Bdward Island first sought and ob-
tained the status of a separate colony
or Province, soon to be followed by
what is now the Province of New
Brunswick. This ever closeness of
position and intimacy of relation-
ship with the early oneness of ad-
ministrative machinery, would na-
turally be expected to result in legis-
lative and judicial usages, as nearly
identical as possible, But nothing
could be further from the fact; for
while each section has been true to
the ideals of British democracy, all
have hewn out a path for themselves
in the details of which there are
many contrasts.

First came the division of the
country into counties, some of which
have been subsequently sub-divided.
These country boundaries, unlike
those of the newer parts of Ontario
and the West, present the appear-
ance on the map of a crazy quilt, by
virtue of their irregularity in size
and form. In this respect we observe
that the peculiarity of Nova Scotia is
different from that of New Bruns-
wick, and both are a result of pecu-
liar physical features of these respee-
tive provinces. In Nova Scotia the
county divisions are more regular
than in New Brunswick. This is ex-
plained by the fact that early settle-
ment consisted of a fringe of popula-
tion around the shore. These early
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settlements were divided into con-
venient blocks with a base line fol-
lowing more or less closely the gen-
eral backbone of the country. In the
casy of New Brunswick it was differ-
ent. The arrangement of the coun-
ties in New Brunswick are some-
times spoken of as having benn made
with a ruler and a map, rather than
from actual surveys. This is very
likely true, and despite the peculiar
irregularities, a glance at the map
will indicate the wisdom of the
arrangement, especially as viewed
from the standpoint of early settle-
ment. New Brunswick being a prov-
ince of numerous and heavy rivers,
settlement followed these streams far
into the interior of the country, while
sections of comsiderable extent be-
tween the rivers separated the people
by a wilderness barrier. These con-
ditions made it necessary to make
some principal river system the
centre of a country division. Thus the
rivers run through the counties but
are never used as their boundaries.

After the counties come their sub-
divisions. To be true to the English
model this would naturally result in
an appropriate number of parishes,
but this has only been followed with
fidelity in the Province of New
Brunswick. In that province, the
parish idea has been adhered to, not
only in name and for ecclesiastical
purposes, but as it stands for a defin-
ite government unit,

In the early days, before the intro.
duction of civie government, the loeal
business was attended to through the
medium of a parish meeting which
had control of all parish officers, each
parish also having representation in
the county quarter sessions held in
the shire town. This primitive sys-
tem was thoroughly representative
and was modelled somewhat after the
old New England township, with its
select-men and township meeting.
Later, upon the introduction of a
complete system of municipal govern-
ment, the parish, both in name and
fact, survived as the unit of represen-
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tation in the county counecil.

In adopting the parish idea and
giving it a place of real significance
as well as a name in the administra-
tion of the country, New Brunswick
presents a contrast to the other mem.
bers of the Maritime group. In Nova
Scotia, for instane, there seems to
have been an early attempt to intro.
duce the parish idea, as in New
Brunswick, and most of the maps still
indicate these old parish divisions,
In Western Nova Scotia, however, the
New Englander term “township
seems to have taken precedence over
that of parish, and the early county
government was not so uniformly
operated through the parish divisions
as in New Brunswick. Later, upon
the introduction of municipal gov-
ernment in that province, the re.
maining vestiges of the parish idea
were completely swept away so far as
name and government were concern-
ed. Municipal government now has
its basis in certain units called elee-
toral districts. In a few Nova Scotia
counties the further anomaly exists
in having two separate municipali-
ties with their consequent separate
sets of councillors. This ocenrs
where French and English elements
in the population are fairly evenly
divided. This also presents a con-
trast with New Brunswick where,
while the counties are larger and the
French element more numerous, there
has been no thought of dividing any
county into two municipalities fop
race or any other reason, since both
elements work together in perfect.
harmony.

In this respect Prince Erward TIs-
land in in contrast to both New
Brunswick and Nova Scotia. Like
Nova Scotia and New Brunswick, the
various counties were early divided
into parishes with, it would seem, an
idea of being consistent with the
British model. But, like Nova Scotia,
the parish in name and in fact neyer
seemed to take root and long since
it has ceased to exist, except on paper
and in an ecclesiastical sense, And,
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in contrast to both New Brunswick
and Nova Scotia, Prince Edward
Tsland has no municipal government
outside the capital and a few other
towns. The business, which in the
gister provinces is attended to by the
county councils, occupies the atten-
tion of the Provincial Legislature in
Charlottetown. It may be readily
seen, therefore, that in nomenclature
and machinery, so far as municipal
government is concerned, these prov-
inces present many striking differ-
ences.

In matters judicial also, while each
province follows the general English
procedure, all have some features
peculiar to themselves- This is not
so apparent in the courts of superior
jurisdiction as in the lower tribunals.
It may be that these various differ-
ences may each be best suited to the
local conditions which they gerve,
though here also New Brunswick
seems to have followed the more uni-
form, if not the more convenient,
method. In Prince Edward Island,
for example, while each county has
its county town, court-house and
jail, covering the county there are
located at several points a number of
other court-houses where regnlar
sessions of court are held, presided
over by a judge of the cireuit court
for the county. Each county has also
a stipendiary magistrate, who presides
over courts covering the same terri-
tory but of a lower jurisdietion. This
has the advantage of convenience to
those interested in petty Titigation as
the court travels around the country,
thus obviating the necessity of the
litigants and witnesses making long
journeys to the country seat.

In New Brunswick, on the other
hand, though the countries are larger,
there is but one court-house in each
county, which is always situated in
the shire town. To this centre come
all the cases under the jurisdiction
of the court. This may be a little
more inconvenient to the litigants,
but it certainly tends to a more digni-
fied eourt and much better buildings,
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with probably less expense to the
counfry. Tt can be seen readily that
by this means a circuit judge, by
having all cases under his jurisdie-
tion tried in one place in each county,
can cover in his ecircuit a number of
counties. The Prince Edward Island
system in New Brunswick would
greatly multiply the number of
judges since the counties are much
more numerous. Thus, while the
Prince Edward Island system works
economically for the litigants, the
New Brunswick system is more econ-
omical for the country at large.

In Nova Scotia the judicial system
conforms more closely to that of New
Brunswick than that of Prince Ed-
ward Island, though in some respects
it seems to be a compromise between
the two. For instance, while in
Nova Scotia they have not multiplied
court-houses as in Prince Edward
Island in several counties there are
at least two; and two centres rather
than one seem to share the honours
and fulfil the functions of a county
seat. In these respects it will be
observed that in judicial practices
of the lower courts these different
provinces differ in many details.

In one respect, however, there is
complete uniformity, and this per-
tains to the administration of justice
through the courts of the county
magistrates. These fountains of jus-
tice that spring up by the wayside
perform no mean part in the met-
ing out of just judgments. If, some-
times, a little irregularity creeps in
it is generally welcomed, even at the
expense of the dignified justice. An
instance may be cited. A justice of
the peace, in passing sentence upon
a litigant convieted of a small debt,
after rising to his full height, most
solemnly addressed the man, saying:
I find you guilty of four dollars and
may God have mercy on your soul.”’
Nevertheless, many conscientious and
able men preside over these little
courts.

In matters legislative the contrasts
are quite as apparent as in the fields
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already referred to and indicate the
divergent paths these provinces have
pursued in the last hundred years.
In New Brunswick and Nova Scotia
the county is the unit of representa-
tion in the local legislature. In Prince
Edward Island, however, this is not
the case. Here the counties are cut
up into ‘‘electoral districts,’’ each of
which returns two representatives to
the local assembly, making thirty in
all for the island. Thus, this little
province, which is not as large as
York county in New Brunswick, has
nearly the same number of represen-
tatives from her three counties as the
sister province has from her fifteen.
Their functions, however, include, as
already noted, the work done by the
county councils on the mainland.
Why these electoral districts were
not in some way made to conform to
the parishes or the lots already in
existence we do not pretend to say.
In addition to the matter of repre-
sentation, we notice another peculiar
contrast in the character and num-
ber of the legislative chambers. In
New Brunswick there is but a single
chamber. The second chamber, or
provincial senate, as it might be call-
ed, some years ago executed the un-
usual performance of legislating it-
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self out of existence. This, of course,
was in accordance with the will of
the people and the popular chamber
but quite out of harmony with the
orthodox creed of politicians. The
change has not wrought any ill to
the land and it has saved a consid-
erable sum of money. In Nova Scotia,
on the other hand, they still retain
the two legislative chambers, with no
apparent desire for a change. Thus
Nova Scotia, while strongly ILiberal
in politics, is ultra-conservative in
political institutions. In Prince Ed-
ward Island the Legislature presents
the conditions of a compromise be-
tween those of New Brunswick and
Nova Scotia. Here, as in New
Brunswick, the second chamber some
years ago became extinet through
self abolition. The principle, how-
ever, is in part retained still in the
present single chamber. Half the
thirty members are called Assembly-
men and the other half Councillors.
They are, moreover, elected on a Qif-
ferent franchise; the former by uni-
versal suffrage, the latter by a prop-
erty qualification. A Councillor and
an Assemblyman are returned from
each electoral district, and in some
matters the Councillors only are
qualified to vote in the legislature.

Next month the concluding article
fauna, and physical features of the
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of this series will deal with the flora
Maritime Provineces. :




THE MARITIME GROUP OF

UNIVERSITIES
BY W. ARNOT CRAICK

OWHERE else in Canada, with
the possible exception of Len-
noxville, does the traditional college
spirit find so complete an expression
as in the small group of universities
set so unostentatiously away in quiet
little college towns down by the sea.
Almost without exception there is an
inspiration in their location and na-
tural environment, an exclusively
academic atmosphere about their col-
lege halls and a suggestion, almost
pathetic in its insistence, of the days
of long ago in every nook and corner.
This spirit seems to be completely
lacking in the larger and more mod-
ern and cosmopolitan universities of
the west. They are in a sense mid-
way between the collegiate founda-
tions of the old land and their proto-
types in the newer parts of Canada.
A modern man of affairs, unblessed
with sentiment, might fail to see
anything particularly admirable or
praiseworthy in the system of higher
education provided for the young men
and women of the Eastern Provinces.
To his practical mind the spectacle
of seven comparatively small univer-
sities, scattered here and there
through Nova Scotia and New Bruns.
wick, several of them struggling for
existence, would seem to be quite un-
necessary and undesirable. Schemes
for amalgamation and centralisation
would immediately begin to Aflit
through his mind, and one hig inter-
provineial university would present
itself to his fancy as the great desid-
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eratum. But it is certainly debatable
whether such an achievement as the
federation of the maritime universi-
ties, were it to mean the obliteration
of the old institutions with all their
sacred associations, would be a real
advantage.  Canadian life to-day
stands sorely in need of the leaven-
ing influence of tradition, and un-
happily this is not supplied by the
larger and more unwieldy universi-
ties of the cities, beset on all sides by
the utilitarian spirit of the age.
With the single exception of Dal-
housie University, which is situated
in the city of Halifax, all the eastern
universities are untrammeled by those
influences which are hound to flow
from close association with city life.
Ancient King’s College, the oldest
chartered wumiversity in Canada,
stands on high ground on the out-
skirts of the little town of Windsor
and commands a sweeping view of
green fields and woods, forest clad
hills and froitful valleys—fit setting
indeed for the impressive old college
huilding. Acadia University, perhaps
the most charmingly situated of all
the colleges, has been built on high
ground in the village of Wolfville
and overlooks the magnificent pan-
orama of the Cornwallis Valley, the
Basin of Minas, with Blomidon height
and the range of the North Mountains
in the distance. Mount Allison Uni-
versity at Sackville, New Brunswick,
is set in fine surroundings, with a
wide view over a heautiful country-
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side. The University of New Bruns-
wick looks down on the wooded strects
of the provincial capital, Fredericton,
from the crest of College Heights,
while the eye is carried far up and
down the valley of the St. John River
and across to the hills that form its
eastern watershed. The University
of St. Joseph’s College has its loea-
tion in the Acadian village of Mem-
ramecook. And lastly the Univer-
sity of St. Francis Xavier is
pleasantly situated in the little col-
lege town of Antigonish in Eastern
Nova Seotia.

When one contrasts these seats of
learning, so quiet, so dignified, with
the rushing turbulent and insistent
surroundings of city universities, one
ceases to wonder why it is that the
men of imagination in this country
come for the most part from down
by the sea. Small these colleges may
be and crude in many respeects, with
inadequate equipment, but they pos-
sess one asset at least that is lacking
in many colleges—an inspiring nat-
ural environment. It may be that
this advantage is not appreciated as
it should be.  Probably very few
people realise its significance. But
none the less it is of great import-
ance in the life of the student.

The condition which has brought
about the establishment of half a doz-
en universities in place of hut one has
been the differences in religion. With
the exception of the University of
New Brunswick and possibly Dal-
housie University, the others are all
denominational institutions. Mount
Allison belongs to the Methodists:
King’s to the Anglicans; Acadia to
the Baptists; and St. Francis Xaviep
and St. Joseph’s to the Roman
Catholics. = Dalhousie was for g
long time Presbyterian, and even
vet, while it is mominally wunde-
nominational, it is largely attended
by men and women of that faith.
Only the University of New Bruns.
wick is purely a State institution, re.
ceiving support from the Government
of the Province. Attempts have'heen

L4
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made to federate the various colleges,
but difficulties have invariably arisen,
and the desired object has never been
consummated. Whether some day it
will be achieved remains to be seen,
but meanwhile all the universities are
going ahead raising endowments, add-
ing to their equipment and otherwise
making themselves permanencies.

In commencing any detailed de-

ription of the individual units com-
prising the maritime group of uni-
versities, it will always be fitting to
deal first with King’s College, the old-
est, if to-day the smallest, of them all.
No one can deny that the antiquity
of King’s, its traditions, its quaint
old college buildings, its beautiful
sitnation combine to render it a place
of great charm and interest. Built
among graceful elms, on the crest of
a rolling hillside, with a wide view
over valley and forest and stream, the
time-worn facade of the College ap-
peals alike to the heart and the eye.
One can well imagine that with but
minor changes in the landscape, the
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scene is much the same as that which
presented itself to the eye of a visitor
to the College more than a hundred
years ago. Time has wrought but
few changes in this quiet corner of
the Province.

““From its eminence King’s College
looks over the green King’s Meadow
and across rolling fields whiech the
French settlers cleared and the
thrifty New England farmers culti-
vated. Far away beyond stand the
mountains, blue and misty, still now
apparently as densely wooded as in
the days when Indians held them as
t}}eir stronghold and the hunted Aca-
dians sought shelter in their recesses
from alien foes. The dykes built by
Acadian pioneers still streteh their
endless lengths, protecting a vast ex-
panse of meadow from the rushing
tides which the Bay of Fundy thrusts
with impetuous violence up the red
channel of the Avon. The elms which
the New Englanders brought and
planted, now grown into majestic
trees, the statliest and most perfect
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of their kind, are seen in all direc-
tions. ITere and there along the lanes,
tall poplars from Lombardy display
in their topmost branches a silent
Ichabod in memory of the departed
people which planted them, and on
the meadows, groups of ancient wil-
lows, broad in girth and defiant of
decay, stand here and there, as they
do everywhere, where Acadians broke
the soil. Through a beauty which is
distinetly of to-day, the whole scene
tells of its historic past.”’

The present College building dates
back to 1791, though not in the form
it at present assumes. There was
little classic grace about the long
wooden building with the unbroken
front, of which Governor Parr had
laid the corner-stone in that year.
Later it was ‘‘nogged’’ with stone
and brick, and in 1854 the present
pitched roof and the Ionic porticoes
were added. The building is divided
into houses or bays, connected at the
rear by a long covered passage-way.
The west bay contains the President’s
apartments, while in the east bay is
the commons hall, where the students
assemble for their mealy Each house
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contains one or two leeture-rooms,
with a number of suites of rooms for
the accommodation of the undergrad.
uates in residence. As one glances
into these quaint old studies and bed-
rooms, the brief abodes of generations
of the sons of Nova Scotia, one can-
not help but feel how hallowed must
be the associations that linger about
their walls, for noted names in the
annals of the Provinces are to bhe
found in the roll of the alumni.

Attached to the east end of the old
building is Hensley Chapel, a fine
stone edifice erected in 1877 as a mem-
orial to Canon Hensley and built al-
most entirely through the liberality
of Mr. Edward Dinney. At a short
distance from the College stands Con.
vocation Hall, also a stone building,
which dates back to 1863, though on
account of the soft nature of the ma-
terial used in its construction it ap-
pears to be much older. The Hall,
where all College functions take place
occupies the upper floor, while on thé
ground floor is located King’s College
Library, one of the most valuable ang
interesting collections of hooks in Am.
eriea,

-y
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The nucleus of this famous library
was a gift of fifty pounds made
in 1790 by Mr. Lambert, of Bos-
ton, followed by contributions of one
hundred pounds each by Dr. Croke
and Mr. Brymner, of Halifax. In
1799 the governors of the College
commissioned John Inglis, later Bis-
hop of Nova Scotia, but then a young
man of twenty-two, to go to Eng]aqd
to purchase books. IHe succeeded in
interesting many influentizl persons,
and the collection which he brought
back, including gifts from the Uni-
versity of Oxford, the trustees of the
British Museum, and several private
individuals, was probably at that time,
with the exception of the library at
Laval, the most valuable in British
North America. The library now
numbers more than 15,000 volumes,
among which are many rare titles.

The College grounds also contain
the residences of a numbex of the pro-
fessors and the Collegiate School,
where boys are prepared for matricu-
lation. Not far distant stands Edge-
hill, a church school for girls, the
whole comprising a group of edueca-
tional institutions, with their appur-
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tenances, which afford opportunities
of education of a high order. The
College town of Windsor is far
enough away to permit of these
schools and colleges being a little
world unto themselves,

Up to 1854 King’s College was a
State institution and was under Gov-
ernment control. TIts history during
this period was chequered, for it was
made the subject of bitter controversy
between those who wished to maintain
it as a purely Church college and
those who took broader grounds and
would have thrown it open to all.
But the Act of Assembly in 1854 sev-
ered it from State control and com-
mitted its future to the care of the
alaomni. At present it is struggling
along with an inadequate endowment,
and there is great need for enlarge-
ment and new equipment.

The second of the maritime univer-
sities in point of age is the State-
owned University of New Brunswick
at Fredericton. It was founded and
incorporated as the College of New
Brunswick in 1800. Tn 1828 its chart-
er was surrendered and a new Royal
Charter was granted by the Crown,
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incorporating the institution under
the name of King’s College. TUntil
1859 it was conducted under this
name, but in that year an Act was
passed establishing it again as the
University of New Brunswick.
Standing in extensive wooded
grounds overlooking the beautiful
provincial capital, the University
buildings command a wide prospect
of hill and dale, river and mountain.
The main building is approached by
a winding driveway that climbs the
hill beneath arching elms and other
fine old trees, or else a short-cut, fam-
iliarly known as the ‘‘rocky road to
learning,”” may be taken that leads
the visitor up a woodland path of
great natural beauty to its immediate

IN THE COLLEGE GROUNDS,
UNIVERSITY OF NEW BRUNSWICK
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neighbourhood. ~ The building is a
substantial and solid structure of
stone without any great claim to areh.
iteetural beauty. It contains the lee-
ture-rooms, convocation hall, museum,
library and president’s apartments,

A short distance from the main
building stands the Engineering
Building, a serviceable structure of
red brick, the foundation stone of
which was laid during the centennial
celebration of May, 1900. It was
erected with money obtained by
grants of the Provincial Government
and the city of Fredericton and by
subseriptions from friends and form.
er students of the University. It
contains on the first floor the engin-
eering, lecture-room, drafting-room,
museum and library; on the ground
floor the physies lecture-room and
laboratory, while in the basement are
the electrical, cement and engineering
laboratories, work shop, boiler and
dynamo rooms. It is well equipped
throughout for the purpose for which
it was erected.

A third college building is the gym-
nasium, also a brick structure, stand-
ing near the engineering building.
It too is well equipped. There is no
college residence, and students must
find board down in the town.

Dalhousie University, the
of the seven universities
Provinces, occupies a somewhat
anomalous position in that it is
neither a State-endowed or State.
supported institution nor a de-
nominational foundation. It ealls
itself a provincial university and,
in that it is non-demominational,
it may lay some claim to the distine-
tion. Tts history has some points of
interest. It was founded in 1818 by
the Right Honourable George Ram-
say, ninth Earl of Dalhousie, from
whom it derives its name. The opri
ginal endowment was obtained from
funds collected at the port of Castine.
Maine, during its occupation in 1814
by Sir John Sherbrooke, then Lieu.
tenant-Governor of Nova Scotia. TIn
a letter to Lord Bathurst, dated De.

third
of the
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cember 14, 1817, Lord Dalhousie, with
the unanimous consent of the Council,
proposed that £9,750 of these funds be
devoted to the ‘‘founding of a college
or Academy on the same plan and
principle as that in Edinburgh, open
to all occupations and sects of reli-
gion. Lord Bathurst replied expres-
sing the Prince Regent’s approval,
and the college building was begun
in 1819. It was completed in 1821,
and an Act was passed incorporating
the governors, who consisted of the
Giovernor-General of British North
America, the Lieutenant-Governor of
Nova Scotia, the Bishop, the Chief
Justice, the President of the Couneil,
the Treasurer of the Province, the
Speaker of the House of Assembly,
and the President of the College. In
1822, 1824 and 1826 attempts were
made both by the British Government
and the Board of Governors to effect
a union with King’s College, while
meanwhile no steps were taken to set
the college going. In 1838, however,
it at last went into operation. Uni-
versity powers were granted in 1841,
tut in 1845 the College was again
closed, the governors deeming it ad-
visable to allow the funds of the in-
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stitution to accumulate. Not until
1863 did it once more become an
active place of education. In that
year it was reorganised under an Act
which empowered the board of gov-
ernors to grant to any body of
Christians or any individual or num-
ber of individuals, the privilege of
nominating a representative to the
board and a professor for every chair
in the College supported by them to
the extent of twelve hundred dollars
a year. In consequence of this pro-
vision, the Presbyterian Church came
into a partial control of the College,
which has since been discontinued,
leaving Dalhousie to the support of
private endowment.

The present building of Dalhousie
College was erected in 1887, largely
through the munificence of Sir Wil-
liam Young. Tt is a serviceable strue-
ture, but not nearly commodious
enough for the growing needs of the
College. Accordingly, new property,
comprising an estate of forty acres
beautifully situated on the North
West Arm, has beer acquired and
plans are now ready for the erection
there of a library and a physies and
chemistry laboratory. These will be
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followed by a mew arts building and
university residences, leaving the old
building for the medical and dental
schools.

Dalhousie is the largest of all the
maritime universities in that it in-
cludes besides the customary facul-
ties of arts and science, faculties of
law, medicine and dentistry as well.
Its location in Halifax gives it a
greater field from which to draw stu-
dents than the colleges in smaller
places. City life, too, appeals to the
young people, and, as it is untrammel-
ed by the rules of any church, a great-
er liberty is accorded them.

Acadia, the Baptist University at
Wolfville, comes next in order. Sit-
uated in the midst of a beautiful,
sloping wooded park, it is ideslly
placed for the purpose. It dates back
to 1838, when it was founded by the
Nova Secotia Baptist Education So-
ciety. At first it was incorporated
as Queen’s College, but the name was
scon changed to Acadia. In 1851 the
power of appointing the governors
was transferred to the Baptist Con-
vention of the Maritime Provinces,
which now contributes about $4,000
annually to its support. A half-mil-
lion endowment will soon be complete,
which will place the institution on a
self-suporting basis. No religious
tests are required at Acadia, and over
twenty-five per cent. of the students
belopg to other than the Baptist de-
nominafion,

Apart from the College Hall, com-
pleted in 1879, which contains the lec-
ture-rooms, library, museum, chapel,
assembly hall and executive offices,
there is a fine science building in con-
nection with Acadia. This building
was erected and equipped through the
generosity of Andrew Carnegie, and it
is known as the Carnegie Science
Hall. It is admirably planned and
provides one of the largest and best
equipped laboratories in Eastern Can-
ada. There is also a Manual Train-
ing-Hall and a University Residence
where about sixty of the male stu-
dents can find accommodation, be-

sides a residence for the women
students.

Acadia has three faculties—arts
and sciences, applied science and
theology. It is affiliated with MeGill
University in medicine, and like the
other Nova Scotia colleges has an
arrangement with the new Noya
Scotia Technical College at Halifax,
whereby it provides the first two years
of the course at that institution,
There are in association with it, col-
legiate schools for both boys and girls
and during the college year the little
town of Wolfville is alive with the
young people who attend the various
institutions, there being no fewer
than six hundred students in all de-
partments.

The fifth university, that of St.
Francis Xavier at Antigonish, Nova
Scotia, is a Roman Catholic founda-
tion dating back to 1855, when it was
established as St. Francis Xavier’s
College. Tt was chartered in 1866
and endowed with full university
powers in 1882. Of recent years it
has shown marked expansion. A fine
new science hall has just been com.
pleted, being one of the handsomest
buildings of its kind in the Provinee.
Designed in steel, its walls are of hard
red brick with sandstone trimmings,
‘The ornamentation of the building is
limited to a simple treatment of brick
panels and stone blocks, its general
style of architecture being Anglo-
Gothie. A handsome chapel has also
Just been completed, the gift of an
old student, J. E. Somers, M.D.
LL.D., of Cambridge, Mass. Tt too
is Anglo-Gothic in style, 47 x 95 feet
in size, and built of dark red brick
and light-coloured Nova Scotia sand-
stone. Tt will accommodate five hun.
dred students easily. The main build-
ing of the College consists of five
wings which have been built at vapi.
ous times during the past thirty
years, as the requirements of the in.
stitution demanded them,

The sixth of the maritime group, the
University of Mount Allison College,
is situated at Sackville, New Bruns.
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wick, near the interprovincial bound-
ary. Sackville is a genuine college
town. The numerous buildings com-
prising the University and its allied
colleges dominate the place and seem
to form the centre of its activities.
Mount Allison is not outside the town.
It is in the midst of it, and while
there may be a few industries in the
place, it is the college that occupies
the position of prominence. It is
safe to say that to the tourist, the
educational institutions grouped on
the hillside above the main street of
the town, will present many surprises.

The University itself was the third
foundation of what are nowa trio of
institutions—the Academy for boys,
established in 1843; the Ladies’ Col-
lege, started in 1854 ; and the Univer-
sity, founded in 1863. All three are
closely allied and all three have had
a like development. Launched as the
Mount Allison Wesleyan College, its
charter was amended in 1886 and the
name changed to the University of
Mount Allison College. Although the
University is under the auspices of
the Methodist Church, as a majority
of the Board of Regents are appoinfed
by the General Conference of that
body, mo denominationl test or
requirement is imposed on either
teachers or taught.

As one proceeds up the hill, noting
the size, number and solidity of the
various college buildings, with the
pretty homes of the professors in well-
kept grounds, and the park-like sur-
roundings of the entire group, one
eannot fail ‘to realise that Mount
Allison plays an important part in
the educational life of the Provineces
by the sea. The men’s residence
built of red stone would do credit
70 the largest university. It has ae-
commodation for over one hundred
and thirty students and it has always
a waiting list. Standing four stories
high with a frontage of two hundred
and twenty feet, it presents a com-
manding appearance as it overlooks
the town. It is equipped with all
the modern conveniences and has
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rooms single or in suites. Close at
hand are the athletie grounds. Mem-
orial Hall, also a stone building in
the Gothic style, contains the lecture-
rooms, the college chapel and the
library. Near by is the MeClellan
Hall of Science. Convoeation cere-
monies and other events in eollege
life take place in the fine large
Charles Fawcett Memorial Hall,
erected in 1910 and presented to the
University by Mrs. F. Ryan and Mr.
Charles Fawecett. Another building
of impressive appearance is the Owens
Museum of Fine Arts, founded by
the late John Owens of St. John,
New Brunswick, for the purpose of
establishing a gallery or school of art.
Of they Ladies’ College, which has
grown into one of the largest in-
stitutions of its kind in Canada, it is
not within the scope of the article to
deal.

St. Joseph’s College at Memram-
cook dates back to October, 1864,
when it was established by Father
Camille Lefebvre to provide higher
education for the sens of Roman
Catholies in New Brunswick. TUntil
1876 an old academy building was
utilised but in that year a $40,000
stone building was erected to accom-
modate the growing institution. Then
in 1885 an ell, originally wooden but
later faced with stone, was added.
Other buildings have been erected on
College Hill, chief of which is
Lefebvre Hall, the alumni’s memorial
to the founder of the university. It
was in 1888 that St. Joseph’s first
conferred degrees on her graduates
and not until 1898 that she assumed
her present distinctive title of uni-
versity.

Tt is significant that the heads of
the six maritime universities are all
comparatively young men. The new
president of Dalhousie, Professor
McKenzie, who was appointed to sue-
ceed Dr. Forest last July; Dr. Bor-
den, president of Mount Allison
University, also a new appointment
last year; Dr. C. C. Jones, chancellor
of the University of New Brunswick,
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who became head of the University in
1905; the Rev. Mr. Powell, who has
heen principal of King’s College since
1910; Dr. G. B. Cutten, president of
Acadia since 1910, and Dr. H. P. Maec-
Pherson, president of St. Franeis
Xavier, are all young men af ability
and energy, under whose guidance
these various institutions will make
as much progress as is humanly pos-
sible.

Intercourse between the umiver-
sities is confined to the debating plat-
form. There is a debating league of
which six are members, and each
year witnesses three debates among
them. In sports the University of
New Brunswick, Mount Allison and
Acadia have leagued together for
football and hockey. Apart from this,
each college has its own local interests,
and as all of them except St.
Francis Xavier and St. Joseph’s
countenance co-education, there are
plenty of opportunities for the
students to indulge in social pur-
suits. Organisations both social and
literary are numerous and keep up
interest during the winter months.

The character and scope of the
education to be obtained at any one
of the maritime universities is prefty
much the same as is to be had at the
others. There are faculties of arts in
all six. Theology is taught in the
sectarian institutions. Law and medi-
cine are confined to Halifax. It is
significant that special attention is
being paid to science everywhere and
the science halls at St. Farnecis
Xavier, Acadia and New Brunswick
would do eredit to much larger uni-
versities. New Brunswick alone so
far has established a faculty of for-
estry. To enter any further into
the curricula of the universities
would involve the reader in a mass of
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detail that would simply confuse the
mind.

Some idea of the size of the mari-
time universities may be derived from
a calculation of the mnumber of stu-
dents registered at each during 1910-
1911 as recorded in the respective
college calendars. Dalhousie leads
with a total of 413 students, 263 of
whom are in arts and science, sixty-
eight in law, seventy-one in medicine
and eleven in dentistry. Next comes
the University of St. Francis Xavier
with a total of 251, in all courses.
The University of New Brunswick
records 249, of whom 165 are in arts
and science, seventy-four in engineer.
ing and sixteen in forestry. Mount
Allison shows 243 in arts, engineering
and theology. Acadia has 230, of
whom 176 are in arts and science,
twenty-two in theology, thirty-six in
applied science and seventeen in
special ‘work, with twenty-three in
two courses. Lastly, King’s College
has forty-four students in all courses.
The total is 1,430, or an average of
238 for each college.

The maritime universities owe
their continued existence largely to
the munificence of their graduates
and such church people as take g
pride in advancing the interests of
their own religious foundations. TIg
needs but little research to find that
in all departments of college life
the purse of the benefactor has been
opened liberally. Buildings preserye
the names of their founders. Pro-
fessorial chairs and undergraduate
scholarships are endowed by zealous
supporters. Laboratories, libraries,
and museums are enriched 'by the
gifts of well-wishers. And in this
respect the maritime universities are
very human, for they reflect the best
life of the Proivnees.



