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HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER

FORTY YEARS.
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ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT

PLEASANT TO TAKE,
Refreshing and Invigorating.

HERE is no simpler, safer or more
agreeable aperient which will, by
natural means, get rid of dangerous

waste matter without depressing the
spirits or lowering the vitality.

It can be safely used every day
even by invalids and children.

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
AT ALL 'TIMES.

Prepared cnly by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT SALT* WORKS, LONDON, S.E.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Ltd,,
10, McCaul Street, Toronto. 5o
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When next in
~ London— ?

#

Remember that the World’s Greatest Hotel offers all the
amenities and luxuries, conveniences and facilities” which
only Europe’s largest and most completely equipped ménage
can offer.

Picturesque Situation—The Cecil has a broad and
noble frontage overlooking

the river Thames with entrance giving on to the Strand,
London’s principal thoroughfare.

Convenience—The Cecil is conveniently situated, mid-
way between East and West London,
within easy reach of the Theatres, Termini and large business
establishments of the Metropolis.

Eguipment__'l‘he Cecil is the most comprehensively equipped
residential establishment in the World—Bed-

rooms quiet and restful ; Bathroom contigious to everyone.
Radiation in rooms and corridors. ~ Telephone in every room,
Orchestra throughout the day in handsome lofty Louis
Quatorze Palm Court. Garage free for all Visitor’s Cars.

Tariff—Strictly moderate, meals in the beautiful Empire Rest-
aurant may be had & la carte at Prix-Fixe.

N
Ask at the Travel Bureaw of this Magasine  for a copy
of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and illustra-
tion, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's interior its imposing
exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information that will be found very useful
to the intending visttor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO. CAN.

(¥

F. W. Kaiser Gen. Manager.
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September Number

WHERE CANADA FAILS US
By MRS. DONALD SHAW, A good-natured, yet trenchant criticism, by
an Englishwoman, of our national idiosyncracies, shortcomings and
peculiarities. Read this article and learn how the average Canadian appears
to the average Englishman. For one thing, Mrs. Shaw says we are very
touchy. § Her article will at least test that assertion,

WHY HEARNE SURRENDERED

By R. J. FRASER. A good many reasons have been assigned for Hearne's

surrender of Fort Prince of Wales to the French Admiral, La Perouse, but a

document recently discovered throws new light on the subject, and on it Mr.
.- Fraser has written a most, interesting article. There are good illustrations
" of the present condition of the Fort. :

ol CANADA’S COASTGUARDS AND PRIVATEERS

i - By CHARLES S. BLUE. ‘An intensely interesting and illuminating study
¥ g of the class of craft that navxgated and guarded our Atlantic Coast about one
hundred years ago.

FOUR ANGLES OF A FUTURIST CITY

By R. C. READE. A whimsical and . extremely clever appreciation of
various aspects of Toronto as a city. A novel point of view, treated in a
novel manner.

Good short stories, including the fourth in each of the two series
now running—*‘‘Brood of the Witch Queen” and ‘The
Adventures of Aniwar Ali.”

i

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO
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The Pick of the Bulb World

All our bulbs are grown for us especially and are person-
ally selected by the James Caiter & Co. experts.

Thorough tests, both before exportation and at the Carter
establishment at Raynes Park, London, assure sound,
healthy bulbs of the very highest quality. Our Tulips
and Narcissus are exceptionally hardy and well suited to
the Canadian climate.

are unequalled for bowl or bed culture.
The Carter catalogue and handbook—*‘ Bulbs ' —illus-
trates and describes the choicest varieties of T'ulips, Nar-
cissus, Daffodils, Crocus and many others. It lists all
well-known favorites and many exclusive kinds not to be
had elsewhere. Complimentary copy on request.

Write for it to-day.

Carters Tested Seeds, Inc.
133 S King Street East : Toronto
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THIS INVESTMENT
HAS PAID 7T PER ANNUM

half-yearly, since the Securities of this corporation have been placed on the market
10 years ago. Business established 28 years. Investment may be withdrawn in
part or whole at any time after one year. Safe as a mortgage. Write at once
for full particulars and booklet.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTARIO

¢ Y e
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WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

e NY uﬂ m
MERKING |

R i QUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

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

__COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L1p. 7%%3%88%55™ ENGLAND
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The One
and Only

HP sauce

ONE QUALITY
ONE SIZE
ONE PRICE

Stores sell
H.P.—here

HAVE YOU A
BOOKPLATE ?

I design and engrave
Bookplates to incor-
porate any desired fea-
ture, each design being
original work, specially
drawn for each plate.
Pencil sketch showing
suggested treatment
sent for approval in all
cases. The cost varies,
of course, according to the amount of work
involved and the method of engraving, rang-
ing from Five Dollars for design, plate and
100 proofs complete in the case of a simple
design, but in all cases I feel sure my prices
are much lower than are usually charged for
equally good work,

I havesent many Bookpiates to Canada and
U.S.A, and have a large number of testimo-
nials as to the excellent way in which the de-
signing and engraving have been executed.

On request I will send <pecimens free to any address
at home or abroad. It generally takes about three weeks
to complete the design, plates and 100 proofs, but as
Bookplates are increasingly recognised as most suitable

gifts, it is sometimes necessary to complete in less time,
I do thi® whenever possible.

H. C WARD,

49 Great Portland St., London, England.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
For Cleaning Plat®

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Pape’

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutler

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”’ BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ot

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

_Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

No Hideous Height,
His courage dims,
To friend Fluxite
He trusts his limbs.

Its used in making Army Aeroplanes, iS

the paste flux that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING |

and Lead-Jointing.

ANYONE can use it. Repair your pots and pans and 0

ther

. by g haV!
metal articles in a few moments. Mechanics WILL

Fluxite.
Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins:

<1 ke 1-
The “‘Fluxite" Soldering Set contains a special ]Sn;:tle
space” Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, {“v“ i
S%lder, etc., and a pamphlet on “Soldering YO
Sample Set, Post paid direct, $1.35 ol
Auto Controller Co., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey»
P e
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The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks and desire a
perfect complexion, you must use tham's
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rola is delicate
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and i very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

,BEETHAM’S' g
A TOLIO

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
_ M.BEETHAM&SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG.

Do you enjoy

Sound Sleep ?
If your nights are dis-
turbed or sleepless, it is a
sure sign that the brain and
bodily functions are out of
harmony, due to derange-
ment of the nervous Or
digestive system.

The quickest restorative
is Vitafer, because it gives
simultaneous mnerve and
bedily putrition,and restores
the balance of natural forces

Vitafer

The Greatest =fall Tonic Foods

Vitafer, the British and Best Tonic Food is
not only for insomnia, but for Neurasthenia,
Neuritis, Anaemia, and all run-down conditions
of health. Ask your Doctor.

Note the moderate price which places it within reach of all.

From Drug Stores, in tins, 50¢ and 75c ; larger sizes $1.25 and $2.
Sole Manufacturers:— SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY, Ltd., BIRMINGHAM, Eng.

«1 have had grod results from
Vitafer in my own family, in a bad
case of Insomnia. The patient took I} B aTORAT
two tins and no other medicine. 3
She is now feeling well; has her h\ avl:
natural sleep. and is gaining fles!
at the sume t'me.”
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Noted for Superiority in Quality, Fit and Value.

DON CLOVE COMPANY

ENGLAND'S GREAT GLOVE STORE

Ladies’ Snow=White Washable
Doeskin, British made, pique
sewn, a splendid wearing and
washing Glove. Two large
Pearl Buttons. 61 cents per
pair.

Washahle Degrain Gloves,
British made,beautifully finished,
Soft Skins, smart in appearance,
excellent for wear, will wash
perfectly and retain their beauty.
In White or Chamois colour.
No. 1 Pique sewn, light weight.
No. 2 Prix seam, slightly stouter.
79 cents per pair.

The **VALLIER?” Washable Best
Quality French Kid, in White,
Biscuit, Lavender, évreys, Pas-
tels, Beavers and Tans. 4 Pearl
Buttons. 95 ocents per pair.

The “ VALLIER ** Washable Best Quality French Kid, Pique
sewn, in White, Lavender, Greys, Beavers and Tans. 2
Press Buttons. $1.09 per pair.

LONG GLOVES. §

The ‘' OPERETTA’® Ladles’ Real Kid Gloves in White,
Cream or Black.

8 Button length mousquetaire - -
12 Button length mousquetaire - -
16 Button length mousquetaire -

71 cents per pair
95 cents per pair
- $1.25 cents per pair

Ladies®’ Heavy Milanese Silk Gloves, with invisible double
Finger Tips, English made, White, Cream or Black.

12 Button length mousquetaire - - 73 cents per pair
16 Button length mousquetaire - - 83 cents per pair

MEN’S CLOVES

No. 326.—Best Quality Nat*
ural Chamois, Prix seamy
hand sewn with BlackThrea .
Special CutThumbs,one larg!

Pearl Button, 798¢, per.pai™

Men’s Washahle .(}hl’““‘}:
Degrain Gloves, British ma

from beautifully finished O

Skins. Smart appe.aranc‘i:
excellent wearing, will was

well. No. 3, Pique Sewny
Self Stitching, 1 large Pea;_
Button. No.4, Slightly stov 2
er, Prix seam sewn, Self OS
Biack Stitching, 1large Pres
Button, 79 cents per pair: °

?,
The “ARLINGTON’’ Men's
Tan Cape Gloves, Britis
made, medium wex_gt "
W, Pique sewn, SpearPoinl ts‘.
—=="1 Press Button. 78cen
per pair.

The ‘“‘HERCULES?’’ Strong Tan Cape Rainproof Glov_eszv
suitable for Motoring, Driving, Riding, &c. Gusset f“,a'
Strap and Press Button Fastening, Prix seam sewn, Imper
Points. $1.03 per pair.

The * CANADIAN,”” Buck finish, a splendid wearing glove: ;:
Tan or Grey, Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button. 95 cen
per pair.

Men’s Real Mocha Doeskin Cloves, beautifully soft, in Gr€¥
shade, Pique sewn, 1 large Pearl Button. 85 cents per pai™

LADIES’ HOSIERY

No. H 117.—Ladies’ Lisle Thread
Hose, in Black, White and ever
colour, with self Embroidered Sil
Clox. 36 cents per pair.

No. H 267.—Ladies’ Transparent
8ilk Hose, with Lisle Thread Tops
and Feet, in Black, White and every
colour. 486 cents per pair.

No. H 274.—Ladies’ Transparent
Silk Hose, with Lisle Thread Tops
and Cashmere Feet, in Black only.
53 cents per pair.

No. H 268.—Transparent Silk Hose
(British made), superior uality,
with Lisle Thread Tops and %eet, in
Black, White, and every colour.
79 cents per pair,

No. H. 228.—0ur Ce'ebrated *‘ C0-
RONA’’ Heavy Pure Slik Hose, very
superior quality, in Black, White,
and all colours, with Embroidered
Extra Value, $1.44 per pair.

self Silk Clox.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St., West, Tor¢

MEN’S HOSIERY

No. M 206,—Black Cashmere
Half-Hose, with Red, White or
Sky Silk Embroidered Clox.
Britishmade. 36 oents per pair.

No. M 207.—Superior Quality
Ditto, 55 cents per pair.

No. M 268.—8hot Cashmere
Half- Hose, Black, Shot
Red_ Blue or White.
Very smart.

36 cents

per pair.

No. M 243.—Ribbed Black Pure Spun Silk, Shot colour;
showing Cardinal, White, Sky, Purple or Emerald, 49 ce"
per pair,

nt0

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

General Post Office, London, England.

Address

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

X" The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

b\
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A Perfect Complexion
On Your Holidays

A beautiful pearly white complexion which will be
the admiration and envy of your friends. A complex-
ion such as all ladies of refinement desire to obtain.
This is the assurance every woman has who takes with
her to the country or the seashore a bottle of

GouraudsOriental Cream

the ideal liquid powder. It far surpasses the or-
dinary dry powders, as it nourishes the skin and does
not clog the pores. GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM is
absolutely free from grease and consequently does not
encourage the growth of hair, = It whitens, softens and
clears the skin and is beneficial in the treatment of
nearly all skin afflictions.

Price, 50c. and $1.50 Per Bottle

7. ke favorite
o7 cver at Department Stores and Druggists or dirvect
65 years. on receipt of price.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL
VELVET SPONGE

should always be used when
applying Gouraud’s Oriental
Cream. It is perfectly smooth
and velvety, and will give you
the most satisfactory results.
Sent in a dust-proof box on
receipt of 50c.

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON,
37 Great Jones Street, New York.

Send 10c. in stamps for a booklet of Gouraud’'s
Oriental Beauty Leaves, a little book of perfumed
powder leaves to carry in the purse.




By The Way

|

David Thomas, B.A., of Coldwater, Ontario, in giving notice of

a change of address, writes this appreciation of Zhe Canadian
Magasine.

““I have found your magazine consistently
interesting. It would be a sore disappoint-
ment were I to lose it.”

It is only consistent readers who realize that The Canadian Maga-
sine is, as Mr. Thomas says, consistently interesting. This
month it is particularly so, owing to the amount of original fiction
of a very high order by Canadian writers.

$2.50 PER ANNUM, Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 ADELAIDE STREET WEST - TORONTO

~




VERTISER
SN CANADIAN MAGAZINE AD

11

For Sore Muscles

Sprains, Cuts, Bruises

here is an antiseptic
germicide and liniment—

One that is healing, cooling and soothing—

bsorbine, Jr. is more than a germicide, more
than a liniment—it is both. It means prompt re-
lef from aches and pams—it keeps little cuts and
Tuises from becoming something more serious.

ABSORBINE J&

e Mk Hep ?

SOy L
s dauieget
Savrmnii tor i

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMERNT
& TRADE MARK REG. .S, PAT. OFF, e
i: especially good for children’s hurts because it is so

“mlgu and safe to use—made of pure herbs and contains
1o acids or poisons.

tis needed daily in and about the home—for the numer-
ous little hurts that come through work in the kitchen and
120ut the house, the stable, the garage and the grounds.
li?" and prescribe Absorbine, Jr. wherever a high-grade
Mment or germicide is indicated.

S fleduce inflammatory conditions—sprains, wrenches,
pa

ful, swollen veins or glands.

re° ll'educc bursal enlargemenrs and infilrations.  Absorbine, Jr., is a discutient and
%olvent,

'y M anywhere—its anodyne effect is prompt and permanent.
ho|w if sore or infected—a 107 or 20% solution of Absorbine, Jr., is
€ea

ing and soothing and will destroy bacteria.
© heal cuts, bruises, lacerations, sores and ulcers.

ke’ed by athletes the world over as an invigorating, antiseptic and soothing rub-down—
°P$ muscles right and prevents second-day soreness and stiffness.
i RS PR Absorbine, Jr., is concentrated, requiring only a few drops at an application

W and retaining its germicidal powers even when diluted one part Absorbine,
llterJohnson Jr., to 100 parts water.

* famous pitcher,sa

o Jsays

s IT KILLS GERMS

tire, -cua“,'"'"'e"u"’ * Evidence,” a forty-eight page booklet, gives positive, clear-cut, emphatic evidence of what

Muscles. [ have . . .
Used iy Absorbine, Jr., has done and will do. This booklet, together with detailed laboratory reports
lage :":"U-!;I:lt;.adv;z;l- ;s free for the asking. Absorbine, Jr.,is sold by leading druggists at $1.00 and $2.00 a bottle,
TeCommend it f:rb::rl or sent direct, all charges paid.
Vers everymhere. ” . . will be mailed on receipt
\' A leeral Trlal BOHIC of 10 cents in stamps

W.F. Young, P.D.F., 187 Lyman’s Bldg., Montreal, Can.

@om name and address on the margin below. Tear off ana send with ten cents. The sample is well worth the money

T
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The Most Remarkable Book of the Year

““You must read the whole of the two volumes fror'ﬂ
page to page and trom cover to cover. And there '15
not a man of any imagination or sympathy 11
England, who doing this, can still continue to cherish
the ‘sordid story’ impression, or talk of MrS:
Parnell's work as a book that would have been better
left unwritten.” Manchester Courters

PARNELL.:

His Love Story T
& Political Life BIG EDITIONS
by

already published
Katharine O’Shea
(Mrs. Charles Stewart Parnell)

‘‘If ever a man’s career illustrated the difference between talent and
genius, it was Parnell's. By his side, the ablest of his contempories—
at moments, even Gladstone, whom Parnell considered to be greatly
his superior in statecraft—looked merely talented. ....... Parnell was,
indeed, Nietzsche's best modern instance; he was in form and type a
Supermatizhasinmtiy . Parnell's letters to Mrs. O’Shea veil the domin-
ating force which was his secret, and are pathetic because they are a
prophecy of the inevitable end.”

MR. H. W. MASSINGHAM in 7he Nation:

With Two Rembrandt Photogravures
and 16 Plates. Two Volumes,

Medium 8vo - $5.00 net per set.

Published by
CASSELL’S - 55 Bay Street, Toronto
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TORONTO
CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
RE-OPENS TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 1st.

A national institution, unrivalled in Canada as regards the distinction of its faculty and the superior
Character of its buildings and general equipment.

Send for YEAR BOOK and LOCAL CENTRE SYLLABUS for
1934 -15 and pamphlet descriptive of the WOMAN’S RESIDENCE.
\\

S ——

A BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS—

HEADMASTER—A. G. M. Mainwaring, M. A., Trin. Coll., Cambs.
HOUSEMASTER—J. J. Stephens, M. A., Dublin University.
VISITOR—The Lord Bishop of Ontario.

Separate houses for Senior and Junior Boys. The School Grounds cover
24 acres.

Recent R. M. C. Successes : 1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 1ith, 13th places-
1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places.

For Prospectus, Etc., apply to the Headmaster.

Bishop's College
School

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

M 4 5 | This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
_Men occupying some of the most prominent roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
Positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions 1 sanitary and well ventilated.

and in By : ' Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the
Couege Su}?m?s’ have been educated at Bishop's Universities and business life by an efficient staff
chool. . of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-

sities. .

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.
School re-opens Monday, Sept. 141h, 1914 1
A residential and day school, well appointed; W&,
managed, and convenient. Number of reSId‘;gr
pupils limited to twenty-eight. Students prepafed 3
University Examinations. Specialists in each dep? of
ment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory -
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Dlrecton.'

For announcement and information address the
cipal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A:
._,*//

for the

Upper School prepares boys
Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
The School won University Scholarships at lg/[l;a\t;iculaﬁon in 1909, 1910 and L?‘ I. Prin‘ip‘l'

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate.
Universities and for business.

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

NTARIO

J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L..

J

And Ontario Conservatory of Music anfl
Art, Whitby, Canada, Stands For Effi-
cient and Cultured Young Womanho‘:

facili-
n any

The new $30,000 Gymnasium, with swimming pool
together with a large and attractive campus, affor df:
ties for Scientific Physical Education unequalled i
Ladies’ School in this country. The strength of the sta
may be judged from the fact that Seven University G'r ad“;
ates, all Specialists in their subjects, give instruction i th
Literary Department. All the other Departments 2
equally well provided for. Send for new illustrated Caleﬂd?r w
REV. J. J. HARE, PH. D., Principa”

ADIES’
OLLEGE =

Short-Story Writing

tory, form, structure, and writing of the
Short-Story. taught by Dr., J. Berg
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine.

Story-writers must be made as well as born;
they must master the details of construction
if they wou'd turn their talents to account.

May we send you the names of stu-
dents and graduates who have suc-
ceeded? And the success their letters
prove is practical. It means recognition,
g(i:cepted manuscripts and checks from
editors.

: Q COURSE of forty lessons in the his-

LDr. Esenwein

250-Page Catalog Free.

| THE HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Dept. 293, Springfield, Mass.

o
One student writes: ‘I know th‘;'h'::t

will be pleased when I tell you ‘hdt‘Evdﬂ'
Just received a check for $125 from ask
body’s’ for a humorous story. TheY and
for more. I am feeling very I:GPP-V'

very grateful to Dr. Esenwein.’ ¥

it
We also offer courses in PhotODINLSYYSm:
ing, Versification and Poetics, Journe,
in all over One Hundred Home 0TS
Courses, many of them under. proieslea aing
Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other
colleges.

Please Address
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BiShOp FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

StraChan Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Artss

Music and Painting,

SChOOl President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Avenue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,

(Higher Certificate National Froebel Union)
Re-opens Sept. 10th. for Resident Pupils, and 10 A. M., Sept. 11th, for classes.

UPPER CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO :
PREMIER BOYS’ SCHOOL OF CANADA
Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, GOVERNOR OF UPPER CANADA.

AUTUMN TERM BEGINS THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 10th, AT 10 A.M.
BOARDERS RETURN ON THE %th.

a'émor_and Preparatory Schools in separate buildings. Fifty acres playing and athletic fields,
ith rinks, gymnasium and full equipment. Detached infirmary, with resident nurse. Sum-
mer camp at Lake Timagami, conducted by the Physical Instructor of the College. SUCCESSES 1913
—~Honours (Matriculation) 31, Pass Matriculation 10, Royal Military College Passes 3. All par-

Culars on application to ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar. H. W. AUDEN, M.A., Principal.

417 ) 2
ANY YOUNG MAN or WOMAN

And it can be obtained under the very best conditions at the well-known

Central Business College

off Toronto, or one of its six City Branches

With 20 years successful work to its credit, with thousands of graduates
?Ow_occupying the best positions in Canada, and giving high grade courses
eading to the Diplomas of the B. E. Association, the C. A, Institute and
the Certificate of a Commercial and Art Specialist, this school offers
Opportunities second to none.

A postal request will bring its new curriculum to you. Write forit. Address
W. H. SHAW, President, Yonge and Gerrard Sts., Toronto
x

§
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DREWS C

A RESIDENTIAL anp
DAY SCHOOL :
FOR BOYS

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College and Business
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

Calendar sent on application
Autymy term commences Sept. 10th, 1914.

Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,L.L.D., Headmastef

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickso®
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work:

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
- Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Write for Prospectus

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, . .
Principal.

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,
President.

——"

Westminister Qollege

Toronto :
H Residential & Day School for Gitls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every Educational facility provided.
Pupils prepared for Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education. oll
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as We G
the intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanho
SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. 8th, 1914 For CaLENDAR APPLY

¥
JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C. MRS. A. R. GREGOR
President, Principal.

/

S i
s Glen Adaw
sl Olen dhawt
o 651 SPADINA AVENUE, TO*};Q:".
Residential and Day School for Gi

Principsl—M1SS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals) jand
Ciassical Tripos, Cambridge University: h-::,g“c
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly :il Euro-
Highly qualified staff of Canadian :"“5 close
pean teachers., The curriculum S (:hjcﬂ‘iﬂn.
touch with modern thought ‘“‘d,einmiunsv
Preparation for matriculation .C“’f"ml needs: '
Special attention given to individua
Outdoor Games, Rink.

. sth.
Fall re-opening September 15t2-
New Prospectus from Ml»\ijy

_d

as
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Successes

Head Master: 1st place McGill Science

C.S. Fosbery, M.A. Matric. in 1910 and 1912

10EIm Ave.
Rosedale

ranksomehall==

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon, Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the_ Uni:oni and for Examinations
e

144t in M Art Department. Domestic
4 s o o p—. Sci Depart t. Thoroughly efficient staff.
g Lol & Large playgrounds. Outdoor Tennis, Basl

],

ball, Rink. Healthful locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS,

Autumn Term will begin September 10th.
For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

Queen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841

M THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B. A., THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of
* 4., D. Sc,, and Ph. D. M. B, M. D. and C. M., D. Sc.
THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees ot
\v'(hTHE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement B. Sc., M. Sc., D. Sc. e
rl £ th? Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the HOME STUDY
EEO essional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer-
a Cate; (b) High School Assistant’'s Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspon-
0d (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is required.

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

ASCHOOL OF MINING

College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen’s University,
KINGSTON . ONTARIO

THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE OF B.Sc.

(2) MINING ENGINEERING. (e) CIVIL ENGINEERING.

(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. () MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
() MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. () ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.
(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.

&
9 Calendar of School and Jurther information apply to the

L SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT.
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pmemmmemey  ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS
2 Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

P& Special Discounts to out of town Customers,

Dealers given Trade Discount and Special Attention on following.
We are Agents for—
2 CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co )

MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society, London
MANSELL'’S (London, Eng.) COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters
C. W. FAULKNER CO's., ( London, Eng.) PICTURES, XMAS,
BIRTHDAY CARDS, ETC.

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 77 YQRK STREET | |

———"
I

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14th
October, 1913.

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

Resident School for Boys.
s ur o e e Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water Supply
: Small Classes. Gymnasium.. Chapel. R, M.C
Entrance 1914, all candidates passed, one ﬁl‘St

Rockcliffe Park - Ottawa piace. School re-opens Sept. 9th, 1914.
For calendar apply:—REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon.] Headmaster.

A__/
The (Dargaret Eaton Scbool of mterature and Expression
North Street, Toronto. Mrs. Scott Raff, Principsl

Hnglish Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public S8peaking, and Dramatic Art. P
send for Calenda

™

]

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Preparation for the Univers: a? and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also receiv:

Fine location. Outdoor games snd hysical training.

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be undér the direction of a Master, and of s Si&
ter, who for twelve years tau%ht in the School with marked success,

Voiee culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORQW

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE ,

WILL RE-OPEN SEPT. 8th, in the new building costing $140,000. This building is complete
in every respect and is absolutely fireproof. Fully equipped in every department:

For further information write for Calendar. REV. W.D ARMSTRONG, M.A,, Ph.D., D.D,, Preﬂ '
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AVERGAL LADIES COLLEGE

PRINCIPAL MISS KNOX
AVERGAL COLLEGE Jarvis St., Toronto

Thorough education on modern lines, First Year University work.
Havergal Diploma, Honour Matriculation, and other examinations.
Domestic Science Department. Separate Junior School. Gymnasium,,
Large Grounds for Outdoor Games, Skating Rink, Swimming Bath.

AVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL St. Clair Ave., Toronto

Day and Boarding School for Northern Toronto, Separate JuniorSchool
for Children under ten years of age. Large playing grounds,—cricket,
tennis, besketball, hockey. Schools re~open Sept. 10th.
For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.

. R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas.

e s— vt

good environment and thorough CHOOSE WITH CARE

The long, successful Record of

Woodstoc

training are obtained in

MoulfonCollege

For

-COIIQQQ Boy.s

merits consideration, Regular Courses; special
preparation for technical and engineering
schools. Correspondence invited. Opens Sept. 8.
A. T. MacNEILL, B.A.
Woodstock College - - Woodstock, Ont.

34 Bloor Street East, Toronto

resj .
oes‘dentxal and day school for girls and young women
Urses —Matriculation, English, Music, Art
Fall Term Opens September 9th

Write for prospectus to

H

ARR[ET STRATTON ELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal
\—
\

The Royal Military College

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

in al;rhe Oollege is & Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction
bnpchel of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
oolwich and Sandhurst.
leng ¢ @ Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial Army,
orm or the pirpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which
v'v\lqh an important part of the Qollege course. Medical attendance is also provided.
Scient] hilat the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Oadets receive a practical and
1&: training inl s;xbjecuheuentlixal to a sound mode;n educati(s:. ‘o
0 course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,
be"'Ti"ry. French and English. ‘ st e
and iha 8trict discipline maintained at the College is one of the mest valuable features of the course,
hﬁlithn addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures
Ind‘ex.cellent physical condition.
.nnn‘ﬁ!’nmlnmns in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered
ion I:I;hd diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin-
ntn Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Bociety
ario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
e length of the course is three years, in three terms of 91 months each.

.b“;r‘;O:)otal cost of the course, including woard, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is

at ‘hzhl: annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
eadquarters of the several military districts.

he m.:;: full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application should
(‘.on,' to the Secretary of the Militia Qouncil, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Oommandant, Royal Military

\‘» Kingston, Ont.
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[TRINITY|
COLLEGE
SCHOOL

PORT HOPE, Ont.

For information SKATING RINK
address

PSSl The Head Master. ol

AR

Royal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL.

" For Resident and Day Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts,

Pure Science and Music. Scholarships
« are awarded annually. For all in-

formation apply to the Warden.

TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

( Affiliated to McGill University )
83 Simpson St., Montreal

For the Higher Education of Young
Women, with Preparatory Department for Girls, under
13 years of age. President—Rev. James Barclay, D.D.,
LL.D.; Vice-President —Ven. J. G. Norton, D D., Arch-
deacon of Montreal; Principal —Miss Charlotte G. Hardy,
M.A., Cambridge, assisted by a highly qualified staff of

English and Canadian teachers.

A large addition to the School buildings is being erected this
year containing new Class rooms, Science laboratory, Art
rooms, etc.

A limited number of resident pupils is received.

The Institute re-opens TUESDAY, 15th Sept.
at NOON. Entrance examinations for new scholars will be eh!
at the School on Saturday, 12th September, at 10 o'clock a.m,

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

COLLECTIONS

DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY-
WHERE. No collection, no
charge. American-Vancouver Mer-
cantile Agency, 336 Hastings
Street West, Vancouver, B. C.

In After Life

a thorough mental, moral
and physical training will
stand your daughter in good
stead. Send her to

oma Ladies) (Otlege

A HOME SCHOOL OF CULTURE
FOR GIRLS.

This college has a 33 year record of
success.

Picked Faculty.

Varied Curriculum.

Ideal Location.

Wholesome Environment.

For prospectus and terms write the
Principal.

Robert I. Warner, M. A,, D. D-s
St. Thomas, Ont,
™

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the finest crea~
tion of Water
proof Collare
ever made. Ask
to seey, an bﬂr’

THE ARLINGTON 00, no other. [0
stores or direc
of Canada, Ltd. for 95c.
58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO
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v
Assets 1
$60,000,000

b a3

Incorporated

1855

o0
>
s
N
O

ut
O
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- The Wisest Of All Investments (

As an investment we invite
you to consider the advantage of plac- (

.‘
2 [ Emmeee |
e

ing your spare dollars in a Savings
Account at the Bank of Toronto.
Y ou will find that the Savings Account .
excels most investments for the follow-

Ing reasons :

1. The Savings Account Investment never
loses value.

2. The Security for your money is unexcelled. (L)
¢

3. You can add to it, when you like, large or

small sums.
4. You can withdraw from it easily when "
required to meet your needs. .JW
5. It pays interest twice a year with unfailing {L
regularity. JJ
6. The Savings account Investment is easily \
arranged, as a small sum and a few min- g/
utes with the Teller at any of our v
— Branches secures you a pass-book show-
ing the amount of your credit. 2
v
Sl R % D] IR L8 » [d
D —— g SR SSH— | SR, ~m——
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK
Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = 1,260,000.00
’Undlvlded Profits - = 182,647.61

Head Office: - Toronto
S. J. Moore, President. W. D. Ross, General Manager
A General Banking Business Transacted.

The Large Increases

in the cost of everything in latter years is resulting in the one
and only possible result, viz:—the average family is living up
to, and, in many cases, beyond its income. This state of
affairs points more drastically than ever to the increased need
of Life Insurance. By the Head of the House carrying a suffi-
cient amount of protection, as a sort of overhead expense, a
family is enabled to live well up to its income, for a time any-
way. If you do mnot carry this overhead expense, get it, and
get it now from

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HOME OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

—

F
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e ez | Esterbrook

July and August up north ‘where the
Summer breezes blow' than endure

the heat in town. ‘ 6 A surprising amount
AN | > Wt

EXCELSIOR

of care is used in making

Esterbrook Pens, but

ENDOWMENT the superiority of the fin-
¥
will provide ished product more than
COMFORT warrants it.
AND EASE The standard of the
in old age. world. Fine, medium,

- and broad points., At all
) dealers.

Write for
) tllustrated

E_XCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE; COMPANY. L[ New For
Head Office: Toronto, Canada.

To-day onmly is
yours to insure.

: / Camden, N.J.
\ | | Brown Bros.,
Ltd.

\ ! Can. Agts.,

N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular. Toronto
P ——
—_—

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

investment, combining SAFETY OF N

PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST rpe Wﬁ@ﬁq:
with THE MOST FAVORABLE e
INTEREST RETURN. [t

T
Government — Municipal :
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4 to 6%
We shall be pleased to aid you in the

- ital - - 7,0
selection of a desirable investment. ,'::L‘L,.‘,’,‘; ﬁ:ﬁd and o
Undivided Profits - 7,248,134
Do 220 Branches in Canada.
nmlon E(UR]TIB Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

CORPORATION-LIMITED Savings Department at all Branches.
RONTO

+ MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
. allowed at best current rates.

\\ General Banking Business.

-
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

H'EAD ~“OFFIECE " - - - - - - TORONT_E

Capital paid-up $15,000,000
Reserve Fund 13,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C,V.O., LL.D., D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Ass't General Manager.

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention given to every account. Accounts may be opened by two or more
persons, withdrawals to be made by any one of them.

.---’--’------’---.

—

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,500,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000  Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
H. S. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B, JOHNSTON, K. C., 2nd Vice- President
Wiley Smith Hon, David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown,' K. C.
D. K. Elliott Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson
C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill 4
:
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

330-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—330

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Grenada, Jamaica,
Trinidad and Bahamas Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras.

LONDON, ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts:

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT BRANGHES \

—

s e
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Have you
provided for those
who are depend-
ent upon you?
Good intentions or

good resolutions

will not count for |

much when your
widow is struggling
to make a living.

Ask for booklet,

“Endowment at

Life Rate.”

Safety of Principal,
Certainty of Interest

A writer in one of our financial
journals recently said that real es-
tate mortgages combine the two
great essentials of a comservative
investment—safety of principal and
certainty of interest.

To those who have funds for invest-
ment only in small sums this most
desirable class of security is not
directly available. They may, how-
ever, secure all those advantages
by investing in the bonds of this
corporation which are based upon
upwards of twenty-nine million dol-
lars of carefully selected first mort-
gages on improved real estate.
These bonds may be had in denom-
inations of ome hundred dollars.
They are a security in which
Executors and Trustees are express-
ly authorized by law to invest trust
funds.

Send for specimen bond, copy of
Annual Report, and full particulars.

«

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund
exceed
TEN MILLION DOLLARS

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855
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A POLICYHOLDERS’ COMPANY

North Jo The Guarantee Fund feature cnab.lt?S
AoIare the North American Life to combin€
j  Solid the recognized stability of the Joint

i Stock Insurance Company with all the
Benefits of a Mutual Company. North
American Life Policyholders have as
additional security a contingent fund of $300,000—2

provision which costs them nothing.

— The Company to Insurve In —

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
Head Office TORONTO0, CAN

COF_RAMILTO

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

BAN

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL &
' BRANCHES
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JW- D. SCOTT, Superintendent ot Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
- OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England.

DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
- SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a *
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich.

Aiready CANADA'’S per capita wealth is the greatest
in the WORLD.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—
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First Aids

Are to
you
fighting'
your cost
sheet? If so, look
at the pencil item.

If you are buying wooden

you

pencils, that item is certainly Purchasing

too big.

Subtract a third to a
quarter from the item and
write ¢ Blaisdell Paper Pen-
cils” in place of those specified.

This is a tangible, practical economy we are
prepared to demonstrate defore you buy, (if
you will write and ask us.)

Blaisdell 622 is a ' ‘“hit’’ with newspaper
men, stenographers, and rapid writers gen-
erally. Order by number from your stationer.

There are Blaisdell Pencils of
every kind for every purpose.
Pencils specially imprinted for advertising purposes.
Sold by all progressive Canadian Stationers.

Paper

PHILADELPHIA

Saisoelfzs

THE EFFIGIENT GUMPANY

That servant is termed ‘¢ efficient”
who does well the thing he was em-
ployed to do. The Mutual Life of
Canada, the servant of the Canadian
people, has demonstrated its efficiency.
It has

Paid to bereaved relatives $6,190,921
Paid in endowments - 3,326,241
Paid in dividends - - 2,664,077

Paid for surrendered policies 2,077,260
Paid in all - - - 14,258,499

And it holds to guarantee absolutely the

payment of future obligations $18,095,939

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada

Waterloo - Ontario

Is therefore termed ¢ The Efficient
Company.”

|

aKalam.azoo Point Number Six g"

The Kalamaza)i |

~ Lapse Leaf Binder
hasExposed Mefal

HE exposed metal parts r

of Loose Leaf Binders are
a constant menace to the office
furniture and there have been
many devices to save it from
destructions s #s. = o - =
The “Kalamazoo " binder has
the only rational method of
overcoming this difficulty—it
has eliminated exposed metals
altogether. - - - - -
The leather back which pro-
tects the sheets is taken up into
the cover and a ‘“‘ Kalamazoo”
binder has much the appearance
of a bound Ledger. - - -
The “Kalamazoo ™ is a book,
not a box, and it can be made in
any size and to suit any purpose-

Write for illustrated booklet ** C.M." if
atallinterested in Loose Leaf Systems.

d/

VRADE
Ly

Warwick Br_os. & Rutter

Limited .
Loose Leaf & Account- = King &
oo akers = Spadm?| k&
Toronto 5




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 29

———

LEATHE GOODS | | The First six

= Months of 1914

gave The Great-West Life a
Business about 187, greater
than for the equivalent period
of last year. June was the
best month on record.

Men increasingly realize the
positive necessity of Life
Insurance—and, to secure the
‘best in Life Insurance, their

Complete Stock —New Styles— discerning choice selects the
New Leathers—Genuine Value. Policies of
:ANKERS' CASES — PORTFOLIOS —

ANK PASS BOOK — WALLETS — or .
LADIES’ BAGS — POCKET BOOKS. The Great-West Llfe
B 8 Assurance Company,

o= HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG
si'n“e, Pearl and Adelaide Sts., Toronto Over $103,000,000 now in force.
——

| -

==:
Inoepenpent Oroer ofF F oresTERs

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Fumi‘hes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Tota!
& Conuil pledged. Benefits
Omplete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
System of death, or to the member in case of his total disafbxllty. 42 Million
aini ty years of age.
lllsurance or to the member on attaining seventy ye: g Dollars
22 SR N Policies issued from $500 to $5000
For further information and literature apply to
JRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO
\_,..,77, PR RTRS i

S IR Vgt b SHORTHAND
o IIN 30 DAYS

< We absolutely guarantee to teach shorthand complete in
(D only thirty days. You can learn in gpare $imein yourown

with

f.,. ju“ N HEATH’S ;’f home, no matter where youlive. No need to spend months
*

as with old systems. oyd’s Syllabic System is easy to |§

learn—easy to wrlt,e—ea.sY to read. Simple. Practical.
peedy. Sure. No ruled lines—no positions—no shadingf

as in other systems. No long lists of word signs to con-

- TELEPHONE PEN 0278

Ye

9 3 fuse. Only nine characters to learn and you have the en-
Registered in Canada tire English language at 1irom- absolute command. The |

best system for stenographers, private secretaries, news-

..o <

" g 29 paper reporters and raifroad men, Lawyers, ministers
To be ,had Of, the leading P | teachers, physicians, literary folk and business men an
Stationers in Canada. ‘g

women may now learn shorthand for their own use. Does

not take continual daily Eractloe as with other sys’ems.
Our~graduates hold high grade Posibions everywhere.
Send to-day for booklets, testimonials, ete.
CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
1104 Advertising Building, Chicago, Ill.
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To Advertisers and

Advertising Managers

How You Can Obtain a Copy of Our 1914
Five Dollar Newspaper Directory Free

The 1914 Desbarats Newspaper Directory, which has just come off the
press is an indispensable guide for every business man and should have a
prominent place on his desk. :

Besides containing direct information about every publication issued in
Canada—its circulation, political leanings, territory covered, etc.—it also -
gives the latest figures for population of the different towns and villages
where papers are published, the names of leading industries, transportation
facilities, names of banks, distance from other towns or villages in close
proximity, as well as its natural resources, besides containing a vast fund
of other valuable information.

The Desbarats Newspaper Directory has over 300 pages, printed on
heavy paper, each page being 6 inches deep by 8 inches wide ; the book
1s very strongly bound, in cloth.

The Desbarats Newspaper Directory is regularly sold by
booksellers at $5.00 a copy, but if vou will cut out this
advertisement and apply for the Directory on your own
business statwonery, enclosing 35 cents to cover cost of
postage and packing, it will be forwarded to vou free.

The Desbarats Advertising Agency, Ltd.

284 Lagauchetiere Street W., Montreal
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The Chef of Spotless Town is gay—
Your’ll note it by his saucy way.
He minces dressing for the birds,
But doesn’t stop to mince his words.
“It saves a stew,”’ says he, ‘‘to know
That pots demand

What will thoroughly clean kitchenware?

< \\: Soap removes the Another form of
/ B surface dirt nicely. cleanser scrapes off the
N | = But unfortunately, soap surface dirt but fails to
\\\ does not ‘‘grip” the get under the burnt-in
~ \// greasy grime. grease.

2z =

/// = To thoroughly clean kitchenware you want

a cleanser like Sapolio which polishes the
surface and, at the same time, removes every
trace of grease.

Sapolio gives real suds. It works
without waste.

(Silver wropper-blue band)
0

LI
POLIO

FREE SURPRISE FOR CHILDREN!

Dear Children:

o We have a surprise for you. A toy Spotless Town—just like the real one,
oy Sr'naller. It is 8% inches long. The nine (9) cunning people of Spotless
Wn, in colors, are ready to cut out and stand up. Sent free on request.

E 4
foch Morgan's Sons Company, Sole Manufacturers New York City
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E. D. Smith & Son, Ltd.

are exclusive high grade, the very finest of
pure food quality. Their kitchens are situated
right in the midst of the fruitful Niagara Valley,
the ripe fresh fruits are picked in the morning,
made into either delicious Jams, Jellies or
Catsup the same night, no long rail hauls, no
chance for dust and decay in transit, no need
to pick fruit green to ripen on the way, they
are picked just when ripe and ready.

These goods are for sale at all first-class
grocers in Canada—Ask for them.

The JELLIES, JAMS and CATSUP of

there is as wide a range of difference as there
is under the name of *‘wine.”’
The quality of a mixture is not improved in the least by
putting it into a bottle that resembles LEA & PERRINS’, and by
giving ita label that imitates the appearance of Lea & Perrins’,
And still there are people who conclude that if the bottle has
the appearance of Lea & Perring’, the fluid inside is like Lea
& Perrins’ Sauce.

The white writing on
the Red Label:
‘&@ indicates
y the Original
- and Genuine
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents. 9
e S S s i

UNDER the name of ‘‘Worcestershire Sauce’’

"’/
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THE CALGARY VENUS
BY CHARLES STOKES

ITH those of us who know
him intimately, Mr. J. Henry
' Paxter has never posed as a
connoisseur or even humble admirer
of the fine arts. Mr. Paxter is, of
course, the well-known vreal estate
agent—J, Henry Paxter, Limited, of
the MeSporran Bloek, Calgary, and
also of Saskatoon and Moose Jaw. The
h&}tes who presided at his birth gave
m liberally of those qualities so es-
fls)entlal to success in his chosen calling,
ﬁut left, }um totally ignorant of the
eIIllgr fe_ehngs. A patent medicine cal-
1 ar is as good to him as a Corot
andscape, but neither is so wonder-
Ul as the blue print of a new sub-
1vision,
fa;ro unders_tand his solitary and ill-
= ed exeursion into art, therefore, we
Ust go back to last summer, Mr.
Ié:)X’cer s then newest sub-division,
- unt Tuxadora Heights (only half
mile from the end of the projected
8reen-and-white carline) had, as all
ab? world knows, panned out remark-
ad\?’ v&{ell. .It enabled Mr. Paxter to
o ertise himself as ‘‘the’’ real estate
ain; it bought him a brand new lim-
—331

ousine; it landed him in a twelve-
roomed house on Thirteenth Avenue
West, the Park Lane of Calgary, and
it sent his wife and daughter on a
three months’ vacation to Hawail
Things, decidedly, were looking up
for Mr, Paxter about that time.

To him entered, one sunny after-
noon in September, a discontented
client. This client was from Ontario,
but his language was Missourian.

“You told me,”’ he said, ‘‘that Lots
9 to 15, Block 28, would be weorth a
cool thousand each in a year.”’

*4Did 1¥"’

«“I only wish to say—and I will
speak plainly—that you are a shark.’’

“In other words—?’’ inquired Mr.
Paxter, tapping on his desk idly.

‘T want you to return my money.’’

I think you said Lots 9 to 15,
Block 28°?”’

(‘Yes.7)

“Mr. Romford,’”’ said Mr. Paxter,
““them lots is going to sell the quick-
est and at the biggest profit.”’

““That, sir, is pure bunk. My opin-
ion is that Mount Floradora Heights

2
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“‘Tuxadora,”’” Mr. Paxter corrected
him mildly.

““—Is a big swindle.”’

“Look here, Mr. Romford, I don’t
like this bad feelin’ with a client. I’ve
got my reputation, 's much as any-
one, and I don’t sit here to be—to be
—+to be abused. So please don’t let
there be any more misunderstandin’.
Your land may look to you, who are
not familiar with our great and con-
stantly expandin’ West, a long way
out. But when the John A. Zachary
Transporter Company, of Joyeceville,
Nebraska, locate their Canadian faec-
tory two hundred yards from your
Lot 9, yours and all the others are
out for a rise.”’

““Why didn’t you hold it yourself,
then ¢’

““Hold it myself? Do you think
I am a rich man, Mr. Romford ?’’ The
pathos in Mr. Paxter’s voice was in-
tense. ‘‘You look at my office, and
think I am made of money, perhaps.
It’s part of the trade. A real estate
man has to keep up appearances,
though he ain’t got a cent in real busi-
ness—just like a lawyer or a doctor.
Why, the very date pad is being
bought on instalments,”” concluded
Mr, ‘Paxter dolefully.

““You are not going to return my
fifteen hundred ?”’ said Romford, ris-
ing.

“I don’t think, Mr. Romford, that
on more mature consideration you
would want me to.”’

“I shall go round to a solicitor,
then—and right now!”’ No effect.
“I’ll expose you, you old humbug!”’
The door banged. Mr, Paxter, in some
relief, pressed the button for his
stenographer; then the outer door re-
opened, and Mr. Romford’s head sud-
denly re-appeared round it. ‘‘A soli-
citor, you thief!’’ snapper Romford,
and as suddenly withdrew his head.

‘““Take a letter to—'’ began Mr.
Paxter, in great mildness of spirit, to
his stenographer.

““Swindler!’’ said Mr. Romford,
looking round the door again.

¢ ‘Dear Sir: We are in receipt of
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your esteemed favour—’’’
Mr. Paxter.

““Solicitor!’’ shrieked Romford.

