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FURNITURIE

Begins on Tuesday, the day. after Toronto’s Civic Holiday.

( For a couple of months past our buying organization
‘has been making large preparations for this Annual Sale of Furniture.
Toronto’s needs are growing with its rapidly increasing population, and
this, more than anything else, has encouraged us to make enormously big
purchases. The price at which we've managed to mark this Furniture should

make its distribution the biggest on record. -
Save for a few American samples, all this Furniture was made .
in Canada—the product of half a hundred Canadian factories. Vast quantities of
Furniture are here because this year vast quantities have been produced, and we
have been able to take the entire surplus production of overstocked manufacturers
—the good ones, that is, for bear in mind there isn’'t a piece of Furniture here that:
was made to sell at a cheap price.  Our reputation for selling only sound, honestly-
made Furniture gives us an advantage over other firms, for it is to us that the higher
_class of manufacturers send their goods by the carload.
In this way we get Furniture that you can find nowhere else,
“and our range of styles has never been wider or more attractive than at present.
Householders, hotelmen, managers of institutions—every user
of Furniture, in fact, will do well to visit the exhibition on our fourth floor, Tuesday
morning. It is impossible to get an idea of the good things we offer by simply
reading an advertisement. But from day to day certain specials will be pub-
lished in the papers, and those who cannot come to the store should take
. advantage of them through the mails. We will send you any further partic-
ulars that you may want. : _
The following partial list may help you to judge the calibre
of this sale. Even if what you want is not mentioned here, you may
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Extension Tables, Golden Oak... 14.00 1 .45  Large variety of Iron Beds, prices ranging from $3.15
M_Extension Tables, Golden Ouk. .. 3?-_50 25.00  Springs and Mattresses at lowest prices. fto $26.01

A F i be sure it's on our fourth floor,—and it’s at a low price.
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Yo For Dining Room For Bed Rocm \
4 . Regular  August Sale’ Regular  August Sale 2
| ; ol Cole OMk . s e 858450 “615°00  Dressersand Stainds, Golden Finish. $35.00 " 520.00
i : D Buffets, Golden Oak... .......: 99.000 21.00° Dfessers, Oak and Mahogany. - --- 20.00  14.60 / = il -
e NSy Sichow, Colden Ouk ... 4800 3.0 Chifomers, Glden Quk -+ 1.0 1750 4 = = |
. 91z b S ideboards, en Oak. . «oi'es A 23, ras s, massiv: igns. < oo e 40 . > L) )\./ﬁ “ A (M
| :/ E‘xlenzian Tables, Golden Oak... 24.00  17.00 All?"eh Many::e: o ..s ....... 8.00  5.50 Z e AR AN A ”\\J
{

o ° % .
For Living Room
2 & 5 Regular  August Sale
Palor Suites, 3-piece, rich Siks: . $47.00 §85100
Morris Chairs, beautiful designs. ... 1400 10.50
Mosris Chairs, beautiful designs. . . - 20.00  15.00
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SCARLET INK
for steel pens
writes a
beautiful
Scarlet Red
It 1s unaffected
by,and has no
effect upon,
steel pens.It
1s a perfect
ink for
contrast
writing.
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Published at 61 Victoria Street, Toronto, by The Courier Press, Limited

Subscription : Canada and Great Britain, $4.00 a Year ; United
States, $5.00 a Year .

ONE YEAR'S
GROWTH

The strength of a bank is tested by its
ability to successfully weather financial
storms,

The strength of a Life Company is tested
by its ability to grow in ‘ hard times,"”

Last year the New Business of

W 55"'&:;'
OF CANADA.

amounted to $7,081,402, a gain over 1006 of
$1,677,855, brinflnf 8%’ the total insurance
in force to $51,091,848, a gain over 1906 of
4,179,440—and get the operating expenses
were just about the same as last year.

The OomPany also made substantial gains
over 1906—in Assets, $1,271,255; in Reserves,
s%ﬁgi ; in Income, $171,147, and in Surplus,

Agencies in all the principal Towns
and Cities in Canada.

HEAD OFFICE - WATERLOO, ONT.
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PUBLISHER’'S TALK

WE are rather proud of our achievements in connection with

the Tercentenary Celebration at Quebec, and the compliments
we have received in connection with the issues cf July 24th and Aug-
ust 1st. Qur pictures were equal if not superior to any that have
been published, and were given to the public in each case several days

ahead of any competitor. We do not desire to prove that our publi-

cation is any better than it ought to be, and we will be quite satisfied
if people concede that we are just as enterprising as our contem-
poraries. :

DURING the past two years, we have given away many Acci-

dent Policies to new subscribers. We are pleased that so
few of these have had accidents of any kind. Some claims have been
paid, and the following letter speaks for itself :

MoNTREAL, JULY 23RD, 1908

Gentlemen:—
I herewith wish to show my appreciation of the prompt
and satisfactory settlement of my claim. [t is certainly a credit to

.the Sterling Accident & Guarantee Company and I will certainly

make it my place to advertise the Company amongst my friedds in
Montreal. ‘

Wishing the Firm and the Canadian Courier every suc-
cess, I remain

Yours respectfully, ,
R. E. JOHNSON.

Any prospective subscriber who is interested in this feature of
our subscription campaign is invited to correspond with this office.
The Policy is a limited one but it is worth having.

(Signed)

Gilbey's
“INVALID”
PORT

IS A GENUINE PURE
DOURO PORT WINE

@ The rare delicacy of
‘bouquet which is found
only in genuine Douro
Port Wine, apart from
its medicinal properties,
makes it not only accep-’
table to the tired invalid
but almost a necessity in
private homes.

@ When ordering insist
on having.

Gilbey ’S Genuine
“INVALID” PORT

Distributors :
R. H. Howard, Toronto
G.F.@ J. Galt, Winnipeg

and others. 543

SAVINGS
ACCOUNTS

Interest Paid at the Rate of

372%

Accounts are subject to cheque
without notice. Interest added
half- yearly. Sums of 1.00
and up received. Special atten-
tion is called to the fact that
interest is calculated on the

DAILY BALANCE

CENTRAL
CANADA

LOAN 8 SAVINGS coy,
R8XING ST.E. TORONTQ

THE STANDARD LOAN
COMPANY

CAPITAL - $1,125,000
RESERVE - 50,000
ASSETS - 2,250,000

Vice-President and Managing Director :
W. 8. DINNICE,

Director :
RIGHT HONORABLE LORD STRATH.
CONA AND MOUNT ROYAL, K.C.M.G.

HEAD OFFICE :

24 Adelaide St. East, TORONTO, ONT.

Debentures for one, two, three, four
and five years issued, bearing interest
at five per cent. per annum, payable
half-yearly. i

Write for booklet entitled ‘¢ SOME
CARDINAL POINTS.” -
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EATON'S MIDSUMMER SALE

Sale Price 6-95

Two-piece Summer
Suits

E3-10. Men’s Two-piece Suits, coat
and pants only, made from a neat
pattern of homespun effect tweeds,
medium light colors, the coat is
half lined and has three pockets,
the trousers have belt straps and
cuff at the bottom, uscut. Sizes

84 to 42.
Sale Price 6.95

Sale Price 3'63

E8-70. Boys’ Single-Breasted Three-
piece Suits. made from good dur-
able tweeds, seasonable patterns,
Italian body linings, knee pants
lined, as cut. 8izes 28 to 33.

Sale Price 3.63

E3-90. Men's Worsted Trousers, fine

SPECIAL SALE PRICES on HIGH GRADE CLOTHING

These items represent the values produced by our advanced methods of modern tailoring,
our masterly workmanship and close attention to the little details that make a handsome
suit. Every garment receives the supervision of an expert worker and from the bolt of
cloth to the pressing room every stage is carefully watched to see that the best work is
given the article. The output of this Great Store is so enormous and our purchasing
power in the woollen and piece goods markets is so great that we have the privilege of
limiting the price we pay to a low figure. Arrangements are made for thousands of

- yards of woollens and worsteds direct from the mills on a spot cash basis, while the

lining and trimming prices are kept down to the lowest notch—all this is to save you
money on fine clothing.

August a Profitable Shopping Month for our Mail Order Customers.

Single Breasted Double
Sack Suits Breasted
E3-20. Men’s Suits, 8- button i
single-breasted sack suit style, Suits
these made of Domestic and Eng-
lish twéeds in neat striped effect
patterns. The colors are dark, E3-50. Men's

also medium light. They are
nicely made and lined with ser-
viceable Italian cloth, style as
cut. Sizes are 36 to 44 inches
chest measure.

SALE PRICE 5-95

E38-80. Men’'s Suits, made from
imported English worsteds, in
neat small patterns of browns
and greys, mixture and striped
effects, this season’s new cloths,
nicely lined and tailored to fit
well, style as cut. Sizes 86 to 44,
chest measure.

SALE PRICE 9-98

Double Breasted :
Sack Suits, three
buttoned style.
These are made
from medium
dark and light
English and Do-
mestic tweeds,
nice weight, lined
with durable Ital-
ian cloth, perfect
fitting, vest single
breasted, trousers

fashionably made,
as cut. Sizes 36
E3-40. Men’s Black Suits, made to 44.
from asoft-finished Vicuna cloth,
glnglisl;) l“;a,tbric(.1 'Ji.‘helsebare cug
ree - buttoned single-breaste
sack style, have good Italian SALE P RlcE

linings, perfect fitting, style as
cut. Sizes 84 to 44.
.89

SALE PRIGE1

7.95

SAMPLES OF THESE GOODS

TO
g:::e 5 e 65c

E3-80. Boys’ Knee Pants, made from
good serviceable domestic tweeds,
that wear well, side and hiP
pockets, white cotton linings, all
neat seasonable goods, as cut.

Sizes 22 to 28. 55¢c
E8-120. Same as above, in sizes 29

g
. EATON C¢...

TORONTO - - - CANADA

E3-100.

Boys’ Norfolk Suits (coat
and pants only), made from smart
patterns of dressy tweeds, coats
box-pleated back and front, belt at

imgdrted English fabrics in nice
striped patterns, side and hip
pockets, fashionably cut and made

with good trimmings,
as cut. Sizes 32 to 42
waist. ¢ -29

Sale Price

waist, Italian linings,
knee pants, sizes 24 to
28, style as cut.

Sale Price

Rz
<

Raincoats

Sale Price 6-39

E3-60. Men’s Raincoats, made from
an English Cravenette cloth, in a
dark Oxford grey shade, good full
length, nicely made, good fitting,
as cut. Sizes 34 to 44. ;

S8ale Price 6.39

Sale Price %-34

E3-110. Boys' Double - Breasted
Three-piece Suits, of good service-
able tweeds in desirable patterns;
coats are stylishly tailored, with
wide lapels, serviceable linings
and trimmings throughout, knee
pants, as cut. Sizes 28 to 83.

Sale Price 3.84

S gt e e el Lo
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IN THE PUBLIC VIEW

- ITHIN the past year or
! eighteen months three of
' i the littlest great men in
the world have visited
Canada. A year ago last fall
Andrew Carnegie, who is about
five feet six; last autumn Rudyard
Kipling; who is about five feet
five; this week ILord Roberts—
no bigger than either. Three more
diversified little great men per-
haps never lived contemporane-
ously in this world. Iron and
steel ; stories and poems; battles;
but each of these men in his way
an Imperialist. Kipling has never
written an ode to Carnegie; per-
haps never will; though when the
famous Andrew made his Toron-
to speech to the Canadian Club
he said some things that made
very good reading for those who
believed in Anglo-Saxon federa-
tion, whatever they thought of
reformed spelling. Similarly Mr.
* Carnegie has never tried to sim-
plify Kipling’s spelling, though in
most of the hundreds of libraries
he has given away Kipling’s
works may be found.

But Carnegie came and went
o, with nothing more to his credit
than a civic reception and columns of newspaper talk. Kipling came
in to Toronto by night and had to mope about the labyrinthine
precincts of the Union Station before he was taken in tow by the
secretary of the Canadian Club. Lord Roberts has been announced
on the programme for weeks. He came as a hero to many thousands
of people who knew him best by the verses of Kipling entitled “Bobs.”
All over Canada there were civic telegrams and letters praying the
hero of Kandahar to come and see those of the fellows in khaki who
had been good enough to go under him in the trenches of Paardeberg
and stayed with him till he took Pretoria, Days before his arrival
small boys went about the streets selling little flags inscribed “Our
Hero Bobs.” On St. George Street and up at Westmount, and in
officers’ quarters at the Armouries, he may have been known as Lord
Roberts; on Yonge Street and on the streets of Quebec and in the
camps he was called “Bobs,” by thousands who had no way of calling
Kipling pet names and would not have dreamed of calling Mr.
Carnegie “Andy.”

Like most men of deeds, Lord Roberts said little or nothing even
to the Canadian Club. He came and was seen—and he conquered.
Kipling came and saw and asked questions, and made speeches that
were among the most shrewdly diplomatic and eloquent ever delivered
in Canada. The speeches of the other little man were carefully
prepared and as carefully delivered. But nobody pretended to make
an idol of Carnegie because there was little about Carnegie that
appealed to the imagination. That he had revolutionised the iron and
steel industries of the world and made modern railway expansion
possible was no great matter to cheer about; and although he had
given away libraries and pipe organs and vast unheard of sums to
benevolence, the people knew little or nothing about him. But what
Kipling has done, though he never shouldered a gun in a battle nor
gave away a library; and what Lord Roberts has done, though he
has written but one book and made no steel rail—every one knows; in
some way knows that “Bobs” is a hero who looks bigger on a horse
than any man since Napoleon; that Kipling is a universal hero who
on a horse would look rather ridiculous; and that Andrew Carnegie
on the finest horse in the world would never be a hero of any kind

Lord Strathcona at Quebec.

cand was untiring in his

but merely a well-known great man with a genius for finance.

But these three little great men have done more to make the
history of the twentieth century than any other three little men that
ever lived at the same time. An Irishman; an Anglo-Indian; a
Scotchman ; Great Britain represented by three men all of whom have
had much to do with Greater Britain beyond the seas—assuming with
Mr. Carnegie that Anglo-Saxon federation is possible. In all the
years to come it is doubtful if Canada will ever have a chance to
receive within eighteen months three such distinguished little men
whom the world calls great. '

* * *

GAINST these, place that great Canadian Scotchman, Lord
Strathconma. He also is in Canada while Lord Roberts is here.
Candidly it must be said of him that he has done more for

Canada than any of the other three; as much for Canada and in a
different way as Lord Roberts for the Empire, and Kipling for Greater
Britain, and Carnegie for the United States. More of mystery hangs
about Strathcona; he is a lord of the North. In India, there never
could have been a Strathcona.  The monsoon was never any breath
for a man like that. He needed the north wind and he got most of it.
Of elephants he knew very little, but of dogs very much—by thous-
ands and thousands of miles. Of battles he never had but one—and
that was most of the time he was conquering Rupert’s Land. Most
of Lord Strathcona’s life was spent in a land where steel rails were
never known—and in order that steel rails some day might come.
There never can be another such a man in Canada, because there never
again will be the times that make such a man possible. What Lord
Strathcona knows about Canada he has never put into a book. Much
of it has gone into the books of other men; none of it, however, into
the works of Kipling. Ten years older than either Lord Roberts or
Mr. Carnegie, he had done most of his life work before Kipling was
ever heard about in literature. But he is still young—at eighty-six;
a marvellous, vital old man.

AST month there was
unveiled in Mont-
real a monument to

the late Mr. John Young,
who is credited with the
honour of making Mont-
real the national port of
the Dominion. He was
always enthusiastic about
the possibility of the port

efforts to bring about such
improvements as would
enable the best ships of
the time to ride with safe-
ty in that harbour. Mr.
Young passed away in
1878 in the 67th year of
his age. The monument
is by Mr. Philippe Hebert
whose  excellent work
adorns so many of our
public places.
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CANADA’S CENTURY

CANADA has certainly started well in the twentieth century race.

While Ireland and Ireland’s problems are worrying the states-
men of Great Britain, while the problem of how to manage India is
troubling the same group of administrators, and while Australia’s
federal system stands in danger of falling to pieces, Canada is all peace
and harmony. The Provinces have no great differences with the
Federal Government, nor has the Federal Government any fault to
find with the provincial administrations. The two great races are
being drawn closer to each other, and the newer citizens of the
country—Ruthenians, Swiss, Swedes, Icelanders or United Statesers
—are showing a most commendable and desirable interest in the
general  affairs of their adopted land. The national unity is
undisturbed.

Financially and industrially, Canada is also doing well. The
world-wide depression of the past twelve months has limited develop-
ment but has not stopped it. The harvest prospects are the best of
any of the twentieth century years and last autumn’s disappointments
will soon be forgotten. The Quebec Tercentenary and the Prince’s
visit have served to emphasise the growing world-importance of the
new nation of the North. The world’s eyes have been turned this
way, and the impression created abroad must be favourable to our
national reputation.

Confident, cool, clear-headed should be Canada’s attitude. While
everything points to a brilliant success, pride and a haughty spirit
would certainly rob us of the fruits of a century’s planting.