MADAME NANTEL
BY M. G. COOK

BLICIE DESCHAMPS, at seven-
teen, was as charmingly pretty a
little French-Canadian girl as one
could wish to see, with a pure and
flower-like quality of beauty that is
very much rarer among that race
than gipsy-like colouring or spark-
ling vivacity and grace. Not that she
lacked gaiety; far from it. But she
was dévote, and was almost sure she
had a vocation to be a religieuse.
From her earliest childhood she had
visions of herself in the white robes
of a missionary Franeciscan, teaching
and nursing the heathen and dying a
heroic death in some far-away for-
eign land. She would work herself
into an ecstasy of emotion as she
knelt in the dimness of the little con-
vent chapel, and she burnt a candle
at the shrine of her patron saint.
Religion to the French-Canadian
woman of the people is the founda-
tion and meaning of life. Every-
thing else is subordinate to it and
is interpreted by its light. This does
not necessarily mean interminable
prayers, or meticulous observance of
Church discipline; for these may be
entirely lost sight of when a woman
is bearing and bringing up her fam-
ily and working hard to keep it, but
it is an informing spirit, an unfail-
ing support. The affectionate and
familiar dependence on the sympathy
of Mary the Mother of God the
security of her interest in the small-
est domestice affairs and of the power
of her tender intercession with le bon
Dieu gives strength to face wit}x cour-
age what would otherwise be intoler-
able aspects of life. The Church,
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however poor, represents the source
of purity and eonsolation; the priest,
however common and shabby and
eager to hurry through the office, is
the elect of God, living in the pres-
ence of His mysteries; the altar, how-
ever crude and tawdry; the musie,
however harsh, supply the poetry
and colour of life, as well as the
food of the soul, and keep faith alive.
And among no other class is faith so
living a thing, or duty so inspiring
a motive power, as among the French-
Canadian working women.

Madame Robillard, a  well-to-
do florist, was the aunt of Félicie and
had brought her up from infancy.
She took no notice whatever of the
visions, but spared no pains in teach-
ing her niece all the practical virtues
of the French-Canadian housewife, to
sew, to buy, to cook, to clean and
keep house with a wax-like perfec-
tion of neatness, thrift and economy.
Apart from this Félicie had the usual
convent education of girls of her
station in life. She was sincerely
religious, and beneath the emotional-
ism of her class and the quick and
thrilling responsiveness of her nature
to the outward ceremonies of her
faith, were stability of character and
a steadfast sense of duty that is sel-
dom found in the woman without
religion.

The coming of ‘‘P’tit Georges
Nantel, tall, well-set-up, good-looking,
one day put the missionary visions
to flicght and justified Madame
Robillard’s theory of education.
P’tit Georges, with his bright, senti-
mental eyes, his flashing smile and

"
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his persuasive and caressing voice,
quickly eonvinced Félicie that she
had a vocation for love and marriage.
Her aunt married her off handsome-
ly, gave her her blessing and a vari-
ety of other things and turmed her
attention with some relief to her own
growing up daughters.

Félicie went off to the big city
where P’tit George carried on the
excellent trade of a bricklayer, and
emerging a little from the happy con-
fusion of new clothes and her sud-
denly acquired dignity of matrimony,
began the practice of household vir-
tues instilled by her aunt, in a com-
fortable little tenement of four
rooms., Her content was absolute.
At the end of the first year, by in-
dustry and good management, the
young couple found themselves au-
dessus de leurs affaires, as Félicie
wrote to her aunt, and were able to
rent and furnish a house for them-
selves; and here, a few weeks later,
their first child, Marie-Gabrielle-
Annociation—ecalled Anna for short
—was born. They made a little fes-
tivity over the christening, and the
days which followed were the su-
premely happy ones of Félicie’s life.

Whether she neglected him for the
child, or whether he had always in-
clined to it, Félicie never knew, it
may have been only prosperity, or it
may have been inherent weakness
asserting itself, for he was a good-
natured, easily led creature, but
P’tit Georges began to drink a little.
Sometimes he would go out in the
evenings and would come in smelling
of whiskey and a little inclined to
be noisily demonstrative and would
fling himself on the bed and fall heav-
ily asleep, often without undressing.
Félicie was a little anxious and
frightened at these times, but her
hushand would be quite himself again
for weeks and she would be reassured.

When their second child was born,
P’tit Georges, owing to a strike, had
been out of work for some weeks.
Télicie struggled out of bed, gave
over her children to the care of a

neighbour, and went out working by
the day. By this, as some might say,
she fixed her own doom, for P’tit
Georges quickly realised that the sup-
port of his family need no longer fall
upon him alone, and from that. easily
came to feel that occasional contribu.
tions from him were all that anyone
could expect. They sold some of
their furniture and moved into a
much poorer and cheaper house, and
the slipping down of P’tit Georges
became swifter. He was no longer
nice to look at, he was careless and
haggard and irritable and he com-
plained that the children eried and
crowded. He worked at fitful inter-
vals and spent most of his money in
drink. Félicie still loved him and did
her best for him and prayed that he
might give up drink and be as he had
been when she married him. She got
the priest to make him sign the
pledge once, but he broke it, and she
took the sin upon her own soul and
strove to expiate it for him. They
sank down and down and moveq
from one poor place to another till it
seemed as if nothing harder or poorer
remained.  Félicie supported the
family entirely, working early ang
late, silently and doggedly. Rach
year brought her the agony of a child
but it never occurred to her to com.
plain. If le bon Dieu sent them, well
and good, and He took most of them
away again with speed. Félicie look.
ed upon these little flowers of angel.
hood as so many spiritual assets
pure, heavenly beings praying he!’.
soul out of purgatory and perhaps
expressly sent to be the means of gay.
ing the soul of P’tit Georges. He fop
his part got used to taking the little
coffin yearly out to the cemetery ang
holding it on his knee during the
long drive, would wonder rather sty.
pidly at the expensive dispositions
of Providence. When he had deposit.
cd the little box in the earth he woulq
have a good drink to forget his sop.
row. He was known to the neigh-
bours as un bon pour rien, but never
because of a word dropped by I
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pauvre Madame Nantel, and they
moved so often that no one knew
them intimately.

She endured her husband well and
still had rare gleams of tenderness
for him and would renew her efforts
to give him some little comfort or
distraction that might keep him from
drink and the streets. e was her
husband—in- the inscrutable provi-
dence of le bon Diew a bad one, but
still by the divine right of marriage
entitled to her faithfulness and care.
The thought of divorce does not cross
the mind of that class, and at no time
oceurs to the Catholie, of course—it
is a costly luxury for the godless
Protestant rich. If P’tit Georges
had beaten and injured her so that
she could no longer support him, or if
he had cruelly ill-used the children,
Félicie might, on the advice of a
priest, have left him. But he re-
frained from physical violence, and
the brutalities that merely fall on
the heart and soul can be borne.

The slow, hardworking, emotionless
years passed, and Madame Nantel
worked as she breathed, without
thinking of any other possible con-
dition of life. All the fresh prettiness
of Félicie Deschamps had vanished
long ago. The bent and distorted fig-
ure was thread-like ; her blue eyes were
always rimmed with red, not from
tears—a long-abandoned luxury—but
from sheer exhaustion and years of
insufficient sleep ; and her scanty hair
was combed back from a little lined,
colourless face that bore a patient
look of resignation to a life too over-
whelming for her to understand. She
was mever ill, or rather she took no
notice of any illness or fatigue. At
one time she was able to take sewing
in at might, or go out to do it, but
the amount of other work she had
constantly to do had so roughened
and stiffened her hands that she could
no longer ply a needle, except toil-
somely for herself and the children.
She went charing at a dollar a day,
and was happy when she discovered
that there were offices and public
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buildings where she could get night
employment and add to her earnings.
Her hushand seldom had any work
and drank what little he made. When
his drunken fits were on him and he
was in a half-stupor for days, he grew
cunning and would search every-
where for Félicie’s savings laid aside
for the rent and would pawn any-
thing he could lay his hands on.
Once he slipped her wedding ring
off as she lay asleep and pawned it.
He quailed before her when he came
home that night and went with her
without a word to redeem it—with
her money. One day Anna, the
pretty child who had been employed
in a factory for a year or two, got
‘“‘into trouble’’; a common enough
story, for there is no protection for
the very poor and the shop-girls and
factory children go to and from their
work and run about the streets ex-
posed to unspeakable danger and
temptation. Her mother was filled
with a horror of despair and self-
reproach, though in her life of un-
ending slavery she had no possible
means of caring for the seuls and
guarding the bodies of her children.
Anna, barely fifteen years old, the
treasure of her one happy y.ar to
be brought to this!

The girl herself was bold, sulky
and frightened by turns, well started
on the path which seems to offer such
compensations, but her mother would,
by superhuman effort, have kept her
and sheltered her, had not P’tit
Georges, unexpectedly half-sober,
come upon them together at an hour
when both were usually working ; and,
cursing, he demanded an explanation.
Their silence roused his brutality and
seizing Anna by the arm he flung her
into the street with a violence that
called the neighbours to doors and
windows to fall upon the tragedy
with evil tongues. Félicie ran after
her stumbling, blinded by an anguish
that made her for once unconscious
of the neighbours’ eyes, and took her
to the nuns to be cared for and kept
in the reformatory of the convent.
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She moved her family away from
that neighbourhood at once. 3
Every vestige of feeling toward her
husband had died, except a dull sen-
sation that was really smouldering
hatred, but which when she looked at
him made her clasp her hands over
her breast, believing that she suffered
physical pain. She prayed that God
would either take her or P’tit
Georges from the world, explaining
that it had better be P’tit Georges,
however, ‘‘or who will work for the
children.”’
This prayer was not answered.
She continued to work, chiefly at
charing, for him and for the two
children who yet remained to her.
One day P’tit Georges who had
nearly forgotten his trade, got a job
at bricklaying again and stuck to it,
sober, for over a month. Félicie was
almost beginning to know the sensa-
tion of hope again, when one day
they brought him in to her on a
stretcher, apparently dead. He had
pitched on his head from a high scaf-
folding. She sat up with him night
after night and nursed him as untir-
ingly as if she loved him, all the time
praying le bon Dieu to take him.
P’tit Georges recovered partially; he
was almost helpless, could not move
without assistance, and was mentally
like a child a year old, but physically
well enough. He was young and
might live a long time. The doctor
and the meighbours, even the priest,
urged Madame Nantel to put him in
the home for incurables where he
would be well looked after and where
she could go and see him constantly,
but she obstinately refused. He was
her husband, who but she should take
care of him? It was her duty. She
was prevailed upon to put her two
little girls into a home, however, and
she settled down in one room to de-
vote herself to the helpless invalid
who bore the outward semblance of
her husband. He was absolutely
dependent upon her, and she had to
do every office for him as one does for
an infant. In the morning she got
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him up, dressed and fed him and set
the room in order before she went
off to her day’s work. She would
put him in a chair near the window
with some odds and ends to play With’
the coloured supplement of a Sunda):
paper, some shells and a string of
empty spools, and a bowl of bread
and milk to eat if he were hungry.
Then she would say to him slowly
and gently, ‘‘Sit here and watch for
me to come back.”” And she would
go to work. He would sit there con-
tentedly all day and would make
childish moises of pleasure when she
returned.

She felt no emotion whatever
towards him; the dull physical sen-
sation of hate was gone, but except
for an anxiety to do the best she
could for him, she seemed incapable
of any feeling. His helplessness did
not appeal to any maternal instinet—
motherhood itself had been crusheq
out of her She was a dumb creature
caught in the great machinery of lifé
from which there is no escape and in
which, the first struggle of panie
over, the vietim becomes passive,

She kept very much to herself, anq
b'emg away all day, had little oeea.
sion to know her neighbours. She
d_1d. not encourage curious or friendly
visits and was considered very proud
Elle est fiere, cette fomme la, they'
said.

G_ng oppressive summer evenin
Félicie was tempted to go out on her
doorstep for a few minutes to breathe
‘the air which even in that narrow
street was a relief from the heat of
the poor room and a rest after the
exhausting work of her day. Ptit
Georges, like a fretful child, cried
to go out too and she moved his chair
to the door and helped him into it
A couple of women were quarrelline
and disputing and their voices filleq
the street, but presently one with-
drew and the other, a stout cossi
with folded arms stood idly st‘arinp
at P’tit Georges, hard-eyed and curig_
ous, on the lookout to give or take
offence. As she eyed them a sudden
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recognition took place and she burst
into loud laughter.

‘“Ah, it’s Madame Nantel,”” she
eried coarsely. ‘‘How is your daugh-
ter in the reformatory, madame? And
your little bastard grandchild?’’

Félicie, to whom the memory of
Anna was a hidden, incurable wound,
always duly insistent, shrank against
the door blindly, and fell without a
word. Some neighbours carried her
in and tried with rough kindness to
revive her. She lay very still, her
livid lips moving in a ghastly way
that suggested horrible suffering.
Presently she opened her eyes and
struggled up. It was nothing, she
said brusquely, the heat merely.
She got rid of the neighbours, got
P’tit Georges to bed, and late that
night went off and found herself
another room far removed from that
neighbourhood. She engaged a man
she knew with a cart to come and
move all her belongings and her hus-
band, and they vanished in the oarly
morning before there were any curi-
ous eyes to see.

P’tit Georges lived for seven years,
and then one morning Madame Nan-
tel woke up and found that he had
died in the night. He lay beside her
with his head to one side, his mouth
slightly open—the same as yesterday,
merely not breathing. He was not
moving to look at even, having attain-
ed the remote and unimagined dig-
nity of death.

His wife flung up her arms in an
effable gesture of freedom. ‘‘Enfin!’’
she eried. ‘‘Il est mort. Grice a
Dieu!”’

Her voice was strange in her ears
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and she was amazed and appalled at
the violence of the emotion that
swept like a great wave over her
soul and body. She was free at last
—thanks to God! Free from a hated
burden, free to live for herself, free
to find and keep and work for her
children. Free! Oh, the good God!

It was as if she had suddenly be-
gun to live after years of deadness,
as if physical sensation, vigorous
and keen, had newly come back to a
paralytic. She wept in a passion of
relief.

By and by she called in the neigh-
bours, who looked at her emotion
with approval and said how much she
would miss him. Presently P’tit
Georges was put into a pine box and
‘‘exposed’” with a proper display of
candles. People came in and out,
discussed the look of the corpse and
the behaviour of the widow—which
was considered admirable—and pray-
ed perfunetorily for the poor soul in
purgatory. Félicie knelt with her
beads in her hands and tears of pure
joy running down her face devoutly
thanking le bon Dieu for his good-
ness.

A few days later she took a place
as cook at eight dollars a month.
She was forty years old and she
looked like an old woman. She very
soon was worth more as she grew
yvounger and stronger and got excel-
lent wages. Now at the end of ten
vears she has saved enough to rent a
house and take in boarders. She has
even bought a piano, acme of French.-
Canadian prosperity, for her two
daughters who live with her and help
her. Anna is dead.




THE GORGON’S HEAD
BY FREDERICK C. CURRY

THE soldier, the priest and the
> journalist dozed in the shadow
of the big Armstrong that frowns
over the King’s Bastion. And
Shamus, known from Esquimalt to
Haliflax, and wherever else the Royal
Canadian Regiment has a few men
posted, as a hardened old bachelor—
Shamus, of all people, was talking
of love.

Father Vaughan had told me that
Shamus had once been rather famous
for his heart-breakings, and he, on
being pressed, pleaded guilty.

““‘But it was long ago,’”’ he said,
‘I was young and foolish then.”’
He paused, and a peculiar smile
played around the cornmers of his
mouth, a smile reminiscent of long-
forgotten joys, of conquests hardly
won. But presently his mouth hard-
ened again into straight lines as he
continued: ‘‘I miay have been a lady-
killer, but I always played fair. As
I found a girl, so I left her, and
that’s more than many can say.’’

And that was how he came to tell
the story, which, for lack of a better
name, I have called the ‘‘“Gorgon’s
Head.”’

It was shortly before the war that
Jack Rafferty joined the ranks of
““K”’ company. Not that that was
his rgal name, for he had tried to en-
list as Smith, but the sergeant, who
was old and new the world, suggested
that a man whose very speech sav-
oured of Cork should be an Irishman
even if he wasn’t; and so as Rafferty
he made his début in the R.C.R.

According to Shamus, under whose
command he had been placed, he

stood six feet, four in his socks and
was as handsome as the devil.
Shamus, by the way, had gathered
his idea of the devil chiefly from
‘““Faust.”’

From the first it was evident that
Rafferty had more education than
was necessary for a private soldier,
and, as he wore an air of being com-
pletely fabove his surroundings, it
was small wonder he was left pretty
much to his own devices. It was
evident that he rankled under this
treatment, for he became increasingly
morose and irritable. Then one day
the inevitable clash clame.

Mike Donelly, of number three
section, seeking for fresh worlds to
conquer and egged on by the others,
whose euriosity respecting Rafferty
had now reached a stage bordering on
the feminine, accused him in that
suave, insinuating tone that hints at
a fight, of being a cashiered officer,
or else of having run away to avoid
marrying a girl.

The last guess apparently struck
home, for so did Rafferty, and when
Donnelly eame out of hospital a Bay
or two later, there was a new cham.
pion in the room answering to the
name of Gentleman Jack and taking
no offence.

And so he won a stlanding in the
R.C.R. and a reputation of being 5
man with a past and the ability o
guard it.

The section was satisfied, and he
wias no longer left out when the bo:
went down for a time on “‘settlement
night,”” and in time he was even in-
vited to the non-coms ball. Tt was

’
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there he met Kitty Cughan. She
was the quartermaster-sergeant’s
daughter and quite easily the belle
of the barracks.

Kitty was an old flame of Shamus’s
and he was wont to deseribe her as
the ‘‘sweetest girl in the garrison,”’
but at this time, owing to a little
falling out, he was eonsoling himself
by visiting the Brady girls.. Mean-
while she was trying to win him back
without his knowing it, for though
Cughan was a widower and Kitty did
pretty much as she pleased, he had
let her know, in no uncertain terms,
that Corporal O’Connor, otherwise
known as Shamus, was the best
mateh in the depot.

So she had guided Shamus through
the maze of a set of Lancers and was
standing beside him while he mopped
his brow and fervently prlayed for a
chance to slip out for a drink.

Suddenly she caught his arm.

““For heaven’s sake, Shamus,’’ she
said, ‘‘give me the next dance or find
me a partner quick. Here comes
that Service Corps corporal.”’

Shamus glanced across the room.

“Why, what’s wrong with Jen-
kins?’’

‘‘Nothing, only he walks all over
your feet. I’ve been saying nothing
but Ave Marias all evening to avoid
him. Hustle now.”’

So Kitty, being in imminent
danger, and Rafferty, being handy,
he introduced the tall blonde and
slipped out to have his drink.

‘When he returned he repented bit-
terly. He was not jealous, but some-
how when he saw the lanky Irishman
smiling down at the little girl, whom
he clasped in his arms as they circled
in and out around the hall, he felt
that he had not Jacted for Kitty’s

“Did you ever see anything like
the grip a bit av a girl can hold on
a big man? ’Tis Nature’s way of
equalising things, I suppose. Now
this chap used to parade up and
down the promenade with half the
girls in the garrison sighing out their

hearts after him, for ’twas divil a
look he’d give them. And then this
little slip av a child, as could hardly
reach his waist, comes along—’twas
a shame, and with none too clean a
record as we knew him, and God
knows what av a past.’’

So he watched the two, not from
jealousy, fo rhe was unaware of his
standing with Cughan, but from an
instinctive mistrust of Rafferty.

““There are two things will drive
an educated man to enlist,”’ was one
of his proverbs; ‘“‘drink and the
devil.”” And Rafferty, strange to
say, didn’t drink.

But he was in no way soothed by
certain gossip which from time to
time reached his ears. For one
thing, while all the other girls were
content to be seen home at tattoo,
Kitty would wait around till Last
Post had sounded, when he would
slip into barracks, leaving her to go
home alone.

So Shamus consulted Father
Vaughan.

Now, Father Vaughan was young
and, moreover, human; so his first
question was as to what chance
Shiamus would have if pitted against
the big champion.

““’Twould be a hard fight,”” said
Shamus, as he looked at his knuckles.

‘““Are you willing to take the
chance?’’ asked the priest.

““Did I ever avoid one?’’ answered
Shamus. ‘‘Besides, there’s Kitty.”’

“You may be too late,’”’ and
Shamus, clenching his fists, strode
down to the married quarters.

“Kitty,”” he said, ‘“‘you will be
havin’ nothing more to do with that
Rafferty man, will you—for he’s not
worth the wink of your eye for all
his fine airs.”’

““Indeed,”” she replied, ‘‘and when
I'm needin’ your advice, Father
O’Connor, I will be askin’ it.”’

He was taken rather aback at her
self-control.

‘““‘But he has been goin’ with you
now the past three months.”’

‘““And what is that to you? Have
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the Brady girls turned you down
that you must come courtin’ me in
this way?”’

Shamus winced, but stuck to his
guns.

“‘It’s not that, Kitty, even I’m not
fit for the likes av you. But every
old woman in the depot is talking of
you now, and it makes my heart sick
to think what ’twill be when the men
that know him start.”’

But she wouldn’t heed, and he
strode away, leaving her sobbing her
heart out over the gate, for, as he
said, ‘‘’tis the nature av women to
persuade themselves that what they
see with their own eyes is not so.”’

So he spent the week in anxious
waiting and praying that fate would
lead Rafferty into his hands before
it was too late.

Then, one day while the men were
idling away on their cots, Rafferty
entered the room in spotless walking-
out order, his face as livid as his
tunic. 'Walking right past his own
cot to the far end of the room, he
shook his fist under Shamus’s nose.

‘“’Tis a good thing you have stripes
to protect you, Corporal,’”’ he said,
““but, don’t forget, T will square
things with you yet, you lying
hound.”’

“There is no time like the pre-
sent,”” answered Shamus, as he cooly
stripped off jacket and shirt. ¢ How
did you serew up courage to speak
to her?”’

By this time the room was awake
to the fact that a fight was brewing,
and the men were crowding around.
Rafferty in turn stripped to the
waist, revealing on his right forearm
a large blotch of tatooing. It stood
out now on the flushed skin, a girl’s
head with loathsome, snaky curls—
the Gorgon’s head.

Shamus smiled confidently. Raf-
ferty was uneasy. He was uncertain
just how barrack-room etiquette
stood with regard to combats of this
sort. There is a vast difference be-
tween even a corporal and a private.
But ‘“man to man’’ was the word,

and Shamus nodded assent. If he
was caught now it would mean the
loss of his stripes at the very least:
but, then, there was Kitty. :

The fight that followed is famous
in the history of the company. The
first few rounds showed nothing,
The two men were merely gaugin
each other’s strength. The fifth
round ended in a clinch.

“In a month or two she’ll be glad
enough to marry Hogan,”’ hissed
Rafferty, as they forced him back
into his corner.

The insult was unmistakable, ang
after that Shamus fought no longer
for himself, but for Kitty Cughan.

The rounds certainly did not lack
interest now. Weight was beginning
to tell in the corporal’s favour, for
though Rafferty had the advantage in
reach his blows seemed to loose their
strength before they thudded on the
solid flesh of the little non-com.

Meanwhile the clink of spurs an-
nounced the approach of an officer
and before the two men could bé
forced apart the door was thrown
open, revealing the Colonel and the
Surgeon.

In another minute Rafferty wasg
being marched off to the guard-room
pending an inquiry, while Sha,mus’
was reporting to the sergeant-major
who, knowing the cause of thé
trouble, wasted no sympathy upon
him and administered a lecture on
the evil of ‘‘bedevilling with women
anyway.’’ g

A general inspection diverted the
C*ololnel’s attention, and Raffe
availed himself of the opportun;
to desert. i

Then, the twenty-one days bej
up, he was posted as a deserter, ang
the company, excepting Shamus
promptly forgot him. 5

“Yes,”” said Shamus, ‘‘he disap.
peared as queer as he came, leavin?
no one to miss him but Kitty. Ang
she, poor girl, cried her heart out
over him, for bad as he was she loveq
him,”’

‘“And—"’ T suggested.
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“I was comin’ to that. She en-
tered the convent. Father Vaughan
brings me word of her yet. As for
him, I never wish to hear of him
again unless ’tis that he’s beyond all
schemin’.”’

For a minute or two he gazed far
away, past the distant hills across
the river, and ‘then, knocking his
pipe on his heel, rose and turned
toward the barracks. And as we
retraced our way the brazen notes of
a bugle came cla;m;zuring to our ears.

It was some months later that

Father Vaughan and I were walking
down one of the side streets of old
Quebec. The January sun was hon-
eycombing the snowbanks, and from
time to time large masses of ice and
snow would crash down on the side-
walk from the neighbouring house-
OpSs.
: pWe tramped gaily through the
slush on the road. Ahead of us
strode a tramp just released from the
nearby jail. The priest noted the
straw hat and thin summer attire of
the man and nodded towards him.

““There’s eivilisation for you!
What else can the man do but rob
someone and get sent up for the rest
of the winter?”’

I was about to reply, when our
attention was arrested by the pecu-
liar actions of the man we were
watching. Looking uneasily from
roof to roof he suddenly darted and
seized a little child that was playing
on the sidewalk. But too late. There
was the clutching, tearing sound .of
rending ice and an avalanche of ice
and snow struck man and ehild.

‘When we reached the spot the
child was sitting up and sobbing, but
the man lay horribly still. The priest
shook his head anxiously as he pulled
aside several large lumps of ice;
and, hailing a passing sleigh, (we
hurried him to the Hospital of the
Bleeding Heart.
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A hurried examination told us he
would probably live till morning, and
leaving Father Vaughan with him, 1
hurried back to the office.

‘‘This is a story for your paper,’’
he said, as he met me at the door
next morning, but something in his
eyes told me it was not. The house
surgeon accompanied us to the bed-
side and drew the screens around us.

Then the priest, bending, bared
the right arm. I was prepared for
a surprise, but hardly for what I saw
then, for there on the skin, now so
white from six months’ confinement,
was the Gorgon’s Head, with its
gruesome curls. The voice of the
house surgeon called us back to the
present.

‘““He’s sinking rapidly,”’ he said.

“Well,”” said Father Vaughan,
‘“Call Sister Mary Theresa.”’

The nun entered noiselessly. He
said nothing, but somehow I felt this
must be Kitty Cughan.

Her eyes swept from one to the
other of us and then fell on the bared
arm lying so still on the counterpane.
She recognised the bloteh of tatooing
instantly.

““Jack, Jack,”’ she sobbed, and
threw herself beside him.

The dying man opened his eyes
and gazed in wonderment at the
kneeling figure. Then some chord of
memory was stirred and he saw, not
the sombre habitted nun that knelt
by his side, but the gay Kitty Cughan
of bye-gone days.

“Kitty, Kitty,”” he breathed, ‘‘I’ve
come back.”’

And when she raised her head, her
face shone as with the happiness
and peace that ‘““‘passeth all under-
standing.’’

““Father,”” she asked, ‘“have I done
wrong ?’’

““No, my child,”’ answered Father
Vaughan.

And T closed the door softly and
crept away to tell Shamus.



THE DREAM HERD
BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

THE Empress Jane was dreaming.

Thirty years as the chief per-
forming elephant of the Continental
Menagerie had not obliterated the
memories of a century of freedom.
Part of the tremendous energy of her
majestic bulk she was dissipating
innocuously by rhythmic swaying at
her tether; part was seething beneath
that hilly forehead of hers, and
strange, wild dreams that lifted her
out of the man era and carried her
back into the Mastadonic Age were
hers.

Quiet reigned in the menagerie.
There had been two days of travel.
There had been the shouting and
hammering and struggling of men
as the waggon-cages had been run
into pace, and the great all-encom-
passing marquee had been erected.
Then the animals had been fed and
now, in the brief period that remain-
ed before the excitement of the even-
ing performance, quiet settled down
upon the menagerie.

Monkeys nodded wupon their
perches, lions lolled in stately ease,
resting camels chewed their cuds.
Nearly all the motley collection of
denizens of swamp and mountain,
jungle and plain, ;were dozing or
sleeping.

But the subdued afternoon light
that filtered through the roof of the
marquee revealed some of the ani-
mals in wakeful moods. A hyena
appeared at regular intervals at the
bars of his cage. The restless click-
click of his claws, as he trotted fev-
erishly around his pen was th.e only
disturbing sound in the stillness,
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except for an occasional sigh from
the camels.

The white head of a polar bear
could be seen as it swung to and fro
before the bars. Both hyena ang
bear, however, were preoccupied.
One animal alone was on the alert,
It was a large Russian wolf, When
men were around this animal trotted
incessantly about its cage, stari
into vacancy. Now it stood perfect-
ly still in its eage, serutinising with
a look of almost human intelligence
in its eyes the scene in the menagerie,

‘While the wolf watched, the ele-

‘phant dreamed. Her thoughts slip-

ped easily away from her life in eap-
tivity. Some sight or sound that day
had awakened long-silent memories,
No more was she in spirit the docile
citizen of a civilised country. For.
gotten were the tricks she had learn.
ed—tricks the performance of which
was like using a steam hammer for
driving pins. Forgotten were the
marquee, the caged animals, the
crowds of gaping sightseers, her own
leg shackles.

She lived again her life in a far.
off age, amid the strange fauna and
the tropical riot of life of the Congo
jungles.

Men then were not like the white,
masterful men she now knew. They
were black and naked and puny and
they appeared only occasionally, like
troublesome insects, on the outskirtg
of the great elephant herd to which
she belonged. For a hundred Years
before any man on this continent was
born she had roamed the wilds. For
a century she was a unit in a herd so
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vast that when it travelled in the
open it covered the landscape with
a billowy sea of monstrous life: a
sea whose movement in its swift
travels was like the roar of muffled
thunder.

Her dreams encompassed some of
these great journeys, when the herd,
after long periods of contented rest,
would be marshalled by its leaders
to sweep over plain and through
forests in a vast, devastating host.
They brought back to her, too, the
loves and hates of the herd life; the
damp earth smell and mysterious
gloom of the jungle; the joy of bath-
ing in the silent forest pools; the
beating sun of the plains; the terrific
tropic storms, when the leaders of
the herd, steaming in the hissing
rain, threw back to the thunder the
challenge of their trumpeting.

Thus, with her eyes closed, she
swayed and dreamed. And the wolf,
standing like a statue in its cage,
wateched her—watched the camels
and tigers and lions, the polar bear
and all the animals of the ill-assorted
household. Not a movement escaped
those watchful eyes.

Presently the wolf turned its head
and looked intently at the door at
the far end of the amphitheatre. The
door opened. The manager and two
negroes entered. Instantly there
was a stir among the animals. The
wolf began running backwards and
forwards, gazing into vacancy. Mon-
keys chattered quietly. A sacred
Brahmin cow lying next to the cam-
els got up, twisted its tail on its back
and stretched.

The negroes were trying to get an
engagement at the menagerie.

“And T tell you, boss,”’ said one
of them, ““when we finish up with a
war dance the people nearly go crazy,
they clap so much.”

“Well, off with your clothes and
lets see what you can do,”’ said the
manager. ‘‘Perhaps T'll try you out
for a week. And any way I can’t
offer you more than five dollars a
week each and your grub.”’
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The negroes threw off every stitch
of their clothing, stuck up a target
and began to give an exhibition' of
assegai-throwing. Then they did a
war-dance, indulging in gyrations,
contortions and yelling that woke the
whole menagerie to irritated life.