£ ‘Of sixth instant’—aw, get there,
you!”’

But the Ontarian had finally de-
parted, and Mr. Paxter was left in
peace. By the late mail he received a
letter from his wife that she would
be home Friday. This was Tuesday.
When the office closed, he dropped in-
to his favourite bar, as was his ami-
able custom, for a cocktail.

Kendrick Evans was there. Paxter
disliked Kendrick Evans, who was his
only serious rival for the ‘‘the’’ rank.
Kendrick Evans was telling a story.

““He was clingin’ to it—positively
clingin’. Quite pathetic, Hallo, Pax.
Have one on me.”’

Their business rivalry did not ex.
tend this far. ‘‘Thanks, Ken., make
it a bronze.”’

‘“Two bronzes, chum,”’ said Kend-
rick Evans to the knight of the white
apron. Then, resuming his story, he
went on: ‘‘Yes, clingin’ to it.”’

‘“Who was clinging to what?”’ in.
quired Mr. Paxter.

““Gee, must I go over the speil
again?’’

“If it’s worth hearing.”’

o § T Kl

“If you don’t mind, then.”’

‘““Well, there was some sort of a
dago down in the East End—forget
his name—put in a lot of effects to
raise money—just junk, of course
Except one thing, And that—pardon,
do you know Mr. Romford?”’

““Mr. Romford is a business ge.
quaintance,”” said Paxter, beaming on
the man from Ontario, who was glow-
ering into a G. and W. and ginger-
ale.

““As I was sayin’, it was all junk
except one thing. That was a pie-
ture.””

““That all$”

““All? Listen here. He took it to
the junk store man, an’ just as the
junker had his hands on it, he dreyw
back. ‘Hallo,” says the junkey
‘changed your mind?’ ‘Me no sell,;

dictated
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says dago. ‘Whaddyer come here
fer?’ says Junker. ‘No sell,” says
dago. A friend of mine—Bud Stev-
ens, you know him, Pax—was in the
store, and he told me about it. He
asked the dago to show him—and you
know Bud thinks he’s some cheese on
pictures, huh?”’

‘*He has that idea,”’ Mr. Paxter
allowed. Bud Stevens was a lesser
light, and not to be grudged praise.

““An’ Bud says it was a real old
masterpiece.’’

““That all?”’

““So he told the dago to take the
picture to auction.”

“ And—1?"’

“Well, if it’s really what he says,
it’s little old pieture for mine.”’

““I must look at it myself,”” said
Romford, in a depressing voice.

Now Mr. Paxter’s sentiments were
mingled. As has been remarked, he
knew nothing of art, but then, he re-
flected, neither did Pierpont Morgan.
If it had been Pierpont Morgan’s
hobby to collect old masters, why
should it not be his, J. Henry Pax-
ter’s? And here was Kendrick Evans
claiming to be going to possess it!

““What’s it a picture of?”’ he de-
manded.

‘“Some ancient dope—Venus, or
something. Here’s Bud.”” Mr. Stev-
ens had sauntered in. Say, Bud, what
is that blamed picture called?”’

‘¢ “The Venus of the Urn,’ by Mich-
ael Angelo,”” Bud replied.

““Oh!”’ grunted Mr. Paxter. The
title did not sound promising; he had
hoped it would be ‘‘Sunrise in Swit-
zerland”’ or ‘“‘Father’s Coming,’’ be-
cause either of these, he knew, would
please his wife.

““It’s a beaut,”” said Bud. ‘‘Recog-
nized it from the newspaper pictures.
Stolen from a church in Italy.”’

“(Gen-u-ine?”’

““You betcher.”’

“What’s it worth?”’

Bud drew the little knot of men to-
gether, and said, very solemnly and
goftly: ““Two hundred thousand—to
the Ttalian Government.”’
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‘““Whew!”’ eried Mr. Paxter.

““But, of course, you would never
pay that. Might clinch for two hun-
dred.”’

““T'wo hundred’s a lot for a picture,
anyway.’’

““Not for a genuine Michael Angelo,
you bonehead.”’

J. Henry thought a little while, and
then inquired, ‘‘ And where does this
dago live?’’

“Don’t know.”’

“Say, Pax,”’ objected Kendrick
Evans, ‘‘cut that out, y ’know—going
to buy it privately. Come down with
the rest of us to-morrow afternoon,
to the auction. Have another?”’

““Guess I'll be there,”” Mr. Paxter
remarked. ‘‘No, no more for me.
Guess I'll be there, surely.”’

‘“And keep your claws off that
durned picture!’’ he added mentally.
Honest, he didn’t want any Venus of
any Urn for himself, but Kendrick
Evans wasn’t going to have it if he
could help.

Possibly the Aeme Auetion Empor-
ium has scarcely contained, at any
one time, so distinguished a concourse
as that which gathered the next after-
noon. Paxter was there, of course,
and Kendrick Evans, Bud Stevens,
Shotover (of Shotover and Miller),
Mr. Romford, ex-Alderman Brasted,
and other real estate men to the num-
ber of fully a score. Auctioneer Pea-
body smiled with great inward satis-
faction. Things promised well for
the ‘‘bankrupt stock’’ (a speeial con-
signment from the factory) that day.
But, to his disgust, hardly a soul seem-
ed to care for silver tea services or
diamond rings.

““I have here, gentlemen,’’ he said,
in desperation, ‘‘a most magnificent
and massive—"’

Kendrick Evans, in the front row,
drew him down, and whispered in his
ear.

““Very well,” replied the auction-
eer, brightening. ““Tom, bring on the
Venus.”’

Tom went to the office and stagger-
ed back with a big canvas, unframed,
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about five feet high by four feet wide.

“Turn her round, Tom,”’ com-
manded the auctioneer; and Tom
turned her round, and the room gasp-
ed.

I will not attempt to describe the
‘““Venus of the Urn,”” better known
as the ‘‘Calgary Venus.’’ Suffice it
to say that Michael Angelo must have
painted it for some naughty, naughty
person ’way back in the old master
period. Bud Stevens has since told
me that Salome had nothing on Venus
for—ecall it ventilation; it would, said
Bud, have made a moose blush.

““Somewhat—you know,’”’ suggest-
ed the auctioneer.

“Wouldn’t please my wife,
Mr. Paxter.

‘““Hang it in the den, old man,”’
chortled ex-Alderman Brasted, who
had been president of the Moral Re-
form League. But Mr. Paxter was
somewhat upset by the Venus-ness of
that Venus.

““We have here,”’ said Auctioneer
Peabody, ‘‘a magnificent work of art
of the sixteenth ecentury—the cele-
brated ‘Venus of the Urn,” by Mich-
ael Angelo. It was stolen from a
church in Rome, by someone unknown.
The Italian,”’ (he pronounced it Eye-
talian) ‘‘government has offered, gen-
tlemen, a reward of one million franes
for its return—and no questions ask-
ed—two hundred thousand dollars in
our money, gentlemen.”’

‘“Are you sure,”’ inquired Mr, Pax-
ter, ‘‘that no questions will be ask-
ed?”’

“Yep. This picture is absolutely
priceless. Look at it—what a work
of art, with its wonderful colouring,
its wonderful-—er—’’ He sniggered
a little.  ‘“Ab-so-lutely priceless,
gents. The guy who stole it couldn’t
get rid of it in Italy without getting
pinched, so he traded it with my
client Baptisto Maseagnito, who
brought it to Calgary. What offers,
gents, for the ‘“Venus of the Urn’?”’

There was quite a spell of silence,
and Peabody was about to reiterate
his demand, when a small, still voice

i 34

said
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at the back of the room said, ‘‘ Twen-
ty dollars.”

“Twenty dollars!’’ repeated Pea-
body, more in sorrow than in anger,
“Twenty dollars for a genuine Mich-
ael Angelo!”’

““T'wenty-one,’’ said someone else.

‘““Gentlemen, you astonish me!
Why, twenty-one dollars wouldn’t
buy the canvas, let alone the paint!
Come on, gents—Ilet us have a serious
bid.”’

‘“T'wenty-two.”’

‘“There’s a humourist in the room,’’
said Peabody. ‘‘Such a sum, for a
Venus. Twenty-two dollars wouldn’t
keep her in clothes.”” Whereat ex-
Alderman Brasted laughed. ‘‘Come,””
said Peabody, ‘‘I see my old friend
Brasted offering twenty-five.”’

““Sure thing, boss.”’

““Twenty-six,”’ said the humourist,

““Thirty,”” said Bud Stevens.

‘‘Offered thirty dollars, gents, for
the Venus—the great Calgary Venus.
Any advance on thirty dollars?’’

“‘Forty,”” said Knedrick Evans
quietly.

J. Henry Paxter started, as if bit-
ten by a mosquito. ‘‘Fifty,’’ he eried
instantly.

““Offered fifty.
ing_)’

‘‘Seventy-five,”” said Shotover,

‘““One hundred,”’ said Kendrick
Evans.

‘“‘One hundred and twenty-five,”
said Mr. Paxter, wiping his forehead
with his handkerchief,

Auctioneer Peabody beamed on
them.

““One hundred and twenty-five bid)
Any advance for the Venus?”’

Kendrick Evans immediately offer-
ed one hundred and fifty. Mr. Pax-
ter replied with two hundred. Two
hundred he had fixed as his limit,
but, ah, the well laid schemes of mice
and men! Stevens bid two hundred
and fifty, Evans three hundred—ang
what could ‘‘the’’ real estate man do
but go fifty higher? Before he knew
where he was, he was bidding one
thousand.

Fifty—going—go-
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“‘Careful, careful, Pax.,”’ whisper-

ed ex-Alderman Brasted. ‘‘One thou-
sand cold, hard, solid plunks is a lot
of money. And—your wife.”’

“Twelve hundred and fifty!”’
shrieked Kendrick Evans.

Mr. Paxter paused but a second be-
fore he said, ‘‘Fifteen hundred!”’

Auctioneer Peabody had an uneasy
idea that it was all a dream. Surely
he had read of this kind of thing in
books? But there, undoubtedly, was
the unmistakable figure of Mr. Pax-
ter, and those of Kendrick Evans,
Bud Stevens, and the rest.

“‘Fifteen hundred bid!’’ he screech-
ed, to see if a sereech would wake him
up. ‘‘Fifteen hundred, gents!’”

At the back of the crowd a dirty
but enthusiastic Italian, who had, it
seemed, been there all the time, cheer-
ed. ‘‘’Ear, ’ear!”’

“‘Seventeen, fifty,”” said Kendrick
Evans.

“Two thousand,”’
Stevens.

Did Bud Stevens possess all that
money ? thought Mr. Paxter. Any-
way, he wasn’t going to be beaten by
him, while Kendrick Evans was in
the field. ‘‘Twenty-five hundred!”’
he uttered pompously.

“Twenty-five hundred!’’ cried Pea-
body on high. Such had been the re-
markable events of the last quarter-
hour that he seemed to think this
kind of thing was going on for ever.
“Pwenty-five hundred for the Cal-
gary Venus. What next, gents?”’

But there seemed to be no next, and
Peabody looked round as much as to
say, | am waking up. ‘‘Twenty-five
hundred! Any advance on twenty-
five hundred?”’

Dead silence. Mr. Paxter looked
round a little apprehensively.

“‘(oing, going, at twenty-five hun-
areds oo, Gone!”’

Mr. Paxter seemed to collapse, now
the effort was concluded. ‘‘Mine!”’
he wheezed.

“’Far, ’ear!”’ shouted the Italian,
who did not apparently understand
that it was all over.

snapped Bud

"7
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‘“Yours, Mr. Paxter—and cheap at
the price. Let me congratulate you.
Show him the Venus again, Tom—Iit-
tle gem, ain’t it?”’

“Loor!”’ said someone who had enly
just eome in, and had not seen the
picture before.

“Trifle eold for her, eh, in the win-
ter?’’ said Peabody. ‘‘Never mind,
sir—a great picture, that.”’

‘““What will your wife say, Pax?”’
asked ex-Alderman Brasted, leering
on him. ‘‘Oh, fie, fie!”’

Mr. Paxter smiled, the indulgent
smile of the victor. ‘‘Quit jollyin’,
boys. Anyway, I got it. Beat old
Evans, didn’t 1?’’ He turned to
Kendrick Evans, expecting to find
chagrin depicted on that gentleman’s
face; but to his amazement he found
only a broad grin.

‘‘Beat you, Ken., didn’t 1?’’ he re-
peated, a feeling of foreboding com-
ing over him, in spite of himself. But
Evans only laughed the more. ‘‘Beat
you, you old humbug, I say!”’ But
strange to relate, Bud Stevens, Shot-
over, Brasted, and all the rest, even
that despicable Romford, were all
grinning, too! Kendrick Evans cack-
led out loud.

“You dub!’ he gasped at length.

“You almighty mutt! Why, it’s a
fakel’’

‘‘A fake!”’

“Of course! What the deuce did

you think I wanted it for? Twenty-
five hundred—oh, help!”’

‘““A fake!”’ said Mr. Paxter, still
not comprehending it fully.

‘‘Stung!’’ shouted Stevens. He was
guffawing in a most unseemly way.

“You mean,”” demanded Mr. Pax-
ter, ‘‘that it’s a plant — that you
bunch ran up the bidding to make
me buy a fake?’’

““Right first guess, Unecle Maw-
russ,”” spluttered Bud Stevens. Even
Auctioneer Peabody was grinning
now,

“Here’s the man!”’ said Kendrick
Evans, pushing forward the dirty
Italian, who was, it seems, Baptisto
Mascagnito. ‘‘Tell him, Bap.”’




336

‘I paint it,”’ explained the dago.

“I paint. I vair good paintairr. I
dam good paintairr. 1 son of a gun
—yes, no?’’

‘“Oh, dear,”’ said Brasted, ‘‘what
will your wife say?’’

‘““Twenty-five hundred! Two thou-
sand five hundred! Say, Pax., but
you're stung!’’ cried Shotover,

“You set of swindlers!’”’ Mr. Pax-
ter rejoined. ‘‘A fake!’’

‘““What about Mount Floradora
Heights?’’ demanded a voice, where-
at all laughed again. Mr. Paxter did
not recognize the voice as Romford’s.

‘“As it is a plant,”’ he said, with
great dignity, ‘I shall, of course, re-
fuse to pay for it.”” (Auctioneer Pea-
body’s smile vanished instantly).
““Yes, refuse to pay!”’ repeated the
indignant purchaser. He pushed his
way through the erowd, and, standing
by the door, added: ‘“Put that in
your pipes—and smoke it!’’

Caveat emptor, says the Latin pro-
verb—Ilet the purchaser beware! Mr.
Paxter walked away in the highest
anger. Yes, he would refuse to pay,
and they could go to law about it!
They and their Venuses! Venus be
hanged! Yes, he would refuse to pay,
and Kendrick Evans and his crew
could go to pot.

But he reckoned without his host—
or rather, his friends. When he reach-
ed home—after a spell during which,
believe me, his clerks felt the influence
of Miss Venus—and, dragging out a
chair on the porch, began to review
the day’s catastrophe in a dispassion-
ate way, a big wagon drove up. Pax-
ter knew it was going to stop at his
gate before it actually did.

““Go away!” he shouted.

‘“Picture, name Paxter.
here.”’

““Don’t want it!”’

‘“ Are you Paxter?”’

““Yes—no, I’'m the caretaker. Pax-
ter’s away.’’

““Y? kin sign for it, can’t you?’’

“Can’t sign for anythin’ without
orders.”’

“It’s a picture,’’ said the man.

Sign
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‘““Really ? Take it away, like a good
feller.”’

‘““Where 'm I to take it, anyway 1’

‘“Keep it yourself.”’

‘‘Gee, I’'m a married man, with two
kids.”’

‘“Well, sell it, then.’’

‘““And get pinched by the Reform
League? Not for mine.”’

Mr, Paxter sighed desperately., He
understood that Kendrick Evans, in
a refinement of cruelty, had forward-
ed the picture without wrapping it
up.

‘“It’s yours, ain’t it?’’ persisted
the expressman.

““Yes—no, it’s Mr. Paxter’s—no, it
st

“Why won’t you take it, then?”’

““Don’t want it. Look here—take
it away—burn it, whatever you like,
but take it away. Say, could you use
a ten-spot, right now?’’

““‘Sure.”’

““Then hike off with that blamed
Venus.”’

“It’s Venus they call the dame?
Dunno what I'll do with it, but—ecome
on, gimme the bill.”’

Greatly cheered, Mr. Paxter handed
the man a ten-dollar bill, and, with
marvellous gratification, saw him
drive away. He was saved.

But was he? That was the haras-
sing thought. Was the Venus gone,
or would she turn up elsewhere? Pos-
sibly the expressman would lose his
Jjob, because Mr. Paxter had forgot-
ten to sign; but that was nothing. The
thing was—would the Venus reap-
pear? A troubled night was Mr. Pax.
ter’s.

Sure enough, Miss Venus did reap-
pear. When Mr. Paxter sat in hig
inner room next morning, a boy lurch-
ed in, and said, ‘‘Picture for you.”’

““Get out!”” roared Mr. Paxter., The
boy got out quickly. Mr. Paxter push-
ed his button, and the boy came in
again.

‘““Where’s that picture?’’

““Gone,” said the boy. Mr. Paxter
smiled on him. But twenty minuteg
later the boy lurched in onee more,
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““Picture come back,”” he said.

““Where!’’

‘“‘Here.”’

“Well 2’

“‘Guy said he wasn’t goin’ to be
flamdoodled. Orders was to leave it,
and if it was refused again he’d
make trouble.”’

“Well 2’ said Mr. Paxter.

““So I signed for it.”’

“Jimmy,”’ said Mr. Paxter, ‘‘you’re
fired.”’

Jimmy turned on his heel. ‘‘All
right,”” he replied, and was gone.
Five minutes afterwards Mr. Paxter
rang again,

““Where’s Jimmy ?’’

““Just left.”’

“‘Chase after him and bring him
back.”’

In a few minutes the unrepentant
Jimmy stood before him.

“Jimmy,”’ said his boss kindly,
““you needn’t go. . Say, would
you like the picture for yourself?”’

“Whaddud I do wiv it, anyway?”’

‘“Why, you fool, hang it up.”’

“No,”’ said Jimmy, ‘‘maw wouldn’t
let me.”’

““Jimmy,’’ said Mr. Paxter, you ean
stay fired.”” He sat for several
minutes after Jimmy’s final exit;
then, in a spasm of fear, he darted in-
to the outer office. All his clerks
plunged into work immediately, but
Mr. Paxter heeded them not.  There,
in the corner, by the door, was the
picture, still unwrapped, and Jimmy,
in a flash of inspiration, had turned
its incriminating face to the wall!

It was a hot morning, and the
picture, as well as being heavy, was
large and awkward. Nevertheless,
and despite the fact that he had
fourteen clerks, Mr, Paxter ecaught
hold of it and lifted it.

““(an I help you, Mr. Paxter?’’ in-
quired one clerk.

¢ No!”’ shouted his irate boss,
throngh whose mind flitted the con-
vietion that perhaps Jimmy had intro-
duced the staff to Venus before re-
versing her. The clerk hung back,
surprised. Mr, Paxter struggled alone
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with Venus. His way led past the
young stenographer’s desk, and at one
moment he had a scare that she would
rise to let him go by, as he carefully
carried the picture with his back to
her. But at last the hated thing was
safely in his room, where he swore at
it something fearful.

Strange, the number of visitors Mr.
Paxter had that morning! Not only
Kendrick Evans, Shotover, Brasted,
Stevens, and many others, who came
in on the most transparent excuses,
but also unexpected ones, all of whom
glanced pointedly at the unusual
spectacle, a picture with its face to
the wall in a real estate agent’s room.
Finally Mr. Paxter hung a big blue
print over it.

Instead of going to lunch at 12.30,
as usual, he waited until one o’clock,
when he knew that all but two of his
staff would be out. He telephoned for
a wagon, and, having wrapped the
Venus, carried her out himself and
instruected the driver to take the par-
cel to the railway station, and leave
it in the parcels office till called for.
As he went to lunch, immediately
afterwards, he passed XKendrick
Evans, who laughed in his face.

The adventures of the Calgary
Venus (accelerated, no doubt, by
Messrs. Evans et al) were exceedingly
rapid thereafter. Instead of leaving
her at the station, the driver—insti-
gated, possibly, by Evans—took it to
Mr. Paxter’s house. Mr. Paxter’s
servant telephoned her master to
know if she should aceept it, and be-
ing told ‘‘no,’”’ back came the picture
to the MeSporran Bloek, whenee it
was re-directed to the Aecme Auction
Emporium, Mr. Peabody deemed it
desirable to return it to its owner, who
then gave it in sucecession to his chief
clerk, a Presbyterian minister, and an
insurance agent, all of whom, when
they saw it, refused it indignantly,
the insurance agent especially. At
5.27.it was still in Mr, Paxter’s office,
re-hidden under a blue print (for the
brown paper had given out long
since), and at 5.30 Mr, Paxter went
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out to dinner. At 7.30 he came back,
let himself in with his private key,
and carried the Venus out to a wait-
ing motor car. At 7.49 he had, spurn-
ing the good offices of his servant,
struggled under its weight and de-
posited it in his garage.

Mr. Paxter had, to speak the truth,
accepted the inevitable. It seemed im-
possible that he should ever lose his
‘“Michael Angelo,”” and he had con-
cocted the hideous idea of burning it!
But, just as he was ready, he saw he
could not do so without probably
burning down his new garage. Like-
wise it was too big to poke into the
furnace, and his only open grate—in
the swell drawing-room—was not in
running order., What was he to do—
burn it in the garden? Hardly, on
Thirteenth Avenue West. Mr. Paxter
was in a dilemma until an entirely
original and striking solution oceurr-
ed to him—he would bury it !

He went so far as to get a spade,
when he remembered the impossibility
of interring anything in his back gar-
den without incurring a great deal of
most undesirable publicity. He must
go farther afield—farther afield to
regions unseanned by human eye.
And which particular region would—
why, in a flash, he remembered Mount
Tuxadora Heights!

It was the work of only five minutes
to call in next door and borrow a
wheelbarrow—for he could not drive
his new automobile himself. On the
wheelbarrow, he loaded his dreadful
burden, securely swathed. The shades
of night had fallen fast; his servant
was entertaining her ‘‘steady’’ in the
kitchen; and he slipped off unob-
served.

Possibly if some of us could have
seen him that night, we might have
voted for him in greater numbers in
his recent unsueceessful attempt to run
for alderman, for we should have
recognised him as a man who could
put his back into a task! From his
house to Mount Tuxadora Heights
it is four and three quarter miles as
the crow flies. Mr. Paxter weighed
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two hundred and one pounds when he
started. When he reached the last
house he had reduced it to one hun-
dred and ninety three; when he paus-
ed at the end of the projected green-
and-white car-line, it had receded to
about one hundred and eighty-eight.
Any other man would have stayed
right there, and buried the Venus
near the projected loop ; but Mr, Pax.-
ter was going the whole hog. He
went on. By the light of the moon he
read his own signboard in the dis.
tance, and very soon he stood on
Mount Tuxadora Heights.

‘“Now you—!"" cried Mr, Paxter,
using a horrible word. The last spurt
had winded him badly, but he still
had breath for the imprecation—*Ipn
you go!”’

Very methodically he measured out
a space six feet by four. Twelve inches
would be deep enough to dig.

‘“Take your last look on the dear
departed!”’ eried Mr. Paxter to the
gophers. He turned the first sod.

As he did so someone touched him
on the back.

‘““Help!’’ he shrieked.

- But it was only Kendrick Evans
who, with Mr. Romford of Ontario,
had stalked him all the way. :

‘“Damn you both!”’ snarled Paxter,

Mr. Evans smiled amiably.

““Before you commit the dear de-
parted to the vasty deep,’’ he remark.
ed, “and before its—er——corruptible
shall put on the—er—incorruptible—
can’t we help?”’

‘““Damn you!” said Paxter again,
“You fixed this plant on me, Ken,
and I’'m storin’ up something for vou’
as it'is.”” :

““You fixed a plant on Romforq
h}(:re.’ Dust to dust, fake to fake
eh?’

‘“‘So that’s why?’’

‘“Of course. Billy Romford is my
brother-in-law—didn’t know that
did you? See here, Pax., we don’é
want to be hard on you. You plant-
ed some especially bad real estate on
Billy—well, give him back his fifteen
hundred dollars.”’
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‘“What’s that I hear?’’ said Paxter.

‘“Just fifteen hundred dollars. And
two hundred to Paptisto What’s-His-
Name—he deserves something. Seven-
teen hundered altogether—and cheap
at the price.”’

“You’rs mad, Ken.,”’ said Paxter,
making as if to resume his digging.
But Kendrick Evans caught him by
the arm.

““It’s your last chance.”’

*“And if I refuse?”’

““Listen. I rigged up this plant to
get even with you, but none of the
boys know why. They thought it was
just a joke. I can easily shut their
mouths, Pax., with a few drinks, and
no one will be any the wiser. But
it’s the women, Pax., the women.”’

““The women?”’

“Yes. 1 shall tell my wife, as a
strict seeret. She’ll tell her sister-in-
law, and she’ll tell Mrs. Someone-Else,
and so on all the giddy-go-round.
Nice tittle-tattle for Mrs. Paxter to
hear at a pink tea—what?’’

“You’re trying to blackmail me,
Ken.”’

‘“Gee, you’ll have a time. They’ll
hear in Edmonton, In Red Deer, in
Ponoka! Some newspaper guy will
publish it, and then all the exchange
editors will lift it.”’ Kendrick Evans

?
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was thoroughly enjoying himself!
‘It will provide amusement for Mon-
treal, for Toronto, for Halifax. The
toilin’ masses of South Dakota will
read it and snigger—the employees of
the John A. Zachary Transporter
Company at dJoyceville, Nebraska,
will devour it with their meals! The
comic papers in Australia will have
it in full, Pax. The natives of the
South Sea Islands will read it when
the steamer leaves the next mission-
ary. D’you get me, Pax.?”’

Mr. Paxter grunted—it may have

been a sigh. ‘‘All right,”’ he said.
“Want a pen?’” inquired Mr.
Evans, :

‘“‘Got my fountain pen,’’ Mr. Pax-
ter replied, with a ghastly smile. With
faltering fingers he wrote out, by the
light of the moon, an I. O. U, to K.
Evans for the sum of seventeen hun-
dred dollars.

‘““‘Leave it here for to-night,”’ said
Mr. Evans kindly, placing the I. O.
U. in his wallet. ‘‘I’ll see it gets side-
tracked somewhere.’’

Mr. Romford, who had witnessed
the signature in silence, now struck in.
‘““There’s one thing I notice,”’ he said,
‘“‘and that is, as a cemetery for your
Venus, you seem to have selected Lot
9, Block 28!"’




A BREEZE FROM BEYOND
BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF “THE HOUSE OF WINDOWS"

ARTIN TELFAIR closed the
M door of his father’s house be-
" hind him and leaned against
it, drawing a long breath. The light,
the sweet air surprised him. He had
forgotten that it was June.

It was very early. Bilberry Street,
reminiscent only in name of an Ar-
cadian past, seemed strangely un-
familiar. There was no one in sight,
not a policeman, not a prowling cat.
The rows of blinded houses stretched
mysteriously into silence and empti-
ness. Was every morning like this?
What happened to the world over-
night ¢

Another deep breath, and the young
man straightened himself and ran
down the steps. Now was not the
time for questioning the universe. He
was in a hurry. His errand, he knew,
was in the nature of a race. He might
return to the gloomy house in time—
and he might not. His adversary was
swift, and already, behind the closed
door, the wind of his coming was in
the air.

‘‘Shouldn’t wonder if the old chap
pulled out while I’m away,’” thought
Martin, hurrying along. The refiec-
tion did not pain him, but caused
rather a perplexed surprise that any-
one so forehanded as his father should
have run this thing so close. Perhaps
the old man was not so near death as
they had imagined. A rather grim
smile flitted across his lips as he paid
tribute to his father’s fighting quali-
ties, and his pace slackened. If the
papers for which he sent were really
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important and if old Robert Telfair
wanted them badly enough it seemed
quite likely to Martin Telfair, his son,
that death would have to wait until
he got them.

He recalled the look upon the old
man’s face as he whispered the few
curt directions which accompanied
his halting command to fetch the pa-
pers. It was not a dying look, al-
though he was undoubtedly dying;
it held purpose in it, strength and g
desire which might be trusted to hold
death at bay until it was satisfied,
Martin had hastened to obey as he
was not accustomed to hasten. He
had not paused even to wonder why
he and not Basil had been chosen as
messenger. But the wonder awoke
now. Basil had been there, waiting,
Could the filming eye that had once
been so coldly keen have mistaken the
faces? Could the weakening brain
have juggled with their names? He
had said “‘Martin’’ clearly enough.
Perhaps his memory was going, and
as memory always frays first at the
nearer end it was quite possible that
Robert Telfair had forgotten that for
fifteen years his eldest son’s name had
never been spoken by him save in
formal necessity.

Any one of these explanations was
possible, but Martin shook his heag
at them all. There had been depth
and meaning in the eyes which had
beckoned him from beside his bro-
ther. There had been a crafty smile
on the thin lips which was not the
smile of senility. Even in death it
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was hard to imagine Robert Telfair
at the merey of anything save his
own distinet purpose. Yet if purpose
he had, what was it?

The conventional answer might be
that old Robert had softened, that he
had perhaps experienced a change of
heart, that on his deathbed he had
repented of his hardness to his elder
son and had sent him on this mission
(important or trifling) as a sign and
seal of restored confidence.

Martin laughed aloud as this ex-
planation formulated itself. Applied
to Robert Telfair it seemed quite
funny. The son knew well how in-
grained was the father’s stubborn-
ness, how impregnable his self-belief.
Having once become convinced that
he had done right, repentence, as of
possible wrong, was impossible. Could
death, which changes so many things,
change the very nature of the man!?
Martin thought not.

‘What did the purpose matter after
all? His busy brain ceased to look
for it, losing itself in bitter mem-
ories. Hatred, which he had thought
safely buried under indifference, stir-
red and began to speak. It babbled
endless memories of those fifteen
years through which he had been par-
jah—mnot to the world, indeed, but to
that hard old man on whose errand
he was hurrying. It had been in that
room where he now lay dying that
Robert Telfair had ‘‘found out’’ his
son Martin. ‘‘Found out’’—horrible
phrase! There had been no scene. A
scene would have been too human; a
seene might have contained elements
of hope. Had old Mr. Telfair raged
or denounced or threatened, his son’s
soul might have lived through the
ordeal. But he had done none of these
things. He had looked the boy in the
eyes and turned away.

And he had never turned back.

From that day Martin the idol had
become Martin the pariah. It had
been rather a small affair—a question
of honesty. But it happened unfor-
tunately for Martin that honesty was
the Telfair family god. ‘‘Be hon-
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est’’ composed the Telfair decalogue,
and the Telfair prayer was a heart-
felt rendering of, ‘‘Lord, we thank
Thee that we are more honest than
other men.’’

So, you see, Martin’s lapse had been
nothing less than a catastrophe. It
had been the sin of the High Priest,
for Martin was the first-born and the
hope of the house. There was Basil,
of course. But Basil—was Basil. As
a second son he was very well in his
way, but he had no shining qualities,
He did not show off well. He lacked
the Telfair nose. His mouth was
wide and plebeian; his eyes blue and
girlish—not office eyes, not business
eyes, by any stretch of the ima-
gination, Furthermore, he had no
ambitions. He «lid not want his bro-
ther’s birthright; he had no desire
to be a high priest; he shrank visibly
from being a pride and hope. But
what else was there for it? Basil was
honest. IHe was as honest as the day
—honester, since there have been
known days which have neglected to
fulfil their promises. His brother’s
place he must take, willy-nilly.

‘‘Beastly shame!’’ growled Basil,
and ‘‘beastly tyrant,”’ he directed to-
ward his respected parent. But with
it all there was something in his clear
gaze when he had looked at Martin,
which had never been there before.
It was wonderment; for Basil was
quite terribly honest and could not
understand—

Because of this wonder Martin, who
was not blind, hated Basil forthwith,
He was hating him now as he hur-
ried along, hating him for his kindly,
rather stupid ways, for his firm de-
termination always to act as if there
were no great gulf fixed. Basil had
always been so beastly decent! He
tried, he was always trying, to patch
things up. He was pitifully afraid
that.Martin might suspeet him of
pla}fm_g Jacob. One of his great
anxileties was lest his father should
cut .Martin out of his will. His very
anxiety showed that he thought this
possible, an attitude which awoke a
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controlled fury in the elder brother.

The estrangement of father and
son had never been advertised. The
world knew nothing of it. Pride had
dictated this, pride and the reverence
for the honour of the Telfair god. To
all outward appearance the elder son
was an honoured person in his fa-
ther’s house. When, the time had
come for him to set himself up in
business he had lacked none of the
usual advantages and if there were
a few who wondered why young Mar-
tin Telfair did not enter the firm of
Telfair, it was a passing wonder.
These old-fashioned firms are a back
number anyhow! No one, save Mar-
tin, knew that the partnership had
not been offered him.

Those years, Martin’s bitter mem-
ories told him had been rather hor-
rible. At first he could not believe
that he was really an outeast. At
first he had hoped. Then the know-
ledge had begun to eat its way in,
spoiling and corrupting. His mother
had died when he needed her most ;
her death, hastened no doubt by her
constant and futile efforts to reconeile
the father and son. Cecille Telfair,
being only a Telfair by marriage, had
wept over the boy’s fall from grace,
but had been quite ready to forgive
and forget before her tears were dry.
The cold rancour of her husband’s
exactitude she shuddered at; what-
ever love she may once have felt
for him died in its bitter shadow.
Then, as she was gentle and eould not
live with hatred, she, too, died, and
at her death Martin, with a great
bitterness, masked by indifference, ac-
cepted the breach as final and went
his own way,

Now the end had come. Martin
knew that he would feel nothing but
relief when it was all over. Absurd
as it might seem, he still, after fifteen
years, hated to come into his father’s
presence. Time had brought to him
an armour of hard indifference, but
he had only to look into his father’s
cold gray eye to burn once more with
bitter rage.  With the old man dead
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the world would be a sweeter place
to live in.

There were other considerations, too
—money, for one. Trade had been in
a panic of late, but a share of the
Telfair fortune would put him beyond
the reach of that sort of worry. Basil
would get half, of course, but the old
man could scarcely give him more
without causing that storm of scandal
which all these fifteen years he had
laboured to avoid.

Martin smiled a somewhat ugly
smile as he thought of the foundation
upon which his hopes of inheritance
were based. ‘‘He’d leave me without
a cent if it weren’t for the look of
the thing,”” he mused. ‘‘Basil would
get it all only that the ‘‘dear public’’
would insist upon knowing why.”’

He had almost reached the offices
now, and his thought shifted again to
the query concerning his errand. The
few words which his father, always
sparing of words, had considered ne.
cessary, contained small information.
He was to feteh as quickly as possible
two blue envelopes contained in the
private box marked ‘‘T’’ in the office
vault. The envelopes were precisely
similar save that one was marked in
the left-hand corner with a small red
cross. He had the key of the box in
his pocket, and in his pocket also was
a slip of paper containing the vault’s
combination. Old Robert changed the
combination frequently, for in an of.
fice it is necessary to employ clerks,
and for such an honest man he had
a very poor opinion of honesty in
others. Young Martin fingered the
open sesame in his pocket, set his
lips grimly. There had been a time
when even so slight a trust would
have lifted him out of the Pit of de-
sp]air—now it meant just nothing at
all.

The old-fashioned building whepa
his father still kept his offices boasted
no night-service elevator, so Martin
attacked the echoing stairs on the run,
He knew his way well. These were
the offices which had been familiar to
him in the old days when he was still
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Martin the idol. They had faced the
street on the third floor—large, some-
what gloomy rooms, with narrow win-
dows, but clear and prim and very
commonplace. Not at all the kind of
offices where one would expect a
young fellow to lose his soul. Martin
turned a little white as he fitted the
key in the door. He tried hard to
feel nothing save contemptuous pity
for that young fellow. He had been
rather a duffer, poor chap, took things
seriously and all that! As the door
opened the familiar, dry-leather smell
of the office caught him by the throat.
Was it really fifteen years since he
had worked there? That had been
his desk over there by the window;
next to him had sat Billy Stibbings,
the clerk who ate peanuts (Martin re-
membered how their faint odour had
mingled with the dry-leather smell)
and talked continuallyy about some
girl designated as ‘‘my little friend.”’
What a figure of fun Billy had been!
. . . In the far wall was the glass
door marked with its big, blank ‘‘Pri-
vate.”” Behind this had been his fa-
ther’s desk and another, smaller, desk
intended for the Telfair hope and
pride when he should have graduated
from the outer office. Martin won-
dered idly if Basil used that desk
now? He crossed over and peeped
through a hole in the frosting to see
—yes, it was the same desk.

But this was not getting on with
his errand! The door of the old-fash-
joned vault opened easily, and the
finding of the private box was the
work of a moment, It lay in its same
place placidly unrecking of years and
changes. There were not many pa-
pers in it. The two blue envelopes
Jay on the top. Martin picked them
out hastily, so hastily that the nemesis
which attends haste tipped the box
out of its niteh and sent its contents
scattering upon the floor. With an
exclamation of annoyance Martin re-
placed the papers by the simple
method of throwing them back, and
again nemesis halted him by wedging
a packet which was stiffer than the
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others crosswise so that it had to be
taken out and put back properly. It
was a photograph, an old-fashioned
print of a laughing, frank-eyed boy
with the Telfair nose. Martin’s cyn-
ical smile flickered as he recognized
it; then mechanically he turned it
over as if to shut out the clear gaze
of his one-time self. On the back of
the card there was a line or two of
writing in his father’s small, precise
hand. The light from the vault door
fell upon it and he read:

““Martin Fillmore Telfair.

The date of his birth and the date
of his disgrace! Martin turned a
grayish white, and the photograph
slipped from his fingers. Even a thor-
oughly callous and indifferent man is
shocked a bit by the sight of his own
tombstone !

He relocked the box, relocked the
vault, relocked the office, and with
every key that he turned he locked
his unusual emotion more securely 1u-
to the depths whence it had come. By
the time he reached the clear light
of the corridor window he was ready
to inspect the envelopes he-carried,
with no trace of feeling whatever. It
was evident that he had made no mis-
take in the papers. He held in his
hand the plain blue envelope and the
blue envelope with the ecross in the
corner. There was writing on both
of them. On the plain one:

““‘Last Will and Testament of Robert
Telfair.’’

1875—1895.7”

On the other:

‘‘Last Will and Testament of Robert
Telfair.”’

‘Was he seeing double? What was
the meaning of this absurdity? How
could there be two last wills? Martin
was conscious of a distinet shock. He
forgot his haste, forgot that death is
arbitrary and will not wait. Tere
was something which it seemed im-
perative that he should understand.
The envelopes stared at him, common-
place, unilluminating. It was possible,




344

of course, that they were as common-
place as they looked. One might be
simply a duplicate of the other. But
if a duplicate, why the precise com-
mand to fetch both packets? Why the
cross on the corner? And why the
dying man’s desire for haste?

Martin’s  shoek-stimulated brain
raced rapidly to the other possibility.
What if the wills were not the same?
What if the old man, unable to de-
cide, had made two wills, intending
to destroy one later when his course
became clear? Suppose he was lying
there at home now with a mind ir-
revocably made up—waiting!

Somehow it had never entered into
Martin’s calculations that his father
might disinherit him. The cleavage
between them had been a cleavage of
the soul. Money had not entered in-
to it. In the outward aspect of things
it did not exist. Was it possible that
death would prove less reticent than
life had been? He knew, with the
sure knowledge of instinet, that his
father’s bitterness toward him had
grown with the years, but he had
trusted to the unbending Telfair pride
to protect him from tangible injury.
Supposing he had trusted too far!
Supposing—he thought of the two
dates upon the back of the photograph
and his mouth hardened.

Basil’s anxiety about the will seem-
ed suddenly to take on new signi-
ficance. Perhaps Basil had not been
unnecessarily disturbed after all. Per-
haps, he being daily with his father,
had seen something or heard some-
thing which gave good foundation for
his fear,

‘What if the old man really intended
to make Basil his sole heir?

For the first time a possible solution
of the problem of why he had been
chosen to fetch the envelopes flashed
upon him. A far-off recollection stir-
red. He remembered how the indig-
nity of his childish punishments had
been made more unendurable by his
being sent to fetch the cane himself.
A slow flush stained his cheeks at the

memory.
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Then standing close to the clear
light of the window he deliberately
examined the seals of the envelopes.
They had been fastened with nothing
save the ordinary glue on the flaps,
and that had not been of the best. A
moment’s manipulation with skilful
fingers and a lead pencil, and the en-
velopes were open. Martin drew out
their contents, his fingers shaking ever
so little. Then once more the dull red
flooded his face. The packets were
each enclosed in a second envelope
taped and sealed with the firm’s seal!
It seemed to him that from the sil.
ence of the deserted offices he could
hear his father’s rare, grim laugh.

With a feeling of suffocation he
threw up the window. It was all a
huge joke then! His father had eal.
culated that he would do exactly as
he had done. The sealed packets were
at once comment and condemnation.
A burning flame of shame and hatred
burst through the smouldering indif.
ference of years. Fierce tears started
to his eyes and then—something
strange happened.

A little, morning breeze blew in at
the window and with it came a per-
fume, faint, elusive. He would not
have recognized it save that with it
there came, for apparently no reason
at all, the vision of an open drawer
with piles of delicate lace-edged hand-
kerchiefs. He saw himself, a little
boy, holding out his own grubby
‘““hanky’’ in confident appeal for ex.
change ‘‘because they smelled S0
nice.”” He heard his mother’s soft
gay laugh—felt his face smothered in
warm lace where lingered the same
delectable smell. A kiss fell on his
forehead—‘‘Mother!”’

It had all been so real that when
it passed he leaned against the win-
dow frame, faint, bewildered, like g
man who had survived a miracle. The
envelopes and the papers lay on the
floor where the intruding breeze had
blown them. They rustled faintly in
the quiet of the hall. Martin stopped
unsteadily and gathered them up.
Without another glance he replaced
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them in the envelopes and left the
building. All the way home he
thought of them not at all. His pain-
ful interest in their contents was
gone. Gone, too, was all that flaming
rage of hate. He felt incredibly young
and happy and confident. For, of
course, if she knew, if she—if, in fact,
she were still loving him, believing in
him, life was a very different thing.
It did not occur to him to question
the reality of his experience. It is
only those who never have experiences
who question their reality.

In Bilberry Street the lemon-colour-
ed light had turned to bright yellow.
It was going to be a hot day. Martin
paused to wipe the beads of haste
from his forehead before he ran up
the stone steps. But inside the house
it was deathly chill, and dark.” Mar-
tain felt rather than saw the old but-
ler standing in the gloom of the stair-
case,

**Well, Benson?”’

‘““He’s waiting for you, sir.”’

Martin hurried up the stairs. In
the sick man’s room a small fire was
burning, but the chill was there
erowding out its warmth.

““1 have brought the papers,”’ he
said briefly, and, going over, he plac-
ed them in his father’s hands.

The dying man roused himself,
signing for the stimulant which Basil
anxiously administered. For a mo-
ment he lay silent, eollecting his small
strength, then his eyes opened full
upon his elder son. In their hard
malice there was a twinkle of hate-
ful understanding.

““You opened the envelopes, eh?’’

‘“Yes,”’ said Martin.

The dying man gave a ecroak of
mirth.

““Too bad, too bad!
mueh good, did it?"’

““No,’’ said Martin.

“‘Father!’”’ began Basil in distress,
but the old man warned him to be sil-

nt.

: ““Your mother,”” he went on, still
smiling his ugly smile at Martin,
““didn’t know a rogue when she saw

It didn’t do
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one. She said you were honest. She
said all you needed was a second
chance—she was soft, soft.’’

He swallowed some more stimulant
with difficulty and continued with
longer pauses between the words.

‘I promised her you'd have it. I
always keep my promises. Here are
the wills. The one I made and the
other one—the one she wanted me to
make. She wanted you to have your
share—all of it—every penny. The
will that gives it to you is in the en-
velope with the red cross on the cor-
ner. The other leaves you nothing—
not a cent—d'y understand?”’

Martin nodded.

The malignaney of the old man’s
gaze flamed.

“I said I'd give you a second
chance. Burn the will with the red
cross in the cormer! She said you
were honest—prove it!”’

The glances of the brothers met
across the bed. Basil’s face was very
white. But he did not hesitate. He
picked up the plain envelope and
handed to his elder brother.

‘“This passes reason,’’ he said. ‘‘Be-
tween a just and an unjust will there
is no question, Burn this. You are
fully justified.”’

‘‘Soft, soft,”” mocked the old man,
““soft like his mother! Yes, burn it,
who will know? Only Basil, and he
won’t tell. Burn it; take the money
and be damned to you! 1 always
knew I was right and she was wrong.’’

For a moment, Martin saw things
clearly. He saw his need of the
money ; he saw his possible failure
without it; he saw his right to a son’s
Jjust share; he saw the injustice, the
fantastic eruelty of this preposterous
trial. Yet he felt no temptation to
take the envelope which Basil held
out to him. Strangely enough none
of these things seemed to matter very
much. The only thing that mattered
at all was the justification, at what-
ever cost, of his mother’s belief in
!um. Wicked, unreasonable and fool-
1§h as the test was, he felt no inclina-
tion to shirk it, Without a word he
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waved Basil’s hand aside, picked up
the red-marked envelope from the bed
and threw it into the smouldering fire.
The flame leaped up. {

‘“Oh, Martin!’’ Basil’s voice held
anger and despair. Tears of disap-
pointment stood in his eclear eyes.
Martin forgot that he had ever hated
Basil’s eyes.

““‘Don’t you worry, old chap,’”’ he
said cheerfully; ‘““I’ll pull through
alright.”’

Impulsively their hands met, and
in that moment of reunion, while each
thought only of the other, the old man
on the bed went out into the loneli-
ness which he had ecreated.

o
"

When the brothers met in the lib-
rary for the reading of the will they
were more nearly at one than either
would have thought possible. Mar-
tin’s eold manner held a new cordial-
ity to which Basil responded with
timid eagerness. It was so good, so
awfully good of Martin, not to blame
him, Basil, for a catastrophe which
was after all not his fault. And, of
course, he would divide with Martin.
He had told Martin so and Martin,
instead of being angrily repellant, had
smiled and said, ‘I know you would
like to, old chap,”” which, although
not committing him to an accept-
ance, had seemed to hold out hope
for the future.

Basil had exhausted his adjectives
in trying to express just what he
thought of his father’s action.