¥
CAMPAIGN FUNDS

AS Canada is approaching a general election in which campaign

funds may play an important part, it is instructive to notice
what is being done in that politically-wicked country, the United
States. The desire for purer elections has gone so far in the Great
Republic that Mr. Taft, the Republican candidate, has decreed that
the balance-sheet of the Republican campaign funds shall be published
after the elections. This means that all contributions from corpora-
tions, legislative beneficiaries and contractors will be made known to
the people. Mr. Bryan has gone even further and has promised that
no contributions shall be accepted from corporations, that no single
contribution of more than $10,000 shall be accepted and that all
contributions in excess of $100 shall be published before the elections ;
afterwards, all expenditures shall be published.

Of course, it would be easy to say that this action on the part of
the two great candidates will lead to evasion. It will. Nevertheless,
it will prevent extravagant expenditures and corruption on a large
- scale. It is a laudable move and one which Sir Wilfrid Laurier and

Mr. Borden might reasonably be called upon to imitate. We have .

followed the United States in the matter of civil service reform and
we might beneficially follow this newer political practice.

It is probable that no interest would be injured by such publicity
in this country, except perhaps the office-seeking interest. Railway
and other public service corporations donate very little to campaign
funds, confining themselves to “influence” rather than money. They
know that seventy-five per cent. of all campaign funds usually cleaves
to the hands of the so-called “workers.” The chief contributors are
those who desire contracts, senatorships and public honours, and the
elimination of such practices would be immensely beneficial. The
appointment of purchasing agents and the elimination of the patronage
lists would serve equally well in eliminating contractors’ contributions
‘but that is no reason why publicity should not be added.

Every public citizen with influence and with a desire to see pure
elections should at once bring his influence to bear on the party
leaders on behalf of this reform. Mr. Borden has already expressed

6 .

a willingness to follow a practice of this kind and no doubt Sir Wilfrid
would be glad to do so if his colleagues and followers would permit
him. The reform can come only from public pressure—the source
from which we secured a measure of civil service reform.

¥
COURAGE AND COWARDICE

LL men are courageous and all men are cowards. This is a
paradox, perhaps, but is possesses a large measure of truth. All
flen are courageous up to a certain point and past that point they are
cowards. The point varies with the nature and circumstances of the
individual. In some men it is quickly reached under slight adversity
or any unusually difficult position. A small pecuniary loss through
a trusted friend, the failure of a rose-coloured speculation, the breaking
down of a valued friendship or the exploding of a love affair will
change men outwardly strong from a bold-stepping individual to a
shrinking weakling. The once calm purpose fades away, and
indecision and inertness take possession. Then follows a state of
inanity, a period of drunkenness or perhaps suicide. ;

Other men reach mature years through a long period of successful
battling with adversity, gaining always a certain measure of success
through constant and nerve-wracking struggles. They are known as
“strong” men. ‘Yet, unknown to their friends and unknown to even
themselves, their power of resistance has been slowly but steadily
weakened. A great reverse comes and they go down in a heap like a
race-horse at the last hurdle, while the field sweeps on with scarce a
thought for the falterer prone in the dust. Their hearts are broken
and henceforth they are known as the failures of life.

Thus all men in the struggle of existence are constantly facing
the danger of being changed from heroes to cowards. The man who
runs the least danger is the man who is unambitious and who attempts
little. The labouring man with moderate tastes and limited ambitions
is easily satisfied and less subject to great depression. Every few
days, however, we hear of some one of this class jumping into the
water to soothe his grief over inability to reach success, or losing his
mind and committing some offence against the persons in whom he is
most interested. The man of education is safer even than the labour-
ing man if he is not ambitious. If his wants are simple, and his aims
not too high, reading and conversation supply him with a kind of
pleasure which is an excellent substitute for financial, social or
political success. Among the business, professional and political
classes, the dangers are greatest. Here reverses come to a larger
percentage of those who are thus aiming high. Here the gradual or
sudden change from courage to cowardice is most notable and most
frequent. Here also disgrace is largest and keenest, failure most
notable, and the change most pitiable. Social and moral reformers
express much sympathy and concern for the aged and worn-out
workman, but have no plea whatever to make for the broken hearts
and ambitions of the so-called higher classes. Political economy
takes note of bodily distress, but almost totally ignores mental distress.

If there is a lesson here, it is that the world should have a larger
measure of sympathy for the man who passes from courage to
cowardice, whether he be a labourer or craftsman, a teacher or
professor, a business or professional man. Nature has endowed us
all with hope, ambition and courage. Sin, affliction and misfortune
tend to make us cowards. If we remain courageous until the end
it will be because we are lucky, have exceptional merit or have a well-
balanced, religious nature. If we are so fortunate as to have retained
our courage, let us reach out a strong, kindly hand to the man in
danger of losing his—remembering always that when he has once
lost this jewel it will be too late. In so doing, the courageous shall
be rewarded by the beneficent feeling of having assisted a struggling
human in the strenuous battle. Perhaps by helping to revive courage
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in a struggler, we may gain more for ourselves. Bear ye one another’s
burdens has a religious sanction but it also has a philosophic and
economic sanction. It is altruistic but it is also selfish.

»
MONTREAL AND EXPORT GRAIN

; MONTREAL'S particular ambition is to have the grain of the

West pass that way—not only the wheat of Western Canada,
but the corn and wheat of the Mississippi Valley. It watches every
move made by Buffalo, Philadelphia, New York, Boston and Portland
with a great deal of concern and anxiety. For years it has been
bombarding the Dominion Government for improved harbour facilities
and an improved channel from St. Helen’s Island to Three Rivers.
It has been the chief agent in the agitation which led to the deepening
of the canals between Lake Ontario and Montreal harbour. It has
kept alive the new Welland Canal idea and it has not discouraged the
Georgian Bay canal agitation.

If Montreal could have its way to-day, it would probably bend
the National Transcontinental at Lake Abittibi and divert it from
Northern Quebec to the Ottawa Valley and Montreal. It would
treble the trans-shipping facilities of its own harbour, would build a
new Welland Canal and get the Georgian Bay waterway under
construction. Omitting the first item, the other three would probably
entail an expenditure of about $200,000,000. ~ Montreal would go
farther. It would compel all railways and steamboats owned and
operated in Canada to carry grain from the West at a rate lower than
that available via Buffalo and New York or any other United States
route. Having done all this, it would probably succeed in making
itself the greatest grain port in North America.

The ambition is not wholly improper. A nation’s ambition is
composed mainly of a large number of local ambitions. If Montreal
succeeds in accomplishing all or even a large part of its programme
it will have performed a national service. In building itself, it helps
to build up Canada.

The diverting of the Transcontinental to Montreal is impossible ;
the Georgian Bay Canal may or may not be feasible, but it involves
an expenditure which Canada cannot afford until the success of the
National Transcontinental is assured. To undertake it now would
strain the national credit to the breaking point. Eliminating the
Georgian Bay Canal reduces the proposed expenditure to twenty-five
millions for harbour improvements and twenty-five millions for a new
Welland Canal. If these investments secure the objects aimed at,
no one can have much objection to them. The harbour improve-
ments are certainly advisable. A new and deeper Welland Canal
seems absolutely necessary, if the larger boats are not to continue to
make Buffalo their destination, instead of Kingston, Brockville and
Prescott.

As to grain rates to Montreal, these should be under the super-
vision of the Railway Commission, so that any benefits gained to the
country by improved canals and harbours shall go to increase the
farmers’ profits, not the steamboat owners’. If grain can be carried
profitably from Fort William at 314, or 4%, or even 434 cents per
bushel, the transportation companies should not be allowed to charge
seven cents. If one-third of the outward-bound Canadian grain is
being sent via Buffalo because of the cupidity of the Dominion Marine
Association, as charged by the Montreal Herald, then it is time for
the Dominion Government to interfere.

It is just as essential to Canada to have a properly-equipped and
unrivalled summer port as it is to have adequate railway and canal
service. Therefore every portion of Canada is interested in having
Montreal develop the trade to which it seems fairly entitled. Where
its development would work injustice to Quebec, St. John, Kingston,
Toronto or any other city, it will not have the national support.
Where overly ambitious schemes, such as the Georgian Bay Canal,
are proposed, the national approval will not be forthcoming. For all
reasonable proposals, there will, however, always be a sympathetic
national consideration.

: L
PROVINCIAL OR COSMOPOL!TAN

THIS is the season when the young Canadian who left Brownsville

or Jonesburg years ago for city scenes returns for a few days
to his home village to dazzle the natives with his metropolitan clothes
and accent. If he has been away for cnly a year or two, he is
extremely supercilious and aloof, remarking on the “quaintness” of
everything in the old town and delivering himself of the time-worn
remark that he would rather be a lamp-post in New York than a
citizen in Jonesburg. But his most crushing adjective as applied ta

the early inhabitants is “provincial.” The young man may have
been associating with a set in the city whose idea of civilisation is
made up of musical comedy, cocktails and lobster a la Newburg. The
quiet parson of Jonesburg may have a library in which the returned
exile would be utterly an alien, but the latter pursues his patronising
way among the “back numbers” of his native town, leaving disgusted
friends and relatives when he finally shakes off the very dry dust of
the village streets and departs for the metropolis which has been all
unheeding of his absence. :

However, if the youth possess any possibility of discernment, he
may return to Jonesburg ten years later in a more chastened spirit,
willing to learn certain things of such village fathers as are yet alive.
He may find as much enjoyment in quiet lanes as on the city pavement
and may conclude that the inhabitants of the village do not altogether
miss the things which spell Life. Provincialism is a spirit, not a
place. The man who considers that LLondon, New York, Paris, Berlin
and Vienna make up the universe and contain the only human beings
worthy of consideration is about as limited in his range of compre-
hension and sympathy as the farmer who thinks that everything
outside his township is inferior or barbarous. The true cosmopolitan
is just as much at home with the Indian guide of Temagami or the
post-master of Jonesburg as he is with the crowds of “streaming
London’s central roar.”. It is the half-baked citizen who pats his
native village on the back and wonders how such a place came to send
forth such a fine fellow as he. Wherefore, let the returned villager
beware of idle cynicism for by their sneers ye shall know them.

b
AN UNGRACIOUS EPISTLE
HAT sprightly publication, Le Nationaliste, has not covered itself
with glory by its open letter to the Prince of Wales, representing
the French-Canadians as entirely out of sympathy with the recent
celebration at Quebec and finding fault with the Governor-General
for associating with the Tercentenary week the dedication of the
Battlefields Park. It was hardly to be expected that such an exten-
sive celebration should be carried out with perfect harmony, that
there should be no discordant note. But the ordinary citizen may
well wonder why this babyish plaint of Le Nationaliste was not heard
a week earlier. Certainly it does- not voice the sentiment of the
French-Canadians who witnessed the processions in memory of the
great explorers of their race, and who recognised the sentiment of
impartial honour to the brave which led British and French to com-
memorate the Plains of Abraham and Ste. Foye, the deeds of
Montcalm and Wolfe. His Excellency, the Governor-General, took
every pains to consult both French and British authorities in planning
the pageant programme and it may safely be declared that in no other
country in the world would such care have been taken to avoid any-
thing which could hurt race susceptibilities. Le Nationaliste has shown
an ungenerous and malicious spirit in seeking for offence where none
existed, in striving to mar what was a happy and unifying event. The
epistle so spitefully composed is both ungracious and unnecessary
and the writer thereof is not to be congratulated on either his taste
or his discretion. There was no “horrible spectre” of militarism at
the Quebec celebration—merely a jolly crowd of sailors from three
great countries mingling with Canada’s citizen soldiery in a spirit of
international good-will. Le Nationaliste has a wonderful capacity for
seeing dangers which do not exist and for detecting animosities which
no other glance discovers. It may have its petty race grievance all
to itself for no one else appears to share in the agitation.
£
THE PRINCE AND THE FRENCH TONGUE
HOWEVER republican modern France may be, the speech of the
[ country is likely to be described for many a day as the language
of courts. The country of Talleyrand has given the world the
language of diplomacy and politeness. During the recent visit of the
Prince of Wales at Quebec, several dignitaries of the Roman Catholic
Church remarked with satisfaction on His Royal Highness’ ready
use of the French tongue and his apparent enjoyment of conversation
in that language. In this respect the Prince of Wales sets an example
to many Canadians of British descent who, it seems, are too indifferent
to become acquainted conversationally with any language but their
own. The education of young Canadians is decidedly lacking in
practical modern language instruction, as the High School graduate
discovers, when he attempts to put his “exercises” into practice. If it
were only for the pleasure of reading the works of some of our own
Ppoets in the original, it would be worth while for the modern citizen
of this dual-tongued Dominion to learn the language of Frechette.,
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‘ N Y ALTER SCOTT, the plucky editor-Premier of Saskatchewan,
called his elections. when everybody else. was thinking
Tercentenially. In Mr. Haultain, he has the most distin-

guished Oppositionist in the West; and the fight is already a pretty
one. But it is difficult to get Westerners to think of anything else
but “the crop” these days; so that any issues which may be raised
will be but casually considered. Possibly the Liberals decided upon
this election at this time to test the feeling in the West, prior to the
general engagement all along the line. They have had three elections
in the East very recently which resulted in the net loss of one
province. There are rumours that the West is in revolt; and the
Scott Government is probably sent in to find out. It is thus not so
much a sign of a federal election in the autumn as a “feeler” as to the
advisability of having one. There will be a lot of Eastern politicians
who will have their ears to the ground as the returns from in from

Saskatchewan.
% * *

WE have not become quite accustomed yet in the East to reckon-
ing in the West politically at its full value. It is no longer a
sparsely settled half-continent where whichever party carries  the
country can pick up a few stray supporters to strengthen their
majority. The West to-day might settle the fate of a ministry as the
Maritime Provinces did in 1891. The West to-morrow—if the present
rate of growth keeps up—will make and unmake ministries and dictate
federal policies.
dential election in the United States. The old dominating states in
the East and the South have their minds pretty well made up; but
no one knows what is likely to happen west of Pennsylvania. The
states that lie beyond the Pennsylvania line can elect Bryan or they
can disappoint him for the third time. Even the Pacific Coast has
become an important factor in a Presidential election; and it is only
a question of time until ours secures a similar position.
S £ %
THE Conservative press are confident that we will have a Dominion
election in the autumn. Lately we seem to have caught the
habit of holding our Dominion elections in the autumn of the fourth
year—that is, at the same time as the American elections. Certainly
many signs point in that direction just now. The estimates passed
at the late session were pre-election estimates. The declarations
regarding many projects to be undertaken in the future sounded like
pre-election promises. Every project—to use a homely phrase—got
‘a lick and a promise.” Not one was missed.. Then what is visible
of the Government political organisation appears to be engaged in
pre-election activities. The Premier’s trip through the West is a pre-
election manoeuvre. If we are not in for a Dominion election, the
Dominion Government is certainly going through a lot of false
motions. But I should not be surprised if the Dominion Government
had not yet made up its mind. It may be simply getting things in line
so that it can hold its elections if it wants to when the best news from

all quarters is all in.
* % *

THE Liberal press has been, in the meantime, paying a fine compli-

ment to Mr. Borden. It has tried to create the impression that
Mr. Foster was the real leader of the Opposition during the last
session.. This is the first time that the Liberals have betrayed any
dissatisfaction with the leadership of R. L. Borden for their opponents.
Hitherto, they seem to have preferred him as an Opposition leader
to any man who could be named. They helped him get a seat in
Parliament when he was defeated in Halifax; and they voted him a
handsome salary. But this looks as if they did not like him quite so
well as they did. They seek to discredit him by insisting that his
work this last session was done by another man. Certainly Mr.
Foster did do some vigorous fighting; but Mr. Foster’s fighting, for
some reason or other; usually appears to be singularly ineffective.
He shares with Senator G. W. Ross great ability as a debater; and
he also shares with him a remarkable capacity for chilling friends
and exasperating enemies. ‘

The American West will this year settle the Presi-

COURILER

HE rumour that Sir Wilfrid would run for a Toronto constituency
was probably too good to be true. Toronto needs just the
certificate of character as a friend of bi-racial harmony which the
election of Sir Wilfrid from one of her divisions would give her. Then
if some stout English-speaking race harmoniser—like Colonel George
T. Denison, for example—could be elected for a purely French-
Canadian constituency in Quebec, we would have another couplet to
embalm in history alongside that of Baldwin and Lafontaine, who each
found a seat in the other’s province. I venture.to say that all
Torontonians who visited Quebec during the Tercentenary are from
this' day forward race harmonisers. We had Sir James Whitizey
declaring that he felt like a French-Canadian speaking English; and,
on all sides, the Ontario visitors were delighted at the spirit shown
and the courteous hospitality which is a second nature with our fellow
countrymen of French origin. There, in fact, lies the foundation stone
of the Dominion. Race harmony will ensure us a British Canada for
all time. Race division and mutual suspicion will lead straight to

disaster, disintegration and national death.
N’IMPORTE

THE GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC REACHES WINNIPEG.