The Empress Jane stopped her
swaying. She began to fret at her

“tether and to blow sharp blasts of

air from her trunk. A lion roared,
parrots screamed. A warmer and
more acrid smell filled the marquee.

The manager, sitting on a box and
smoking, calmly watched the excited
negroes.

All at once the Empress Jane
stopped her fretful tramp. With
tail and trunk rigid, and her little
eyes red and fiery, she stared at the
yelling, gyrating negroes as though
fascinated.

The manager did not see the
strange behaviour of the great ani-
mal. If he had he would not have
known that the sight of these naked,
yelling negroes carried the memory
of the beast back to a great elephant
hunt that took place seventy years
before in the Congo, when a horde
of yelling, naked black men stam-
peded the herd, drove a portion into
a corral, killed her baby and took
her captive.

The veneer of civilisation and of
diseipline dropped from the Empress
Jane. Once more she was a terrified
and raging captive in the corral.
Once more she saw the hosts of jab-
bering black men who were always
too swift and too cunning for her.

But now two of them were near
her. Two of them she might cateh.

With a mighty lunge she tore the
great iron peg to which she was leg-
shackled from the ground. A couple
of swift strides and she had seized
one of the writhing black figures in
her trunk, swung it on high and
dashed it to the ground.

The manager ran up to her, yelling
in the stern, compelling voice with
which he had many times cowed re-
fractory animals.
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She seized him in her trunk and
flung him with a crash against the
bars of the polar bear’s cage. He
fell, a limp heap, to the ground.

Meanwhile the other black man
had escaped under a cage and into
the open.

The elephant turned to the insen-
sible negro on the ground, trampled
the last faint sparks of life out of
him, then hurled him among the
sereaming camels.

Lifting her trunk on high she
trumpeted her triumph to the herd of
her dreams.

The whole menagerie was now in a
fever of excitement. To the trumpet-
ing of the elephant was added the
roar of the lions, the terrifying howl
of the wolves, the incessant, appalling
seream of a jaguar, the ear-splitting
screeches of the parrots and cocka-
toos, with the minor accompaniments
of snarls and growls from scores of
savage throats.

Some of the attendants came run-
ning in to see the cause of the uproar.
One glance at the trumpeting ele-
phant, running around the circle of
the menagerie, her trunk in the air
and the chain of her shackles drag-
ging behind her, was enough. They
rushed forth calling for TLeopold,
the elephant’s keeper—the man un-
der whose sway the great beast was
as docile as a child.

Leopold came running across the
ground.

‘““What’s wrong?’’ he cried.

‘“It’s the big elephant! She’s
gone crazy!’’

Leopold hastened into the meang-
erie. At that moment the elephant,
still raging around the circle of the
cages, caught sight of the limp form
of the manager, lying under the
bear’s cage. With trunk outstretch-
ed, she rushed forward to seize the
body.

““Jane!”’

The man’s voice, pronouncing that
single word, broke through the hub-
bub clear as a bugle note.

The elephant stopped dead and

turned. There was a moment’s lull.
““What’s the matter, old girl?”’

Ears and trunk dropped at once,
She stood looking uncertainly at hep
keeper.

““What’s the matter, old girl?’’

The kindly voice of her keeper
brought her back abruptly from the
wild dream-world in which she had
been raging. The old vision of the
great herd fighting off the puny
naked black men faded away onee
more to a memory,

And with the fading of that mem-
ory the great beast poignantly realis-
ed her long-borne loneliness—realised
somehow that she would never see
the great herd, the tropieal jungle
or the vast plains any more,

She looked at her keeper, whom
she really loved—the one friend she
had had in all the long years of her
solitary exile. Then she ran forward
to him, put her trunk in his arms
and listened to soothing talk t-ha.t’
none but he and she understood. He
mopped tears from the great crea-
ture’s eyes with his coat sleeve, led
her back submissive as a Tamb to hep
stall, and once more secured her to
her tether.

Though the negro had been crush.
ed out of life like an insect, his was
the only death that the Empress J ane
had caused. The manager of the
menagerie, whom she had hurled with
a crash against the polar bear’s cage
was only stunned. :

The manager limped into the men.
agerie the next morning. Down at
the far end he saw the elephant
quietly feeding on hay, while Teo-
pold, her keeper, leaning back against
one of her forelegs, was smoking his
pipe.

‘‘Come away from that she-devil,*’
called the manager. ‘T don’t want
another dead mean on my hands.”’

‘“She’s all right,”’ said Leopold.
““Guess she must have had some old
score to pay off on that nigger. Ele.
phants have got long memories, and
how do we know what he might have
done to her? She wouldn’t hurt
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anybody who didn’t hurt her.”’

““Oh, she wouldn’t, wouldn’t
she?’’ sneered the manager. ‘‘“What
did she do to me? She’d have smash-
ed me to jelly if you hadn’t come in
and talked medicine-man talk to her.
Half a dozen of the men here can
witness to that, so its no good deny-
ing it. You might as well stop wast-
ing that good hay on her. I’m going
to have her killed.”’

“Killed!”” ejaculated Leopold,
aghast.

““Yes, killed,”” said the manager,
““and what’s more, I’'m not going to
waste any time about it either.”’

Leopold, with dull eyes, watched
the Empress Jane as she neatly rolled
up a whisp of hay in her trunk and
tossed it into her mouth.

“You’re joking,”’ he said.

“Liook here,”” said the manager,
““don’t waste any time arguing, or
else there may be another murder
done by that heap of wickedness.”’

“But man, she’s worth a fortune
in herself!”’” retorted Leopold.

““Yes, and suppose she went mad
again when the menagerie was full of
people. What about that?’’

““She won’t.”’

“That’s true, for she won’t have
the chance. I don’t like the idea
of shooting her,”’ continued the
manager. ‘‘We might bungle the
job. Which is the best way to kill
her?”’

“By all the saints,”” said Leopold,
tears of rage in his eyes, ‘‘if any man
touches that elephant I’11—T°11—"’

He did not finish the sentence, but
turned to the elephant and began to
brush some imaginary specks of dirt
from her hide with his coat sleeve.

Half an hour afterwards the man-
ager returned with a veterinary sur-
geon.

““Sure you got enough stuff to do
the job well?’’ he asked.

““Know anything about cyanide of
potassium ?”’ returned the veterinary.

““No.”’

““Well, one grain on the tip of a
man’s tongue and it’s good-bye man.

I’ll put enough in this one apple to
kill three hundred men.’’

Leopold, who had been with the
beast all the time, came forward .

“You still mean to kill her?”
he asked.

“You bet I do,”’ said the manager.

“Well,”” said Leopold with a sigh,
‘“for the love of heaven get it over
quickly. Don’t let her suffer. Give
her enough to kill her without a
struggle.”’

“There’s enough in this apple to
kill three hundred men,”’ repeated
the veterinary.

“Put in enough to kill six hun-
dred,”’ said Leopold.

““But, 'man—"" expostulated the
veterinary.

Leopold rounded on him with
something of the elephant’s fury of
the day before.

“Put it in!”’ he hissed between
his teeth.

The veterinary did as he was bid.

““Now give me the apple,’’ said
Leopold. ‘‘There ain’t going to be
no bungling on this job.”’

The 'veterinary handed him the
apple.

Leopold looked at it, fascinated.
He turned it over and over in his
hands.

“I’d almost as soon take it my-
self,”” he said. He put the apple in
his pocket. ‘‘Come here, Jane,’’ he
said to the elephant. The animal
ambled out to him.

The manager ran back into the
doorway, drageing the veterinary
after him. ‘Do you mean to
say you haven’t had that she-devil
chained up?’’ he shouted at the
keeper.

Leopold’s lips curled with scorn
as he looked at his employer.

‘““Here, Jane,”” he said, ‘‘come and
show them iwhat a man-eater you
are.”’

Leopold flung himself full length
into the embrace of the animal’s
trunk. She lifted him high in the
air, then gently deposited him on the
sawdust of the ring, and placed her
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forefoot with womanly lightness on
his chest.

It was a trick with which man and
animal had thrilled crowds of specta-
tors hundreds of times.

The manager and veterinary
watched it now with something akin
to horror.

Leopold got up. ‘‘That’s the kind
of a murderer she is,”” he said con-
temptuously.

‘“Chain her up and get it over.”
said the manager.

Without a word Leopold led her
back into the stall. He tethered her
by every foot. He passed chains
around her forelegs and hind legs,
locking the chains together, so that
the animal, in her death agony, might
not break loose and wreak havoe in
the menagerie.

““Got any more apples?’’ asked
Leopold.

¥es.

‘“Give me two good ones, and put
another dose in the third.”’

Leopold gave the two good apples
to the Empress Jane. She took them
quickly and tossed them into her
cavernous mouth.

He fumbled in his pocket for the
poisoned one. He took it out and
looked at it. Then he looked at the
elephant. She held out her trunk Tor
the apple. TLeopold held it out to
her, then half pulled back. He brae-
ed himself and held it out again.

‘“‘Here, Jane, old girl!”’

A swoop of her trunk and she had
it. Tt was gone in a gulp. Leopold
gave her the second poisoned apple.
She took it as readily as the first.

Leopold drew back. The animal
looked at him steadily. She looked
carefully at the others, one by one.

Then she rattled her chains, and
suddenly flinging her trunk into the
air blew a blast.

The Empress Jane often did this,
and neither man nor ammal took any
notice. But now, by some strange
telepathy, every animal in the men-
agerie knew what it meant.

' The bears growled deeply, the lions

roared, the monkeys chattered ang
shrieked, the leopards ecried, the
jaguar began its terrible secreaming.

The elephant trumpeted, and every
animal replied to whatever she said.

She half closed her eyes. For a
moment she stood as still as a statue,
Then her eyes opened widely, and
she trumpeted again. There was a
new note, unmistakably of pain.

Leopold rushed into a neighbour-
ing stall and fiercely began to mix a
bran mash.

‘““Hand over some more of that
stuff!”’ he yelled to the veterinary.
““Give me enough for a thousand
men!’’

A quantity was passed to him. He
slammed it into the mash, mixed it
furiously, and carried it out and
laid it before the elephant.

The Empress Jane was sick. She
knew that she got mash when she
was sick. So with swift doublings of
her trunk she swept in the mash.

And then she began to die. Her
eyes began to glaze. She swayed
in a dizzy way, then fell. She roge
irnmediately, only to fall again.

She made the air quake with hep
terrific trumpeting. She jumped ang
pulled and shook her huge body with
such tremendous energy that she
smashed the chains which hound hep
cending the links flying in a® direc.
tions. Then she pitched forward on
her head.

Once more she rose to her feet.
Her huge bulk swayed on sagging
knees—swayed with quick, half-con.
seious recoveries, like a man noddi
to sleep. Then she went down. Hep
curving trunk was helplessly out.
flung, and remained where it fell,
motionless. Her half open eyes mo
longer sparkled. They were dull.

A deathly hush fell on the menag.-
erie. For man and beast were awed
by the majesty of Death, as Death
laid an icy finger on the spirit that
had animated the Fmpress Jane’s
huge bulk for over two centuries ang
caused it to vanish, evanescent as itg
dreams.
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OXFORD FOR A DAY

BY ARCHIBALD

HE traveller might have visited

Oxford a hundred times and

never met with such a combination
of delights.

Imprimis, it was the sweet of the
year. Spring is lovely anywhere, but
spring in England—spring in the
green and flowery meads of Oxford
under a sun as bright as ever shines
in Canada—is a theme for the paint.
er and the musician. It demands
Turners and Beethoven symphonies.
Mere words cannot do it justice. In
the second place, the stranger was
taken into the inner sanctuary. He
might have had a plate and a pil-
low at the historic ‘“Mitre’’; he
might have lodged with sedate,
coeval friends; he might, such vir-
tue resides in a letter of introduc-
tion, have trained with the majestic
dons and sat at the high table on the
dais. Merely to find oneself in Ox-
ford was a boon; any one of those
three possibilities would have been
sugar as a sauce to honey; but the
kind fates had still a better gift in
store for the Canadian errant. For
twenty-four blessed hours he was to
live as an undergraduate, sleep with-
in the sacred precincts of a college,
assist at an Oxford breakfast, and
dine in hall, as did Mr. Verdant
Green, Mr. Thomas Brown, and a
host of less famous heroes. The sha-
dow on the dial was to go backward
many degrees. The visitor was to
renew his youth amid as care-free a
community as is known this side of
Utopia. One must have passed the
fortieth milestone to appreciate the
compliment of being treated as an
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equal by one-and-twenty. But such
a programme of pleasure had been
arranged for his preceptor by an old
pupil, representing his province at
this famous university as Rhodes
Scholar.

Only a glimpse of ‘‘that sweet city
with her dreaming towers’’ swim-
ming in a tender haze above a sea
of leafy green was vouchsafed by the
train before it stopped at the sta-
tion; and guest and host shook
hands. Oxford had done ma¥rvels for
our young Canadian. Eight months
of hard labour at the oar had
straightened his back and broadened
his chest, and put a new look in his
eyes and begotten a new confidence
in his manner. Rowing is not only
the most strenuous form of athleties:
it ranks with the fine arts. In prac-
tice, it reaches out into the sphere
of mind, of morals, of philosophy,
of religion. Volumes of exposition
and an acre of diagrams might not
make this clear, but the results in
the rowing man may be noted by the
most casual observer. Our Canadian
was justly proud of his place in the
college boat, and of having helped to
raise an ancient institution of learn-
ing some three athletic degrees in
the esteem of young Oxford.

One is hardly prepared for the first
sight of an Oxford quadrangle. De-
seriptions and even pictures fail la-
mentably to give the right impres-
sion. In Canada the only cloistered
communities are jails. At Oxford
these learned communities, ecalled
colleges, present the same idea of de-
fence. They are fortresses and they
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“THE BROAD,” OXFORD

are palaces. The portal is massive
and stately, fit to resist an angry
mob better than the Bastille. From
the noisy modern street, with its cabs
and electric lights, one passes in a
single stride into a strange spacious
room of loveliness and peace. The
ceiling is the sky; the facades of
massive gray mansions are the walls:
the floor is a green velvet lawn, rolled
and shaven and watered for cen-
turies to bring it to perfection. The
tender harmonies of gray and green
would be enough in themselves; but
the whole colour-scheme was ' set
aflame by the flower-broidered path
which cut the square court into two
equal halves. Crimson-lake gerani-
ums were the incendiaries. Clamant
against the emerald grass in the low
westering light, their shrill, sweet,
insistent fairy voices woo you to look
and love them. Such is an ordinary
quad. Tt is with beauty of such po-
tency compassing them round that
the favoured youth of Oxford eat
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and sleep, and work and pray,

A meal in an Oxford Man’s rooms
is quite unlike any form of hospital-
ity which a collegian in Canada

can offer to a friend. The Oxonian’s

suite of rooms is as private as one’s
own house; and much more ample
than many a city flat. In such sup-
roundings, lunch or breakfast takes
on a degree of intimacy and cosiness
witk which no meal in a union res-
taurant can for a moment compare.
Then the ‘‘scout’’ is a wonderful Ox.-
ford institution, the mainstay of the
whole system.  This trusty hench-
man is a sort of father superior angd
general provider in ordinary to the
student, and combines the virtues of
a club waiter, a ship’s steward, and
a first-class housemaid. On him de.
pends the Oxonian’s whole scheme of
domestic comfort. Besides a hundreq
other duties, he gets the meal ready
on the student’s own table, with the
student’s own linen and plate, fetch.
ing the eatables from hidden reser-
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voirs, serves it and clears away with
promptness and despatch. Luncheon
was a delightful little feast. Lucul-
Jus would have approved the salmon
catlets, the cold chicken, the salad,
the gooseberry tart. Though things
of the past, ‘‘How sweet their mem-
ory still!”” They live in the grate-
ful recollections of the diseriminat-
ing gastronome.
but modest luxury waits on the lucky
footsteps of the Oxford man. But
the best part of the banquet were the
honest young faces round the board,
the straight talk and the ready
laughter. i
After lunch came the visitor’s in-
troduction to the river and his first
experience of punting, another Ox-
ford institution. The way to the
river led through the famous Christ
Church meadows, which are simply
a magnificent park rich in ancient
trees and ample spaces. In one field
an active crowd of small, whlte-'ﬁ.an-
elled boys were diligently practising

7

Not only beauty,

ericket. A broad road was thronged
with young men and ladies in gala
attire all tending riverwards. Every
step of the way revealed some new
and lovely combination of Oxford
architecture and vernal greenery,
which must be admired; but the
river bank was reached at last, It
was lined with the college barges.
Now, a barge is Cleopatra’s galley
fitted as a modern gymnasium, dres-
sing-room, or a house-hoat with an
awning over the deck. Rach is de-
corated with the arms of the college
to which it belongs. These feudal
English are fond of heraldic decora-
tion; they emblazon even locomotive
engines and gas-lamps, and the re-
sult is distinetly pleasing.

A punt may be defined as a very
lady-like little scow, made of good
materials, and finished like a violin.
The passengers sit or recline amid-
ships, with broad, easy cushions be-
tween them and the floor, and sub-
stantial back-boards against which to
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lean. Few arm-chairs are more com-
fortable. For ease, the punt sur-

passes the St. Lawrence skiff and
compares with the Venetian gondola.
The motive power is supplied by a
youth, who stands on the bow or stern
—the terms are convertible—on a
gentle incline furnished with cleats
to give a secure foothold, and shoves
the craft along by means of a long
pole tipped with a short, blunt metal

fork. To punt well, to propel and
guide such a long-bodied boat

through narrow, crowded waters with
the minimum of collisions demands
no slight skill and the exertion of all
the musecles of the body. Our gondo-
lier was a fair, slim straight-backed
youth and a master of his craft; but
the navigation was difficult, and his
polite protests that the work was easy
were contradicted by the heightenine
of his colour and the beads of mois-
ture on his hrow. Punting has the

Oxford note of luxury (for the pas-
senger)

combined with strenuosity

MAGDALEN COLLEGE,
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(for the punter). Oxonian wit is
also well displayed in the titles chos-
en for the craft. ‘“The Chaporone,’”
‘‘Tetragonos’’ (in Greek lettering)
and ‘‘Toujours La Politesse’’ were
among those noted.

Punting is a kind of boating well
adapted to the shallow waters of the
Isis and the Cherwell, about which
S0 much poetry has been written. To
the unprejudiced colonial eye these
famous streams appear no more im.
posing than irrigation ditches. The
Cher (pronounced Char) is walled
all along one side with stone, like g
canal. In the Thousand Islands, the
Muskoka TLakes, Georgian Bay, tne
Rideau, there are countless channels
of water more romantic and charm-
ing. The enormous difference in
scale is always at the back of the
mind to dwarf the the English
landseape. ~ But the Cher, like
England, has its special attrac.
tions. Tt is small, it is narrow., it
soon comes to an end, but it is over-
hung by thick green boughs innum.
erable and haunted by the breath and
bloom of the red thorn. There are
no vistas, no surprising views. You
glide noiselessly along on marine sofa
under ‘a long, winding arbour,
arching close above your head. The
foliage and the red thorn blossoms
are reflected in the still hrown water,
It is a good joy.

It was the last day of ‘‘Eights
Week,”” the great boat-racing holiday

OXFORD
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of Oxford, the culmination of long
months of toil and keen competition.
The final races were to be rowed that
afternoon, at four, at five, and at
six, The punt was moored beside
the bank and the crew escorted the
cuest to the college barge, which had
the prow of a trireme and the stem
of an old three-decker. The college
flag flew from a tall staff and the
college cognizance, an eagle, gules
displayed, decorated the boat. Over
the roof was spread a broad awning
for the convenience of the many
ladies. To venture a hesitating criti-
cism on their appearance must not
be construed a breach of hospitality ;
for, as Falstaff demanded indignant-
ly. ““Is not the truth the truth?’’
It is mighty and must prevail. Our
Canadian girls need not fear com-
parison with their English cousins
either in looks or in the fashion of
their raiment. A regatta on the
North West Arm, at Lachine or To-
ronto, will show at least as decora-
tive a feminine background as the
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classic banks of Isis at Oxford.
“Bump’’ racing, like punting, has
grown out of local conditions, the
impossibility of many eight-oared
shells competing in a narrow river.
While two boats may race in a wind-
ing piece of water, a hundred yards
in width, it is plain that ten or
twenty cannot, at least, not in the old
fashion of line abreast, to use the
navy term; but they can be raced in
the formation of line ahead, that is
in one long string. For the start
they are placed in line with equal
intervals between each two. Though
a goal is fixed, the object is not which
hoat shall reach it first. Any boat
which can overtake the next ahead
secures a ‘‘bump,”’ and moves up a
place in the grand procession to-
wards the head of the river; the
“bumped’’ boat drops out, and the
“bumper’’ may, if wind and muscle
do not fail, press on to overtake the
next ahead. Tt must at all hazards
avoid the disgrace of being over-
taken by the boat behind. All hoats
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have, therefore, the same chance;
honour and fame rise from precisely
the same conditions. You must avoid
a ‘“‘bump’’ from the boat behind and
you must ‘““bump’’ the boat ahead.
The crew are spurred on by the sight
of the boat overtaking them and
the coxswain by the sight of the
boat they wish to overtake. Skill
in steering is demanded, for the
“bump” is an actual collision
and may be evaded by a deft
hand at the tiller-ropes at the
critical moment. The severity of
the exercise may be easily under-
stood. As the rowing men will tell
you, ‘“You have to row as hard as
you can, and then, row harder.”’
Still, rowing is the king of Oxford
sports; the ambition of every nor-
mal undergraduate is“a place in the
college boat, while a ‘“Blue’’ receives
almost divine honours. There is
never any lack of recruits for the
toils and privations of the long cam-
paign, for the battles and the doubt-
ful laurels at the end. Perhaps the
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youthful instinet which puts athleties
before scholarship is right, after all.
We can live quite happily without
learning, but not without strone
bodies. :

There was no long wait for the
four o’clock race. Far up the river
out of sight of the eager speetators’
on the crowded barges and along the
bank, the boats had started promptly,
and soon the first appeared round the
bend on the glimmering stretch of
water. Eight manikins on a narrow
pointed stick working eight matches
madly to and fro is the appearance,
T‘he. reality is eight tense youths
straining every resource of muscle
nerve, will, courage, in a fever of ox.
citement to drag an obstinate, leaden
oar through mire. They labour in
a nightmare that has no end; but
they dare not relax for a single in.
stant. If, at the end, they fall ovep
their oars from sheer exhaustion
they get no sympathy. Isis eoldh;
Jeers at their ‘“gallery faints.”’ The
boats sweep in a gorgeous procession
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The house-boats across the river helong to various colleges
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past the barges. In ““our boat,”” the
(Canadian is working manfully at
“four,”’ but all in vain. No “‘bump’’
is achieved, though, on the other

hand, none has been sustained.
““Our’’ place is better than it was,
and it is secure for another year.

Tennyson tells how he heard the
““measured pulse of racing oars,”” on
revisiting his old university. It
must have been at a practice and not
at a race. Then he could hardly have
heard himself think, muech less the
oars: for one of the unwritten laws
that govern the undergraduate’s life
and are much more serupulously ob-
served than the statutes, decrees that
if you do not row, it is your duty to
afford your college boat aid and com-
fort by accompanying it with all the
clamour you can possibly make. So
parallel to each boat, a crowd of in-
genuous youths in ‘‘shorts” and
sweaters, race along the towing-path,
shouting, cheering, blowing discord-
4ant tin horns, swinging great clack-
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ing wooden rattles, firing blank from
heavy revolvers. The net result, as
Carlyle would say, is rather fine. As
soon as the last shell passes, the river
is covered thick with swarms of row-
boats, punts, canoes in endless vari-
ety. In one punt two tall fellahin
stood up and worked their poles to-
gether with the effect of an undis-
covered carving in the temple of Kar-
nak. In another, a well-dressed Af-
rican negro squired three white wo-
men, Oxford is cosmopolitan and
hospitable. The eights paddle back
from the winning-post, each racing
machine to its own floating garage,
and the crews plunge into the river,
clothes and all, and swim about like
so many ducks. There is tea to be
had in the college pavilion on the
other bank of the river, and the pas-
sage is made in a rude, rough-hewn,
antique tub like that in which Char-
on ferries the souls across the river
of oblivion. Soon the Canadian join-
ed the party to receive congratula-
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tions and condolences along with his
tea. He had dome his best and had
no reason to be ashamed of the re-
sult.

For the five o’clock race, it was
resolved to concentrate upon an im-
portant strategical point on the river
bank known as the ‘‘Greener,”’ near
which bumps often took place This
was a sharp bend in the river in-
velving fine steering and careful
handling. It was at some distance
away from the harge and required
water transport to reach it. The
party had barely arrived on the
ground when the boats came tearing
along, and there, under our very
eyes, three bumps took place in as
many minutes. It was all over be-
fore we realised what had happened,
like a flight in a toboggan. All you
saw was momentary confusion, a
little splashing of oars, as one boat
overhauled another; and the un-
lucky ‘‘bumpee’’ fell out of the race.
The programme was being punctual-
ly performed; the visitor had been
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invited to see bumps, and lo! he saw
them—beyond doubt. The third
race was also witnessed from the
barge in a heavy shower. It was
uneventful.  Then, after a stroll
home by a new way showing fresh
delights, came the great ceremony
of dinner in hall and breaking train.
ing.

The scene was a spacious, high-
vaulted, dimly lighted room huno
with portraits of departed 'mademu,
worthies. It suggested a church de-
voted to the solemn ritual of dining,
At the door was a small mob of bus\-
scouts, mediating between the hall
and the kitchen. There was a brief
conference, and for a moment some
doubt reigned in the visitor’s breast
as to his destination, and then—oh.
joy!—he was given a place with the
crew at their own special table,
Round another, on the dais at the
farther end of the hall, sat a con-
gregation of solemn gentlemen in
evening dress, the dons. One, at
least, was a scholar of world-wide

R
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reputation. By all the rules, the
traveller should have had his place
with them and dined in state, both
dull and dignified, but Lady For-
tune intervened graciously on his be-
half and set him among these happy
children on their high festival of
breaking training. This evening
they held their saturnalia.
Explanations are in order. Row-
ing is not only a fine art and a high
seience, but the most laborious form
of athleties the wit of man ever de-
vised. For months before these trials
of skill, pluck and endurance on the
river to-day, those youths had sub-
mitted of their own free-will to an
iron discipline, unparalleled outside of
a jail or a monastery. Rigid abstin-
ence from the most humble luxuries,
prescribed hours and food, were part
of an unchanging routine. Their
apprenticeship to the long art of row-
ing was painful, as they were exer-
cised in one form of boat after an-
other and slowly promoted from one
difficulty to another more exacting.
All winter, rain or shine, every after-
noon saw these modern galley-slaves
toiling terribly on the river.  The
rain soaked them and the snow
chilled. Every evening saw them
spent, stiff, sore with blisters not to
be mentioned. It was not only in
their bodies that they suffered.
Their spirits had been seared and
scarified by a merciless bully called
a coxswain. The coxswain continues
unimpaired the fearsome tradition of
the flogging ‘‘rogue’’ captain in the
ancient navy. He cannot have his
hapless crew seized up at the gang-
way every morning and given the
dozens he thinks they deserve; but
he can lash them with his tongue.
And he does. The coxswain’s speeci-
alty is studied insult. He probes the
soul of every member of the crew to
discover just what nerve will react
most energetically to what stimulus
of personal affront. He proceeds on
the assumption that men in the last
stage of exhaustion can be goaded
by personalities, Imprecations and
)

contempt to still further exertions,
and he is justified by the results. He
is a sort of Christian Secientist, believ-
ing firmly in the dominance of mind
over matter, though his language is
not always Christian. A typical re-
mark of a coxswain is, ‘“You’re all
rowing badly, but seven’’—seven
brightens up—*‘‘and he‘s rowing
d——d badly.”” A coxswain is al-
ways feared; he may be respected.
I doubt if he is ever loved. For eight
months these boys had endured all
these hardships. Now, their trials
were over; they had moved the col-
lege boat up three places, so ancient
custom accorded them a certain li-
cense, A better dinner was provided
for them than for the others. For the
first time in eight months they might
wet their whistles with that mild,
luxurious and artful beverage which
Calverley so nobly celebrates in im-
mortal verse. It was served, by the
way, in massive silver beakers. If
they were somewhat noisy and drank
one another’s healths with hearty
emphasis, if bits of erust took to
themselves wings and flew from table
to table, it would be a very stern
Puritan who would frown on such
innocent manifestations of delight.
As Mr. Pecksniff once feelingly re-
marked, ‘‘It’s a poor heart that never
rejoices.”’

That crew were certainly entitled
to their rejoicing.  Their training
had been severe. Even the unusual
viands and the juice of John Bar-
leyecorn could not bring colour into
those lean, white faces. But all their
troubles were forgotten. The courses
succeeded one another in a perfect
whirlwind of chaff and talk and
laughter. The captain pledged the
individual members of the crew and
they returned the compliment. They
poured libations in honour of the
stranger guest, who bears willing
testimony to the frank c¢harm of their
hospitality. That board was the
merriest under which he ever put his
legs. The smiling scouts attended to
their wishes, and the other tables
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shouted across at the heroes of the
hour. Suddenly they were alone in
the hall, even the dons had marched
out im majestic procession, accom-
panied by not too respectful shouts,
and the mirthful feast was over all
too soon.

The celebration was continued in
the coxswain’s rooms, whither the
traveller was specially invited and
made welcome. One young man was
busy at the piano and the big Rhodes
scholar from Chicago was picking at
his mandoline. The sound of music
and dancing is always a fillip to the
spirits. Several couples were waltz-
ing joyously; and, as the night was
warm, they coost their duddies to the
wark, like the witches in Zam o’
Shanter; in other words, removed
their coats, and linket at it in their
decorous sarks. It is not to be denied
that there were refreshments of a li-
quid nature, or that the general ex-
pansiveness might not have been so
marked without them. The traveller
was accommodated, as the saying is,
with a glass of something good to
take, and retired to a window seat,
whence he could view at his
ease the cheerful scene. One cour-
teous youth after another sought
out the visitor in his seclusion
and chatted with him very agree-
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ably. These care-free, happy chil-
dren are all finished men of the
world. Among other subjects of dis-
cussion was the West Coast of Africa
and Mary Kingsley; the second part
was borne by a prospective young
missionary. The music and the dane-
ing went on as before, and sometimes
a group would gather round the
piano to sing. They were tuneful
pleasant songs on the universal theme
of undergraduates, the aberrations of
their pastors and masters. It ig
depressing to reflect that the whole
education of ingenuous youth shoulq
be always intrusted to the mentally
afflicted. It was a very pleasant
evening, and it came to an end all
too soon. The visitor found himself
once more in the great silent quad-
rangle, lovelier than ever in the cleap
floods of moonlight. All round the
lights were out in the windows,
Heavy shadows marked the south-
ward walls, while the walls opposite
stood out as clear as by day. The
great portal was securely closed.
The green turf and the vivid bleos.
soms took on a softer beauty. The
absolute quiet was as balm. Tt was
very hard to say good-night ang
leave all that beauty for the sake of
sleep. The morning and the evenine
were one day, complete and preeiousc_
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19 THE 'BITTER"END
BY ASHBY FORD

T was my first meeting with Pro-
fessor Dallas that T expressed a
wish to call on him at his laboratory.
““Come by all means, if you care
about it,”’ he said. ‘‘I am usually
free after four o’clock, but don’t ex-
pect too much. Remember a labora-
tory is generally the most uninter-
esting of places to anyone but an ex-
pert—it is just a workshop, where
we slowly turn out results. Some-
times the results startle the general
public, but the routine of work by
which they are got is seldom sensa-
tional.”’ : S

I had, however, a lively curiosity
to see the ‘‘workshop’’ where re-
search had been done which made
Dallas the greatest living authority
on obscure poisons and their detec-
tion. Thus it came about that I
found myself, a few days later, in
the little room which he used as his
office. 2

The Professor rose from before his
desk as I came in.