‘I couldn’t believe it. I can hard-
Iy believe it now,’’ he said. ‘‘He was
always hard and stern, but I never
thought he was like that-—ecruel, you
know, and—mean!’’

Martin answered thoughtfully. ‘I
don’t believe he was like that in the
beginning. But he couldn’t forgive.
His disappointment in me just got
underneath somehow and festered and
rankled and grews more poisonous
every year. It changed his nature. I
know—Dbecause it was doing the same
with me, until—?"’
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He paused so long that Basil ven-
tured an inquiring ‘‘Well?”’

““—Until I seemed suddenly to get
a new viewpoint,”’ said Martin sob-
erly. ‘“I can’t explain it properly.”’

The family lawyer, a lawyer as old-
fashioned as the House of Telfair,
shook hands gravely with both the
young men. He knew that old Mar-
tin had made two wills and he did
not know which one he would be eall-
ed upon to read. He hoped, he sin-
cerely hoped, that his old friend had
not carried out his mad intention of
disinheriting his elder son—such a
fine young fellow!

It was a short will, dividing all the
Telfair property, real and personal,
without eomment or restriction, be.
tween the two sons.

‘A very proper will,”’ said the law-
yer cheerfully, ‘‘a most proper will,
I'm sure. I congratulate you both.’®

He wondered afterward why the
brothers had been dazed and silent, as
if they had expected something dif-
ferent.

When he had gone, Basil caught
Martin by the hand.

“I'm jolly glad,”’ he said. “I’'m
jolly glad! It went against the grain
to think the old man was such a Tar-
tar., But, you see—he didn’t mean
it?

Martin nodded. There was per-
plexity on his face, but also a dawn-
ing softness, the faint- beginning of
what was later to become a healin
belief that his father had not hated
him after all.

Yet they were both wrong. Old
Robert Telfair had indeed died ob-
durate, glorying in the thought that
he had left his elder son destitute -
for he did not know, even as Martixi
and Basil never knew, that when that
sudden, strangely perfumed breeze
had blown in at the eorridor window
and scattered the papers upon the
floor it had so changed the position
of the packets that the one which
Martin restored to the red-marked en-
velope was not the one which he hag
taken out of it!
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THE NEW CANADIAN

WEST

BY W. McD. TAIT

Behind the squaw’s light birech canoe
The steamer rocks and raves,

And city lots are staked for sale
Above old Indian graves. ;

I hear the tread of pioneers,
Of cities yet to be—

The first low wash of waves where soon
Shall roll a human sea.

tured forth the West that was to

be and that which now is. The
old has given place to the new. The
home of the rancher and the cow-boy,
the scene of the round-up and the
beef drives, has encountered the in-
evitable, For the cow-boy has drop-
ped the lariat to guide the plow, the
Indian brave discarded the war-paint
and the buckskin to don the broad-
cloth. The romantic West is no more.

The first slight impetus toward
modern development did not come
from the East. It was not the west-
ward roll of the tide of immigration.
It did not come from the overflow
of more populous centres. It came
from the south, across the boundary,
and was the result of the commer-
cial spirit of the Americans, who had
no intention, no desire, to further the
development and colonization of the
country. Their one ambition was to
get hides and furs from the Indians
as cheaply as possible and to main-
tain an open range for their own great
herds of cattle.

It is a curious fact, but a faect
nevertheless, that the elemental rea-
son for the settlement of all countries
has been cupidity. Trace every con-
quest of the wilderness the world has
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lN these words of Whittier is pic-

ever known, and lust for gold will be
found to be the actuating motive,
Caesar conquered Britain for her
mines. Columbus held forth the glori-
ous riches of Cathay. For plunder
Cortez ransacked Mexico, and avar-
icious Pizarro ravished Peru. The
Pacific coast of the United States was
peopled first by argonauts. Montana
was opened by the hungry seckers for
glittering gold. Alaska and the Yu-
kon still would be uninhabited:if the
lust had mnot urged people to the
north. The spirit of adventure and
the lust for gold always cut the trail
for the settler and the farmer,

All Western Canada once received
its supplies from Fort Benton, the
end of navigation on the Missouri
River. Restless prospectors left the
mining camps of the State of Mon-
tana, and coming by coach from Fort
Benton, panned all the streams in
Western Canada in search of another
Alder or Last Chance. These pros-
pectors, returning, told of their fail-
ure to find the glittering gold, but
related tales of broad prairies where
buffaloes made  their breeding-
grounds and where their hides could
be secured from the Indians.

These traders debauched the In-
dians with whiskey, which they
brought with them from Fort Ben-
ton, but they did not obtain posses-
sion of the coveted land without many
a hard-fought encounter with the
aborigines. While there were many
individual or small traders, the firms
of T. C. Power and I. G. Baker were
the most prominent and plied a steady
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trade in furs with the Indians. They
had their own hunters and made tri-
weekly raids upon the shaggy bison,
but they obtained the majority of
their pelts from the redskins.

The traders were the first ‘‘old-
timers’’ in Western Canada. Until
the coming of the Mounted Police,
they were a law unto themselves.
They entered upon mutual agree-
ments, something after the practice
of modern trade combinations or
trusts, to regulate the prices of hides,
and anyone caught breaking the com-
pact was tried and sentenced by a
court and jury of his associates in
the agreement.

As an illustration of the method
followed in such cases, the following
story is told and vouched for by pion-
eers. It was at Whoop-up, on the
Old Man River. Smith had been ac-
cused of cutting prices. Possibly he
had put more water in the whiskey
than the agreement permitted. No
one seemingly knows or cares to re-
member the exact nature of the of-
fence. The trial was held in the post
store, where whiskey, powder in kegs,
flour, and everything else pertaining
to a trader’s stock was jumbled about
in a disorderly hodge-podge. The evi-
dence appeared conclusive that Smith
had broken the compact, and Brown
delivered the sentence, which was to
the effect that Smith should be taken
out and shot.

The accused, who was sitting upon
an up-turned powder keg, listened
calmly to the decree, which did not
suit his idea of justice. He jumped
to his feet, seized a lighted brand and
holding it over a keg of powder loud-
ly declared that before he should be
shot, he and his partners would go
together to — or heaven. By unani-
mous consent of the jury the sentence
was suspended indefinitely.

Smith was somewhat of a dare-
devil, with all the daredevil’s nerve,
and once after a friendly argument
with his partner, when he received a
charge of buckshot in the shoulder,
he rode away and extracted the leaden
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pellets himself with a knife, while hig
pony loped across the prairie.

In years somewhat later Fred Ka.
nouse ran counter of a band of hog.
tile Indians. He made a stand in a
bend of the Old Man River, near
Macleod, and when the Mounted Po.
lice arrived seven dead Indians mark.
ed the pioneer’s skill with his gun.
Kanouse was, however, badly wound-
ed in the shoulder. At this spot there
are excavations of a dugout or log
cabin where early settlers resisteq
repeated attacks of the Blackfoots,
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A LESSON IN MORAL SUASION

The movable corral as used during the round-up. A rope is strun(i‘from one light stake to another, about
g : g .

the height of a horse’s knees, and the horses remain confihed on

£ as if it were a high, impassable fence.

| S

The Blackfoots, the Bloods, and the
Peigans are friendly now with the
settlers, against whom they used to
wage war.

The passing of the buffalo is one
of the greatest calamities of the West.
Out of the one-time vast number of
bison that roamed and held the plains
as their own, there remain but few.
From Great Slave Lake on the north,

e inside of the circle almost the same

away to Mexico on the south, ‘‘roam-
ed the majestic brute, in herds that
shook the earth with thundering
steps.”” But in the plains the bison
feeds no more. It is charged that
traders from the United States sent
men into Canada to burn the grass, so
that the buffaloes would not return
north to breed. The buffalo meant
everything to the Indian. He was his

CHARLIE GOOD-RIDER

| ; s 4 o
A type ot cow-boy that is rapidly disappearing from the Western plains
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A TYPICAL RANCH HOUSE ON THE OLD COCHRANE RANCH

house, his food, his clothing, his im-
plements of war—hide, flesh, and
bone, he belonged to the Indian. But
the buffolo disappeared, and the range
cattle came. In 1870 there were hun-
dreds of thousands of buffaloes in
what is now Southern Alberta. In
1874 the I. G. Baker Company ship-
ped from their post at Fort Benton,
Montana, a total of 250,000 prime
buffalo hides, in order to secure which
the hunters had slain and left to rot

tens of thousands of young stock or
aged bulls. It is known that in con-
sequence of prairie fires, incendiary
or natural, the buffaloes did not re-
turn to Canada to breed during their
last free years, but wandered the
prairies of Yellowstone Park, in Mon-
tana, where they were finally wiped
out, except in widely segregated
bands.

With the disappearance of the buf-
falo the cattle barons began to use

INDIANS BRANDING CATTLE IN THE BIG RIB CORALL, BULL HORN COULEE,

BLOOD RESERVE, ALBERTA
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A BUCKING BRONCO

the prairies as ranging-grounds. The
event of the arrival of the first cattle
to come into the West is somewhat
dimmed by the passage of time. Frcm
recent investigations made by L. V.
Kelly in his work of preparing a live-
stock history of Alberta, it would ap-
pear that the McDougalls were the
first to bring cattle to the far West.
Peter Gunn took a small band into
the Peace River country forty years
ago; Kanouse wintered several head
near Calgary in 1871; then came the
Oxley outfit, the Cochrane, the Wal-
dron, and the Cirele.

With the cattle came the cow-boy,
and with the passing of the cattle in-
dustry in Western Canada he goes,
too.~ In that choice assemblage of
kindred spirits the composite result
produced a type that must stand by
itself for all time. Probably the only
accurate conception of the real cow-
boy that can now be obtained may be
seen in the pictures of Russell and

Remington; the one a cow-boy him-
self, with an artist’s eye and skill;
the other a man of schools, but with
the instinets of an out-of-doors lover
of Western life.

The cow-boy stood in a eclass by
himself always, but he was a good
fellow at every stage of the road. His
day is past, for the open ranges of
the north are gone, and the cattle-
men of Argentina and Mexico are
no more like the real article than a
cayuse is like a nerve-strained thor-
oughbred.

One of the regrettable things about
the westward trend of civilization is
the shutting out of the range and the
broncho that has graced it so long.
There is not a phase of Western his-
tory that has not been influenced by
this animal. Pioneer, cow-boy, sher-
riff, mounted police, prospector—all
have used him. The mustang is un-
doubtedly the nearest descendant of
the three hundred Arabian and Span-
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ish horses that Cortez brought to
Mexico. He is very tough and wiry,
and cannot be broken to domestic ser-
vice. Combined with the ordinary
horse, however, he has produced the
bronco, the animal used for many
years in Western Canada, a rugged,
steady and useful little piece of horse
flesh. The working of the economie
law is rapidly eliminating the mus-
tang and bronco types. There is no
longer demand for the tough pony
that can travel all day and live on
next to nothing, and so, having passed
the period of usefulness, he is vanish-
ing, but as a reward for his fidelity
he is reappearing in a higher type.
All these things are past, so far in
the past that only a few remember;
yvet in the mind of the world to-day
the West is a ranching-country. The
mind’s eye sees only countless herds
of cattle ranging the broad prairies;
it sees the roundups and the drives;
it sees displays of marvellous horse-
manship; it sees cow-boys astride
bucking broncos, disdaining to ‘‘touch
leather,’’ although blood may be flow-
ing from ears and eyes; it sees steers
roped and branded ; it sees thousands
of cattle driven yearly to a railway
point for transhipment to the mar-
ket; it sees isolated ranch houses in
sheltered coulees, with the owner in
Europe spending easy money and the
swarthy foreman left in charge; it
sees feuds between the employees of
different ranches; it sees cattle barons
resisting the advance of the iron
horse and the encroachment of set-
tlers, who wish only to make homes
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for themselves and their children; it
sees the cattle-men tear down the
barbed-wire fencing of those who
would despoil the range by turning
the grass upside down.

What the world’s eye does not see
to-day is smoke coming from the chim.-
neys of innumerable farm-houses, the
flags floating from the school-houses;
it does not see the children trudging
the roads in perfect safety or racing
upon their ponies along the lanes on
the way to their daily lessons; it does
not see the countless thousands of
prairie acres with the sod broken by
the plough; it does not see the miles
of growing wheat ripening in the glow
of the warm rays of the Western sun,
fields of wheat that disappear into
the sky-line of the horizon; it does
not see old trails abandoned because
wire fences cross and recross; it does
not see homesteads on every quarter-
section; it does mnot see the church
upon the favourite site of the round-
up; it does not see the binder and the
thresher, the loads of wheat hauleq
to the elevator; it does not see the
locomotive bearing eastward to Brpi-
tain, and westward to the Orient
train-load after train-load of the best’
and cleanest wheat known to the
world ; it does not see mills grinding
the hard berries and producing flour
second to none. The eye of the ming
sees none of this, and the mind itself
cannot conceive that conditions have
changed ; that one more pet tradition
has been upset. The glamour of the
past enshrouds the actuality of the
present.
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THE SACRED MOUNTAIN OF JAPAN

MOUNT FUJI
By R. E. MACNAGHTEN

O wonder that of old they deemed divine
This mountain, as it tower’d from out the sea
In all the pomp of cloud-girt majesty!
No wonder that it still remains the sign
Of unimpair’d devotion, and the shrine
That consecrates a nation’s unity,
When alien hearts are stirr’d to fealty,
And alien eyes are filled with joy like mine—
Though many a temple fill each hallow’d spot,
And God, 'neath myriad forms, be owned by man;
Not in these outward monuments, and not
In all the art and cunning of Japan,
But from this temple of the Master-hand
Breathes the true spirit of her ancient land.




THE ADVENTURES OF
ANIWAR ALI

IIL—WIT AND OUTWIT

BY MADGE MACBETH

RANK Chisholm was not a
Fstranger in Pultanabad. He had

spent some of his boyhood days
there during the time that his father
had been magistrate of the distriet,
and its streets were still familiar to
him. It was fortunate also, consider-
ing the work he had in hand—that of
apprehending the Thugs and putting
a death-blow to the infamous practice
of Thuggee—that an old friend, Sid-
ney Morgan, had been recently ap-
pointed Distriet Superintendent of
Police, and to him Chisholm was con-
fiding the object of his sojourn in
Pultanabad.

““You see, Sid, Bradley, the Com-
missioner of Munshi Nugger, who gave
me this billet,”” Frank was explain-
ing between long-drawn puffs, as he
sat in the sheltering dryness of his
friend’s verandah, ‘‘warned me that I
should have my hands full. But,
hang it all, that’s the trouble—they
are not full enough! These Thugs,
under Aniwar Ali, are so slippery
they make an eel look like a sticky
cactus plant; they slide through my
fingers with the most discouraging
ease and frequency!’’

““You have seen the leader?’’ ask-
ed Morgan, after a thoughtful pause.

“] saw him, without doubt, at
Baum. I set two spies on his camp,
and they, with the camp and a greedy
old merchant whom I saw inveigled

356

there, disappeared from the face of
India.”’

“If they were at Baum, what
makes you think you will find them
here?’’

‘““That is a long story, involving
many false scents and broken threads.
Naturally, I have not been idle be-
tween then and mow; I've tracked
them to Hondeer. As you know
they could only have gone from ther(:
to Chatara, or come here. The two
Eurasians, whom Bradley gave me as
assistants, and I kept up the farce of
surveying the road all along the route
of travel both ways from Hondeer
and as they are not in Chatara, the}:
must be here. The Eurasians made
inquiries in the bazaar this morning
and there was nothing known of thé
party, so I feel that I somehow have
the lead of them and that they wil]
be here to-day.’’

‘‘Perhaps,”” assented the other
‘‘although I must say that the Wholé
thing sounds as utterly impossible to
me as the Arabian Nights! Why, do
you think,”’ he cried excitedly, “t’hat
I would sit here and do nothing when
a whole band of cut-throats and mup.
derers are camping at the village out-
skirts? ‘The idea of such pillage ig
preposterous. Otherwise the author.
ities would have put a stop to it. Just
prove to me that these men have
committed half the crimes you aceuse
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them of, and I’ll string them up to-
morrow!”’

Chisholm shook his head.

““But that is just what I cannot
do,”’” he said. ‘‘The more you know
of Thuggee, the more you realize
that it is worse than we can imagine.
I did not believe Bradley; you do
not believe me. I know absolutely
that Aniwar Ali made away with
Peer Khan and my two spies, but I
can’t prove it. There is the beauty
of their system. I know, too, that
if he comes here selling cloth and
jewels or trading horses, bullocks and
carts, that yet another list of vietims
will have been added to his record,
but I can’t prove it. At least, 1ot
yet!”’

“Prove it!’”’ shouted Morgan
angrily. ‘“Why I will send a hun-
dred men to dig up the whole damn
road between here and Hondeer, if
you think any such crimes have been
committed lately—I will! Rather
than sit quietly here, and abet—’’

‘“No, old man, you won’t do any-
thing of the kind,”” said Chisholm
earnestly, ‘‘not if you really want to
help. Those are not the proper tae-
ties, at all, to my way of thinking.
Instead, you might put me in the way
of employing a keen, intelligent fel-
low who can be trusted and who will
serve but one master at a time.’’

Morgan considered for a moment.

‘“You mean a broker,’’ he said, ‘‘a
sort of go-between, who does business
.with the merchants living here and
those coming in with caravans,”’

‘‘Exactly! If I can find such a per-
son I will have him haunt the bazaar,
where Aniwar Ali is bound to do his
trading, and place himself in the
Thug’s way, as he will doubtless be
looking for such a person to aid him
in disposing of his booty, and then
I swear not to let the devil out
of my sight until I have the hand-
euffs on him. I can certainly fasten
the evidence of guilt upon him, by
means of the things he is selling.’’

““T know a man, a Hindu,’’ remark-
ed Morgan, after a pause, ‘‘ who has
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done some work for us. He is a very
clever informer. He did some very
useful work, I remember, in the way
of putting the Department on the
track of a local gang of thieves—all
of which have not been caught, by the
way—men who disguised themselves
as fakirs and robbed the neighbour-
hood thoroughly. I do not think he
would play you false,”’ mused the
Superintendent, ‘‘although you never
can tell. The beggars not only sell
their souls for rupees but their lives,
as well.”’

“‘I must take the risk,’’ said Chis-
holm. ‘‘Send for him, will you?”’

Mohan Lal was an intelligent man
who immediately grasped what was
required of him. Chisholm, naturally,
forebore to mention the exact profes-
sion of the Thugs, but he made the fel-
low understand they were highway-
men—a class of people all too common
in those days. The goods they were
trying to sell were stolen, he said.

After giving the Hindu a minute
description of the two Mussulmanns
he had seen in the bazaar at Baum,
Chisholm impressed upon him the
necessity of reporting immediately
they came into Pultanabad, of keep-
ing him constantly informed as to
their movements and of gaining their
confidence in any manner possible.

In the evening, as the muezzin cal-
led all the faithful to prayer, Mohan
Lal espied his men, who were easily
distinguished from the more common-
place Pultanabad inhabitants. The
quasi-detective watched them spread
out their waistbands and kneel de-
voutly upon them. It did not strike
him as being ridiculous that high-
waymen about to offer stolen goods for
sale should first invoke the assistance
of the gods. Later he put himself
in their way, deliberately, and his an-
ticipation was realized when they ac-
costed him,

““Mashalla!’’ cried Aniwar Ali, as
he and Hossein paused in the open
street. ‘“‘Canst thou tell us where to
meet with one who will arrange the
sale of some goods for us? We are
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strangers in the eity and know not the
houses of the merchants.’’

““I am such, at your service, noble
sir,”’ answered the Hindu salaaming
profoundly. ‘‘There is not a dealer
in the city who will not give me a
character for sobriety and trust-
worthiness. May I see the goods you
have to offer and make a memorandum
of the same?’”’

“Come with wus,”” replied Aniwar
Ali shortly, ‘‘and be sure that thou
rememberest who is thy master, for
the time being!”’

The three strode toward the house
of a wary old Thug, Ganesha by name,
where the party was making its tem-
porary home. Mohan Lal could not
refrain from uttering an unguarded
note of surprise at the amount of goods
the highwayman had there for sale;
for they not only included jewels,
gold cloth and brocade—the ordinary
plunder one might expect to see—but
household effects as well.

“Well,”” demanded Hossein with a
keen glance at the man’s astonished
face, ‘‘Hast thou never seen the like
before? Is not one permitted to sell
his poor dead brother’s effects, the
while he offers a home to the widow
and her children?”’

‘“‘But ecertainly, my noble lord,”’
replied the Hindu quickly, realizing
his mistake. ‘‘I was but startled at
the magnificence of the outlay. I can
easily arrange the sale of much of
your goods, but there is so much more
than I thought, it may take a little
time. Will you remain until it is
disposed of ?”’

Hossein was about to answer, when
Aniwar Ali shot him a warning
glanece.

““Qur stay depends upon ecircum-
stances quite beyond our control, fel-
low,’” said he. ‘‘Take your memoran-
dum and return as soon as possible
to-morrow.’’

Tt was well for the Hindu that his
previous imprudence had put him on
his guard against any further exclam-
ation of surprise. For on his way out
of the room, he recognized on the

»

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

edge of a table where several jewels
and trinkets were collected together,
a seal of remarkable shape and size.
Suppressing his emotion, he hastened
away on his errand, which was to in-
form Morgan sahib and his surveyor
friend of the result of his interview.

“They are the highwaymen you
suppose, without a doubt, sahib,’’ he
exclaimed as he entered the police
bungalow. ‘‘I have seen and recog-
nized a seal of peculiar shape belong-
ing to one Subzee Khan, a merchant
of Hondeer, with whom I have had
dealings on several oceasions. This
must have been stolen from him.”’

It was Chisholm’s turn to aveid
showing surprise. He knew that Sub-
zee Khan and his whole family had
removed from Hondeer but a few
days since.

‘““You are doing very well, Mohan
Lal,’’ he said. ‘“‘Here are twenty-
five rupees as a reward for your dili-
gence. You will receive one hundred
more when these men are delivered
over to justice.”’

To Mohan Lal the thing looked
easy. He would receive one hundred
and twenty-five rupees from the
European sahib for acting as an in-
former, and as an agent he would
receive from Aniwar Ali a handsome
percentage on the sale of his goods.
From the dealer he might also hope to
make a slight commission.

‘“God is good to me,”’ the man
thought piously.

On the following morning he man-
aged to interest the assistant in a very
wealthy house, and this Roop Singh
accompanied the Hindu to Ganesha’s
establishment. He said he thought
his firm would buy all that Aniwar
Ali offered. He would confer with
the prineipals and return shortly with
definite news.

‘When he departed, Mohan Lal turn-
ed to the Thug chieftain.

‘“What is your price?’’ he asked.

‘‘Get as much as you can,’”’ was the
answer. ‘‘And remember that the
more the goods you sell for, the high-
er will be your commission.’’
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“1 will ask forty thousand rupees,’’
suggested the agent. ‘‘We will prob-
ably get thirty.”’

““Oh certainly, thirty,”’ interposed
Hossein. ‘‘They cost my poor brother
nearly twice that sum.”’

Mohan ILal reached the door, sal-
aamed, and lingered a moment.

‘“And will my noble lord leave our
poor Pultanabad immediately the
goods are sold?’’ he asked.

‘““What business is it of thine,
dog,’’ spat Hossein,

‘“No offence, no offence, sir, cringed
the other after the manner of his pro-
fession. ‘‘I was only going to suggest
that the Rajah has a magnificent dur-
bar this evening which is well worth
attending, and it is reported that
some lovely dancing girls are coming
from Hyderabad for the occasion.’’

‘““We have our business to attend
to and no time for idle pleasures,’’
replied Aniwar Ali sternly, ‘‘ Arrange
the transaction as quickly as possible,
if thou wouldst have thy commission
in full.”

Mohan Lal retired at once to Mor-
gan’s office and detailed all cireum-
stances. One of the brigands, he ex-
plained, seemed inclined to listen to
the proposal regarding the durbar,
but the other was angry at his seem-
ing interest and would answer no
questions.

“‘Looks as though they intended to
clear right out,’’ said Morgan,

““I wonder if you could get that
seal, Mohan Lal, without arousing
their suspicions.”’

The Hindu said it would be a
simple proceeding and departed to
close the deed of sale.

Before mid-day he again presented
himself before Aniwar Ali.

*“TI have been more successful than
I anticipated,’” he said. ‘‘ I have got
thirty four thousand rupees for the
whole, and here is the acknowledg-
ment.”’

‘“How am I to be paid?’’ inquired
the leader, taking the paper offered
““In any way most convenient to
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my lord, gold or bills; the dealer will
arrange that. See, here he is now,
with porters to carry away the
goods.”’

Aniwar Ali and the dealer had some
parley regarding the payment, and it
was finally decided that Hossein
should accompany him to the banker,
after which Mohan Lal should be paid
his percentage—when the gold and
silver were brought back to Aniwar
Al

‘““You won’t have notes?’’ asked
the dealer for the fifth time. ‘‘They
are much easier to transport and the
exchange is favourable.”’

““No, no! cried the leader decisive-
ly. ““No bills! We will have gold
and silver! We leave for Chatara to-
night, and I have sufficient escort, in
case we are attacked.”’

The idea pleased Mohan Lal, that
brigands should have sufficient escort
to protect them from thieves, and he
smiled slightly. That unguarded mo-
ment cost him dear, for the watchful
eye of the Thug noted the expression,
and his eunning brain sought a reason
for it.

Reassuming his habitual deference,
the agent asked, ‘“Will my noble lords
not tarry one night more, that they
may attend the durbar?’’

““I am afraid we shall miss the oc-
casion,”” said Aniwar Ali, in a tone
which caused Hossein to look at him
furtively. But the Hindu detected
nothing unusual about it.

““I shall return shortly for my com-
mission and to say farewell,”’ he said
in parting.

Aniwar Ali was as alert as a beast
of prey seenting his quarry. Danger
was an incentive which quickened his
best efforts. No sooner had Hossein
departed with Roop Singh to execute
their business at the banker’s than he
stepped over to the table by which
Mohan Lal had tarried, talking, as
he passed out.

‘‘Mashalla!’’ he cursed, to himself.
‘‘I thought something had happened !
He has taken Subzee Khan’s seal!
That is the most incriminating piece
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of evidence he could have found.
Fool that I was to leave it there!”’

Quickness of decision was the
Thug’s most essential safeguard. He
summoned (Gopal from a back room.

“Thou knowest Mohan Lal, our
agent, dost thou not? He has but this
moment left me, and I fear treachery.
Follow him, and bring me news of his
slightest movements.  The matter is
urgent ; thy life may depend upon the
result.’’

Unaware that he was being shadow-
ed to the police bungalow or that his
treachery was even suspected, Mohan
Lal returned to Gianesha’s house after
his report to Chisholm. Hossein had
also returned with several porters
carrying gold and silver, and the Hin-
du’s eyes brightened as he thought of
his substantial commission.

““Now,’’ said Aniwar Ali, presently.
‘“‘thy commission is one per cent. of
the price of the goods. Art thou sat-
isfied ¥’

““ Abundantly, my noble lord. You
are generosity itself.”’

“Then write me a receipt for the
amount,”’ commanded the other, with
a grimness which Hossein noted won-
deringly.

Mohan Lal took a pen from his tur-
ban and did as directed. As he hand-
ed the slip of paper to the great
Mussulman towering above him, the
first presentiment of impending disas-
ter surged over him.

‘““Have I my lord’s permission to
depart?’’ he asked falteringly.

““One moment, and you shall cer-
tainly depart,”’ answered Aniwar Ali
in so suave a tone that the man’s flesh
crept. ‘‘Perhaps you can tell us of a
safe place—a cave or the like—in
which to store something that is better
hid ?”’

The Hindu econcealed his surprise
badly. Since the goods were dis-
posed of he could think of nothing the
highwaymen would want to hide, but
he said there was a place secure from
intrusion, except perchance from two
or three thieves whom the police had
been unable to locate.
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‘“There was a band of them, and for
a time they disguised themselves as
fakirs, my lord, but most of them were
apprehended, and there are only a few
at large.”

“And how dost thou know all
that ?’’ asked Hossein sharply.

‘“All the town knows it.”’

‘“And does all the town know the
spot of which you speak?”’

‘‘Inshalla, no! The first one who
knew it would doubtless end his days
at the hand of one of the fakirs. Did
he find the secret held by another,
he would fear information would be
taken to Morgan sahib, who would
pay well for it.”’

‘“Ah,”’ gighed Aniwar Ali envious-
ly. ‘‘Morgan sahib is free with the
rupees, is he? And what would he
pay for the information concerning—
thieves, let us say? Fifty rupees?’’

¢]—I—I—don’t know, my lord,*’
stammered the agent.

‘‘Seize him, Hossein!’’ cried the
chief. ‘‘Tear off his turban, and let
us see how many rupees are hidden
there!”’

In an instant the wretched creature
was helpless in the powerful grip of
the Thug. His money but lately re-
ceived from the sahibs fell clattering
to the floor, and its jingling noise
held in it, for Mohan Lal, all the grim-
ness of Aniwar Ali’s smile.

‘““Thou dost not know?’’ he asked.
‘“‘How dost it happen then that thon
hadst this money in thy turban after
coming from the office of the Feringhi
sahib, may his mother and sisters be
defiled ?”’

The terrified Hindu was too par-
alyzed with fear to answer, and the
Thug continued :

‘‘Look, you wreteh! I am the lead-
er of the band of thieves in yonder
cave you spoke of ; I am the leader of
the band of thieves who disguise them-
selves as fakirs, and who will end the
days of a man who knows too much !
Because thou hadst found out our hid-
ing-place and because thou hast in-
formed Morgan sahib thou shalt sure-
ly die!”’
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Mohan Lal threw himself at Ani-
war Ali’s feet, as Hossein loosened
his hold, and with loud ecries and pro-
testations sealed his miserable fate.

‘‘Hear me, O my lord!”’ he prayed.
‘It was not thou that I did spy upon!
By the grace of Alla, that I swear!
Thou art as safe as though thou wert
in heaven; the sahib Chisholm fancied
to discover in my lord a certain brig-
and who committed odious erimes on
the highway between here and Hon-
deer. As Alla hears me 1 speak the
truth! He expected to follow their
party to Chatara to-night, my lord!
See, poor Mohan Lal has unwittingly
saved you. For if you belong to Pul-
tanabad, and will repair to the cave—
which, even as I lie here, can be seen
surrounded by the tallest bamboo
trees—no one will be the wiser ex-
cept myself, and from me you need
have no fears.”’

““Dost thou speak the truth,
wretch?’’ thundered Aniwar Alj, in a
voice terrible to hear.

“By Alla, I do!”’

‘““And no one knows of this spot
which we can see from here—sur-
rounded by the tallest bamboo trees?’’

‘““No one, my lord.”’
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‘“And Chisholm sahib expected to
follow the highwaymen to Chatara
to-night ¢”’

‘It is true, noble sir.”’

“Then we will take your advice,
Mohan Lal. We will repair instead
to the mountain cave.’’

““And I?’ interrupted the Hindu.

““Thou shalt go upon a longer jour-
ney, Mohan Lal, Quick, Hossein!’’

A minute later Hossein stood erect,
and kicked the lifeless body aside.

‘“Bah!’’ he spat. *‘Ismael, but late-
ly made a strangler, should have been
here to end the life of yonder meddl-
ing fool. Such writhing and such
gurgling! ’Twas beneath me!”’

““Pick up the money,’’ commanded
Aniwar Ali, with a look of disgust at
the contorted form at his feet. ‘‘And
prepare disguises immediately. We
will investigate this mountain fastness
and see whether as much profit can
not be made by staying near Pultana-
bad as that to be had by leaving to-
night for Chatara!’’

And on the verandah, of the Dis-
triet Superintendent of Police, all this
time, Chisholm sat smoking his pipe,
waiting for a messenger and informa-
tion which never reached him.

In the fourth story of this series Chisholm arranges a trap, into which he expects
Aniwar Ali will fall, but the result is something of a surprise all round.
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early spring when the earth and sky

seem to have been bathed in radi-
ant light and newly dressed for the
season. Like a blue dome the heavens
curved over a green earth on whose
breast the spires and roofs of Grigg-
ston showed behind shimmering veils
of foliage. Her hand clasped tightly
in her mother’s, Little Mary skipped
blithely all the way to her grandpar-
ents.

The prospeet of seeing their belov-
ed faces, of rambling over their spaci-
ous house and grounds, was always
reason sufficient to arouse a joyous
expectancy ; but this morning, in ad-
dition 'to Ythese familiar 'pleasures,
Little Mary was eagerly looking for-
ward to showing these second par-
ents her first coloured dress. She
looked down repeatedly at the block
plaid whose straight waist and gath-
ered skirt gave her the outline of a
dinner-bell, wondering if they would
know her when the glories of her cos-
tume burst upon them. Two other
facts increased her spirits. Omne was
that her mother, a tower of protec-
tion, came with her, cowing even the
dog who barked at the cormer store.
The other, that her father would re-
turn in a few hours from a two weeks’
visit in a city where they were soon
all three to live. He was the tallest,
greatest, 'most wonderful person in
the whole wide world. Naturally,
the sun shone and hearts bubbled
over on the day of his home-coming.
Tt was in honour of this event that
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I T was one of those mornings in

mother had made the plaid dress, in
the consciousness of this common joy
that their blue eyes were continually
meeting, their pretty lips parting in
happy smiles.

Grandmother Gardner’s expressions
of astonishment in the new costume
seemed to eager Little Mary long de-
layed. Their entrance was the signal
for an interminable grown-up con-
versation with the mother, in which
the child divined dimly that they
were speaking of the coming depar-
ture, Ethel Gardner in its defense,
Mother Gardner attacking it from
every point.

““Walter leaves a certain living
here,”’ she kept repeating, ‘“‘for g
chimerical scheme.’’

Weary of waiting, Little Mary at
last ventured to pluck her sleeve and
exhibit the plaid dress. In tardy at-
onement Mrs. Gardner gathered hep
on her knee.

‘A coloured dress! It’s beautiful ’*
She examined her daughter-in-law’g
hem. ‘‘You’ve really made it very
neatly, Ethel. Yes, pet, show it to
grandfather if you wish. He’s with
Adam in the garden.’’

The kitchen garden on a Spring
morning was almost as beautiful ag
the grounds that surrounded the
house, Little Mary tripped down the
gravel walk, past the barn and the
chicken coop, to the spot where grand-
father directed old Adam, the gard-
ener. As far as their sex permitteq
the two old men were as impressed
with the plaid gingham as Mary
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could have desired. Old Adam, lean-
ing on his spade, recollected stories
of singen feste in Germany when he
himself had been resplendent. Grand-
father overflowed with reminiscence
of his first pair of bright-blue pant-
aloons, which he had worn on the
long trip by river and stage that
brought him to the unbroken prair-
ies. Little Mary, her hand in his,
drank in their words as the soil
drank in the morning dew. It was
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thus, in a small cirele suited to her
needs, that her ideas of place and time
expanded, gently and slowly. Her
mind opened daily to new wonders,
wider conceptions of life, just as the
flowers on tree and bush about them
were opening leaf after leaf in order
and beauty.

The business opportunity that took
Walter Gardner to the great city was,
as his wife had urged to his people,
an unusual one. Otherwise they
would not have felt justified in sett-
ling themselves even temporarily in a
hotel as expensive as the Winchester.
Their stay there, they agreed, should
be no longer than the time necessary
to find a pernament home, and their
search for that abode was to begin
the moment Walter felt assured that
he was a fixture in the new life. Until
that happy moment they must con-
tent themselves in the great hotel
whose soft-carpeted ecorridors, per-
petual electric lights, and rows of
numbered doors oppressed them with
a sense of unaccustomed strangeness
and loneliness.

The mother and child spent their
long days in wandering aimlessly
about the halls and office where wom-
en rocked the hours of the morning
away. Or from some corner they
timidly watehed the fortunate ones
who rustled out to waiting automo-
biles ready to earry them, presum-
ably, to distant points of delight.
After a luncheon which the long
menu and their abundant leisure
tempted them to make elaborate, they
would walk about strange streets un-
til dusk ended the day. Soon after,
the father returned to the crowded
bedroom, not a little nervous and
weary. A little later, they all three
faced the noise of the great dining-
room, where above the din of the or-
chestra they shouted their family con-
fidences.

After the first week, the mother
and child began to distinguish the
more individual faces of the hotel
guests and to look at certain tables
with the expeetation of finding fam-
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“ Little Mary watched this little girl with open admiration’

iliar figures. Occasionally they caught
the strangers’ names, and this gave
them the sensation of almost an ac-
quaintance. Mrs. MacLean and her
little girl were among the first they
identified. Twice a day the lady
would rustle richly by their table,
her handsome face and figure and
extreme style of dressing demanding
admiration and exacting remark. In
her wake came the little girl in a
very short frock, her hair much friz-
zled, caught to the side by a bow so
enormous it threatened the sight of
one eye. With an air of perfect as-
surance the child would bounce into
her chair, settle her starched skirts
about her, and spell out the menu,

to the laughing admiration of the
waiter. ‘‘Don’t forget the sauce Es-
pagnole for my chops, Charley,”’ she
would shrilly warn the attendant.
‘“And see that they are hot, do you
hear?’’

Little Mary watched this little girl
with open admiration, She had never
dreamed that a contemporary could
be so assured and important. Used
to the love and tenderness of her
little world at home, she envied the
little girl the attention she excited.
Onee or twice in the halls enthusiag-
tie young ladies had stopped to caress
chubby, demure Little Mary, but ghe
had timidly buried her face in hep
mother’s dress. The new little girl
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would, she felt, have been equal to
the oceasion. She watched her con-
gtantly and begged her mother to
shear her own locks until they should
hang in frizzled curls about her ears,
as the stranger’s did.

One day her excitement knew no
bounds when Mrs, MacLean and this
marvelous child stopped before their
table and asked her mother to buy a
ticket for a card party whose pro-
ceeds would go to charity. Ethel
Gardner purchased the ticket with
alacrity, but demurred at playing,
explaining that she could not leave
Mary. As she spoke she lifted her
long lashes, so like the child’s, and
gazed upward into the lady’s face,
which with all its shallowness wore
a look of habitual good nature. Her
natural kindness now made her quick
to read the longing for human com-
panionship written on Ethel’s up-
turned face. X

““Let the little thing play with
Doodles.”” She indicated her own
offspring. ‘‘Doodles is a little older
and will take eare of her, won’t you,
cherie?’’ :

‘“‘Sure,”’ said Doodles shrilly, and
so the friendship had its beginning.

The afternoon of the card party,
Doodles appeared promptly and re-
lieved the mother of Little Mary’s
presence. With no misgivings, Ethel
stooped to kiss the eager little face
in farewell, for Mrs. MacLean had
assured her that Doodles never left
the hotel without permission and that
one reason they lived at the Winches-
fer was because it was so homelike
and safe for children. Ethel’s only
feeling was one of elation that a
happy afternoon lay before them
both. Indeed, the afternoon for
Little Mary was one long series of
heretofore unimagined delights. It
commenced with their entry into the
elevator, always idle at this hour.

“Jim,”’ said Doodles shrilly, “‘let
us in and give us a good ride.”’

The boy, a good-natured mullato,
obligingly sent them several times
from roof to basement. He stopped

at length, in spite of Doodles’s pro-
testations, at the office floor.

“I ain’t goin’ to go up an’ down
no mo’,”” he said decidedly. Little
Mary obediently trotted out, but
Doodles beat him lustily on the back.

‘“Aren’t you mean,’’ she shrieked.
‘“What are you here for, anyway, but
to serve the guests of this hotel.”’

Helpless with laughter, Jim bent
his broad back from the blows. ‘‘Come
heah, Jesse, come heah!’’ he eried to
a bell-boy loitering in the empty
office. At the first signs of the bell-
boy’s interference, Doodles sprang at
him. “Dry up and blow away!’’
she cried, stamping her tiny foot.
The bell-boy in his turn laughed
uproariously. ‘‘She’s the cutest kid
in this hotel,”” he said audibly.
‘“Come here, Doodles, I’ve some more
cigarette pictures for you.’’ He hand-
ed out a gay assortment of lightly
clad actresses. But when they turn-
ed, Jim grinned from behind the
closed grating. ‘‘No, you can’t ride
no mo’,’” he said firmly.

Doodles, apparently baffled, seized
Little Mary’s hand and ran down the
hall, followed by the derisive laugh-
ter of the two coloured boys. Once
out of sight she whispered rapid in-
structions to her companion. ‘‘I
guess that will fix him all right,’’ she
said aloud.

Panting with excitement, the chil-
dren ran up two long flights of stairs,
where they paused to ring the eleva-
tor bell, watching the ecar’s swift
ascent with muffled giggles. When
Jim mechanically opened the door
they sprang in, dancing like Indians.
Even Little Mary, in the excitement
of the moment, joined Doodles in
pounding Jim on his broad back.
‘When he sheepishly lowered them to
the office floor, they stepped out in
triumph, to the admiration of the
row of bell-boys who leaned from
their bench to applaud this cunning
in outwitting Jim.

For the next half hour the game
continued; from floor to floor the
children ran, ringing the bell that
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‘ ‘Pert, badly reared children,’ they heard Helen's mother say.'’

Jim dare not ignore. His anger, when
the elevator’s position allowed him to
identify the children, his savage mut-
terings as he sent the car downward
without admitting them, prolonged
the pleasure of the game. Not until
legitimate calls became frequent did
they weary of the sport, abandoning
the corridors for the store-room to
play among the trunks,

Here they eclimbed to perilous
heights and played hotel in close imi-
tation of the life about them. A por-
ter who had left the door open by mis-
take appeared at the climax of their
play and drove them out. He was a
florid, angry fellow, and his words
were coarse and harsh. The children
fled before him to the upper regions
where the euchre party were being
served with refreshments.

Doodles, with Little Mary trotting
at her side, peeped in the door; she
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beckoned a waiten to draw near
““Look here, Benny, can’t you snitch
us something?’’ she teased. Little
Mary envied her her immense ae-
quaintance among the hotel em-
ployees. Heretofore she had seen the
coloured boys in the mass; under
Doodles’s instruetions she began to
know the ones to wheedle, the ones to
avoid. Benny, who was very black
with a loose, good-natured laugh, soox;
afterwards dropped, in passing, g
small bundle. He winked at Doodles
as he did so and Doodles winked back
With her little charge she now ran
from the room of chattering ladieg
and dived under a stairway, where
an empty desk and typewriter SCreen-
ed them from the public gaze,
““Let’s play it’s a grape arboup
whispered Little Mary, but Doodles”s
knowledge did not embrace arbours
“We’re hold-up men,’” she said, ““un.
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der the subway.’” They opened the
paper napkin to find a bunch of rais-
ins and a dozen assorted cakes.

““Sh!”’ said the older child sudden-
ly, as they giggled and munched the
sweets. ‘‘Here comes the stenograph-
er. What do you know about her
hair!”’

The stenographer, a young girl
elaborately coifed, with a bow of such
dimensions under her chin that she
looked, Little Mary thought, like the
mother of the kittens who lost their
mittens, now approached and, uncon-
scious of the children’s proximity,
seated herself behind the table. A mo-
ment later she was joined by a show-
ily-dressed man. ‘‘That’s the drum-
mer who came last week,’”’ whispered
Doodles, and Little Mary wondered
innocently why he did not wear brass
buttons and beat his instrument. A
conversation now ensued between the
man and the girl that kept Doodles
straining her ears to hear.

““Sh! Sh!”” she hushed Little
Mary’s prattle. ‘‘This is just rich.”’

Little Mary, growing tired of the
dark, twisted and squirmed. Sudden-
ly they both saw the man lean over
and playfully attempt to draw the
letter the girl feigned to write from
her pretty hands. A struggle ensued,
in which he kissed her on her cheeks’
perpetual bloom. At this point Lit-
tle Mary yawned. Instantly the
stenographer leaped to her feet.

“Tord!”’ she whispered, ‘‘some-
body is under the stairs.”” A moment
later an angry man drew out Doodles,
grinning impishly, and startled Lit-
tle Mary. He jerked them to their
feet.

““Jpeshest kid in the hotel,”” he
-said roughly to Doodles. “‘I’ll tell
your mother.”” He dusted his hands
angrily with his handkerchief.

1711 tell your wife,’” retorted Doo-
dles, on the chance that he had one.

The man blanched, a: the steno-
grapher turned in quick reproach.
To cover his confusion the commer-
cial traveller seized Little Mary, who
still stared fixedly at them, pinched
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her arm in his grasp and eried, ‘‘Get
out of here, run along, do you hear?’’

The pinch, the angry tone, roused
an answering resentment in the child.
Her experience heretofore had taught
her no retort such as the occasion re-
quired; her lip curled in trembling
agitation, then stiffened as she saw
Doodles grinning from a safe dis-
tance. ‘‘Dry up and blow away,”’
Little Mary said with quiet dignity,
and ran swiftly and proudly to the
crowing Doodles.

Little Mary, young as she was, was
able to understand many of the rea-
sons that led her mother to abandon
the intention of forming a new home
and settling at the Winchester in-
stead, For instance, as little Mary
was made to realize, the new home
was not easy to find and she herself
was the obstacle. The owners of
furnished apartments, to her wonder-
ing consternation, looked upon her as
a determined smasher of vases,
scratcher of furniture, a colliding,
evil, noisy spirit, a vicious destroyer
of property. ‘‘You wouldn’t take my
little girl, then, under any circum-
stances?’’ Ethel would ask, and Lit-
tle Mary arrived at the conclusion
that her parents, in taking a flat,
would perforce abandon her. She tug-
ged at her mother’s hand at each in-
terview, whispering eraftily, ‘‘Let’s
stay at the hotel.”” Mrs. MacLean,
who had taken them all under her
wing, joined her persuasions to the
child’s. Little Mary heard her urge
the freedom from all care at the Win-
chester, the chance to show their pret-
ty new clothes, the advantages in
dancing lessons for Mary, the recrea-
tion for Walter Gardner after a day’s
work, to say nothing of the freedom
for them all.

“I don’t know,’’ Ethel said dubi-
ously, ‘“Walter has always thought
a great deal of a home.”’

A smile hovered on Mrs. MacLean’s
cherry lips. “‘If you want to stay,
I believe I can coax him to,”’ she
said. ‘‘I’ve never seen yet the man
T couldn’t manage.’’
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““The amorous words on her innocent baby lips made everyone shout with laughter.”