ONLY a few days ago the Grand Trunk Pacific rails were laid to
Winnipeg and now there is one continuous line of steel from
Winnipeg six hundred miles west. At the rate of five miles a
day it is being rushed towards Edmonton and if the bridge gangs
can keep ahead of the track the work in that part of the country will
soon be completed. Double shifts of men are kept on the tracklaying
outfits at the western end of the line. It was an impressive sight to
see the line running to Winnipeg. There were one hundred and
eighty men with the machine and ten cars of ties and four of rails
were attached. The rails and ties are dumped off the cars into trams
running alongside and in that way are taken to the front where they
are placed in position. The tie buckers at the front handle ties at the
rate of twenty a minute and put 8000 of them in place in a day.
Through the aid of the pneumatic lifter there are two 33-foot 80-pound
rails put in place in a minute. Bridles are then put under the rails to
maintain the guage and the train passes on without a spike being
driven in the track. As soon as the train passes over there is a large
gang of men at the rear who straighten out the kinks and spike down
to every alternate tie. Thus the outfit rushes ahead and with a gang
of this size two and one-half miles are laid daily. There only remains
now to be laid at the eastern end two or three miles through the heart
of Winnipeg to connect with the magnificent union depot that is now
. being built for the reception of Canada’s latest transcontinental rail-
way, which is making a new record in the rate of building.
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SALUT AUX MORTS.
To the memory of Wolfe and Montcalm.—Punch.
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THE GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC REACHES WINNIPEG

Lord Roberts and the Officers of the Royal Canadian Artillery at the Citadel, Quebec.
Lord Roberts is Honorary Colonel of this regiment which is part of the permanent force. It comprises the Royal Canadian Horse Artillery,
Royal Canadian Garrison Artillery, stationed at Quebec. The Commandant, Colonel T. Benson, stands at Lord Roberts left; second
is Brigadier-General W. H. Cotton, Officer Commanding Western Ontario Command. .

stationed at Kingston, and the
on Lord Roberts right



Captain Charles T. Knowlton, of the Canadian Cruiser ‘“ Canada,”
to his right is Canada’s First Naval Cadet, John Augustus

Barron, son of Judge Barron, of Stratford.

Our First Naval Cadet

HE, Royal Military College of Kingston,
known in the fighting and engineering lines
of the British Empire, has graduates in the
Imperial service in all quarters of the globe.

Naval training for young Canadians is a departure
by way of discipline; but if we concede the advisa-
bility of providing military training for those young
men who wish to enter the army, we must admit
that the naval forces need similar preparatory study
and practice. Canadians who belong to Saskatche-
wan, Manitoba and Ontario are in danger of for-

CANADIAN COURIER

getting that the sea is the highway of the nations
and that its mastery means commercial supremacy.

The appointment of John Barron, son of His
Honour, Judge Barron, of Stratford, Ontario, to a
cadetship on board the Camada is of the unique
interest which always attaches to the initial venture.
The Halifax Echo, referring to the young cadet,
says: “It seems the Dominion is now committed to
the cadet system, patterned on that of England.
Cadet Barron is but fourteen years of age and seems
pleased with his experience so far on board the trim
little cruiser. He was anxious to be a cadet and
his father did not oppose him in the idea.

“It is understood to be the policy of the Depart-

Captain Charles T. Knowlton, Officers, Petty Officers and Men of Cruiser ‘¢ Canada,’’
at the Quebec Tercentenary, the little ‘‘ Canada’’ was anchored near
the ‘“ Indomitable” and the contrast caused many smiles.

ment of Marine to provide in new ships being built
or some of the others now in commission, quarters
for a certain number of cadets who will be taken
from different parts of the Dominion. The cadets
will study seamanship, navigation, gunnery and
discipline on board the ships and it is expected that
Admiral Kingsmill, who is commander of the Cana-
dian navy, will carry the system out to perfection.”

It would be a strange thing if Canadian boys, in
whose veins flows the sailor blood of Devon and the
North, showed no fondness for the life of the
“King’s Navee.” May our young cadet enjoy and
prove worthy of the life, rewarding the wise father
who wished him well in his chosen calling.

A photograph of the sketch model by Mr. W. S. Allward of Toronto, who was victorious in the com
The competitors, fourteen in number, were leading Canadian sculptors here and in France.

THE BALDWIN-LAFONTAINE MEMORIAL.

petition for the Baldwin-I
The pedestal for the group is in the

«afontaine Memorial, to be erected on Parliament Hill, Ottawa,

form of a crescent-shaped excedra. On either end of the wall

are two symbolical figures, sculptured in low relief, representing Upper and Lower Canada ; Upper Canada with the grain and the plough, typifying the agricultural pursuits of the early settlers ;
Lower Canada with the boat and the cross, is typical of the early voyageurs and their religion.

The figures of Lafontaine and Baldwin (surmounting the pede
The award was decided by the Commission appointed by the I

stal) are in front of one of the old Parliamentary desks, over which has been thrown a map.
Dominion Government : composed of Sir George Drummond, Mr. B. E. Walker and Monsieur Boyer, of Ottawa.



GREATEST ANNUAL EXHIBITION IN THE WORLD

AT TORONTO—THIS YEAR’S DATES ARE AUGUST 31st TO SEPTEMBER 12th.

Prize-winning Saddle Horses. Prize-winning Heavy Horses. 11
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BOULOGNE - SUR - MER

CANADIAN COURIER

By PRANK CARREL

Boulogne-Sur-Mer in northern France. Now

even the name of the place was implicitly

impressed upon my memory by friends who
saw me off at the Charing Cross Station, in London,
and told me to be careful to add the words “sur
mer” (by the sea) or my correspondence would go
amok in France.
~ But this has nothing to do with my early rising
in Boulogne by the sea. The hotel we were stopping
at was nationally French, or, continental, with two
or three prices for the various classes of customers
who happened to come its way. The first exper-
ience of this fact was a mere accident. We were
shown to our rooms, but first of all let me inform
you that we have formed the habit of always seeing
all the vacant rooms, or a few of them, before
making a decision to stay at an hotel in Europe.
This habit puts even the concierge and Aubergist
off their guard, or from doing you at first sight, as
we might remark in America.

After seeing two rooms, prices respectively six
and eleven francs, we selected the former because it
had two windows and we could obtain more fresh
air, but by some error it had been given out to
another traveller and we were told we could have
the eleven franc room for the price of the one we
had selected. Under these circumstances we accept-
ed the offer, but before many minutes had elapsed
the porter arrived to say that the gentleman who
. had been given the room we had chosen at first,
declined to take it after he was made aware that it
had been given out to someone else, therefore we
could not have it, and if we continued to use the
room we were in, after this notification, it would cost
us the original eleven francs. This was certainly too
much for a starter, but we did not exactly tell the
porter to go anywhere, but indignantly though gently
remarked that we would not change now, but that
he could report that he would keep the eleven franc
room at a compromise figure of eight francs, and
the offer was accepted.

From the window of our room facing the several
bridges and inner docks was a flotilla of steam fish-
ing boats, sailing smacks and large doreys, all lying
in disorder alongside one another, next to the inner
quay or abutment walls which border the banks of
the little river which divides the town and enters
the sea a short distance away. On the wharf or
embankment near the fishing craft was gathered a
large crowd of women with baskets tied to their
backs, all dressed very much alike—in short, black,
well-fitting dresses, with thick woollen shawls drawn
tightly round their shoulders, and a dark brown or
blue apron tied to the waist. Their heads, were un-
covered and voices strong and evidently well adapted
to conversation, which was going on in a merry
manner among groups of five and six, scattered over
the large market area between the fishing craft and
the fish market, a fine, heavy cut stone building.
The flotilla of boats had entered the port during the
night, after several days’ fishing in the North Sea
and the Channel, and were laden with the miscel-
laneous life of the far depths of the ocean, from all
species of the flat fish, the herring and other less
portentous fish that skim the top waters or find
safety in the shallows along the shores, to every
variety of shell and flesh fish common to man’s
hungry wants.

The women were there to see the catch and
make as good bargains as they possibly could with
some of the independent boat-owners, after which
they carriéd their purchases into the local fish mar-
ket, where they rented stalls and sold them at a
profit, during the day, to the local inhabitants. But
the greater part of the morning’s unloading, running
into many tons of fresh fish, was transferred to the
local fish exchange, and there during the few hours
which followed, sold to the highest bidders, and
within a few hours shipped to all parts of France
to supply the markets, but principally the working
classes, with a cheap food which in many cities
takes the place of meat.. Wholesale fish merchants
from all parts of France gather at the Exchange
and bid for the fish in lots of one hundred to two
hundred pounds. The morning’s catch is sorted up
and weighed and then laid upon a two-wheel cart
with a long table platform, in sections of fifty to
one hundred pounds, and this is wheeled into the
auction rooms. Full particulars are given out by
the auctioneer, a sharp bidding ensues and then they
are knocked down to the highest bidder and dis-
appear from the Stock Exchange through another
opening, where there is assembled a large number
of vehicles belonging to the respective wholesale

EARLY Easter Friday morning I awoke in

merchants who are bidding inside the Exchange.
The women fish mongers who have not been for-
tunate in making private bargains with independent
boat-owners are among the first bidders of the day
in order to stock up their stalls for the local trade.
This fish market is one of the sights of Boulogne-
Sur-Mer. In the large hall we found much to in-
terest us; the character of the young and old sales-
women ; the fast and hard bargains they were driv-
ing, their large, fat and healthy looking appearance
expressive of happy humour, when occasion demand-
ed it, in repartee, or otherwise, but ordinarily very

quiet and sedate looking, all went to make up a scene
of exceptional interest to the outsider. There must
have been over one hundred vendors on the morning
we visited the market, engaged in this occupation,
many of them making specialties in their tradings.
One woman went in for lobsters, another herrings,
flounders, white fish, crabs, salmon, prawns, mussles,
shrimps, plaice, cockles, shell fish, etc.

But how fresh and beautiful this market-place
appeared to us! It made our appetites crave for
fresh fish for lunch, and we made no mistake in
satisfying such a hunger. We enjoyed most de-
lightful fish meals in Boulogne while we were there,
but it was not until we were leaving the town that
we were told that Boulogne is ‘the largest fishing
port in the whole of France, there being shipped
from this centre alone to all parts of the domain,
fish to the value of $5,000,000 per annum.

Canadian Ban.king System Criticised

Extracts from an Address by E. D. Hulbert, of Chicago, delivered before the
- American Institute of Banking at Providence, R.1., July 25th, 1908.

their banking system is the finest in the

world and no doubt there is a great deal to

be said for this contention. It is equally
true that it is open to criticism along several lines.
Perhaps the most sweeping attack which has ever
been formulated was made by Mr. E. D. Hulbert,
vice-president of the Merchants’ Ioan and Trust
Company, of Chicago, in a recent address. The
attack was based on two remarks. ‘The first was
made by Mr. Andrew Carnegie in February of this
year before the Economics Club of New York, to the
effect that Canada “has a proper manner of banking
modelled after the Scotch system.” The second
quotation is from a magazine edited by Mr. F. A.
Vanderlip, as follows:

“The financial system of this country inadequately
fulfils its functions and ineffectively serves the inter-
ests of commerce and industry. If our laws per-
mitted branch banking by banks of issue, such a
condition would not arise. Throughout the terrific
crisis which we have been experiencing we have
heard no word of difficulty from across the national
border. There has been hardly a ripple on the sur-
face of Canada’s financial affairs, and to our shame
we have seen her banks perform a great service in
moving the crops of our own Northwest, while we
stood financially paralysed, with our credit fabric
shaken to the foundation.”

While Mr. Hulbert admits that there is some
justification for these two remarks approving of the
branch banking system of Canada as compared with
the local bank system of the United States, he does
not find them unimpeachable. The following quota-
tion from his speech contains his chief argument
against our system:

“I believe this in brief to be a fair statement of
the advantages claimed for the branch system. The
test of the soundness of these claims should be the
practical working of the system where it is in opera-
tion. No one will deny that the financial system of
a country must have a great influence upon its
growth and prosperity. If the Canadian system is
really better than ours, the superiority ought to
manifest itself somewhere, either in the superior
growth and prosperity of communities in Canada
having resources and natural advantages similar to
ours, or in the greater prosperity of the banks. I
believe that the contrary is the fact. I believe that,
almost without exception, Canadian towns outside
the financial centres have shown development and
prosperity inferior to towns with similar natural
advantages in this country.

“The Dominion of Canada has an area nearly
equal to the combined area of the United States and
Alaska, with a total population a little greater than
that of the City of New York. The total deposits
of all the Canadian banks including the Government
postal savings banks, are less than the total deposits
in the City of Chicago, and not much more than
one-fourth of the deposits of New York City. The

CANADIANS have been taught to believe that

clearings of the Chicago banks will ordinarily equal

in two days the total clearings of Canada for a week,
and the clearings of New York City in two weeks
will ordinarily exceed the clearings of Canada for
a year.

“The total of all the demand deposits held by
the Canadian banks subject to check, is less than the
demand deposits held by either the National Bank of
Commerce or the National City Bank of New York.
Tt is not surprising that these banks have no great
difficulty in meeting the demands of their:depositors
in times of panic.

“While a considerable part of the Canadian
territory is not capable of much development, it is
astonishing how slowly ‘the best parts of it have
developed; and I believe that this inferiority as
compared with the United States is largely attribut-
able to the difference in banking methods.

“In Canada there is a rigid system, to which
every community, big and little, must adjust itself
the best way it can; in the United States we have
an elastic banking system that adjusts itself to the
needs of each community. '

“In Canada no bank can be incorporated with less
than $500,000 capital. In the United States the

policy is to let the banking capital be adjusted to the

needs of each community. In some of our Western
States banks can be incorporated in small places
with a capital of $5,000, and the National Bank Act
permits the organisation of National Banks with a
capital of $25,000. The part these small banks play
in the growth and development of the whole country
has not received the attention it deserves.
* * * * * ® * *

“In Canada there are only two cities with a popu-
lation of over one hundred thousand, and the primary
deposits of these two cities are probably only a small

- fraction of the entire deposits of the Dominion; yet

the banking policy of the entire Dominion and the
disposition of its loanable surplus are largely dictated
from these two cities.

“In as much as no bank can be chartered in
Canada with a capital less than $500,000, there is
no hope whatever for a moderate-sized town to have
an incorporated bank of its own, and it must always
labour under a disadvantage in the matter of credits.
The proposition that a bank customer in a small
Canadian town can get as good attention to his credit
needs at the local branch bank as he would from a
locally owned bank with a local directorate is hardly
worth discussing.

“The branch manager is chiefly concerned in
making a good record with the home office, so that
he will be transferred to a better post. He is not
only anxious to avoid losses on the loans he makes
himself, but he is very careful about what applica-
tions he submits to the home office. A manager is
not supposed to submit an application unless he
thinks there is merit in it; and if he submits too
many that do not meet the approval of the home
office they soon form a poor opinion of his judgment.
In case of doubt it is safer to say no; and the man
who is placed in.a responsible position alone, in
personal contact with no one whom he can consult,
is pretty apt to have doubts wheén anything out of
the ordinary turns up.

* * * * * * * doon

“No machinery of credits has ever been devised
or ever will be by which a few men at the centres
of trade can pass intelligently upon the multitude
of credit demands in the small communities scattered
over a great country like Canada or the United
States. When you have big amounts to loan you
look for someone who wants to borrow on a large
scale. For this reason the great Canadian banks
have established branches outside of their own
country—in New York, Chicago, Minneapolis, and
other speculative centres—not for the purpose of
getting deposits in these places, where money is
plenty, to loan in Canada, where money is scarce, but
just the contrary. There is scarcely a community in
Canada that is not in need of money to develop its
legitimate industries, and yet a part of the small
savings of those very communities is being loaned

(Continued on page 17)




At Boulogne-sur-Mer, the Greatest Fishing Port in France

The Marguet Bridge and the Quays at Boulogne. Panoramic View of Boulogne from the Height where the ‘¢ Calvary ” is Erected.

GENERAL VIEWS OF THE PORT
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Type of Sturdy Sailor, Arrival of Fish at the Exchange. Type of Fisherman,

STALWART TYPES AND PICTURESQUE SCENES ASSOCIATED W'l H
THE LEADING INDUSTRY
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5. 510. BOULOGNE-sur-MER — Rue du Machicoulls révettes

Fisherwomen in Professional Garb. A Sea-Wolf. Rue du Machicoulis,

A Hardy ‘‘ Daughter of the Sea.” A Jolly Fisher Lad.
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One of Professor VanDusen’s Problems

HERE was no mystery what-
ever about the identity of
the man who, alone and un-
aided, robbed the Thirteenth
National Bank of $109,137
in cash and $1.29 in postage
stamps. It was “Mort”
Dolan, an expert safe-
cracker, albeit a young one,
and he had made a- clean
sweep. ' Nor yet was there
any mystery as to his whereabouts.  He was safely
in a cell at Police Headquarters, having been cap-
tured within less than twelve hours after the robbery
was discovered.

Dolan had offered no resistance to the officers
when he was cornered, and had attempted no denial
when questioned by Detective Mallory. He knew
he had been caught fairly and squarely, and no argu-
ment was possible, so he confessed with a glow of
pride at a job well done. It was four or five days
after his arrest that the matter came to the atten-
tion of Professor van Dusen. Then the problem

was—
But perhaps it were better to begin at the
beginning.
* * * * * * * * *

Despite the fact that he was considerably less
than thirty years old, “Mort” Dolan was a man for
whom the police had a wholesome respect. He had
a record, for he had started early. This robbery of

the Thirteenth National' was his “big” job, and .
With the proceeds he °

was to have been his last.
had intended to take his wife, and quietly disappear
beneath a full beard and an alias, in some place
far removed from former haunts. But the muta-
bility of human events is a matter of proverb. While
the robberv as a robbery was a thoroughly artistic
piece of work, and in full accordance with plans
which had been worked out to the minutest detail
months before, he had made one mistake. 'This was
leaving behind him in the bank the can in which
the nitro-glycerine had been bought. Through this
carelessness he had been traced.