‘‘Glad to see you, you came pat to
the moment. I have just finished a
troublesome bit of writing, and now
T am at liberty. s

““0Oh,”’ as I involuntarily glanced
towards the papers, ‘‘a very interest-
ing matter—report on a poisoning
case. The usual stupid thing—as
much white arsenic given to one man
as would kill a regiment. A child
could have detected the poison: but
the work had to be turned over to me.
Reputation of the expert witness
ecounts with a jury, you k_nqw. I
don’t like the work, though it is well
paid; it is never interesting. One
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has to take these cases when they are
offered. ‘Assist the police in the per-
formance of their duty,’ you know.’’

‘““But surely,”” I said, ‘“ in a long
experience like yours, you must have
come across some interesting cases.’’

“Very few. The average poisoner
is a fool, working with tools of which
he knows nothing. It is generally
easy enough to show that a eertain
poison has been administered. There
the chemist’s part ends. The police
may be puzzled to know who adminis-
tered it, and why; but that is a sep-
arate question. There was one case
though’’—he paused—*‘‘that was
never found out. T know all abont
it now, but I was more puzzled than
anyone at the time. The case attract-
ed very little attention. There would
kave been trouble enough, had the
whole story been known as T knew
it later. Tt led to a very pretty little
research for me, too. Took at this,”’
he added, beckoning me into an ad-
joining room, and taking from one of
the locked cupboards a sealed speci-
men bottle containing a small brown
object.

“It looks like a piece of licorice
root,”’ T said.

““Precisely; but I should hardly
recommend you to eat it on the
strength of appearances. My story
turns on that root. Have a smoke
while T tell you.”’

‘It is more than ten years ago that
T was surprised by a young Chinese
calling upon me here with a request
that T admit him as a special student
in one of my classes. T found him a
bright young fellow, speaking excel-
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lent English, and already possessing
a knowledge of chemistry that fully
qualified him to gain advantage from
the course of study to which he was
seeking admission. I -was attracted
by him at once, in spite of a preju-
dice against the Orientals, which is
as strong amongst the people of the
West, as is the distaste felt by those
same Orientals for ourselves.

‘‘His name, as he told me, was Liu
Yu Chi. After watching him at work
for a week or so, I found my first
good impression confirmed. He was
bright by nature, and painstaking as
well. e was, as I afterwards learn-
ed, decidedly older than the students
around him; but this showed much
more in his manner and thoughtful
habits than in his face.

““As my interest increased, so did
my curiosity, and I indulged this so
far as to take every opportunity of
talking to him, with the intention
of drawing him out. In this I was
far from successful. On general sub-
jeets he could and sometimes would
talk, and showed a very well balanced
mind; but as soon as the conversa-
tion took a personal turn, or drifted
towards Chinese affairs, he shut up
like a clam.

‘“This was provoking, since I was
not merely curious about his personal
affairs. He was the first Chinese
student, lindeed the first educated
Chinese of any kind, that I had ever
met, and I was anxious to learn what
I could of Far Eastern politics as
seen through Orinetal eyes.

‘“He was not, however, destined to
be my only Chinese acquaintance.
Only two or three months after his
arrival, another young Celestial ap-
peared upon the scene, bringing a
letter of introduction from an old
friend of my college days, from
whom I had not heard for years, and
who, I now recollected, had disap-
peared into the interior of China as
a medical missionary. The letter was
dated from a town on the Yangtse
river, and informed me that the bear-
er, Mr. Ma Ho Shan, was the son of

a prominent official, lately in charge
of the district where the writer lived
He was being sent abroad to study.
and had asked the writer to give hini
such foreign introductions as might
be of service.
_ ‘“Of course, I expressed my will-
ingness to do anything for Mr. Ma
that lay in my power, and I inquired
as to his plans. These, he said, were
far from being definite, extept that
he wished in the first instance to im-
prove his knowledge of English. He
also desired to become a student un-
der me. I at first objected on the
grounds of his insufficient prepara-
tion. He showed such keen disap-
pointment, however, that I relented
at last, and admitted him to an ele-
mentary class, in consideration of the
special circumstances. I soon saw
that his frankness and easy temper
had won the good will of his fellow
students, as indeed it won my own
He constantly wore his native cos.
tume, which formed at first the sub-
ject of many jokes, and even ill-
natured remarks; but the latter he
ignored, and as to the former, he join-
ed in, and often originated them
Then, too, he evidently had mone3;
to spend, and spent it liberally.

‘“Only one of the students seemed
to hold carefully aloof from him, angq
that the one whom I should have ex.-
pected to become his closest friend—
Liu Yu Chi. Being interested in
both these young fellows, I watcheq
them carefully, and soon felt satis.
fied that it was more than forma]
Chinese manners that kept them
apart, and that Liu was steadily pe.
pelling every advance made to
by Ma. Like a meddling fool I must
needs interfere, and did so, in the
first place, by inviting both to a bach-
elor dinner at which I should have
no other guests.

“They arrived almost simultane.

ously on ithe appointed evening,

They vied in treating me with g
deference which seemed so exagger-
ated as to be embarrassing; I coulq
not even move from my chair with-
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TO THE BITTER END

out both springing at once to their
feet, and remaining respectfully erect
till I was seated once more. They
refused to smoke, and when I pressed
(for I knew both to be habitual smok-
ers) they explained that they could
not, for it would be the height of
ill manners, in Chinese etiquette, for
a scholar to smoke in his teacher’s
presence. Against this elaborate
show of politeness I protested, in
vain at first, but with gradually in-
creasing success, pointing out t}lat we
were not in China and that in this
country our code of manners was le§s
formal, though, do what I could, it
seemed impossible to break dow"n.the
bars which Liu had set up against
Ma Ho Shan. During the meal, my
conversational powers were taxed to
the utmost, and no sooner had we
risen from the table than both l?egap
to take their leave. H_ere again, it
appeared, I was running contrary
to Chinese custom in trying to de-
tain them. I prevailed on them once
more to cOpy Our manners, gxplau_l-
ing that I should be disappointed if
they left so soon. Conversation had
gradually become more easy, and at
last T ventured to hint my surprise
that these two fellow-countrymen
were not on more intimate terms.
¢« My, Liu does not trust me,’ said
Ma Ho Shan, ‘I do not know why.’
“Tiu Yu Chi was silent for a
moment, then suddenly burst out:
“Trust, or not trust, is nothing; what
does it matter to me? _I shall never
set foot in China again. : But hpw
can I, of all men, make friends with
the son of a Chinese official? M}:
parents would rise up to curse me.
“Ma smiled: ‘There you are
wrong,” he said. ‘You may be a
Revolutionary, Mr. Liu, l_)ut perhaps
you are not the only one in the room.
Son of a Chinese official! What of
that? Why, three in ten out of the
official class are professed enemies of
the Dynasty, when they dare to con-
fess it, and the other seven are more
serious enemies still; for their cor-
ruption makes the people hate the
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Emperor whom they represent. They
work into our hands daily—Our
hands, understand—for I am -
and here followed several words in
Chinese, which of course I did not
understand. An instant change came
over Liu’s manner. ‘It seems too
good to be true,” he said. ‘Then you
are indeed my ‘elder brother.’’’

*“ “Excuse us, professor,* said Ma,
‘for talking in this way, but you
have done me a greater service than
you know in thus bringing Mr. Liu
and me together.’ p

““ “Yes, indeed, that is so. It is my
fault that T did not understand long
ago,’ said Liu.

“I felt naturally much gratified
and turned the talk into other chan-
nels. When at last my guests depart-
ed, I saw that my little dinner, which
had threatened to be such a failure,
seemed instead to be a triumph,
although I was still rather in the
dark as fo how the change had heen
brought about.

““The next day I moted that am
epoch had been marked in the his-
tory of these two. They generally
talked together in Chinese, but when
speaking in English invariably ad-
dressed each other as ‘brother.” To
me they showed a most likely grati-
tude, at least as far as such feeling
could peep through their habitual
veil of utter deference.

‘This happy state of affairs had
lasted about a month, when T noticed
that both Ma and Liu were absent
the afternoon Ma Ho Shan presented
himself before me, a picture of grief
incarnate,

‘“ “Why, Mr. Ma, what is the mat-
ter?’ I asked.

“ ‘Dreadful news! Dreadful!’ he
replied: ‘Liu Chi died last night.
Ai Ya! Ai Ya! My brother! They
say he was poisoned. A:¢ Ya! and
I was with him only a little while
before. He cannot have done it! But
my poor brother is dead. Ai Ya!
Ai Ya! Aqi Ya??

I expressed my concern, and at the
same time tried to hearten up Ma,
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though with poor success; and indeed
when he left me, I felt in need of
some cheering myself, for I had look-
ed forward to a really brilliant
future for Liu Yu Chi. My connec-
tion with the matter was not, how-
ever, to end here.

“That night I was informed by
telephone that an autopsy was to be
held next day. I was asked to
attend if possible, since my services
might be afterwards required as ana-
lyst; in that case it would be advan-
tageous that I should see the body
at every stage of the examination.

““Poison was only vaguely sus-
pected; but I felt myself bound to
give every aid I could, so made a
point of being present. The doctor
who had been first called was also
there. He told us that late at night
the dead man’s landlady had been
awakened by noises in her lodger’s
room, and on going to inquire the
cause had found that he was violent-
ly sick and apparently in great pain;
he groaned loudly but could not
speak. Much alarmed, she sent for
the doetor, who on hs arrival found
the patient quiet, breathing heavily,
the pupils of his eyes widely dilated
and showing signs of narcotic pois-
oning. Before anything could be
done, death had supervened. No
poison was to be found in the room;
in fact nothing that could be eaten
or drunk, except water, and a half
empty pot of tea. From the latter
he had been drinking with his friend
Ma Ho Shan.

‘‘The appearance of the internal
organs certainly pointed to death by
poisoning; the only question was,
what poison would produce these
effects? The stomach, when opened,
showed all the appearances that one
would expect after an excessively
large dose of arsenie, being not only
in an inflamed state but even display-
ing the minutely whitish spots that
often characterise that condition.
The brain, on the contrary, showed
signs the very reverse of what was
expected on such a hypothesis; its

ves_sels were congested in the extreme
as if some narcotic like morphine had
been administered.

““Clearly it was a case where my
help was needed to settle the ques-
tion, and on leaving I carried away
the principal organs in sealed jars
and deposited them in my private
laborqmry here. With them I also
deposited the pot of tea found in
Liu’s room at the time of his death
which had been carefully preserved
by the doctor who was first called to
the case.

““All these things were locked in g
cupboard, the windows were fastened
with the patent fasteners you see
and the door locked with a lock of
which I only have the key. Thege
precantions are usually taken by me
in such cases to prevent the possibil.
ity of anyone tampering with my
material, either by accident or design

““I confess that I approached my‘
task with some degree of confidence
It seemed obvious that arsenic haq
been administered, whatever othep
poison, if any, might have been useq
in addition. With my experience, I
felt pretty sure of solving that ’re-
maining question, even though it
might be a difficult one.

‘“At the outset I found that I was
wrong. Not a trace of arsenic was
to be detected in any of the organs
not even a trace of morphine. ¢

‘‘Meanwhile, the inquest had com.
menced. The doctor’s evidence was
substantially what I have already
told you. Ma Ho Shan stated that
he had spent the evening with his
friend, that after dinner they had
sat smoking, talking, and drinki
tea till they parted for the night
Both had drunk largely from the
same pot (the one produced) refil}.
ing it from time to time, as is the
Chinese habit, with hot water, which
they boiled over an alcohol lamp

“Liu Yu Chi was in good spirits,
There seemed mo motive either fq
suicide or m&lrder. My evidence wa:
not yet ready, and the ingu
adjourned. s

M"‘””“‘
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‘“Meanwhile I examined the tea
left in the pot—and found nothing.
1t was a medium quality of Chinese
tea, mixed with dried jasmine flowers
by way of flavouring, as is usual in
China. Preparations made from it
had mot the least bad effect when
administered to small animals. The
most careful examination of the or-
gans failed to show the presence of
any poison, known or unknown.

““The problem seemed beyond my
power to solve; but for a few days
1 felt more hopeful. I succeeded in
getting from the liver a small quan-
tity of a substance which was cer-
tainly new to my experience, and
which should not, as I supposed, be
present in a healthy organ. Tests,
however, showed that whatever this
substance might be, it was certainly
not a poison. _

““At last T had to acknowledge de-
feat, and reported that mo poison
could be found. Privately, I was
highly dissatisfied. I was convinced
that a poison had been administered,
although it was one that had baffled
me. My consolation was that any
other toxicologist would have been
equally puzzled. The inquest con-
eluded by the jury returning a ver-
diet of death from natural causes.

““All this time Ma Ho Shan had
shown a marked natural interest in
the case. He questioned me closely,
and I confided to him my extreme
chagrin at the outcome of the case.

‘““He, however, took a different
view, declaring his belief that his
friend had died from some obscure
disease. He added that he had oe-
easionally heard of suen a one at
home, though acknowledging that
Chinese doctors were so incompetent
and inexact in their statements and
diagnoses that no great weight could
attach to these accounts. Our com-
mon interest in this case had tended
to draw us into more intimate rela-
tions than before.

“T was pleased to note that Ma’s
English was improving fast; and he
took, T thought, a marked interest in
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his chemical studies. It was a dis-
appointment, therefore, when he
came to me only a few days after the
inquest and announced that it was
necessary for him to leave for China
at once. Iis father was seriously
ill; therefore he must hasten to him.
I said good-bye with regret, for I
had formed a good opinion of the
young man.

‘““Later on I received a short note
from Shanghai announcing his arriv-
al and intimating that his father had
recovered, but that he would not re-
turn, as his relations had obtained
for him a good official appointment.
He also expressed a hope (to my
great amusement) that his future
career might be such that I should
have no cause fo be ashamed of my
pupil, whilst he woula enaeavour by
his success to make my name ‘as
celebrated in China as it is in your
own country.’

“It was a whole year before I
heard from him again, and that let-
ter you can see, for T have it here.

‘Respected Teacher:

‘You know that in our Chinese custom
we should give reverence to our teachers
as to our parents. I have made a fault
by deceiving you and causing you to be
troubled. This was bad of me, and I
want to do it no more. Instead I want
to do something to give you pleasure.

‘First, I must tell you the truth why
I went to your Honourable Country.

‘Liu Ki Hsiang was a rich merchant in
Shanghai. He was a bad man—a member
of the T’ien Ti Hui, which foreigners
call the Triad Society. Some men had
made a plot against our Emperor and his
family. Liu Ki Hsiang helped them.

‘He was found out and executed. In
the Ta Ch’ing Li it is said that if a man
plots against the Emperor nine genera-
tions of his family may be executed—
himself, four generations before him, and
four generations after him.

‘The home of Lin Ki Hsiang was at
Tong Tien in the magistracy of Tan Yang.
The officer at Tan Yang sent all the Liu
family to Peking, but Liu Yu Chi, the
son of Liu Ki Hsiang escaped. Then the
officer at Tan Yang was disgraced, and
my father was put in his place, and told
to catch Liu Yu Chi. If he did so he
would be promoted.

‘He found that Liu Yu Chi, who had
been a student in your Honourable Coun-
try before, had gone back there. He
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still had money, because his father had
owned land and houses in Hong Kong,
which our Government could not take.

¢We knew that your Government would
not send back Liu Yu Chi because he had
perhaps not known about how bad a man
his father was.

‘I followed him so that I -might kill
him, for my father hoped to be promoted.
At first Liu disliked me, for he knew
that my father was an official, but he did
not know that he was magistrate.

‘I told him that I was a member of the
T’ien Ti Hui. I could deceive him, be-
cause all that is secret about this society
has been found out by the English police
in Hong Kong and is published in a book.
I killed Liu Yu Chi by putting poison in
his tea. I put it in the night he died, and
then I let him drink it.

‘It was wrong of me to deceive my
‘cacher; but if I had not done this thing,
I could not have done the service to my
father, who has now been promoted and is
a Prefect.

‘Now I gave you a great trouble to
find what the poison was, and so I have
got some, and am sending it to you. I
learned about it from the barbarians in
Yunan when I lived there. Only a few
Chinese know of it.

‘There is a tree in Yunan which the
barbarians call in Chinese Tuh Shu.
When a little of its root is put in hot
water the water becomes a poison, but in
a few hours it becomes different and will
hurt no one.

‘Now, my dear teacher, I know that
you are always studying new things, so T
send you some of this root, because I
think it will give you a pleasure to
see it and know about it. Perhaps, then
you will forgive me for having done
wrong to you. &

“Your respectful scholar,
8 LR - Yo

e
.',‘f‘@;
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‘‘Rather amazing letter,”” I said
after reading it through. ‘‘What dié
you do about it?”’

‘“What could I do? To make the
matter public might have led to inter-
national ecomplications, and ecould
certanly benefit nobody. I accepted
my present with a good grace, and
the last remains of it you have just
now had in your hand. I investigat-
ed it, and found the poisonous prop-
erties to be due to an alkaloid which
I named ‘tuhrine.” Just as Ma
writes, it is extracted from the root
by hot water, but in the course of g
few hours it is completely oxidised to
a harmless substance, which is also
formed when it is in contact with the
body tissues. I worked out the eRem.
cal side of the question, and now we
specialists know all that is worth
knowing about it; for I also supplied
material to Dr. Gordon, and between
us we studied its action on the body
also. ‘

.“I doubt if anyone could use tuh.
rine for a criminal purpose and es.
cape detection to-day.

“Did I ever hear of Ma i
No. He was evidently quite&gx‘ggi\lz
from his own point of view, but ﬁé
seemed hardly the sort of acquaint.
ance that I wanted to cultivate, aftep
all. Sometimes I have wondered
what my frend the missionary would
think if he knew the extraording
use to which his letter of introdue
tion had been put.”’ $




THE GREAT BASSANO DAM
BY ROBERT RANDOLPH JOHNSON

IT is not unfair to say that the

dam made Bassano. And, as an
offset to that, Bassano gave its
name to the dam. What is Bas-
sano? And where? It is the piéce
de résistance of dealers in real es-
tate—a mushroom town. For many
yvears it reposed along the main line
of the Canadian Pacific Railway,
untroubled and almost wunknown.
It had but little that would cause
it to grow into a town, and the bare,
rolling prairie, which surrounded it
and which mow grows excellent
wheat and oats, had passed from the
neglect of reservation Indians to the
quickening  elixir of irrigation.
Trrigatio», then, is the secret. The
dam caused the town, but the need
of irrigation caused the dam, a dam
that is one of the greatest in the
world.

Before we locate the dam we must
locate Bassano. Bassano can be
found easily enough about eighty
miles east of Calgary, but it is hard
to distinguish it, as you pass, from
many another prairie town. For it
exposes to first view all the earmarks
common to towns of this class: the
main street parallel with the rail-
way, the inevitable livery stable, the
Jand agent’s office, a few bucks and
squaws on the station platform and
in the street, many chances for pro-
fitable investment, and all the buoy-
ancy and precipitancy that are char-
acteristic of the West. :

Three miles southwest of this
prairie town, at a low pass through
the rim of the Bow River Valley, at
the Horseshoe Bend, the great Bas-
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sano dam is located. We call this
dam great, because it is more than
a mile long and it can supply water
enough to irrigate almost half a mil-
lion acres. The Dukhwan weir,
which dams for a similar purpose
the Betwa River, near Jhanzi, India,
is almost a mile long, and yet it sup-
plies water capable of irrigating
only about 38,000 acres.

The Bassano dam performs two
functions. It raises the level of the
water at the intake, thus enabling
the system to command a much
larger area of land than it would
otherwise be able to command, and
it reduces the quantity of material
to be removed from the main canal
heading at the dam. In other words,
the higher the dam, the fewer the
loads to be taken out of the canal
that takes the water away to the ir-
rigation ditches; or the more earth
taken out of the canal, the lower
would be the height of the dam.

From a scenic point of view, the
spot is  majestically picturesque.
The river makes a sudden hend in
the form of a horseshoe, thereby giv-
ing a splendid opportunity to build
this immense dam and direct the eur-
rent of water so as to better serve
man’s requirements,

The amount of excavating and
filling-in has heen enormous. In
order to appreciate the extent of the
work, it is necessary to understand
that the south or right bank of the
river has a gravel heach rising grad-
ually until it forms a tongue hetween
the two legs of the horseshoe. This
tongue has a broad flat top several
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CONCRETE SECTION OF THE DAM AT BASSANO

hundred feet in width and priges
gradually to the general ]»1‘ai1~i;)
elevation. The general elevation of
the surface of this tongue near the
river is about twenty-five feet above
the bed of the stream.

On this tongue an earth dam hae
been constructed, to which the Spill
way strueture (river-bed section)
has been joined.

The earthen embankment has a
maximum height of about forty-ﬁ\-‘e
feet, a total length of about 7,000
feet, and at its highest point is 350
feet in width at the base. It will
contain about one million cubie
yvards of earth. The foundation con.
sists of a deposit of river silt Over
coarse gravel and boulders, which in
turn overlies dense blue clay. TPhe
structure itself contains more than
40,000 cubic yards of concrete angd
2,500,000 pounds of reinforeine
steel. =

The spillway proper is a rein
forced conerete structure of the g(;
called Ambursen type, consisting ‘0‘
a heavy floor built upon the heq of
the river, with suitable cut-off walls
at 1ts upstream and dmvnstrean;
edges, and upon this floor paralle]
buttresses of substantially triangy
lar outline, having a slope on Lt\h‘
upstream edge of about fort.v-ﬁvf:
degrees, have been erected. 1T
brackets or haunches Projectine
from the faces of the buttresses ang
parallel to the upstream edges thepe
are cast concrete slabs formine
deck, terminating at the top ofbth
buttresses in a curvet ecrest ang
passing down over the ‘d'ownstrean
edge of the buttresses in the form 0%
an apron suitably curved to eop
spond as nearly as possible to th‘
path of the over-fall flood “‘ater:
In front of the dam the floor is ea;'
ried downstream a distance of ab(,u‘
ninety feet, forming a tumblip
hearth. =

In general, the cross section o
the spillway is what is known a
the Ogee section; it consists of ths
downstream face of the dam. b:‘

4y



THE ENTRANCE TO THE CANAL FROM THE DAM

tween the cerest and the floor, being
constructed in the form of a reverse
curve, the lower edge of this curve
being tangent to the floor of the
strueture, so that the overfalling
nappe is led down the face of the
dam and turned into a horizontal di-
rection tangental to the river bed,
with the least possible disturbance,
while passing over thc¢ face of the
structure. The spillway is founded
on a deposit of sand, gravel and
houlders, overlying a thick stratum
of stiff blue clay. At the upper and
downstream edges of the structure,
as well as at the centre, heavy cut-
off walls are being carried down in-
to the clay and well bonded to the
body of the carpet.

The spillway is 720 feet long be-
tween abutments, with a maximum
height of forty feet to the overflow
crest, above which eleven feet of
water will be retained by emergency
gates.

The canal headgates will form an
integral part of the spillway strue-
ture at its northerly end. They will
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consist of five openings each of
twenty feet, controlled by ‘‘Stoney’’
sluices. :

These gates will control the dis-
charge through a main canal of sey-
enty feet bed width, carrying eleven
feet of water, and designed to dis-
charge 3,000 cubic feet every second.

The material excavated from the
first 13,000 feet of the canal, amount-
ing to about one million vards, is
now being transported across the
river, over a double track pile trestle
bridge, and placed in the earth em-
bankment already described.

At a point about five miles from
the canal’s intake, an earth dam,
1,280 feet long, of thirty-five feet
maximum height, and containing
80,000 cubic yards, is built across
ffho valley, thus forming a tail pool
into which the main canal will dis-
charge and from which the branch
canals will be fed. From this pool
two canals head—the north branch
and the east branch. The mnorth
!)mnoh is the smaller of the two, and
1t serves the country lying north and




TRESTLE BRIDGE JUST ABOVE THE DAM UNDER CONSTRUCTION

THE BASSANO DAM UNDER CONSTRUCTION

Earth to the extent of millions of square yards was carried across the river from the excavations in the Irrigation Canal, and then
dumped down to form the earthen extension of the dam
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THE IRRIGATION CANAL

Showing a trainload of earth heading for the river,

west of Mat-zi-win Creek, which is
the name applied to this valley.
This canal is about thirty feet bed
width, carrying about six and a half
feet of water. After crossing the
railway line, the location of this
canal follows the west flank of a deep
depression known as Crawling Val-
ley to a point about eight miles north
of its intake, where it will cross the
ralley by a siphon or flume and then
run northerly. It will have num-
erous branches, and will become
smaller as the distributaries are
thrown off, finally tailing out at the
Red Deer River.

The east branch, like the north
branch, heads out in the tail pool of
the main canal. Its size at the out-
let is about seventy feet bed width,
carrying 9.3 feet of water. Its gen-
eral course is south-east, and serves
the rest of the country not served
by the north branch.

Near Lathom the first branch will
take off, erossing the railway and
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BASSANO DAM

ABOVE THE

The earth excavated in making the canal is used in building the dam

watering a large area between the
two forks of the Mat-zi-win Creek.
This branch is known as the Spring
Hill Canal, and is about thirty-five
feet bed width, carrying seven feet
of water. The east branch econ-
tinues south-easterly, reaching the
height of land at the head of An-
telope Creek. At this point it again
forks, the south-easterly branch be-
ing known as the Bow Slope Canal,
which is about seventeen feet bed
width, carrying five feet of water,
and serves all the land on the Bow
River slope.

There are various branch canals
and ditches, making a total of 2,500
miles which can be supplied with
water from the main canal at the
dam.

The building of the dam has caus-
ed the establishment on the bank
of the river, close by, of a self-con-
tained community composed of the
workmen and their families. Houses
have been erected, and there are a
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church and a schoolhouse. Many
of the householders have planted
flowers at the front and in other
ways made an ‘effort to have these
temporary homes as attractive as
possible. The houses are lighted by
electricity generated at the dam.

While the work has been carried on
under various contracts, the whole
undertaking has been under the gen-
eral supervision of Mr. A. S. Daw.
son, chief engineer of the Canadian
Pacific Railway Company’s Irriga-
tion Department,

BEAUTY

By ARTHUR STRINGER

OURN nevermore for Beauty. Sigh no more
Above the tender rose that it must pass.
Lament no more that flowery loveliness
Seems but the prey of Time.

Fear not for this,

Since all these fragile things survive and live.
The nightingale still through the hills of Thrace
Makes music to the moon, though long ago

Their temples and their tombs have passed away.
On crumbling walls and ramparts, once the pride

Of unremembered empires, still return

Spring’s asphodels as frail as flakes of snow.

Fear not for such as these, since they, in truth,
Outlive the unguarded granite and its graves.
All beauty has its worth. Tt is enshrined

In armour stronger than cuirassing steel.

It bears a majesty that makes Death meek.
And robs him of his sting. We hate to bruise
The slender bird, or trample on the rose,

Or soil the snowy-winged anemone.

We ne’er would kill one lightest Dorie note
That links us with the childhood of the world.
Ay, loath we are to rend the quiet wings

Of rainbow-coloured moths.

‘When fragile gifts

Are touched with loveliness we treasure them.
The marble that in Milos once was made

A dream of tender beauty has not died
Through all the centuries; and lovely things
No sueccour need, and nothing good or bad
More obdurately battles through the dust

Of Time and Death than earth’s frail loveliness!
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THE EVOLUTION OF MUNICIPAL

GOVERNMENT
BY VINCENT BASEVI

EOPLES in all parts of the ecivil-
ised world are beginning to
realise that cities consist of men and
women, and that streets, watermains
and sewers are necessary but second-
ary considerations. During the last
half century, what may be termed
municipal thought has undergone
remarkable evolution. Fifty years
ago local governments were occupied
in giving more or less attention to
roads and fto the installation of
waterworks. If the wealthier dis-
tricts of a town were served with
sewers, the administration was deem-
ed satisfactory. Then came thoughts
of health. Efforts were made, and
are still being made, to supply pure,
drinkable water in every house.
Attention was given to the surfaces
of roads as dust became recognised
as a danger to health. In addition,
efforts have been made in most large
cities to connect all buildings with
the drainage system. While still in
the midst of this second phase of
municipal thought, we are advane-
ing one step further. All civilised
communities now appreciate the
effects of upbringing and surround-
ings on human beings. Attention is
being turned to the housing prob-
lem, to the development of social
centres, and to the provision of other
means calculated .to develop high
ideals of citizenship.
This progress is a perfectly
patural gradation commensurate
with the enlargement of industrial
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centres. Village government called
for little more than the provision of
a well and the preservation of order.
Big cities required more complicated
services. In the place of wells, ex-
tensive waterworks had to be estab-
lished, Increased traffic called for
better roads. To protect foot-pass-
engers, sidewalks had to be made.
Then drainage became necessary.
But still village ideas prevailed.
Each local authority attended to
problems similar to those of a vil-
lage, but on a larger scale. Then
came a faint realisation of the im-
portance of the human factor. Epi-
demics of typhoid were traced to
polluted water. High death rate
was attributed to unhealthful living
conditions. Subconseciously  loecal
governments began to |realise that
they were, in a measure, responsible
for the lives of citizens under their
jurisdietion.

Then followed the phase through
which we are now passing. Good
drinking water is to be available for
all, and not only for those who can
afford to have ornamental carbon
filters in their houses. Roads must
be paved so as to reduce danger
from dust. Garbage must be kept in
covered receptacles and disposed of
as rapidly as possible. ~ Drainage
must connect with every house. Pub-
lic services are heing construeted so
as to stamp out, so far as possible,
all breeding grounds of disease.
This means that there is a vast
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accumulation of arrears of work in
all large towns. For such problems
required attention when Babylon
was built.

However, there is satisfaction in
the thought that we have recognised
the importance of the health of the
community, that we are building
cities with due regard for sanita-
tion, and that now we are groping
towards still greater problems. Now
that drainage, pure water and good
roads are admitted necessities, these
can be left in the hands of compe-
tent staffs of engineers. Such ques-
tions should not occupy more time
at the meetings of local governing
bedies than is necessary to regulate
the ordinary financial requirements
of each.

In some respects civic administra-
tion is more important than national
covernment. It matters little wha:
arc the foreign velations of a people
or whal are ils trade conditions, if
at the heart there is a cankerous
growth nutur:d on unhea'thful liv-
ing eonditions, vicious surroundings
and Iack of high ideals. No nation
can be really great unless it is rais-
ing citizens sound in body and mind ;
men and women fit to play their
various parts in life. The main duty
o¢f municipal governments is to see
that under their jurisdictions con-
ditions obtain helpful to ‘the best
development of manhood and wom-
anhood, and conducive to high ideals
of citizenship.