She twined her arm around Ethel’s
waist for a saunter, and drew Little
Mary’s moist palm in hers. ‘“‘You’ll
be buried alive in a flat, alone all day
long. You must stay. Doodles and
I can’t let you go. Little Mary has
improved so much’’—she peeped into
the child’s face—‘‘she’s not half as
shy. I really wouldn’t know any of
you.”’

Indeed, the Gardner family were
making strides, both in their own
estimation and that of the inmates of
the hotel. Now, when they entered
the great blaze of the dining-room
and sauntered nonchalantly to their
table, the waiters hastened to draw

out their chairs while people nodded
and smiled on every side,

‘“That’s the fellow that made such
a killing on wheat last week,”’ the
would whisper of Walter. ‘‘That’s his
wife. Did you ever see such a chan
for the better?’’ ladies murmured of
Ethel. ““The echild’s a perfect
cherub; she’s the pet of the hote] **

All this was due largely to the 6f—
fices of Mrs. MacLean, who when
Ethel had appealed to her for B
vice had good-naturedly taken them
all three in hand. It was she who
chose a school for Little Mary, led
them to the fashionable shops en-
larged their acquaintance, am’“%d
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and flattered Walter Gardner when
he came home out of sorts, had even
suggested his tailor and confided into
his sympathetic ears the reasons that
had led her to seek a divorce. They
would have been lost, Walter and his
wife agreed, without their new friend.

What Mrs. MacLean did for Wal-
ter and Ethel Gardner, Doodles ac-
complished for Little Mary. .Under
her ecare the child’s acquaintance
now embraced every guest and em-
ployee of the hotel. Her new and
stylish frocks and the support of a
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companion lent her self-confidence.
When young ladies stopped to curl
her hair about their fingers, telling
her openly she was the sweetest tot in
the hotel, she no longer hid her face,
but answered their questions glibly.
When men tossed her in their arms
and drew her into conversation, her
repartee won their laughter. Percy
Nelson, the leading man in ‘‘Beauty
and the Beast,”’ to the admiration of
a flock of girls, taught her a song, one
idle Sunday afternoon, and put her
on a cigar-stand to sing it. The amor-
ous words on her innocent baby lips
made everyone shout with laughter.
Walter Gardner, to be sure, frowned
when he heard of the publicity of
the cigar-stand, but Little Mary
caught him laughing at her rendition
of

‘“You must acknowledge, at the very least,
If T am the beauty, you are the beast.’’

He saw no objection to his wife
filling the box that Percy Nelson sent
Little Mary for a matinée, and made
a point of dropping in late himself
to see his little girl’s joy and excite-
ment in the performance, though his
view was somewhat restricted by the
brim of Mrs. MacLean’s dashing hat.

The pleasures of the theatre were
so new to Little Mary that she act-
ually had thought the extent of the
entertainment was the sight of the
curtain and had cried out in alarm
when its glories suddenly rose upon
the brilliancy of the stage. Mrs. Mac-
Lean made Walter laugh that night
with her account of the child’s sur-
prise. “‘I suppose, of course, there
were no theatres in Griggston,’’ she
said, as if Little Mary’s eduecation
had been heretofore neglected.

After that the child went frequent-
ly to public performances, sometimes
with Ethel, but oftener with admir-
ing young ladies in the hotel. Ethel’s
engagements were so frequent that
they had talked seriously of a nurse,
but that meant, Little Mary knew,
many restrictions, a separate eleva-
tor, and the servants’ dining-room.
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She wept so bitterly at the prospect
that they compromised by having a
chambermaid for occasional service.
Indeed, Little Mary wept frequently.
No one could imagine why. She cried
when her sash was too small, pouted
to wear certain dresses, teased for the
candy on sale at the office, sereamed
for an hour when Ethel insisted on
her wearing a coat.

When Ethel related these changes
to her husband one night, he drew the
child to his knee, saying, ‘‘She’s
sleepy, Ethel. I think seven o’clock
is too late for a little girl to dine.
Suppose after this you see she has
something early; don’t let her wait
for me.”’

He kissed the flushed little cheeks,
smoothing her hair with nervous fin-
gers. ‘‘Put her to bed,”’ he continu-
ed; ‘“then we can dine with Mrs.
MacLean and her friends, as she sug-
gests. She’s spoken to you of it,
hasn’t she?”’

‘“Yes,”” Ethel said faintly, ‘‘and I
told her we couldn’t consider it.
Think of how little we three are to-
gether already, Walter. You’ll never
see Little Mary at all, and you and I
won’t have time for a word of family
affairs if we dine with those noisy
people.”’

““I don’t want to hear anything
of family affairs,”’ Walter said irrit-
ably. ‘‘I want to be amused; I’'m all
on edge.”” He put the child smartly
on her feet and started for the din-
ing-room.

““You hurt my hand,”’ Little Mary
bawled, as they entered the elevator.
The tones of her parents’ voices had
startled her to new whimpering. She
was so sleepy at the table that their
faces became mere blurs; the rattle of
Mrs. MacLean’s tongue at a table
nearby and her sudden gay laugh
were all that kept her from complete
unconseiousness. As it was, she kept
awake until after the soup. This was
the Gardners’ last family dinner—
next evening they acecepted Mrs. Mac-
Lean’s proposal to join her friends.

As a rule, after dinner this group
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of table companions came to the
Gtardners’ sitting-room for cards.
Little Mary, meanwhile, was asleep
in the adjoining room. She respond-
ed unconsciously to the noise of ele-
vators, the boys in the corridors with
trays of tinkling glasses, and the
laughter of the card-players in such
close proximity, by tossing restlessly
on her bed. Sometimes she cried out
in her sleep, ‘‘Now you stop,’” in the
fretful tone of waking hours, Some-
times she could not sleep at all and
cried lustily. Upon such nights Ethe]
stole from her guests, turned on the
light and gave the child a picture.
book in the necessity of inducing sil-
ence. The book was painfully famil-
iar, for in their erowded suite Little
Mary had small place for toys. The
few she possessed were kept high on
the closet shelf.

Sometimes her mother would
soothe her to sleep by merely smooth-
ing her hands while kneeling by the
bed. As the year advanced she used
to slip to her child’s side with great-
er frequency, certain of mnot bein
greatly missed in the other room. One
night as she wrapped her arms lov-
ingly around her child, Little Mary
weary of much promiscuous fondling’
cried out sleepily, ‘‘Go away ; leavé
me alone.”’  And Ethel sharply whis.
pered, ‘‘Oh, darling, you haven 't
turned against me, too,”’ and knelt
with her face in the pillow until she
gathered composure to return to the
outer room. The situation was work.
ing itself out to its inevitable eon.
clusion.

Little Mary, all unconsciously, in
the great cirecle of hotel life had c’eas-
ed to attach any particular import-
ance to the more intimate group of
the family. Her old need of her par-
ents the hotel largely supplied, ‘When
she drifted in to her meals, any one
of the waiters brought her fooq - a
ring of the bell summoned a ehamb,er-
maid glad to assist her into a clean
frock or with a toilette for the night
If her parents went out for the even.
ing, she was not alone among so many,
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Even her little dresses Mrs. MacLean
ordered with Doodles’s, and her taste
everyone recognized as perfect.
She was the prettiest lady in the ho-
tel; everyone said so, even Walter
@Gardner, who had written it in a note
which Doodles had not scrupled to
read. If Little Mary wished a story,
a dozen young ladies would tell her
one. If she wished to play, any place
was better than the narrow bounds of
their rooms, where Ethel entertained,
perforce, the ladies trailing from
room to room. Little Mary always
made her escape as soon as possible.

The great hotel offered endless di-
version. If Mary and Doodles, whose
liberty was absolute, tired of play,
they called from room to room on the
older people, sometimes consulting
the register for new acquaintances.
Each closed door was the entrance to
either accustomed pleasures or possi-
bilities of new delight. In one room
a lady kept a jar of candied fruit;
in another they were always offered
afternoon tea; in still a third a severe
little spinster kept a canary, and the
children used to press close to his
cage and pity the little fluttering life
deprived of his natural heritage.
Sometimes they planned to help him
escape back to trees and flowers.

Some of the inmates of the rooms
where the children boldly knocked did
not make them very welcome. One
lady, especially, upon whose obedient
little daughter they sometimes shed
the light of their presence, was de-
cidedly cool. She never left the room
during their visit, checking her Hel-
en’s every movement as if to give an
example to her guests of watchful
motherhood. ‘‘Helen, fingers,’’ she
would whisper sharply, ‘‘Helen, el-
bows down,’’ in a voice so refined it
had lost all natural timber. In her
fear of hotel influences, Helen was
never for an instant alone. An old
nurse took the mother’s place if she
by chance was absent,

The children pitied Helen deeply.
She fascinated them as the captive
canary did. Her wan little face of-
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ten peered out at them between the
mother and nurse as she left them
romping behind the ecigar-stand.
‘‘Pert, badly reared children,’’ they
heard Helen’s mother say as she pass-
ed. ‘‘Nurse, see that Helen has noth-
ing to do with them.”’

A year passed by. Little Mary had
grown taller and thinner and shed
her first milk teeth. No one petted
her any more, though she posed and
pirouetted and bridled in her hunger
for admiration. Other favourites,
younger and more unconscious, had
replaced her, One night when she
pushed her way into a group about
the piano and eried, ‘“Don’t sing so
loud, no one can hear me,”’ no laugh-
ter greeted her sally, as would have
happened a year since. Instead, she
heard repeatedly, ‘‘A spoiled, dis-
agreeable child’’; and once, ‘‘Neglect-
ed little thing. Isn’t it dreadful the
way her father carries on with Mrs.
MacLean! They say the manager
has asked for her rooms.”’

Little Mary’s knowledge of life was
like a forced plant, so that she had a
fair understanding of these words.
When Doodles and her mother left
the hotel soon after she asked no ques-
tions. Nor was she openly more curi-
ous when evening after evening her
father in his big French machine
(Fortune had continued to prosper
Walter Gardner) drove away for
parts unknown, leaving Ethel white
and dry-eyed in the luxury of their
handsome suite. When Walter two
months later removed to his club, a
chambermaid informed Little Mary
that her mother had sued for a di-
vorce. Ethel, handicapped by the
fineness of her instinet, which even
two years of hotel life had not serv-
ed to blunt entirely, had been play-
ing a losing game almost from the
first. Mrs. MacLean, with no such
handicap, had made a nonchalant
capture of her husband’s affections.

The days that followed were days
of acute misery for the child. De-
prived of Doodles’s society, avoided
by many of the more carefully rear-
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ed children, she stole about the long
corridors, sensitively shrinking from
the comments that greeted her ap-
pearance. Curled up in the great
chairs in the huge echoing hotel par-
lours, under high electric lights, she
devoured the novels which the boy at
the cigar-stand let her take. The
gilence of their suite was intolerable.
Her mother was always out, or was
locked in her own room face down-
ward on the bed.

One day during this dreary period
of time, Little Mary learned from her
friend at the news counter that there
had been some kind of a failure and
that her father had gone down in the
crash. It was the subjeet of con-
versation everywhere that morning.
The child, stealing awkwardly about
from group to group, felt herself
again the object of attention. One
old gentleman had said carelessly in
her hearing, ‘‘The best thing that
ever happened to him. That vam-
pire will let go fast enough now.”’

Little Mary, with some instinet of

protection, rushed back to their
rooms, where her mother ate her
breakfast.

‘“‘Mother,”” she said, ‘‘everyone

says father has lost all his money.
Oh, mother, everyone is talking about
us downstairs.”” The nervous child
caught at her mother’s hand con-
vulsively.

‘““Mary!”’ the mother said. ‘‘Are
you sure?’’

The child nodded, trembling.

Her mother buried her face in her
hands, but when she lifted it, it was
rosy, almost smiling. ‘‘Oh, Mary,”’
she cried, “‘I’'m so glad, for father
will eome back. I know he will!”’

For three days Little Mary ran di-
reetly back to the hotel from school

and peeped expectantly linto their
room, but no father came. Onece the
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man at the desk was there with pa-
pers, speaking gravely while her
mother made some trembling plea.

It was on the fourth day that Lit-
tle Mary found him there. He sat

beside an elderly man on the sofa

who, Mary divined, was her grand-
father. In the inner room her mo-
ther and grandmother were busily
packing. Mary kissed her grandpar-
ents indifferently ; they seemed to her
simply elderly people like many oth-
ers in the hotel. She sat by the win-
dow trembling and erying, worn out
from all the excitement. Suddenly
her mother, whose face was bright
and cheerful again, came to the door.
She held up a little plaid dress.
‘““Mary, do you remember this? 1
made it for her, Walter, to wear
when you came home.’’

In some inexplicable way the
funny, crude little dress drew them
all close together, with all the tender
memories it invoked. The man, re-
membering that night, his loyalty and
tenderness for his wife and child,
their adoring love and belief in him,
raised his eyes contritely to Ethel’s
face. Her own, tender and forgiv-
ing and wet with tears, met his in
silent vows for the future. Then
they both looked at Little Mary, in
one instant realizing what the years
had done to her. Begin over as they
would, something had gone forever
of childish bloom and innocence. Her
round, chubby face was thin and
strained. Her look of innocent won-
der, which she had turned upon the
world, had gone forever. A sharp in-
quisitiveness had taken its place.

‘“Where are we going?’’ she ask-
ed pertly, noting their attention.

‘‘Home,’’ said the man gently, and
even Little Mary, who had almost
forgotten what it meant, was thrilled
by the word.
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BROOD OF THE WITCH QUEEN

BY SAX ROHMER

III.—THE MASK OF SET

'T VHE exact manner in which men-
tal stress will affect a man’s
physical health is often difficult
to predict. Robert Cairn was in the
pink of condition at the time that he
left Oxford to take up his London ap-
pointment; but a tremendous nervous
strain wrought upon him by a series
of events wholly outside the radius of
normal things had broken him up
physically, where it might have left
unseathed a more highly strung,
though less physically vigorous man.

Those who have passed through a
perve storm such as this which had
laid him low will know that convales-
cence seems like a welecome awakening
from a dreadful dream. It was in-
deed in a state between awakening and
dreaming that Robert Cairn took
ecounsel with his father—the latter
more pale than was his wont and some-
what anxious-eyed—and determined
upon an Egyptian rest-cure.

7 have made it all right at the
office, Rob,”” said Dr. Cairn. “‘In
three weeks or so you will receive in-
structions at Cairo to write up a series
of local articles, Until then, my boy,
eomplete rest and—don’t worry;
above all, don’t worry. You and I
have passed through a saturnalia of
horror, and you, less inured to hor-
rors than I, have gone down. I don’t
wonder.”’

¢“Where is Antony Ferrara?’’

Dr. Cairn shook his head and his
eyes gleamed with a sudden anger.
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“For God’s sake don’t mention his
name!’’ said he. ‘‘That topic is
taboo, Rob. I may tell you, however,
that he has left England.”’

In this unreal frame of mind, then,
and as one but partly belonging to the
world of things actual, Cairn found
himself an invalid, who but yesterday
had been a hale man; found himself
shipped for Port Said; found himself
entrained for Cairo; and with an
awakening to the realities of life, an
emerging from an ill-dream to lively
interest in the novelties of Egypt,
found himself following the red-
jerseyed Shepheard’s porter along the
corridor of the train and out on to the
platform,

A smart drive through those singu-
lar streets where East meets West and
mingles, in the sudden, violet dusk of
Lower Egypt, and he was amid the
bustle of the popular hotel.

Sime was there, whom he had last
seen at Oxford, Sime the phlegmatie.
He apologised for not meeting the
train but explained that his duties
had rendered it impossible. Sime
was attatehed temporarily to an Arch-
aeological expedition as medical man,
and his athletic and somewhat bovine
appearance contrasted oddly with the
unhealthy gauntness of Cairn.

“‘I only got in from Wasta ten
minutes ago, Cairn. You must come
out to the eamp when I return; the
desert eir will put you on your feet
again in no time.”’

e L,
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Sime was unemotional, but there
was concern in his voice an in his
glance, for the change in Cairn was
very startling.  Although he knew
something, if very little, of certain
happenings in London—gruesome
happenings centering around the man
called Antony Ferrara—he avoided
any reference to them at the moment.

Seated upon the terrace, Robert
Cairn studied the busy life in the
street below with all the interest of a
new arrival in the Capital of the Near
East. More than ever, now, his ill-
ness and things which had led up to
it seemed to belong to a remote dream
existence.  Through the railings at
his feet a hawker was thrusting fly-
whisks and imploring him in compli-
cated English to purchase one. Ven-
dors of beads, of factitous ‘‘an-
tiques,”” of sweetmeats, of what-not;
fortune-tellers—and all that chatter-
ing horde which some obscure process
of gravitation seems to hurl against
the terrace of Shepheard’s buzzed
about him. Carriages and motor cars,
camels and donkeys mingled upon
the highway. Voices American,
voices Anglo-Saxon, guttural German
tones and softly murmured Arabic
merged into one indeseribable chord
of sound; but Robert Cairn was un-
speakably restful. He was quite
contented to sit there sipping his
whiskey and soda and smoking his
pipe.  Sheer idleness was good for
him and exactly what he wanted, and
idling amid that unique throng is
idleness de luxe.

Sime wateched him covertly, and
saw that his face had acquired lines—
lines which told of the fires through
which he had passed. Something, it
was evident—something horrible—
had seared his mind. * Considering
the many indications of tremendous
nervous disaster in Cairn, Sime won-
dered how near his companion had
come to insanity, and concluded that
he had stood upon the frontiers of
that grim land of phantoms, had only
been plucked back in the eleventh

hour.
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Cairn turned around with a smile,
from the group of hawkers who so-
licited his attention upon the pave-
ment below.

‘“This is a delightful scene,’”’ he
said.  “‘I eould sit here for hours;
but considering that it’s some time
after sunset it remains unusually hot,
doesn’t it ?”’

““Rather!”” replied Sime. ‘‘They
are expecting Khamsin—the hot wind,
you know. I was up the river a
week ago, and we struck it badly in
Assouan. It grew as black as night
and one couldu’t breathe for sand.
It’s probably working down to
Cairo.”’

“From your deseription I am not
anxious to make the acquaintance of
Khamsin!”’

Sime shook his head, knocking out
his pipe into the ash-tray.

‘“This is a funny country,’’ he said
reflectively.  ‘“The most weird ideas
prevail here to this day—ideas which
properly belong to the middle ages,
For instance’’—he began to recharge
the hot bowl—‘it is not really time
for Khamsin, consequently the natives
feel called upon to hunt up some ex-
planation of its unexpected appear-
ance. Their ideas on the subject are
interesting, if idiotic. One of our
Arabs (we are excavating in the
Fayoum, you know) solemnly assured
me yesterday that the hot wind was
caused by an Efreet, as sort of Ara-
bian Nights demon, who had arrived
in Egypt!”’

He laughed gruffly, but Cairn was
staring at him with a curious expres-
sion. Sime continued :

““When I got to Cairo this evening,
I found news of the Efreet had pre-
ceeded me. Honestly, Cairn, it is all
over the town—the native town, I
mean.  All the shopkeepers in the
Huski are talking about it. If g
puft of Khamsin should come, 1 be-
lieve they would permanently shut up
shop and hide in their cellars—if they
have any; I am rather hazy on mod-
ern Egyptian architecture.’’

Cairn nodded his head absently.

£l
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““You laugh,”” he said, ‘‘but the
active force of a superstition—what
we call a superstition—is sometimes
a terrible thing.”’

Sime started.

““Eh!”’ The medical man had sud-
denly come uppermost; he recollected
that this class of discussion was prob-
ably taboo.

“You may doubt the existence of
Efreets,”’ continued Cairn, ‘‘but nei-
ther you nor I can doubt the creative
power of thought. If a trained
hypnotist by sheer concentration can
persuade his subject that the latter
gits upon the brink of a river fishing
when actually he sits upon a platform
in a lecture-room, what result should
you expect from a concentration of
thousands of native minds upon the
jdea that an Efreet is visiting

t?”’
Eggi&e started in a dull way.

“‘Rather a poser,”’ he said, ‘‘I have
a glimmer of a notion what you
mean—’

““Don’t you think—"’

““If you mean I don’t think the
result would be the creation of an
Efreet, no, I don’t!”’

‘T hardly mean that, either,’”’ re-
plied Cairn; ““but this wave of super-
stition cannot be entirely unproduc-
tive; all that thought energy directed
to one point—’’

Sime stood up.

““We shall get out of our depth,”’
he replied conclusively. He consid-
ered the ground of discussion an un-
healthy one; this was the territory
adjoining that of insanity.

A fortune teller from India prof-
fered his services incessantly,.

“Tmshi! imshi!’’ growled Sime.

““Hold on,” said Cairn, smiling;
“this chap is not an Egyptian; let
us ask him if he has heard the rumour
respecting the Efreet!”

Sime reseated himself rather un-
willingy. The fortune-teller spread
his little carpet and knelt down in
order to read the palm of his hypo-
thetieal client, but Cairn waved him

aside.
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“I don’t want my fortune told!”’
he said; “but I will give you your
fee,”’—with a smile at Sime,‘for a
few minutes’ conversation.’’

“Yes sir, yes sir!”’ The Indian
was all attention.

““Why?’—Cairn pointed forensical-
ly at the fortune-teller—‘Why is
Khamsin come so early this year?’’

The Indian spread his hands, palms
upward.

“How should I know?’’ he replied
in his soft, melodious voice.”” 1 am
not of Egypt; I can only say what is
told to me by the Egyptians.”’

‘‘ And what is told to you?”’

Sime rested his hands upon his
knees, bending forward ecuriously.
He was palpably anxious that Cairn
should have confirmation of the
Efreet story from the Indian.

‘““They tell me, sir,’”’—the man’s
voice sank musically low—‘that a
thing very evil—’’ he tapped a long
brown finger upon his breast—‘not
as I am—"’ he tapped Sime upon the
knee—'‘not as he your friend—’’ he
thrust the long finger at Cairn—
“‘not as you, sir; not a man at all,
though something like a man! not
having no father and mother—’’

“You mean,’’ suggested Sime, ‘‘a
spirit?’’

The fortune-teller shook his head.

‘“They tell me, sir, not a spirit—a
man, but not as other men; a very,
very bad man; one that the great
king, long, long ago, the king you
call Wise—"’

‘“‘Solomon ?’’ suggested Cairn.

‘“Yes, yes, Suleyman !—one that he
when he banished all the tribe of the
demons from the earth—one that he
not found.”’

“One he overlooked?”’ jerked
Sime.
“Yes, yes, overlook! A very evil

man, my gentlemen. They tell me
he has come to Egypt. He come not
from the sea, but across the desert—"’
““The Libyan Desert?’’ suggested
Sime,
The man shook his head, seeking
for words.
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‘“The Arabian Desert?’’ said Sime.

‘‘No, no! Away beyond, far up in
Africa—’’ he waved his long arms
dramatically, ‘‘far, far up beyond
the Soudan—"’

““The Sahara Desert?’’ proposed
Sime.

““Yes, yes! it is the Sahara Desert!
—come across the Sahara Desert, and
is ecome to Khartoum—"’

‘““How did he get there?’’ asked
Cairn.

The Indian shrugged his shoulders.

““‘I cannot say, but next he come to
Wady Halfa, then he is in Assouan,
and from Assouan he come down to
Luxor!  Yesterday an Egyptian
friend told me Khamsin is in the
Fayoum.  Therefore he is there—
the man of evil—for he bring the hot
wind with him.”’

The Indian was growing impres-
sive, and two American tourists stop-
ped to listen to his words.

“‘To-night—to-morrow,’”” he spoke
now almost in a whisper, glancing
about him as if apprehensive of be-
ing overheard—‘‘he may be here in
Cairo, bringing with him the scorch-
ing breath of the desert—the scorpion
wind!”’

He stood up, casting off the mys-
tery with which he had invested his
story, and smiling insinuatingly.
His work was done; his fee was due.
Sime rewarded him with five piastres,
and he departed, bowing.

““You know, Sime—’’ Cairn began
to speak, staring absently the while
after the fortune-teller, as he de-
scended the carpeted steps and re-
joined the throng on the sidewalk be-
low—‘‘you know, if a man, anyone,
could take advantage of such a wave
of thought as this which is now sweep-
ing through Egypt—if he could cause
it to concentrate upon him, as it were,
don’t you think it would enable him
to transeend the normal, to do phe-
nomenal things?’’

“By what process should you pro-
pose to make yourself such a focus?’’

“T was speaking impersonally,
Sime. It might be possible—"’
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“‘It might be possible to dress for
dinner,’’ snapped Sime, if we shut up
talking nonsense! There’s a carnival
here to-night; great fun. Suppose
we concentrate our brain-waves on
another Scotch and soda?”’

Above the palm trees swept the
jewelled vault of Egypt’s sky, and
set amid the clustering leaves gleam-
ed little red electric lamps; fairy
lanterns outlined the winding paths
and paper Japanese lamps hung
dancing in long rows, whilst in the
centre of the enchanted garden a
fountain spurned diamond spray
high in the air, to fall back ecoolly
splashing into the marble home of the
golden carp. The rustling of in-
numerable feet upon the sandy path.
way and the ceaseless murmur of
voices, with pealing laughter rising
above all, could be heard amid the
strains of the military band enscone-
ed in a flower-covered arbour.

Into the brightly lighted places and
back into the luminous shadows came
and went fantastic forms. Sheikhs
there were with flowing robes, drago.-
mans who spoke no Arabie, Sdltans
and priests of Ancient Egypt, going
arm-in-arm. Dancing girls of old
Thebes, and harém ladies in silken
trousers and high-heeled red shoes.
Queens of Babylon and Cleopatras,
many Geishas and desert Gypsies
mingled, specks in a giant kaleidos-
cope. The thick carpet of confetti
rustled to the tread ; girls ran scream.
ing before those who pursued them
armed with handfuls of the tiny
paper disks. Pipers of the Highland
regiment marched piping through the
throng, their Scottish kilts seeming
wildly incongrous amid such a seene,
Within the hotel, where the mosque
lanterns glowed, one might cateh a
glimpse of the herds of dancers glid-
ing shadowly.

‘A trememdous erowd,’’ said Sime
‘‘considering it is nearly the end of
the season.”’

Three silken ladies wearing gauzy
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white yashmaks confronted Cairn and
the speaker. A gleaming of jewell-
ed fingers there was, and Cairn found
himself half-choked with confetti
whieh filled his eyes, his nose, his ears,
and of which quite a liberal amount
found access to his mouth. The
three ladies of the yashmak ran
screaming from their vengeance-seek-
ing vietims, Sime pursuing too, and
Cairn hard upon the heels of the
third. Amid this scene of riotous
ecarnival all else was forgotten and
only the madness, the infectious mad-
ness of the night, claimed his mind.
In and out of the strangely attired
groups darted his agile quarry, all
but captured a score of times, but al-
ways eluding him.

Sime he was hopelessly lost, as
around fountain and flower bed, ar-
bour and palm trunk he leapt in pur-
guit of the elusive yashmak.

Then, in a shadowed corner of the
garden, he trapped her. Plunging
his hand into the bag of confetti,
which he carried, he leapt, exulting,
to his revenge, when a sudden gust of
wind passed sibilantly through the
palm tops, and glancing upward,
Cairn saw that the blue sky was
overcast and the stars gleaming
dimly, through a veil That
moment of hesitaney proved fatal to
his project, for with a little excited
geream, the girl dived under his out-
streteched arm and fled back towards
the fountain. He turned to pursue
again, when a second puff of wind,
stronger than the first, set waving the
palm fronds and showered dry leaves
upon the confetti carpet of the gar-
den. The band played loudly, and
the murmur of conversation rose to
something like a roar, but above it
whistled the increasing breeze, and
there was a sort of grittiness in the

Then, proclaimed by a furious lash-
ing of the fronds above, burst the
wind in all its fury. It seemed to
beat down into the garden in waves
of heat. Huge leaves began to fall
from the tree tops and the mast-like
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trunks bent before the fury from the
desert. The atmosphere grew hazy
with impalpable dust; and the stars
were wholly obscured.

Commenced a stampede from the
garden, Shrill with fear, rose a
woman’s seream from the heart of the
throng

‘A scorpion! a scorpion!’’

Panic threatened, but fortunately
the doors were wide, so that, without
disaster, the whole fantastic company
passed into the hotel; and even the
military band retired.

Cairn perceived that he alone re-
mained in the garden, and glancing
along the path in the direction of the
fountain, he saw a blotehy drab crea-
ture, fully four inches in length, run-
ning zigzag towards him. It was a
huge scorpion; but, even as he leapt
forward to crush it, it turned and
crept in amid the tangle of flowers
beside the path, where it was lost
from view.

The seorching wind grew moment-
arily fiercer, and Cairn, entering be-
hind a few straggling revellers, found
something ominous and dreadful in
its sudden fury. At the threshold,
he turned and looked back upon the
gaily lighted garden. The paper
lamps were thrashing in the wind,
many extinguished; others were in
flames; a number of electric globes
fell from their fastenings amid the
palm tops, and burst bomb-like upon
the ground. The pleasure garden
was now a battlefield, beset with dan-
gers, and he fully appreciated the
anxiety of the company to get within
doors. Where chrysanthemum and
vashmak, turban and tarboosh,
wracus and Indian plume had mingl-
ed gaily, no soul remained ; but yet—
he was in error——someone did
remain.

As if embodying the fear that in a
few short minutes had emptied the
garden, out beneath the waving
lanterns, the flying débris, the whirl-
ing dust, pacing sombrely from shad-
ow to light, and to shadow again,
advancing towards the hotel steps,
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came the figure of one sandalled, and
wearing the short white tunic of
Ancient Egypt. His arms were bare,
and he carried a long staff ; but rising
hideously upon his shoulders was a
crocodile mask, which seemed to grin
—the mask of Set, Set the Destroyer,
God of the underworld.

Cairn, alone of the erowd, saw the
strange figure, for the reason that
Cairn alone faced towards the garden.
The gruesome mask seemed to fasein-
ate him; he could not take his gaze
from that weird advancing god; he
felt impelled hypnotically to stare at
the gleaming eyes set in the saurian
head. The mask was at the foot of
the steps, and still Cairn stood rigid.
When as the sandalled foot was set
upon the first step, a breeze, dust-
laden, and hot as from a furnace door,
blew fully into the hotel, almost
blinding him.

A chorus rose from the erowd at his
back; and many voices cried out for
the doors to be shut. Someone
tapped him on the shoulder, and spun
him about.

“By God!”’—it was Sime who now
had him by the arm—¢‘Khamsin has
come with a vengeance! They tell
me that they have never had anything
like it!”’

The native servants were closing
and fastening the doors. The night
was now as black as Erebus, and the
wind howling about the building with
the voices of a million lost souls.
Cairn glanced back across his shoul-
der. Men were drawing heavy cur-
tains quickly across the doors and
windows.

““They have shut him out, Sime!”’
he said.

Sime stared in his dull fashion.

“You surely saw him,”’ persisted
Cairn irritably; ‘‘the man in the
mask of Set—he was eoming in just
behind me.”’

Sime strode forward, pulled the
curtains aside, and peered out into
the deserted garden.

“‘Not a soul, old man,’’ he declared.
““You must have seen the Efreet.”’
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This sudden and appalling change
of weather had sadly affected the
mood of the gathering. That part
of the carnival planned to take place
in the garden was perforce abandon.
ed, together with the firework dis-
play. A half-hearted attempt was
made at dancing, but the howling of
the wind, and the ominpresent dust,
perpetually reminded the pleasure-
seekers that Khamsin raged without
—raged with a violence unparalleled
in the experience of the oldest resi-
dents. This was a full-fledged sand-
storm, a terror of the Sahara deseend-
ed upon Cairo.

But there were few departures, al-
though many of the visitors who had
a long distance to go, especially those
from Mena House, discussed the ad-
visability of leaving before this
unique storm should have grown even
worse. The general tendency, though,
was markedly gregarious; safety
seemed to be with the crowd, amid
the gaiety, where music and laughter
were, rather than in the sand-swept
streets.

‘“Guess we’ve outstayed our wel-
come!’’ confided an American lady
to Sime. ‘‘Egypt wants to drive us
all home now.”’

‘‘Possibly,’” he replied with a smile,
““The season has run very late this
year, and so this sort of thing is mope
or less to be expected.”” He tapped
with his fingers on the table.

The orchestra struck up a lively
one-step, and a few of the more en.
thusiastic dancers accepted the in-
vitation, but the bulk of the company
thronged around the edge of the floor
acting as spectators. {

Cairn and Sime wedged a way
through the heterogeneous crowd to
the American Bar.

““I preseribe a ‘tango,” ** said ‘Sime,

““A tango is—?”’ asked Cairn rub-
bing his eyes. ?

‘“A tango,”’ explained Sime, is a
new kind of cocktail sacred to this
buffet. Try it. It will either kill
you or eure you. ’’

Cairn smiled rather wanly,
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““I must confess that I need buck-
ing up a bit,”’ he said; ‘‘that con-
founded sand seems to have got me
by the throat.”’

Sime briskly gave his orders to the
bar attendant.

““You know,’’ pursued Cairn, ‘‘I
cannot get out of my head the idea
that there was someone wearing a
erocodile mask in the garden a while

““Look here,”” growled Sime, study-
ing the operations of the -cocktail
manufacturer, ‘‘suppose there were—
what about it?”’

“Well, it’s odd that nobody else
saw him.”’

‘1 suppose it hasn’t occurred to
you that the fellow might have re-
moved his mask?”’

(Cairn shook his head slowly.

““I don’t think so,”” he declared;
¢1 haven’t seen him anywhere in the
hotel.”’ i

““Seen him—’’ Sime turned his
dull gaze upon the speaker—'‘How
ghould you know him?’’

Cairn raised his hand to his fore-
head in an oddly helpless way.

“No, of course not—it’s very ex-
traordinary.’’

They took their seats at a small
table, and in mutual silence loaded
their pipes. Sime, in common with
many young and enthusmsﬁm medical
men, had theories—theories of that
revolutionary sort which only harsh
experience can shatter. Secretly he
was disposed to ascrlbe_all _the ills
which flesh is heir to, primarily to a
disordered nervous system. I.t was
evident that Cairn’s mind persistent-
ly ran along a particular grove; some-
thing lay back of all this erratic talk;
he had clearly invested the Mask of
Set with a curious indiv1dual{ty.

¢‘] gather that you had a stiff bout
of it in London ?”’ Sime said sudden-

’

ly.
yCairn nodded.

¢‘Beastly stiff. There is a lot of
sound reason in your nervous theory,
Qime. It was touch and go w1tb me
for days, I am told; yet, pathological-
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ly, I was a hale man. That would
seem to show how nerves can kill.
Just a series of shocks—horrors—
one piled upon another, did as much
for me as influenza, pneumonia and
two or three other ailments together
could have done.’’

Sime shook his head wisely; this
was in accordance with his ideas.

“You know Antony Ferrara?’’
continued Cairn, ‘‘Well, he has done
this for me. His damnable practices
are worse than any disease, Sime,
the man is a pestilence!  Although
the law cannot touch him, although
no jury can conviet him- -he is a
murderer. He econtrols—forces—’’

Sime was watching him intently.

““It will give you some idea, Sime,
of the piteh to which things had come,
when 1 tell you that my father drove
to Ferrara’s rooms one night, with a
loaded revolver in his pocket—’’

“For’’—Sime hesitated—*‘for pro-
teetion ?’’

hiy il Cairn leaned forward
across the table—'‘to shoot him, Sime,
shoot him on sight, as one shoots a
mad dog!”’

‘“Are you serious?’’

““As God is my witness, if Antony
Ferrara had been in his rooms that
night, my father would have killed
him!”’

*“It would have been a shocking
scandal.”’

‘It would have been a martyrdom.
The man who removes Antony Ferra-
ra from the earth will be doing man-
kind a service worthy of the highest
reward. He is unfit to live. Some-
times I cannot believe that he does
live; T expect to wake up and find
that he was a figure of a particularly
evil dream.’’

““This incident—the ecall at his
rooms—occurred just before your ill-
ness?’’

“Th.e thing which he attempted
that night was the last straw, Sime;
it broke me down. From the time
that he left Oxford, Antony Ferrara
has pursued a deliberate course of
crime, of crime so cunning, so un-
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usual, and based upon such amazing
and unholy knowledge that no breath
of suspicion has touched him. Sime,
you remember a girl I told you about
at Oxford one evening, a girl who
came to visit him$¢”’

Sime nodded slowly.

‘“Well—he killed her! Oh! there
is no doubt about it; I saw her body
in the hospital.’’

‘““How had he killed her, then?”’

‘“How? Only he and God who
permits him to exist can answer that,
Sime. He killed her without coming
anywhere near her—and he killed his
adoptive father, Sir Michael Ferrara,
by the same unholy means!’’

Sime watched him, but offered no
comment.

“‘It was hushed up, of course;
there is no existing law which could
be used against him.’’

“Bxisting law?’’

“They are ruled out, Sime, the
laws that could have reached him;
but he would have been burned at
stake in the middle ages!’’

“I see.” Sime drummed his fin-
gers upon the table. ‘‘You had those
ideas about him at Oxford; and does
Dr. Cairn seriously believe the
same ?’’

“He does. So would you—you
could not doubt it, Sime, not for a
moment, if you had seen what we
have seen!’” His eyes blazed with
sudden fury, suggestive of his old,
robust self—‘He tried night after
night, by means of the same accursed
hypnotic soreery which everyone
thought buried in the ruins of Thebes,
to kill me! He projected—things—,,

‘“Suggested these—things, to your
mind ?’’

‘““Something like that. I saw, or
thought I saw, and smelt—pah !—I
seem to smell them now !—beetles,
‘mummy beetles, you know, from the
skull of a mummy! My rooms were
thick with them. It brought me

very near bedlam, Sime. Oh! it was
not merely imaginary. My father
and I caught him red-handed.’”’ YHe
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glanced across at the other.
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read of the death of Lord Lashmore?
—It was just after you eame out,’’

‘“Yes—heart.”’

‘It was his heart, yes—but Ferra-
ra was responsible! That was the
business which led my father to drive
to Ferrara’s rooms with a loaded re-
volver in his pocket.”’

The wind was shaking the windows,
and whistling about the building with
demoniacal fury as if seeking admis-
sion; the band played a popular
waltz; and in and out of the open
doors came and went groups represen-
tative of many ages and many nation-
alities.

‘“‘Ferrara,”” began Sime slowly,’’
was always a detestable man, with
his sleek black hair and ivory face,
Those long eyes of his had an expres-
sion which always tempted me to hit
him.  Sir Michael, if what you say
is true—and after all, Cairn, it only
goes to show how little we know of
the nervous system—literally took a
viper to his bosom.’’

““He did. Antony Ferrara was his
adopted son, of course; God knows to
what evil brood he really belongs.’’

Both were silent for a while,
Then :

‘‘Gracious heavens!”’

Cairn started to his feet so wildly
as almost to upset the table.

‘‘Look, Sime! look!’’ he eried.

Sime was not the only man in the
bar to hear and to heed his words,
Sime, looking in the direction indicat-
ed by Cairn’s extended finger, receiv-
ed a vague impression that a gro-
tesque, long-headed figure had ap-
peared momentarily in the doorway
opening upon the room where the
dancers were; then it was gone again,
if it had ever been there, and he was
supporting Cairn, who swayed dizzily,
and had become ghastly pale. Sime
imagined that the heated air had
grown suddenly even more heated.
Curious eyes were turned upon his
companion, who now sank back into
his chair, muttering :

‘“The Mask, the Mask!’’

““I think T saw the chap who seems
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to worry you so much,”’ said Sime
soothingly. ‘‘Wait here; I will tell
the waiter to bring you a dose of
brandy; and whatever you do, don’t
get excited.”’ .

He made for the door, pausing and
giving an order to a waiter on his
way, and pushed into the crowd out-
side. It was long past midnight,
and the gaiety, which had been re-
sumed, seemed of a forced and fever-
ish sort. Some of the visitors were
leaving, and a breath of hot wind
swept in from the open doors.

A pretty girl, wearing a yashmak,
who, with two similarly attired com-
panions, was making her way to the
entrance, attracted his attention; she
secemed to be on the point of swoon-
ing. He recognized the trio for the
same that had pelted Cairn and him-
self with confetti earlier in the even-
e The sudden heat has affected your
friend,”” he said, stepping to them,
“My name is Dr. Sime; may I offer
you my assistance?”’ :

The offer was accepted, and with
the three he passed out on to the ter-
race, where the dust grated bqnegth
the tread, and helped the fa.m@mg
girl into a conveyance. The night
was thunderously black, the heat al-
most insufferable, and the tall palms
in front of the hotel bowed before
the might of the scorching Wmd..

As the vehicle drove off, Sime
stood for a moment looking after it.
His face was very grave, for there
was a look in the bright eyes of the
girl in the yashmak, which, profes-
sionally, he did not like. ~Turning
up the steps, he lear_npd from the
manager that several visitors had suc-
cumbed to the heat. There was some-
thing furtive in the manner of his in-
formant’s glance, and Sime looked at
him significantly. !

Khamsin brings clouds of septic
dust with it,”” he said. ‘‘Let us hope
that these attacks are due to nothing
more than the unexpected rise in the
temperature.’’ : ;

An air of uneasiness prevailed now
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throughout the hotel. The wind had
considerably abated, and crowds were
leaving, pouring from the steps into
the deserted street, a dreamlike com-
pany.

Colonel Royland took Sime aside,
as the latter was making his way back
to the buffet. The colonel, whose
regiment was stationed at the Citadel,
had known Sime almost from child-
hood.

““You know, my boy,’’ he said, ‘‘1
should never have allowed Eileen’’
(his daughter) ‘‘to remain in Cairo,
if I had foreseen this change in the
weather. The infernal wind, coming
right through the native town is
loaded with infection.”’

‘‘Has it affected her, then?’’ asked
Sime anxiously.

‘“‘She nearly fainted in the ball-
room,’’ replied the colonel. *‘Her
mother took her home half an hour
ago. 1 looked for you everywhere,
but I couldn’t find you.”’

‘“Quite a number have succumbed.”’
said Sime,

‘‘Eileen seemed to be slightly hys-
terical,”’ continued the colonel, ‘‘She
persisted that someonme wearing a
crocodile mask had been standing be-
side her at the moment that she was
taken ill.”’

Sime started; perhaps Cairn’s
story was not a matter of imagina-
tion after all.

‘“There is someone here, dressed
like that, I believe,’’ he replied, with
affected carelessness. ‘‘He seems to
have frightened several people. Any
idea who he is?”’

‘“My dear chap!’’ said the colonel,
‘I have been searching the place for
him! but I have never once set eyes
upon him. I was about to ask if you
knew anything about it 1"’

Sime returned to the table where
Cairn was sitting. The latter seem-
ed to have recovered somewhat; but
he looked far from well. Sime star-
ed at him eritically.

““I should turn in,”’ he said, ‘‘if 1
were you. Khamsin is playing the
deuce with people. I only hope it
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does not justify its name and blow for
fifty days.”’

‘“Have you seen the man in the
mask ?’’ asked Cairn.

No,’” replied Sime, ‘‘but he’s here
alright ; others have seen him.’’

Cairn stood up rather unsteadily,
and with Sime made his way through
the moving erowd to the stairs. The
band was still playing, but the cloud
of gloom which had settled upon the
place refused to be dissipated. :

““Good-night, Cairn,”’ said Sime;
see you in the morning.”’

Ma
w

Robert Cairn, with aching head
and a growing sensation of nausea,
paused on the landing, looking down
into the court below. He could not
disguise from himself that he felt ill,
not nervously ill as he felt in London,
but physically sick. This superheat-
ed air was difficult to breathe; it
seemed to rise in waves from below.

Then, from a weary glancing at the
figures beneath him, his attitude
changed to one of tense watching.

A man, wearing the erocodile mast
of Set, stood by a huge urn looking
up to the landing!

Cairn’s weakness left him, and in
its place came an indescribable anger,
a longing to drive his fist into that
grinning mask. He turned and ran
lightly down the stairs, conscious of a
sudden glow of energy. Reaching the
floor, he saw the mask making across
the hall, in the direction of the outer
door. As rapidly as possible, for he
could not run, without attracting un-
desirable attention, Cairn followed.
The figure of Set passed out on to the
terrace, but when Cairn in turn
swung the door, his quarry had van-
ished.

Then in a vehicle just driving
off he detected the hideous mask,
Hatless as he was, he ran down the
steps and threw himself into another.
The carriage-controller was in atten-
danee, and Cairn rapidly told him to
instruct the driver to follow the one
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which had just then left. The man
lashed up his horses, turned the car-
riage, and went galloping on after the
retreating figure. Past the Esbekiya
Gardens they went, through several
narrow streets, and on to the quarter
of the Muski. Time after time he
thought he had lost the carriage
ahead, but his own driver’s know-
ledge of the tortuous streets enabled
him always to overtake it again,
They went rocking along lanes so nar-
row that with outstretched arms one
could almost have touched the walls
on either side; past empty shops and
unlighted houses,  Cairn had not the
remotest ‘idea of his whereabouts ;
save that he was evidently in the dis.
triet of the bazaars. A right-angled
corner was abruptly rounded—and
there, ahead of him, stood the pursu-
ed vehicle! The driver was turning
his horses around, to return; his fare
was disappearing from sight into the
black shadows of a narrow alley on
the left.

Cairn leapt from the carriage,
shouting to the man to wait, and went
dashing down the sloping lane after
the retreating figure. A sort of bling
fury possessed him, but he never
paused to analyse it, never asked him.
self by what right he pursued this
man, what wrong the latter had done
him. His action was wholly un-
reasoning ; he knew that he wished to
overtake the wearer of the mask and
to tear it from his head ; upon that he
acted !

He discovered that despite the
tropical heat of the night, he was
shuddering with cold, but he disre.
garded this circumstance, and ran on.

The pursued stopped before an
iron-studded door, which instantly
was opened ; he entered as the runner
came up with him.  And, before the
door could be reclosed—Cairn thrust
his way in.

Blackness, utter blackness, was be.
fore him.  The figure which he had
pursued seemed to have been swallow-
ed up. He stumbled on, gropingly,
hands outstretched, then fell—fell, ag
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he realized in the moment of falling,
down a short flight of stone steps.

Still amid utter blackness, he got
to his feet, shaken but otherwise un-
hurt by his fall. He turned about,
expecting to see some glimmer of light
from the stairway, but the blackness
was unbroken.  Silence and gloom
held him in. He stood for a moment,
listening, intently.

A shaft of light pierced the dark-
ness, as a shutter was thrown open.
Through an iron-barred window the
light shone; and with the light came
a breath of stifling perfume. That
perfume carried his imagination back
instantly to a room at Oxford, and
he advanced and looked through into
the place beyond. He drew a swift
breath, clutched the bars, and 'was
gilent—stricken speechless.