Dolan and his wife occupied three poor rooms
in a poor tenement house. From the moment the
police got a description of the person who bought
the explosive they were confident, for they knew
their man. Therefore four clever detectives were
on watch about the poor temement. Neither Dolan
nor his wife was there when they arrived, but from
the condition of things in the rooms the police
believed that they intended to réturn, so they took
up positions hopefully. >

Unsuspecting enough, for his one mistake in
the robbery had not recurred to him, Dolan came
along just about dusk and started up the five steps
to the front door of the tenement. It just happened
that he glanced back and saw a head drawn sud-
denly behind a projecting pillar. But the electric
light glared strongly there, and Dolan recognised
Detective Downey, one of many men who revolved
around Detective Mallory within a limited orbit.
Now Dolan did not start nor do anything foolish;
he paused a moment and rolled a cigarette while he
thought it over. Perhaps, instead of entering, it
would be best to stroll on down the street, turn a
corner and make a dash for it! But just at that
moment he spied another head in the direction of
contemplated flight. That was Detective Blanton.

Deeply thoughtful Dolan smoked half the cigar-
ette and stared blankly in front of him. He knew
of a back door opening on an alley. Perhaps the
detectives had not thought to guard that! He
tossed his cigarette away, entered the house with
affected unconcern and closed the door. Running
lightly through the long, unclean hall which ex-
tended the full length of the building, he flung open
the back door. He turned back instantly—just
outside he had seen and recognised Detective
Cunningham.

Then he had an inspiration! The roof! The
huilding was four storeys. He ran up the four
flights lightly but rapidly, and was half way up the
last, which led to the opening in the roof, when he
stopped. From above he caught the whiff of a bad
cigar, then the measured tread of heavy boots.
Another detective! With a sickening depression at
his heart Dolan came softly down the stairs again.
opened the door of his flat with a latchkey and
entered.

Then and there he sat down to figure it all out.

By JACOUVES -FUTRELLE

There seemed no escape for him. Every way out
was blocked, and it was only a question of time
before they would close in on him. He imagined
now they were only waiting for his wife’s return.
He could fight for his freedom, of course—even
kill one, perhaps two, of the detectives who were
waiting for him. But that would only mean his
own death. If he tried to run for it past either
of the detectives he would get a shot in the back.
And, besides, murder was repugnant to Dolan’s
artistic soul. It did not do any good. But could
he warn Isabel, his wife? He feared she would
walk into the trap as he had done, and she had had
no connection of any sort with the affair.

Then, from a fear that his wife would return,
there swiftly came a fear that she would not. He
suddenly remembered that it was necessary for him
to see her. The police could not connect her with
the robbery in any way; they could only hold her
for a time, and then would be compelled to free
her, for her innocence of this particular crime was
beyond question. And if he were taken. before she
returned she would be left penniless; and that was
a thing which Dolan dreaded to contemplate. There
was a spark of human tenderness in his heart, and
in prison it would be comforting to know that she
was well cared for. If she would only come now
he would tell her where the money—!

For ten minutes Dolan considered the question
in all possible lights. A letter telling her where
the money was? No. It would inevitably fall into
the hands of the police. A cipher? She would
never get it. How? How? How? Every mo-
ment he expected a clamour at the door which would
mean that the police kad come for him. They knew
he was cornered. Whatever he did must be done
quickly. Dolan took a long breath, and started to
roll- another cigarette. With the thin white paper
held in his left hand, and tobacco pouch raised in
the other, he had an inspiration.

For a little more than an hour after that he was
left alone. Finally his quick ear caught the shuffle
of stealthy feet in the hall, then came an imperative
rap on the door. The police had evidently feared
to wait longer. Dolan was leaning over a sewing
machine when the summons -came. Instinctively his
hand closed on his revolver, then he tossed it aside
and walked to the docor.

“Well?” he demanded.

“Let us in, Dolan,” came the reply.

“That you, Downey ?”” Dolan inquired.

“Yes. Now don’t make any mistakes, Mort.
There are three of us here, and Cunningham is in
the alley watching your windows. There's no way
out.”

For one instant—only an instant—Dolan hesi-
tated. It was not that he was repentant; it was
not that he feared prison—it was regret at being
caught. He had planned it all so differently, and
the little woman would be heart-broken. Finally,
with a quick backward glance at the sewing-machine,
he opened the door. Three revolvers were thrust
into his face with a unanimity that spoke well for
the police opinion of the man. Dolan promptly
raised his hands over his head.

“Oh, put down your guns,” he expostulated.-

“I'm not crazy. My gun is over on the couch
there.”

Detective Downey, by a personal search, cor-
roborated this statement, then the revolvers were
lowered.

“The chief wants you,” he said.
Thirteenth National Bank robbery.”

“All right,” said Dolan, calmly, and he held out
his hands for the steel nippers.

“Now, Mort,” said Downey, ingratiatingly, “you
can save us a lot of trouble by telling us where the
money is.”

“Doubtless I could,” was the ambiguous response.

Detective Downey looked at him and under-
stood. Cunningham was called in from the alley.
He and Downey remained in the apartment, and
the other two men led Dolan away. In the natural
course of events the prisoner appeared before Detec-
tive Mallory at Police Headquarters. They ' were
well acauainted, professionally.

Dolan told everything frankly from the inception
of the plan to the actual completion of the crime.
The detective sat with his feet on his desk listening.
At the end he leaned forward toward the prisoner.

“And where is the money?” he asked.

Dolan paused long enough to roll a cigarette.

“It’s about that

“That’s my business,” he responded, pleasantly.

“You might just as well tell us,” insisted Detec-
tive Mallory. “We shall find it, of course, and it
will save us trouble.”

“I’'ll just bet you a hat you don’t find. it,” replied
Dolan, and there was a glitter of triumph in his
eyes. “On the level, between man and man now,
I will bet you a hat that you never find that money.”

“You're on,” replied Detective Mallory. He
looked keenly at his prisoner, and his prisoner stared
back without a quiver. “Did your wife get away
with it?” ;

From the question Dolan surmised that she had
not been arrested.

“No,” he answered.

“Is it in your flat?”

“Downey and Cunningham are searching now,”
was the rejoinder. “They will report what they
find.”

There was silence for several minutes as the
two men—officer and prisoner—stared each at the
other. When a thief takes refuge in a refusal to
answer questions he becomes a difficult subject to
handle. There was the “third degree,” of course,
but Dolan was the kind of man who would only
laugh at that; the kind of man from whom any-
thing less than physical torture could not bring a
statement if he did not wish to make it. Detective
Mallory was perfectly aware of this dogged trait
in his character.

“It’s this way, chief,” explained Dolan at last.
“I robbed the bank, I got the money, and it’'s now
where you will never find it. I did it by myself,
and am willing to take my medicine. Nobody help-
ed me. My wife—I knew your men waited for her
before they took me—my wife knows nothing on
earth about it. She had no connection with the
thing at all, and she can prove it. That’s all I'm
going to say. You might just as well make up
your mind to it.”

Detective Mallory’s eyes snapped. :

“You will tell where that money is,” he blustered,
“or—or I'll see that you get—"

“T'wenty years is the absolute limit,” interrupted
Dolan quietly. “I expect to get twenty years—
that’s the worst you can do for me.” :

The detective stared at him hard.

“And besides,” Dolan went on, “I won’t be lone-
some when I get where you're going to send me.

. I've got lots of friends there—been there before.

One of the jailors is the best bridge player I ever
met.”

Like most men who find themselves balked at the
outset, Detective Mallory sought to appease his
indignation by heaping invective upon the prisoner,
by threats, by promises, by wheedling, by bluster.
It was all the same. Dolan remained silent. Finally
he was led away and locked up.

A few minutes later Downey and Cunningham
appeared. One glance told their chief that they
could not enlighten him as to the whereabouts of
the stolen money.

“Have you any idea where it is?” he demanded.

“No, but T have a very definite idea where it
wsn't,” replied Downey grimly. “It isn’t in that flat.
There’s not one square inch of it that we didn’t go
over—not one object there that we didn’t tear to
pieces looking. It simply isn’t there. He h'd it
somewhere before we got him.”

“Well, take all the men you want and keep at
it,” instructed Detective Mallory. “One of you, by
the way, had better bring in Dolan’s wife. I am

fairly certain that she had nothing to do with it,

but she might know something, and I can bluff a
woman.” Detective Mallory announced that accom-
plishment as if it were a thing to be proud of.
“There’s nothing to do now but get the money.
Meanwhile T'll see that Dolan isn’t permitted to
communicate with anybody.” :

“There is always the chance,” suggested Downey,
“that a man as clever as Dolan could in a cipher
letter, or by some seemingly innocent remark, inform
her where the money is if we assume she doesn’t
know, and that should be guarded against.”

“Tt will be guarded against,” declared Detective
Mallory emphatically. “Dolan will not be permitted
to see or talk to anyone for the present—not even
a lawyer. He may weaken later on.”

But day succeeded day and Dolan showed no
signs of weakening. His wife, meanwhile, had been
apprehended and subjected to the “third degree.”
When this ordeal was over the net result was that

14 Published in Canada by special arrangement with Cas:ell and Company.
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Detective Mallory was convinced that she had had
nothing whatever to do with the robbery, and had
not the faintest idea where the money was. Half
a dozen times Dolan asked permission to see her
or to write to her. Each time the request was curtly
refused. : it
Newspaper men, with and without inspiration,
had sought the money vainly; and the police were
now seeking to trace the movements of “Mort
Dolan from the moment of the robbery until the
moment of his appearance on the steps of the house
where he lived. In this way they hoped to gain an
inkling of where the money had been hidden, for
the idea of the money being in the flat had been
abandoned. Dolan simply would not say anything.
Finally, one day, Hutchinson Hatch, reporter, made
an exhaustive search of Dolan’s flat for the fourth
time, then went over to Police Headquarters to talk

it over with Mallory. While there President Ashe

and two directors of the victimised bank appeared.
They were worried.

“Is there any trace of the money?” asked Mr.
Ashe. :

“Not yet,” responded Detective Mallory.‘ :

“Well, could we talk to Dolan a few minutes?’

“If we didn’t get anything out of him you won’t,”
said the detective. “But it won’t do any harm.
Come along.”

Dolan did not seem particularly glad to see them.
He came to the bars of his cell and peered through.
It was only when Mr. Ashe was introdqced to him
as the president of the Thirteenth National Bank
that he seemed to take any interest in his visitors.
This interest took the form of a grin. Mr. Ashe
evidently had something of importance on his mfnd.
and was seeking the happiest method of expression.
Once or twice he spoke aside to his companions, and
Dolan watched them curiously. At last he turned
to the prisoner.

“You admit that you robbed the bank ?” he asked.

“There’s no need of denying it,” replied Dolan.

“Well,” and Mr. Ashe hesitated a moment, “the
Board of Directors held a meeting this morning, _and
speaking on their behalf I want to say something.
If you will inform us of the whereabouts of the
money we will upon its recovery, exert every effort
within our power to have your sentence cut in half.
In other words, as I understand it, you have given
the police no trouble, you have confessed the crime,
and this, with the return of the money, would weigh
for you when sentence is pronounced. Say the
maximum is twenty years, we might be able to get
you off with ten if we get the money.”

Detective Mallory looked doubtful. He realised.
perhaps, the futility of such a promise, yet he was
silent. 'The proposition might draw out something
on which to proceed.

“Can’t see it,” said Dolan at last. “It’s this way.
I'm twenty-seven years old. TI'll get twenty years.
About two of that’ll come off for good behaviour,
so I'll really get eighteen years. “At the end of
that time I'll come out with one hundred and nine
thousand dollars odd—rich for life and able to retire
at forty-five years. In other words, while in prison
I'll be working for a good, stiff salary—something
really worth while. Very few men are able to retire
at forty-five.” ;

Mr. Ashe readily realised the truth of this state-
ment. It was the point of view of a man to whom
mere prison has few terrors-—a man content to
remain immured for twenty years for a considera-
tion. He turned and spoke aside to the two direc-
tors again. ;

“But I'll tell you what I will do,” said Dolan.
after a pause. “If you'll fix it so I get only two
years, say, I'd give you half the money.

There was silence. Detective Mallory strolled
along the corridor beyond the view of the prisoner
and summoned President Ashe to his side by a jerk
of his head. :

“Agree to that,” he said.
give up.” :

“But it wouldn’t be possible to arrange it, would
it?” asked Mr. Ashe. e O

“Certainly not,” said the detective, “but agree to
it. Get your money, if you can, and then we’ll nail
him anyhow.” : Vot

Mr. Ashe stared at’him a moment, vaguely indig-
nant at the treachery of the thing, then greed
triumphed. He walked back to the cell. : i

“We'll agree to that, Mr. Dolan,” he said briskly.
“Fix a two years sentence for you in return for half
the money.”

Dolan smiled a little. : ;

“All right, go ahead,” he said. “When sentence
of two years is pronounced, and a first-class lawyer
arranges it for me so that the matter can never be
reopened, I'll tell you where you can get your”half_.

“But of course you must tell us that now,” said
Mr. Ashe. ] 3

Dolan smiled cheerfully. It was a taunting, in-
sinuating, accusing sort of smile, and it informed the

“Perhaps he'll really
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bank president that the duplicity contemplated was
discovered. Mr. Ashe was silent for a moment, then
blushed.

“Nothing doing,” said Dolan, and he retired into
a recess of his cell as if his interest in the matter
were at an end.

“But—but we need the money now,” stammered
Mr. Ashe. “It was a large sum, and the theft has
crippled us considerably.”

“All right,” said Dolan carelessly, “the sooner
I get two years the sooner you get it

“How could it be—be fixed?”

“T'll leave that to you.”

That was all. The bank president and the two
directors went out fuming impotently. Mr. Ashe
paused in Detective Mallory’s office long enough for
a final word.

“Of course, it was brilliant work on the part of
the police to capture Dolan,” he said caustically,
“but it isn’t doing us a particle of good. All I
see now is that we lose a hundred and nine thousand
dollars.”

“It looks very much like it,” assented the detec-
tive, “unless we find it.”

“Well, why don’t you find it?”’

Detective Mallory had to give it up.

* * * * * * * * *

“What did Dolan do with the money ?”’ Hutchin-
son Hatch was asking of Professor van Dusen. The
distinguished scientist and logician was sitting with
his head pillowed on a cushion, and with squint eyes
turned upward. “It isn’t in the flat. Everything
indicates that it was hidden somewhere else.”

“And Dolan’s wife?” inquired the Professor in
his perpetually irritated voice. “It seems conclusive
that she has no idea where it is?”

“She has been put through the ‘third degree, ”
explained the reporter, “and if she had known she
would probably have told.”

“Is she living in the flat now ?”

“No! She is staying with her sister. The flat
is under lock and key—Mallory has the key. He
has shown the utmost care in everything he has
done. Dolan has not. been permitted to write to or
see his wife for fear he would let her know some-
way where the money is; he has not been permitted
to communicate with anybody at all, not even a
lawyer. He did see President Ashe and two direc-
tors of the bank, but naturally he wouldn’t give them
a message for his wife.”

The Professor was silent. For five, ten, twenty
minutes he sat with long, slender fingers pressed tip
to tip, squinting unblinkingly at the ceiling. Hatch
waited patiently. :

“Of course,” said the scientist at last, “one hun-
dred and nine thousand dollars, even in large hills,
would make a considerable bundle. and would be
extremely difficult to hide in a place that has been
gone over so often. We may suppose, - therefore,
that it isn’t in the flat. What have the detectives
learned at to Dolan’s whereabouts after the robbery,
and before he was taken ?”

“Nothing,” replied Hatch, “nothing, absolutely.
He seemed to disappear off the earth for a time.
That time, T suppose, was when he was disposine
of the money. His plans were evidently well laid.”

“It would be possible, of course, by the simple
rules of logic, to sit still here and ultimately locate
the money,” remarked the Professor musingly, “but
it would take a long time. We might begin, for
instance, with the idea that he contemplated flight.
When ? By rail or steamer? The answers to those
questions would, in a way, enlighten us as to the
probable location of the money, because. remember,
it. would have to be placed where it was readily
accessible in case of flight. But the process would
be a‘lono one. Perhaps it would be best to make
Dolan tell us where he hid it.”

“It would if he would tell,” agreed the reporter,
“but he is reticent to a degree that is maddening
when the money is mentioned.”

“Naturally,” remarked the scientist. “T'hat reallv
doesn’t matter. I have no doubt he will inform me.”

So Hatch and the Professor called upon Detective
Mallory. They found him in deep abstraction. He
glanced up at the intrusion with an appearance, al-
most, of relief. He knew intuitively what it was.

“If you can find out where that money 18,/ Pro-
fessor,” he declared emphatically, “I'll—I’'ll—well.
you can’t.”

The Professor squinted into the official eyes
thoughtfully, and the corners of his straight mouth
were drawn down disapprovingly.