First among the new problems is
that of housing artisans and other
small wage-earners. No man is im-
mune from the effects of surround-
ings. Slum life produces men and
women who are physically and men-
tally unfit for any sustained effort
for their own support. They are un-
employables and from the ranks of
these are recruited criminals, law-
breakers and persons of loose habits.
These constitute a heavy burden on
the state. Therefore, from the point
of view of sound economy, as well
as from that of developing good eiti-
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zenship, all slums should be cleaned
up, and good accommodation at low
rentals should be provided, even if
this entails some apparent loss to
the community. It is to the interest
of the nation that every man shall
have a chance to bring up his family
under healthful and encouraging
conditions. Garden suburbs and
model tenements, built on healthful
lines and kept under strict control
must replace all slums. For the slun{
is the breeding ground of half the
troubles of a nation.

Before leaving this branch of the
subject, I will deal briefly with the
rooming-house problem. This dis-
astrously evil system is peculiar to
the American continent. In all
European countries, the young man
or woman who goes to a city to
earn a living takes lodgings at g
house where bedroom and sitting-
room are supplied. The landlady
cooks for her lodger and waits on
him. Here we have some attempt
to supply a substitute for home life
But throughout the continent of
North America, there is no such com.
fort for the worker who has no re-
latives in the city. A dismal beq.
room is rented in a rooming-house
All meals have to be eaten in ehea.;;
restaurants. What chance has g
worker living under these condj-
tions to cultivate feelings of gooq
citizenship or high ideals of life
Such conditions are absolutely soul.
destroying. They inflict a maximum
of loneliness on an appreciable num-
bLer of office workers in every city in
Canada. And loneliness is respon-
sible for many failures and much
misery. Those who now 'live in
rooming-houses will be the fathers
and mothers of the next generation
What is being ground into theip
minds now will be passed on to thejp
children. The rooming-house system
would seem to be specially deviseq
to deteriorate the great class of office
and store clerks which -constitutes
some of the best material in the
country.
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A room in which to sleep, a restau-
rant at which to feed and the public
saloon or poolroom as the eommon
meeting-ground ; this is all that cer-
tain cities have to offer young men
who are doing necessary work. The
case of the girl is even harder and
more dangerous. Hope added to the
buoyancy of youth staves off many
failures. But the custom is respon-
gible for much needless suffering and
misery, and is the cause of many a
ruined life.

Residence clubs would seem to pro-
vide the natumal solution to this
problem. An annual fee of five dol-
lars should give a member use of the
public rooms. These would be a res-
taurant, library, writing-room, re.
ereation room, gymnasium and visit-
ors’ room. Then, for a small weekly
payment, the member could rent a
bedroom on the premises. Meals
would be supplied in the restaurant
on contract—so many meals for a
dollar—as is done in many publie
cafés. At such a place the stranger
in the city would secure board and
lodging, recreation and opportuni-
ties for social intercourse for the
same amount as is now paid for
discomfort and loneliness in a room-
ing-house. Such clubs are needed
for girl workers more than for men,
the additional protection given being
of great value.

Man is naturally a gregarious ani-
mal. The isolation of life in a city
is unnatural and is brought about by
tack of suitable meeting grounds.
America leads in the movement to
make public schools into centres
where the residents of each neigh-
hourhood may meet in the evenings
for instruction, social intercourse
and recreation. But though Ameri-
can cities lead, they have not gone
very far in this direction. Every
public school represents a large
amount of the people’s capital and
this outlay is being wasted when a
school is used only for a few hours
each day during term time. The
schools belong to the people and

-8
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should be used in such a manner
that the people may derive the maxi-
mum of benefit from them. For the
cost of additional janitor services,
every school of the continent could
be made to serve a double purpose
and both these purposes are of the
utmost importance to the nations,
Good citizenship cannot be aecquired
by sitting at home. A man must mix
with his fellow creatures before he
can claim to be a useful member of
society. He must learn to appre-
ciate the strength of some and to con-
done the weakness of others, to sym-
pathise with the unfortunate and to
help the needy. In other words, for
some hours every day the mind of
the nation should be turned from
thoughts of dollars to more import-
ant subjects.

In every city there are thousands
of men and women whose minds are
being starved and their development
stunted for want of social intercourse
and for the opportunity to give and
receive human sympathy. The social
centre is not a new fad or a fanci-
ful experiment. It is absolutely a
national necessity. No one disputes
the need for open air playgrounds.
Yet the weather is mot always fine
and warm. Having conceded the
playground, in order to be logical.
we must establish the social centre.

This leads to the consideration of
another aspect of city life which de-
mands attention from governing
hodies. To what extent is a council
or commission responsible for the
amusements provided? Up to the
present, the Canadian city has been
content to keep a more or less wateh-
ful eye on vaudeville theatres and
moving picture shows. Little is be-
ing done by municipalities to pro-
vide clean, elevating entertainment
for the public. In Germany this is
regarded as one of the duties of a
municipality. Quite small towns
have their theatres where grand
opera is given all the year round
hy stock companies, and where prices
are not adjusted to reserve the house
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for any particular class. Canadian
cities would be ill-advised to follow
slavishly the example of Germany.
It would be useless to force on the
public a perennial round of grand
operas. German cities give the
people what they desire and Cana-
dian cities should do likewise. If
municipalities were to provide clean,
wholesome entertainments at low
charges, undesirable performances
would be driven out of business.
The public likes good music and
good acting. It patronises unde-
sirable entertainments for want of
alternatives at prices it can afford
to pay.

Let us assume that public taste in
a particular city favours ragtime
music, vaudeville performances and
moving pietures. A wise govern-
ment would provide band perform-
ances with programmes arranged to
supply ragtime musie, with some
airs from licht operas introduced.
Verdi, Gounod and Leoncavallo
could be used to pave the way for
the cultivation of better taste. Vau-
deville performances under munici-
pal control could be made cheap,
entertaining and, at the same time,
be kept free from all vulgarity.
Perhaps the best of all work could
be done by establishing moving pic-
ture shows under civie control. The
amazing popularity of this form of
entertainment would give governing
bodies golden opportunities to effect
good.

To make these purely educational
would be to court failure. In the
first place, the theatre should be com-
fortable and well-ventilated. Then
films should be selected to amuse, to
entertain and occasionally to in-
struct. Only suggestive pictures
should be banned. By degrees the
public would demand better class
performances. It would lose taste
for the cheaper kinds of buffoonery
and would ask for more satisfying
fare. Still the moving picture show
ought to be retained as a vehicle for
amusement. If it were turned into a
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means for imparting instruction op
were condueted with the avowed in-
tention of educating publie taste,
patronage would be transferred to
other and perhaps less desirable per-
formances. Man requires more than
food, sleep and shelter. He needs
relaxation and entertainmgmt.
Therefore the wise municipality of
the future will take care that whole.
some amusement shall be more easily
accessible than unmoral and debas.
ing performances.
Wealthy people can
themselves with all that makes life
seem beautiful. Gardens, law
well cared for and carefully laig out
galleries of valuable pietures, libmz
ries containing priceless collectiong
of books and examples of gracefy)
statuary; these can be acquireq b
the rich. But the advantages of suc{
surroundings can be placed alsq at
the service of the poor. Every cit
should strive to be lovely in order ty
be lovable. Tree-lined bouleva,x-do
ornamented with statutary, ﬁns
open squares, beautiful parks -ans
stately buildings will have thei
effect on the character of ciﬁzenr
Public art galleries and librari o
can be of the greatest value, tho g
these seldom wield as much goog in
fluence as might be expected from
them. An art gallery establigh
for the public should be managed etg
suit the public taste. Good piety
of a character likely to give pleasl‘es
to the least cultivated shoumlq pnre
dominate. Then special rooms migrﬁ‘
be reserved for the works of partie s
lar schools which might tend to o
the artistic taste of the publie. B
it is of paramount importance t;hn
an art gallery established for ﬂ:t
benefit of the public shall he e %
ducted so that the ordinary man - e
feel w\galfioq;e and so arranged that hz
may find beauty within hi
hension. B
Most of the public librar
show excellent collections 01;:‘1%l B
and should prove equal to satis oks
the requirements of all kinds ang

surround
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conditions of men. But here again
there is need for atmosphere which
shall make the ordinary man feel
welecome. The impudence of a super-
cilious clerk may keep many a man
from taking advantage of his pub-
lie library. The clerk who conducts
himself as a civie official installed in
the library to order the public about,
to reprove, snub and discourage
questioning, is the wrong man for
the place. Men with tact, patience
and sympathy will have to be found
for clerkships in publie libraries be-
fore these institutions can realise
their full possibilities. We want to
tempt all men to read and study and
not only to provide facilities for
those who are determined to learn.

With public parks, playgroungis,
art galleries and libraries the ordin-
ary citizen can enjoy good influ-
ences which in past years have been
exclusive privileges of the wealthy.
Every citizen can be made to feel
that his home town is a place desir-
able; a city to work for and to be
proud of, a real home which he will
leave with regret and to which he
will want to return when away. This
is the spirit from which good eiti-
zenship is evolved.

All these new problems are crovyd-
ing in on the other ones and helping
to produce confusion in some ecities.
Experiments are being made with
different forms of government in or-
der to unravel the tangle. The latest
of these is the commission. Until
problems relating purely to public
works have been solved and the lines
of solution standardised as far as pos-
sible, commission government is not
likely to be given trial. But so soon
as we are ready to leave details of
works to municipal engineers, com-
mision government will have to give
place to councils elected every two
or three years, and it is doubtful if
the members of these councils will
be paid for their services. While
questions relating to ppbhc services
predominate, the need is for admin-
istrators with business acumen. But

the time is not far distant when all
such problems will be left in the
hands of permanent staffs. Then the
human factor problems will come to
the front, and to solve these, cities
will need the services of men with
imagination and sympathy. The
real work of city building will begin,
and with it will come 'a demand for
the services of leading thinkers in
every town. The problems of future
municipal polities cannot be left in
the hands of unimaginative rumin-
ating animals from the lower ranks
of ward politicians, nor are they of
such a nature as to be treated to
the best advantage by highly paid
commissioners. The problems in-
volve the training and development
of individual character and thus of
the character of cities and nations.

The men who can abolish slum
life, beautify their cities and provide
facilities for healthful recreation
and wholesome amusement for all,
will be eradicating erime and abol-
ishing all the influences which tend
to produce unemployables and per-
sons of loose character. The ideal
community will never he evolved, but
there is no reason why, in a modern
city, erime, vice and suffering should
not be reduced almost to a negligible
quantity. Poverty comes where
there is no incentive to work. Crime
flourishes where there are mno ex-
amples of the benefits of decent liv-
ing. Nearly all the troubles to which
cities are heirs find their roots in
the squalid slums and overcrowded
distriets,

The solution of these problems will
require the services of great states-
men. There are no subjects now be-
ing discussed by the parliaments of
the world half so important to each
nation as the questions arising from
living conditions in large cities.
These are the chief economic troubles
which will have to be settled. Those
who undertake the task cannot hope
to live to see its completion. Many
vears of patient toil will be needed
to evolve character from the back
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lanes and by-ways of great cities, to
abolish entirely the slum, and to set
up in its place the garden suburb,
the model tenement and the co-part-
nership village. The men who un-
dertake this work should be more
honoured by their fellow citizens
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than those who sit in parliaments to
discuss, more or less amiably, the
monotonous round of national busi.
ness. And when such honour is ge-
corded to local administrators, the
leading thinkers in each town wall
be found in the couneils.

A SONG OF POPPIES

BY VIRNA SHEARD

ILOVE red poppies! Imperial red poppies!
Sun-worshippers are they;
Gladly as trees live through a hundred summers

They live one little day.

1 love red poppies! Impassioned scarlet poppies!
Ever their strange perfume
Seems like an essence brewed by fairy people

From an immortal bloom,

1 love red poppies! Red, silken, swaying poppies!
Deep in their hearts they keep
A magic cure for woe—a draught of Lethe—

A lotus-gift of sleep.

I love red poppies! Soft silver-stemmed, red poppies,
That from the rain and sun

Gather a balm to heal some earth-born sorrow,
When their glad day is done.
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ik, END COF "THE STORY

BY DONALD MACDONALD

HE fourth mate, the ship’s cook

and the yogi sat under an awn-
ing on a strip of sandy coast and
talked of the sea which had been the
cause of half their trouble. At their
hacks, supporting the awning, stood
a meagerly furnished shack, their
temporary home. A little to one side,
beyond the water’s farthest reach,
ranged six graves, parallel to the sea
and partly shaded by a row of
seraggly palms.

[;ag{hgn a week before a ship had
gone down in a storm off the Bahama
banks. The mate, the cook and the
wise man had escaped in a boat, to
be picked up later by a fishing
schooner and landed at a Florida
town. There had been a fourth sailor,
but he had died of the dreaded blue
plague soon ofter reaching port. So
his companions had been hurried to
the pest house, where they now were,
with a hospital orderly who had vol-
unteered to remain by them during
the period of incubation and attend
them in case they were stricken with
the terrible disease.

The mate and the cook were men
of only average intelligence, but the
yogi had been a person of distine-
tion in the tropical village from
which he came. He was a man of
intellectual attainments and had
shipped in the humble capacity of
captain’s servant in order to see the
world and add to his store of knowl-

e.
edi‘he sun had gone down in the
stunted serub osks, and the air.gr.ew
¢hill. The three men moved inside
the shack and drew up to the table
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where the orderly sat reading. He
closed his book presently and ques-
tioned them concerning the world as
they had seen it. As the evening
wore on they began telling stories
to relieve the tedium of their con-
finement. When it came the mate’s
turn he said: '

““This is the story I heard in
Mozambique in the drinking-house
of Louis, the old Frenchman. It was
told by a Duteh trader in pearls,
and concerns the kingdom of Beba-
hambra on the east coast of Afriea.
Perhaps it will interest you.

“‘The king of Ecbahambra is said
to be a progressive and broad-minded
man, whose highest aim in life is to
lift his people out of their semi-bar-
barous condition. He “has instituted
many reforms, but perhaps his most
wqrthy act was the suppression of the
opium vice.

‘‘Chinese merchants in great junks
used to call at Echahambra to trade
with the natives, and it was they
who introduced the smoking of
opium. The vice spread so rapidly
that it threatened to demoralise the
whole tribe, and the king saw that
he must adopt drastic measures to
crush it. So, after much thought, he
decreed that every person found
guilty of nsing the drug should die.
After one or two exceptions the habit
was checked, although many people
still smoked in seeret.

‘““Now the king had three wives,
after the eustom of his country, who
were known as the great queen, the
middle queen, and the little queen.
The great queen was the favourite
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with the monarch. She had been
oiven to him by a neighbouring ruler
and was the most beautiful and most
hated woman in the country. The
other queens hated her because of
her beauty. The chief men of the
kingdom hated her because of her in-
fluence with the king.

¢“Qo she lived a miserable life, tor-
mented by her enemies and the vie-
tim of innumerable intrigues to over-
throw her. The lesser queens set
their maids to watch her and the
chief men placed spies in the royal
household to report everything which
she did. They all hoped to detect her
in some wrong-doing and thus accom-
plish her downfall.

“Unknown to the king the great
queen became a vietim of the opium
habit. Even after he issued his edict
of death she continued in the use of
the drug. Tn time knowledge of her
vice came to the middle and the
little queen. They talked the matter
over in private and resolved to tell
the chief men what they had heard
concerning their rival, because they
dared not accuse her openly to their
royal husband.”’

The fourth mate paused abruptly
in his story and the other men looked
up in wonder, They saw a blue pal-
lor over his face, his eyes rolled in
their sockets and he half fell across
the table. When they raised his head
he was already unconscious, and in
half an hour he was dead. Thus
quickly does the blue plague strike
down its vietim.

The orderly telephoned to the town
officials, who directed him to dig a
grave and bury the corpse at once.
S0 the two remaining sailors and the
attendant turned up the loose sand
under the palms and when the body
was cold covered it from sight.

The next day the two sailors hard-
ly spoke a word. The sudden leave-
taking of their comrade, and fears
for their own safety, cast a terrible
gloom over their minds. When the
orderly could endure the silence mo
Jonger he remarked: “Tt’s too bad

the mate didn’t finish his story. It
p}'omlsed to be interesting. I wonder
if the great queen was executed.?’’

Whereupon the ship’s cook said
sa.dly: “‘I have heard the story, and
}nll finish it for you. It Was, told
1111\.‘%16 littlBe wine shop kept by the
Irishman, Burke, at the P
i the Port of the

‘“Good,”’ said the orderly. ??
tell the truth, I became qui}tre infeTr?
este(r}}in the queen’s fate.’"

‘“The chief men,’’ began th
“_after hearing of the great (;ugggl’g
disobedience, went to the ruler and
asked, ‘Has not the king decreed that
every person who smoke i
be beheaded?’ e

““ ‘Even so,” replied the king.

“"Atrfh the royal laws enforced
against the poor and the weak y
they deman%ed. st

‘“ “They are to be executed Ins:
all alike, with favour to agz;::}st,
answered the monarch. y

o ‘T}_len why is it,” asked the chief
men triumphantly, ‘that the great
queen is permitted to smoke and go
unpunished ?’

‘“When the king heard this he was
speechless with fear. He dismissed
the chief men with a wave of hig
hand, sent for his beautiful wife anq
asked if it was true what the people
said about her. She kissed his foot
in token of submission to his will ang
said that she could not deny it.

‘“Of course, the king was anxious
to save his favourite queen, because
he loved her and because he knew
that her death would cause strife
with the neighbouring c‘hiefta,in,
whose daughter she was. But, bein,
a just king, he could not set aside his
law, even to spare the queen ang
save his country from war.

_“Hoping to find a way out of the
difficulty he called together his five
councillors and asked them if it were
pgssible to save the queen. He wag
willing to make any sacrifice if only
she might live. The councillors con-
sidered the matter gravely dor g
whole day and then decided that the

e Ayt
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THE END OF THE STORY

law could not be revoked even to
save the chief queen.

““But the king was a man of great
resource. He called the two priests
of the palace temple and asked them
to exfricate him from ms position.
It happened that one of the priests
hated the great queen because she had
such power over the monarch and he
longed to see her removed even by
death. The other loved the king and
resolved that his favourite wife
should not be executed.

‘““The priests arbitrated ‘disputes
and forefold future events by exam-
ining the entrails of a freshly slain
bullock. So each killed a young bull
in the light of the new moon and
studied the entrails till the sun rose.
The one who hated the queen report-
ed that the signs read in the entrails
pointed to her death. But the priest
who loved the king said that the
omens were favourable to the queen.”’

Unnoticed by the orderly, who was
deeply interested in the story, the
cook’s voice had grown weaker and
weaker till it finally died away in a
groan. His arms fell to his knees, his
pipe dropped from his lips, and the
blue pallor crept over his face. The
attendant sprang to his side and ad-
ministered his most powerful medi-
cines. But the cook never spoke
again. In a few moments he ceased
breathing, his features relaxed from
their horrible grimace, and he was
still.

The orderly immediately telephon-
ed his death to the town and then
took the yogi outside to seoop out the
second grave. When the cook was
buried beside the fourth mate under
the palms the orderly and the re-
maining sailor returned to the shack
and sat solemny through the night.

After they had breakfasted and
drunk a little wine to cheer them, the
orderly said, ‘“‘I’m sorry the cook
didn’t finish the story. Now T shall
never know the end, and T am much
interested in the fate of the queen.”’

The yogi looked up and answered
quietly, “‘I, too, have heard the story
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and will finish it for you. The first
mate told it to the captain one night
while we lay at anchor in Delagoa
Bay.”

““Good,”’ said the orderly relieved.
Then a great doubt suddenly filled
his mind. ‘‘But you may die like
the others before you reach the end.
g0 make the story short.’’

“I promise to finish it,”’ said the
yogi seriously.

“Very well, then. Go ahead.”

So the wise man began: ‘‘The king
was now in a worse quandary than
ever. Never before had the priests
differed in their readings of the en-
trails. If he accepted the favourable
omen, and discarded the other, the
people would say that he had spared
the queen because he loved her. Yet
he could not bring himself to order
the execution. Being a very deter-
mined man, however, he would not
yield while one hope remained.

““On the Mount of the Moon, the
highest peak in Ecbahambra, lives a
hermit, a very holy man, who wor-
ships the Queen of Night. He eats
no flesh and spends the hours be-
tween sunrise and sunset in prayer.
In former years his word was greater
than the king’s, and even now it is
held in reverence. The king, in his
extremity, thought of the hermit and
resolved to seek his help.

“The whole court made a three-
days’ journey fo the summit of the
mountain and the monarch begged
the holy man to intervene in behalf
of the beautiful queen. The hermit
listened fo the king’s trouble, thonught
on the matter for two mights, and
finally said, ‘On the day following
the full of the moon go to the temple
gardens and watch the sacred white
elephant. If he sneezes three times
between sunrise and sunset, the great
queen may live.’

“The sacred white elephant,”” ex-
plained the yogi, ‘‘is worshipped by
the people of Echahambra as if he
were a god. He is kept in the temple
garden day and night, chamed to a
huge pillar of stone. Once a month,
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when the moon is full, he decides
great questions of state by the droop-
ing of an eyelid or the swish of his
tail. A

““The king and his retinue jour-
neyed back to the capital and waited
till the time of the full moon. On
the following day a great crowd of
people had gathered in the gardens
to witness the final test of the king.

““About an hour after the sun ap-
peared the elephant rose from his
knees, lifted his trunk high in the
air, and sneezed so loudly that the
children cried out in fear. The king,
who was watching from a pavilion,
was delighted, and sent word imme-
diately to his favourite spouse that
she was one-third saved. :

‘“Then the people waited in silence.
Noon passed and the white elephant
had not sneezed again. The king,
greatly worried, hastened to the pal-
ace to consult the chief queen. Now
the queen was a person of even great-
er resource than her husband. When
she heard that the sacred elephant
had sneezed only once, and saw that
the day was half spent, she said,
‘Prepare some new hay from the
sweet grass which grows in the river
bottoms, sprinkle it full of snuff, and
give it to the elephant.’

““So the king ordered his servants
tn cut a bundle of the sweet-smelling
grass and they hastened to obey him.
While it was still wet he sprinkled
snuff on it unseen by the court
officials, and offered it to the ele-

phant. The great beast had scarce-'

ly begun to eat it when he suddenly
lifted his trunk and before he could
rise to his feet sneezed so terribly
that his breath fell on the people like
rain. The king laughed loudly and
sent word to his waiting wife that
she was two-thirds saved.

““But after that the elephant re-
fused to eat the hay.

““They watched all that afternoon.
Onee the elephant rose from his knees,
stretched out his trunk as if to
enceze, and sank down again without
making a sound. Twice he did this

and the king was very angry. He
would have ordered his soldiers to
spear the beast, but he feared the
people.

‘“At last the sun rested on the top
of a low hill in the west and began to
disappear. Only a few moments of
the day remained. The elephant had
sneezed twice and the king was be-
side himself with rage. He walked
up and down before the elephant
muttering savage threats—’’

The orderly, who was now wholly
engrossed in the story and watched
every word as it came from the yogi’s
lips, saw the old man’s mouth con-
torted in a hideous grin. An instant
later the fatal blue pallor suffused his
face and his whole body began to
tremble. The attendant sprang up
and treated him as he had treated the
fourth mate and the ship’s ecook.
While he forced stimulants between
the rigid jaws he shrieked to the
dying man, ‘“Wait a minute, wait.
You can’t die till you finish the story.
Remember your promise. Did the
elephant sneeze again?’’ But hig
frantic appeals fell on unheeding
ears. The last sailor was dead and
the story was still unfinished.

The yogi buried, the orderly was
compelled to remain in the pest house
until the period of incubation for the
disease had passed. As no symptoms
of the plague developed, he was soon
back at his work in the hospital. Bug
he was greatly changed. Living
alone in the shack that had witnesseq
the death of the three sailors he hagq
brooded over the story left uncom-
pleted by the fourth mate, the ship’s
cook and the yogi, and agonised over
the fate of the great queen till hig
mind had become morbidly affected
His friends ecould mnot diagnose hié
malady, but thought that he was snf_
fering from melancholia brought on
by his horrible death watch.

During his absence from the hog.
pital a new nurse had been receiveq
It was her custom once a week 1;0
give amateur demonstrations in spiy.
itualism for the entertainment of the

5




IN AN AUTUMN GARDEN

other nurses and the internes. One
evening the orderly attended a seance
out of curiosity. The nurse placed
his hands on a slate and told him to
think of a question. But the poor
fellow, his thoughts ever brooding on
the fate of the African queen, disre-
garded her instructions. After a
while the nurse lifted his hands,
turned over the slate, and said play-
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fully, ‘““Let’s see what’s written.”
This is what they read:

“The sun had sunk so low behind
the hill that the eye could gaze on
it withoult watering, when the ele-
phant rose from his knees, stretched
out his trunk to its full length, and
sneezed for the third time.”’

An.d thus the yogi fulfllled his
promise.

IN AN AUTUMN GARDEN

BY ISABEL ECLESTONE MACKAY

O-NIGHT the air discloses
Souls of a million roses,
And ghosts of hyacinths that died too soon;
From Pan’s safe-hidden altar
- Dim wraiths of incense falter
In waving spiral, making sweet the moon!

Aroused from fragrant covers,
The vows of vanished lovers

Take voice in whisperings that rise and pass;
Where the crisped leaves are lying
A tremendous, low sighing

Breathes like a startled spirit o’er the grass.

Ah, Love! in some far garden,
In Arcady or Arden,

We two were lovers!

Hush—remember not

The years in which I’ve missed you;
For, yesterday, I kissed you
Beneath this haunted moon! Have you forgot?
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"BY BRIAN

3¢ AMAN is known by the company
«&* * he keeps,’’ and to a certain ex.
tent the old-fashioned London cabby
became known according to the
““fares’’ he carried. Cabs are used by
all sorts and conditions of men, and
cabmen in general come into contact
with a pretty varied assortment of
people. An old and experienced cab-
by has, perhaps, a wider knowledge
and Dbetter judgment of human
nature than any other being in the
world. But, for all that, cabmen fall
into a groove. Certain cabs and cer-
tain cabmen come to be used almost
exclusively by certain classes of
people, and the cabby’s outlook on
the world is influenced accordingly.
There was a certain member of the
Green Lawn Club—the little cab-shel-
ter on the Embankment—the driver
of a four-wheeler, who was known by
the title of ’Oly William. The rea-
son for this name puzzled me not a
little, for he was a gentleman with as
florid a vocabulary as any in the
Club, while he was inclined to be even
more than ordinarily intemperate.
At first I thought the name a mere
sarcastic paradox, until one morning
about four io’clock, I found ’Oly
William almost foaming at the mouth
in a frenzied discussion of the doec-
trine of predestination with Juggins,
who was an avowed agnostic.
Later, when I saw ’Oly William on
the rank, light broke upon me. He
and his horse were slumbering peace-
fully at that ‘‘stand for hackney car-
riages’’ adjacent to the Whitefield
Tabernacle at the top of Tottenham
Court Road. A little adroit follow-
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ing up of this clue at the Club put me
In possession of ’Oly William’s his.
tory. He had used that ‘““rank’? from
time immemorial and had carried
practically every famous noncon
formist preacher who had ever drawn
crowds to the Tabernacle. He ex.
pressed to me his firm convietion that
no clergyman of any creed could even
see his cab without hailing it and
being driven somewhere.

‘“’Course, me bein’ up there right
in a religious ’ot-bed, as you may say.
it’s only natural as I should git a
good few parsons. But some ’ow it
don’t seem to matter what part of
London I’'m in, there’s always a par.
son croppin’ up to wave ’is humbre].
ler at me. ’Bout thirty year ago
when I fust started, I got sick &Il(i
tired of it, but it wasn’t no use, I ad
to give in, and now I ‘ardly like ¢
take a fare 00 ’asn’t got a white tie
and a black pancake ’at.

‘““When I ain’t up at ‘Whitefield ’g I
uses the Strand by Exeter "All, op

takes a pitech by the City Temple,

But it don’t matter where I am.

U'm down Whitechapel way, I get g
bloomin’ chief Rabbi. If I'm up a¢
"Ammersith, T pick up a brace of
Greek Patriarchs. Why, larst week
when I was goin’ ‘ome to the meys.
I picked up a Chinaman in White’aq
‘00, I ’eard afterwards, was Some
sort of priest at the Embassy in
Portland Place. On’y becog I
’appened to be laid up at the tim,
I missed takin’ Dowie from ’is plaes
in Euston Road—time the crowq
broke the winders of the keb ang
nearly ’ad the old boy out.

-
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“I’ve drove Spurgeon and R. J.
Campbell and Cardinal Newman and
Torrey and Alexander, and as for
bishops |—well, "if you looks in the
keb you’ll see ’ow the front of the
cushion’s all wore out through rub-
bin’ again the buttons on their gait-
ers. If I wos to go to Frawnce and
drive a fiakker, the fust fare I'd get
would be the Pope ’isself.

‘“So, you see, sir, ow I couldn’t
‘elp gittin’ a sort of knowledge of
religion and such matters, till it’s
become a sort of ’obby wiv me. Why,
about ten years ago I even bought
four vollums of sermons orf a barrer
in Farrin’don Road, and I've pretty
near finished readin’ of them mow.
’Fact, religion wiv me’s a kind of
’abit. I even find it ’ard to get the
old ’orse past a street corner preach-
er or a Salvation Army meetin’ e’s
that interested.”’

The Bishop of London was not in
favour with ’Oly William, owing to
the fact that he patronised ’husses
and the wunderground; indeed, he
disapproved of modern ecclesiastics
in general. % 4

““I don’t know wot things is comin’
to wiv curicks and bishops travellin’
in ’ansom kebs—it ain’t respectable.
Nothink under four wheels was con-
sidered dignified enough when I
started.” And he would shake his
head mournfully over the decay of
religious ideals.

William’s connection with the
‘“cloth’’ was never envied. Curates
and old ladies are reputed to enter-
tain the ridiculous idea that a man
may get dangerously intoxicated on
any sum over one penny, and certain
bishops are credited with an almost
uncanny knowledge of what is the
exact legal fare between almost any
points in London. i

A good connection with the stage
was looked upon in a very different
light. Many members of the Club,
especially those with a taste for night
work, hardly carried any but aectors
and actresses and ‘‘blokes from the
’alls’’—before the days when a sixty
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h.p. car had become requisite and
necessary to any self-respecting
music-hall ‘‘artiste.”” The trade was
profitable to a tactful man.

‘““There’s Tree, £’r instance,”” said
Curly, the debonair driver of a
spick and span hansom. ‘‘'R ‘ardly
ever waits for change if you treat
im proper. Say “’ome, sir?’ when
he gits in, and when ’e gits out try
and say a bit about ’avin’ seen the
show from the gods and bein’ sorry
you won’t be able to drive ’im to-
morrer night ’cause you can’t keep
from goin’ again Then its, ‘’Ere’s
a suvrin, my man, bring your sweet-
’eart wiv you.’ ”’

This was before the great Beer-
bohm became ‘‘Sir ’Erbert.”’

‘“There’s ‘ardly any of ’em but
likes bein’ reckernised. I mind the
fust time as I ever drove Tree. 1
was noo to London and ’ardly knoo
and faces, and when a bloke ’ailed me
in the ’Aymarket and gets in sayin’
“’Ome,” very dignified, I was that
took aback that I just drove on up
towards Piceadilly wonderin’ what
to do next.”

‘“When we got to the Circus, I
leant over and lifted up the trap. 'E
was lollin’ over in the corner lookin’
’arf asleep. ‘Where did you say,
sir?’ I says. ‘’Ome,’ ’e grunts out,
very fierce at bein’ disturbed; and
there was I not knowin’ wevver ’e
lived in Park Lane or Tootin’ Bec
Common.”’