He looked into a large and lofty
room, lighted by several hanging
lamps. It had a carpeted divan at
one end and was otherwise scantily
furnished, in the Eastern manner.
A silver incense-burner smoked upon
a large praying-carpet and by it stood
the man in the crocodile mask. An
Arab girl, fantastically attired, who
had evidently just opened the shut-
ters, was now helping him to remove
the hideous head-dress.

She presently untied the last of the
fastenings and lifted the thing from
the man’s shoulders, moving away
with the gliding step of the Oriental
and leaving him standing there in his
ghort white tunic, bare-legged and
sandalled.

The smoke of the incense curled up-
ward and played around the straight,
slim figure, drew vaporous lines
about the still, ivory face—the hand-
some, sinister face, sometimes partly
veiling the long black eyes and some-
times showing them in all their un-
natural brightness. So the man
stood, looking towards the barred
window.

Tt was Antony Ferrara!

“Ah, dear Cairn—’’ the husky,
mumcal voice smote upon Cairn’s ears
as the most hated sound in nature—
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‘‘you have followed me. Not con-
tent with driving me from London,
you have also rendered Cairo—my
dear Cairo—untenable for me.”’

Cairn clutched the bars but was
silent.

‘““How wrong of you, Cairn!’’ the
soft voice mocked, ‘‘this attention is
so harmful—to you. Do you know,
Cairn, the Soudanese formed the ex-
traordinary opinion that I was an
efreet, and this strange reputation
has followed me, followed right down
the Nile.  Your father, my dear
friend, has studied these odd matters
and he could tell you that there is
no power, in Nature, higher than the
human will,  Actually, Cairn, they
have aseribed to me the direction of
the Khamsin, and so many worthy
Egyptians have made up their minds
that I travel with the storm—or that
the storm follows me—that something
of the kind has really come to pass!
Or is it merely coincidence, Cairn?
Who can say?’’

Motionless, immobile, save for a
slow smile, Antony Ferrara stood,
and Cairn kept his eyes upon the
evil face, and with trembling hands
clutched the bars.

‘“It is certainly odd, is it not,”’ re-
sumed the taunting voice, ‘‘that
Khamsin, so violent, too should thus
deseend upon the Cairene season? 1
only arrived from the Fayoum this
evening, Cairn, and, do you know,
they have the pestilence there! 1
trust the hot wind does not carry it
to Cairo; there are so many distin-
guished FEuropean and American
visitors here; it would be a thousand
pities!”’

Cairn released his grip of the bars,
raised his eclenched fists above his
head, and in a voice and with a man-
iacal fury that were neither his own,
cursed the man that stood there mock-
ing him. Then he reeled, fell, and
remembered no more.

*

“All right, old man—you’ll do
quite nicely now.”’

It was Sime speaking.
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Cairn struggled upright...... and
found himself in bed! Sime was seat-
ed beside him.

““Don’t talk!”’ said Sime, ‘‘you’re
in hospital! I’ll do the talking; you
listen. I saw you bolt out of Shep-
heard’s last night—shut up! I fol-
lowed, but lost you. We got up a
search party, and with the aid of the
man who had driven you, ran you to
earth in a dirty alley behind the
mosque of El-Azhar. Four kindly
mendicants, who reside upon the
steps of the establishment, had
been awakened by your blundering
in among them. They were holding
you—yes, you were raving pretty
badly. You are a lucky man, Cairn.
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You were inoculated before you left
home?”’

Cairn nodded weakly. ;

‘““Saved you. Be all right in a
couple of days. That damned
Khamsin has brought a whiff of the
plague from somewhere! Curiously
enough, over fifty per cent. of the cases
spotted so far are people who were
at the carnival! Some of them, Cairn
—but we won’t discuss that now. I
was afraid of it, last night. That’s
why I kept my eye on you. My boy,
you were delirious when you bolted
out of the hotel!”’

““Was 1?”’ said Cairn weakly, and
lay back on the pillow. ““Perhaps I
was.”’

The next story in this series will reveal further and even more mysterious powers
controlled by Antony Ferrara.




THE COMPENSATION
BY MARGARET BELL

mail from train to post-office
and post-office to train, three
times a day. There was nothing very
interesting about him, except that his
horse never felt harness on its back,
till it had tasted its morning hay.
He jogged along the streets of Law-
ton and hummed a bit of song. No-
body paid the slightest attention to
him, except perhaps a small boy,
now and then, who wanted a ride to
the station. Sometimes when the
postmaster opened the bags a few let-
ters would drop out, and he could see
the handwriting. -~ And he would
think of some little story that might
be connected with each. If the writ-
ing was in a clear, bold hand, it might
have a bill in it or a cheque from
some son in the city. Or there might
be a black-bordered envelope. Archi-
bald did not like to see these, for he
could never forget the one that told
him of Elizabeth’s death. She had
left old Archibald’s cottage, one
night, with the drummer who sold
cigars to Bill Murphy for hls.saloo.n.
The other Elizabeth had worried, till
she had gradually faded from sight,
and they had put her to rest under
the maples in the little churchyard.
Since then old Archibald had lived
alone in the little cottage, with the
old mongrel, Pat, who trotted sober-
ly along behind the mail-cart. No-
pody ever mentioned John to him. He
had left the village almost twenty
years before, just after his nineteenth
birthday. L
01d Archibald sometimes wondered
how it eame that he was unfortunate
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OLD ARCHIBALD carried the

with his children. But he tended his
garden and went humming along the
streets, and nobody ever guessed the
sorrow that was in his heart. He was
an imaginative old man. The autumn
was his favourite season. Most peo-
ple called it melancholy, but to Archi-
bald the songs and the erickets and
tardy birds were messages of hope in
a springtime to come. He liked to
think that the trees were hiding tiny
bits of leaf to send out, the next
April or May, and that deep down
below the fading grass-blades little
flower-buds were forming. Perhaps,
too, he loved the autumn best, be-
cause it was then that he had brought
Elizabeth to the little cottage where
the honeysuckle twined. And it was
there that the two children were horn.
And it was from there that they had
gone forth into the world. Elizabeth
came back in a shroud, with a black
covering around her. John had not
yvet returned.

One would think the sorrow and
happiness in the memories of the cot-
tage were equal. But Archibald was
optimistic, and looked always on the
happy side. The honeysuckle still
bloomed, and the vegetable garden in
the backyard was as neat as it had
been, forty years ago, when first he
tended it.

One day Archibald noticed a
stranger get off the train. He must
have been in his late thirties, but he
had a light, elastic step. His face
was browned by the summer sun, and
his smile was as warm as it. He help-
ed Archibald with the mail-bags, and
called him uncle. The old man was

L R
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happy. He heard a few whisperings
go around the little crowd at the sta-
tion, which said that old Arehibald’s
son John had come back again. It
was twenty years since he had seen
him, so it might be he. He put the
bags in his wagon and drove slowly
up to the post-office. Pat trotted in-
dolently behind, and one or two kid-
dies teased him with stones. The
stranger looked after his baggage and
walked uptown. Old Archibald found
himself wondering what he would do,
if John really had come back, It was
so long now, he had almost given up
all hope. But he could never keep
from peeping into the letters, just to
see if that one-time serawly handwrit.
ing were not there.

He saw the stranger turn into the
hotel across from the post-office. The
thought that it was John kept thrust-
ing itself on him, so that he could
not put it away. He had come back
to surprise him, had recognized him
at the station, and now wanted to see
how long he could keep his old father
in ignorance. Old Archibald laugh-
ed to himself at the thought, and
slapped the reins over old Dan’s back.

People came to the doors of their
shops to see the old mail-carrier’s
horse actually trotting down the
street. It was an unusual sight. And
the kiddies who threw stones at Pat
stopped for a moment.

All the time Archibald was unload-
ing the mail he kept one eye on the
hotel. Perhaps John would come
across the street and say something
more to him. The postmaster could
not understand his happiness, but he
knew he was in a more talkative
humour than usual. He made this
the excuse for detailed comment on
all the letters that came.

“Letter for old Spinster Wilson.
I wonder who can be sending her
one? Surely she can’t have a beau
in the city.”’ ;

And a sly twinkle came into Archi-
bald’s eyes. Perhaps John had writ-
ten her that he was coming home. She
used to give him sweets when he was
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a little chap. And he took the
letter with trembling hands and
looked at the writing. No, it was not
as John used to write, but no doubt
he had improved a great deal in such
a long time. He could scarcely keep
from going into the hotel, to ask for
the stranger. He could not remember
when he had been so happy and ex-
cited.

He finished with the mail and turn-
ed toward home. There were many
things to be done, if John were com-
ing. There was the kitchen to be
made neat and the vegetables to
gather for supper. He imagined he
could see John in the old kitchen, be-
fore the stove, frying eggs or mak-
ing toast. Even old Dan seemed to
know that something unusual was in
the air. He pricked up his ears quite
coltishly, and switched his tail, as if
impatient to help. Old Archibald
washed the dishes and dug some po-
tatoes. e snipped a few bits off the
honeysuckle, so that it would not hang
too low for John to walk under, And
he swept the kitchen, and opened the
window of John’s old room.

Dan cropped grass around the yard
and Pat lay blinking lazily in the
sun. It was almost time to go for the
next mail. He wanted to have the
house neat and clean, so that if John
came when he was at the station, he
would find the old home waiting for
him.

But he was not there when Archi.
bald and Dan came back from the
post-office. A slight disappointment
showed itself on the old man’s faea,
but he unhitched Dan for the night
and put the kettle on to boil. He ate
his supper, threw a bone to Pat, and
sat down on the step to wait. The
birds sang all round him, and the
crickets chirped. By and by tiny
stars began to twinkle down through
the maple tops, and glow worms flick.
ered here and there.

Archibald looked up suddenly. He
could hear footsteps coming toward
him. It must be John. But it was
not. Someone came through the gate
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THE DREAM

and up to the steps, someone with a
yellow envelope in his hand. Archi-
bald had never received a telegram.
He opened it, with poor, trembling
hands, and put on his spectacles.
““Your son killed in wreck, on way
to see you,”’ was what he read.
The messenger stood a moment or
two, and heard the reply that old
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Archibald made to the telegram.

‘“‘He was coming back, he was com-
ing back!’’

Later that night, on his way home,
the messenger walked up the path to
see the old man. But he saw only
the form, sitting cold in the chair, the
fingers clutching the bit of yellow
paper.

THE DREAM

(To an Old Englishman)
BY NINA RANDALL

OME is to him a clinging memory—
He dreams, while sleeping in his chair, that he

Down flings himself to kiss the blessed sod
That dearer seems to him than aught, save God.
Forgotten are all later loves and vows,
He plucks a primrose 'neath the greening boughs,
Or sits 'mid bluebells on a grassy knoll
And harkens to the old, old church bell toll,

““Ding-dong.”’

How many a tale from days of yore!

Those wonderful enchanted days before
Adventure led him far by land and sea!

How strong were then his arms, how full his heart of glee!
And now his youth seems wafted back again,
From hedges in a hawthorne-blossomed lane;
And the same roses bloom, and welecome give
Back to the sheltering walls where he did live.
He thrills with joy at sound of skylark’s song,
(azes, until the tiny speck among

The clouds is lost, and when it disappears

He wakes, to find his lashes wet with tears.

nEn!




THE
MADONNA DEL GRANDUCA

T would be almost impossible at this late period for Canada to possess a
lnational collection of old masters, for paintings by men like Raphael,
Titian, da Vinei, or del Sarto sell, when sold at all, at fabulous prices,
Still, there is at least one Raphael in Canada, the great master of the Italian
Renaissance being represented in the private colleetion of the late James Ross,
of Montreal. But while there is not in private or public collections in
Canada any fair representation of the early painters, an effort is being made
to introduce accredited facsimiles of some of the finest examples extant,
These facsimiles are the work of serious painters, one of them, for instance,
Signor M. Bansi, of Florence, a medalist of the Beaux Arts, and examples
are being shown in Toronto by M’lle C. Léhnard. The object is to present
frank and faithful copies of the originals, and not to offer at ridieulous
prices ‘‘faked’’ pictures that are elaimed to be the real work of the old
masters. -
This accompanying reproduction of Raphael’s Madonna del Granduea
is from a photograph of the original, but it is possible to procure faesimiles
of it bearing the stamp of the Pitti Palace, in Florence, where the original
hangs, facsimiles that are remarkable for their fidelity in line and colour,
The painting itself formerly belonged to the Grand Duke Ferdinando II.
It is known also as the Madonna del Viaggio, because Ferdinand II1. carried
it with him wherever he went. It is said to be the first picture that Raphael
painted when he first went to Florence, in 1504, after leaving the school of
Perugino. He was then twenty-one years old. For one so young the picture
reveals marvellous qualities. The ideal proportion between mother and child
seems to be attained, and great technical exeellence is shown in the bril-
liance that overspreads the regular oval of the Virgin’s face, which makes g
splendid contrast to the dark green background of the panel. With what
ease the boy sits on the Virgin’s hands! How well expressed is the feeling
of sympathy between mother and child! But the picture is captivating
chiefly because of the half-concealed beauty of the Madonna, who, scarcely
daring to raise her eyes, rejoices over the child with tender bashfulness
This is one of Raphael’s most beautiful madonnas, and one of the jewels

of the Pitti gallery.
39
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HER BARE EOQODT
BY WILLIAM C. HUDSON

EMEMBER! Her bare foot”
R These words were whispered

into my ear one night last
winter, at the close of a performance,
as | was pressing through the lobby of
the Empire Theater, in New York.

Startled, I impulsively turned to
the left, from which side they seem-
ed to come. A tall, elderly gentle-
man was at my shoulder, but he was
talking animatedly to the lady on his
arm. He could not have been the
whisperer.

Behind me was a bevy of young
girls chattering like magpies, under
the convoy of a sedate matron. It
eould not have been either of these.

On my immediate right, an ex-
mayor of the city and a celebrated
lawyer discussed the play. Certainly
it was neither of these.

I was puzzled and annoyed. In the
tone of the whisper there was warn-
ing, and another quality—what?
That I could not determine, yet it
inecited me to quarrel with somebody ;
but on looking about I could find no
eligible person to quarrel with,

From the theatre I went for my
midnight e¢hop and mug of ale. The
mysterious incident lingered with me.
I eould not dismiss it. Whose bare
foot? What about it? Why should
I remember it? Answers were not
forthcoming. Within my knowledge
was nothing to which the whispered
words could have relation. Vexed
with myself that I should give so
much heed to the incident and permit
it to spoil the enjoyment of my meal,
I left the chop-house in a temper with
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myself. Before doing so, I trans-
ferred my latch-key from a pocket of
my trousers to one in my top coat,
for the night was cold, and I protect-
ed myself against delay and the open-
ing of my coat at the street door.

During my walk home it seemed to
me that everybody that passed, even
the cab horses, whispered those irrita-
ting words to me. I am quite cer-
tain that at Thirty-third Street,
Horace Greeley bent down from his
granite perch to do so, and I know I
detected in his stony eyes a leer—a
malicious leer,

When, on reaching my street door,
I put my hand into my pocket for my
lateh-key, I felt a slip of paper. I
took it out with the key. Under the
dimly burning hall light I examined
it; on it was written in a hand with
whieh I was not familiar:

‘“‘Remember! Her bare foot!
prepared!’’

I was shocked. Hurrying to my
room, I studied the slip.

The writing was that of a man of
education and one accustomed to the
use of the pen—this the slip indicat-
ed and nothing more, except that it
proved that the whisper in the theatre
lobby was not a trick of the imagina-
tion, as I had been trying to persuade
myself.

Mystified, T went to bed, but to an
uneasy and dream-haunted sleep, in
which bare feet of all sizes and shapes
floated in the air, twinkled their pink
toes, or winked or grinned, or leered
at me, while one persistent foot plant-
ed itself on my chest to inform me

Be
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that it had knowledge of all my pee-
cadillos.

The morning found me mervous
and unrefreshed. However, had it
not been for the indubitable evidence
. of the slip of paper lying on my table,
I think I might have dismissed the
incident as an effeet of disordered
imagination. But there it was to tell
its tale.

That morning I had an appoint-
ment with Chester Williams, a kin-
dred soul in a hobby of mine—ama-
teur photography—and who, begin-
ning as an amateur and ending as a
professional, had opened rooms which
he called a ‘‘studio,”” having a
high regard for his art. Here I was
accustomed to spend much time in ex-
periment, to his profit and my pleas-
ure,

As I entered the studio, Williams
handed me a letter.

““Found it on the floor,”’ he said
briefly,

Taking the letter, I glanced at the
address and started visibly., T was
familiar with the writing now, at
least. There was no donbt about the
address :

‘“Charles Haswell, Esq., care of Mr.,
Chester Williams, Present.’’

I tore off the envelope; the same
kind of a slip of paper as I had found
in my pocket. On it was written:

‘““Remember; Her bare foot! Be
prepared! Do not leave town.”’

I was dumfounded. None of my
correspondents and few of my friends
knew of visits to Williams’s studio.
Who was this mysterious person who
was whispering warnings and writing
imploring memoranda to me to re-
member somebody’s bare foot ?

T handed the slip to Williams.

‘““What does it mean?’’ he asked.

“That’s what T want to know,”” 1
replied.

I told him the story of the previous
evening. Chester is a cheerful and
optimistic youth.

““Poh !’? he said with a wave of the
hand. ““Some of vour friends are con-
structing an elaborate joke.”’

Then he drove the matter from my
mind by a proposition well according
with my faney. He had received an
extensive order for a series of views
in another state, and he proposed that
in his absence, a fortnight or more, |
should conduet his studio.

“‘1 doubt if you will have much to
do,”” he said. ‘““The damsel who
wants to be ‘took beautiful’ is not
much in evidence here. If she does
put in an appearance, you will have a
chance to spoil some plates and ex-
ploit your theories on the art of pos-
ing.,’

I yielded without urging, and as we
parted at evening he said :

“I don’t know that I have any-
thing to say, except to advise you to
sit on that boy of mine every ten
minutes—for your own sake, you
know—and to beware of the fascina-
tions of the young ‘saleslady’ who has
dubbed herself the ‘cashier’ of the
establishment.”’

On my way home I stopped at the
tobaceonist’s where I buy my cigars.

‘“A boy left this for you, Mr. Has-
well,”” said the man of tobacco, hand-
ing me a letter.

The same writing—the same slip
of paper.

““Remember! Her bare foot! Post-
poned! Await further notice.”’

By this time surprise had given
way to anger. I tore the slip into
bits. Moreover, it was depressing—
the persistency with which I was
followed by these mnotes, and the
knowledge evineed by this man in the
dark, of my habits and customs. It
was positively weird and uncanny.,

After this the notes ceased, for
awhile at least, and I was free to de-
vote myself with undisturbed mind
to Williams’s studio. His predictions
were verified; there was little to do,
and T made sad havoe among his
chemieals and materials in my experi-
ments.

Several days had passed very pleas-
antly, and T had almost forgotten the
affair of the whisper, when the cash-
ier came to me in the ecamera room.

PP ——
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She was in a condition of virtuous
indignation. Up to this time, ap-
parently resenting the idea of my be-
ing in charge of the establishment,
ghe had merely tolerated my exist-
ence ; now she came to me for orders.

““There is a woman, in the reception-
room you must see,”’ she said.

There was trouble for me; I knew
it from the peculiar emphasis our
eashier gave to the word ‘‘woman.”’
And I further knew that she had a
poor opinion of our visitor, even
doubts as to her moral character.

““What is it?”’ I asked, as profes-
gionally as I could.

““She wants her picture taken un-
dressed. I want you to send her
away.”” The cashier sniffed most
yirtuously.

“What!’”’ I exclaimed, filled with
the same virtuous indignation.

I dropped everything, determined
to preserve the spotless purity of
Williams’s studio, even at the peril of
my temper. I went at once to the
reception-room. But I was unprepar-
ed for the appearance of the woman
whose errand was fraught with such
danger to the good repute of the
establishment. A less likely person
for sitting in scant drapery it would
have been difficult to conceive. Gray
haired ; sixty, if a day; two hundred,
if she weighed a pound; her broad
and ample figure was the very an-
tithesis of Venus, or Sappho, or Hebe,
or Helen, or any other of those
ancient ladies whose faces were their

fortunes.
The cashier had made a sad blund-

erSo, instead of meeting the woman
fiercely, I mildly asked h.er wishqs.
Though the cashier was mistaken, in
the reply of the woman I received as
great a shock as if she had asked to be
taken in the character of Mother Eve.
She desired to know if we could take
a picture of a bare foot. :
The mysterious affair was up in a
new form. I was confused for the
moment all sorts of possibilities

erowded npon my mind. But dimly
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through my consciousness stole the
sense of her words; it was not her
bare foot, but that of another person
that was to be photographed, and if
we consented she would be back in an
hour with the person.

We consented.

‘With all the severity I could sum-
mon, I upbraided the cashier for her
blunder, trembling as I thought how
a degree, more or less, of officiousness
on her part might have put it beyond
my power to get possession of a string
to the mystery of the warnings. As
it was, I was now to see the person
owning the foot, and the foot itself
that I had been so solemnly and
mysteriously warned to remember.

I awaited the flight of the hour
with impatience. Promptly at its ex-
piration I was notified by the cashier,
now properly humbled, that the foot
had arrived and was in the dressing-
room.,

I busied myself with the arrange-
ments, and in a few moments, under
the chaperonage of the old woman,
the foot entered—closely veiled.

An increase of mystery, not its
elucidation,

That she was young was abundant-
ly manifest in the outlines of her
figure, in her movement and carriage,
but not a glimpse of her face could I
secure. When I had recovered from
my confusion and disappointment, I
requested her to mount the platform
I had prepared for her. She com-
plied with a slight bow, holding out a
hand to me to assist her—a hand
from which I formed several con-
clusions, to wit, that she was un-
married, since no wedding ring en-
circled her third finger; of wealth,
since there was a year’s liberal in-
come on her fingers in valuable
jewels; of the leisure class, since her
hand was white, well kept, soft, un-
accustomed to manual labour, not
even pricked or roughened by the
needle.

Why or how I became conscious
that she was regarding me with mark-
ed interest, it is diffieult for me to tell,
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as 1 could not see her eyes; but 1
was distinetly conscious of it, and it
did not aid me in going about my
work with composure.

However, having secured my foecus,
I asked her how she desired to have
the picture. For the first time since
she had been in the room, she spoke,
telling me that she wanted four nega-
tives—a front, a rear, and two side
views. I gave less attention to her
words than to her voice and the man-
ner of her speech, and by them I
judged her to be an educated, refined,
and well-bred person.

As yet she had not exposed her
foot. But now at my request she
thrust it forward, lifting her skirt so
that it barely cleared her instep.

I shook my head, that would not do.

Taking a footstool, I threw a piece of
black velvet over it and went to her,
As I approached she withdrew her
foot ; the act was prompted, apparent-
ly, by instinetive modesty.
_ I seized the opportunity to seek the
information I was burning to obtain.
Telling her that as she had posed the
result would not be an attractive pic-
ture, T showed her that a photograph
of a foot of which no more than the
instep was displayed, would scarcely
be pretty, certainly not artistic; that
such a pose might or might not serve
her purpose, but unless I was enlight-
ened as to that purpose, she stood in
danger of defeating it. She was
silent a moment, the while the old
woman looked up anxiously at her.
Then she laughingly said:

““Suppose mere vanity is
purpose.”’’

Such was not her purpose, as I
immediately saw by the expression
of the old woman’s face, but I
replied :

“Then vanity would not be satis-
fied. Your pose would make neither
a pretty nor an artistic picture.”’

After a moment’s silence,
said :

““Make an artistic picture.”’

1 had failed, clearly shown by the
smile of relief on the old woman’s

my

she
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face. I put the stool on the platform
before her, asking her to place her
foot upon it, and to raise her skirt
two or three inches higher than she
had done before. She complied,
hesitatingly to be sure, but complied
nevertheless. No further encouragé-
ment to conversation was given me,
and I was forced to finish my work
with brief remarks to which she made
no replies.

The sitting ended, and I was no
wiser. As she descended from the
platform I was summoned to the re-

¢eption-room by the cashier — a
gentleman wanted a letter photo-
graphed.

The gentleman, prompt and deeid-
ed in manner, and keen in expression,
was anxious whether the letter he held
in his hand could be taken at once,

“My time is limited,”’ he said,
‘““and this letter eannot go out of my
sight.”’

I assured him that, provided there
were no difficulties in the letter itself,
I could take it immediately, and that
during the process it need not be out
of his view. For an answer he hand-
ed it to me. At the moment the
two women entered the room, going
to the cashier. I paused to listen.
It appeared that they did not wish to
give their names, that they would
pay the full price for the dozen in ad-
vance, and the elder woman would
call for the photographs when finigh-
ed. This being adjusted, while the
latter was paying the money her com-
panion went to the mirror to arrange

her veil. I gave my attention to the
letter.

It was with difficulty that I could
suppress my excitement. Staring

out of the body of the letter, as if
written in erimson ink, were these
three words: ‘‘Her bare foot.”” I
knew my hand trembled as I shot a
swift glance at the young woman, and
in that glance I caught a glimpse of
her face as for a moment she pulled
her veil aside—a most attractive face,
at once indelibly impressed on my
memory.

B——
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Turning from the mirror she came
into elose proximity with the man of
the letter, but was apparently in-
different to his presence. The elder
woman looked at the man a moment,
while he cast a careless glance over
both. I, watching eagerly, could not
see that there was recognition, or
surprise, or disturbance, or any other
emotion on the part of any one of the
three.

The two women went out after
bidding me good-bye—the older in
words, the younger by a courteous
inclination of the head.  The man
merely evinced impatience that 1 did
not proceed with his affair. I was
the agitated person. Finally, becom-
ing sufficiently master of myself, I
asked him to accompany me to the
eamera room, burning to read the
letter, but fearing to show my
curiosity.

It did not take long to get two
negatives, and during the process the
man watched the letter closely. In
the dark room I assured myself that
I had two perfect copies.  Now,
anxious to have him go, I hastened
to tell him when he could have the
copies in a finished state.

“ You will not need this letter

in’’ sked.
ag?‘llré;.”he a

““ Are you quite sure?’’ he persist-
ed. ‘‘This letter will pass out of my
hands this afternoon, and it is unlike-
ly that I can obtain it again.”’

I confidently assured him that I
had two perfect negatives. _He was
satisfied, and in the reception-room
paid the required deposit, giving his
name and address:

¢“Pdward  Harbeck,
Hotel, City.”’ e

There is as great a perversity in
events as there is in persons. The
damsel who wanted to be ‘‘took
beautiful’’ was very much in evidence
that afternoon, multiplied several
fold. Heretofore my afternoons had
been my own, but now, when I was
feverishly anxious to devote myself to
the letter which promised to shed light

Columbus
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on the mystery, my time was oceupied
by sitters as long as the day lasted.

That evening, however, 1 was able
to read it at my leisure. And this
was it:

Philadelphia, January 5, 1896.

Dear Tim,—The affair is progressing
well enough. To land a fish of the value
of the one we are after isn’t the work
of an hour. Certain things had to be done,
I had to find out whether Haswell knows
anything of Atwood; he doesn’t. Then
whether young Atwood knows anything of
Haswell and her bare foot; I’m certain
now that he doesn’t. Somebody was good
enough to walk away with enough of old
Atwood’s papers to spoil young Atwood’s
education on that point. But you keep
on with Haswell’s education, and let him
get accustomed to the idea that others as
well as himself have knowledge of her
bare foot. Meanwhile I’ll dust around
after that bit of paper we want so much.

Yours,

I was not surprised to find my
name in the letter; in fact, I expect-
ed it. But I was conscious of two
distinet emotions — perplexity and
disappointment. The mystery was
deepened and the complications in-
creased. Another factor, and with a
name, had entered. Who was this
Atwood, of whom I knew nothing,
and who knew nothing of me and
‘““‘her bare foot’’? And how confi-
dent this ‘‘Jim’’ was that I knew all
about somebody’s bare foot! The
more I considered the affair, the more
confused I became. Everything
tended to mystification, nothing to
elucidation.

Another perusal suggested that
something of value was involved in
the mystery. Were ‘‘Jim’’ and
““Tim,’” whoever these worthies might
be, engaged in a conspiracy to obtain
that valuable something? So skil-
fully was the letter phrased that I
could obtain no information from it;
everything was but conjecture.
There was, however, the comforting
assurance of no indieations that my
person or possessions were in peril—
no threats of the capture of the one
or the attack upon the other. My
personal dignity alone had been as-
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sailed; in a determination that I
should not forget somebody’s bare
foot, some person or persons had
taken liberties with my peace of mind.
If their anxiety was as to the veiled
lady’s foot, as I made quite certain,
they could cease their efforts, for 1
was not likely to forget it, nmor her
face—both were very pretty.

1 was so perplexed that I could
formulate neither ideas nor a plan of
action, but I rose from my specula-
tions determined to solve the mystery
if I ecould.

1 was engaged for dinner at the
house of a cousin that evening, and
went home early to prepare for it.
On my table a letter awaited me, A
glance at it revealed the now familiar
writing, and enclosed was the same
kind of a slip of paper.

‘“‘Remember! Her bare foot!
time grows near.’’

The mysterious admonition created
no excitement now. I merely en-
dorsed the envelope with the time and
place of its receipt, and began my
preparations.

The dinner was a more formal
affair than I had anticipated, for the
parlour was well filled when I appear-
ed. As I entered I was met by my
cousin, who said, with an air of im-
portance:

“You will see how good I am to
you, when I present you to the lady
you are to take into dinner.

She led me across the room and to
the veiled lady.

‘“Miss Halliday,”’ she said, ‘‘my
favourite cousin, Mr. Haswell.”’

I bowed. Miss Halliday looked up,
and a vivid blush swept over her face.
I knew she recognized me, and I was
put into a very good humour with
myself by the feeling that, on my
part, T had betrayed no recognition
of her. She was quickly at her ease,
settling at once into the belief, as was
plain, that she was not identified by
me as the lady of the foot.

1t is nothing to the point of this
gtory that the dinner was brilliant,
or that I was charmed by Miss

The
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Halliday—her grace, her wit, and her
vivacity. What was significant oc-
curred after the guests had departed,
and I had remained to smoke another
cigar with my cousin’s husband at
his request. While we smoked my
cousin said :

‘“Charlie, you have made an im-
pression on a charming girl. Miss
Halliday was persistent in her in-
quiries as to you, while you were
with the gentlemen. Oh,’”’ he con-
tinued, ‘‘you did not suffer in my
replies. But she asked me a most
singular question—whether you were
a photographer?’’

‘“And your reply was what?’’ 1
asked composedly.

‘“Why of course, that you were not,
except as an amateur—that you were
a man of leisure and independent
circumstances.”’

‘“And now who is she?”’

““The sweetest girl in the ecity—
my dearest friend—daughter of a
widow who is an old friend of my
mother.”’

‘“ Any mystery about her?’’ I asked
lightly.

‘“Mystery!”’ exclaimed my cousin,
““No indeed ! I have known her all my
life. Her father was one of the
Hallidays of Westchester.”’

All of which, however, was more
mystery to me, for what could such a
girl have to do with ‘‘Jim,”’ and
“Tim,”” and ‘‘Atwood,”” and Har-
beck, and ‘‘her bare foot’’?! But
all I said was:

““You’ll take me to call on her?”’

My cousin’s eagar consent was al-
most drowned in the burst of hearty
laughter with which her husband ex-
claimed :

“By Jove! A mutual case.’”’

1 left soon after. I may as well
confess now, as at another time, that,
mixed with wonder as to the relations
Miss Halliday bore to the mystery,
were thoughts of her charms, as I
walked home in the cool, erisp night.
While T was moving along at a rapid
pace, my attention was attracted to
two men approaching me. The

’77



HER BARE FOOT

eollars of their coats were turned up,
and their slouch hats were pulled
down over their heads, so that I eould
pot discern their features. As they
came close to me, one bent suddenly
and peered into my face. I stepped
aside quickly, thinking that an attack
upon me was meditated, but the man
assumed an erect position, and, as he
passed on, said :

““Remember! Her bare foot!”’

I shouted back on the impulse of
the moment :

““Yes, and Atwood as well.”’

I walked on, but, looking back, was
pleased to observe that my words had
astounded them, for they stopped
short looking at each other, the hand
of one resting on the shoulder of the
other. ;

Before I went to sleep that night
| had a thought that gave me a cue
to aetion, and which I put into effect
the very next morning when M,
Harbeck came for copies of the
letters. ’

As I handed him the package I
took him to one side were we could
not be overheard.

““Myr, Harbeck,”” I said, ‘‘I have
read that letter, and would like_to
ask vou some questions concerning
A
lt.He looked at me keenly for a
moment, then abruptly asked:

‘“What do you know?’’

“Nothing; but I want to know a

od deal.”’
goHe again scrutinized me as if he
could read my thouchts.

“‘My name is Haswell,”’ I added.

He was surprised and interested
immediately.
lm‘r‘nIs it ngt Williams ?’’ he asked.

“No,”” I replied. @ Mr. Williams
is a friend who, being absent from
town for some days, prevailed on me,
who am only an amateur in the art,
to take charge of his business. 1
have reason to believe that T am the
Haswell referred to in that letter.”

He did not reply at once, but seem-
ed to be thinking deeply. At last
he asked :

399

““Do you understand that letter?’’

S*Not -at: all.?’

‘“We ought to compare notes, I
imagine,’’ he said, ‘‘but I don’t want
to give away my hand without know-
ing what I am doing. Let me ask
you a question. Why do you think
you are the Haswell referred to?”’

‘““You are cautious,”” I replied,
laughing. ‘‘On my part, I do not
want to play into the hands of a
possible opponent. I will ask a
question. Are you the ‘Jim’ or ‘Tim’
of this letter?”’

““No,”’” he replied promptly. ‘‘Now
I will ask you another question. Do
you know the Atwood mentioned?’’

‘‘No; never heard of him before.”’

“Hum!’’ he muttered, pondering
a moment. ‘“Well, I’'m a private
detective retained by this Atwood.
What does ‘her bare foot’ mean?’’

““That is what I want to know."’

‘“‘But this letter intimates that you
do know.”’

‘“All the same, I do not.”’

Then I told him of the mysterious
oceurrences, including the visit of the
veiled lady, but from an impulse I
did not then stop to examine, con-
cealed my knowledge of her.

“Your story throws but very little
light on the matter,”’ he said. *‘‘Cer-
tain valuable papers of the late Mr.
Atwood’s estate are missing. The
present Mr. Atwood suspects a clerk
named Holmes, who was in his
father’s employ. In effort to trace
these missing papers, I have made the
acquaintance of a friend of Holmes,
and have followed him to this city.
The morning I first came here, I
saw in his apartment this letter in
the handwriting of Holmes, and tak-
ing it, hurried to have it photograph-
ed, returning it afterwards.’’

““Does Mr. Atwood know the mean-
ing of ‘her bare foot?’’’ T asked.

‘“No,’” he replied. “‘I ran over to
Philadelphia yesterday to consult him
on that point.”’

““It would seem as if the interests
of Mr. Atwood were involved in the
mystery troubling me,”’ T said.
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““That’s just it. It is through you
that things will come out if they come
at all. 1 mean to stick very closely
to you,”’ he said, with a laugh, as he
went off.

It was my custom every evening,
if only for a moment, to visit my
mother, who, by reason of age and in-
firmities, was confined to her room.
On the evening of this day, having
no engagement abroad, I sat myself
down for a long chat with the old
lady—a chat which I knew would be
largely reminiscent, as the talk of
very old people is apt to be. During
the evening, and apropos of nothing,
my mother asked :

“You don’t remember your Uncle
Charles, do you?!”’

“Very indistinetly.”’

‘“No, I suppose not; he ran away
from home as a boy, and was back
only once after that. He was a sad
trial—the black sheep of the family.”

‘““What brought him to your mind
to-night, mother?’’ I asked.

‘I found a paper of his to-day, in
a box into which I have not looked
for years. Do you remember a very
sudden trip I made to Boston when
you were about fifteen?’’

I did recollect it, for it was associat-
ed with other events, the memory of
which had kept remembrance of her
trip alive.

“I went to see your uncle; he was
dying in a hospital there. It was at
that time that he gave me the paper,
and a small writing-desk, which he
said contained something waluable.
He was near his end then, and died
soon after. I searched the desk
thoroughly, but could find nothing,
nor could I make anything of the
paper. Finally I laid them both
away and forgot them until to-day,
when I stumbled on the paper.”’

She handed it to me. At the first
glance the writing seemed to be mere-
ly an old jumble of letters, but a
careful serutiny convinced me that it
was in eypher. I told my mother so,
and carried it to my room to study it
undisturbed.
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It was rather from a desire to
occupy my mind, than with a hope of
discovery, that I began the search
for the key. At midnight I was about
to throw it aside unsolved, when I
thought of a simple cypher with
which as a boy 1 amused myself.
What had suggested it was the word
‘“Worcester’” written in  small
characters in one corner of the paper,

Taking the first word of the eypher,
“Olep,”” I guessed it to be, ‘‘This.”’
On making the effort, it worked out.
The method was simplicity itself:
Finding the word ‘‘this’’ in Wor-
cester’s Dictionary, counting the
letters, four, and adding ten, making
fourteen, I counted down to the four-
teenth after ‘‘this,”’ and taking the
third letter of the fourteenth and the
three letters following, I spelled
“‘olep.”” I had found the method
of making the eypher,

The first sentence of my unecle’s
paper read:

““Olep ca eat tchelhi fo rba rehe
otfa.”’

Having found the method of build.
ing the cypher, by reversing it 1
was enabled to translate the line,
And when I did, it can be imagined
under what excitement I continued.
when it is known that the first line
as translated read:

““This is the history of her bare
foot.”’

The morning light was streaming
through the windows when I threw
myself on the bed successful, but
exhausted by my labours.

The history, briefly told, was that
my unecle, in his vagrant ramblings
over the world, had united fortunes
with a man named Atwood, from
Philadelphia, and in their travels
had reached the city of Pegu, in the
Burmah Empire. Seventy miles
away were the celebrated ruby mines,
and though warned not to do so, since
the mines were closely guarded as
the possession of the dominant prinee,
thither they went. While there, my
uncle found what he supposed to bhe
a common stone, but which Atwood,
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having some knowledge of geology
and mineralogy, believed to be a
valuable rose ruby. An outery being
raised against their presence, my
unecle threw the stone away, for
possession by a stranger was suffiei-
ent cause for death; but he and his
eompanion were closely searched, and
though nothing of value was found
upon them, they were placed in con-
finement for some time. Atwood was
the first one freed, and before leav-
ing Pegu, managed to convey to my
uncle the information that he was
going to Calcutta, and would wait a
reasonable time for him there. Some
weeks later my uncle was released
On the day he was first at liberty, a
pative girl who was in association
with him—how or why did not ap-
pear—came to him with the stone.
‘When my uncle had thrown it away,
unobserved by the guards, it had fall-
en near where this girl was standing,
and she had concealed it by the
simple method of putting her foot
upon it. While my uncle and At-
wood were being searched, she had
elosed her long and flexible toes over
it, and without attracting attention,
had managed to convey it, held by
her toes, to a spot where she could
conceal it, without detection.
Frightened by its very possession,
my uncle hurriedly departed from
Pegu. What became of the native
irl was not told, but my uncle reach-
ed Calcutta in safety, where he first
met Atwood and admitted that
person’s right to a half interest in
the stone. They -called it ‘' Her
Bare Foot,”” in honour of the foot
that saved it for them. Having
eed to dispose of the stone, they
next quarrelled as to who should have
possession of it pending realization.
My uncle prevailed, but the quarrel
geparated the two, for they parted
after having written ‘‘Her Bare
Foot’’ on a piece of paper, tearing it
into two parts, each taking one, and
entering into a written agreement
that the part should represent the
interest of its possessor in the stone.
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What beeame of the two thereafter,
or why they never met, nor communi-
cated with each other, the record did
not diselose. What followed in the
statement was in the nature of a will
or charge that I, his nephew, named
for him, should inherit his interest;
that I should have the stone cut and,
disposing of it, pay over half of the
net proceeds to Atwood if alive, or if
dead, then to his heirs, and declaring
that the stone was in a secret recess of
the small writing desk.

There was an anxious hour before
the desk was found—a castaway in a
lumber room—and further anxiety
until the spring of the secret recess
was discovered.

There it was, still in the rough,
wrapped in a faded yellow tissue
paper, the largest ruby I ever saw or
expect to see again. With the stone
was a torn slip with the words:

‘‘Her Foot.’’

I sent for Mr. Harbeck early that
morning and told him of my dis-
covery. He immediately suggested
that Holmes having come across a
similar paper among Mr. Atwood’s
doeuments, and finding that young
Atwood had no knowledge of it, had
determined to set up a claim for the
half interest, and had begun oper-
ations on me in the belief that T had
inherited the stone.

This turned out to be the exact
truth, and Harbeck, through the
knowledge thus obtained, compelled
Holmes to yield up the stolen papers.
Mr. Atwood was so much pleased over
the recovery of these papers, since
they settled all doubts as to his inter-
ests in very valuable property, that
he refused to take his share in the
proceeds of the stone, saying that I
was entitled to all for the service I
had rendered in the restoration of
his own property. At the time,
neither of us knew the value of the
stone.

‘“Her Bare Foot’’ has been eut in
Amsterdam, and is certainly the larg-
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est ruby known outside of Ceylon—
much, mueh the largest. Perhaps
the sensation created in Europe last
summer, by the Burgatarian
Emperor’s purchase of a ruby for a
million franes, is recalled by this
story. That ruby was ‘‘Her Bare
Foot.”’

The veiled lady? Ah! Well you
see Miss Halliday has nothing to do
with the mystery. That was a great
joke. She only happened—stumbled,
as it were, into it, and at a time when
it served to confuse and complicate
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it. She had a cousin who was a
sculptor, and who wanted to model
her foot. But her mother objected
so strenuously, not so much to the
sitting as to the man himself, that the
daughter compromised matters by
stealing away with an old servant and
having photographs taken for the
seulptor’s use.

The best joke of it all is that Miss
Halliday has given herself to me in
marriage, and though I have disposed
of ‘“Her Bare Foot,”” T am still the
owner of her bare foot.

BARRED

By MAY GERTRUDE CLARKIN

"T'IS not for us, dear heart, that luring walk
Across the sunny slope,

There, only happy lovers stroll and talk,
Dream blissful dreams, and hope.

We may but stand beyond the gates that bar,
And gaze with eager eyes;

‘We may but scent the blossoms from afar,
For we are old and wise,

But, Oh! to go, hand clasped in hand once more,
Adown the way of youth;

To see no shadows on the path before,
And deem the world all truth;

To feel the golden calling of a morn,
The springtime and the rain:

To know the rapture of a love, new born,
Oh, to be young again!
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He had evaded the law by a

cireuitous route. From Tilbury
Docks he had shipped in a Blue
Star liner to Sydney; a French brig
had carried him from that port to
Noumea; while the last lap in his
wild race for a safe haven was made
on a bucking copra schooner beating
down to Raratonga. Keloa, looking
like a green umbrella whose lace trim-
ming was the rice-white beach of glit-
tering diamond dust, seemed an ideal
retreat, and the trade-driven palms
whispered a song of comfort when he
came ashore.

The loneliness had just touched his
soul when Delmont came. Lascelles
weleomed the stranger. In striet ac-
eordance with the rule of the Fringe
he asked no questions, but although
his tongue was silent, his eyes gather-
ed the information he needed. A
well-bred man ecannot conceal his
breeding, and Delmont made no at-
tempt to do so. Lascelles’s heart fill-
ed with gratitude as he watched the
other eating. In the days of lonelin_ess
he had prayed for a companion, with-
out daring to stipulate the grade of
intelligence, and in answer to that
prayer a man had been sent who
sipped cocoanut-milk as if it were
Hiedsieck and ate yams with the
grace of a Beau Brummel. Lascelles
wept as he watched.

Delmont was solicitous when he
saw the tears. ‘‘Sick?’’ he question-

l ASCELLES came first to Keloa.

“Qick!’’ repeated Lascelles. ‘‘Yes,
I am sick! Good God! T haven’t
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spoken to a white man for two
months!”’

Delmont looked around with a
shudder. The weird expectancy of
the South Sea scenery gripped him
suddenly. ‘‘It is lonely,’’ he said.

““It is hell!”’ screamed Lascelles.
“Our hell!”’

The other glanced at him uneasily,
but said nothing.

‘‘Excuse me for showing such cow-
ardice,”’ continued [ascelles, ‘‘but
this—this requires grit.”’

Delmont came to the same conclu-
sion in the days that followed. It
is nice to dream of coral islands
where the fragrance of the golden
frangipanni and the murmur of the
pandanus groves lull the tired senses
of the visitor, but the reality palls.
The loneliness throttled Delmont as it
did his companion. Both had been
expelled from their Eden, and blind
Justice above Old Bailey held the
word which barred their return.

In their dreams came visions of
those other days. They heard the
tinkle of glasses, the soft laughter of
women, and the ecries of boon com-
panions, but the cobweb bridges ac-
ross the ocean were shattered by the
dawn. Then remorse flayed them
with whips of memory, and sorrow
for their sins brought little relief.
Crime is the devil’s glue, and eontri-
tion is a poor detergent.

By tacit understanding they set a
geographical boundary upon their
conversation. The hatches of obliv-
ion must be nailed down upon the
dead pasts, and, in an endeavour to
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do so, they kept their conversation
south of the Line. They discussed
Sydney, Melbourne, Brisbane and
Auckland, places that seemed, like
their own little prison, to be far away
from the great throbbing heart of the
world, but they never mentioned
England.

Once Lascelles had spoken of Gib-
raltar, and then choked and splut-
tered as he noticed the blunder. Gib-
raltar seemed only a stone’s throw
from Bayswater! And Delmont had
also stumbled. In the early days he
had told of a commissioner at Pen-
ang who went ‘‘home’’, and Lascelles
wineed,

‘“Home!”” he gasped. ‘“Home?
Why, he—’’ He sprang up and rush-
ed away over the prickly coral rocks
where the quaint mummy-apples
stood up stoutly under their load of
yellow fruit. Hours after, when he
returned, Delmont apologized for his
offence,

It was one moonlight night, three
months after Delmont’s arrival, that
the longing to talk of those other
days battered down the barrier which
they had erected. It was Lascelles
who made the breach. The moon was
sweeping her silver train across the
ocean, and he pointed to the reflec-
tion with a shaking hand.

“Look!”” he eried. ‘‘Doesn’t it—
doesn’t it remind you of the Thames
below Gravesend?’’