“I think perhaps there has been a little too much
caution here, Mr. Mallory,” he said. “I have no
doubt Dolan will inform us as to where the money
is. As I understand it his wife is practically with-
out means?”’

“Yes,” was the reply. “She is living with her
sister.”

“And he has asked several times to be permitted
to write to or see her?”
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“Yes, dozens of times.”

“Well, now suppose you do let him see her?”
suggested the Professor.

“Lord, that’s just what he wants,” blurted the
detective. “If he ever sees her I know he will, in
some way, by something he says, by a gesture or a
look inform her where the money is. As it is now
I know she does not know where it is.”

“Well, if he informs her won’t he also inform us?”’
demanded the Professor tartly. “If Dolan wants to
convey knowledge of the whereabouts of the money
to his wife let him talk to her—let him give her
the information. I daresay if she is clever enough
to interpret a spoken word as a clue to where the
money is, I am too.”

The detective thought that over. He knew of
old this crabbed little scientist with the enormous
head; and he knew, too, some of the amazing results
he had achieved by methods wholly unlike those
known to the police. - But in this casehe was frankly
in doubt.

“This way,” the Professor continued. “Get the
wife here, let her pass Dolan’s cell and speak to him
so that he will know that it is she, then let her carry
on a conversation with him while she is beyond his
sight. Have a stenographer, without the knowledee
of either, take down just what is said, word for
word. Give me a transcript of the conversation,
and hold the wife on some pretext until I can study
it a little. If he gives her a clue I'll get the money.”

There was not the slightest trace of egotism in
the irritable tone. It seemed merely a statement of
fact. Detective Mallory, looking at the wizened face
of the logician, was doubtfully hopeful, and at last
he consented to the experiment. The wife was sent
for and came eagerly, a stenographer was placed
in the cell adjoining Dolan’s, and Mrs. Dolan was
led along the corridor. As she paused in front of
Dolan’s cell he started toward her with an exclama-
tion. Then she was led on a little way out of his
sight.

With face pressed close against the bars Dolan
glowered out upon Detective Mallory and Hatch.
An expression of awful. ferocity crept into his eyes.

“What're you doing with her?” he demanded.

“Mort, Mort,” she called.

“Bell, is it you?” he asked in turn.

“They told me you wanted to talk to me,” she
explained. She was panting fiercely as she struggled
to shake off the hands which held her beyond his
sight.

“What sort of a game is this, Mallory?” de-
manded the prisoner.

“You've wanted to talk to her,” Mallory replied,
“now go ahead. You may talk, but you must not
see her.”

“Oh, that’s it, eh?” snarled Dolan. “What did
you bring her here for then? Is she under arrest?”

“Mort, Mort,” came his wife’s voice again. “They
won't let me come where I can see you.”

There was utter silence for a moment. Hatch
was overpowered by a feeling that he was intruding
upon a family tragedy, and tiptoed beyond reach of
Dolan’s roving eyes to where the Professor was
sitting on a stool, twiddling his fingers. After a
moment the detective joined them.

“Bell?” called Dolan again.
whisper. .

“Don’t say anything, Mort,” she panted. “Cun-
ningham and Blanton are holding me—the others are
listening.”

“I don’t want to say anything,” said Dolan easily.
“I did want to see you. T want to know if you are
getting along all right. = Are you still at the flat ?”

“No, at my sister’s,” was the reply. “I have no
money—I can't stay at the flat.”

“You know they’re going to send me away?”

“Yes,” and there was almost a sob in the voice.
“I—I know it.”

“That I'll get the limit—twenty years?”

Yesl i

“Can you—get along?” asked Dolan solicitously.
there anything you can do for yourself ?”

“I will do something,” was the reply. “Oh, Mort,
Mort, why—"

“Oh, never mind that,” he interrupted im-
patiently. “It doesn't do any good to regret things.
It isn’t what I planned, little girl, but it’s here, so
—s0 I'll meet it. T'll get the good behaviour allow-
ance—that’ll save two years, and then—”

There was a menace in the tone which was not
lost upon the listeners.

“Eighteen years,” he heard her moan,

For one instant Dolan’s lips were pressed tightly
together, and in that instant he had a regret—regret
that he had not killed Blanton and Cunningham
rather than submit to capture. He shook off his
anger with an effort.

“I don’t know if they’ll permit me ever to see
you,” he said desperately, “as long as I refuse to
tell where the money is hidden, and I know they’ll

(Continued on page 2r)

It was almost a
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A SONG OF THE MERCURY.

We do not care to learn the news,
From any clime or place,

We care not how elections go
Nor yet about the race.

We merely ask for palm-leaf fans
And ice-cold lemonade;

The mercury is mounting—
It’s ninety in the shade.

We do not ask who won the fight
Nor who, the swift home run;
There is no joy upon the links
Nor rest beneath the sun.
The lake—the broad, blue lake for us
With gleaming paddle blade;
There is no fun on land to-day—
It’s ninety in the shade.

We care not how the glad Tercent
Pulled off at old Quebec,

But wish we were the happy boy
Snow-buried to the neck.

We are indifferent to the state
Of golden Western crops;

We but desire a cooling drink
Of stuff that tastes like hops.

We do not yearn to go to church
In sticky, Sunday clothes;
We'd like to sit in scanty garb
Beneath the spraying hose.
We do not wish to hear of Bridge,
Nor any game that’s played;
We say of all things: “What's the use?’—
It’s ninety in the shade.
TG,

* * *

NEWSLETS.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier has thrown a wet blanket
over the woollen trade.
< “Marathon was not much of a place, after all,”
says the Toronto jotirnalist.

A small boy recited Kipling’s Our Lady of the
Snows at a church garden party last week. He was
taken home on the churchyard gate.

Professor Wrong says the Tercent was All Right.

The Canadian edition of Collier's Weekly got out
a beautiful Bryan number lately. Any old school-
boy can tell you when Canada annexed Denver.

“Wheat is king and it seems to have decided to
hold out a golden sceptre this time,” says Alberta’s

rising bard.
* * *

ON A SUMMER AFTERNOON.

IN a certain small town of Western Ontario there

is a worthy spinster who presides over the meet-
ings of the W.C.T.U. and who also is a Lady
Bountiful to such wayworn tramps as strike the
finest residential street in the place.

A week ago, during the heated term, a tramp of
peculiarly woe-begone aspect reached the kindly
shade of her verandah where he was entertained
with raspberry vinegar and gingerbread and where
he found a sympathetic listener to the tale of how
he was travelling on foot to visit his dear old
mother whom he had not seen for years and who
lived near the city of London, Ontario. The lady
was moved almost to tears by his account of a mis-
spent life of which he had duly repented and with
true feminine spirit she considered it a privilege to
help in setting up the prodigal. She therefore
handed over a crisp two-dollar bill to facilitate the
progress towards the dear old mother and received
the vagabond’s blessing with proper humility.

On the following day, she was administering a
rebuke to the gardener, who had forgotten to attend
to the lawn the day before. “I’m afraid, Thomas,
that too much of your money goes in beer. T've
been told you spent yesterday afternoon at the Com-
mercial Hotel.”

“Sure, it was your money paid for that, Miss
Blake,” said Thomas with a hearty grin.

“My money!” echoed the horrified spinster.

“You see, it was like this, ma’am. There came
along a ragged old soak who said he’d got two
dollars from a lady at Maple Villa and that she was
the finest he’d ever seen. So, him and me just spent
an hour or so talkin’ and drinkin’ to the health of
the country an’ the first thing we knew the two
dollars was gone. He was powerful sorry for he
said it was the easiest money that had come his way

in a month.”
* * *

AUGUST FINANCE.

Iittle drops of water,
Little grains of sand

Make the swell blue ocean
With a beach at hand.

Then the thrifty financier
Hireth German band
And with gorgeous big hotel
Doth the dollars land.
* * *
HENRY JAMES AND LIFE.

HE storm of anecdotes that beats about most
well-known authors, particularly of the best-

selling variety, seems never to have struck Henry
James. Perhaps it could not break through the
barricade of sentences that surrounded him. It will
be remembered that Mr. James was once called “an
idea entirely surrounded by words.” But, once in a
while, a story trickles through. Not long ago a
young lady, one of the earnest-seekers-after-truth
kind, said to Mr. James:

“Oh, Mr. James, won’t you please define life?”

Whereupon the novelist gravely replied:

“It is the predicament that precedes death.”

Mr. James always fights shy of making speeches
in public. He reserves them for his books. On

one occasion he was the guest of honour at a dinner:

in New York. After much persuasion he was
induced ta speak. As he rose to his feet he naively
said:

“You know, gentlemen, that I never make
speeches, and when I have concluded to-night you
will realise that I have not broken my rule.” —

Saturday Evening Post.
e

HIS WIFE'S ADVICE.

NCE Mr. Gladstone had been cutting down a tree

in the presence of a large concourse of people,
including a number of “cheap trippers.” When the
tree had fallen, and the Prime Minister and some

of his family who were with him were moving away
there was a rush for the chips. One of the trippers
secured a big piece, and exclaimed: “Hey, lads,
when I dee, this shall go in my coffin.” Then cried
his wife, a shrewd, motherly old woman with a
merry twinkle in her eye: “Sam, my lad, if thou’d
worship God as thou worships Gladstone, thou’d
stand a better chance of going where thy chip
wouldna burn.”-—The New Age.

* * *

A USEFUL RELATIVE.

Mrs. Caterby—“In a short time now we will do
all our heating by alcohol.”

Caterby—“That’s good. All we’ll have to do
will be to connect your Uncle Jake to the furnace
and range.”—Life.

* *

THRILLING.

“And when,” said Mrs. Nuvoreesh, “those French
pheasants came by singing the Mayonnaise, it was
too deeply touching for words.”—Success Magazine.

' * * *

DARK DAYS.

“Did that fellow who wrote the book telling
how to live on fifteen cents a day ever try it
himself ?”’

“He had to before his book began to sell.”—
Smart Set.

* * *

NOTHING LEFT.

“Have you,” asked the judge of a recently-
convicted man, “anything to offer the court before
sentence is passed?” .

“No, your Honour,” replied the prisoner, “my
lawyer took my last cent.”

* * *

AN ARTIST’S APOLOGY.

HE New York Times is
following :

DEear TeAacHER: My muther says I haffto appol-

logise for droren your pickchure on the bored as if

responsible for the

you was an olled made with curls and a long wissker -

on your chinn witch you could not hellp or me
neether. :

It was a meen thing to doo and I am sorry I didd
it but I could not help it becaws you stood thare
looken so nacherl with the curls and the wissker and
all and Jenny Ames dared me to doo it at recess.

I doo not blame you for wippen me becaws it
looked so mutch like you you had a purfeck rite to
be mad. If I was you I would be mad too.

My muther says nobody is so sennsitive about
her looks as a lady teacher espeshuly if she is a
lettle olled but this was not to go in the letter.

If you only understood what is inside of boys
heads maken them be misschefuss you would be
sorry for them for it is not exackly there fault.

I know you feel worse about it than I do becaws
my wippen does not hurt now but a pickchure goes
on forever.

Teachers have a hard enuf time goodness knows
without beien shode how they look for a whoal
school to laff at.

Sometime if you do not care I will drore you
on the bored looken swete and yung and put your
name under so everybody will know who it is and
so no more for the present frum your troo frend
and skoller. TomMmy.

NON-OLYMPIC GOLF.

£

/&4‘

Potrln. 2prald

Jones (who belongs to the Anti-Profanity League)— ¢ Oh —— you ——— you naughty caddie!!”

R



PEOPLE AND PLACES

recalls the romantic story of how this old
three-master was the centre of a melodrama
twelve years ago.. She was built back in the
early seventies when wooden white-wings were as
thick on Lake Erie as dinghys now on Toronto Bay.
Unloading at La Salle in 1896, the Erie Belle’s crew
went on strike. Captain, not to be euchred by a
union, ran the old schooner out and all alone—fit
subject for a Wagner and a Flying Dutchman—
got her towed by a tug to Chippewa. Lo and
behold! When her painter scrubbed the Chippewa
dock she was seized for mortgage at the instigation
of a Toronto bank—and there in the creek ever since
she has lain up, a relic of palmy days; till just the
other evening fire got into her hold and the old
three-master belle of Lake Frie went up in smoke.
It will be recalled by those fond of nautical history,
that the port La Salle was the spot where the famous
explorer of that name built the first ship that ever
navigated the upper lakes away back in the middle
of the seventeenth century.
* * *
(CAPTAIN ROBINSON lives at Goose Lake, Sas-
katchewan, forty miles from Saskatoon. He is
1 remarkable captain. He does not navigate Goose
Lake; has never crossed that body of water. But
if Captain Robinson’s wheat and oat fields were
spread out over the lake there would be little of it
left. The captain hails from some British barque;
spent his life on the sea and at a reasonably ad-
vanced age decided four years ago that he was
weary of ploughing waves that he could neither
harrow nor sow, let alone reap. So he went as a
homesteader to the seas of land in Saskatchewan—
the great wheat belt, where this year he has four
hundred acres of wheat and one hundred acres of
oats; enough grain from this year’s crop alone to
choke the hold of his old barque. He expects to
harvest twelve thousand bushels; computes, however,
that his clearance last year was less than two
thousand dollars.

BURNING of old Erie Belle at Chippewa Creek

* * *

(O LDEST cabman in Halifax has quit. driving

horses forever; James Tobin, who began to
drive cabs and hacks at twelve years of age and
drove every year for fifty-four years. Tobin was
as much one of the street characters of Halifax as

any of the London cabbies are in the city of cabs.

Down at the wharves Tobin has seen more kinds
of people arrive in a new world and in his pic-
turesque old hack he carried more kinds of travellers
than any other hack-driver in Canada. One of the
things for which Tobin will be remembered is the
fact that he was an enemy of noise. . At the recent
conference of cabmen he spoke out loud against
the ungodly racket that assails the traveller’s ears
when he gets among the cabbies at the Halifax
station. 5
* * *

F OLLOWING the bolt of seven prisoners from

the Toronto jail, five Italians broke out of the
jail at Fernie. Some of these are Black-Handers
who had designs on the lives of some Italians in
Fernie. Some of the men have. been recaptured.

* * *

SEVEN million pounds of sugar have been sold

at Raymond, Alberta, since last October. This
is the first chapter in the story of a new industry
in the dry belt. Sugar beets and intensive farming
are a complete reversion from the days when the
ranges about Raymond and beyond grew nothing but
bunch grass for cattle. It is claimed that on well-
irrigated land fifteen tons of beets_ can be grown to
the acre; at five dollars a ton—this means seventy-
five dollars an acre. Crops of this kind are the
most profitable on land which costs twenty-five
dollars an acre to buy and fifty cents an acre every
year to irrigate; and it is said by those who know
that forty acres of irrigated land keeps one man
busier than half a section of wheat land. If the
whole three million acres of irrigable land in the
West are in time devoted to sugar beets, the West
will no longer need to pay freight rates on sugar
from the East. With thousands of acres of small
fruits and with apples usder cultivation it looks as
though sugar-making on the prairie would develop

into one of the most extensive industries in Canada.

The market is huge and constantly growing. Sugar
consumption in Canada is enormous. Somebody
please figure the per capita consumption—since the
old brown sugar days when the hired man was not

allowed to have sugar in his tea.
e e §

SOME diligent literary gentleman has been busy

digging up Longboat’s family history on the
Six' Nations Reserve; a task done with much joy
during the days that preceded the Marathon when

nobody in Canada had ever heard of Dorando or
Hayes or even dreamed that Tommie would be
clear out of the running at six miles and a quarter
from the end of the race. This writer says —

“In Caledonia they will tell you that spot is
about seven miles out in the bush, and when you
have driven that seven miles, past stump fences and
cultivated fields, that give you a better opinion of
the influence of civilisation on the untutored savage,
you turn down a road that might safely be labelled
‘no thoroughfare,’ climb a fence and follow a trail
through a pastoral scene that is half bush, half
meadow and the rest swamp. As you emerge from
the trees the fraternal or rather maternal home of
all the Longhboats bursts upon your view. Built of
rough hewn logs, now rotting away in spots, the
crevices partially filled with mortar, and topped by a
roof, the shingles of which are warped by the
weather of many changing seasons, the Longboat
home could hardly be equalled for simplicity or lack
of needless ornamentation. From what can be
gleaned in the neighbourhood it is apparent that
while Tom Longboat was not reared on the lap of
luxury, he had plenty of opportunity to develop the
muscles of his long thin legs. While he was yet
small the mother would take him and Simon, one
on each hand, walk them all the way to Brantford,
a distance of twelve or thirteen miles. Of course
it ‘'was just as far back again and little Tommy had
to . walk. When he was about twelve years of age
Tom ran his first race. It was with a cow belonging
to a neighbour. Tom got her by the tail and ran her
around the field until she died. After' that Tom
went to the Indian school in Brantford for about five
years where he learned to read and write. But
education did not destroy his love for running. On
his return he took up his old pastime. He worked
occasionally, but while he did not hate work he loved
running and he never allowed his interest in the
latter to dwindle. Living in ‘an age of specialties he
made running his specialty, and the result is that
the poor Indian boy from the shack in the bush js
to-day being ‘talked of in every country that breeds
men who try to develop speed and stamina.”