“Top of Regent Street I raised
the trap again for I was gittin’ des-
prit. “Where is your ’ome, sir?’ I
says timid like. ’E didn’t flare up
and roar at me like what I expected s
e was lookin’ sort of quiet and
dreamy and ’e just looks up wiv ’is
eyes ’arf shut and ’e says, ‘Why?’
"e says, ‘Why should T tell a perfect
stranger the whereabouts of my
beautiful ’ome?’ ’Strewth, I nearly
fell orf of me dickey, and I've never
rightly know wevver ’e was ’avin’ a
game wiv me all the time.

‘““Well, there’s actors and there’s
actors,”” said Juggins reflectively,
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‘‘and you never kmow your luck.
Sometimes its suvrins and ’arf suv-
rins and sometimes—well, larst night
I took a party of six all the way to
Bedford Park and all they could
raise between ’em was one and thrip-
pence in coppers and a gun-metal
matchbox wiv a nimitation turkwas
in it.. There ain’t such a lot in
actors.”

Still, for all Juggins’s scorn of The
Profession I shall never Porget his
behaviour one sad morning seven
years ago.

The Club was nearly full. Nine or
ten pipes contributed to the acrid
blue fog in the little shelter, and
Corkey was singing cheerfully in his
little kitchen to a spluttering accom-
paniment of sausages. Ginger George
was relating a secandal in high life on
which he had obtained sidelights
through the trap in the roof of his
hansom while carrying a couple from
Regent Street to Park Lane, and the
members were punctuating his nar-
rative with marks of appreciation by
beating with ecawfy mugs on the nar-
row table in front of them. I had
seldom seen the little cluster of cab-
men in better form.

Then, about three o’tlock, Juggins
entered. He said nothing, but there
was that in his face which broke off
Ginger George’s story in the middle
of a sentence. Corkey in his kitchen
noticed the sudden silence and his
whistling ceased as Juggins raised
the flapped table and squeezed into
a seat.

““Sir ’Enery gorn at last,’’ he said
simply, and Battersea Bob, whose hat
was upon his head, removed it quick-
ly. ‘‘Died in ’arness. ’E’d just fin-
ished doin’ Becket when ‘e keeled
over and croaked be’ind the scenes.
I’d took a bloke dahn to Fleet Street,
and the night gateman at the D’ily
M’il give me the noos. We’ll never
gee 'is like, mates. If ever there was
a actor ’oo was a gentleman it was
sir 'Enry Irving, Gawd knows what
the stage’ll do wivout ’im.””

There were no more stories that
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morning and every man’s pipe was
knocked out and put away. The old-
er cabmen spoke of the dead actor
almost with awe. Only two or three
of them, it seemed, had seen him act
but nearly all had driven him and
spoke of his kindliness and genep.
osity.

‘‘Time my wife ’ad ’er fust twins, 2
said Battersea Bob, ‘‘’E bloomin?
well saved ’er life. Noticed I was
lookin’ worried-like, and made me
take ’im raand to our kip. Sent me
orf to the ’ospital for a trained nusg
and went aht and got port wine ang
saw ’er pulled through when the doe-
tor ’ad given ’er up. Ang
nah ’e’s gorn.

‘‘Many and many’s the times I’ve
took ’im to the Lyceum in the old
days. Always ’arf a suvrin no mat_
ter where I'd picked ’im up. Rahng
the corner in the Strand or up by ’g
‘ouse at ’Ammersmith, it was alwaysg
arf a suvrin just the same—op
suvrin if ’e ’adn’t ’arf a thick up
on ’im. But I'd a drove ’im fop
nothink and prahd to do t—Gawq
bless ’im.”’

When T left, an hour later, a pro.
posal was on foot to raise a monstep
subscription, and, I if remembep
rightly, there was a very fine Wreath
from London cabmen at Sir Henry’g
funeral. :

There was one ecabman who special.
ised in lawyers, but he, unfortunate.
ly, I never met, though I hearq
rumours of his choice anecdotes of
various legal lights and Sir ’Ene
"Awkins in particular—since he wq
a popular favourite, regarded with
a sort of fearful affection.

But these ‘‘classified clienteleg?»
arose chiefly by accident or fate. Salt
Water Jim was the only member of
the Club who, by his own confessio:
deliberately specialised in one cla:’s
of fare.

““When I follered the sea I came in
contrack wiv a lot of foriners,’?
explained, ‘“so when I took to steep.
in’ a ’orse and keb I laid myself 011;;
to get forin’ fares what I knoo 1
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could please through knowin’ their
’abits.

““I ain’t a privileged kebman’’—a
cabman, that is, with the name of a
station blazoned on his cab and the
privilege of standing in the court-
yard of a station—‘but I works
round Euston and Waterloo and ’ere
at Charing Cross and nearly always
I picks up Americans and foriners or
Colonials like you, sir. You see, I've
brought my ’ead into the business.
When I sees a Namerican I says,
‘Want a ’ack, Colonel? Only twelve
cents a mile!”” or ‘On’y fifty cents
to the ’Otel Cecil!” and when I think
a gent’s a Australian I says ‘My
oath!’ loud enough for ’im to ’ear,
or if ’e’s a Canadian I says, ‘Oh, hell!
Holy Mike!” to the ’orse. That
fetches ’em nearly every time. There
ain’t nothink more attractive in a

forin land than to ’ear someone
usin’ the ’omely expressions of your
own country. . I know a bit of
French and Spanish too, and when
a Frenchy ’ears me call the ’orse a
sacre cochon d’enfer its like a breath
of ’ome to ’'im and ’e ’ops into the
keb as grateful for a friendly word
as if I was ’is brother. . ., .

I glanced at my watch and turned
to get my hat, but spun round again
indignantly as a hoarse voice bel-
lowed in my ear:

‘“Twenty-three for youse. So you're
goin’ to beat it, you bone-headed
mutt?’’

Salt Water Jim was regarding me
with a proud smile: ‘“‘I thought that
'ud please you,”’ he said amiably.
‘““‘Regular ’omelike, ain’t it?”’

A faint ‘‘Oh, you kiddo!”’ followed
me into the gray dawn.

eRs—
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THE MAY

BY ETHEL HAMILTON-HUNTER

THE sun was setting.

The Sheriff’s officer paused be-
fore he entered the tiny cottage. He
was unlike most officials in that he
possessed a kindly heart.

The little, old woman, sitting in
the semi-darkness, crooned audibly,
her poor withered hands crossed upon
her tattered shawl.

‘““Mabbe t’ da’, mabbe to-morro’.
Oh, sad be the hour that sees the
widda left without a home. . . .
Thirty year since I staked the wee
bit o’ fence an’ railed the pond at
the end o’ the field. . I mind
the da’ well. Thirty—"’

‘‘Evening, mother.”’

Out of the darkness emerged the
shrunken figure.

‘‘Same t’ you.”’

““You know my business?’’

‘““Aye! Be it to-morro’—whin?’’

‘““To-night. There is no alterna-
tive.”’

“Thank ye kindly. I’ll be ready
whin—hush! ! !’

The patient hopelessness of her
accent struck him, '

‘‘Have you no kindred, mother, no
one to help you when the years have
left you weak and lone?’’

She did not answer him for a
moment.

Then he noticed she had pushed a
chair towards him, dusting it with
her withered palm, and motioned him
to sit down.

Outside a green country stretched
for miles and miles beneath a pink-

ay sky.
ng&t ]ghuman being could be seen.

Lonely mountains faced the west;
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lonely boglands spread to meet the
east.

Down the vale the thatched roof of

a cottage rose above the sloping pas. -

ture. Above, upon the hillside a
group of cattle rested. 7

“.Hush!” said the old woman
again, shading her eyes as she looked
toward the horizon. ‘‘Hush, say ngq
Wosrg——lshe is comin’ home,”’

e leaned forward in a listeni
att‘i‘tgdg and called clearly: e
abeen ! Babeen!
Acushla Babeen! ! !”’ Angd li?:}iefelllxl
answer to her cry, far away the faint
Jingle of bells resounced.

_The Sheriff’s officer drew out hig
pipe. He saw discretion was the bet-
ter part of valour. Duty must be
fulfilled, but in the meanwhile he saw
no objection to a smoke and a chat .
also he was interested in the bells

‘I hear their jingle, mother,’’ His
voice almost contained a challenge

Aye! aye! they be a long Was;
off, but I know that she 1s comin? 3>
and the old woman smiled sweetly., '

‘“She has been away two days n.ow
Everything is ready, even the ass.
I was only waitin’ for her, sir, Dearvy
me! I love every inch of the WZ
place, an’ T have struggled harrq to
kape it, but T can’t. . . . The
ilovg, thim few tears is nothin’. 5
. niver was wan for eryin’. But me
little home. Thirty ye:: I;:
come here, me auld man an’ me
afther bein’ marrit be Father Con..
nellen. T was no slip of a cOlleel;
thin; but T was a tidy, honest woman
an’ Jem was all that, an’ gude an’
kind as well. We worrked early an®

e d
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late. Glory be to God, thim was
happy days. Thin little
Babeen came. . . . Quare name,
sir. Jem heard it at the big house
where he worrked yander. The poor
Master! Sure his death, an’ the
break op af the family was our ruin.
.+ . Well, sir, she was a wee bonny
bit o’ beauty, with her fair hair an’
big blue eyes, they luke sorriful like
now, sir, but they was full of laugh-
ter then.

“Jem an’ me was clane daft
about her, she was so terrble cute.
One af th’ ladies up yander taught
her booke-larnin, an’ she could read
an’ write beautiful. Poor Miss
Molly! God rest her soul! She was
very fond of Babeen. . . . I mind
the da’ well she came over and tauld
me all about the grand fete they was
goin’ to have. There was to be a big
tent full of children actin’ and sing-
in’. . . . We want Babeen most
particular says she to me, to dress up,
says she, as Queen o’ the May. . . .
Excuse the tears, sir. Poor little
colleen! Poor little colleen!’’

The old voice brake. The wrinkled
hands were clenched with anguish.

““We thought it was splendid, sir,
to see her all dressed in white with a
wreath of flowers in ner hair, poor
child, poor child!”’ .

She was crying now, her tears fall-
ing upon the dirty apron that fain
would have wiped them away.

““ Aye, aye, sir; surely this is a sor-
riful life. ¢ I watched her full
af life run across the fields, a little
book of verses in her hand. Ah, sir!
she was niver to come back the same.
I kept thinkin’ af her all day, longin’
for her, and whin I seen her cross the
stile in the evening’, me poor hea?rl’:
jumped with joy. I'saw her runnin
like one mad. . Mad, sir, did I
say? Aye, whin our poor darlin’
cum home she was quite, quite mad.
. . . How did it happen? Well,
1’11 tell ye. At the end of the wood
there’s a small cottage. Old Mahony
and his son lived there. The son was
a wee bit daft, but no wan thought
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he would ever do any harrm. Well,
sir, Babeen, as far as we know,
stopped to speak to him. There must
have been a rid poker in the fire, for
it seems out he run. . . Our
poor little lass got away; t’orror or
God, sir, kept her runnin’, Some min
hearred a scrame and caught the
poor daft man. But Babeen—hush|
For here she be? ’'Tis a rale sad
sight; she thinks she’s a colleen still
an’ Queen o’ the May; an’ she keeps
on singin’ the verses she learrnt wid
Miss Molly. The bells, sirt
Ah! ’twor my own thought. Whin
she wanders aff 1 can find her easy;
they’re fastened to her dress. . . .
Babeen! Babeen! Babeen! Acushla
Babeen! ! 1"’

The Sheriff’s officer drew in his
feet (they reached almost to the door)
and leaned forward. A figure was
passing up the little path and a
voice was singing:

““I’ll sleep so sound all night, mother,
that I shall never wake,

If ye do mnot call me loud whin the da’
begins to break;

But I must gather knots o’ flowers, an’
buds an’ garlands gay,

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother,
I’m to be Queen o’ the May,’’

‘‘Babeen! Babeen!’’ the old wom-
an called again,. holding out her arms,
but still the voice kept on singing :

‘‘He thought I was a ghost, mother, for
I was all in white,

An’ I ran by him widout spaking’, like
a flash o’ light.

They call me cruel-hearrted, but I care
not what they say,

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother,
I’m to be Queen o’ the May.’’

‘“‘Auchla! Acushla ! Have ye cum?’’ '

The Sheriff’s officer rose and bowed
respectfully. ”

A tall, pale-faced woman had en-
tered and stood watching him, it
seemed, with eyes filled with deep,
calm scorn.

Nothing wild, pnothing strange
marked her except a tattered piece of
white veiling about her head. E

She carried a wreath of flowers in
her hand, and when the old woman
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asked her to shake hands with the
gentleman she did so as artlessly as
a little child.

‘““You were singing,’”” he said;
‘‘’tis a pretty song.’’

‘It be the Queen’s song,”’ she said,
raising her head proudly, with all
the dignity of a monarch.

The old woman rose slowly and,
taking her daughter’s hand led her
towards a low chair.

‘‘Sit. down, Acushla,”’ she said
gently, ‘““‘we are goin’ out you an’
me, an’ mabbe ye be tired. . .
I’ll jist go round for the ass, sir.
Everything is in the cart. The wee
sticks o’ furniture, I guve to Patsy
Hooligan. Me brother John will
share what he has with us. He lives
over yon hill. It won't take us long
to get there. Hungry? No, I don’t
think so, sir. I put food in her

J \ \ A
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pocket, an’ she ates berries as well
iia Thank ye, thank ye, I ming
only for her. . . Whoa, Neddie
stop aten now an’ cum along,”’

Long shadows stretched beneath
the trees.

It was almost dark when the little
cart and its occupants moved off.

Above the stillness echoed the
jumble of wheels. Once or twice the
jingle of bells sounded.

The man stood and listened—

‘‘The night winds ecum an’ go, mo
upon_the meadow grass, = -

An’ the happy stars above thém seem to
brighten as they pass;

There will not be a drrop o’ rain
whole o’ the livelong day, s

An’ I'm to be Queen o’ the May, m
I'm to be—"? ¥ Others

He could hear no more.

Onl
distant jumbling sound. e
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ONE would think almost that Ar-

cadia has been found at last in
““The Happy Garden,”’ which is the
delightful produetion, in book form,
of Mary Ansell, and apparently her
work as well in the form of the real
garden which she describes. This
author gives one a new view of gar-
dening, and one reads her book with
a feeling that here after all is the
great art. Of gardeners and garden-
ing she observes:

“‘They can carry out without really
grasping the significance of what they
are doing, and often grumble until the
scheme is carried out. If it succeeds, they
forget the designer, as the actor forgets
the dramatist and the musician the com-
poser. If it fails, they do not conceal
their rejoicing. . . .

‘‘Half a garden is almost worse than
none. Really, to create a garden, it is
necessary a fling ambition, social plea-
sures, to reduce natural responsibilities to
a minimum, and, if you are a man, to re-
tire on a certain income. If you are a
woman, then marry an artist, an author,
or a clergyman, and make it clear to him
that your garden is to be the central idea
of both your lives, stipulate for an ade-
quate allowance to meet the temptations
of the autumn catalogues, select your
friends, discard your acquaintances, and
set' to work.

“‘Such a programme sounds monstrous-
ly selfish, but, indeed, gardening is a very
gerious business, as serious as literature,
or stocks and shares, and much more
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serious than most of the professions, and
it has the blessing that no money can be
made out of it. In other arts there is
the dreadful necessity of pleasing the
publisher or the picturedealer. =

The book is splendidly illustrated.
(Toronto: Cassell & Company).

3*

OF the making of doggerel there
seems to l.e no end—in Canada.
It is actually a lean month when we
have no oppcrtunity to remark the
publication of sume set of bal verses
that pass amongst the author’s
friends and then fade into oblivion.
But the most astounding ecollection
of all, with one or two exceptions,
is ‘““Canadian Heart Songs,”’ by
Charles Wesley McCrossan. The in-
troductory stanza sets the pace:

‘‘God save our Empire King!
We his dominions sing,

God save our King!
Ever united we,
With England o’er the sea,
For his supremacy,

‘God save our King!”’

There is no chance of the King be-
ing saved if we continue in serious
form such pretence at poetry as this.
But even that is far from the worst.
We find in this book many small
patriotic outbursts of which ‘‘Canada,
our Native Land’’ is a good example:
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¢¢0 Canada! Our native land thou art!
We sing of thee and gladness fills our
heart.
Thou art a child of Britain’s throne, an
empire vast and free.
We’ll fight for king, and native land,
and glorious liberty!
God bless our land!
God save our King!
Thou God of battles, we Thy praises sing.
Thou God of battles, we Thy praises sing.’’

The last stanza of the contribution
immediately preceding this effusion
shows that in the author’s estimation
the Deity is a many-sided being, be-
cause, instead of the ‘‘God of
Battles’’ he is here referred to as

¢“The Wonderful, the
Ever-Mighty God

Who, manifest in Jesus Christ man’s sin-
cursed road hath trod,

The Everlasting Father and the Prince of
peace divine, . . . .”?

Counsellor, the

Many of our so-called poets pour
out a regular deluge of this sort of
irresponsible verbiage, and the only
things they seem to study are the vari-
ations they play upon sentiments of
reverence and patriotism that are
though conventional, ancient an
lamentably commonplace. And, what
is worse still, the book sells well, so
we are told, and many persons buy it
thinking they are getting literature
of a high order. Doubtless the
author means well, but apparently he
has not waited to think about con-
sistency. ““We’ll fight for King and
native land and glorious liberty!”’
he shouts in one breath, and with the
next he exclaims:

‘‘I’ve studied England as she is; have
seen her with my eyes;

Had glimpses of her poverty—a terrible
surprise!

I’ve seen her working millions, paid but

scarce a living wage;

Seen greed and pride and hunger filling

men with hate and rage.

«¢)Tig not the German Emperor that Eng-
land needs to fear;
But foes within, like caste, and greed,

.and poverty, and beer. .
These caused the revolution that once

soaked poor France in blood. :
They ’re ragpant now in England, like
‘a surging, seething flood.”’
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In another effort this author asks,

‘O Canada, fair Canada!
Shall not thine Empire look on thee
As on one who’s reached maturity ¢
Wilt thou not, as a child full grown,
Fight side by side with Britain’s throne
Flesh of her flesh, bone of her bone, x
By land and sea, with force thine own¢g??
The word ‘‘throne’’ may be in
rhyme with ““grown’’ and ‘‘bone, **
but it is a long time since we
have seen a throne fighting op
even a British sovereign going
out to Dbattle. Stuff like this
should not be printed, because it has
no merit as verse and but little reason
as prose. Loyalty and patriotism
are good things in their own way, but
why will our poets and our not even
““near’’ poets keep on harping on the
old, played-out strains of war and
fighting and the God of Battles?
Theirs is a decadent sentiment, but
it dies hard. Why do they keep it
alive? Why do the publishers help
them? (Toronto: William Briggs.)
3
NO writer whose work we have en.
countered of late seems to equal
Leonard Merrick in giving the im.
pression that he writes about himself.
We find this to be so in many of his
short stories—‘‘The Man Who Un-
derstood Women,”” for instance—but
it is ‘‘Cynthia’’ especially that we
have in mind. Undoubtedly My,
Merrick, in this book at least, has let
in some of his own personal experi-
ence; for it is the story of a young
novelist, or rather the wife of a
young mnovelist—Cynthia. Cynthia,
one would infer at the outset, is g
light-headed creature, while the
young husband, the author, is a
clever writer who has been fasein.
ated by the girl’s freshness and
naiveté. Cynthia is ‘‘a daughter of
the Philistines,”” and as such, at the
outset at least, one is induced to
pity her. But as the story develops
the pity goes over to the young
author, who after all for downright
unselfishness and elevation of char-
acter is put to shame by the young

s




MR. LEONARD MERRICK
An English writer whose books are now being widely read in America

wife whom he has inwardly deplored
as a burden upon his opportunities.
Many wives have passed lives of abso-
lute devotion to their husbands ax}d
their homes, while the husbands in
the full bloom of egotism havg con-
sidered themselves martyrs. ‘‘Cyn-
thia’’ exposes such a situation. 'Th,e
book is written in Mr: Merrick’s
clever style and characterlsth humgur
and is withal a serious consideration
of a phase of domestic infelicity that
is only too common mowadays. The
tale entitled ‘‘The Man Who Under-
stood Women’’ gives title to a volume
of short stories by Mr. Merrick. As
readers of this author know, Mr. Mer-
rick himself is regarded as one who
understands women, and reviewers
acknowledge that he does. They give
him a higher place in this branch of
knowledge than Solomon was willing
to take, but the inaptness of the appli-
cation of this story may, after all, ap-
ply to Mr. Merrick. At any rate, in
the story the young author who is
eredited with so profound a knowl-
387

edge of women shows in the end that
there was one woman whom he did
not understand at all—the very one
of all others whom he should have
understood. But this story is very
different from the one entitled ‘“The
Suicides in the Rue Sombre,’’ a title
that smacks of Poe. However, the
story itself might have been written
by Daudet. Left to the mercy of
many writers, its amusing situations
would become grotesque. Even at its
worst there is a comie side to the
picture of two men coming to the
same deserted house to hang them-
selves—one because he could no long.-
er bear to live with his wife, the other
because the woman he loved was mar-
ried—to his companion of the rope.
This is an extremely amusing story.
(Toronto: MeClelland and Good-
child.)

£

‘OMEN’S Position in the Laws
of the Nations’’ is a book that
has appeared at the instance of the
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International Council of Women. It
has sprung from a desire to furnish
a real and convinecing foundation for
the advancement of woman suffrage.
Women have again and again based
their demand for the right to vote
upon the fact that their special in-
terests in legislation will receive
proper consideration only when they
themselves are in a position to take
part in the framing of the laws which
influence their lives and fates. The
book of the International Council will
give emphasis to this claim. It con-
tains sections which treat of the legal
position of women in comparison with
that of man in twenty countries. The
work has been edited by the Presi-
dent of the Committee of the Inter-
national Council of Women on the
Legal Position of Women, Madame
D’Abbadie d’Arrast. Complete sec-
tions have been written by people
who were entrusted with the work by
their respective national councils.
Numerous women lawyers have col-
laborated and have furnished inter-
esting treatises. The individual see-
tions are written in German, French,
and English They treat of law with
regard to the family, property and
the state. The contents of these sec-
tions show in fact that the hypothesis
under which the work was begun was
entirely correct. Laws are quoted
from all lands where women are
treated worse than men, and where
there are in many cases too evident
injustices, which are only to be ex-
plained on the supposition that the
men who framed these laws could
not understand the interests of
women or the effects of these laws
upon the female portion of the
people. Only in a few countries,
such as Norway, has the woman as
mother equal authority with the
father. In most countries the mar-
ried woman is prejudiced in the prop-
erty rights and is limited in the dis-
posal of her property. In many
countries the penal laws contain
clauses which treat women much
more harshly than men. For ex-
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ample, Frau Jellinck, in the German
section, shows very conclusively thag
besides laws which expressly provide
a worse treatment for women thepe
are many laws which, while not ex.
pressly directed against women, gre
interpreted against her. There are
also laws which, although according
to their wording they treat man and
woman alike, or even seem to favour
woman, yet often prejudice her cause
in their operation. This state of
affairs is illustrated by a wealth of
examples. Only in a few countries
is the equality of man and woman
recognised by public law.
Fortunately we learn through thjg
book that in many places the
woman’s movement has been able to
accomplish so much that important
changes have been brought about,
The efforts of women in this diree
tion and the results of their eﬁopt;
are treated by most of the authorg
This part of the work in particulap
will be an encouragement and sy
port to the women in making t,heliL
claims, for it will show them tha:
the laws which one often looks Upon
as necessary ‘and wunalterable are
already elsewhere overcome, and th.
book will certainly be useful to the
modern women’s movements in mol.e
than one direction. It will al‘oug:
women to work for the bettermeng
of their position in all departments
of the law, but it must above all con.
vince the women themselves, as =
other intelligent people, that onl
when the women collaborate in thy
framing of the laws and can theme
selves vote upon them can the femal-
sex be freed from an unworthy &ng
unjust position. The clear statement
and the positive and reliable treat.
ment of the points of law is the
argument for the ability of women
treat points of law and decree Wi
intelligence and skill. . (Torontg .
The National Coung&l of Women.) =

MR. SAMUEL G. BLYTHE is
author of two little books of hue
mour— ‘‘Cutting it out,” which ig &;x
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account of his taking to the ‘‘ water-
waggon,’”’ and ‘‘The Fun of Getting
Thin.”’ In the latter he says:

¢“A fat man is a joke; and a fat
woman is two jokes—one on herself and
the other on her husband. Half the
comedy in the world is predicated on the
paunch. At that, the human race is
divided into but two classes—fat people
who are trying to get thin and thin
people who are trying to get fat. Fat,
the doctor says is fatal. I move to
amend by striking out the last two letters
of the indictment.’’

(Chicago: Forbes :nd Company.)

PART from the ornamentation on

the front cover, the volume of
verse entitled ‘‘The Light of
Genius,”’ by Leslie Grant . 3
an admirable example of printing,
arranging and binding. Unfortu-
nately the verses themselves do not
give out much of the light of genius.
(Toronto: Williargg Briggs.)

FIRES and fire insurance make an

unusual background for a novel,
and yet that is what we find in
‘“White Ashes,”’ a study in modern
progress which must be regarded as
one of the strongest essays in fiction
of the season. The book is the result
of the joint authorship of two writ-
ers, Sidney R. Kennedy and Alden
C. Noble. Tt has to do with two
rival fire insurance companies and
succeeds in being a fine exposition
of present-day methods in business
that must be ‘‘got.”” There are
many dramatic moments, especially
towards the end, when a great con-
flagration sweeps Boston and burns
away some of the entangled threads
of the story. (Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company a?f Canada.)

THE second volume of ‘‘Canada
To-day,”’ the annual publication
of the ‘“Canada’’ Newspaper Com-
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pany, contains a great amount of pic-
torial interest and general informa-
tion about the Dominion, especially
of events that took place during 1911.
There are upwards of 400 illustra-
tions, some of them double-page in
size. (London: Stanley Paul and
Company.)

3

ON the one side Italian skies, music
and dancing, on the other the black
forests of Germany, with boar hunt-
ing and flashing of spears and,
throughout, the struggle of heredity
against environment, with heredity to
the fore—such is the setting and
theme of Wihlliam Stearns Davis’s
new novel, ‘“The Friar of Witten-
berg.”” Mr. Davis has chosen the
warlike times of Martin Luther, and
the book rings with historical ineci-
dents. It gives the reader glimpses
of that part of the world formerly
ruled by the Pope, and its astonish-
ment, anger and final uprising when
Luther threw down the gauntlet
against Papal sway. The Count of
Palaestro, in Italy, is the Lord of
Regenstein in Germany. He is ban-
ished from his luxury and boon com-
panions of the Papal court, from his
beloved Marianna Forli and the
Bohemianism of his Venetian palace,
having been wrongly accused of en-
deavouring to murder the Archbishop
of Barri. He goes to his German
estates. This brings about the
struggle of his northern nature
against his southern, his meeting of
Martin Luther and the Lady Isla,
who, naturally enough, becomes the
heroine of the story. He joins forces
with Luther, and the rest of the book
gives the struggle against circum-
stances and the Pope, with plenty of
adventure and romance. (Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Canada.)



Barring HEer

‘“What are you cutting out of the
paper?’’ :

‘“‘About a California man securing
a divorce because his wife went
through his pockets.”’

“’VVhat are you going to do with
it?’

“Put it in my pocket.’’—Boston
Transeript,

———
///' L\ PLAW w’v:; cOUDIE

‘

~

GOLFING TERM
« A Round before Lunch."—The Snark's Summer Annual
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‘A DEeP ONE

‘“Gosh all hemloek!?? exclaimed the
first farmer; ‘‘ain’t yer struck watep
yet? How deep hev ye gone?’’

‘“’Bout a hundred feet,”’ replieq
the other placidly.

““An’ ain’t ye discouraged?’’

““O!' I dunno. I can’t say I ain’¢
gittin’ a long well.”’—Catholic Stang.
ard and Times.

3*

TrE PrODIGAL’S SIN

A young New Haven man, returp.
ing home from a health trip to Colop.
ado, told his father about buying o
silver mine for $3,000. ‘T knew
they’d rope you in!” exclaimeq the
old man. ‘“‘So you were ass enough
to buy a humbug mine?”’

““Yes; but I didn’t lose anything
I formed a company and sold haye
the stock to a Connecticut man for
$7,000.”

“Y-you did,” gasped the old man
as he turned white. ““I’ll bet I’m th
one who bought it.”’ 8

“I know you are,”’ coolly obseerd
the young man as he crossed his ],
and tried to appear at 'home.~4,.
gonaut, S

/



ANNiIE (after the ceremony). T mustn't call you "Miss' now, Ma'am, ‘cos you're '"Ma'am now, Miss."— Punch

DIFFERENT

Daughter—‘‘Since it is your wish,
dear parents, that T should marry
the rich old brewer, I consent,
although he is seventy years old.”’

Mother—‘But he is only sixty.”’

Daughter—*‘Sixty! Tell him to
ask me in ten years.”’—Meggen-
dorfer Blaetter.

*
‘WONDERFUL

Dubbleigh—‘Your little dog bark-
ed at me but stopped when I looked
him in the eye. Do you suppose he
noticed my presence of mind?’’

Miss Keen—‘‘Possibly. They say
animals often see things that human
beings cannot.”’—Boston Transcript.

%
ANOTHER MATTER

Mother—*‘There now, don‘t whip
Johnny. You know the Bible says:
‘Let not the sun descend upon your
wrath.” ”’

Father—‘‘That’s all right; but it
doesn’t say not to let your wrath
descend upon the son.”’—Boston
Transcript.
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NEVER AgaIx

‘“This portrait doesn’t resemble me
at all!”

““Pardon me, madam, but I once
made a portrait of a lady that resem-
bled her.”’—Fliegende Blaetter,

3%
Nor WrAT HE MEANT

Suitor—‘‘I hope by nomination to

the curatorship of the museum of
antiquities will induce you to trust
your daughter to my care.—Meggen-
dorfer Blaetter.

3

Her OpPORTUNITY

Young Husband—‘‘What a glori-
ous day! I could dare anything, face
anything, on a day like this!

Wife—‘‘Come on down to the mil-
liner’s!”’—Fliegende Blaetter.

3*

His OnLy CHANCE.

Poet (raising his glass)—‘‘A
glorious fluid! A whole poem is con-
tained in it.”’

Skeptical Friend—‘‘Then in heav-
en’s name swallow it down quick.”’
—Meggendorfer Blaetter.
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A ReADY GIVER

‘T approach you in a worthy cause,
Mr. Titewad. We want to raise
$100,000—a prominent philanthrop-
ist offers to contribute a quarter of
it
““QOh, well,”” said Mr. Titewad,
hastily, ‘‘I don’t mind giving an-
other quarter, Can you change a
half 9"’—Housekeeper.

2%
TaE OLp-FAsHIONED WAY

The fact that corporal punishment
is discouraged in the public schools
of Chicago is what led Bobby’s teach-
er to address this note to the boy’s
mother:

Dear Madam: I regret very much
to have to tell you that your son,
Robert, idles away his time, is dis-
obedient, quarrelsome and disturbs
the pupils who are trying to study
their lessons. He needs a good whip-
ping, and I strongly recommend that
you give him one.

Yours truly,
Miss Blank.

To this Bobby’s mother responded
as follows:

Dear Miss Blank: Lick him your-
gelf. T ain’t mad at him.

Yours truly,
Mrs. Dash.
—The Youth’s Companion.

AFFECTIONATE

Scads—‘Blinks is a lucky old dog;
his wife fairly worships him!*’ :

Stacks—‘‘Yes; but she carries it
too far sometimes. I was out there
to dinner unexpectedly the other day.
and she served up a burnt oﬁering,’;
—Judge.