Delmont cursed, but the desire to
talk of the past swept away his anger.
The flood was unloosed. The two be-
came hysterical in their longing to
chatter and compare. They flung
themselves back by sheer force of
will into the life from which they
were outlawed. Their excited imag-
ination transformed their surround-
ings. The white beach vanished; in
its place stretched the are-lighted
Strand and Piecadilly, and arm in
arm they swaggered up and down
and talked incessantly.

They tried to rival each other in
drawing wild comparisons between
the moonlit surroundings and the

pictures which were fluttering
through their brains like the films
of a drunken biograph.

‘“St. Paul’s!”’ eried Delmont, point-
ing to a dome-shaped rock which tow-
ered over the palms.

Lascelles choked. ‘‘And there are
the Law Courts and St. Clement’s,”’
he spluttered. ‘‘Let’s go down to the
Mall. Laugh, damn it, laugh!”’

They woke the native village with
hysterical laughter. England was a
million miles away if measured by
the chain of Hope, and the realization
made them drunk with pain. They
were attempting to pluck despair
from their breasts, well knowing that
the attempt would prove a failure.
They nodded to imaginary persons,
and whispered information to each
other concerning the spectres of their
brains,

““Billy Etherington of the Guards,’’
murmured Lascelles; ‘‘Lord Geor.
ge’s youngest, you know.”’

““Really! Chap mixed up in the
Eldon secandal?’’

“Yes, that’s him. Funny case,
isn’t it?”’

‘I should think so. Hello, there’s
old Southman.’’

‘So it is. Good-night, Freddy.”’

They were prancing up and down
the sand with mincing steps, mad
masqueraders attempting to throw off
the iey hand which gripped their
throats. Up in the dark pandanus
groves the simple-minded islanders
crept out to watech and wonder,

“‘Let’s sing something,”’ eried Del-
mont.

Lascelles agreed. They woke the
echoes of Keloa with music-hall mel-
odies. They shrieked out greetings
to imaginery friends and urged them
to join in the chorus. They bandied
spectre policemen and hansom drivers,
and the moon looked at them curious-
ly as it slipped down behind the cor-
al bar.

The darkness chilled the blood that
their unleashed imaginations had
stirred to fever heat. The blue lips
of the Pacific gurgled scornfully at
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their make believe. A rain squall
squelched down from the vine-wreath-
ed cone of old Pelau, and it splatter-
ed on the beach like derisive laugh-
ter.

Lascelles sobbed. The trickery of
his hungry mind was exposed to him.

““It’s no use, Delmont,’’ he stamm-
ered. ‘‘They’re not our songs—not
now. Listen!”

He lifted up his fine baritone and
chanted a verse of Kipling’s “‘Brok-
en Men.”’ The words went out over
the sobbing Pacific, and Delmont cur-
sed.

““This is our hymn,”’ sobbed the
singer. ‘‘Listen to this:

‘We sail o’ nights to England

And join our smiling Boards;

Qur wives go in with Viscounts,
And our daughters dance with Lords.
But behind our princely doings,
And behind each coup we make,

We feel there’s Something Waiting,
And—we meet it when we wake.” ”’

““Shut up!’’ shrieked Delmont.
“Shut up, I tell you!”’

““Why ?’’ blubbered Lascelles. ‘‘He
knew us, didn’t he? We’re the ‘Brok-
en Men,” Delmont! God! I didn’t un-
derstand the words till I came here.
Now, again!

‘Ah, God! Onme sniff of England—

To greet our flesh and blood—

To hear the hansoms slurring

Once more through London mud!
Qur towns—’”’

A sob strangled the voice of the
ginger, and the wind whipped a gur-
gle of contempt out of the snarling
waves. Delmont’s curses were loud
and deep. 3

“No use of cursing,”’ spluttered
Lascelles. ‘“We’re done, Delmont.
That song was written for us!”’

They staggered drunkenly. The
reaction was upon them. The nos-
talgia had the effect of drink, and
they muttered brokenly as they reel-
ed along the shore.

“Tjisten!’’ screamed Lascelles.
«¢Hear the cursed waves? Do you
know what they are saying? You
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don’t! Listen again! Don’t you hear
them? They say it all day long, the
same question:

‘How stands the old Lord Warden?
Are Dover’s cliffs still white?’ ’’

Delmont broke away with a mut-
tered ery and rushed up the path to
the thateched huts, leaving his com-
panion to shout his regrets and long-
ings into the night.

Next morning they avoided each
other. Fear of what they had said
during the insane moments of the
previous evening gripped them, and
they eyed each other suspiciously.
Some part of the grim skeletons may
have been exposed during the mom-
entary madness on the moonlit beach,
and such a possibility suggested dan-
ger,

But Fate dragged them together
before the day was half over. A
missionary schooner from Levuka
hove to outside the reef, and a nat-
ive teacher came ashore to inquire
into the spiritual condition of the
people. Lascelles and Delmont had
the true beachcomber’s dislike to the
religious person, but when the vis-
itor opened the big box of tracts and
periodicals distributed by the South
Sea Mission, they sprang to atten-
tion. A bulky file of a London daily
newspaper was placed upon the
grass, and the two white men pounc-
ed upon it,

Over and over they rolled, the tea-
cher making unavailable efforts to
separate them or secure the cause of
the disturbance.

‘‘Halve it!’’ shrieked Lascelles, as
the sheets tore in the clutch of the
other. ‘‘Halve it, confound you, and
we’ll change!”’

Delmont agreed, and each hugging
his share of the prize, retired to his
own quarters to pore over the con-
tents.

Lascelles flung himself down on
the plaited mat in the hut and stared
at the sheets. The paper fascinated
him. He had not seen one for
months. Greedily his eyes raced down
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column after column, drinking in the
news, and he muttered brokenly as
items of interest were cluteched and
digested. A dead year was being
opened to him. Men had died, men
had married, men had gone up and
down, and the changes in the condi-
tions of old acquaintances brought
quick exclamations of astonishment
from him as he read.

Suddenly he pushed his face close
to the printed sheet; his eyes riveted
on a photograph. With dry lips he
read the paragraph beneath the cut,
and then gave a low whistle of sur-
prise as his mind assimilated the in-
formation,

‘“A thousand pounds reward!’’
he muttered hoarsely. ‘‘By Jove, he
went it bigger than I thought!”’

He read and re-read the dozen
lines beneath the newspaper cut, then
he took his knife from his pocket,
clipped out the photograph and the
accompanying letterpress, folded the
piece of paper and put it carefully
away inside the cover of his wateh.

““A thousand pounds reward!’’ he
repeated again. ‘“‘Only a few days
after I skipped, too! I wonder if he
knew! I wonder if—'" He stopped
with a gasp and turned the faded
sheets breathlessly.

The pages crackled as he flicked
them over, his eyes eating up the col-
umns. In the struggle for the file
the papers had been misplaced, and
he cursed as he looked in vain for
the dates he wanted. They were not
there. He finished with a growl of
rage and sat staring at the pile of
discoloured sheets.

““If he has them?”’ he growled. ‘‘If
the swine knows!”’

The possibility of such a thing
made the little eyes twinkle in their
skull caverns as he watched the pa-
pers. If Delmont knew? With a
white face he gathered up the bundle
and rushed madly towards the pan-
danus grove where his fellow island
dweller was digesting the other por-
tion.

‘“Ready to change?’’ he snapped.
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Delmont turned on his back and
held up the sheets he was reading.
Their eyes met as they exchanged the
tattered papers. Both started to
speak and both stopped. Lascelles
made an effort to continue, broke off
suddenly, and then snatching the
other half of the file, dashed back to
his little thatehed house. Down on
the silver beach the native missionary
was leading the brown-skinned is.
landers in a simple hymn, but Las.
celles heard nothing but the question
which his own fear sent throbbing
through his brain. Did Delmont
know ?

He flung himself down again and
started to flick the sheets. The hor-
ror of finding something that had
been discovered by the sharp eyes of
Delmont was upon him as he read.

‘“Fifth of March,”’ he muttered.
“Fifth of March. Ah! Here we are!
If it was published at all it would be
—curse it!”’

The last words came from him like
a ery of agony. A little square hole
had met his eyes as he turned the
page, and now, as the peculiar trick
of destiny was revealed to him, his
nerve gave way and he burst into
tears.

It was too late then to adjust mat.
ters. The opportunity had passed.
Lascelles and Delmont had sinned
against the one commandment of the
outer Fringe, and the punishment for
the crime was swift,

The days that immediately follow-
ed bred suspicion. The small seraps
of paper tucked in the clothes of the
two absconders kept them apart. In.
sanely each gloated over the informa-
tion he possessed concerning the
wrongdoing of the other, and each
tried to assure his imagination that
the clipping which the other had
taken from the file had no reference
to his case. But intuition would not
be denied. The fear-stricken imagin-
ation of each painted the cutting
which reposed in the pocket of the
other, and the consequences haunteq
them.
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The two remained apart. They be-
ecame watchful of each other for no
apparent reason—they were a thou-
sand miles from the nearest throne
of Justice. Each compared his own
erime with that of the other deserib-
ed in the paragraphs attached to the
photographs, and to the mind of each,
his own crime seemed the greater.
Naturally the reward would be great-
er. Lascelles reading the offer of a
thousand pounds sterling for Del-
mont, wondered if five thousand had
been offered for his own apprehen-
gion! Delmont’s imagination set the
reward on his own head at six thou-
sand, which was five times greater
than the reward offered for Lascelles
on the piece of paper he carried in
his leather pouch!

Then came the news which brought
about a crisis. Natives from Pilaulo
brought information regarding the
movements of H. M. S. Royalist,
which was eruising in the islands,
and fear flamed in the minds of the
two white men. The man-of-war
would surely call at Keloa, and the

robable action of his companion
troubled the mind of each. Stories
of immunity purchased by turning
informer and giving evidence that
would lead to the arrest of a greater
eriminal sprang up before the minds
of both, and as each considered him-
self the greater eriminal of the two,
there were sleepless nights at Keloa
while the warship was cruising down
towards the island. Each knew the
other’s eraving to return to the land
from which he was outlawed, and the
dread of treachery was great. ;

The Royalist was at Ninua, an is-
land sixteen miles away, when the
Fates pulled up the curtain for the
last act. Lascelles, on awakening one
morning, found that his companion
had fled the island in the dory! Del-
mont was the weaker of the two, and
fear had urged him to fly. He in-
tended to make for one of the small-
er islands of the group, and to find
a hiding-place there till the man-of-
war had returned to Auckland, but

the possibility of such an aet did not
enter the brain of Lascelles when he
learned of the disappearance. His
one thought was of treachery. Del-
mont, in his opinion, had gone to
meet the warship so that he would be
certain of the reward of an informer,
and with hate surging in his breast
he dragged out the whaleboat and
set sail after his companion.

‘““The little rat!’”’ he sereamed.
‘“The thieving little rat! If I catch
him I’ll feed him to the sharks!’’

He pointed the whaleboat to the
westward. Delmont had two hours’
strat, but Lascelles’s boat was the
faster. He swept through the opening
in the coral reef and out into the
open ocean, shouting threats and
curses to the winds as the boat sped
along. He was to be sold by the man
he had welecomed when he first came
to the island!

““I knew he had that cutting!’’ he
shouted. ‘‘I knew that he was wait-
ing for a chance to do this!”’

The hot morning passed slowly.
Lascelles ripped along before the
breath of the Trades, but he saw no
signs of his quarry. Fat clouds roll-
ed up over the horizon, but he took
no notice. He only watched the red
and yellow smeared ocean to the
westward, over which Delmont had
fled. He wanted revenge, and he
troubled little about his own fate
after that had been accomplished.

A speck appeared on the horizon
and he raved madly. It was Del-
mont ! Lascelles stood up and scream-
ed his threats. Ile was sure of him
now. The dory was coming back to
him, and every minute lessened the
distance. He could see Delmont
crouching in the bottom of the boat,
and he yelled triumphantly. His fin-
gers clenched as he thought of the
revenge he would take for the act of
treachery.

The whaleboat gained fast. ILas-
celles was within a mile of the dory;
half a mile; then he came eclose
enough to see the white face of the
runaway.
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“11 kill you!”’ he screamed.
“You dirty informer, you!”’

His words rang out loudly, and
the peculiar stillness of the ocean
suddenly attracted him. The wind
was falling, and the surface of the
water was as smooth as glass.

““Good Lord, a squall!’’ he scream-
ed, and he sprang to haul down the
flapping sail before the mad fury
was upon him. It was coming. Out
of the south it swept, leaping over
the water, tearing the glazed surface
with a harrow of white foam, and it
fell upon the two small boats like
an unleashed hound.

Sk

Five hours afterwards, the first of-
ficer of H. M. S. Royalist entered
the captain’s cabin and saluted.

“The two men we picked up are
conscious now, sir,’”’ he said quietly.
“They owned up about the clippings
and photographs, too. Quite a find
for us. Lascelles, the runaway cash-
jer from the London and County
Bank, thought the other fellow, that
was manager of the Unicorn Invest-
ment Company, was coming to give
us the tip, and he put after him and
was catching up to him before the
squall capsized both.”
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““Ave they friendly now?’’ asked
the captain.

“‘Yes, sir, quite friendly. When
they came to their senses they seem-
ed pleased that we had grabbed them.,
1 guess it’s no use dodging your
gruel. Those two came far enough
to dodge what was coming to them,
but the law gathered ’em in after
all.”’

The captain lifted his finger to
restrain the officer’s tongue, and the
two listened. Up in the warm air
went the voices of a baritone and a
tenor,

“That’s them,”’ murmured ths of.
ficer.

The words came into the cabin and
swirled out over the Pacific. It was
the ery of the heart hungry for a
glimpse of the home land.

¢Qur town of wasted honour,
Our streets of lost delight!
How stands the old Lord Warden?
Are Dover’s cliffs still white?’’

““H’m,”” grunted the captain.
“I'm glad they are taking their cap-
ture in a philosophical spirit, Mr,
Barnes. Let us hope it will not be

foggy going up the channel; I'd like
to satisfy their curiosity about Dov-
er’s cliffs before the Old Bailey gets
a grip of them.”
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Shore road to Pit No. 2 of the

Neddrie Collieries. Short, squat

and broad-shouldered, with erop-
ped hair and wide black brows, he
seemed to traverse this strip of shin-
ing highway like a gigantic insect
hurrying for cover in the grimy
buildings that surrounded the mouth
of the pit. And, as he walked, other
insects emerged from the square, rain-
washed cottages that lined the road
and, falling silently in behind Strang,
swelled the sullen tide of drab hu-
manity.

Below and beside them the Forth
flashed in the morning sun. East-
ward, the Bass Rock jutted darkly in-
to the sea, with a fringe of milk-white
foam around its base. Westward the
great Forth bridge reared its gigan-
tie frame, and to the south the slopes
of the Lothian fields lifted themselves
slowly into the far blue rim of the
Pentland Hills.

Jock knew that there were all these
things to be looked at, but now he
never looked. He only knew that he
wonld never see anything else. He
was sick of looking at them. His mind
was on the blackness of that deep
chamber into which he would shortly
erawl on hands and knees, and, lying
on his side, swing a pick into a three-
foot face of coal for the next seven
hours. What had he to do with the
purple shades of the Pentlands?

A new step fell heavily on the road.
Jock Strang raised his black brows
till they caught the glint of Don Rob-
son’s dinner-pail.
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JOCK STRANG plodded along the
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‘‘Morn,’ Jock,”’ said Don blithely.

““Morn’ yersel,”’ replied Jock, and
relapsed again into silence.

Always at this exact inch of the
road Don joined him. Always this
gruff interchange ushered in the
speechlessness that lasted to the
mouth of the pit. Always for the
next half-mile the vision of the same
girl danced before the heavy steps of
either man and reconciled him to an-
other day of danger, toil and sweat.

Jock’s mind worked painfully, but
with a certain grim insistence that
gripped things and held them forever.
Now it went slowly back to the won-
drous coming of Nan, to the shrieking
of the storm that whipped the Forth
into flying spume, to the glimpses of
the French schooner that lay pound-
ing on the sands off the mouth of the
Esk, to the thunder on the shore and
the long, red leap of rockets; and, last
of all, to the small waxen figure that
his wife snatched out of the whistling
undertow and held so desperately to
the hungry warmth of her own child-
less breast. Twenty years ago—and
now Elsie Strang had slept long in
the plot beside the Neddrie Manse,
and many a thousand ton had been
hoisted from the Neddrie pits.

The sheaves of the headgear were
whirling rapidly, and the day shift
was dropping out of sight when Jock
tramped into the lamp-house to get
his Davy safety. Then, with Don
close behind, he stepped into the cage
and disappeared between the creaking
guid.e-timbers.

Five hundred feet from sunlight,
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Neddrie No. 2 thrust out its black gal-
leries beneath the laughter of the sea.
Mile upon mile these gloomy passages
extended. Generations of miners had
laboured here. The pale light of Davy
lamps flickered, ghostlike, along the
hollow lanes. Voices sounded from re-
mote distances. Figures appeared,
blurred in the omnipresent gloom,
and vanished utterly. The clang of
steel, the roar of coal trucks lurching
along narrow tracks, the cool, steady
pressure of air, driven down by the
great fans overhead—these things
spoke of humanity, But it was a hu-
manity that seemed to grope labori-
ously in unending conflict with the
dark and threatening ruler of this
strange and underground world.

Now it stands to reason that if a
flat seam of coal is three feet thick,
anything mined above or below that
three feet is dead loss. But since a
man, a truck, and a pit pony are all
more than three feet high, the main
gangways in a coal mine have head-
room enough for purposes of trans-
portation, while every other passage
or heading is reduced to the minimum
height. And this is why the miners
of thin seams generally carry their
heads well sunk between their shoul-
ders.

A mile along a main gangway and
another quarter through old galleries
brought Jock Strang and Don Rob-
son to their own chamber. They erawl-
ed on hands and knees between long
walls of coal left to support the flat
and ebony roof. Above them lay the
world of light and the shining Forth.

In this grim theatre, advancing
slowly from chamber to chamber, the
drama of life was being played. Side
by side, with swinging pick and
straining sinew, with sweat and weari-
ness, the two laboured; for Nan, and
Nan alone. Jock’s slow nature was
struggling between love and desire
for the girl, who, after all, was not so
much younger than himself, and a
queer, subjective, honourable hesi-
tancy. The girl was his adopted
daughter—the child of the sea, the

beloved companion, the idol of his
eyes. He had dreamed that Elsie
knew all about it, and from some high
place smiled down contentedly at the
prospect. He felt his own powerful
frame and museles, and knew himself
for a man among men, and, as the coal
rattled down at each stroke, it appear-
ed that every black avalanche made
Nan a little nearer, a little surer. All
this he had kept hidden away in his
heart, and never by sign or word re-
vealed the worship that was consum-
ing him. But he watched Don out
of the corner of his eye.

And Don Robson—blithe, blue-eyed
and twenty-two, had dreams of Nan
that sent the young blood jumping
through his veins. Of Joek—dour
and silent Jock—he never thought at
all. He was as good a miner as any
man in the Neddrie pits. He was
saving, saving steadily. There had
been two eventful days of late. He
had taken Nan to the Musselborough
races, and once as far as Edinburgh,
where they had climbed the Calton
Hill and Scott’s Monument, and—
most wonderful of all—had seen
Edinburgh go erazy when the Black
Wateh came home from foreign ser-
vice. Those were days to put away
in one’s mind and remember. And
he made no bones about it to Joek,
but chatted cheerfully as to his pros-
pects, and the cottage he was buying
from John Anderson, the timekeeper.,
He had got used to Joek’s silence, be-
cause the older man always breathed
through his nose to keep the dust out.

Behind all this, far back in each
man’s head, was the consciousness of
a common enemy that lurked in dead-
ly silence throughout the booming
galleries of Neddrie No. 2. Some
mines are cursed with firedamp, that
light thin gas, which, floating on the
heavier air, steals along the splinter-
ed roof of coal seams and gradually
displaces the pure fresh current from
the surface fans. But the bane of
Neddrie No, 2 was carbonic acid gas,
which, heavier than air, erawled alo
its floors and slowly rose, ankle-high,
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knee-high, breast-high, face-high, till
it choked the life out of those who
might be caught in its deadly em-
brace. Sometimes when the fog lay
thick upon the Forth, and the lift of
the Pentlands was shrouded in driv-
ing mist, the dank atmosphere outside
weighed down the steady current of
the upeast and the gas was very bad.
So that every time a shift went un-
derground there was a turning of
grimy faces to the east and a sniffing
of the salt airs that drifted in from
the gray expanse of the North Sea.
To-day Jock Strang felt strangely
depressed. All was well overhead, so
far as he knew. His life lay in the
hands of others. He was used to that.
But for the first time he began to
question this interminable round of
toil. Yesterday he had seen the own-
er of Neddrie No. 2 driving in his
dog-eart to the links at Musselborough,
and yesterday, for the first time, he
had cursed him. Two golf balls
meant a day’s pay to Jock, and the
owner would lose them in the morn-
ing and laugh and order more. And
Nan seemed farther away than ever.
At eleven o’clock the two left their
ehamber and crawled out to the near-
est gangway to eat. The Davy lamps
burned beside them, spear heads of
flame inside their gauze cylinders.
The pit ponies, that never would see
daylight, munched contentedly in the
long stable at the far end of the gang-
way. Silence was everywhere, broken
only by those indescribable sounds
that eirculate like ghosts through the
hollow caverns of every mine. Jock
ate slowly, champing his food with
sullen deliberation. Then, as always,
he took the lamp on his knee and
ed over the serap of the North Bri-
tish Chronicle in which his dinner was
wrapped. Don Robson lay on his
back and stared at the shadows on the
roof. He was thinking of Nan.
Jock’s eyes traversed the greasy
paper till they stopped at the wide,
stained margin. There was writing
on it. His heart halted as he recog-
nized Nan’s large childish serawl. He
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glanced towards Don, and bent closer.

“Jock, why don’t you speak? I'm
tired waiting for youw.”’

He sat motionless, in terror lest the
sudden fierce pounding of his heart
become audible. Then, with another
flash of his dark eyes at the motion-
less figure, he read again, spelling it
out, letter by letter, sucking the words
into the innermost fibre of his exist-
ence. He was no longer in the Ned-
drie pit, but exalted to the height of
his dearest dream. His whole frame
relaxed and he began to breathe deep-
ly, and all the time a strange, delir-
ious fire was leaping through his
grimy body. He thought of Don, and
instantly put the thought out of his
mind. It was his affair—not Don’s.

At four o’clock their stint was
nearly done. Jock was still swinging
his pick, but with a nervous uncer-
tainty that Don had never known be-
fore. He dropped it, laid flat on his
back, and stretched his great arms, a
prone image of blackened labour. He
was wondering what Don would say
or do when he heard. It would go
very hard with Don.

Suddenly from the black abyss that
lay between their own chamber and
the main gangway came a deep crack-
ing that ended abruptly with a dull
fall of roof slate. Then silence for a
moment, followed by the heavy
plunge of tons of splintering shale.
After that silence again and the
abrupt ceasing of the cool air pressure
that had constantly flowed in from
the wooden brattices. Jock rolled
swiftly over and scuttled out of sight.
Don, dazed and trembling, could do
nothing but listen. He heard him
stop, then go on again. He heard the
big man pushing against the sliding
face of broken roek. Then Jock came
slowly back.

““Pit ’oot yer lamp, laddie, the roof
is doun,’’ he said grimly.

But Don’s fingers were shaking, so
Jock twisted the thick wire trimmer
that comes up through the base of
every Davy. The two spearheads of
flame blinked once; then, darkness.
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Don slid over till their shoulders
touched. ‘‘How much is doun?’’

‘‘Here tae the gangway, I’'m think-
in’. 'T'was an awfu’ fa’.”’

Silence took them again, during
which their ears strained for some
sound, however slight.

““They’ll no be long reachin’ us,”’
said Don tentatively. ‘‘Ye ken the
day Angus Mutry was trappit in No.
3. He was i’ his ain house by sun-
doun.’’

‘“Ay, laddie, I mind it weel. 'Twas
me that howked him oot o’ his cham-
ber. But yon was no sic a fa’ as
this.”’

““The fowk wull be gey busy up
top,”” went on Don confidently, then
coughed, as an exasperating tickling
took him in the throat.

Jock said nothing. His mouth was
shut. Ie was breathing steadily, very
steadily, through his nose.

Don’s voice ecame in again. ‘I was
thinkin’ o’ Nan,”’ he said abruptly.

The invisible face of the older man
was transformed in its impalpable
shroud. The blood rushed into his
eyes. ‘‘An’ what aboot Nan?’’

“I'm takin’ her tae the kirk come
New Year.”’

Jock’s fingers closed like steel over
the tightly-folded fragment of news-
paper in his pocket. His whole frame
stiffened. ‘‘What’s yon?’’ he snarl-
ed.

‘“‘I’ve no speired her yet, ye ken,
but the lassie’s a’ for me. There’s
nobbut yersel, Jock, an’ ye auld
enough tae be her feyther, D’ye ken
ony ither mon?”’

Joek thought swiftly. If this was
death why torture Don further? If
it was not death, the sunlight would
be more merciful. He would tell him
then.

““Yer richt, laddie. Wha’ cud there
be?”’

‘T'The cottage wull be clear sune,
an’ then I’ll hae a erack wi’ her and
settle the day. Mon, Jock, but the
air is rotten! What gars me chcke?”’
“Dinna talk sae muckle, laddie.

Haud yer wind.”’
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Slowly along the smooth floor of
the chamber came the first breathings
of gas. From ruptured fissures and
innumerable crevices in the shatter-
ed earth it erept. Heavy with por-
tent it flooded the broken coal about
the men’s feet. No life-giving breath
could penetrate the mountain of fgl.
len rock to dissipate these deadly
fumes. At last they both knew it.
Don began to ramble, talking now to
Nan, now to Jock, and bursting into
sudden heart-rending appeals for
help. Somewhere on the other side
of that barrier men were fighting vie-
iously to get at them and drag them
up to sunlight. Jock felt Don slip
from his shoulder and topple over
with his face down.

By now the gas was very bad. He
could not tell how much time had
gone by, but he knew that if Don lay

-there he could not last ten minutes,

So he hoisted him up again, and, as
he did so, the vision of Elsie seemed
to come right out of the darkness ang
put her face against his and say.
““My mon, Jock,”” Then it vanishedt

He still held Don up so that his
face was above the worst of the
It was rising rapidly. He tried to
think what Elsie meant by that. Then
Don began to ramble again. This time
it was all about Nan.

At last he saw what Elsie meant
It was that Jock had had her loye
and was her man, but that Don had
not had the love of any woman. Anq
thinking harder, he felt very cold,
though the sweat began to run down
his face. Then Don fell over again
and once more Jock jerked him up
though he had to get down into the;
gas to do so. And just at that me.
ment he thought he heard something
like the stroke of a pick,

He shouted. It meant filling his
lungs with gas, but his whole soul
went into the shout. Don did net
seem to hear him. He had almost
stopped breathing.

At the far end of the chambep a
rock slid down, then another, and an.
other, and, a million miles away he
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caught the glimmer of a Davy.

By this time his breathing was very
bad, but his brain was working fierce-
ly. The Davy drew nearer, held high
up near the roof. Two men came
slowly toward him. Oxygen tanks
were strapped to their backs, and they
wore huge helmets, with tubes run-
ning back to the tanks. Then he heard
one of them say very quickly, ‘‘ We've
got to get out of this, my tank’s
done.”’

Jock had no power for speech, so he
kieked a piece of coal.
The men stopped.
said, ‘‘There’s some here.

Strang and Robson.”’

““We can only take one,”’ said the
other figure, ‘‘and that if he’s alive.”’

Jock heard it. He could not speak,
but he knew there was something he
must do and it must be done very
quickly, so he kicked again and held
Don up higher than ever.

The two men came up, one of them
swinging his lamp across Don’s face
and in the darkness Jock pushed the
lad’s arm, It was for all the world as
if Don had raised his hand in wel-
come,

‘“He’s alive,”” said the one hooded
rescuer.

The other man felt about on the
floor and touched Jock’s body. It was
limp and motionless.

““Strang’s gone,”” said a voice.
““Come on with the other. We’ve got
to get out of this.”’

Jock held his breath. It was hard
work. He was now very weak. The
hooded figures stumbled away with
Don’s unconscious body between
them. Their Davys glimmered and
disappeared. Utter silence fell again
in Neddrie No. 2. It was all over
now.

Jock began to choke, but somehow
he was happier than ever before in
his life. His dizziness increased. By
this time Don was out in the air, and
he would live, and—Jock could not
think much about the rest of it, but
he smiled once, took a piece of The
North British Chronicle out of his

One of them
Likely
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pocket, and, laying it smoothly against
his face, slipped down into the thick
of the gas.

They pulled him out a little later.
A fall of slate had gashed his head.
Strange to say, life was not yet ex-
tinet! Hours afterwards he was
breathing normally, but there was
still a part of Jock Strang that did
not come back from the Neddrie pits.
The bones and blood and muscles and
marvellous lungs of him survived, but
the brain yet wandered somewhere in
the booming darkness.

Months went by. Don Robson took
Nan to the kirk, and then they both
took Jock to the cottage that Don
bought from Anderson, the timekeep-
er.

The big man sat in front of it, his
gnarled fingers plucking at his long
beard—peering down the road to the
pits and mumbling snatches of under-
ground talk—a great, witless, helpless
child. Thus, till came a night when
there drove up the Forth the brother
of the great storm that sent Nan
ashore to Elsie’s empty arms.

He listened to the roar of it, shak-
ing his black head, and darting
strange glances at Don Robson and
Nan. In the midst of the uproar he
went suddenly to pieces. They helped
him to his bed. He lay there, star-
ing and wordless, till slowly the idiot
in him went out to meet the storm
and for one poignant instant the old,
dour Jock came back, his dark eyes
looking up from beneath the black
brows,

In that moment the brave slow
brain began again its mysterious func-
tion, began it just where it left off
in the gloom of Neddrie No. 2.

““Haud yer heid up, laddie. Dinna
be frichtened. Think o’ Nan, Don.
Keep oot o’ the gas, it’ll gar ye sick,
Aye, lad, Nan’s no for me. She’s ower
muckle a lassie. 1’1l bide a wee, and
aiblins I’ll find Elsie.”’

He stopped, scanned them quietly
and smiled. ‘‘Eh, mon, yon was a
lang time syne.”’

Then he turned his face to the wall.



WALKING IN ENGLAND

oY N LB

ALKING is not popular with
Canadians. This is a sweep-

ing generality, yet, unlike
most generalities, it is true, Among
us the man who finds enjoyment in
donning his oldest togs and taking a
long tramp in the country must be
classed as a freak. As we live in a
free country he is tolerated, but that
is all. Perhaps it is because We are
S0 up-to-date; and this being the age
of speed, walking is relegated to the
list of obsolete pastimes. Kven in
England, the tramping-ground of the
world, this form of relaxation has
now undoubtedly fewer devotees than
formerly., The bicycle and motor-
eycle are taking the place of the stout
stick and heavy boots. However, in
England, walking for pleasure is still
understood and practised.

To a genuine lover of walking, it
is not primarily a method of seeing
the country, or getting from one place
on the map to another., If these were
all its claims, then well might we de-
termine to walk no more. For to see
a country there are many just as good
and several better methods than walk-
ing, and for getting about in a hurry
it is next to useless. Stevenson re-
marks that he who is of the ‘‘brother-
hood of walkers does mot voyage in
quest of the picturesque, but of cer-
tain jolly humours.”’

Stevenson must have been an expert
in the art of walking. It would pay
one to read his essay ‘‘On Walking
Tours’’ carefully before setting out.
He there sets it down that a walking
tour should be gone on alone, because
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then you have more freedom and ad-
venture and you can keep your own
pace. There is a lot of truth in this,
but for the average person it is more
than balanced by opposite consider.
ations. Most of us can be perfectly
happy with no company but our own
for two or three days, but after that
we begin to realize how gregarious is
our species. As you plod along all
alone hour after hour you find that
you are getting into a bad habit of
talking to yourself, and it comes to
your mind how poor old Robinson
Crusoe, before Friday’s arrival, used
to talk to himself or to his parrot
without restraint, in dread that if he
neglected to do so he would lose the
faculty of speech. No, in spite of
Robert Louis, put up with inevitable
differences of opinion, learn to yield
your proposition even when convineed
it is the better, and realize the valye
of having some one with whom yon
can bear hardships and enjoy de-
lights.
Last summer three of us did some
walking together in Englang. Most
of our route lay in Cornwall, a bit in
Devon, and afterwards the Writen
spent three happy days alone ramb.
ling among the mountaing of
Cumberland and Wes*moreland, We
did not eross wide stretches of coun-
try, nor did we visit all the
cathedrals and castles of Fngland, ag
any of the railways Promise the t(;ur.
1st he can do in a week, if he huy one
of the company’s circular tickets,
But, on the other hand, we dig no
spend long hours of our Precious dayg
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in smoking compartments of third-
class railway carriages, or on the
peaceful platforms of Muddleton
Junections. And if our daily journeys
were insignificant compared to the
hundred-mile dashes of the motor-
eyelist, the landscape meant infinitely
more to us than the motoreyelist’s
walls of green rushing past on either
gide and white road leaping up in
front.

I had always wanted to visit Corn-
wall, Years before I had watched
more than once the Cornish Riviera
Express fly through Somersetshire at
sixty miles an hour and gone with it
in my imagination to the cliffs and
preakers beyond. For Cornwall pos-
gesses in no common degree the inter-
est attaching to the ultimate. This
is part of the indefinable attraction
of any sea coast, but Cornwall pos-
gesses it in a special measure. Flung
boldly far out into the Atlantie, it
forms almost as good a riding-boot as
Italy, this tapering acute angle of
the great triangle which Caesar des-
eribed in his despatches as reaching
down almost to Spain. The walls of
England along this exposed part of
her shore are indeed formidable, and
the ocean moans in despair as it
dashes against the base of the cliffs in
fruitless efforts to undermine and
break off bits from the land.

We followed the Cornish coast from
Plymouth to Land’s End and then
eastward and northward to Ilfra-
combe in Devon, not slavishly, but
often taking short cuts across the
necks of headlands. In giving some
aceount of such a walk the first sub-
jeet which naturally suggests itself is
the character of the country through
which we made our way, sometimes
tramping along the roads but more
often following a cliff path or strik-
ing our own course across the breezy
downs.

Although the walker does not voy-
age in quest of the picturesque yet he
finds it more easily than other travell-
ers. I do not refer to the fact that on
foot he can often penetrate into dis-
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triets so wild as to prevent the ap-
proach of any vehicle. This is less
generally true in Europe than in the
other continents. In this age of dar-
ing engineering projects the tourist
can ascend in comfort on a mountain
railway to great altitudes and view
nature in the wildest aspects. In
Britain motors have climbed to the
summits of Snowdon and Ben Nevis.
Yet we doubt very much if a man who
has ascended to the top of the Jung-
frau on the electric railway sees as
fine a view as he who has reached the
same spot by many hours of arduous
and dangerous climbing. In the same
way the country walker sees more and
gets more enjoyment out of what he
sees than would be possible from a
luxurious touring car. And this is
the case simply because he is in the
right mood to appreciate natural
beauty, in that mental attitude des-
eribed by Coleridge in his Dejection
Ode:
We receive but what we give,
And in our life alone does Nature live:
QOurs is her wedding garment, ours her
shroud!
And would we aught behold of higher
worth,
Than that inanimate ecold world allowed
To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd,
Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth

A light, a glory, a fair luminous eloud
Enveloping the earth.

It is difficult in the extreme to give
the reader a correct impression of
Cornish scenery. Cornwall is not as
beautiful a county as Devon. The in-
terior lacks the richness and contrast
of the Devon colouring, and there are
tracts of which the general character
18 dullness and depression. The glory
of Cornwall is her seacoast, and this
is in very truth a glory.

The opening lines of ‘‘Enoch Ar-
den’’ might be taken as a typical des-
cription of Cornish coast scenery:

Long lines of cliff breaking have left a
chasm;

And indthe chasm are foam and yellow
sand;

Beyond, red roofs about a narrow wharf

In cluster; then a mouldered church; and
higher

|
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A long street climbs to ome tall towered
mill;

And high in heaven behind it, & gray
down.

This is of the very essence of Corn-
wall, even if the poet did write it in
the Isle of Wight. Windy headland
and peaceful cove, stern ecliffs and
sunny sands in happy alternation;
behind, great rolling hills swept by
wind and sun, with deep cool-shad-
owed valleys filled with the music of
streams hastening down their short
courses until their babbling is merged
in the deeper music of the ‘‘many-
sounding sea,”’—that is Cornwall or
at least the impression our walking
tour left of it.

The land near the eliffs is often
barren moorland, beautifully colour-
ed with purple heather and other
bright little flowers to which we were
complete strangers. The farms lie
in the sheltered valleys and back from
the coast. On the most commanding
headlands frequently there stand
groups of white buildings. These are
the houses for the Coast Guards, and
most of them nowadays are naval
wireless stations.

One often meets on a country road
a Coast Guardsman mounted on a
bieyele and dressed like a Bluejacket.
They are almost without exeeption
markedly well-built, handsome fel-
lows, and we found them always
genial and ready to enter into con-
versation. One of their duties in a
life which, since smuggling has gone
out of date, must be for the most part
inactive, is giving aid in ease of ship-
wreck; but we only saw evidence of
one wreek on the coast. She had been
a large steel vessel, but all that was
left was a section of about fifty feet
from the bow cut off sheer as if with
a knife.

“You find when ‘‘cliffing it’’ that
progress over the map is slow. This
is not surprising when it is rememb-
ered that the walker is at one time at
sea level in a deep valley and in a few
minutes at an altitude of from three
to six hundred feet, and that this is
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repeated again and again.  Often,
too, the walking is decidedly pre-
carious for any creature less sure-
footed than the native sheep. This
is especially the case after a shower or
heavy dew has made the grass slip-
pery. Any damp morning the walker
1s liable to come down with an earth-
shaking thud on an average of once
every five minutes, and woe be to
him if he should be unlucky enough
to light on one of the numerous
species of brambles and stinging
nettles, which in England compensate
for the lack of mosquitoes and black
flies.

Cornish scenery, however, is not all
austere; there is no lack of the soft
and peaceful also. The bay of St.
Ives, for example, on a sunny after.
noon strongly suggests a more south-
ern coast, Italy or the south coast of
France. The outer bay is large and
in the shape of a semi-ecirele, and with-
in it is a smaller indentation form.-
ing the harbour, around which the
town clusters snugly. On the white
beach the fishing-boats are hauled up
in safety. There is nothing rugged
here; the country is by no means
flat, but the outlines are all soft and
gentle.

We arrived at St. Ives about mid-
day ; the morning had been dull, but
a breeze springing up about noon
swept away the mist; the sky became
cloudless, and the white and red sails
of the fishing craft danced over the
““myriad twinkling smiles’’ of the
bay, which was as blue as ever was
the Bay of Salerno.

Several of the river estuaries ex.
tend miles inland, and we found it
profitable as well as pleasant, instead
of going around them by road, to
cross near their mouths by a f 3
We always weleomed these little voy-
ages, generally of a small fraction of
amile, in the ferryman’s punt. One of
them we shall long remember for
the remarkable beauty of the scenery.
The estuary was narrow, deep and
winding, and the high shores were
partly wooded and partly farm land.
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A solitary little vessel was unloading
coal at the small peir. The tide was
running out like a mill-race, and it
was a stiff but short pull across to
the mossy stone stairs almost hidden
by the overhanging foliage.

Qur first evening in Cornwall was
one of exceptional beauty. At the
pretty town of Looe, half fishing-vil-
lage, half watering-place, we had a
memorable tea—memorable for its
excellence and the appetite which we
brought to it—in a modest and seclud-
ed upper room overlooking the ridicu-
lous little high street, which the crier
was making hideous with his unin-
telligable bawling. Before tea we
had quite determined to spend the
night in Looe, but afterwards we
felt so fresh we decided to walk on
Jeisurely five or six miles to Polperro.
The evening was still and clear and
the scenery wonderfully beautiful.
From a height four hundred and fifty
feet above the sea we watched the sun
gink in flaming glory behind the hills
to the northwest. Below us in the
valley lay a village called Talland.
The moss-grown church tower was
visible through the trees, with half a
dozen cottages emitting curls of blue
smoke from their chimneys. The
sigh of the surf alone broke the still-
ness, until suddenly the chimes of
Talland church rang out sweet and
elear. The whole scene formed one
of those rare pictures which sel-
dom exist but in imagination, and we
were loth to descend from our hill to
tramp on for half an hour through
the long English twilight.

According to a loquacious old salt
who joined us, Polperro has had an
interesting past. It was formerly
noted for its seventeen inns, with no
church, and for the lawless daring of
its inhabitants, who lived riotously on
the proceeds of their smuggling. Even
the cobble stones of the village streets,
could they speak, would testify
against the old inhabitants, for these
stones were used to conceal the wine
casks and to prevent them from shift-
ing in the smugglers’ vessels.
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There are dozens of picturesque
little ports on the Cornish coast, but
in our estimation Polperro is the fin-
est. It is strongly suggestive of beau-
tiful Atrani on the celebrated road
around the Gulf of Salerno. Pol-
perro is secure from all winds but the
terrible southwest gale, and, when it
blows, the huge breakers have been
known to sweep over the little break-
water, smash the vessels to match-
wood and surge up the streets of the
village itself.

In Cornwall and Devont we walked
nine days. Our average day’s jour-
ney was about twenty-three miles; on
our last day we accomplished fifty,
twenty of them, however, were taken
in the motor of a friendly Englishman,
who offered us a lift in spite of the
fact that the seating capacity of his
car was fully occupied by his wife and
himself. Why will people talk so
much about the aloofness of English
people towards strangers?

Anywhere in the south-west of
England you can find comfortable
quarters for the night on very easy
terms. Indeed the cost of a walking
tour compared to other modes of tra-
velling is almost negligible. The vil-
lage inns are at convenient distances
along the road. At the farm houses
they are always ready to supply the
thirsty walker with cider or milk or
even a meal or night’s lodging.

‘When you put your shoulders into
your ruck sack half an hour after
breakfast and start down the road,
usually a trifle stiffly for the first mile
of two, you are possessed of a fine
feeling of adventure. Ahead all is
undiscovered land; you have a map,
it is true, but a map does not tell you
what sort of inn it will be that you
put up at for the night nor what ad-
ventures await you by the way. By
adventures I do not mean to suggest
such thrilling encounters as George
Borrow met with in Spain a hundred
years ago or as one might meet with
to-day in Mexico or the Balkans. But
even in civilized England a journey
on foot along the most ordinary eoun-
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try road is far from prosaic; it is
always sure to be romantic and may
ever be adventurous, if only we are
in the right mood. We shall not des-
cribe our adventures, for most inci-
dents which on the road amount to
adventures seem in the telling of them
insipid trivialities.

We have a happy recollection of
an hour on the top of an extremely
steep slope overlooking the sea, where
we lay in the sunshine, soon growing
too warm for a comfortable sun bath.
Yet this eclimatic discomfort was
trivial when weighed with the delight
of the outlook, up there four hundred
feet above the Channel, pretty wide
at this point, but none too roomy in
thick weather for the traffie which
year in and year out ploughs the
waters between Land’s End and
Ushant, The day is bright and clear;
east and west the great coast is flung
out, giant headland beyond headland,
until the horns of the are, Start Point
on the left and the Lizard on the
right, rest like dim clouds on the
horizon. Seaward we ean count nigh
a score of smokes. Quite close is a
noble liner, in build suggesting a
huge yacht with her white hull and
raking masts and funnel, bound prob-
ably for India or Australia. Nearest
to her we can distinguish a shabby
little tramp, sunk down to her Plim-
soll line and very top-heavy looking,
because of her unsightly deck load of
lumber. It would be a safe bet that
that lumber has glided down Cana-
dian streams or been towed across
miles of Canadian lake by a patient
tug. The rest make only smoke for
our eyes, but we can imagine the
romance of each, for every ship has
some romance in its story. even the
most businesslike New York liner
which races to and fro over its three-
thousand-mile run with the regularity
of a ferry.

The country folk of Cornwall are
the most attractive in Britain. French
travellers have often remarked that
the Cornishman is the least gloomy
and has the best manners of all Eng-
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lish peasants. This is natural, as the
Cornishman is a Celt and not a Saxon,
and he has the Celt’s sunny disposi-
tion and courteous bearing. Corn-
wall is not cursed with large manu-
facturing towns; her people are still
for the most part, in spite of the
mines, healthy rustics engaged in
farming, or hardy fishermen. It is
very seldom that man, woman or child
passes you on the road without a cheer-
ful greeting, and in spite of your
shsabby clothes you are addressed as
“é ‘ir.’,

The poet Lowell has given the Lake
Country, in which I had my second
experience of walking in England,
the happy designation of ‘‘Words-
worthshire.”” One should tour this
region with a select edition of Words-
worth in one’s pocket and pick out
for a visit—on foot—a number of the
spots whose charm has been enhanced
by the poet’s genius.

The spirit of Tennyson seemed to
be most deeply stirred by the sea.
‘“Oh for a Mablethorpe breaker!’’ he
writes in a letter. To Wordsworth the
mountains were the greatest revela-
tion of a Divine power and love.

For the power of hills is on thee,

As was witnessed through thine eye,
Then when old Helvellyn won thee
To confess their majesty!

But apart from its literary inter.
est, the mountainous region of Cum.
berland must always rank as one of
the most fascinating corners of the
earth for the perfection of its
scenery, Nowhere else, I should say,
certainly not in Switzerland, is there
such propinquity and marked econ.
trast between the peaceful atmosphere
of human habitation and the sublime
and solitary sanctuaries of the moun.
tains. I was prepared for this first
quality in all its English perfection,
but not for the grandeur of the see-
ond. There are few altitudes in the
range over 3,000 feet, and Seafell
Pike, the highest point, is only 3,210
feet above the sea; yet these statistics
are a continual surprise; the moun-
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tains ‘‘feel much higher; indeed,
sometimes about thrice the height.
Seen from near Windermere, the
Langdale Pikes with the more distant
‘‘giants’’ of Borrowdale, Scafell Pike,
and Great Gable pile up grandly, and
the surprise is that their brows are
not glittering with eternal snow. This
deception is partly due to the English
elimate, which greatly increases the
apparent ‘distance of the horizon;
but the deception is probably due in
a large degree to the picturesque out-
line of these mountains. They are
true mountain peaks, with individual-
ity of form, and not merely over-sized
hills.