* * *

]LURID stories of the floods and the fires in Atha-

basca have been fetched back to Edmonton by
two Hudson’s Bay Company men, With twenty-two
boats tracking up the Athabasca—goods from the
Landing for the northern posts—Mr., Bouchier’s
voyageurs had the devil’s own time tracking up the
high water; beach gone; trackers up to their waists
in water; blundering and shinning over boulders
they could not see; picking foot-holds with axes—
boats sixty feet long and twelve foot beam; no
wonder the trackers got sick and broke out with
boils till the camp became a hospital. T'0c make
matters quite thrilling, the high water kept provi-
sions from coming in, so that if the party had not
shot a pair of moose there would have been starva-
tion to add to the log of the trip. At Fort Chipe-
wyan there was a fire; just for variety sake and by
way of contrast to the flood—a house containing
gunpowder got into a blaze. Mr. Bouchier had the
pleasant and picturesque task of cutting a hole
through the roof and lifting out the ‘gunpowder.

* * *

QUESTION is so often raised even this hot
weather—which city will be the commercial
centre of Canada, Montreal, Winnipeg or T'oronto?
No doubt whatever seems to exist in the mind of the
writer in the Montreal Gazette, who has this to say
concerning the only seaport great city in Canada:
“The publishers of Lovell’s Directory make the
population of the city of Montreal and its suburbs
to be 454,000. These suburbs, lying adjacent to the
city proper and connected with it by street car lines.
are in effect part of the city and with the city con-
stitute the greater Montreal, Those who are in
the habit of frequenting the top of Mount Royal get
an idea of how the inhabited area is spreading, to-
wards Iachine in one direction, towards Longue
Pointe in the other, and towards the Back River
on the other. With its many colleges and seminaries
it is the leading educational centre in Canada. With
its factories it is the foremost industrial centre. With

its banks and railways and transportation interests’

it is the leading commercial city. The solidity of its
growth is further attested by the class of buildines
that line its streets, either those devoted to trade or
those i the residential quarters. It can safely be
said’ that no city in America of the same population
possesses a larger proportion of fine private houses,
evidence at once of the wealth and good taste of the
men who build and reside in them. It can be added
that there are few large centres where the working
people are better housed, the slum having as vet
hardly begun to develop. The growth marked by

the figures given is healthy as well as large. The
day when the greater city will have a million people
within its boundaries is quite near.”
* * *
T HE Ontario Historical Society will hold" meet-
ings in London, Ontario, during September.
This society is a live institution and has a very
interesting programme to present. In order to show
how the sense of perspective is growing among the
people of Ontario, it will be sufficient to say that
papers will be read on the following noteworthy
subjects: “The Beginning of London,” “T'he High-
land Pioneers of Middlesex,” “Thamesville and the
Battle of Moravian Town,” “Historic Sites of West-
ern Canada,” “The Nancy and Naval Operations on
Georgian Bay,” “Tile History of Fort Malden.”
* *

S YDNEY, N.S., will be a notable centre of interest

this month by the visit of the members of mining
institutes in Europe. Several of the most noted
mining scientists in the world will make a thorough
inspection of the collieries and steel plants of Cape
Breton. Among the official guests will be the secre-
tary of the Mining Institute of Scotland, representa-
tive of the Iron and Steel Institute of Great Britain ;
secretary and president of the Belgian Mining
Society; ptesident of the South Wales Institute :
one of the leading mining professors from Berlin,
Germany; the president of the Manchester Mining
Society. Other visitors are expected from Great

*Britain, Germany, France, Switzerland, etc.

Canadian Banking System Criticised
(Continued from Page 12)

on the Chicago Board of Trade and the New York
Stock Exchange,

“This, however, isn’t the worst of it. When a
few men are known to control vast sums of money
they are constantly beset with importunities and
temptations to use this money to promote enterprises
outside the pale of sound banking. It is a matter
of regret that some of the great Canadian banks
appear to have yielded to thig temptation. It is
reported that one of them is putting large sums into
a light, heat and power company in Sao Paulo,
Brazil. Another is promoting a street railway in
the City of Mexico. = Still others have loaned large
sums for construction work on such things as inter-
urban railways of a more or less speculative char-
acter in the United States,

“This means that some of the surplus funds of
the small Canadian towns are being loaned for
development purposes in South America, Mexico,
and the United States. ;

“The Canadian banker will tell you, perhaps, that
this is money not needed in Canada and that the
home demand is cared for first; but it is impossible
to believe that the loanable funds) of the Canadian
banks could not all be used to advantage in develop-
ing the splendid resources of that great Dominion.

“There is no doubt whatever that the Canadian
bankers would rather loan their money in Canada
for development purposes than anywhere else, other
things being equal; but the trouble is that, if the
banks went into this kind of business at home, the
calls would be so numerous and, in most cases, so
small that the management could not afford to
investigate them. Indeed, it would be a physical
impossibility for them to do it. There are less than
forty incorporated banks in Canada. In about the
same area in the United States there are over twenty
thousand incorporated banks. If these banks have
on an average four directors, exclusive of officers,
we have in the United States over eighty thousand
business men giving their counsel and advice to local
bank officials, while in Canada there are probably
less than five hundred and they are bunched together
in the business centres,

* * * * % * * * *

“The difference between our system of banking
and the branch system is much the same as the
difference between intensive farming and extensive
farming. Under our system the tendency is for
each community to be brought up to its highest
possibilities of development and not only to use its
own funds for its own financial fertilisation, but to
attract, when necessary, outside funds as well. All
through the troubles of last fall the banks of New
York and Chicago loaned money to their country
correspondents at rates much lower than these banks
could get from the great interests in the centres.
The reason was obvious. They wanted to hold the
business of the country bank. %hey are keenly alive
to the fact that the country banker controls two-
thirds of the deposits of the country, and his good
will is'a most important consideration.”

17



should begin early to

value a well groomed appearance.

Mennen’s Borated Talcum Toilet Powder
isindispensable in the nursery,and for the bath
and shave. FPrevents and relieves Chafing,
Prickly Heat, Sunburn, and all skin troubles of
summer. For your protection the genuine is put
up in non-refillable boxes—the **Box that Lox,”
with Mennen’s face on top. Guaranteed under
the Food and Drugs Act, Serial No. 1542. Sold
everywhere, or by mail 25 cents. Sample free.

GERHARD TMMENNEN CO., Newark, N. J.

Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder—It
has the scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets. Sample free.

MENNEN’S SEN YANG TOILET POWDER, Oriental odor
MENNEN’S BORATED SKIN SOAP, (blue wrapper)
Specially prepared for the Nursery. No Samples.

THAT HIRSUTE ADORNMENT

On the chin it is often called ‘‘a scraggy
beardlet,” on the lip ‘‘an eyebrow,” or if be-
side the ears ‘‘sideboards.”

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

on a woman'’s face or hands is a disfiguring
blemish always, and the prettier the woman
the worse the blemish. Tampering stimulates
the growth. We remove it permanently and
always satisfactorily by our treatment of
antiseptic Electrolysis, also Moles, Warts, Red
Veins, ete. Write now for booklet ““ R.”

Arrange to come at Fair time for treatment
if you live out of town.

Hiscott Dermatological Institute
61 College Street, TORONTO. Estab. 1892

Insist that your dealer always sends
O’KEEFE’'S “PILSENER"

“Ture Ligar BrEr IN THE LigHT BoTTLE”

(Registered)

GhHe O’Heefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

AGENTS WANTED

A live ‘Subscription Agent in every County
in Canada to solicit subscriptions for the Can-
adian Courier.  Write for particulars to—

F. O. Campbell, 61 Victoria St., Toronto.

CANADIAN COURIER
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THE ROAD TO DAMASCUS.

RS.-H. A. MITCHELL KEAYS
is a novelist of Canadian birth
and early residence but her

recent home has been California. Her
story, He That Eateth Bread With
Me, published five years ago, was more
widely read than most novels of the
season, for, in spite of occasional sen-
sational touches, it went deeper in its
treatment of modern social problems
than most works of fiction which at-
tempt to deal with them. Since then,
Mrs. Keays has contributed further
writing to the “novel counters” of the
day but her latest book, just issued,
The Road to Damascus, is undoubted-
ly the best work she has yet done.

Mrs. Keays does not belong to that
coterie of feminine mnovelists who
revel in the nasty and whose books
are mentioned by their readers with
an ugly and significant smirk. She
does not exploit the sensual, even for
the purposes of advertising her liter-
ary wares. Her novels have been
called “problem” but whatever prob-
lem they may contain is worked out
in clean and wholesome terms. The
quality of her work which appeals to
her public is its quiet earnestness—
not the shrieking of Mr. Hall Caine’s
The Christian but the gentle yet in-
tense tone of one who has more than
a financial or a sensational end in
view. The Biblical nature of her
titles is in keeping with the undertone
of the narrative. ‘The writer is not a
materialist; she believes in the eternal
struggle in humanity towards the
higher and yet there is no repelling
tinge of the didactic in her treatment
of those who are “on the road to
Damascus.”

The woman, whose mistaken mag-
nanimity makes her a sort of martyr
heroine, is given the curious name of
Richarda Homfrey, which is in keep-
ing with her decidedly Quixotic na-
ture. Richarda adopts a boy who is
her husband’s child but whom his
mother, a trashy type of womanhood,
wishes to abandon. Homfrey, strange-
ly enough, remains in ignorance of the
small protege’s parentage but takes
an inordinate dislike to the young in-
truder. Richarda is the sort of woman
who has a mania for overwrought
and unnecessary renunciation, but,
unlike most of such women encoun-
tered in everyday life, she is distinct-
ly charming, even in her most wrong-
headed moments. In the closing chap-
ter when she enunciates a matri-
monial philosophy which is absolutely
absurd, the reader feels that Richarda,
through her very lovableness, is a
means of grace and edification.

The story is somewhat strained in
emotional situations, but the writer
will probably gain in the reserve
which satisfactory literary develop-
ment demands; but the vitality of the
characters is such as to compensate
for occasional extravagance of situa-
tion. 'The author possesses a sense
of humour, which is a corrective for
such excess. The paragraph descrip-
tive of Mrs. Dawson, a matron of the
finest domestic ability, is delightfully
keen and kindly:

“It was her opinion that of men in
the mass, the less said the better.
They appeared to be born with an
objection to folding up the newspaper
after they had read it, and with a
desire to know what you had done
with what they had lost, which you
had never even seen. The fact that
women like herself were occasionally
their mothers and wives was presum-
ably all that made them possible from
one generation to another.”

In certain respects, this story bears
a resemblance to Her Son, the novel
by Mr. H. A. Vachell which formed

an exciting serial feature in a New
York magazine last year. The re-
semblance is-not such as to suggest
imitation and the divergence of treat-
ment is significant of temperamental
contrast. Richarda and Dorothy, in
their high-strung attempt to accomp-
lish impossibilities, in their superior
fashion of ignoring that they are
treading on superfluous thorns, might
be sisters—separated by the ‘“salt,
estranging” Atlantic Ocean. Their
determination to give themselves an
exceedingly unpleasant quarter-of-an-
hour is somewhat maddening at times;
but, as Mr. Frederic Harrison has
said concerning certain mad schemes
of Ruskin’s: “Magnanimity owes no
apology to prudence—no, nor to com-
mon sense.”

The most interesting character in
the book is a Scottish professor, Max-
well, who, in the atmosphere of a
United States university, utters some
marvellous teaching. FEvery once in
a while, a university professor (usual-
ly.in Chicago) sets all the newspapers
astir with a strange doctrine, while
the sophisticated murmur that the
professor probably said nothing of
the sort. But if Maxwell is drawn
from the life, then university lectures
must occasionally vary from the dull,
drab material of which they are sup-
posed to consist. Maxwell is some-
what overdrawn, he is a heroic villain
of woman’s invention and in his most
tempestuous moments may remind one
of that savage creature, St. Elmo,
whom every school-girl reader has
adored. Yet, Maxwell has his mo-
ments of fascination when he appears
as a curious conglomeration of Robert
Burns and John Knox. When he de-
clares: “The tragedy ¢f human exist-
ence is in the gulf forever fixed be-
tween what a man is, and what he
would be,” one realises that ‘Maxwell
is not so dangerous a firebrand, after
all.

The Road to Damascus is much
better stuff than the author’s first
venture, showing a stronger grasp of
dramatic elements and a finer use of
literary material. The novel will
probably be widely read and its suc-
cessor will show whether Mrs. Keays
has become one of the social novelists
whose analysis is both sane and sym-
pathetic. Boston: Small, Meynard
and Company.
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A NOVELTY IN PRIZES.

JT is rash to use the adjective “new”

regarding anything which happens
on this experienced old planet. Yet
Miss Irene Osgood, an English novel-
ist, seems to offer a novelty by way
of three prizes, amounting te twenty
pounds for “the three best criticisms
of her new novel, Servitude.” Miss
Osgood declares that she wishes to
get at the opinions and advice of the
reading public and further remarks:
“By best criticism, favourable criti-
cism is by no means implied — a
thorough ‘slating’ of the book, if fair-
ly and critically presented, will have
as much chance of a prize as a criti-
cism of the ‘could not lay the book
down until the last page is reached’
variety.” A magazine editor is to be
judge of the criticisms. This is a de-
cided departure for a rising author
and will no doubt prove stimulating,
by way of suggestion.

S

The poem, Canada, by Mr. W. A.
Fraser has been given a French ver-
sion by Mr. Paul Balbaud and set to
music by Dr. Ham, making a fine ex-
pression of national feeling. This
composition is published in Toronto
and Winnipeg by Whaley, Royce and
Company.

Have you heard the

Gourlay-Angelus
Player Piano ?

Canada’s Art Piano and Am-
erica’s Pioneer Piano Player.
Two Instruments in One Case
of Exquisite Design. :: 2 2 2

q The Gourlay-Angelus is always ready
for playing, either by hand or music-roll. In
it the skilled musician finds a reserve and
sympathy of tone and touch that satisfy the
most exacting demands. By means of the
Angelus mechanism installed in the case, any-
one, even a novice, has at his command the
technique and ability to play with expression
that would otherwise require a lifetime of
study.

¢ The Melodant—Every Gourlay-Angelus
piano is equipped with this wonderful im-
provement which is found only in the Angelus.
The Melodant picks out and accents the
melody notes, even when such note or notes
appear in the midst of a full chord, thus
causing the theme or melody to clearly pre-
dominate over the accompaniment.

€ If you have listened to other player pianos
that are mechanical, come and hear how
artistic and human is the playing of the
Gourlay-Angelus.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

188 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

School Teachers

Are you looking for profitable
employment during the
summer months ? You can
make from five to ten dollars
per day taking subscriptions
for the Canadian Courier.
For full information uwrite
the Circulation Manager,
61 Victoria Street, Toronto.

Head Office for Canada :

WM. MACKAY,
Gen. Manager.

MONTREAL

J. H. LABELLE,
Asst. Manager.

. ROYAL

Fire
Largest Insurance
and Company in
PR [NSURANCE SESeoeh

COMPANY

Maguire & Connon
GENERAL AGENTS

Offios: “Royal Building,” 27 Wellington 8t. B., TORONTO.

Main 6000.
Telephones “ Residence, North 3571 and M. 978.
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Don’t be bother-
ed with a table salt
that cakes.

Windsor
SALT

never cakes, be-
cause every grain is
a pure, dry, perfect
crystal.

OR
SALERATUS
IS THE BEST.

COMPANY
LIMITED

E.W.GILLET

TORONTO,ONT.

The Hamilton Steel

and Iron Company

LIMITED

PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable.

FORGINGS
of Every Description.

High Grade Bar Iron.
Open Hearth Bar Steel.

HAMILTON - ONTARIO
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al THE SIGN OF "THE MAPLY

DOUBTFUL SPORT.

O any sober citizen, the account
T of the Marathon race in Eng-
land must have contained ma-

terial for critical reflection. It seems
that modern sport is degenerating in-
to a life-and-death struggle, when
runners drop with lacerated feet and
haggard faces before the end of the

course. England and America are
loud in their condemnation of the

bull-fight at Madrid but the race at
Shepherd’s Bush or the five-days
bicycle race in New York or San
Francisco hardly seems more humane.
An athletic ordeal which leaves ex-
hausted performers and horrified spec-
tators is not the ideal of physical de-
velopment nor competition. The Greek
runner who gave his life was bringing
news of victory to Athens, not con-
tending in a mere endurance exhibi-
tion. In fact, the ancient Greeks were
far ahead of our much-boasted civi-
lisation in their ideas of physical cul-
ture. They believed in grace, as well
as in strength, and it is to be feared
that the slender-limbed youths wh(}
took part in the Olympic games of olc
would be highly disgusted with the
modern football game or the Mara-
thon course.

No one wants to see Canadian boys
grow up to be what they themselves
would call “sissies.” But there is a
false idea of'athleticism abroad which
is as much inferior to the classic ideal
as the modern dance-hall is to the
Parthenon. The best game is not that
which affords most opportunities to
the trickster and the brute.

ok
A POET'S ROMANCE.,

[N the fairy tales of Germany, the

poet or minstrel usually loves no
less a lady than a princess with gold-
en hair who is finally won by his
deathless singing. In real life, the
poet is more careful to marry a good
cook than a maiden of radiant beauty.
But, even in this workaday world, so
full of briers, as even the people of
As You Like It discovered, there is
occasionally a romance ‘of the story-
book order.