£
THANKS TO THE TRUNK

Billy Maclean owns The Toronto
World and a seat in the Canadian
Parliament. Mr. Maclean has a repu-
tation for attacking the railroads for
their shortcomings.

A couple of switchmen came ont
of the yard in Toronto and walkeq
toward a meighbouring quenchery,
Outside the bar sat a man with g
wooden leg, half an arm and part of
an ear.

The switchmen looked him over
and knew he belonged or had belonged
to their guild.

‘“‘Have a beer?’’ asked one.

““Sure!l’”” replied the mutilateq
man,

““Where’d you get them?’’ askeq
the second switchman, indicating the
man’s various amputations.

“I got them the same way Billy

Maclean got his seat in Parliament—

jumping on the Grand Trunk.’’—_
The Saturday Ewvening Post.

A= SHAVEITL

pom S B «
JUIE <
Proup OWNER. ** I got him from Jimmy Casey. He gave him to me for
nothin".”

Frienp. Oh! he did, did he? Well, ye got stung.”"—Harper's Magazine
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A SUMMER DRINK
WHICH STRENGTHENS

A delicious summer drink is iced Bovril. Mix a spoonful in a cold
split soda water. This is both cooling and strengthening. Cold bouillon
served alone or with toast or crackers is an exquisite afternoon refresh-
ment. Make a quantity of Bovril with boiling water in the usual manner
and cool it in the ice box. Many hostesses are serving this bouillon,
which is always excellent.

The best way to buy Bovril is in the 1 1b. bottles. These are by far
the most economical, being retailed usually at $1.75, and contain eight
times as much as the bottle usually sold at 35c.

We will gladly send on application a very useful leaflet on invalid and
general dietetics, which explains why Bovril aids digestion and enables
you to absorb the full nourishment from your ordinary diet.

Address : Bovril Limited, 27 St. Peter Street, Montreal,

— Donl forgel thal Borof
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We Told You So!
Labatt’s | Nt b
Lager Unsurpassed CCANDIE'S

Now Perfected— . FOF} Yt:gk FAéHlLYuFRlENDS
on the market! | n the Country
P e = CALLMALL or PHONE YOUR GRAERS

TRY IT | WE WILL ALSO PROMPTLY Shi
byMAIL or EXPRESS if you desire

How 48ouT rouR Vackrion? |
i YOU KNOW. WHAT PLEASURE ABOX. OF
o e A hrings.

B0132 YONGE ST.

L




Copy or Original?

You do not know the differ-
ence between orginal letter and

copy when

PEERELSS

CARBON PAPER RED-MAN BRAN
IS USED FOXWOOD

EARL & WILSON

A’Summer Collar for Stout Men

lar
Very popular in 77.8. and will be equally popY
in Canada this year. This collar has the dis‘ﬁ’:g
tive style that differentiates Red-Man CO
from all others. f
Sold in Best Stores in Canada !

EARL"& WILSON, - NEW YORK

and

only :

Peerless Carbons and (/"rocth ey vl Genu |

of
Sold everywhere in Canada, also 'Be'warc id
Imitations

abroad. ‘. i > the Meri

| LB I i on
Write to-day for samples. 18 of

Peerless Carbon & Ribbon “ MIN ARD'S ‘

Mfg. Co. of Canada, Limited.

176-178 Richmond Street West, TORONTO 1 .:, \ N \‘ : LINIM ENT i
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Yes, thanks,

'm-quite well.

— o
L Wouldn't i know
- me?  Well, 1™ hardly
know myself when
[ realize the superb
comfort of well-bal-

anced nerves and per-
fect health.”’

“The change began
When [ quit coffee
and tea, and started drinking

POSTUM

“Idon’t give a rap about the theories; the comfortable,
healthy facts are sufficient.”

“ There’s a Reason” for Postum.

PostUm Cereal Company, Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co: ~Etd,
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada.

-
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— SO S b L I Lot e e et SR S A e e

RODGERS
CUTLERY

Your grandfathers and their grandfathers were familiar with the
two stars on ‘‘ Rodgers” Knives and in their day, as now, these
were looked upon as a safe guide in buying.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers te His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

IF YOU HAVE A MOTOR CAR---JAEGER
MOTOR COATS AND ULSTERS
WILL INTEREST YOU/

They are very comfortable ! Very stylish !
Well made ! - Durable !

A Jaeger double Fleece Coat gives greater warmth and does
not induce perspiration like a leather or fur coat.
Sce them at the Jaeger Stores in their attractive variety.

ﬁﬁ%

.‘ i

4
"X N 5
\P \3 2/

DrJAEGER %= €:

32 King St. W., Toronte, Ont.
316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal.

364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
And from JAEGER Agenls throughout the Dominion.
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“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, soc. and $1.00

Eradicates dandruff-Promotes hair growth
Your Money Back if it Doesn’t :
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Fexall Stores

They are .tie. Druggists in nearly 4000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

- DA
UNITED DRUG CO, BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, CANA

COPYRIGHT, 1910, UNITED DRUG

coMPANY e
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- Summer
Appetites

A wise mother realizes the
importance of selecting food best
adapted to summer needs.

Appetizing flavour, wholesome nurishment and convenience of serving
are all found in

- Post Toasties

No wonder the little folks are on tiptoe with anticipation when they
see a package of this crisp, delicious food.

Post Toasties are ready to serve direct from the package with cream,
and sugar if desired. '

“The Memory Lingers”

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Limited Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Windsor, Ontario, Canada Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.
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Architect.

George Guinlock,

Women’s Building.

B Aoiho#e. SHINGLES

were used on the pitched roof and the dome of the building
illustrated above, which was erected for the Canadian
National Exhibition in Toronto in 1911.
Shingles have just been adopted this year for the roofing of
the new Manufacturers’ Building, which will be the largest
structure on the ground. 9 Repeat orders such as this,
coming. from a purchasing power which is of necessity in
close touch with every possible source of supply, speaks
well for ‘‘ Bestoslate;'' Shingles.

The Asbestos Manufacturing Co., Ltd-

Eastern Townships Bank Building, MONTREA L.

Factory at Lachine, Que.

A. B.Ormsby & Co., Ltd"

Roofers,

‘‘ Bestoslate "’

—/

4
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The Night Dish

For
Puffed Wheat or Rice

Don’t serve these Puffed Grains just for breaktast—just with cream or fruit.

Supper or at Bedtime,
in Milk
Try serving them like crackers

. They are wholc;grain wafers, airy, crisp.
™ a bowl of milk.

These
no

Four Times as Porous as Bread

So each grain is a wafer that's crisper than
crackers, and four times as porous as bread.
The taste is like toasted nuts.

curious grains—puffed to eight times

mmal size—are composed of a myriad cells.

WanaCh cell is surrounded by thin, toasted
Sy Which melt at the touch of moisture.

Steam-Exploded to Easily Digest

gr'aI:he grains are steam-exploded. All the food

; Mules are literally blasted to pieces. So
rege“loﬂ acts'instantly. That's the scientific
—>on for these foods. Serve them any hour
T}ilet Mmealtime, between meals or bedtime.
ah t}}’fdo not tax the stomach. And never was
Ything more enticing made to serve in milk.

<

Puffed Rice,

:: Puffed Wheat, 10c Excert m

Serve with sugar and cream in the mornings,
or mix them with fruit. Use for crisps in soup.
Garnish ice cream with them to give them a
nut-like blend. Use them in candy making.
Eat them like peanuts.

They are made for your enjoyment.
them in all the ways you can.

Use

Extreme

150 West

The Quaker Qats ®mpany

Sole Makers—Peterborough.
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H My Intimate and Trusty Friend B

]

ki
who, snugly hidden in my grip or pocket, goes with me
on all my journeys—who waits my convenience, day and
night, to transform my stubbled jowl into the well-groomed
cheek of a respectable citizen—who, at my pleasure, caresses
my face lightly or with searching keenness—and who
demands none of my time or attention in return—this
true friend, to whom I owe so much, is the

GILLETTE &%y

Razor

The GILLETTE is the keenest,
quickest, handiest razor the world
has ever seen. The thin GILLETTE
blade, perfectly tempered, honed
with diamond dust, held rigid be-
tween guard and cap, glides
through the stiffest beard with

- shave.

never a pull, never a gash.

Moreover, the GILLETTE is ad-
justable, by a slight turn of the
screw handle, for a light or close
It is the only razor which
thus adapts itself to every beard
and every face.

At your Hardware Dealer’s, Druggist’s or Jeweler’s, buy
a Gillette—you’ll enjoy it. Standard Sets, $5.00—Pocket
Editions $5.00 to $6.00—Combination Sets, $6.50 up.

KNOWN THE

The Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited

Office and Factory: THE NEW GILLETTE BUILDING, MONTREAL.

' ef”

SRR b
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NOthing else you can buy will provide so much
of the best kind of home entertainment at such
A trifling cost as .

|

B o

The Opera The Amberola

THE EDISON

The Phonograph with the right home tone

y enterta.mmem we mean the kind offered destructible sapphire reproducing point and
€ theatre, concert and opera—the kind permits of making records at home.
th:t takeg young people from home unless Have your dealer demonstrate the Edison
Th home provides it. Phonograph. Then put one in your home
e

Fiall
o G s waaderfal TP for your own benefit and the benefit of al
entj

It g the best talent in the world, Your family.

haS Edison Phono, hs -
s graphs, $16.50 to $240
diff, been perfected by its inventor, and g ~o° “OROSTR yos m

fo €rs from all others because it plays the  Amberol Records (twice as long) .65 At vt
‘mlnu Amberol Concert Records ...... $1.00 g | .Leside Avenue
te Amberol ReCOl“dS, has an in- Grand Opera Records..... 85 to $2.50 Orange, N.J., U.S.A_

The Edison Dictating Machine will add a vast degree of efficiency to the
handling of your busi correspond and will split its cost in two.

N
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Illustrating the new Heintzman & Co., Player-Piano, made by *Ye Old Firme,’ the
demand for which is so great that the capacity of our large factory is over-
taxed. A further addition to factory is now being erected.

EVERY MEMBER OF THE FAMILY WILL HAVE
PLEASURE FROM THE

HEINTZMAN & CO.
PLAYER-PIANO

It has everything in‘its favor. It gives permanent
satisfaction. This marvellous player-piano--- sO
different to any other---will complete your pleasures
---gither at home or in the country, on board your
yacht, or in your club. At any time or anywheré¢,
you may hear your favorite music on this delightful
instrument. Call to-day and let us show you its

charms. If out of town, if you mention Canadian

Magazine, a beautiful illustrated booklet will bé
sent 1ree,

Piano Salon: 193-195-197 Yonge St., Toronto.

—

\

b\
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May We Send You This Book FREE ?
b

“Why Man of Today
Is only 50°% Efficient”

§—
This book, written by a well-
Xnown physician, is-a most interest-
Ing treatise on a subject of great im-
Portance: that of keeping up to
concert pitch” and securing that
07, of efficiency so necessary to
meet successfully the business or so-
cial requirements of the present age.
ou will learn something about
Yourself that you never knew before
Y reading this book, which will be
orwarded without cost if you men-

tion August Canadian Magazine.

; CHAS. A. TYRRELL, M.D.
275 College St.

Toronto, Ont.

PARIS—Grand Hotel Bergere |

and Maison Blanche

234 Ry
moderate.

fandg Boule

BERGERE. Latest Comfort,
Centre of Business Section.
vards and Bourse.

Terms
Near ’

um. INVENTORS

T your 4,
on r ideas. Our BO
Patenty MATL ur (.)K of complete information

BLACKMORE COTE & coO.,

409 L Registered Attorneys and Solicitors,

Msden Building - - TORONTO
©es—Ottawa, Toronto, Washington, D.C.

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

RIENTAL CREAM :otrer
BEAUTIFIER

urifi EMOVES an, Pim-
l;swel?.as ! R ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash,
the Skin and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-
will do it. tection. It has stood

the test of 62 years; no
other has, and is so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun=
terfeit of similar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haut-ton (a

atient)— ‘“4s you
adies will use them, 1
recommend ‘Gouraud’s Cream' as the least harmful of all the
Skin preparations.”

or sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers.

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves Skin
troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent complexion.

PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.
COURAUD’'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes Superflous Hair. Price $1.00 by Mail

* FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r 37 Great Jones St., New York City.

BIG PROFITS—Open a Dyeing and Cleaning
Establishment, splendid field, little capital needed
tostart. Weteach by mail. Write for booklet.
Ben-Vonde System, Dept., H-R, Charlotte, N.C.

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day

DR. SCHOLL'’S BUNION RIGH

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe. Gives
INSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL

CURE of all bunion pain.

Shields, plasters or shoe, .

stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's

\J . . .

Bunion Right is comfortable, sanitary,

convenient, Guaranteed or money back. 5o cents

each or $1.00 per pair at drug an!shge stores, or

direct from The B. Scholl Manufacturing, Co., 472
King St. W, Toronto. Ilustrated Booklet Free.

n“'t Wear a Truss!

_Brooks' Appliance is a new scientific
discovery with automatic air cushions
that draws the broken parts together and
binds them as you would a broken limb.
It absolutel hoK’ls firmly and comfortably
and neverslips, alwayslight and cool and
contorms to every movement of the body
without chafing or hurting. Imakeit to
your measure and send it to you on a strict
ap uarantee of satisfaction or money re-
‘grxb‘)dy_ “Z4 funded and I have put my price solow that

Er\SEnd it OF poor, can buy it. Remember, 1T make it to your

it bactl? You—you wear it—and if it doesn’t satisfy you,

do re'POns‘blto me and I will refund.frour money. The banks
the blxsiness‘l le citizen in Marshall will tell you that is the way
usﬁ“sands o always absolutely on the square and I havesold to
“lrapo Salveg People this way for the past goyears. Remember, I
'®ht by 1O harness, no lies, no fakes. I just give you a
iy ness dealat a reasonable price. X

The Berkshire Hills

Sanatorium

FOR THE SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT OF

CANCER

WITHOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE.

With an early diagnosis and prompt treatment practically
all accessible cancerous growths are curable. hen writing
for information describe case in which you are interested.

Address
WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.
(Formerly Drs. W. E. Brown & Son.)

North Adams, Mass.

R20K3, 1533 stats St., Marshall, Michigan

N

Established thirty-five years.
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BOOKLETS FREE

A COMPLETE COURSE
OF PHOTOGRAPHIC
INSTRUCTION

A set of five Wellington booklets—all

about plates, papers and films, and hoW
to handle them, sent free if you mention CanaC!lﬁlrl ’
Magazine. Save money, time and disappoint-

ment by getting these booklets NOW.
WELLINGTON @ WARD - MONTREAL

THE FINEST
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Easy Summer Dusting

1

1
: When windows are open, and dust settling on floors and furni- |
Ure, you can greatly lessen summer housework, keeping everything Ig
|
|

SPic and span, by using Liguip VENEER on a bit of cheese cloth.

When You Dust With

U

! | It not only carries off all the dust on the duster, but removes all marks IE!
stains, scratches, blemishes, ‘fog,” and at the same time brings out the 1l
natural grain and lustre of the wood, beautifying finishes of gilt,
metal, enamel and lacquer. It destroys germs and acts as a perfect

disinfectant.

Trial Bottle Free il

| N
| : ;
From a Kkitchen chair to a grand piano—from a hard- i
wood floor to a chandeleir—that's the wide range of . «CHEERUP"”
Liguip VENEER. Send the coupon today for free .~ COUPON
| trial bottle. .~ BUFFALO SPECIALTY
BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY o AHOMEANL I
249-H Liquid Veneer Building,
249-H Liquid Veneer Bldg., Buffalo, N.Y. -~ Burraro, N. Y.
A ¢ Please send me free and without
I b further obligation on my part, sample
ack‘ x bottle of LiQuip VENEER.
| s H0KE 9, e ot | 5 st e I
k&mue%gf,;‘g;f“ Hfhiendid Jor, towm movars, f"":""x oot D R T SRS s IEI
SRl o e s e p e i R e
%“'—————.—_—_——_l&—sag T C—— —— —

—— e B XA MOSSOR | NS | DORes || DS | SRS | RO

y
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‘‘ Remember my

First aid ==~
to the cook

The handy pack-
et of Edward’s
desiccated Soup

Bl is something the :
cook is always wanting, always ready
when she needs it.

It solves the problem of good soup on busy days
because it takes so little time to prepare, It helps
her to’make a tasty meal out of things that get “left

2

- over.” It strengthens her own soups and suggests

many a meal when she’s wondering what to give.

Buy a packet of Edwards’ Soup to-day.

[ ] Edwards’ desiccated SouP

is made in three varieties—

D Brown, Tomato, White. The
Brown variety is a thick, nour”

ishing soup prepared fro®
DESICCATED best beef and fresh vegetables:
. The other two  are pufely
SC. per paCket. vegetable soups.

Edwards’ desiccated Soup is made in Ireland from specially selected

beef and from the finest vegetables that Irish soil can produce.
1205




NA-DRU-CO

Royal Rose
Talcum Powder

W

E HE dainty embodiment of the queenly

rose’s fragrance. Made of best

= ltalian Talc, ground to impalpable

fineness, to which are added soothing, heal-

ing, antiseptic ingredients, Na - Dru - Co
. Royal Rose Talcum Powder keeps the
/ ¥} skin soft, comfortable, healthy and a joy

to look upon.

25c. a tin at your

druggist’s, or write for

free sample to the

National Drug
| and Chemical

Co. of Canada,
% Limited
MONTREAL
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There is " el | The James
AN ATMOSPHERE "8 e Stewart

OF REFINEMENT % B | Manufacturin

Gentle, Restful and g « ired
Wholesome, inthe | Company Limit®

Warmth from a | WO0OoDSTOCK, ONT:

GUUD CHEER W IN NIPEG, ﬂAN-

WARM AIR FURNACE R b
' Such a delightful indoor % T

i 3 A i oGUE
Climate is made possible ) FURNACE CRIEEAYEET

" by the adequate HUMIDITY i ,éEv'

from its big
CI.E. . WATERPAN
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WINDSOR

% OWdo I know that
Windsor Table
Salt is pure? Ill
show you.
“Look at the salt itself—see how clear
and transparent and perfect the crystals
are—sparkling like little diamonds.
“Now taste them—notice that they dissolve instantly.
And they leave no bitterness on the tongue.
“] am sure of Windsor Salt quality.
““Ma'am—it's the only salt we recommend for table use

and for cooking.

WINDSORTABLESALT .

A SMOOTH EASY SHAVE

shave if you have a Barrel Brand

/

B You can always depend on a clea comfortable

“or.  Extra fine double concaved blade tempered by special process.

b Ask your dealer for Barrel Brand and insist on getting it. You will benefit
Y the result,

GREEFF-BREDT & CO.,
TORONTO,

CANADIAN AGENTS.

4 4 4
What is Killing Your Lawn?
Dandelion, Buck Plantain and Crab Grass secure such a hold on many lawns

that the grass is completely smothered out. .

The Clipper Lawn Mower is the only mower that will cut and drive these

weeds from your lawn and it will do it in one season.

8, Old style mowers catch the top of the grass, jerking it, breaking the feeders

untif 3 WSSERARNY at the roots and killing it. The Clipper Mower does not touch the grass
Cuts it. In this way the feeders of the roots are not broken and the grass becomes thick,

Producing a beautiul lawn. . WRITE FOR CATALOGUE. -
~ Clipper Lawn Mower Company
@ 8 4 5 . Illinois
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upplies home with
pure warm air.

Fused joints cannot
|eak ‘

Heating a home properly is something more than
raising the temperature. The air must be pure as well as warm.
The health of your family demandsit. An odor of gas is not only
unpleasant but is a menace to the health. Fine coal dust floating
in the air is just as bad.

g The HECLA Furnace is absclutely gas and dust proof. The
Joints, which in other Furnaces are made with bolts and cement,
are fused in the HECLA. This process welds the cast-iron and
steel into a solid one-piece construction.

{ Expansion and contraction cannot spread the fused joint. Even
after 20 years of service, the joints in the Hecla will {be found per-
fectly tight. The fumes from the fire cannot find an opening. The
air in the living rooms is always pure and healthful.

HECLA FURNACE

For Coal and Wood

This healthful heating costs less than ordinary warm air heating,
7 : _ The fire-pot of the HECLA is steel ribbed
* Ribbed Fire-Pot to radiate the heatrapidly. This,
. . by actual test, makes a saving of

133°/,, or oneton of coalinseven.

Do you want to give
more thought to the
heating of your home?

“Comfort & Health”

will interest you. It is
a book on sane heating.

Your address on a post

card will bring it. Write
Dept. C.M.

CLARE BROS. & CO., LIMITED, Preston, Ont:
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) LOOK FOR THF SHEEP & 3
ON EVERY GARMENT IS

PURE WOOL
UNDERWEAR

FOR REAL COMFORT IN SUMMER

underclothmg you cannot do better than wear all pure wool or silk and
wool in light weights.

Medical men all advise pure clean wool as the best material to wear
next the skin. It is cool and comfortable.

SSCEETEE” UNSHRINKABLE UNDERWEAR

is made from the finest Australian Merino Wool only, which is combed and
combed until not a particle of dirt or foreign matter is left. ‘“CEETEE” is
made especially for those who appreciate quality. It is so soft and clean
that the most tender skin can wear it with comfort and enjoyment.

Every garment is shaped to fit the form in the process of Madetin all sizes and weights for
knitting —all the seams and joins are knitled, not sewn. hdln. Gentlemen and Children.
‘We guarantee every ““CEETEE" tto be absolutely unshrinkable, Always ask for *‘ CEETEE,”

The C. TURNBULL CO. of GALT, LIMITED
MANUFACTURERS,GALT, ONTARIO.

T ——

FOR HOME-BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick has the Name ‘MILTON’ on it.”

) are of two distinct styles-—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are

permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

I :

[ MILTON PRESSED BRICK COMPANY, DEPT. D.
Milton - - - Ontario

! Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

T°"0nto Office . - - - Janes Building
\
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THE IDEA BACK OF ECONOMY BOILERS

is to give the fullest degree of comfort and warmth with the least expense ot fuel
and labor, together with freedom from repairs, and everlasting life,

ECONOMY BOILERS fill all these requirements exactly—and more.

The waterways are correctly proportioned tor free rapid circulation.

Fire and flue surfaces are backed by water and so arranged that heat rays
will touch upon every inch of their area. :

They have deep corrugated fire-pots with overhanging fire surfaces,

The fire and ashpit doors are large, simplifying the adding of fresh fuel
and the removal of ashes.

Qur books ** The Question of Heating,’’
or ‘‘ Boiler Information’’ sent free on
request.

" PAYS FOR

irseLF By PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY. 45K THE
THE COAL .TORONTO, ONT. MAN WHO
HAS ONE.

IT SAVES.

i R S R R T K

Restore and O

guard your d

Health with xy Onor
XYGEN is life. Humanity’s boon. Nature supplies it abundant-
ly. Free as the air you breathe. No matter what diseas®

you have ;
OXYDONOR

Causes to be supplied this natural force, this inexhaustible source of life, health and vigor of body and mind.
Absorbed into the system while you rest or sleep. iy
Re-vitalizing the human organism by Nature's own process.

Eliminating discase without drugs or medicines.

Safe, quickly and easily applied, and always ready for use for grown persons or children
Oxydonor makes its possessor master of his or her own health all the time—a preventive
of disease and destroyer of sickness. so simple a child can apply it. No expense after the
purchase price, no drugs or medicines, pills, plasters, massage or batteries. ut a rational,
natural means for making sick people well, discovered and perfected by an eminent
physician, and endorsed by physicians.

Write us if you value iyour health and that The genuine is plainly stamped with the name
of your family and friends. Write to-day for of the discoverer and inventor—Dr. H. Sanche.
our wonderful Free Book. Patented by the Canadian Government.

DR. H. SANCHE & CO.

Dept. 11, 364 West St. Catharine Street, MONTREAL, Can.
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Moir's CHOCOLATES HAVE AN INDIVIDUALITY

THAT IS UNMISTAKE-
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o "3 o Ha
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O

through a grinding process
for hours, which refines

every particle and renders
our chocolate coating ab-
solutely smooth, giving it
that individual delicious flavor.

The chocolate is then ap-
plied to the many varieties
of centers— packed in at-
tractive boxes and offered
to you as the finest choco-
lates on the market.

Moir’s Limited/ Halifax, Canada.
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As small las your note book and tells
the story better.

The
Vest Pocket

KODAK

A ]

A miniature Kodak, so capable that it will convince the exper-
ienced amateur, so simple that it will appeal to the novice. So flat
and smooth and small that it will go readily into a vest pocket, yes
and dainty enough for milady’s hand bag.

And the Vest, Pocket Kodak is efficient. It is small, almost tiny, but the carefully seleCted
meniscus achromatic lens insures good work ; the Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with iris diaphrag®
stops and Auto-time Scale give it a scope and range not found except in the highest grade cam”
eras. Loads in daylight with Kodak film cartridges for eight exposures. Having a fixed focu®
it is always ready for quick work. Has reversible brilliant finder. Made of metal with lustrous
black finish. Right in every detail of design and construction, Pictures, 15§ x 21 inches Price $7.00-

An important feature is that the quality of the work is so fine, the definition of the lens S‘Z
perfect that enlargements may be easily made to any reasonable size, and at small cost—to P°°
card size (3% x 5%) for instance, at 15 cents.

Actual Size

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED, TORONTO, CANADA.-

™

i e
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Don’t Doctor Corns

With Steel

Don’t pare them. That just removes Now you simply apply this plaster. It is
the top layer. It leavesthe done in a jiffy. The pain instantly stops,
main part to grow. and the corn is forgotten.

A slip of the blade may This wonderful wax gently loosens the

meaninfection. Sometimes ¢orn. In two days the whole corn, root and

a dan.gerous infection. branch, comes out. No soreness, no dis-
This form of home

surgery should b ded by
foregvez s g Please don’t doubt it.
A few years ago a chem Fifty million corns have been removed

ist invented the B&B wax in this way. Millions of people know it.
—the heart of the Blue-jay  Just try it yourself, and never again will you
plaster. let corns cause you pain.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax. It loosens the corn.
B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.

C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable,
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

'Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists—15c and 25c per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters (159)

B‘“‘"’ & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of B & B Handy Package Absorbent Cotton, etc.

Moo oONU

ARE ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR

Current Ledgers, Transfer Ledgers, Price Books, Catalogues, Blue Prints,
Register Books, Minute Books, Insurance Records, and for all purposes of
binding loose leaf sheets, either hand or typewritten.

- Write for sample on business stationery.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 sp
§ ADINA AVENUE - .. - TORONTO, CANADA

Y
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellown®*

in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.

Manbattan,y Martint and other:
standard blends, bottled, ready
to serve through cracked ice.

Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

o

‘ 0 Galibre
High Veloeity ---

Mr. Big-Game Hunter

Would you like to know about a rifle that has

The flattest trajectory,

The greatest accuracy,

The most smashing power,

The strongest action,

The fastest action, .

And the most all-round desirabilities of any £
in the world? If so, write us for ‘‘The Story of the Ross,” Wh“és
tells you the facts about a rifle with a three and half-inch 300 Yarlf
trajectory, 3100ft. per second velocity, and a blow of a ton and a ha™

ROSS RIFLE CO.. - QUEBEC p L
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ROTHERS’

VARNISHES

THE most important element in a good
job of varnishing is the varnish itself.

That

is why you should learn to know Berry

Brothers® Label at sight and be sure 1t 1s

Used on your job.

UNLES.S you take a personal inter-

€St in the selection of the varnish
Will neglect the most important
Oof the work.

g : : i B, ;
ilere 1S a wide variation in quality
erent makes of varnish.

go:gse market is ﬂoodgd with inferior

You
Side

¥
l‘otol;lerc’an avoid them by choosing Berry
ori S Label—backed as it is by 54 years’
ehce and integrity.

NY dealer or painter can and will supply

A you with Berry Brothers’ Varnishes if

you insist upon having them. The fol-
lowing will meet all your varnish needs.

LIQUID GRANITE—For finishing floors in the
most durable manner possible.

LUXEBERRY WOOD FINISH—For the finest
rubbed or polished finish on interior wood-work.

ELASTIC INTERIOR FINISH—For interior wood-
work exposed to severe wear, finished in full gloss.

ELASTIC OUTSIDE FINISH—For all surfaces,
such as front doors, that are exposed to the weather.

LUXEBERRY SPAR VARNISH— For yachts,
boats, canoes and other marine uses, outside or inside.
Won't turn white under fresh or salt water.

Send for free booklet, *Choosing Your Varnish
Maker.”

BERRY BROTHERS, Limited

The World’s Largest Varnish Makers

(N Walkerville, Ont.
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Automobiles at Bargain
Prices.

We offer at marvellously low prices, the following Cars
taken in exchange on ‘‘McLaughlin Buicks.

One * Packard” Seven Passenger Touring Car, repainted, having
fore doors.

'One “Packard”’ Five Passenger, repainted.
Two “ E.M.F.”” Touring Cars.

One “Russell >’ Five Passenger Car.

Two “ McLaughlin Buick ”” 40 h.p. large Touring Cars, newly
painted and overhauled, suitable for ivery purposes.

Two “ McLaughlin Buick ” Roadsters.
One “ McLaughlin Buick >’ 50 h.p. Seven Passenger Touring Car,

which has been run less than five hundred miles.

All the above Automobiles can be seen at our Toronto

Branch.

McLaughlin Carriage Gompany

LIMITED,

128 Church Street, Toi'onto, Oi._—/
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s WLonu-Stroke 32" Touring Car, $1,000 Standard 20 H. P. Runabout $850
nes Windsor, ineludi ipment of windshi d ¥. 0. B. Windsor, with same power plant that took
5:2?::"“' oil lamps, tools ;‘r%’deg::rg. e'l'hr'ee spe&l; }glgéarﬁuin{f"}é’,feg;; the world-touring car around the world—4 cylinders,
%L‘z-in cz‘:g‘l’{h ;lidlng gears. Four cylinder motor 3 14-in. bore and 20 JI.' P. slid&nﬁi gars, Iliosch m“g'&"w'neli“}iiﬂ?pgﬁ
ol 3 €, Bosch m; % -in. wheell ires. with top, windshield, gas lamps, and ge: %
B Harastits e e B E Oy, tres Piools and hom. Roadster, 110-nch wheel-

$850—-$1000

We believe the Hupmobile to be, in its class, the best
car in the world.

And the most modern machinery ; the most skilled mech-
anics; the very best of materials; and engineering abil.
ity of the highest calibre are all enlisted in making it so,

Hupp Motor Car Company
Desk C., Windsor, Ont.

The assembly of erankshaft, flywheel, multiple disc clutch
and sliding gears requires a number of operations of
utmost skill and nicety of adjustment.

Without these, permanent adjustment is not to be had;
and there is lacking the complete harmony necessary
to smooth operation and the minimum of friction.

When the assembly of these parts is completed, a com-
pact unit is had.

The whole is enclosed in the continuation of the crank
case, is fed with oil by the Hupmobile's unique and
highly effective system, protected from dust and
dirt, and the true alignment of the parts preserved in
spite of twists and shocks.

You will find the same principles ot simplicity and sturd-
iness dominant throughout the Hupmobile chassis—
the engine entirely enclosed, the valves protected;
clutch, flywheel and transmission compactly arran-
ged ; one universal joint instead of two, etc.