To eross the Stye Head Pass from
Langdale into Borrowdale on a breezy
afternoon of swirling cloud and mo-
mentary sunshine is a glorious ex-
perience. You pass the frowning
peaks of Scafell and the gloomy little
mountain lakes of Angle, Sprinkling,
and Sty Head Tarns. By the way,
De Quinecey has a pretty suggestion
that ‘“Tarn,”’” like so many local
words of the Lake region, is of Dan-
ish or Icelandic origin, from taaren
(a trickling of tears), a deposit of
water from rain, the tarns having no
main feeder. These quiet tarns, the
innumerable gills of clear cold water
gurglihg and splashing over the rocks,
often jumping off a ledge in a perfect
little fall and filling the whole region
with their musie, the scudding mist,
the scanty vegetation and the low
temperature of the air, all this gives
one the feeling that the snow line is
about to be reached and that the nose
of a glacier may be expected around
the next corner,

All the highest points in the range
ean be ascended by an ordinary walk-
er. You are sure to meet some ‘‘crag
elimbers’’ in this distriet, who follow
the sport of ascending every peak
by the most hazardous routes, from
pure love of excitement and the
triumph of overcoming apparently
hopeless difficulties. A tremendous
storm of protest would be raised
among them if anyone dared to put
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ropes or railings on any of the crags,
as has been done in Switzerland. 1
was assured by one of these crag
climbers that it was even considered
‘‘against the laws of the game’’ to
remove your boots, in order to secure
a better grip in some specially threat-
ening predicament.

1 do not propose to weary the read-
er with details of my happy three
days’ ramble through the Lake Coun-
try. I shall merely refer to a ten
hours’ tramp begun in the delightful-
ly fresh morning air at Thorny-
thwaite in Borrowdale and completed
at Patterdale on Ullswater. A finer
day for walking and climbing it could
not have been, The morning air was
fresh, with that delicious mountain
smell in it, and all through th® day,
even when the sun was warm, the air
was splendidly invigorating, sending
one along with a tireless stride. Across
two moorland ridges or fells my route
lay to the narrow, deep-lying lake of
Thirlmere, robbed of little of its prim-
eval wildness from being made the
reservoir for the Manchester Water-
works; then by the splendid road
around the north end of the lake.
After an hour’s halt for lunch at
the inn of Thirlspot I elambered up
the mighty shoulder of old Helvel-
lyn. As you near the summit you
are surprised to find that on the other
side the mountain falls away in a
sheer precipice for 600 feet, and,
in a barren cup in the bottom, lies a
tiny lake. Much lower down and
farther off shines the noble lake of
Ullswater. As the afternoon was clear,
the view embraced the whole Lake
Distriet and beyond, to the west, the
glimmer of the sea. A cloud rested
over Scafell Pike, but, even as I
watehed, it gradually evaporated and
the summit was uncovered, which by
all accounts is a rare happening, the
Borrowdale peaks acting as a con-
denser for the damp Atlantic winds.

I found in descending that almost
any route is preferable to the
bed of a gill or mountain torrent,
especially after a season of bounteous
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rains. The miniature eanyon in some
spots had banks so steep as to make
wading the only solution, and as the
slippery rocks give exceedingly un-
certain footing, it was in a decidedly
wet state that I gained the bottom,
not far from the south end of Thirl-
mere. To reach Patterdale on Ulls-
water, which I had made my evening
objective, it was necessary to cross
back over the Helvellyn ridge, and
this I did by means of a rough track
over the Grisedale Pass. Grisedale
Tarn is just across the divide. In the
inky surface of this weirdest and
loveliest of lakes are reflected the
crags of Dolly Waggon Pike and Seat
Sandal. The men who did the nam-
ing of the English mountains were
masters of their art!
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A more lively sense of contentment
and well-being, both animal and
spiritual, there could not be, than was
my possession after my repast that
evening at Mrs. Burnett’s cottage in
Patterdale. I strolled along the road
bordering the lovely shore of Ulls.
water and watched the few passengers
disembark from the diminutive steam.
er in front of the hotel. When you
are in that rare mood, any trivial eir-
cumstance is of interest and the most
commonplace people arouse your spec-
ulations.

A visit on my last day to some of
the spots more intimately associated
with the memory of Wordsworth
closed my sojourn in this delightful
region and my walking tour in Eng.
land.

OLD WAR

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

l SEE you sitting in the sungleams there,
Scabbard on arm, the mighty blade withdrawn,
Musing a little. Dreams of customs gone

People your mood—old loves, old quests to dare;

The sword so doubly tempered to its wont
Of battle, keen to be swift smiting through
Dark arms, you fondle almost as if you

Had borne it shouting in the fight’s red front.

All this upon a quiet afternoon
Of golden sun in Canada. The years
Are but a curtain that you brush aside.
This hour you hear the ancient battle rune
In gleaming glens, and to your sight appears
Old war and all its honour and high pride.




YELLOW PERILS

BY W. LYTTLETON CASSELS

HE conversation had turned up-

I on insanity, and the bishop had

advanced the opinion that the
explanation of hereditary imbeeility
might possibly be found in the See-
ond Commandment. He had then
gone on to say that in any case in-
sanity often appeared to be the visi-
tation of a directly retributive Pro-
vidence. At this point, however, Brice
took him up and said that it was of-
ten the less guilty but weaker in-
dividual who suffered.

‘1 know,’’ he said, ‘‘of an instance
of this.”’

It was not very often that Brice
eould be drawn into a discussion, but
when he did so he always commanded
attention; therefore the men at the
elub drew their chairs a little closer
to his.

“The instance of which I speak,”
he said, ‘‘came to my notice one day
when Dr. Van Allen picked me up
in his car and took me out with him
to the New Westminster Asylum. He
was going out there to pay a brief
visit to a patient, and I accompanied
him into the grounds. As we walk-
ed up the avenue we passed a patient
who was strolling slowly the other
way and T noticed that the man had
a long scar running diagonally across
his cheek. My companion said, ‘That
man is a survivor of Pitt Meadows.
He believes at times that he bears the
mark of Cain. He was a newspaper-

in Vancouver before the war.’

“T decided to wait outside for the
dector, so we parted at the door. I
strolled around for a few minutes and
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then sat down on a bench beneath an
elm. After a time the man we had
passed on the avenue came and sat
down beside me and 1 spoke to him.
We exchanged several commonplaces
and then I remarked how beautiful
the wood on the opposite hill looked,
clad in its autumn foliage. 1 paused
and he started at my words, then
some memory they engendered open-
ed his floodgates of speech.

“ ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘The wood on the
hill. A bugle sounded, and the regi-
ment on our left, the 51st Infantry,
started forward through the wood. A
moment later our lieutenant gave the
word and we, too, went down the
slope of the hill. We could not see
what was happening in the valley,
but from in fromnt, and from far to
the north and south, a wave of sound
broke threateningly upon our ears.
We could hear the crack of the rifles,
the purr of the Maxims and the roar
of the enemy’s bigger field-guns on
the top of the opposite ridge, while
from behind us came the reports of
our own batteries to swell the volume
of sound.

“ “We halted at the edge of the
woods and deployed into open order
among the trees. As I moved for-
ward into place I saw the valley be-
fore me. A line of men rose sudden-
ly to their feet about a hundred yards
ahead of us and dashed forward. An
officer gave an order; they dropped
to the ground and commenced firing.
Farther out, other men were running ;
dropping down to cover; firing; ris-
ing again and rushing on. Some of
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them fell and lay still, arms flung
wide like idle marionettes. Others
stopped suddenly, spun around, and
tumbled inert. The sickle of death
mowed them down as they ran. It
was terrible!

‘“ * A shrapnel burst not far from me
and six of my troopmates crumpled
up. I shivered. There were no signs
of the enemy to be seen except the
dark lines of their riflle-pits and a
farmhouse into which they had
thrown a detachment of men. The
quick-firers in the orchard beside the
building were pouring out a hail of
lead on our advancing ranks, but the
guns were out of view,

““‘A sharp order and our first rank
ran forward. Then down they went
and their rifles spat viciously. Bul-
lets were whistling through the wood.
The private beside me gave a gurgle
and his rifle fell from his lifeless
hands. At the word we, too, advane-
ed at the double. Shells burst over
us and men fell to right and left of
me. An officer shouted; we dropped
and fired at the distant rifle-pits. I
was not afraid, but I felt a strange
sense of detachment and I thought of
Esther and the baby as I slipped the
cartridges into the magazine of my
rifle,

‘“‘Up and on we went; and then
down again; up and on, and down
again. Our lieutenant turned sud-
denly sideways and fell. I kept my
eyes in front of me as much as pos-
sible, for the horror of it was creep-
ing over me and I felt chill and sick.
God above, T had helped to bring this
to pass! My lips framed Collins’s
words of that fatal Friday, ‘‘Some
journalism!’’

‘“““Was this war? No enemy to
struggle with hand-to-hand! Noth-
ing to fire at except an orchard and
the dark lines along the green side
of the crest of the hill! I dropped
behind a large boulder and then I
noticed that T was almost alone. I
fired the cartridges in my magazine
and turned to look behind me. Line
after line of men issued from the
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wood, ran forward, and then fired
from the ground. Some of them lay
down to fire, but not to rise again,
for there was all too little cover, A
puff of smoke, and a shell burst aboye
a spot where a number of men were
clustered. I turned my head
and looked to the front.

““‘A brook fringed with willows
ran through the fields at the foot of
the long gentle slope. There was a
strip of newly-ploughed land on the
near side of the stream, and I could
see the khaki-clad figures of our men
as they took shelter behind the wil-
lows and filung up impromptu rifle.
pits. They were massing there pre-
paratory to a dash up the hill.

“““All the time that I lay behind
the rock my eyes were busy with what
was going on in the valley, but my
thoughts were elsewhere. My brain
drew the picture of my office in The
Vancouver Blade, and 1 heard Boyce,
as he burst into the reporters’ room
outside my door repeat, ‘“‘Hustle, fel-
lows, all hell’s loose on Powell Street.
They’ve hanged six of the Japs, and
the mob are firing the houses!” |
had thought of it then as a story—
a story!

““‘Again T seemed to see Collins,
the owner and managing editor, as
he strode into my room, seemed to
hear him say, ‘‘Some Jjournalism,
what? Some journalism. Late hours
to-night, Billy. Everybody on the
firing line!”” The firing line! I
thought to myself.

¢ ¢ ““That was some front sheet you
had this afternoon,’’ he added.

‘“ ‘It pleased him to be colloquial
at times, but it had indeed been some
front sheet. The headlines rose be-
fore my eyes in their seventy-two-
point type: ‘“Jap Plot Discovered,
and farther down the page, ‘“‘Bar.
barous Murder of Three White Wo-
men.”” Feeling had been running
pretty high and The Blade had out.
done itself in howling down the Japs:
so T had ventured to demur when
Collins had ordered me to run that
fake story. My protest had been of

e
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no avail, but the story had, in Boyce’s
words, let hell loose.

¢ A man rose and ran towards the
shelter of my rock. He stopped sud-
denly, clapped his hands to his stom-
ach, gaped open-mouthed at me a mo-
ment, and then pitched forward on
his face. 1 wished that I had strang-
led Collins that day as he smiled sar-
castically at me over his desk and said
curtly, ‘“‘It’s up to you; go to it.”

““ “\WWe had made history that after-
noon in the office of The Blade. Two
weeks later Katsu had smashed the
Pacific Squadron of the newly-form-
ed Canadian navy. A week after that
the Japanese had landed on Vancou-
ver Island, Caldwell had been beaten
and Vietoria taken. The militia had
all been ordered out. Then had come
the second call, and I had found my-
gelf with the newly-formed 72nd
Foot; and now—1?

“ ‘Three men crawled up to me,
and the four of us started firing from
behind the boulder. A bullet caught
the service hat of the man on my
left and he lifted his head above the
rock and said, grimly, ‘‘Peek-a-boo
with death, eh?’’ Another added,
“If we could only see them!”’

“ ¢Phat was it! It was not men
we were fighting, but trenches in the

und, machines in a wood!

<A buzz sounded far above us,
and I saw an aeroplane speeding
across the sky towards the hill be-
hind which our reserves were mass-
ed. Then another followed and an-
other. The forward one began climb-
ing upward, cireling round and
round, and I could see the man by
the pilot dropping the deadly pyrrhic
bombs.

<« “Wo rose to our feet and dashed
forward. Down we went; and again
1 thought of Esther and the baby in
Seattle. I had sent them there when
I saw that war would undoubtedly
be declared, and I was indeed thank-
ful that T had done so. The Japanese
had looted and burned Vancouver. I
shuddered as I thought of what had
happened there when chaos broke
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loose—women butchered, and worse
than butchered !

“‘God pity me!
ism!

‘“ “The blood of my own wife and
child was not on my hands—but those
other women and children? Madness
lay in the thought. I rose to my feet
and dashed forward. A furrow caught
my foot, and I fell. I splashed through
an irrigation diteh, ecrossed the
ploughed land, and threw myself
down behind the willows,

““ ‘I noticed that the Japanese fire
was not as heavy among the willows
as elsewhere. I remember wondering
why, as I fired cartridge after cart-
ridge at the orchard and the farm-
house windows.

‘“ A major rose to his feet. ‘‘Form
into ranks as you lie,”’ he shouted.
We shifted about and formed into
five lines, The major put his hands
trumpetwise to his mouth, ‘‘The first
line will—"’

‘“ ‘He never finished his sentence.
A deafening explosion sounded to our
left. I saw the earth rise in a dust
cloud mingled with the mangled
bodies of men.

‘i God,”” said a voice beside me,
“‘they’ve mined the whole bank!”’ "’

Brice paused for a moment and
then he continued :

‘“The man of whom I speak bowed
his head on his hands. A minute or
two passed and then he rose from the
bench. He gave me a sidelong glance,
and as he moved furtively away from
me I noticed that his hand was cover-
ing the wound on his face.”’

There was silence in the room for
a few minutes and then the Bishop
spoke :

“You may remember,”” he said,
‘“‘that T was in that railway smash at
Salmon Arm last year. Well, Col-
lins’s only son, the son’s wife, and
their two children were in that wreck.
The wife,’” he continued, ‘‘was killed,
and Collins’s son went from the
wreck to the asylum.”’

““ And—the children ?’’ asked Brice.

““T do not know,’’ said the Bishop.

Some journal-
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BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

berlain has removed from the

sphere of party controversy one
of the great men of the Vietorian era.
Detached for several years from the
strife of polities, it is, however, too
soon yet to estimate as its full value
his influence upon the history of his
times. For over eight years the vet-
eran statesman had been afflicted with
an incurable malady that impaired
his mental faculties and rendered him
incapable of taking an active part in
Parliamentary affairs. His old enemy,
gout, from which he had suffered for
many years, finally wrecked the taber-
nacle and clouded the intellect. He
was an inveterate smoker of strong
cigars and was never known to take
exercise. In his early days Chamber-
lain had Republican sympathies, due
doubtless to his connection with Uni-
tarianism, which had long been im-
bued with the spirit of revolt against
the governing classes. It was Ulster
Unitarians who largely inspired the
United Trish movement of 1798. As
an administrator Chamberlain left his
mark on the city of Birmingham,
which under his guidance took the
lead in municipal reforms and the
civic control of public utilities. Re-
tiring from business with an ample
fortune while his feet were still on
the threshold of early manhood, he
was free to apply his municipal ex-
perience and undoubted ability to the
wider problems of the nation and the
Empire, It is too soon yet to judge
impartially of his relations with Glad-
stone and his responsibility for the
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TI[E death of Mr. Joseph Cham-

wreeking of the Liberal Party in 1886,
A home ruler before Gladstone’s con-
version, Chamberlain still remained
throughout the debates on the first
Irish Bill an ardent advocate of some
form of Federal Home Rule. His de-
fection at this criticial stage led to
the separate organization of the Lib-
eral Unionists and their coalition with
the Conservatives.

This coalition, which came to
be known as the Unionist Party,
legislated for some years on the
basis of a compromise between Lih-
eral and Conservative principles,
The result was a remarkable advance
in Conservative social legislation
which led to open protests from the
Marquis of Londonderry, Sir Edward
Carson, Lord Atkinson, and othep
Conservative  front-benchers. The
Marquis of Londonderry went so far
as to resign the presidency of the
Conservative Association and con-
demned his party for allowing Cham-
berlain’s Radical views to dominate
the Unionist Cabinet. Chamberlain
was in the vanguard as a social re.
former, but the split in the Liberal
ranks forced him into a working al-
liance with a party many of whose
prominent supporters did not see eye
to eye with him. His greatest dis-
appointment was the Education Aet
of 1902, which embodied principles
against which Chamberlain had w
incessant war in his Radical days.
The South African campaign, for
which he was officially responsible, in-
volved enormous sacrifices of blood
and treasure and brought in its train

RS
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a period of depression the worst the
country had experienced for many
years. Then followed Chamberlain’s
remedy for hard times—Tariff Reform
—and the breaking-up of the Balfour
Cabinet. The immediate effect of the
hard times was the return of the Lib-
erals by a sweeping majority, and the
advent of the Labour Party.

Later events are still fresh in the
public memory. Mr, Lloyd George,
who first attracted notice by reason of
his unsparing criticisms of Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain, became the prophet of
the new Democracy. Chamberlain will
be remembered not so much for what
he accomplished as for what he aimed
to accomplish. He caught the vision
of a world-wide British Empire bound
together by ties of closest friendship,
and one in peace or war, Trained to
think in terms of market value as a
suecessful manufacturer, he brought
into the arema of party controversy
an issue which should have been non-
contentious. Empires and nations are
not made; they grow. To link Im-
perialism with Tariff Reform, and to
build up Imperial unity on a highly
contentious trade basis proved not to
be the line of least resistance. It
broke up the Balfour Cabinet and to
many who had previously given little
thought to the question it presented
Imperialism in the light of a trade
policy, which meant increased taxa-
tion. Of his sincerity there can be
little doubt. Chamberlain laid the
foundations, in the discussions to
which his ideas gave rise, of a move-
ment which one day will take con-
erete form in the steady growth of
an Imperial sentiment which will find

ression in a businesslike co-ordin-
ation of the self-governing nations
of the Empire.
B

It is always dangerous to prophesy
regarding political affairs. It is the
unexpected that always happens, and
this is particularly so of Irish poli-
ties. Those accustomed to read be-
tween the lines will not be carried

7—
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away by alarmist reports from Ire-
land. The tension is always greatest
——in newspapers. A religious war is
unthinkable in the twentieth century.
In all the secular affairs of life Irish
Protestants and Irish Catholics co-
operate in a friendly spirit. They sit
together on the governing bodies of
the Agricultural Department, Agri-
cultural Co-operative Association, and
the Industrial Development Associa-
tion. They mix freely at fairs and
markets and sit together on the sen-
ates of Irish universities. Individual-
ly, Protestant and Catholic are good
neighbours and have no desire to fight
each other. But party polities tend
to destroy individuality, and what
men would shrink from as individuals
they will recklessly carry out when
one of a mob. This is the danger in
Ireland, There are all the elements
that go to ensure peace and unity, but
through the exigencies of party poli-
tics there is created an atmosphere
of distrust and suspicion. Unless
something unforeseen happens, and
Home Rule Bill is now assured, and
will become the law of the land. It
is the amending bill on which atten-
tion is now concentrated. At one time
The London Daily Mail aceepted the
exclusion of what it termed ‘‘the four
homogeneous counties of Ulster’’ as
the basis of a settlement. This de-
mand has now been enlarged to a
claim for the statutory exelusion of
all Ulster. The difficulties in the way
of a settlement are great, but not in-
superable. On the one hand the Ul-
ster Volunteers threaten to fight if
their terms are not conceded. On the
other hand the Irish Volunteers may
fight if the terms of settlement en-
danger the integrity of the country.
Meantime business is depressed in the
‘‘black North,”” and this fact may
have greater influence in the hasten-
ing of a settlement than the speeches
of leaders and parliamentarians.

3

The July celebration in Ulster pass-
ed over quietly, and falsified the
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alarming cablegrams sent to Canadian
newspapers from Belfast. One good
result of the drilling on both sides is
the discipline, which has imposed a
self-restraint and personal responsi-
bility for the maintenance of order,
as gratifying as it is remarkable, hav-
ing regard to the reputation for riot-
ing which distinguished Belfast and
Ulster in past years. Out of this dis-
cipline and self-restraint has grown a
feeling of mutual respect between Na-
tionalists and Unionists whiech, if al-
lowed to continue, will make for last-
ing peace and toleration. Were Irish-
men at liberty to settle their differ-
ences and to work out their own des-
tiny, free from the undertow of Bri-
tish party controversies, common
sense would in the end prevail, and
loyalty to a common country and com-
mon interests predominate over sec-
tional jealousies and sectarian differ-
ences, What measure of prosperity
Ireland has achieved in recent years
has been brought about by a spirit
of reasonable compromise and co-
operation, which enables men of op-
posite religious and political views to
work harmoniously together on pub-
lic boards for the general good of the
country.
3%

The invasion of Canada by the
Sikhs has raised a thorny problem
and added greatly to the anxieties of
statesmen responsible for the govern-
ment of India. South Africa and
(Canada have decided to settle this
question in the light of national re-
quirements. This throws the onus of
responsibility on the shoulders of Bri-
tish statesmen. The Sikhs are a fine
race with a splendid record of loyalty
and service to the Empire. With re-
markable wunanimity, however, the
British press admits the right of self-
governing Dominions to control im-
migration and to regulate their in-
ternal affairs, without regard to the
difficulties which may be created
thereby for those responsible for the
affairs of India. The controversy has
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set in motion the pens of splenetic
writers who have failed to take into
account the effects of their diatribes
on the natives of India. Private ad-
vices from Indian indicate that feel-
ing is very strong there and that the
agitators against British rule have
made considerable capital out of the
Canadian incident. It should be pos-
sible to preserve Canada as a white
man’s country without adding unne-
cessarily to the burden of British rul-
ers in the great Eastern dependenecy.

£

The assassination of the Archduke
Franz Ferdinand of Austria-Hun
and his wife adds yet another chapter
of blood and sorrow to the tragic tale
of the unfortunate Hapsburgs. The
heir to the Austrian throne was most
unpopular. He met his death brave-
ly endeavouring to shield his wife.
The aged Emperor has drunk deeply
of the cup of affliction. A quarter of
a century ago he lost his only son in
a mysterious tragedy. Sixteen years
ago his wife was murdered. Maxi.
milian, his brother, was shot in Mex.
ica, and Carlotta, Maximilian’s de-
voted wife, became insane after a vain
effort to enlist European intervention
on behalf of her condemned husband.
His nephew and heir, Archduke John
renounced his rank and, as Johann
Orth, sailed on board a ship and wasg
never again heard of. The late Arch-
duke contracted a morganatic alliance
and his children are therefore debar.
red from the throne. The present heir
is Charles Francis Joseph. The Croats
and Serbs are about equally divided
in the Provinces of Bosnia and Her.
zegovina, which have a population of
two millions. There is also a small
number of Mohammedans. Europe
was on the verge of war in 1908 when
Austria-Hungary violated the Treaty
of Berlin by annexing Bosnia and
Herzegovina, which, since 1878, haqd
been under the protection of the Ays.
trian Empire. The Serbs, after the
annexation, were subjected to repres-
sive measures, and Sarajevo, where
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the assassination of the Royal couple
took place on June 28th, was the cen-
tre of Servian agitation against Aus-
trian rule. The Serbs deeply resent-
ed the crushing out of their national
ideals and customs. The late Arch-
duke was regarded in international
cireles as a serious menace to world
peace. He was responsible for the
new Austrian navy and for the ag-
gressive Imperial policy which Aus-
tria-Hungary has adopted during the

past ten years.
£

The following letter, from Mr. J.
C. Boylen, to the editor of The Cana-
dian Magazine, is interesting to all
students of Canadian history :

July 2, 1914.

Sir,—Miss Janet Carnochan’s article in
the July number on ¢‘‘Rare Canadian
Books’’ is another valuable contribution
from her pen on the beginnings of Cana-
dian literature. In the article she makes
reference to the medal struck by the Loyal
and Patriotic Society of Upper Canada
and asks, ‘‘Was the medal ever made?’’
and ‘“Are there any specimens in exist-
encet’’

These medals were made, according to
the record contained in ‘‘Explanation of
the Proceedings of the Loyal and Patriotic
Society,”’ Toronto, 1841, but were not dis-
tributed because they did not answer ‘“the
original purpose for which they were de-
signed,’” as the Explanation has it. This

amphlet goes on to say: ‘‘ Though noth-
fng could have been better intended than
this plan of the society for bestowing
medaﬁ as a reward for meritorious ser-
vice, it was unfortunate that they did not
at first sufficiently consider that it be-
longs to the sovereign to confer that mark
of ﬁ:mour, for public services rendered to
the Crown, in a military or civil capacity.’’
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In 1822 these medals were placed by
the society in the custody of the Bank of
Upper Canada. At a meeting of the so-
ciety on July 7th, 1840, at which were
present Dr. Strachan, Chief Justice Robin-
son, the Honourable William Allan, the
Honourable George Crookshank, Colonel
Givings, and Alexander Wood, arrange-
ments were made for selling the medals
as bullion. After all expenses, which did
not exceed £2, were paid, the proceeds
were donated to ‘‘the Trustees of the Pro-
vinecial Hospital.’’

Their sale is recorded as follows:

1840,
Aug. 17. 58 gold medals sold to

Chas. Sewell, watchmaker,

Toronto, 33 oz, 15 dwt.,

20 grs., at 778, 1d. ..v0.s £130 4 9
Aug. 18, 60 silver medals sold

to Wm, Stennet, watch-

maker, Toronto, 100 7-100

OBt B Bd. L i 271110%
Aug. 24, 121 silver medals to

Chas. Sewell, 200 2-20 oz.,

S0 O L aama s avaviass 55 0 6%
Nov. 6. 3 gold medals to the

same, 2 oz, 5 dwt., 12 grs,,

S Bk B U E e e R R 815 1%
Nov. 7. 367 silver ditto to W.

Stennett, 6324-20 oz, at

. 08, s iisaianedonisnson 17817 .1

In describing the design of the medals
from the report in her possession, Miss
Carnochan wrote of the American eagle
as ‘“plancing.’”’ This is evidently a mis-
print, as in other descriptions the word
is ‘‘planing.’’

It appears that Miss Carnochan,
with her indefatigable energy in
searching for historical data, discov-
ered the main facts as given by Mr.
Boylen, and she forwarded an addi-
tional explanatory paragraph to be
added to her article. The paragraph,
however, came too late for the print-

ers.
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ENGLISH CANADIAN LITERA-
TURE

By T. G. MarqQuis. A reprint from
““Canada and Its Provinces,”’ a his-
torical set of twenty-three volumes,
by One Hundred Associates. To-
ronto: The Publishers’ Association.

HE purpose of this valuable

I contribution to ‘‘Canada and
Its Provinces” is to tell what

has been done worth while for litera-
ture in Canada, embracing the ave-
nues of history, travel and explora-
tion, biography, and belles lettres.
Mr. Marquis went to the task well
equipped, and one can say with surety
that to no other essay could one ap-
peal for so complete a consideration
of the subject. He went to it also
with a sympathetic mind, and while
his praise of Canadian writers is not
fulsome or indiscriminate, it is at
least generous. Generosity could be
charged almost as a fault, for it is now
high time in Canada that the names
of some writers be dropped entirely
from our essays and anthologies and
new names admitted. This essay does
take a glimpse into the last decade,
and that is something to be remarked,
for most considerations of a similar
character do not pass beyond the
scope of the latest bibliography. But
Mr. Marquis goes back as far as 1804,
when George Heriot, a Jerseyman by
birth, published the first volume of
his history of Canada, and he comes
down to the time, about a year ago, of
the publication of Miss Marjorie
Pickthall’s first volume of verse. It
should be recorded, however, as Mr.
Marquis has shown a desire to confine
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his review to mnative literature, that
Miss Pickthall was merely a tempor-
ary resident in Canada, that she had
left the country before her book was
compiled, and that her work, in verse
at least, displays no Canadian tone
or sentiment, It is in his treatment
of Canadian verse in particular that
Mr. Marquis compels our attention,
for there he exercises his eritical and
discriminating sense and sifts, mostly
with good judgment, the wheat from
the chaff. And that has been no sim-
ple matter, for there is in Canadian
letters an enormous mass of rhyming
chaff, chaff that has been sorted out
and honoured indiseriminately by al.
most every anthologist in the Domin-
ion. Mr. Marquis has avoided most
of it. His comparisons among Lamp-
man, . Roberts, Carman, and Camp-
bell are the most interesting part of
the essay, for they reveal a close ac-
quaintanceship with these authors and
an earned judgment of their work.
Towards Canadian novelists of a de.
cade ago or earlier he has shown per-
haps a little more than bare justice.
He compares the animal stories of
Thompson Seton and Charles G. D.
Roberts, giving the palm for imagina-
tion to Roberts, and for science to
Seton. He finds Gilbert Parker at
his best a great novelist, but he puts
Robert Barr on a lower scale. For.
tunately he is not carried away by
Ralph Connor or Robert Knowles, but
in view of a generous attitude on the
whole one wonders why he has not ex-
tended his inquiry closer to the pres-
ent and included Arthur Macfarlane,
Frank L. Packard, George T. Pat-
tullo, Harvey O’Higgins, and Hul-
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bert Footner, all at least virile young
Canadian writers. However, he goes
well back—to the greatest of them all
~—Thomas Chandler Haliburton (Sam
Slick), to whom he gives the rightful
place of the father of American hu-
mour. As to his selections from the
poets, one really should not complain,
because he has left out many that less
eapable eritics would have included ;
nevertheless, we feel bound to say that
while some of our more recent poets
may not contribute anything to the
great sum of English poetry, they are
at any rate infinitely superior crafts-
men to some of those mentioned in
this review. Take, for instance, Alan
Sullivan, Lloyd Roberts, Arthur L.
Phelps, Isabel Ecclestone Mackay,
George Herbert Clarke, Helena Cole-
man, J. D. Logan, and Eric Mackay
Yeoman. Some of these, it is true,
have not yet published a volume, and
therefore it is difficult to consider
their output as entities. But in any
case we should forget a grievance of
this kind in our satisfaction in pos-
sessing a monograph so comprehensive
and intelligent as this one by Mr.
Marquis,

o
o

ENGLAND OVER SEAS

By LvLoyp ROBERTS.
Mathews.

THE publication of this volume of

poems by a son of Charles G. D.
Roberts is an interesting, even sig-
nificant, event in the development of
Canadian literature. Lloyd Roberts
has been contributing verse to the
magazines for some years, but this,
we believe, is the first collection of his
work under one cover. Its appear-
ance has prompted the well-known
eritic Dr. J. D. Logan to at onece
seize upon the fact as an indieation of
a new era in Canadian verse. It is
noteworthy that Dr. Logan has al-
ready connected Charles G. D. Roberts
with an earlier renaissance in Cana-
dian verse, and now we find him dis-
covering in the son the first runner in

London: Elkin

MR. LLOYD ROBERTS

(Son of Charles G, D. Roberts) whose first volume ot
poems has been published recently in England.

a second renaissance. We can at least
acknowledge a more than ordinary
sympathy with Lloyd Roberts’s
poetry, and indeed a few of the poems
raise us to a point of exultation. And
if one exults with the reading of
poetry, what more can be asked ? But
one need not be an Englishman, nor
even a Britisher, to exult over ‘‘Eng-
land’s Fields’’ .

ENGLAND’S FIELDS

England’s cliffs are white like milk,
But England’s fields are green;
The gray fogs creeep across the moors,
But warm suns stand between.
And not so far from London town, beyond
the brimming street,
A thousand little summer winds are sing-
ing in the wheat.

Red-lipped poppies stand and burn,
The hedges are aglow;
The daisies climb the windy hills
Till all grow white like snow.
And when the slim, pale moon slides up,
and dreamy night is near,
There’s a whisper in the beeches
lonely hearts to hear.

for
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Throughout the little volume of
fifty-five pages there are many arrest-
ing lines, such as:

‘‘Until the moon’s great dripping ecalyx
et

‘“Across the yelping torrents a thousand
feet have run’’ ., . .

Music and rhythm seem to be instine-
tive to this volume, and for pleasant
conceits of nature it is peculiarly Ro-
bertsian. Here is a touch of the
New Brunswick barrens and the moose
hunt :

THE KILL

Black and white the face of night,
And roar the rapids to the moon;
Dust of stars beyond the bars,
And mirthless laughter of the loon.

Swirling blades through inky shades,
And ghostly shadows slipping by;
Clogging beds of arrowheads,
And jagging spruce tops in the sky.

Rasping groans of birchen cones
Re-answering from shore to shore;
Through the hush the snapping brush—

Then silence, and the stars once more.

3

CHARLES STEWART PARNELL :
HIS LOVE STORY AND POLI-
TICAL LIFE.

By KarHARINE O’SHEA (MRs. PAr-
NELL). Toronto: Cassell and Com-

pany.

THE most interesting part of this

remarkable book is the personali-
ity of the writer. No man who is at
all human could read it and not hold
some sympathy with Parnell in his
devotion to the one woman who could
utterly distract him from the trying
experiences of his political connec-
tions. Katharine O’Shea was the wife

of a dashing young hussar officer, the
daughter of Sir John Page Wood, and
the niece of Gladstone’s Lord Chan-
cellor. She is deseribed as being beau-
tiful, and we have the book to impress
her eccentricities and her charm. To
her home and Captain O’Shea’s Par-
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nell had been repeatedly invited to
dine, but he had not responded. Then
she determined to feteh him. She
boasted to some friends that ‘‘the un-
crowned king of Ireland shall sit in
that chair at the next dinner I give.’’
She drove to the House of Commons
and sent in her card, asking Mr. Par-
nell to come out and speak to her. The
result was fatal. She herself tells
about the meeting :

‘‘He came out, a tall, gaunt figure, thin
and deadly palef He ,looked stmigilt at
me smiling, and his curiously burning eyes
looked into mine with a wonderful in-
tentness that threw into my brain the sud-
den thought: ‘This man is wonderful and
different.’ In leaning forward in
the cab to say good-bye a rose I was wear-
ing in my bodice fell out on to my skirt,
He picked it up and, touching it lightly
with his lips, placed it in his buttonhole.’*

He kept it in his private papers till
the day of his death in an envelope
‘‘with my name and the date.”’

‘A few days later he came to dinner,?’

There was in Parnell’s deportment
a touch of gallantry, but the episode
in the lives of these two began at onee
to assume the aspects of romance, and
there were in their affairs little inei-
dents such as are dear to the femin.
ine heart. Parnell almost lived at
the O’Shea residence, and indeed dup.
ing the Land League prosecutions,
when the police, it was supposed, in-
tended to arrest him, he lay there in
refuge for a fortnight:

‘‘We decided that a little room opening
out of my own must be utilized for him
as I always kept it locked and never al.
lowed a servant into it. It was a
little boudoir dressing-room and had g
sofa in it. . . None of the servants
knew that he was there, and I took all hig
food up at night, cooking dainty little
dishes for him at the open fire.”’

Then there were some papers that
he did not wish to be discovered :

‘“For these he had a wide, hollow gold
bracelet made in Paris, and after insert-
ing the papers he screwed the bracelet
safely on my arm. There it remained for
three years and was then unserewed by
him and the contents destroyed.’’
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In January, 1881, Captain O’Shea
suddenly arrived at Eltham and dis-
sovered Parnell’s portmanteau there.
There was a domestic scene. Captain
0O’Shea challenged Parnell to fight a
duel with him. On second thought
he came to the conclusion that he had
been too hasty, and merely made the

eondition that Mr. Parnell should not °

stay at Eltham, The writer adds:

““From the date of this bitter quarrel
Parnell and I were one without scruple,
without fear and without remorse.’’

In October, 1881, he was arrested,
much to ‘“Willie’s fierce and open
joy,”” and lodged in Kilmainham. She
herself says of this period, divulging
the hitherto unknown fact that she
had a child by Parnell:

“From the time of Parnell’s arrest on-
ward until the birth of his child in the
following February, I lived an entirely
sub-conscious existence . feeling
that all that was of life in me had gone
with my lover to prison.’’

Parnell’s letters contain constant
references to the expected event. Once
he writes to her:

¢¢Rather than that my beautiful Wifie
gshould run any risk I will resign my seat,
Jeave politics, and go away somewhere
with my own Queenie, as soon as she
wishes; will she comef Let me know,
darling, in your next about this.’’

In February the child was born,
and there is this astonishing state-
ment, ‘“Willie (Captain O’Shea) had
no suspicion of the truth,”’ while a
letter from Captain O’Shea’s sister
is actually printed to prove ‘‘that my
little one’s paternity was utterly un-
guspected by the O’Sheas.”

The baby—a girl—lived only a few
weeks, Parnell was released on parole
to attend a nephew’s wedd.ing., and
he saw the child twice. While it was
dying he recurr(_ed to his drt;am qf
abandoning politics and avowing his
Jove:

¢¢1 love you, my darling, more and more

day, and I should feel quite recon-
:l to yg’iving up politics for ever and
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living with my sweet Katie all by our-

selves, away from everybody and ‘every-
thing. I do not think anything will ever
induce me to speak from a platform again.
I always disliked it excessively, but I
should loathe it now.’’

Nevertheless he did not sacrifice his
political ambitions, and his love af-
fairs seem not to have been seriously
interrupted.

In time Captain O’Shea procured
a divorce, and then Parnell and Mrs.
O’Shea were married.

But the divorce drew down the de-
nunciation of the Nonconformists up-
on Parnell, and to them Gladstone
promptly bowed and ordained that
Parnell must go. Gladstone, she in-
sists, had known all for years. Par-
nell determined to fight it out, tell-
ing Mrs. Parnell:

““I am feeling very ill, Queenie, but I
think I shall win through. I shall never
give in unless you make me, and I want
you to promise me that you will never
make me less than the man you have
known.”’

He was beaten in Committee Room
Fifteen, and his party dissolved into
factions. Parnell survived this stun-
ning disaster only a few months and
returned to the house which they had
taken at Brighton, worn out and dan-
gerously ill after speaking in Ireland.
He grew rapidly worse, and late in
the night of October 6, 1891, he died
in his wife’s arms with the last words
on his lips: ‘“Kiss me, sweet wifie, and
I will try to sleep a little.”

*

THE BEND IN THE ROAD

By TrRuMAN A. D WEESE.
York: Harper and Brothers.

New

l’l‘ has been said that every real man

expects some day to own a little
farm where he can get into complete
sympathy and touech with nature.
Sometimes it does not turn out ae-
cording to the plan, but the author of
this delightful book shows how, in his
case at least, the ‘“farm’’ has been a
source of infinite enjoyment. The
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From a Portrait by William Cruickshank

PROFESSOR JAMES MAVOR, OF TORONTO UNIVERSITY,

Whose monumental work in two volumes, entitled “An Economic History of Russia,”
has just been published by J. M. Dent & Sons, Toronto,

everyday experiences are charmingly
told, and together with quiet humour
and good literary flavour the volume
is one that all lovers of the out-of-
doors should possess.

2

2

—“Stammering and Cognate De-
fects of Speech,”” by C. S. Bluemel, is
a work in two volumes dealing with
the psychology of stammering and the
contemporaneous systems of treating
stammering, their possibilities and

limitations. The first volume dis-
cusses the causes of defects in speech
and considers them, not from g
physiological standpoint, as is usually
the case, but from the standpoint of
psychology. In other words, the de-
feet is considered as mental rather
than physical. In the second volume
many of the systems for the corree-
tion of stammering are given and
fakes revealed. It is a work, we
should imagine, that every stammerer
would want to possess. (New York:
G. E. Stechert and Company).
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secret
inthe

soup

Cook has quite a reputation for soups. Everyone is trving to discover
the secret of that fine flavour, that deep colour, that appetising savour.

Cook's secret is in the larder. It is a bottle of BOVRIL.

She always stirs a spoonful of BOVRIL into her soups and stews. It
is only a little thing, but what a world of difference it makes to the dish.
It is a spoonful of strength and nourishment; a spoonful of savour and
flavour.

Cook knows the value of BOVRIL. You never see her preparing the
dinner without a bottle beside her.

P 0 A 0 Y 0 Y A 0 Y A AN A AN AN A
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HE perfect hostess has

a box of <fié» Bon-

bons and Chocolates
delivered to her every few
days. This insures fresh
candy of the kind every-
body likes always on hand.
They offer ready and wel-
come refreshment for the
unexpected caller and a
pleasing addition to the
afternoon tea table.

AN A A A/

“Spreads like Butter”

noersol
(ingersolh

i iest
The purest, richest, cream
cheese money can buy. Makes
the most delicious sandwiches.

. ‘ L J
= e 15¢ [
= & 25¢ |
your et i Dack- ;
= Grocer| 5
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-
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Ingersoll, Ontario

130-132 Yonge St., Toronto

Sales Agents Everywhere
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This is the Season
to Use

Princess
Complexion
Purifier

It will make the SKIN SOFTER, WHITER,
SMOOTHER and more beautiful It effectually dis-
perses Tan, Freckles, Redness and Roughness; cures
and heals all irritation, Cutancous I ruptions, Rashes,
Muddiness and all Discolorations on the Skin, unobtain-
able by any other means
ternal use. Price $1.50 at druggists, or delivered anye
where Post or express paid

We
for

Absolutely harmless for ex-

have a number of other delightful preparations
the skin, scalp, hair and hands, including our
PERSPIRINE LOTION to remove odor from per-
spiration. Price 50 cents.

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR

Moles, Warts, Red Veins, Etc., eradicated by the only
up-to-the-minute treatment for such blemishes— Elece
trolysis. Satisfaction positively assured in each

case,
Consultation invited, no expense

Come for treatment
during the National E xposition if vou live

at a distance.
Booklet 'S with sample

of toilet cream mailed on request.

HISCOTT INSTITUTE, 60 College St.

Hiscott Building, TORONTO
Established 1892

A Real
Cooking Help

Not only to lend its
unique, delicious and
unrivalled flavor to
desserts, dainties,

candies and ices, but

MAPLEINE

gives zest and body to meat
soups, sauces, baked beans, ete.
2 oz. bottle, 50 cents.
Get it from your grocer, or write
Crescent Manufacturing Co.,
Dept. H. - Seattle, Wn,

Send 2¢, stamp for Recipe Book

DUR ABLE--Fire grates are three-sided:
last three times as long. Shaped in the

’

Sunshine

Furnace

the McClary dealer or write for booklet.

to grind up clinkers
when “rocked”. See
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What—Another Cup at Night?

Sure!

You couldn’t well drink that
much tea or coffee—in fact, with
many people one cup at night
usually causes wakefulness.

But you can drink as many
cups of Postum as you like with-
out interfering with your rest and
comfort.

“There’s a Reason”’

Tea and Coffee contain the
drug, caffeine, the frequent cause
of sleeplessness, nervousness,
heart flutter, headache, and
numerous other ills.

Thousands have found relief
from tea and coffee ills by
changing to T

POSTU

Made only of whole wheat and a small per cent of molasses,.
Postum is a pure food-drink, nourishing and delicious. It is abso-
lutely free from caffeine or any other harmful substance.

The whole family—children and all-—drink Postum at any time
with perfect comfort.

Postum comes in two forms.
Regular Postum —must be well boiled. 15c and 25¢ packages.

Instant Postum—a soluble powder—no boiling required—made in the
cup with hot water—instantly! 30c and 50c tins.

The cost per cup is about the same for both kinds.

“There’s a Reason” for Postum
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Known the world over as the mark
which i1dentifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers T0 His MAjesTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

First impressions are hard to change. You are judged by your Stationery

EMPRESS
NOTE

with Envelopes
to match

A

Good

Impression
is always created
by the use of

Exclusive and delightful Note Paper for society correspondence

Made only by

BARBER-ELLIS, Limited

TORONTO BRANTFORD WINNIPEG VANCOUVER CALGARY

Write to Brantford and let us send you a generous sample, sufficient for six long letters,
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Iron Fence at
Wire Fence Prices

need a new fence, we would like the

opportunity of showing you how you
can buy real good honest ornamental iron
fence for about the same money usually
paid for wire. There's nothing wrong with
this fence—it isn't a special sale—it's just
an evidence of the progress we are making.
In fact, contrary to anything being wrong
with it, it's without doubt the best-looking
fence you ever saw at it's price, and its
wearing qualities, if anything, go it's looks
one better.

lF you've come to the point where you

You can buy it in many styles, one of
which is sure to suit your surroundings in a
way to delight the eye and to give the
whole enclosure a look of comfort and
refinement. The prices will suit your
pocketbook, whether you want to spend a
good deal or very little.

Let's get together about it—we'll send
you a catalogue showing the different
styles, and a price list to help you choose
within your means. Write now, while it's
in your mind, to

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
Works Co.LiMITED

LonNDON

CANAD A

—

VICKERMAN’S
SERGES WEAR WELL

NEVER FADE
BLACKS—BLUES—GREYS
Suitable For Any Style of Suit.

Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

§4 BVIGKERMAN &SONS

This name in gold along the edge every three yards.

NISBET & AULD, Limited - -

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.

TORONTO
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You Start to

O

éat Them

One by One

Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice are so dainty
—so crisp, airy and fragile—that you treat
them at first like confections. One starts to
eat them grain by grain.

Yet these are but whole grains—nothing is

added. The almond taste—like toasted nuts
—comes from terrific heat,
plosion makes each grain like a bubble.

And steam ex-

The Only Perfect Cooking

Prof. Anderson's process is the only way
known to fit every food granule for easy di-
gestion. In Puffed Grains, each separate
food granule is literally blasted to pieces.

makes them scientific foods.

Other forms of these grains are delicious.
But this way alone gives perfect cooking—
There lies the
main reason for Puffed Grains.

Puffed Wheat, 10c
Puffed Rice,

Except in Extreme West

15¢

The different Puffed Grains with all the
ways of serving offer you endless variety.
Serve them with cream and sugar. Mix them
with berries. Float them like crackers in
bowls of milk.

Use like nut meats in candy making or as

garnish for ice cream. Serve one in the
morning, another at night--for the summer
dairy supper.

No other cereal food ever created affords
such a wealth of enjoyment,

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

Sole Makers

(628)
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A SWEET
TEMPTATION

£ v/ ;“///

\
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—and one that is likely to open
Grandpa’s wallet.

You can all indulge that
longing for sweets with Maple
Buds---solid chocolate---easy to
digest --- pure --- wholesome.
Nothing but the enjoyment
lingers.

Made from .he finest of pure chocolate

(ground in our spotless Jactory )—
pure milk and pure sugar.