Such a story is revived in memory
by Mr. Hall Caine’s account of his
friendship with Dante Gabriel Ros-
setti. All such dreary trash as MF.
Caine’s more recent novels, such as
the deplorable The Christian, may be
forgiven him when one reads the ten-
der, vivid chronicle of that friendship.
The love which Rossetti bore his
beautiful young wife was such as the
ordinary mortal hardly knows: yet
the doubt comes with the sympathy.
Such an abiding passion is not fit for
a practical world, and, as one reads
of the poet’s desolation, the words of
Jean Ingelow come back:

“If all loved, as a few love,

The world would seldom® be well.”

Most of us are not capable of such
feeling and hence escape such suffer-
ing. We ignobly forget and the
world goes on. However, few who
read once more of Rossetti’s won-
derful love and grief can help but
think that in his joy and in his misery
he was one of the world’s great
lovers, akin to the greater poet whose
name he bore.

i

FEMININE INTEREST IN

FAIRS.

ALREADY the thoughts of tomato

catsup to be done up and pickles
to be put down are stirring the heart
of the housewife. - August, our month
of perfect summer, is also a time of
plans and premonitions. The even-

ings begin to look drearily like Au-
tumn and there is a haze in the late
afternoon which suggests that new
coat suits must receive early consider-
ation. With the waning summer will
come the suggestion of flannels and
heavy footwear and the lingerie
blouse will seek the moth camphor,

Exhibitions, are already advertised,
since the Toronto “show” is only
three weeks off. In connection with
these annual affairs, one may notice
that women are taking an increasing
share in their management—which is
as it should be, for many of former
efforts by way of Exhibitions suffered
sadly from the lack of feminine taste
and arrangement,

In the Province of Nova Scotia, the
Women’s Local Council of Halifax
has taken up the matter of the exhibi-
tion in the capital and has appealed
to women throughout the province to
co-operate in making the display a
success. Calgary has recently held
a Dominion Fair of goodly propor-
tions and throughout the West there
is a growing fashion of local exhibi-
tions which will do an immense
amount of good in stimulating provin-
cial pride and creating an interest in
manufacturing and industrial develop-
ment. Canadian women can add im-
measurably to the attractiveness of
these events by taking an interest in
the domestic and artistic side of the
“show.” :
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A CURIOUS COMPETITION.

A CANADIAN girl has been suc-

cessful in an unusual competition.
New York Life announced last March
a competition of novel character, even
for that enterprising weekly. The
photographs of five mythical men were
reproduced with brief descriptions of
the persons portrayed and the women
readers of Life were asked: “If you
must marry one of these men, which
do you choose?” There was a cor-
responding competition for men, with
five fair women to choose from. The
first prize of fifty dollars has been won
by Miss Mary M. Thompson, Water-
loo Row, Fredericton, New Bruns-
wick, who wrote this winning rhyme:
That lively wit, which much appeals

to me
The wandering life, by vagrant
fancy led,
Bid me forget the truth, that men
may be

Sweet “April when they woo, De-

cember when they wed.”

Miss Thompson chose the first
member in the row of possible hus-
bands, who was described as a coffee
merchant of lively wit, who was sel-
dom at home. There was also an
elderly millionaire in the row but the
Canadian prize-winner evidently pre-
ferred coffee and repartee to dollars
and dullness. The girls of the Mari-
time (Provinces are developing rhym-
ing gifts at an alarming rate and with
their taking little ways will be carry-
ing off trophies in many a matri-
monial centest.

CANADIENNE,

FAN FANCIES.

A quaint old garden of black and gold,

A wee tea-house and stone bridge old
On my painted bit of Japan.

A background of cherry blossoms gay

And a little white road that runs away
Over the edge of the fan.

Blue and silver Japanese skies,
A quiet pool where the iris lies,
But never a maid or a man.

—Life.

The Modern Fruit Jar

Gently press down the cap of a Schram
Automatic Fruit Jar and your preserving is
done. The Jar is perfectly sealed and the
fruit will remain in good condition until it is
needed.

Slip a case knife under the rim of the cap,
draw around and the jar is opened. Nothing
could be simpler, nothing could work more
perfectly.,

The Schram Jars cost no more than the old
style screw top jars and cause no troubles,
No rubbers to bay.

8,200,000 sold in 1907 and not a complaint,

Extra caps complete, 20c, a dozen, At all
dealers,

SCHRAM AUTOMATIC SEALER o0,
Of Canada, Limited = Waterloo, Ont,

You leave the ta-

ble with a sense of

having dined if the coffee
is good.

Chase & Sanborn’s
High Grade Cofiees

make coffee
aroma and

J‘:’ the taste.

rich in

pleasing to

Ghe THIEL

Detective Service Co.
of Canada, Limited

~——0FFICES ———
Toronto, Canada

Suite 604-5-6, Traders Bank Building

MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and Globe Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Union Bank of Canada Bldg,

CHICAGO, ILL., Monadnock Block.
DENVER, CoL0., Majestic Building.
KANSAS Crry, Mo., New England Bldg.
NEW YORK, N. Y., Broadway Maiden Lane Bldg.
PORTLAND, ORE. Chamber of Commerce.

ST. PAUL, MINN., Germanis Life Building.
CITY OF MEXIC0, MEX., Bgultable Life Ins. Bldg.
Lo8. ANGELES, 621 Trust Bldg.
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CANADA

COLLEGE

TORONTO
THE. ETON OF CANADA

The thorough training in school and
residence—the healthful manly sports—
and the College History with its inspir-
ing traditions of 79 years—combine to
inculcate high ideals and broad views
in the minds of the boys.

Courses qualify for University,
Royal Military College and Business.
Fifty acres of ground with extensive
playing fields in healthiest district.
Senior and Preparatory Schools in
separate buildings. Every modern
equipment,

Autumn Term Begins Thursday,
September 10th.

ENTRANCE SCHOLARSHIPS for
residentand day pupils. Specialscholar-
ghips for sons of “old boys.”

EXAMINATIONS for entrance scho-

larships, Saturday, September 12th

1 HENRY W. AUDEN, M.A.,
(Cambridge), Principal

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONT.
RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Magnificient and Healthy Situation
Modern Fireproof Buildings
Extensive Playing Fields
SKating Rink
Gymnasium

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

Next Term begins Tuesdaﬁ, September 10

e

For Calendar and all other information
apply to the Headmaster

Rev. Oswald Righy, M.A., LL.D.
St. John’s College, Cambridge

y For BgardersBand
Day Boys, Boys
st- Alhan s prepared orhom})’r
matriculation in
the Universities
a e ra and the Royal
Military College.
Special attention given to
schoo‘ boys entering commercial
life. RE-OPENS SEPT.

10th. For Prospectus apply to
M. E. MATTHEWS, Prin., TORONTO

WILL MAKE AN EXPERT

STENOGRAPHER

of you in 30 DAYS, or return money. I
find positions, too, FREE. Write—

BOYD CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL
COR. YONGE and ELM STS., TORONTO, Ont.

—=PATENTS that PROTECT==

Our 3 books for Inventors mailed on receipt of 6c. stamps

R.S.&A.B.LACEY, Washington,D.C.  Estah. 1869

SUMMER SCHOOL

June, July and August leads into our Fall Term with-
out any break. Enter any time, New Catalogue free.
CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE, Toronto.
W. H. SHAW, Principal.

THE

KENNEDY SCHOOL
of SHORTHAND and BUSINESS

For those who prefer something
better than Business College in-
struction. Booklet for the asking.

9 Adelaide St. E, TORONTO

LONDON GUARANTEE
ano ACCIDENT £0itED

LIMITED
Guarantee and Fidelity Bonds.
Sickness and Accident Policies.

Phone Maln 1642.  Cenfederation Life Building
COR. YONGE and RICHMOND STS.
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THE WIND WOMAN.

By Arnické Van LEER CARRICK.

I am the Wind Woman who dwells in
the air.

I burnish the stars and I set the moon

- fair.

I sweep away clouds and the mist and
the rain,

And bring back
weather again.

the pleasant blue

I am the Wind Woman who rides
through the sky.

I'm a friend to the Earth Folk: I
shake washings dry,

I pluck off the fruit from the ripening
tree,

And I swell out the sails of the white
ships at sea.

I am the Wind Woman who sings soft
and low

A song through the pines when to bed
you must go.

Why, I'm with you by night, and I'm
with you by day,

Just to serve you at work, and to help
you at play.

—Youth’s Companion.
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EXPERIMENTS.
By Arick V. L. CARRICK.

ILL, had come home from college

for a few days, and as it was a

rainy day, he called his small sister
into the library.

“Nothing doing to-day, Bess,” he
said. “Don’t you want me to play
with you?”

“You wouldn’t care for any of the
sit-still games, like dolls and things,”
complained Bess.

Will thought for a moment. “No,
I haven’t played dolls since my fresh-
man year in college,” he said. “I
think I’m rather too old for that now.
But once, when I was sick, I got a
lot of comfort out’ of just fussing
round with things, and I learned to do
some experiments—at least, I called
them that—and I'll show some of them
to you now. First run and get me a
silver tablespoon and some string, and
I’ll teach you how to ring the ‘Bells
of Cologne.””

When Bessie had brought them to
her brother he took the spoon, tied the
thread round the lower part of the
handle, and wound the long ends
round Bessie’s forefingers.

“Now, just put your fingers tight
in your ears,” he said. ‘““Then stand
off, and hit the bowl of the spoon
against the table.”

The little girl did as she was told,
and her face lighted up with the
happiest, most surprised smile! Any
one in the room would have seen only
a little girl knocking a spoon with a
jingling-jangling noise; but in her
ears sounded long, glorious peals of
silver bells, each note different, and
more beautiful, she thought.

“Do you hear it, Will?” she cried.
“Do you hear it, too? Oh, isn’t it
lovely ?”

Her brother smiled. “No, I can’t
hear what you do,” he said. “You
see, that's what they call an experi-
ment in sound. The sound-waves run
up from the bowl of the spoon all
along the string into your ears.”

For a long while Bessie rang the
“Bells of Cologne” ; then Will showed
her how a drop of mercury could be
separated into a hundred parts, and
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yet join together again in a round,
shining drop that ran round and round
the saucer, “just like a quick little
silver bug,” Bessie said.

“I like experiments, Will,” said
Bessie. “Don’t you know any more?”
_ “Not any I could do now,” said her
brother. “But some time, if you'll
soak a piece of shoe thread all night
in very, very salt water, and then dry
it out, I'll tie a ring to one end of it.
and the other end I’ll fasten round the
electric fixture. ‘Then I'll light it, and
let it burn all the way down, and still
the ring won't fall.”

“Why won’t it, Will?” demanded his
sister.

“Well, just because the salt crystals
are so placed that they are strong
enough to bear the weight even when
the thread is nothing but ashes. That’s
all I can tell you now. You'll have
to wait until you take a course in
chemistry and physics before you
really understand.”

“And when I get to college I'm go-
ing to,” said Bessie, as she ran back
to ring again her new-found Bells of
Cologne.—Y outh’s Companion.
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NO USE.

¢« ] AM no use at all,” sighed Snowy.
“Why, dear?” asked Mother
Sheep kindly.

“Because I can’t do anything. I
can’t fly like Mr. Lark, or swim like
Miss Fish, er even run like Dash, who
looks after us,” and Snowy looked
ready to cry.

“I like you best as you are,” an-
swered Mother Sheep; “try to be con-
tent, dear.”

Snowy sighed and rambled off to
the hillside.

He had not gone very far, however,
before he heard a faint “Ba-a-a!”

He listened. “Why, it is mother’s
voice,” he cried, and ran back as
quickly as ever he could. Very soon
he came to a deep pit, and, on peep-
ing over the edge, saw Mother Sheep
lying at the bottom.

“Oh! Snowy, I am so glad you have
come,” she said; “I fell down here,
and cannot get out.”

“What can I do?” ba-ad Snowy piti-
fully. “I can’t come down to you.”

“Ba-a as loud as you can,” called
Mother Sheep. “You can do that.”

So Snowy ha-ad with all his might,
but no one seemed to hear.

At last the shepherd and Dash,
hunting for the lost sheep, heard him
and came hurrying up.

He tied a strong rope to a tree, and
then, climbing down, fastened the
other end round Mother Sheep. Then
he climbed up and pulled her gently
to the top. She did not like it a bit,
and was very glad when she was safe-
ly on the grass. Then the shepherd
put her over his shoulder, Dash
brought Snowy, and they all went
home.

Mother Sheep soon recovered and
told Snowy how proud she was of
him.

“If you cannot swim, or run, or fly,
you have a good voice,” she said,
“and if you had not kept calling I
might never have been found. If you
practise well you will be able to ba-a
very loud.”

So Snowy set to work and prac-
tised so well that he soon had the
loudest voice in the whole flock. —
F. M. H. in Little Folks.
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MANUAL OF
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o L be Manual of
Prayers is more
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.| Prayer Book of the
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EAGLE LAWN SWINGS

The baby can swing it and it is ab-
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‘The Stolen Bank Notes

Continued from page 15)

never permit me to write to you for
fear I’ll tell you where it is. Soll
suppose the good-bye’ll be like this.
I'm sorry, little girl.”

He heard her weeping and hurled
himself against the bars in a passion.
It passed after a moment.

“There’s one thing you must do for
me, Bell,” he said, more calmly. “This
sort of thing doesn’t do any good.
Brace up, little girl, and wait—wait
for me. Eightéen years is pot for
ever; we're both young, and—but
never mind that. I wish you would
please go up to the flat and—do you
remember my heavy, brown coat?”

“Yes,' the old one?” she asked.

“That’s it,” he answered. “It’s cold
here in this cell. Will you please go
up to the flat when they let you loose
and sew up that tear under the right
armi and send it to me here? It’s prob-
ably the last favour I'll ask of you for
a long time, so will you do it this
afternoon ?”

“Yes,” she answered, tearfully.

“The tear is under the right arm,
and be certain to sew it up,” said
Dolan again. “Perhaps, when I am
tried, I shall have a chance to see you
and—"

The Professor arose and stretched
himself a little,

“That’s all that’s necessary, Mr.
Mallory,” he said. “Have her held
until T tell you to release her.”

Mallory made a motion to Cunning-
ham and Blanton, and the woman was
led away, screaming.

“Clever, aren’t you?” he snarled as
he caught sight of Detective Mallory.
“Thought I'd try to tell her where it
was, but I didn’t, and you never will
know where it is—not in a thousand
years.”

Accompanied by the Professor and
Hatch the detective went back to his
private office.

“Now, Mr. Hatch, we have the
whereabouts of the money settled,”
said the Professor, quietly. “Please
80 at once to the flat and bring the
brown coat Dolan mentioned. I dare-
say the secret of the hidden money is
somewhere in that coat.”

“But two of my men have already
searched that coat,” protested the de-
tective.

“That doesn’t make the least dif-
ference,” snapped the scientist.

The reporter went out without a
word. Half an hour later he returned
with the brown coat. It was a com-
monplace looking garment, badly worn
and in sad need of repair, not only
in the tear under the arm but in other
places. When he saw it the Professor
nodded his head abruptly, as if it
were just what he had expected.

“The money can’t be in that, and
I'll bet my head on it,” declared De-
tective Mallory, flatly. “There’ isn’t
room for it.”

The Thinking Machine gave him a
glance in which there was a touch of

pity.
“We know,” he said, “that th'e
money isn’t in this coat. But can’t

you see that it is perfectly possible
that a slip of paper on which Dolan
has written down the hiding place of
the money can be hidden in it some-
where? Can’t you see that he asked
for this coat—which is not as good a
one as the one he is wearing now—
in order to attract his wife’s attention
o at’??

Then, seam by seam, the brown coat
was taken to pieces. Kach piece in
turn was submitted to the sharpest
scrutiny. Nothing resulted. Detective
Mallory frankly regarded it all as
wasted effort, and when there remain-
ed nothing of the coat save strips ‘of
cloth and lining he was inclined to be
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triumphant. The Professor was mere-
ly thoughtful.

“It went further back than that.”’
the scientist mused, and tiny wrinkles
appeared in the dome-like brow. “Ah!
Mr. Hatch, please go back to the flat,
look in the sewing-machine drawers,
or work basket, and you will find a
spool of brown thread. Bring it to
me.”

“How do you know there’s a spool
of brown thread there?” said the de-
tective.

“I know it because Mr. Hatch will
bring it back to me,” snapped the
Professor. “I know it by the simplest,
most rudimentary rules of logic.”

Hatch went out again. In half an
hour he returned with a spool of
brown thread. Professor van Dusen’s
white fingers closed on it eagerly, and
his watery squint eyes examined it.
A portion of it had been used—the
spool was only half gone. But he
noted—and as he did his eyes reflected
a glitter of triumph—he noted that
the paper cap on each end was still in
place.

“Now, Mr. Mallory,” he said, “T’ll
demonstrate to you that in Dolan the
police are dealing with a man far be-
yond the ordinary bank thief. In his
way he is a genius. Look here!”