These are indisputable evidences of the rich value em-
bodied in the car ; they are the distinguishing marks
of cars of much higher price than $goo.
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THE UNIVERSAL CAR

“The pride that breaks” has

prompted many a man to buy a

heavy, expensive car—when a light,
strong Ford would have served his
purpose Infinitely better. But to-

day, he who drives a Ford finds

himself in the company of the elect.

More than 75,000 new Fords into service
this season—proof that they must be right.

Three passenger Roadster $775—five
passenger touring car $850—delivery car
$875—f.0.b. Walkerville, Ont., with all
equipment. Catalogue from Ford Motor
Company of Canada, Linited, Walkerville,
Ont., Canada.
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OBINSONS

‘PATENT’

Infants and invalids
grow stronger on Rob-
inson’s | Patent ]Barley
—the best food for

delicate digestion.

MAGOR SON & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

| VERTICAL
TAPER COURSE
BOILERS

Give ample room for inspection and cleaning
because the shell is carried up the full diameter
of the outer furnace sheet about 6 feet abave
above the crown sheet.

Take the least floor space per horse power.
Ask for Bulletin No. 2.

Robb Engineering Co., Ltd.

Ambherst, N.S., Canada

So. Framingham, Mass.

DISTRICT OFFICES :

Canadian Express Building, Montreal, R. W. Robb, Manager
Traders Bank Building, Toronto, Wm, McKay, Manager
Union Bank Building, Winnipeg, W. F, Porter, Manager

Grain Exchange Building, Calgary, J. F. PORTER, Manager,

SOLE CANADIAN AGENTS FOR C. A. PARSONS & CO.,*
Neweastle-on-Tyne,
Turbines, Turbo-Electric Generators, Turbo-Pumps and Compressors.  39-3.
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wAccording to population,
more people in Canada travel
extensively than in any other
country in the world.  That is
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded a8
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements Of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. (] Suggestions for travel
can be found in the following
pages, and should further informa-
tion be desired, it can be obtain”
ed without charge by addressing:

The Canadian Magazint
Travel Bureau ‘

15 Wellington Street Eash 4
TORONTO CANAP
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3 Days on the Atlantic [F&%s

—

T G ?'/ ";”;Z
Fee i $ 44 /%/%"
v*Luxury with; Economy .

7

The St. Lawrence Route - / o

/ oy ?
No more magnficent river trip can be found 7,

anywhere else in the world. A two-day sa:il )
down the mighty, placid river onthe splendid / // /
Royal Mail Steamships / / /

ROYAL EDWARD

ROYAL GEORGE -
N //

—two days of unequalled scenic and historic interest— 2
then a little more than three days on the Atlantic /%////fﬂ
to Bristol (Avonmouth), whence special express trains 4 "

whisk the traveler to LONDON IN TWO HOURS. .

_
%
%

s
A Ty e
These steamers are in a class by themselves in ///‘7/ 2

. . 3 /,’/
Appointment, Seaworthiness and Beauty of Interior. 4
The Private Suites of Apartments; luxurious Public /
Cabins treated after historic periods in decorative art, ////
- are unexcelled by anything on the Atlantic.
For all information apply to steamship agents, or B 0. 72
to the following general agents of the Company— .
H. C. Bourlier, Canadian Northern Bldg., Toronto, Ont. J. B.

; Hbseuson, General Agent, 226-30 St. James Montreal, P.Q. P. Mooney,
120 Hollis 8t., Halifax, N. 8. A, H. Davis, 272 Main 8t., Winnipeg, Man.

3% //./,///14'; P A Y 74
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ERW THE NEW OTEL
JV2a SITUATED IN THE HEART OF THE

ALY,
DOMINION CAPITAL.
Accommodation 350 rooms.

Furnished with exquisite taste and comfort.
The latest in hotel construction.
Rates $22°upwards. European plan.

Write for handsome illustrated descriptive literature.

FW.BERGMAN,
MANAGER-IN-CHIEF HOTELS,
GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM
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YOUR VACATION? |

MUSKOKA LAKES— —POINT AU BARIL
KAWARTHA LAKES and FRENCH RIVER

. RESORTS————
ARE DELIGHTFUL LOCATIONS

AND ———————— —

CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY C.P. R.

Asklae arest Agent for Tllustrated Literature or write
M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, Toronto, Ont,
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AROUND=WORLD

Tours for individuals, families or private
& e parties, including all travelling expenses,
with complete or partial escort as de-
sired. Itineraries arranged to suit in-
dividual requirements, or for fixed routes.

$617.70 UP

*41st Annual Series of Tours de Luxe:
departures August and September West-
bound, November and January East-
bound. Novel tour of the Antipodes,
November 1st.

Our complete chain of 155 Offices Around
the World, furnishes unequaled and
unique facilities.

Send for Booklets

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
MONTREAL-—530 St. Catherine Street, West

] NEW YORK (4 offices), BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO.

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Over the World

Nt

Southern Railway

Premier Carrier of the South

Announces the Opening of
CANADIAN PASSENGER AGENCY.

9 St. Lawrence, Boulevard, Montreal
THE POPULAR ROUTE

SOUTH—
Florida, Cuba, Atlanta, New Orleans,
Memphis, Birmingham, Chatanooga.

MEXICO. CENTRAL AMERICA, PANAMA-—
And other chief cities and resorts South,
including

TRYON, HENDERSONVILLE, ASHEVILLE—
““Thc Land of the Sky”
6—Through Trains daily from NEW YORK—6
Highest Class Dining and Sleeping Car
Service. Write for descriptive literature,

schedules, etc.

G. W. ‘CARTER, Travelling Passenger
Agent, 9 St. Lawrence Boulevard, Montreal.
ALEX. S. THWEATT, Eastern Passenger
Agent, 264 Fifth Ave., Cor. 29th St., New
York City.

N.B.—Southern Railway System embraces
territory offering unusally attractive and re-
munerative places for investment in agricul-
ture, fruit culture, farming and manufacturing.

BeHappy 8 Wel
While Iraveling

a0
 Traingicknes:

PREVENTED —-STOPPED

‘
\
|
'\
\
}
1

. 1 ¢
M OTHERSILL'S after most thorough tests, is no%gf‘i}zﬁ—

adopted by practically all the Great Lakes an

s v s ns*
Steamship Companies running south and many i

Atlantic lines. Jemott
Three 1Eiears ago Mr. Mothersill gave a pers.onal o and
‘ stration of his remedy on the English Channel, Irish Se# such

the Baltic, and received unqualified endorsement trom itd of
people as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord Northcliff, and h"r on*
doctors, bankers and professional men. Letters from Peeﬂ,er
ages of international renown—people we all knoW’togacﬁqe
with much valuable information are contained in an attr’ and
booklet, which will be sent free upon receipt of your nameé
address. hines
| Mothersill's is guaranteed not to contain cocaine, mo%denf
opium, chloral, or any coal-tar products.  soc box is, W/ e
for twenty-four hours, $1r.00 box for a Trans-Atlantic V"yfrom
Your druggist keeps Motheesill's or will obtain it for you winé
his wholesaler. It you have any trouble getting the geg]dg.,
send direct to the Mothersill Remedy Co,, 362 Scheres tregly
Detroit, Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride St.. London, Mon!
New York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg.

West Indies
A\ WINTER
CRUISES

Jan.16-Feb.20
Mar.27

TICKETS GOOD
FOR TWO YEARS

LLOYD

OELRICHS & CO., GEN. AGENTS:

5 Broaoway, N.Y.
H. CLAUSSENIUS & CO., CHICAGO
ALLOWAY & CHAMPION, WINNIPEC
R. CAPELLE, SAN FRANCISCO
CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK, ST LOV'S
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QUebec Central Railway

Tlcl: only line running through Pullman
'S with Dining car service between

Quebec and Boston St

ough Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

a
4 through Pullman chair and Dining
cars between

Quebec and Portland

Passing through the heart of the

‘White Mountains

e
T timetables add further information

a, 1 s v e — o*

pp y t;o WRITE FOR BOOKLE;

J& e]:;al\gz,:na};!, E. O. Grundy | | | HAMBURG MERICAN LINE

Gen. Plssenger Agent h
& . BOSTON | PHILADELPAIA | PITTSBURGH  CMCAGO  ST.LOUIS AR FRARCISCO
\ : Q

Thr

.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED.
Summer Trips in Co?l Latitudes

Montreal to Caspe, Perce, Summerside and Charlottetown, Prince Edward
Island, the Garden of the Culf, thence to Pictou, Nova
Scotia and rail to Halifax :
o ? tSh 4 ‘CASCAPEDIA” .1900 tons, newly fitted out on the Clyde'for the
ik :1 ’l?l?e pgrts, electric lights and bells and all moq)ern comforts, sails from
and from'Q ursdays lst, 15th and 29th August and 12th September at 4 p.m.
uebec the following day at noon.

Quobes to New York via the Saguenay River, Gaspe, Charlottetown,
P.E. L., and Halifax.

ok S.S. «TRINIDAD ” 2600 tons, with electric lights and bells, and all
ern conveniences, sails from Quebec, Fridays 9th and 23rd August, at 8 p-m.

The finest trips of the season for coolness and comfort.
For Tickets and all information apply to all principal Ticket Agents.

é. F. WEBSTER & CO., THOS. COOK & SONS, R. M. MELVILLE & SON
or, King and Yonge Streets, 65 Yonge Street, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts.

Toronto. Toronto. l'oronto.

E N Quebec Steamship Company 40 Dalhousie Street; Quebec.
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CANADA'S SUMMER PLAY-GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING  YACHTING FISHING

' THE ANGIENT &
B CAPITAL o

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND R
Write :

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, NP

AILWAY
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Satiee

The One %ozblm.é’ % 0’512 G

1)i/g el Quleluade
& C’oag;ﬁ;f’[ c'?;%{ey g[/ aﬁaf%aﬁﬂe

[ INOARLRLION ie0. CLAZTTES]
. Ben / e 5’&1&/:;57 Qbtain T rgfff (Book free fLon e // Y CES

éga]agaze

(23

< 7 O1?2072,

To the LAND
of the
HABITANT

Quaint
Romantic
Historical

A DELIGHTFUL VACATION OUTING

——VIA THE ——

RICHELIEU @& ONTARIO NAVIGATION CO.

OF rateg and

illustrated folders apply to railroad or steamship agents or for illustrated booklet
‘“ Niagara to the Sea,” send six cents postage to

HOs
HENRY Traffic Manager, Montreal, P. Q. H. FOSTER CHAFFEE, A. G. P. A., Toronto, Ont.
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THE ALLAN LINE

Royal Mail Steamship Company, Ltd.

The largest fleet of Ocean Steamers in the Canadian-British Trade.

MONTREAL to LIVERPOOL (Mail Service)

TURBINE STEAMERS
VICTORIAN and VIRGINIAN
and TWIN-SCREW STEAMERS
CORSICAN and TUNISIAN
Maintain a WEEKLY SERVICE sailing every Friday-
Rates: Saloon, $90 and $80. Second Saloon, $52.50 and $50.

MONTREAL to GLASGOW

TWIN-SCREW STEAMERS
GRAMPIAN and HESPERIAN

Saloon, $70.00. Second Saloon, $50.00.
One Class Cabin Service, II. SCANDINAVIAN

the largest steamer in the One Class Cabin trade, and S.S.
“PRETORIAN"”

Every alternate Saturday. Rates: $47.50 up.

MONTEAL to LONDON via HAVRE

TWIN-SCREW STEAMERS
SCOTIA, IONIAN and LAKE ERIE.
SINGLE SCREW STEAMERS
CORINTHIAN and SICILIAN,

all in the One Class Cabin Service, II.
RATES TO HAVRE AND LONDON :

SCOTIA - - - - and $50.00
IONIAN - - - - 50 and $47.50
LAKE ERIE - - - 500 and $45.00
CORINTHIAN & SICILIAN 4o, do.

_FOR PLANS, BOOKLETS, SAILINGS, ETC., APPLY TO ANY AGENT, OR

-

The Allan Line, , H. & A. Allan;
77 Yonge St., Toronto. Montreal. -
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I“JULIAN SALE’

FOR FINE LEATHER GOODS :=

HE Wardrobe Trunk is the ideal travelling requisite for a prolonged trip and
Mean One onl)f needs realize this to know what travelling in the greatest co'mfoxl‘t
t°~das.' “Julian Sale” make a feature of the wardrobe trunk and are showing it

ox ¥ In a number of different coverings, all made over complete 3-ply veneer wood
en’thlth hand rivetted brass trimmings. These trunks are fitted for Ladies or
Cloth-emen’ and will carry an entire wardrobe with as much care as though the
tl‘unkmg Wwere hanging in the closet at home. Specx:}l mention here for wardrobe
furg; S Covered in hard fibre, very strong and serviceable, completely fitted and
ished, new standard 45-inch size.

.00
In the Steamersize.. ........ ... $55

6 .00
In the Gentlemen’s size........

; .00
In the Ladies’ size............. 65

Other lines in Black Enamelled Duck and Canvas. All pantisote lined. Prices $40 to $70.
WRITE FOR COMPLETE NEW CATALOGUE NO. 28.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.
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BUFFALO — NIAGARA FALLS — TORONTO

ROUTE
6 TRIPS DAILY (Except Sunday)

The Gateway to Canada

Would you like our Booklet?

NIAGARA NAVIGATION CO. TORONTO, CANADA

_—

/

e

Bore or Pleasure---Which?

ETTER-WRITING used to be a ‘fine art.” Now it 18

almost a lost art. Some men even dictate home letters to
the hotel stenographer.

Letter-writing is a bore—until you find the stationery that turns

it into a double pleasure-—-once for you and again for the lucky
recipient.

WOMEN OF TASTE MEN OF CHARACTER i I
write their social notes and ‘‘thank write their own personal letters. They
you’’ letters on paper that reflects want paper strong of texture, hea
breeding and culture. and fine of finish.
IRIS LINEN CROWN VELLUM 5
is a fine fabric finish of just the right makes of duty a pleasure-—Substci:15
weight and size—boxed to meet the tial, delightful to write on. A '

requirements of critical users. distinction to any letter.

At your stationers—or from

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto B
TORONTO 4 BRANTFORD ; WINNIPE
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Canada’s Hair Fashion Store

HAIR GOODS BY MAIL.

Mail order moneys refunded if not satisfied.

The Glenn-Charles Toupee for Comfort,
Durability and Natural Appearance.
For a quarter of a century we have specialized in the manufacture

of Hair Goods. ] ; : ,
The newest ideas and achievements, combined with the finest quality

of hair and workmanship, are curs.
The TRANSFORMATION, FRONT, SWITCH, TOUPEE or WIG,

leaving our premises proclaims the excellency of our goods.
Write for price quotations.

GLNN_CH ARLES 89 King St. West, Toronto, Can.
) FORMERLY JULES AND GHARLES.

The ‘‘Sunday’’ Vacuum Cleaner

IF you knew how
often a perfectly
“SUNDAY” clean-
ed house through
lack of dust and
dirt and microbes
helped to fool the
Doctor, you would
not be without one .
for five times its
value.

UR Microbes, moths and other things shiver when they
NITURE 15 A DISGRACE hear that a SUNDAY VACUUM CLEANER

Mola‘
ﬂ} ‘ikiin‘?l"l-fhot dishes, damp or hard substances, with its 10 to 11 inches of vacuum is going to
Ttanq grima the bright surfaces of your furniture. start looking them up.
e The SUNDAY DOES what is claimed for it
ROYAL GEM sells on its merits not on its price. We cannot
VENEER make it cheaper and maintain our FIXED
¥ Presio STANDARD.
’ Veang s cl d bright in, 2 ition” is attractive, FirstjClass
™" o clegnand bieht aaie Tosss OupsEpasodl
SEND
e e iy The Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner
U g Ve Manfg. Co., Limited

ttawa - tario
w Bleury gtf, riMcmtl'enl- 345 to 349 Dalhousie St. - Ottawa, Ont.
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BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS’
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES,*POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.
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FEARMAN’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
May cost you one cent or
Perhaps two cents a pound
EOre than some other

am but “Star Brand’
Hamg cured by F. 'W.

Carman Co. are worth it.

Mage under Government
Inspection.

ee———

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

 —

hiclets

Gtye Buinty Mint Covered
- Cundp Couted
Chowing Gum

Chiclets are the refine-

ment of chewing gum
for people of refinement. Served
at swagger luncheons, teas, din-
ners, card parties. The only chew-
ing gum that ever received the
unqualified sanction of Dbest
society. It's the peppermint—
the true mint.

Look for the Bird Cards in the
packages. You can secure a
beautiful Bird Album free.

For Sale at all the Better Sort
of Stores.

5¢. the Ounce and in Sc,
10c, and 25c, Packets.
SEN.SEN CHICLET
COMPANY
Metropolitan Tower,
New York
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EVERY LOVE

of beautiful Silver Plate will appreciate the new styles
and designs of our creations for 1912.

The Purily, the Style, the Goodness

of the Silver Plate which bears the brand of this
factory entitles it to the name of

“Standard” Silver Plate

as distinctive and leading among all makers of
High-class Goods.

PURITY marks the character of the de-
sigmdoes of the material which enters
into the manufacture of our goods.

DURABILITY is combined with purity al-
ways giving the shopper the assurance of a
Silver Plate which will wear and wear and wear.

Wisdom says : “‘ Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your guaran-
tee. Ask for ‘ Standard * Silver Plate. 45887

SOLD BY RELIABLE DEALERS EVERYWHERE.
Manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited

Toronto




e S CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 78

CORSIEI

For Short or Medium Figures

La Diva Corset No. 718 shown herewith is a Paris design,
brought over by our designer on his last trip, the only change being
to adapt it to the slightly fuller and stronger forms of Canadian
women. (Thisis why so many imported eorsets pinch and hurt).

It isideal for the short or medium figure. This model, W'hen
combined with the straight loose fit of the tailored garment, gives
the wearer the fashionable effect which is so much sought after by
stylishly-dressed women.

This corset is made of French coutil, daintly trimmed with lace,
ribbon and bow, and has six suspenders, hook and draw string. It
is boned entirely with duplex steel and stopped with silk., i

La Diva No. 718 is sold by the best retailers at $3.00 and it wil
be found fully equal to any imported corset at $6.ilo. Like every
other La Diva, this model is fully guamnteed. ther models are
sold at from $3,00 to $7.00,

THE DOMINION CORSET CO. - QUEBEC
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corset W

Eddy’s Silent Matches

are made of thoroughly dried pine blocks.

The tips, when struck on any surface what-
ever, will light silently and burn steadily
and smoothly without throwing off sparks.

Eddy’s Matches are always full MM count
—ask for them at all good dealers.

The E. B. EDDY COMPANY. Limited
HULL, CANADA. Makers of Toilet Papers.

\




PACKED
IN ONE
AND TWO

POUND CANS

only more economical than the

ordinary cheap grades, but is an

added pleasure to every meal.

is the best thatcan
be produced.

Ty

THR O Kewr
TORONT®

PI BN ““The Light Beer in the Light Bottle”’

_ OKeefe’s
“Pilsener” Lager made
its reputation on quality.

keeps its tation for quality because it keeps
e quality that made it famous. o

*‘The Beer with a Reputation®’
Ask your Dealer for O'Keefe’s.

216
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né) Kalamazoo Point Number One :g um
TbeKalamaZ® Iﬂgg?eBluder n

is Flal opening -

[-\'Slee EIGH T
at T SALIEN bOW lt
i K
writing g e hags the
surface desk
1. Flat Opening.

Th s 2. Simple Construction.
loose leafe glﬁtﬁmtA%OOb.uthe“ondy 3. Vice-like-gip. :Thhe EAtLﬁM{AZOO fhaﬁ hall of
ﬁo “ ey e ab oy OT |fne5 all the b Cinat Exoietie. : ef E‘]us able features of all the other loose

un£ b(,oh. oth loose leaf and ngld 5. Ease of Operation. eaf binders. * 3
i W D ) 6. No Exposed Metal, ltt’l;a; :mny new special features peculiarly
i e flexible rigidity and easy 7. Accessibility. X .
P m"’} fe}:lmes, and the round leather 8. Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
the permanently bound book. made in any size 1equired.

N.B.—Send for Free Descriptive Booklet Al.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter. ]ziifﬂted

Loose Leaf & Account-

B0l Maliers Toron.to Spadina

book ha rings the Countryside o 1 ini
that brings the Countryside of l Mercy Hospltal Tralnlng

: Scotland on to the page.
DYKESIDE FOLK” School for Nurses

[TRADE.

\
ketches A % ‘ S
tk:::;ld.k1mpresswr;sSgleaned on the ‘ Benton Harbor, Mich.,
pike ro
By W. C REaf Seotiadh, [ offers a thorough training under most fav-
. . UTHBERTSON. orable conditions for young women desiring
“Throntnspiece by HENRY KERR, R.S.A. to take up this work. Benton Harbor is
ﬁesheax::gnband women he writes of look like real known as a healthful and popular resort and
one has s lood . . .. as living persons whom in Summer attracts many people from
—~Sc O'rs:(e:)? and talked to in country by-ways.” Chicago and elsewhere.
ound ip Cl . For full particulars address :
SAN oth, price 3/6, post free 3/10. Miss Florence Fisher, Superintendent, Benton Harbor,

D
% CO., 37 George St., Edinburgh. Mich., U.S.A.

SHAW’S SCHOOLS

TORONTO, CANADA.

are produced only by will give you a training in Business by attendance or by
Pilleiian polegs- mail. Free Catalogue explains. Write for it to-day.

“msu[ & “ewtnn W. H. SHAW, President, 395 Yonge Street, Toronto.

gee s colornes WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

and their

Oil a No Smarting — Feels
e e TRY MURINE Facoie oy
ard. Not dear. For R Ty » akK,
Watery £yes and

An;leata.u P EYE EMEDY Granulated Eyelids.
-RAMSAY& SON, Tllustrated Book in each Package, Murine is compounded
b by our Oculists—not a «Ppatent Medicine”—but used in

P lewsls Appntefor successful Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedicated
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25c-60c per bottle. Murine

Eye Salve in aseptic tubes, 25¢-50c. Murine Eye Remedy Co. , Chlcass

Beautiful
Pictures
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RESTAND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and crying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup” for Children Teething. The
value is inealculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhcea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colic, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. *‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’’ for chil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world.  Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’

L=t  Connor
‘ Ball
& Bearing
1 Washer

-+

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven; by
steel springs, with alittle assistance from
the operator.  Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied through our agents
or direct to any address.

Write for booklet.

J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,

OTTAWA, ot CANADA.

BOTTLES

| Sparkling

Refreshing
Appetizing}
Healthful

THE IDEAL FAMILY BEVERAGE
CONTAINS NOTHING BUT
SELECTED MALT ano HOPS
BREWED BY

REINHARDTS'

OF TORONTO

EVERY BOTTLE STERILIZED
BOTTLED IN THE MOST UP TO DATE
PLANT IN CANADA

B e
INSPECTION INVITED
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The Children

always g

Mo njoy JAM and there is nothing

re healthful than

_ UPTON'S

e
fruj¢ ajam made from freshly picked ripe

UPT 0d granulated sugar.
oN’
N’s Orange Marmalade made from

ey
q .llle oranges d ole .
ellCious undaer expert supervision 18

€ are

ang ™ one of the largest and oldest Jam

¥ manufacturers in Canada.
t ay
first-class Stores in Canada.

i
h; T. UPTON CO. LTD.
AMILTON - CANADA

\

Dear to the heart of every wo-
man is the silver she receives on §
| her wedding day. Itis appreci-
|| ated long after other gifts have ||
| \ost their charm and usefulness.

| The beauty and quality of

|BAT ROGERS BROS.

«Silper Plate
that Wears”

make it the ideal silverware for

gifts. This is the only silver plate
with an unqualified guarantee that
is backed by the actual test of
sixty-five years' wear.

Our beautiful new pattern, Old
Colony, illustrated here, is sug-
gestive of simplicity, grace and
quality. Note the pierced
handle and the beautiful
decorative work.

For sale by all leading deal-
ers. Send for illustrated cat-

alog “T-21."
MERIDEN BRITANNIA

Co.
Hamilton, Canada.
Meriden, Conn.
New York, Chicago.

RRT The

e T e e
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MADE
IN
CANADA

For Lovers of the ArtistiC

eal

The above Stack of * Macey’ Sectional Bookcases forms an id
equipment for the Home. It is not necessary however to confine youfse
to the size of stack illustrated, which is only one of the countless €O
binations possible with the ‘‘ Macey.” It makes no difference Whethe§
your stock of Books is large or small, you buy for your present nee
and add sections as you require them. What could be more simple ?

ANY STYLE, ANY FINISH

or Plain Oak,in any finish desired. Our Catalog illustrates, and descr? b
the many beautiful styles, write for it to-day, we want you to know
about the ‘‘ Macey."” )

ReEn |
|

Macey Sectional Bookcases can be had in Mahogany, Quartered qafs' \

whrTe [ANADA FJRNITURE MANUFACTURERS Wt
OUR ; CiTRE OUR ¢
CATALOG. C CATALO® 1

WOODSTOCK -  ONTARIO /

4
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Deafness Cured |
By New Discovery

€ ¥
W: have demonstrated that
eafness can be cured”
. The
Visible iecret of how to use the mysterious and in-
Hey, ature forces for the cure of Deafness and
Nesg anglses has at last been discovered. Deaf- |
0der ¢}, Head Noises disappear as if by magic |
I)‘r : € use of: this new and wonderful discovery. |
Will genq” Grains Co., (Physicians and Scientists)
Oises f ﬁll_Who suffer from Deafness and Head
absoy, elu information how they can be cured,
deaf, or 2;]5‘"38, no matter how long they have been
Oug treat at caused their deafness. This marvel-
You will "‘:,eﬂt is so simple, natural and certain that
I;‘;vestigat onder why it was not discovered before.
emSeIVeo"S are astonished and cured patients
Pergon C_S marvel at the quick results. Any deaf |
ﬂulckly an have full information how to be cured
Nygg, in, and cured to stay cured, at home without
léo‘:, . g? cent. Write us to-day, or send the cou-
ah’cago inL' C. Grairs Co., 270 Pulsifer Building,
nd On’d ., and get full information of this new
erful discovery, absolutely free. ‘

Free Information Coupon
GRAINS COMPANY
e 70 Pulsifer Bldg., Chicago, Ill.
< send me without cost or obligation on
met'h Cdomplete information concerning the
eSS ot for the treatmeut and cure of deaf-
nosisead noises. If I wish you to make a
are to g of my case after hearing from you, you
o ©so FREE OF CHARGE.

b L. ¢,

c\

i@ 9
A TOILET TREASURE

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

(0L AAaN B RE
"HIONT AL

the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use 1t is

2l Cdelightful: after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

o g—

1 Ask your Druggist for it

Accept no Substitute!

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should
convince.  YOU _ of their
SUPERIORITY.

with the thumb and fi
Iways work.” Made
. p ass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
All stationers, Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted.
Nlustrated booklet free.  Liberal iscount to the trade.

The 0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N.Y., U.S. A. NeiB

PENCERIAN
STEEL PENS

The Pens that put the ink on
the paper without & splumer'.be
1 d of 13 different numbers
s::': Ieg?;d penholders for 10 cents.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., 349 Broapway, NEw YORK.

GURD’s” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like either, for both are “‘“THE BEST”’

&
HARLES GURD & €CO:;; Limitad= =~~~ MONTREAL

.
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Economical Heating|

E _XThe man who wants economical heating@V_‘”ﬂ;
every room warm and comfortable, will consid®
something besides letting the contract to the lowes !
bidder.,

If you think all Heaters are “alike we }Vant t?
show you WHY 40,000 home owners who inves )
gated bought

Kelsey Warm Air Generator®

Kelsey Heating is economical and healthfu: 5
heating because the Kelsey has more than doub i
the weight and heating surface of the cheap furnace ‘
made to sell at low prices.

Letus showyou the superior merits of the Kelsey:
The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Ltd. '

Winnipeg, Man. . Brockville, Ont.
/

__/j

EFFICIENT SERVICE
For MEN and WOMEN

A long roll of satisfied customers has beest
built up by this house because of efficient seerCe_
rendered. Would you have your finest €0% :
tumes or suit of clothes cleaned or dyed._mel11
send the goods here. The work will be rightly

done. If we can aid youin the dyeing or cleani®
of lace or damask curtains, furniture coverint s
and other articles of home use, the knowledge, the skill, and the equipment o
here at your service. Write for booklet of useful information. l

R. PARRER @ CO.

Largest Dyeing and Cleaning Works in all Canada
TORONTO, - - CANADA

Branches and Agencies in all parts of the Dominion

" _ T
J
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llsov | N”
Hot Water

4 <
Boilers . . l|%\

OF THE

SOVEREIGN

‘. HOT WATER BOILER
R a- d}' a- t0 rs When your architect or the

builder of your new home
gives you the choice of any
of the best boilers made,
consider well the exclusive
merits of the “Sovereign”
—the boiler with the
larger first section.

Installed by Heating En-
gineers and Plumbers

throughout Canada.
A little thoughtfnl inquiry will lead

any person interested in the house
heating problem directly to the
«“Sovereign”.  Ask your friends
who are householders. Write us
for the booklet: ‘“The Dictionary
ot Heating.”

T MADE BY Taylor_ Forbes E;:;f:;y
ealf lor-Forbes

Limited
108g King Street West, TORONTO
246 Craig Street West, MONTREAL
1070 Homer Street, VANCOUVER
id GUELPH, ) CANADA

(I
’

COA
.2?'\ >

G G o
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INCE the Underwood
costs a little more than

other typewriters it should
have more of merit. Six hundred

thousand users say it has. Every
day adds 550 to the number.

DON’T say that this demand is due merely to good sales-

manship—we have no corner on that desirable asset.

ON’T assume that any other typewriter posseses quali-
ties ‘“just as good’” although most of them use that
argument.

The Underwood embodies in ome machine all that is of value in 2
typewriter. It is wonderfully simple in design, efficient in operation,

built for the hardest work.

And behind the machine is a big Canadian organization
providing | everywhere in the Dominion a typewriter service
which for thoroughness and scope has never been equalled
in this great industry.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd.
All Canadian Cities :
Head Office in Toronto




Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops.
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
THE LAND OF OPPORTUNITY.

Why not own a farm?
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ground floor ”

160 Acres Free

Tlfe boundless prairie land is the finest oh earth. Bracing
f‘*llmate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
creasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

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

For further Information Apply to

W. p, SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
~___ OTTAWA - - CANADA.

”
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e It’s Bagkers

A person can keep the body sev- 9 ° o
eral degrees cooler in hot weather It S DellClous

by a sensible breakfast.
]

Try this one—

and cream.

Some fruit 1
A saucer of w s
high

Grape-Nuts RSl O | grade cocos

Some crisp loast
A cup of Postum.

: i |
On such a breakfast one can enjoy : 1% 5

any kind of weather and feel well finest quality, full strength ;ﬂii
nourished. absolutely pure and healthiv™

> 1d in 1/5 Ib., 1/4 1b., 1/2 Ib. and 110
= There 5.4 Reason' e = : cans, éet weiéht.

Booklet of Choice Recipes Sent Freé

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. LIMI
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont. WALTER BAE:KTAEBESH;&D ‘95(0)' i
MONTREAL, CAN.  DORCHESTER, MA )

Borated Talcum
FOR MINE

d Sunbu™®

For Prickly Heat a

5 . e tionS
Relieves all Skin Irritatio?

Sample Box for 4c stamp

|
| GERHARD MENNEN CO-.
| Newark, N. J.

T. H. Best Prixting Co., LiMITED, Toronto, CAN.