With a pen-knife he ripped off the
paper caps and then looked through
the hole of the spool. For an instant
his face showed blank amazement.
Then he put the spool down on the
table and squinted at it for a moment
in absolute silence.

“It must be here,” he said at last.
“It must be, else why did he — of
course !”

With quick fingers he began to un-
wind the thread. Yard after yard it
rolled off in his hand, and finally in
the mass of brown on the spool ap-
peared a white strip. In another in-
stant the Thinking Machine held in
his hand a tiny, thin sheet of paper—
a cigarette paper. It had been wound
around the spool and the thread wound
over it so smoothly that it was im-
possible to see that it had ever been
removed.

The detective and Hatch were lean-
ing over his shoulder watching him
curiously. The tiny paper unfolded
—soinething was written on it. Slowly
the Professor deciphered it.

“47, Causeway Street, basement,
tenth  flagstone  from northeast
corner.”

And there the money was found—
$109,000. The house was unoccupied,
and within easy reach of a wharf from
which a European bound steamer sail-
ed. Within half an hour of sailing
time it would have been an easy mat-
ter for Dolan to recover it all, and
that without in the least exciting the
suspicion of those who might be
watching him. For a saloon next
door opened into an alley behind, and
a broken window in the basement gave
quick access to the treasure,

“Qolan reasoned,” the Professor
explained, “that even if he was never
permitted to see his wife she would
probably use that thread and in time
find the directions for recovering the
money. Further he argued that the
police would never suspect that a
spool contained the secret for which
they sought so long. His conversa-
tion with his wife, to-day, was merely
to draw her attention to something
which would require her to use the
spool of brown thread. The brown
coat was all that he could think of.”

Dolan was a sadly surprised man
when news of the recovery of the
money was broken to him. But a cer-
tain quaint philosophy did not desert
him. He gazed at Detective Mallory
incredulously as the story was -told,
and at the end went over and sat
down on his cell cot.

“Well, chief,” he said, “I didn’t
think it was in you. That makes me
owe you a hat.”

If you want to thoroughly enjoy 'lyour vaca-
tion don’t forget to take along a supply of
TRISCUIT—The Dainty Shredded Wheat Wafer.

Nutritious and appetizing. Try it with butter,
cheese or fruits.

, ALWAYS READY.TO SERVE—Sold by All Grocers. 1055

GOOD WITH SALADS, ETC.
It is very difficult to procure an absolutely

PURE OLIVE OIL

There are so many adulterations on the market—and the slightest adulteration spoils the
flavor and makes the product unpalatable, whereas pure, fine Olive 0il possesses a delicate
savor of its own, is agreeable to taste and as appetizing as fresh cream or butter,

Write to KYIE & HOOPER, Sole Canadian Agents, 75 Front Street East, TORONTO, for
a sample bottle (mailed free) of Samuel Rae & Co.’s (Established 1836) celebrated fine Italian
Olive 0il, from olives grown and pressed in Tuscany. 944
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New IF York
/

NEW AND ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
Seventh Ave., Cor. 36th St.
EUROPEAN PLAN

$1.50 to $2.50, with detached hath
RATES {52.00 to $4.00, with private bath

Occupies the geographical centre of the city, near the
vortex of travel. Within from one to five minutes’ walk
of twenty-one theatres. Cars pass the door, and within
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H. G. WILLIAMS, Manager

IF YOU WANT
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Cosgrave’s Porter

Made from pure
IRISH MALT.
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Half and Half
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SCARBORO BEACH
CANADA’S GREATEST PLAYGROUND
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One hundred amusement
devices. Bands, illumina-
tions, free shows. Great open
air vaudeville bill, Patronized
by the best people. Picnic
dates arranged. Bring your
children to see the sights
and ride on

THE TICKLER

CANADTEAN T COURIER

FOREIGNERS AND CRIME.
: (Toronto Star.)

URING the ‘ten years ending
with 1905 there were 1,527
charges of shooting, stabbing,

or wounding laid in Canada. This
was a yearly average of 153. In the
single year of 1906 no less than 281
similar charges were laid—very close
to double the ten-year average. The
number of such charges in Ontario
alone in 1906 was 197, or 44 more
than the average for all Canada in
the decade ending with the year pre-
vious. The cause of this alarming
increase in the most dangerous form
of felony is known to all. It is due
to the large additions made of late
to the streams of immigration from
countries in which the carrying of
knives is the common practice. The
remedy for the evil lies in rigorous
punishment of convicted offenders, to-
gether with a vigorous missionary
effort intended ‘to inculcate in the
minds of these aliens the same respect
for law and order that is part of the
mental equipment of the normal na-
tive of this country.
o o e

CILASSES AND MASSES.
(T'oronto Globe.)

"T'HERE are many surface indica-

tions that in the slow evolution
of American parties the line of cleav-
age will be between the classes and
the masses. At present no such cleav-
age is discernible. Socialists and
trades unionists of irreconcilable
views nominate their own candidates
and regard each of the old parties as
beyond their consideration. These
parties have a fairly equal share of
Labour representatives, who think
that their interests can be better
served from within than from without
the established parties. But-the mere
fact that the party cleavage has no
logical basis is tending to furnish a
cause of divergence in the partiality
of the masses for the Democratic or-
ganisation, and of the classes for that
of the Republicans. The struggle be-
tween the house of have and the house
of want is endless and seemingly in-
evitable, and under the modern genius
for organisation will naturally bring
the opponents into hostile political
camps.

Ay e e

SIFT THE IMMIGRANTS.
(St. John Globe.)

O one will greatly regret that there

is a falling off in the number of
immigrants which have come to Can-
ada this year as compared with last
year. In the past six months the total
was 96,000 as compared with 169,000
in the corresponding six months of
1907. There is plenty of room in
Canada for all the people who may
come for many years, but it takes some
little time to get the numerous new-
comers settled, adapted to our ways
and taught the difference between our
institutions and those which they have
left behind. Canadian civilisation will
not suffer from the slower process of
settlement. Apparently a little effort
will bring to us from the less desir-
able parts of Europe all the people
we may want. The country will not

suffer from the slower process for a

time.
ok k% .
PARTYISM VS. THE INDI-
VIDUAL.

(Ottawa Jowrnal.)

(QNE of the main defects of the

party system in politics as it has
been worked out in Canada is that it
has had a tendency to discourage
initiative in the individual in Parlia-
ment, and therefore to deprive his con-

What Canadian Editors Think

- $115,000,000 to $125,000,000.

stituents and inferentially the people
at large of a considerable measure of
the possible value of his services. It
would be difficult to abandon the party
system itself since no one so far has
been able to produce an intelligible
substitute proposition, let alone a
practicable substitute. But under the
party system as it is operative in Can-
ada to-day in Dominion affairs and
in the affairs of most if not all of the
provinces the individual is not encour-
aged to develop his individuality.
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NAVY STOPS HORN-BLOWING.
(St. John Telegraph.)
HE, British have abandoned the old
plan of bellowing their war plans
to the world through a megaphone.
The Japanese lately demonstrated the
value of silence and secrecy. The
British have taken at least half a leaf
out of the Japanese book. The recent
naval manoeuvres in the North Sea
were the most impressive the world
has ever known. The British naval
authorities, however, have not courted
publicity. The world hears something
of the story, knows the number and
power of the vessels engaged were
unprecedented, observes that a squad-
ron of submarines made a record-
breaking run of forty hours, and reads
that the wireless was used more suc-
cessfully than ever before; but there
is little national horn-blowing about it.
¥ W ke

THE NEEDED RURAL POLICE.
: (Toronto Globe.)
"T'HE problem is to provide a rural
constabulary capable of respond-
ing to sudden demands without at the
same time creating a dangerously idle
element. Non-producers stationed in
rural communities and without the
military discipline and continuous sur-
veillance of urban police organisations
might easily degenerate into loafers
and perhaps into disturbers of the
peace. We must not fall into the com-
mon error of attributing perfection to
those who will administer a prospec-
tive system. The conditions under
which the British Columbia police and
the Mounted Police of the Territories
are serving are entirely different from
those existing in rural Ontario. Some
form of provincial organisation and
direction is necessary, and this could
be established with the minimum of
disturbance by bringing the well-train-
ed and disciplined men of the city
forces within call of the provincial

authorities.
* k%

EVERY PROSPECT PLEASES.
(London Advertiser.)
E STIMATES of the western wheat
crop vary widely, but even the
minimum calculation gives a record
wheat yield. Few place the figures
below 100,000,000 bushels, and many
make it 120,000,000. Oats are esti-
mated at 100,000,000 bushels, and bar-
ley at 25,000,000. These three crops,
if the present harvest promise is ful-
filled, will have a money value of
As for
banking accommodation, the general
manager of one of the great chartered
banks expresses the opinion that there
will be no difficulty if the farmers sell
their grain as it becomes ready for
market, instead of holding it for fancy
prices. This autumn the banks will
have in reserve the issue of the
emergency currency provided for in
Mr. Fielding’s amendment to the bank-
ing act last session. As there is
little likelihood of a revival this year
of the land speculation which caused
the banks to tighten their purse-strings
a year ago, there should be sufficient
money to move the crop without in-
conveniencing the business interests
of the eastern provinces.

with ice and water
—an ideal summer
. drink.  Refreshes
without debilitating,

Bottled in Thuir, France by
VIOLET FRERES, Frops.
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ONTARIO, MANITOBA and
NORTHWEST BRANCH

ALFRED WRIGHT, Manager - TORONTO

CANADIAN
HOTEL DIRECTORY

TORONTO HOTELS

King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.

American and European Plans. s

Palmer House

200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

ONTARIO HOTELS

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

The New Russell
OTTAWA, CANADA
250 rooms.

American Plan $3.00 to $5.00.
HEuropean Plan $1.50 to $8.60.
$150,000.00 spent upon Improvements.

MONTREAL HOTELS

The Place Viger (C. P.Ry.)

American Plan, -  $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

QUEBEGC HOTELS

The Chateau Frontenac
(C. P.Ry.)
American Plan, - $8.00 up.
Accommodation for 450 Guests.

Quebec’s Greatest Year
Lake St. Joseph Hotel

Before, during and after the Tercentenary, THE
hotel is the LAKE ST. JOSEPH, in Laurentian
Mountains; 100 rooms; 50 minutes from Quebec;
station in grounds; special train service; boating,
fishing, tennis, golf, croquet; all electric appli-
ances; telegraph. Rates, $2.50 up. Best New
York management. Write for booklet. Manager,
Lake St. Joseph Hotel, Quebec.

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra (C. P.Ry.)
WINNIPEG, MAN.

Huropean $2.00. American, $4.00.
Accommodation for 600 Guests.

BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS

Glacler House (C. P. Ry.)
GLACIER, B. C.
American Plan - $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.
Hotel Vancouver (C. P. Ry.)
VANCOUVER, B. C.

American Plan -  $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests.
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SIX STEEL ROADS
TO SPORT.....

@@, Don'’t toil over long, heavy, tiresome and tardy portages to your
hunting ground when you can take a quick, comfortable, time-
saving journey from civilization to the wilds BY RAIL. The six
railways of the CANADIAN NORTHERN SYSTEM, serving six
provinces, have opened six new sporting territories—all undisturbed
haunts of the untamed. And in a plain little booklet, plainly printed,
entitled ¢“ ROADS TO SPORT,” are thirty-two pages brimful of
information about these territories. Get this book from the ticket
office at the corner of King and Yonge Streets, Toronto, or write to
ENECRRMAT EON B UREBAN, CH'EAD OF FICE,
CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY, TORONTO.

MUSKOKA THE BEAUTIFUL

REACHED BY

The Grand Trunk Railway System

which has always been the attractive route and still leads'in popularity

Splendid Hotels

Good Steamer Accommodation
Beautiful Scenery

Pure and Exhilarating Air

1000 feet above sea level
Perfect Immunity from Hay Fever

Handsome publication giving all particulars sent free on application to
J. D. McDonald, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

W. E. DAVIS G.T.BELL
Pasgenger Traffic Manager, MONTREAL General Passenger and Ticket Agent, MONTREAL

SNNAP

DOES WONDERS FOR
THE HOUSEWIFE

Because it thoroughly cleans
woodwork, floors, paint, sinks,
bath tubs, kitchen utensils and
everything about the house with-
out injuring the hands in the
least.

An antiseptic dirt remover for fifteen cents a can. Sold everywhere.

SNAP COMPANY, Limited - MONTREAL

i\I alional Grust Gompany

8-22 KING STREET Easy = Limifed.

DIRECTORS : DIRECTORS :

1. W. FLAVELLE

Z. A. LASH, K.C.
E. R W00D
W T WHITE

HON. MR. s 7 ¥
JUSTICE BRITTON iy ALEX. BRUCE, K.C.

HON. GEO. A, COX I s ; s E. W COX
G. H. WATSON, K.C. H ] 5 g H. H. FUDGER
CHESTER 0. B, H. B. WALKER
. A. E. KEMP, M.P.

ELIAS ROGERS | WM. MACKENZIE
ROBERT KILGOUR - ALEX. LAIRD
CAWTHRA MULOCK

JAS. CRATHERN
H. S. HOLT

H. MARKLAND
MOLSON

RESERVE $500000.

Interest paid on sums of $506
and upwards left for from
3 to 5 years,

-

A NEW EDITION OF

FOREST, STREAM and SEASHORE

IS NOW READY !

Write General Passenger Department

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

MONCTON, N.B.

Enclosing ten cents for postage.

Forest, Stream and Seashore is a book of over 200 pages, illus-
trated in colors and in half tones giving well written descriptions
of the country contiguous to the line of railway, replete with historic
incident, legend and folk lore, worthy of a place in any library.

The Golden Age
of Housekeeping

The use of Electricity marks a new
epoch in Domestic Science, and -by its
use housekeeping may be relieved of its
drudgery. The cost is very moderate
and pays for itself many fold in what it
saves in time, labor and health.

‘We have now on sale at our offices,
12 Adelaide Street East, every practical
device for cooking, heating, ironing,
for nursery, kitchen, sickroom, etc.

You may-enjoy any of these if your
homeiswired for electric light by simply
attaching cord and plug to socket.

No Soot, Dirt or Open Flame.

‘GOOKING OUTFIT

THE TORONTO ELI;EE(D:TRIC LIGHT CO.

12 ADELAIDE STREET EAST

The Canadian Detective Burean

LIMITED
MAX J. KELLER, GEN, MANAGER WILLIAM H. WELSH, GEN. SUPT.

GENERAL OFFICES: TORONTO, ONT.
Crown Life Building—Queen and Victoria Sts.
BRANCH OFFICES

OTTAWA, ONT., Trust Bldg., Sparks St. MONTREAL, P.Q., Bank of Ottawa Blag.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Bank of Hamilton Bldg.

ST. JOHN, N.B., Pugsley Bldg. HALIFAX, N.8., 8t. Paul Blag.
VANCOUVER, B.C., Inns of Court Bldg. DAWSON, Y.T., N.C. Bldg.
NEW YORK, N.Y. LONDON, ENG. PARIS, FRANCE

This Bureau is prepared to undertake all classes of legitimate detective
work for railroads, banks, insurance companies, other corporations and pri-
vate individuals.

Our offices being located from one end of the Dominion to the other give
us specially good facilities for handling business for clients with connection
throughout the various provinces.

SECURED INVESTMENTS

‘i‘he Peoples Building and Loan

ASSOCIATION
428 Richmond Street, London, Ont.
PERMANENT INCOMES ASSURED AS HEREUNDER

47, Paid on Deposits, Withdrawable by Cheque. .
447, Coupons on all Debentures.
67, Dividends on Permanent Stock.

and backed up by First Mortgages on productive Real Estate,

Call or write for a copy of the 15th Annual Report.
All business strictly private.

A. A.‘OAMPBELI., Managing Director.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”
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The Call of
THE BREARFAST BELLE

OU don’t have to call the children more than once when
their noses catch the aroma of the crisp and crackly flakes
of their favorite - |

'FORCE

q Children seldom like foods that are good for them but they like “FORCE,” when it is properly
“crisped” in the oven and served with milk or cream. It is good for them because its crispness compels
thorough masti¢ation and because it has in it the material for building good brain and sturdy bodies.

q 1t is the ideal summer food for children and grown-ups, supplying plenty of nutriment without heating
the blood or clogging digestion. A crisp, delicious, cool food—satisfying . and sustaining—The meat of
the wheat in a digestible and palatable form.

 “FORCE” is made of the choicest wheat that grows, steam cooked, malted, rolled into flakes and
thoroughly baked. “The Food that Fits Its Name,” imparting vim and vigor to tired brains and worn-
out muscles. It furnishes the greatest amount of nutriment at lowest cost.

Always crisp it before serving by pouring it into a pan and warming it over; o o
then serve in large dish with cream, piling the flakes in one side of the T“E, S|GN OF PERFECT'ON

YRADE MaAAR

dish and pouring the cream in the other side, dipping the flakes as eaten.

(. Something for the children—a “SUNNY JIM” DOLL—a great hit with
the little ones. A cloth doll pattern of “Sunny Jim,” 15 inches high, in five
colors, with full directions for cutting and sewing, will be sent Free for two
trade-marks cut from regular “FORCE” packages and three 2-cent stamps
to cover postage. Send for one NOW before they are all gone.

The H. O. Mills, Hamilton, Ont.
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