246 SOLD EVERYWHERE

T

X
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Safety n Summer

comes from a wise
selection of easily
digested foods
which supply the
maximum of nu-
| triment with the
| least tax upon the
| digestive organs. o
| Food follies in Summer lower vitality, de-
| crease ethciency and cause damages that are
| not easily repaired. The ideal diet for the
sultry days 1s

Shredded Wheat

with fresh fruit and green vegetables — a
combination that 1s wholesome, cooling
and satisfying and that supplies all the
strength needed for work or play and keeps
the alimentary tract in healthy condition.

(L RVRRY

@ Shredded Wheat is deliciously nourishing
Al for breakfast with milk or cream or for
any meal in combination with huckle-
berries, raspberries or other fruits. Heat
one or more Biscuits in the oven to re-
store crispness; then cover with berries
and serve with sugar and cream.

“It’s All in the Shreds”

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Limited
Niagara Falls, Ont.
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREETE-

e

A

e
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The New Figure. Jzz<33:
That easy, graceful, almost corsetless ¢,
effect, is attained by wearing the new ¥
models of D & A corsets.
Specially commended for rather plump
women, who will find in it a comfortable hip
reducing corsetis No. 790 D & A illustrated e
herewith and retailing at $2.75 N\ <
Ask your dealer to show it. The price is about one &
half less than imported corsets approaching it in quality, /
g&(adc by the DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC.
akers al f R >
meeroeoo; LA DIVA Corsets. ., i ; ]4 A
| ni)/ I
{J

“That’s a Credit
to Us!”

Men who are alive to the value of

“Frestige” in business, and the best wa rs
of building it, are using Peerless products
for their typewriting.
They realize what an asset is
the clear-cut beauty of
the letters they send
out. They know that
clean and permanent
Carbon copies elimi-
nate annoying mis-
takes in referring back
to the fyles.

are always dependable because they are the et

product of the highest skill and the best -7 .-~

; materials. ‘They are not affected by -7 .7 =

4 , oy .f‘-Q“

any climate and are unconditionally - .-

LT
CARBON TYPEWRITER . . P
PAPERS RIBBONS  ~ Sueranteed. I €5
PEERLESS CARBON & RIBBON MFG. CO. LIMITED " 8 (S ohels

. L P S oY
176-178 Richmond St. W., Toronto, Canada. G o Y'b& ‘éﬁfa‘§§$~:$°w
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When In Doubt

Always ask for UPTON'S
which represents the best

in

JAMS and JELLIES

made from the purest of
fruits under the most hy-
gienic conditions—the nat-
ural flavor of fresh fruits.

Try an order of Upton's
on your next grocery list.

The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

Hamilton, Ontario

The General
says:=
Every building on your farm will
be a better,more valuable build-
ing if you give it a Certain-teed
roof! The label on

Certain-teed

ROOFING

guarantees 15 years’ service. No
‘test” for toughness, pliability or any=
thing else can give you advance knowl-
of how long a roof will last
Roofsdon't wear out—they dry out. Let
the three biggest mills in the world
gnarantee the roofing you buy,

Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
Roofing in rolls and shingles—made Evy
the General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s
largest yoofing manufacturers, East,_St.
Louis, I1., Marseilles, Ill., York, Pa,

43

A low collar for summer wear. Also particularly
suitable for the stout man for year round wear.

zoc OoR 3 FOR 50C

Very cumfort;gblc and possessing to a high degree
the marked perfection of distinctive style which dis-
tinguishes the Red Man brand from all others.

For sale by Canada’s best men’s stores.

EARL & WILSON, New York

Makers of Troy's best product.
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Your

Appearance
1S

Important !

Between the unshaven
cheek of the sloven and the
unctuous jowl of the much-
barbered fop comes the
clean, fresh face of the man
who shaves himself with a

Gille

Safety Razor

Shaving with the GILLETTE is so quick and easy that there is
no temptation to neglect it—and so smooth and comfortable that an
after dressing of soothing lotions is not necessary.

The GILLETTE shave is the choice of clean-cut, relf-reliant
men the world over. The GILLETTE face is a winner.

Standard Gillette Sets cost $5.00 — Handy Pocket Editions} $5.00 to $6.00 —
Luxurious Combination Sets from $6.50 up At Drug, Jewelery & Hardware Stores.

Glllette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Ltd.

OFFICE AND FACTORY :
The New Gillette Building - Montreal

NN

=N
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There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present prices
there . is nothing more
economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited,
Hamilton.

CUTIC
SUAP

And Cuticura Ointment. They
afford the purest, sweetest and
most economical method of pre-
serving, purifying and beautifying
the skin, scalp and hair. For
torturing eczemas, rashes, itch-
ings, inflammations and chafings
of infants, children and adults
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Oint-
ment are most effective.

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointmant are sold
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest
depot for free sample of each with 32-page book;
Newberry, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London, Eng.:
R. Towns & Co., Sydney, N.S,(\\'.; Lennon, Ltd.,
Cape Town; Muller, McLean & Co.. Calcutta and
gorgb;y;l)nuer Drug and Chem. Corp., Boston,

9% Men who shave and shampoo with Cuticura
Soap will find it best for skin and scalp.

45
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Se an en
that Corn

End it in two days.

Blue-jay would stop the pain the
moment she applied it. Then it would
gently loosen the corn. In 48 hours, the
whole corn would lift out, without any
pain or soreness.

Blue-=jay, each month, ends a million corns
in that way. No hard corn can resist it. Since
this invention it is utterly needless to suffer from
a corn.

Yet thousands of people still pare corns, or
use some old-time treatment. They simply
coddle corns, and every little while they become
unendurable.

Try this scientific way.

See how Blue=jay stops the pain. See how
it undermines the corn. And see, in two days,
how that corn forever disappears.

After that, so long as you live, you will
never let corns bother you.

Blue-jay

For Corns

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York

Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

EMMA LOUISE ART SHOP
N

EMMA LOUISE AR SHOP, Dept. 91, Belmar, N.J.

Write for New Catalogue FREE

The most complete Catalogue of Art Needlework
and Novelties published.

As Handy As a Tray

and not much heavier. Serve tea
wherever you choose. Find the
cosiest corner, pull up the Peerless
Folding Table and your favorite
chair. There! The

Peerless Folding Table

can be opened out or folded up and put away
in a moment. Perfectly rigid for all it is so
light and handy. Six big men can stand on
it without breaking it.

Supplied round or square.
leatherette or polished tops. Early
English, Golden or Fumed Oak. Write
for free illustrated catalogue No. 2.

HOURD & CO., LIMITED
Sole Licensees and Manutacturers
London, Ontario

Cloth,

" RIDER AGENTS WANTED

everywhere to ride and exhibit a sample 1914 H. Bicycle
'ithyc'omet brake and -llwlnest Ln!proﬁmo:e:. yilop
= © ship on a| roval
X any address in Cunacg.’witm:ln‘:
deposit, and allow 10 Dlﬁs'mm..
It will not cost you a cent ifyou are net
satisfied after using bicycle z0 days.
DO NOT BUY g/ Giycie, pair
3 of tives, lamp,
or sundries at any price until you
receive our latest x914 illustrated cata.
logue and have learned our special
prices and attractive proposition.
ONE cENT is all it V{m cost
IYou to write us a
postal, and catalogue and full infor
\l] mation will be sent to you Free
g/ Postpaid by return mai. Do
not wait. Write it now,
HYSLOP BROTHERS, Limited
Dept. ;. TORONTO, Camada

RENEW OLD DRY BATTERIES,
Large supply ‘;f Chcmi;g](s:l:\Endeéll Directions for 33 cents,
Send for, circular. N K LABORAT: ¥
Dept. P., Madison, Maine, U.S. A. Otny

Send sketch for tree search N

SECURED OR FEE RETURNED

PATENTS uRNED.
Office Records. HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO
INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes

offered for inventions sent free. Paten‘s advertised FREE
WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.cC.
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Williams eonde:

will be found most grateﬁ}l and l:efresllixlg in_re]icving sunbt.lrn or
as an absorbent in cases of excessive perspiration. It is deliciously
soft, fine and fluffy and its perfume is like the real flowers— Violet,
Rose and Carnation ; also Karsi, a subtle Oriental perfume.

The Williams’ patented hinged-cover can is a wonderful conven-
ience and contains nearly 15% more powder than others sold at

the same price. The Athletic Young Woman

finds it a satisfaction to always have with her a little
Talc Powder. The Williams’ Vanity Box supplies just
what she needs, Itis heavily silver-plated, fitted with
mirror and powder puff and is a real ‘‘friend in need.”’

Send 14 Cents in Stamps

for the Vanity Box or 16¢. in stamps for the Vanity
> Box and a miniature can of Williams’ Talc Powder,
/ either perfume. Address

THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
Tale Dept., Glastonbury, Conn.
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You’ll Need One

On Your Vacation

To keep you comfortable in the cool morning air
or in the chill of the evening—when at golf—
tennis—boating—fishing—in fact there is hardly
any time when you don’t need a

“CEEITEE”

Shaker Knit <
Sweater Coat

Made of soft Australian Merino wool they combine a warmth and dressiness
which cannot be equalled.

Sleeves and pockets are knit to the body of the coat and will not pull away
as is the case with cheap sweater coats. A high collar is added for extra
comfort, which may be worn either up or down.

A “Ceetee” Sweater Coat will be your most welcome travelling companion.

Get one to-day from your dealer or from us direct.

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Ltd, 8 "¢y ORTARIO

Also manufacturers of * Ceetee” Underclothing, Turnbull's Ribbed Underwear for Ladies
and Children, and Turnbull’s “ M" Bands for Infants.

/

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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Ask the Soda Man—he'll
tell you the crowd drinks

ADE ‘ ! ;
ﬂﬁ“‘"z‘:ﬂ* % :

‘The drink with dash—vim—vigor
and go to it. The thirsty one's one
best beverage. Delicious and re-
freshing,

Demand the genuine by full name—
Nicknames encourage substitution.

4 THE COCA-COLA /.

e o AL B
J Vol NV N
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EVEN vestal virgins tended the ever- today enjoyed by the more than two mil
burning sacred flame of Vesta in lion women who use Palmolive Soap-
ancient Rome. In this delightful form, palm and olive oils are
Absolute cleanliness was one of their mgijlt perfec}ily blencli)ecll. e
Ao Aty ;. Their house, whi hose who use almolive daily fin here
re’h‘g‘IOlfs. Oli)l'lgdél(;n's i hsel’r Ouse‘t !’“C]C; nothing else quite like it for cleansing, soothing
was maintaine 0y the State, containe and nourishing even the tenderest skin. It leaves
baths of surpassing beauty and luxury. the skin smooth, firm and white and protecte¢
A most important feature of the toilet, :Lg:)tinst irritation, i
as well as of every great Roman house- i Ia]mandOhchnlsglcha]mol_x\:e
Sl e o its delicate color. Naught else is
hold, was the usc.opune olls pparently needed. The natural delightful fra-
palm and olive. grance is averitable breath from the

The utter luxury of the Roman bath is  Orient. Andthepriceis only 15c a cake.

almoililve, :
In hard water or soft, hot water or cold, Palmolive lathers freely and quickly. It

imparts a smooth, clear complexion, and adds that touch of charm unknown to any
other soap. It is very hard—does not waste. .

> —the Olive Oil Shs 9— s Jeanses the
Palmolive Shampoo, s 0,0 Stumo> Palmolive Cream i
healthy, and is excellent for the scalp Jt rinses out easily and ‘ﬁ?ll',:lilxlllll‘},];i‘;,l:.';::‘::::"I;f“;‘)i:(.;(.‘}:,"f'"(Ah AllsEha en
leaves the hair soft and tractable. Price 50 cents. g 2

N.B.—If you cannot get Palmolive Cream or Shampoo of
your local dealer, a full-size package of either will be mailed
prepaid on receipt of price.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Ltd.
155-157 George Street, To.r:)“n!o, Ont.

American Address: B, J.Johnson Soap Co., Inc
Milwaukee, Wis. (324

T P A ———
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‘“CANADIAN BEAUTY”
Electric Iron

ﬂnldscf; If*XAP.PY_IRON to all who possess one. The peace
it miort it brings to the user makes it worth many times
Ol:t, which is very moderate.
ands typun: dealer to demonstrate the “Canadian Beauty"
: tgi: Ln line with its many satisfied users.
quickl eautiful in appearance, very strongly built, heats
o ¥ and is economical on current.
Tron nilember also that the heater in the “Canadian Beauty”
ok Zuaranteed for all time.
al’ticlesyour dealer to demonstrate other ‘‘Canadian Beauty”’
e such as Electric Toasters and Toaster Stoves,
Stay, ous Radiators, Air Warmers, Percolators, Disc
€8 small and large, Etc.
see 0K Us up at Toronto Exhibition in Industrial Hall and
/ our display,

Renfrew Electric Man’r’g Co., Limited,
N Renfrew, Ont., Canada

boﬂor\ The

Painless

oﬁ Drugless
ROAD TOHEALTH

Are you run down? Has disease sapped your
vitality ? Throw off this worn-out teeling and
regain robust health by use of Oxydonor.

THIRTEEN YEARS’ USE

“ Having had an Ozydonor in my house for thir-
teen years, I prize it more highly than ever.
has cured me and my family of Rheumatism,
Lumbago, Salt Rhewm, Neuwralgia, Sick Head-
aches, Bronchitis and Womb Trouble; also cured
Colds, Sore Throat, La Grippe, Pneumonia and
Fevers. I would not be without Oxydonor in my
house for one day.”

Mrs. A. E. Edgecombe, 131 Gore Vale Ave.,

Dec. 16, 1918. Toronto, Ont.
Thousands of such letters have been received by
Dr. Sanche.

Beware of fraudulent imitali The genuine is
plainly stamped with the name of the originator and
inventor, Dr. H. Sanche.

WRITE TO-DAY for FREE BOOK on HEALTH

™ . boﬂor |

Dept. 11
364 St. Catherine St. W.
Montreal, Canada
489 Fifth Ave., New York
1749 Woodward Ave.,
Detroit.

Poisonous Matches

In less than two years it will be unlawful to buy

Or to use Poisonous White Phosphorous Matches.

Everybody should henceforth use
Eddy’s Non-poisonous
“SESQUI” MATCHES

and thus insure safety in the home.
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Avoid Confuswon
[mprove Your W ork

The beauty of working at an OFFICE SPECIALTY SYSTEM
DESK is that you do not have the top of your desk cluttered
up with a lot of miscellaneous’ matters that hinder you from
attending to affairs of immediate importance. They are filed
away in classified order in the File Drawers on your Desk—at
hand in a moment.

Matters of other than immediate importance can be filed close at hand
in a stack of Office Specialty Filing Sections—a turn in your chair and
thousands of facts are available.

The Office Specialty Filing Equipment Catalog from which to select your
Record-Keeping Requirements is yours for the asking.
Write for your copy now.

f{“ MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS
{@¢DFFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(?.
m;}?:n NS5 AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
Y (A NADA

Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire.

Head Office: 97 WELLINGTON STREET WEST, TORONTO “

Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Regina, _/

Calgary, Edmonton and Vancouver,

- Factories: Newmarket, Ont.

"
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THE FASIEST WAY
IS THE SAFEST WAY

Your jams and preserves will keep
Ndefinitely if they are sealed with

Parowax

:t’s much easier than tying the
°PS of your jars with string—
and jis 5 good deal safer, too.

Pyt up in handy one-pound cartons
°f four cakes each--at your grocers.

THE IMPERIAL oIL CO., Limited
‘:::nto Montreal

Wwa uebec
alifay gt Jl:)hn

Winnipeg Vancouver
Calgary
Regina

Edmonton
Saskatoon

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

M
Shoe Co., Limited

ADVERTISER

What Do‘es a Man Ask
Of a Shoe ?

First of all you should insist
on ‘“appearance.” But fit and
wear are just as important.
Three things, then, to look
for; and you get the combin-
ation at its very best when
you buy the

ALTRO

SHOE A MEN

Made by a concern whose name has
always stood for quality—whose suc-
cess is built on quality—whose ex-
pert shoe-makers are imbued with the
highest ideals of quality.

All the things that go into the
making of our high-grade footwear
cost us more to-day than ever : but the
high standard will be maintained at
any cost. We get even by selling
more shoes—because more people,
vearly, are learning to appreciate
their real superiority.

Send Coupon for
Vanity Hand Glass

Size 5 inches long,
fine bevelled glass,
richly chased silver-
finished back, en-
graved with any in-
itial. Retail price,
50c. Sent prepaid
for 15c. to cover
cost of engrav-

ing, ete.

o

Send
me a
Vanit
Hand Glass

inister Myles

109 Simcoe 5S¢,
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Learn tofdance | 5wn home

Will you pay $1.00 to learn
the Hesitation from the most successful
teacher in the country? Or the One-
Step, or the Maxixe, or the Tango?

We have just issued Four Columbia Double
Disc Dance Instruction Records — each one

prepared by G. Hepburn Wilson, and each with a
1—One-Step anstruction) complete dance selection on the reverse side. With
P roxers sids, 8Bl denc asjsition these records and a copy of Mr. Wilson’s book
o A T “How to Dance the Modern Dances” which your
2—Hesitation umsion Columbia dealer will present to you with any one
Qn reverse side a full dance selection
i of the records—you have the most successful
Record No. Ar543. . . . . .$100 h LN TSR h . e
: — V0
3_Maxlxe (Instruction) teacher 1n ew ork rig t there WIth you v
On reverse side a full dance selection have to dance,
““Florence Maxixe."" ,
Record No. Ar540. . . . . .$1,00 . : 2
4‘°'T Fetis » You can buy the Columbia Grafonola “Jewel,
—1anNgo (Instruction) . {
95}1'":'5 lsidc"a(-}u“ dance selection llluStrated on thlS page? fOI' $45—' and on Small
Racor i Arasr el o monthly payments at that, if you prefer.

Izl

Graphophone Company, 365-7 Sorauren Avenue, Toronto

Dealers wanted where we are not actively represented. Worite or particulars.
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M MADE FROM

: PURE cane SUGRAR
FINE G| COARSE GRAIN =
i MEDIUM GRAIN -

WO brands of sugar may be sold at the same
price and look exactly alike, but, in sweetening
properties and purity of ingredients, may be

quite different.

St. Lawrence Sugar is manufactured from the finest selected
fully matured cane sugar and is 99.99 per cent pure.

For actual sweetening properties St. Lawrence Sugar is unsur-
Passed by any brand on the market.

The process of manufacture takes place under conditions the
most cleanly and sanitary imaginable.

To insure its delivery to you absolutely pure and free from con-
tamination, every package or bag of St. Lawrence Sugar is
sealed at the factory and remains so until it is opened by you.

St. ngrence Sugar is manufactured in grains of three different sizes, known
as Fine, Medium and Coarse, the sizes being indicated by the different
coloured tags.

A Red tag is used for Fine Grain, a Blue tag for Medium Grain,
and a Green tag for Coarse Grain,

St. Lawrence Sugar is packed in hermetically sealed car- ™

tons of 21bs and 5 lbs. each, and likewise in bags of 10

Ibs., 20 Ibs., 25 lbs., 50 lbs. and 100 Ibs. Be sure and ask =
your grocer for St. Lawrence Sugar. l I T

ST. LAWRENCE SUGAR REFINERIES, LIMITED,
MONTREAL.

(RS et ]

\\\;”“\‘_, SRR /

C'URD’S" Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water
C 2 There is nothing quite like efther. for bothare “THE BEST”’ :
HARLES GURD & CO., Limited . . . MONTREAL

e
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The James Smart Mig.
Co. Limited

BROCKVILLE, Ont.

WINNIPEG, Man.

A 0 2 S T Ve R

Don’t Worry and Stay
Awake Nights

thinking how you can warm your home:

THE

Kelsey Warm
Air Generatof

is the heater you want—you want the best:
IT IS THE BEST. Its corrugated se¢
tions with large warming surface-—its 102
indirect fire travel—its positive ¢aP
attachment, conveying warmed, mild a!f
to most distant rooms —its small consul‘nP;
tion of fuel—its durability, are some ©
its chief features. Every pound of co2
it uses does its work. There is no wasté’

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells you
all about it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions.
Read them,

flash.

Toronto Office - -

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON” on it.”

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather,

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. -
MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

Dept. D.

- 50 Adelaide Street W-



TEETHING BABIES
SUFFER IN HOT WEATHER
USE

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

A SPLENDID REGULATOR
PURELY VEGETABLE—NOT NARCOTIC

N — ——

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Withoui exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is

delightful ; after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

s 7

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !
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Clark’s Pork and Beans

Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Sauce

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2’s tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal ‘

SEAL
BRAND
COFFEE

Often Imitated  Seldom Equalled  Never Surpassed
Packed in one and two pound tins only. 150

CHASE & SANBORN - < - MONTREAL
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Flowers Bloom All
Winter

When your home is heated with a
€ase warm air Furnace. This is
800d proof not only of the warmth of
# s Home, but. of the freshness and

Purity of the air. Thisis a point that
Many overlook,

Wnte u
s for booklet today—by arranging for
Your heatmg early you insure good installation

“Pays for itself by the coal it saves.”’

PEASE FouNDRY COMPANY

LIMITED "
TORONTO, ONT.

B
ranches: Hamilton, Winnipeg, Vancouver
Works : Brampton, Ont.

1236

The Clharmof

 Colonial Silverware

The quaintness and simplic-
ity of olden hmes find expres-
sion in our “Old Colony "

pattern.  Added to these
qualities is the finish that
results from present day skill

and methods. The demgn

possesses individuality in a

marked degree without re- .
~ sorting to over-ornamentation
 or sacnficing lts putity of .
outline. Like all

1847 ROGERS BROS.

“Silver I’lale :Imt Wears"

tis made in the heavmst‘

gxaie of silver plate and is

backed by the largest makers
with an unqualified’ guaran-
tee made possible by an

o actual test of over 65 years

Mmt Popular for ants
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GRASP THIS WONDERFUL OFFER
Nothing to equal it was ever attempted

ACT AT ONCE—Secure Your LOT in this RICH, WONDERFUL
Country—NOW. THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Canada’'s acknow-
ledged leading monthly is making this exceptional offer to you.

Subscribe to the Canadian Magazine for two years at the regular price and receive a lot
33 x 120 feet in East New Hazelton AT COST.

EVERY NEW SUBSCRIBER WILL POSITIVELY RECEIVE A LOT.

G. T. P. R. STATION, NEW HAZELTON, B.C.

MAKE YOUR RESERVATION NOW

East New Hazelton adjoins the well established town of New Hazelton, in a district immensely wealthy in coal and
a variety of minerals, and fringed by some of the most productive farm country in the world. - Lots in this very neig bor
hood are now selling from $150.00 to $1,500.00 and prices are increasing rapidly.

GRASP THIS UNIQUE OPPORTUNITY NOW.

There are no strings to this offer, the reputation of the Canadian Magazine is your ample guarantee that every
statement made here is genuinely true.

THIS GENEROUS OFFER WILL STAND ‘A THOROUGH INVESTIGATION.

.
: Tt s P ¢ 4 : = s
The Canadian Magazine is in the publishing business and not in the real estate business, but is offering these lots.2
a special inducement to get your subscription.

THIS IS A SIMPLE AND DEFINITE PROPOSITION.

Manager Premium Dept., Investigate this Offer

302 Webster Bldg.,

53 Yonge St., N 0 W

Toronto,

Kindly send me complete information in

regard to lots in East New Hazelton, you Wyite Manager, Premlum

E fferi ith i ial .
premium inducement. | Department, The Canadia?
ET e et b oy Magazine, 302 Webster Bldg"
o TEST R R 53 Yonge St., Tovomto, Car™

——
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ROSS RIFLE LUCK

IS PERSISTENT

The King'c Prize at Bisley was won twice in the last three years
with Ross Rifles.

Every competition in which Ross Rifles have been used has
added new laurels to the records of the “ROSS" RIFLE CO.
In the hunting field in Canada, the United States, Africa, India,

Australia, the Ross Sporting Rifle is the recognized leader of all
modern high power rifles.,

NOW 171T'S THE “ROSS” %2

Cadet McWilliams of Calgary has just won in London, Eng., the
Championship of the Imperial Cadet Competition in which the
Canadian team carried off every first prize but one.
They used the Ross .22 which'is now in the hands of the trade,
and which we recommend as a reliable, safe, and most accurate
weapon.
ROSS |'LUCK" FOLLOWS THE USERS OF ALL ROSS RIFLES.

Ross Cadet Rifles sell at $12.00, other models from $25.00.
Full illustrated catalogue on request.

ROSS RIFLE CO. - Quebec, Que.

B."&in§ have a higher market value to-day than at any other
ime in the history of the world.

The man with ideas—the man who can think quickly and
accurately—can command his own price.

Br ain-workers should realize the vital importance of the food
they eat and drink.

Unless bOd . ‘ gy .
ly and brain be properly nourished, it is impossible to
do the best work. ¥

A l?Ot('le of O’KEEFE’S PILSENER LAGER is a bottle

liquid food and strength for all workers. . It restores the
488Ing energy and refreshes the whole system. Order a
Case from your dealer and have a bottle for dinner to-day.

wewe O

IF,)'OUr dealer will not supply you, "phone us, Main 4202, and we e oNTo
see that you are supplied at once.

O KEEFE BREWERY CO -MTeo
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Do Your Ironing
the Easiest Way

No hot stove to walk to and from.
No charcoal fumes to inhale. Uses
only a spoonful of gasoline an hour
and does four to five hours heavy
ironing with one filling. Absolutely
safe.  Indestructible from ordinary
wear. We are giving special induce-
ments to introduce the “Ideal Iron,”
the most perfect self-heating sad iron yet invented.

Ten Days’ Free Trial at Your Home

Send a post card with your name
and address, giving the name of the
paper in which you read this offer,
and we will arrange to have an
“Ideal” Iron left with you for a ten
days’ free trial. No obligation. If

you like the iron you will want to buy it.

TAYLOR-FORBES COMPANY, Limited

GUELPH - -  CANADA

Toronto—10 8 King Street. Montreal—246 Craig Street.
Vancouuer—1070 Homer Street. .
Winnipeg—Travellers Bldg. St. John, N. B.—147 Prince William St.

e
e
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a Kodak.

The New No. 14
KODAK Jr

thin, compact, convenient camera of high efficiency. The
shape of the pictures is rectangular, 23 x 4% inches, and
Pleasingly suited to landscapes and home portraits. .
Choice of mensiscus achromatic or Rapid Rectilinear lens;
has new Kodak Ball Bearing Shutter with cable release, for time
and bulb exposures, and speeds of 1/25, 1/50 and 1/100 of a
>econd ; improved back for quick reloading ; automatic focusing
lock ; collapsible reversible finder and two tripod sockets. Uses
odak Film cartridges of six and twelve exposures, loading and
Unloading in daylight,

Price, with mensiscus achromatic lens - - - - - - $ 9.00
Ditto, with Rapid Rectilinear lens - - - - - . . 11.00

Free catalogue at your dealer's, or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, "Coronto.

A
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o » THE NEW
AVORA™ ieeeriser
THE fact that this preparation is manu-
factured by J. & J. Coleman, Ltd., of
London, England, is the best guarantee
that its ingredients are the purest and
finest obtainable.

Savora is a new form of mustard for
flavoring fish and all kinds of grilled meats,
making them much more palatable and
appetizing.

Used with salad dressing, mayonaise
sauce, etc., Savora adds a delicate taste
and flavor which can be obtained from no
other condiment.

To ensure having the genuine see that
the signature J. & J. Coleman is printed
in red ink across the label.

MAGOR SON & CO., Limited.

AGENTS FOR CANADA.

30 Church Street, 403 St. Paul Street,
TORONTO. MONTREAL.

FOR SALE AT ALL LEADING GROCERS

'_____._—_'!
THE NEW APPETISER

SAVORA

DELICIOUS FLAVOUR
DELICATE AROMA

nanufact\.l!‘ed b)’

J.&J.COLMANL®
LoNDONBrNOR“"CH

To Quench Thirst

Isn’'t the only reason for a good beverage.

COSGRAVES

(CHILL PROOF)

PALE ALE

is a thirst quencher and more—it overcomes that languid .
feeling and supplies invigorating nourishment that maintains
needed energy.

KEEP A CASE IN YOUR HOME.
*As light as lager, but better for you. S8.F \\\\\:\Q\,

_‘/
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b, Salmon Trout Caught in
Lake of Bays
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RAND A Thoroughly Universal Vacation Territory

c@ HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO

RAILWAY INCLUDING

S_Y_.SJ—E"’N“' Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays, Algonquin Provincial Park,
Timagami, Georgian Bay, Etc.

Nominigan Camp—Algonguin Park

A Vista in Muskoka Lake District

Spend Your Summer Holidays in One of
these Delightful Territories

REACHED IN PALATIAL TRAINS OVER THE

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

|
dealc%’l’rips Good Hotel Accommodation Splendid Fishing

Finey su

af
illygy
= rat

vasY of
enture

Undan. mer playgrounds in America. The lover of outdoors will find here in

ance al] things which make roughing it desirable. Select the locality that will
YOu the greatest amount of enjoyment and send for free folders, beautifully
ed, describing these out-of-the-ordinary-resorts. All this recreation paradise.
access. Address C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto; J. Quinlan, Bona-
Station, Montreal or any Agent of the Company.

P G.T. BELL, H, G.ELLIOTT,
assenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL, MONTREAL,
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Canadian Northern Steamshi S,

LIMIT
R.M.S. ROYAL EDWARD R.M.S. ROYAL GEORGE
Montreal — Quebec — Bristol
SET A NEW STANDARD IN ACCOMMODATION
Cabines de Luxe With Private Baths

(See exact reproduction above)

For reservations, literature and information apply to offices of the Company,
Toronto, Ont.; Montreal, Que ; Winnipeg, Man.

QUEBEC CENTRAL RAILIWAY

The only line running through Pullman
cars between

Quebec and Boston

Through Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between . pubhﬁ uilding

- historical mter
Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

Dining or Buffet car service on

all trains [
For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

B-2 SHERBROOKE, QUE
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ROUND THE WORLD

Pleasure travel de Luxe reaches its fullest development in
our Tours Around the World. The 43rd annual series
offers arrangements perfected by long experience, and
the advantages of our world-chain of 160 offices with

Independent

ROUND ™E

rained resident staff everywhere. Leisurely travel in l
small groups; cultured leadership. {
Westbound Tours leave Sept. 29, Oct. 20. Eastbound |
Oct. 17, Nov. 5, Dec. 9, Jan.9. A handsome illustrated ;
b‘&\ok]ct ‘“Over the Seven Seas” tells the whole story. |
Sent on request. ‘

|
|
|
|
|

HE ideal way in which to make "the grand

trip." You start when and where you will,
travel in either direction and remain in any
place as long as you please. You see the
whole world with eyes made bright by the
world-famous Lloyd service and cuisine.
Ticketsgood 2 years. First class throughout.

Travelers’ Checks Good All MQ'ver the World

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

g[‘qviding pre-arranged, unaccompanied travel for in-
_‘l\’lduﬂls, families and private parties in Europe, Amer-
ica, Orient, Etc. Tickets, hotels, sightseeing, guides,

ete., arranged for in advance. Start any time. Wiite for Booklet
OELRICHS & CO., Gen. Agts., 5 Broadway, N.Y.
Send for Program desired H. Claussenius & Co., Chicago Robert Capelle, San Francisco

Central National Bank, St. Lowis Alloway & Champion, Winnipeg

NORTH
GERMAN

Our complete chain of 160 Offices
In all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.
MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street West

NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Overthe World.

““The Coast Line to Mackinac”’
e i 1 9
" e Mackinac Island Is Calling You

Where the waters of Lake Michigan meet Lake Huron, lies this historic summer resort
of the north country. It was never so beautiful as now. The cool breezes, the beauti-
ful scenery, the primeval woods, and smiling waters, with rowing, sailing, fishing, bathing,
golfing and sight-seeing, furnish endless amusement for every minute of your stay.
First class hotel accommodations and boarding houses at reasonable rates. For
recreation and rest, Mackinac Island is the ideal spot.

SIX TRIPS WEEKLY

from Detroit to Mackinac Island. Special Steamer, two trips weekly from Cleveland ¢

dllject to Mackinac Island, making no stops enroute except at Detroit every trip.
This 1s a particular steamer for particular people. No extra fare charged, and sale of tickets limited to
sleeping capacity of steamer. Direct connections at Detroit with

Coast Line Steamers.

Your Railroad Tickets are available for transportation on
D. & C. Line steamers between Detroit and Buffalo or Detroit and
plcvelaxxd. either direction. Information regard-

ing routes and rates furnished on request. For l
illustrated pamphlet and Great Lakes map, write

including two cent stamp to

Deiroit & Cleveland Navigation Co.
40 Wayne Street,
DETROIT, MICHIGAN

l;HILIP H. McMILLAN, Pres.
i A SCHANTYZ, Vice-Pres. and Gen’l Mgr.
« G. LEWIS, Gen’l Pass. Agent.

«13[1 D. & C. Steamers arrive and depart from
ew Third Avenue Wharf, Detroit.
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, ... Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

LADIES VISITING NEW YORK

The management of this hotel has made a special feature of safeguarding
the interests of Canadian lady patrons. In addition to comfortable rooms
and delightful meals at the most moderate prices, the hotel provides intellec-
tual, refined chaperones of good family to accompany ladies on shopping,
theatre and other excursions, free of charge. The

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, WALTER S. GILSON,

President. ice-President.

WALTER CHQNDLER, e

anager.

is in the centre of the theatre and fashionable shopping district, close to everything of
interest to the Canadian visitor. It caters especially to Canadian patrons and the general
manager gives his personal attention to their various needs and accommodation.
Pleasant room and bath $2.50 per day. Table d'hote dinner, in the Louis XIV Room $1.50.
Club breakfast 60c. Literature and reservations from our Canadian advertising agents

Sells Limited,

Shaughnessy Buildink, - - - - Montreal
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Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.

Quebec Montreal Montreal Montreal Boston Philadelphia
Liverpool Liverpool Havre-London Glasgow Glasgow Glasgow

LARGEST and FINEST STEAMERS CANADIAN ROUTE

TO EUROPE IN 1914

on these “passenger” ships par excellence provides

NEW EXPERIENCE IN OCEAN TRAVEL

The magnificent accommodation includes Dining Saloon (60 ft. x 70 ft.); Smoking Rooms,
Library ; Card Room ; Grill Room ; Lounge (18 ft. high in centre); Gymnasium;
Passenger Elevators ; Telephone System

Sleeping Apartments comprise staterooms en suite, including bedroom, sitting rooms,
private toilet and bathroom—also a large number of ONE BERTH ROOMS.
Orchestra of Skilled Musicians Carried.

For further information, reservations, tickets, etc., apply LOCAL AGENTS or

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., MONTREAL 675 St. Catharine St. W.

THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,
95 King St. West, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent .
320 Homer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.

i New Steamships “ALSATIAN" and ‘“CALGARIAN"
Quadruple Screws. 18,000 Tons. Turbine Engines.
]

— e - . S e <l e R S S SR S R ki .

s o e i i G

?
s

B e e b A e e i i T e G




70 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

; S ‘ : TAKE THE
o e Water Way

TO

Winnipeg
(Great Lakes Route)

SARNIA, PORT ARTHUR, DULUTH
All the principal centresin MANITOBA, SASKATCHEWAN and ALBERTA are served by the

Canadian Northern Railway

Convenient night trains with electric lighted sleeping cars from Port Arthur and Duluth to
Winnipeg. i :
Trains from Duluth serve the Dawson Trail through the Quetico Forest
Reserve and Rainy Lake District.

For literature and ~infbtv)'rmation apply to General Passenger Depts,

68 King Street E., 225 St. James Street, Union Station
TORONTO, Ont. MONTREAL, Que. WINNIPEG, Man.
o

LONG DISTANCE TELEPHONE. FIFTEENTH SEASON

STOP AT THE

HOTEL PONCE DeLEON

and Annex when at

ATLANTIC CITY

Virginia Avenue and the Beach

The Hotel Ponce De Leon is newly furnished throughout with rare
taste, and possesses all modern requisites for convenience and com-
fort of guests

Hot and cold sea water baths. European and American Plan.

A BOOKLET will be gladly furnished on application.

Rates, running from $12.50 to $30 per week, according to location of the rooms.
Official Hotel American Motor League and the International Automobile League.

Garage Capacity, 200 Machines.

N. H. WAGNER, Proprietor. ALFRED B. GRINDROD, Manager.
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'CANADIAN PACIFIC

"~ FROM OCEAN TO OCEAN

ATLANTIC FLEET PACIFIC FLEET
HOTEL SYSTEM
FAST TRAINS FROM COAST TO COAST

ARE AT YOUR SERVICE

The Canadian Pacific offers to the travelling Public,
service and equipment second to none. They build,
own and operate their Compartment Observation
Cars, Standard Sleepers, Dining Cars, Coaches and
Motive Power.

The Canadian Pacific own and operate a line of
palatial hotels along the Railway from the Atlantic
to the Pacific, thus affording their patrons every
possible comfort.

The Canadian Pacific can ticket you Around the
World, and enable you to travel over two-thirds of
the World’s journey on their own trains and steam-
Ships.

'I:hose contemplating a trip of any nature may obtain full par-
ticulars and literature from any C. P. R. Ticket Agent, or write

M. G. MURPHY OISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT TORONTO

—

S
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Warm Days

Cool Nights

OCEAN RIVER
Nova Scotia g
Boating | New Brunswick
Bathing .
E
Yachting | Prince Edward [Every
S r
Fishing Island S
Enj ent
Tennis Lt ol
Golf Qlebec
Are descnbed in a beautifully 2
illustrated book of 300 pages
LAKE STREAM

B—

“SUMMER PROVINCES

BY " “SFA™

Send 15c. in stamps for a copy to,

General Passenger Agent,

Canadian Government Railways,

Moncton, New Brunswick:- .

4
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“Juhan Sale”

The Name Behind the Goods is Your Guarantee for the Quality.

Wardrabe Trunks

Travellers who appreciate comfort, convenience and capacity in their
baggage needs, are loudest in their praise of the ‘‘ Julian Sale ” line of
Wardrobe Trunks—the most modernly appointed—best finished—
strongest and perfectly fitted trunks on the market today. The illus-

tration represents the

Steamer Wardrobe Trunk

and to the person contemplating a sea voyage it certainly will prove itself the best
of travelling companions—its capacity seems next to incredible when you know just
what can be conveniently and carefully packed away in it.

A full description of the fittings and appointments in a specially prepared booklet.
Write for it.

$45.00 and $60.00
The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Limited

105 King Street West Toronto

———

\
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Send for This Interesting

fland Instructive
Book on

TRAVEL

It is Entirely FREE

The
Original

and

only

Just
Off We expect a greater de-
mand for this 40 page, ’

the illustrated booklet on e n UI n e
Press travel, than has ever

> been known for any ——
other ever published for free distribution. ;

Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a Beware of

journey and what not to take—how to pack and how to best care
for your baggage and gives exact information as to checking
facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables of
money values—distances from New York—tells when, who and
how much, to “tip.” In fact this booklet will be found invaluable
to all who travel or are contemplating taking a trip in this
country or abroad.

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill’s
Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for travelers.

This edition is limited so we suggest that you send your
name and address at onee, and receive a copy. (A postal ‘will
bring it.) Please address our Detroit office for this booklet,

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
453 Henry Smith Bldg. Detroit, Mich.
Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England
Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg

Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

HOTEL BELLEVUE - bRespen

Unique position, world renowned, very select.

All modern and sanitary comfort. Apartments and single bedrooms with
private baths and toilet attached. The favorite home of English and
American society. Auto garage, separately locked boxes. :

/

Tariff and booklet can be obtained from
CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL DEPARTMENT - TORONTO

FREDERICK’S PATENT SANITARY ERASERS ‘4::
@[ 5 T E . Subscription Agents Wanted

\ either Men or Women

Handy, Fconomical, Always Covered. < A P’
The holder of the ?ANIT_AR_Y ERASER receives, at its open to take Subscriptions for the Canadian
:}:‘;’t’:fst'}:lepl’?ilglel:'bc‘ 1% inch in thickness, of a width and length nearly Magazine. I‘?aSYy pleasa.nt S prof;talz’l:
53' slight pressure at the loop end, clean rubber is fed down until work. Try this out in your town and if ¥
used; its m:lflrow gld_ze aui‘gs a letter oé line tof be erased witho‘lixt_li:i- are successfull we will give you exclusxlve
juring another, r 5. O Tty riter and 1nk, . . . €.
oudtor rencl, NX?Z.'&JJL?E?‘:“;}E:; th ‘yp‘:ximor desk, '} | territory, Good openings for the right peop

Altractive, Easy to Operate and ““ T hey Always Work.”
our Stationer, Price 10¢. Refills, either pencil or ink, 5¢ each.
‘When ordering by mail, state whether ink or pencil and enclose 2¢

Write now for Particulars.
CANADIAN MAGAZINE ¥

extra for postage.
2] meo ket T ss, ||| 200 Adelaide St, We, - Toronto: |

Stationers’ Specialties.

I
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If you want the safest car—
you want the Ford. Its
Vanadium steel construction
—its design and perfect bal-

ance make it the strongest
and lightest car on the mar-
ket. Its planetary transmiss-
ion makes it the safest and
easiest to control. The Ford
is the “Safety First” car.

Runabout $600. Touring Car $650. Town
Car $900—f. 0. b. Ford, Ontario. Complete
with equipment. Any Branch Manager or from

FORD MOTOR CO., LTD.

FORD, ONT., CAN.

\777\

The Secret of Beauty

———=FREE =——

A Masterpiece in Color
by C. Allen Gilbert the well known artist

gl:n::ltl i;e glad to send to all users of Gourard’s
aload t'a Cream a copy of Mr, Gilbert’s beauti-
N nting, enl.ltlc‘d “The Secret of Beauty,” in panel
S b x 22 incnes. It is a splendid reproduction,
. éﬂ b}' coated paper, of one of the girl's figures
Pril;led ert 1s noted for, and is not marred by any
o :‘t‘:gt:s\:rhlch would p_rcventdframing. S:Xr}d
0 cover wrapping an ostage. ¢

are confident you will be higlﬁy %)leaseg wit}? the pic-

ture and calendar i iti
i and fi
Your llbr"y S de ! nd it a valued addition to

7FERD. T. HOPKINS & SONS, Props.

reat Jones Street - New York

S—

Mark your linen with

Required by schools and colleges.

Any name in fast color thread can be woven into fine
white cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 doz., $1.25 for 6 doz.,
85c for 3 doz., duty paid. More than save their cost by
preventing laundry losses. Orders filled in a week through
your dealer, or write for samples. order blanks, catalogue
of woven names, trimmings, frillings, etc., direct to

J. & J. CASH, Ltd.
301C St. James Street, - MONTREAL, Canada
or 302 Chesnut Street, So. Norwalk, Conn.,, U.S. A.

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Hyelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
not a “‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Druggists at 2%c¢
and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic
Tubes, 26¢ and Hlc. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Motoring Dust Nuisance Mastered

You must have noticed that the grass and flowers which
grow within fifty yards or more of much-used macadam roads are
oft-times as grey-looking as the road itself.

Motoring Did That !

Because all tires create a certain amount of dust, some
motorists are unaware that one make of tire creates less dust than

the others. That Tire is DUNLOP TRACTION TREAD.

Less dust in motoring means more comfort for everybody—
those in your car, those in the passing car, those in the on-coming
car, those wending their way as pedestrians.

Road suction is the cause of the dust disturbance. It is
also the cause of heated treads. Naturally, a tire which churns
up less dust because it comes in less contact with the road, also
heats up less and air-cools itself that much quicker.

Well, to see the point we are leading to all you have to
do is examine the first DUNLOP TRACTION TREAD you come

across. That will be very soon.

Once you press one of your fingers on one of the DUNLOP
TRACTION TREAD “V’s” and note its solidity, you will quickly
see that the air space between it and the next ‘“ V'’ never touches
the ground—is always clear for the circulation of air. No other
tire has this feature. That's why every other make of tires raises

more dust than DUNLOP TRACTION TREAD.

“MOST ENVIED TIRE IN ALL AMERICA”

66 Cubic Inches Larger Never Did Rim-Cut
No Loosened Treads Only Real Anti-Skid

\
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y Oily skin and

shiny nose

How to correct them

That bugbear of so many
women—an oily skin and
shiny nose—has various con-
tributory causes.

Whatever the cause in your
case, proper external treat-
ment will relieve your skin
of this embarrassing condition.

Begin this treatment tonight

With warm water work up a heavy
lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap in
your hands. Apply it to your face
and rub it into the pores thoroughly—
always with an upward and outward
motion.  Rinse with warm water,
then with cold—the colder the better.
If possible, rub your face for a few
minutes with a piece of ice.

This treatment will make your skin
fresher and clearer the first time you

Woodbury’s

For sale by Qanadiah druggists from coast to coast,
including Newfoundland.

Write today to the Canadian
Woodbury Factory for samples

use it. Make it a nightly habit and
before long you will see a decided im-
provement—a promise of that lovelier
complexion which the steady use of
Woodbury’s always brings.

Woodbury's Facial Soap costs 25¢
a cake. No one hesitates at the price
after their first cake. Tear off the
illustration of the cake shown below
and put it in your purse as a reminder
to get Woodbury’s today and try this
treatment.

Facial Soap

For 4c we will send a sample cake. For 10c,
samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Powder.

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., Lid.,
Dept. 109-8 Perth, Ontario.
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Comfort
In Hot Weather

Surprising how cool, yet full of
energy and ‘‘go’’ one feels when
the hot weather diet is selected
with reason.

Try a breakfast of

Grape-Nuts

and cream
Some fruit

A soff boiled egg
Slice of crisp toast
Cup of well-made Postum—

Such a meal keeps the blood cool
and nourishes body and brain—

““There’s a Reason’’

Read the little book, *‘The Road to
Wellville,"” in packages.

|SRAPE JUICE

The all - the- @&

ear-'round
drink for health,
comfort and sat-
isfaction. Keep
it on hand al-
ways.

Put up in quarts, g
pints and splits.

Armour & Company
Dept. A-39

Arrmours

-{ edar
Polish

gives all furniture and varnished wood-
work new-like appearance and lustre.
More than that, it cleans as it polishes,
making the furniture hygienically clean.

The hard, dry, durable lustre it gives never

becomes foggy or
hazy, sticky or gum-
my, or dust-collecting,
but is hard and dry.

Most economical, because
you use half O-Cedar and
half water.

Read directions on the bottle

Your Satisfaction
guaranteed or
money refunded.

25c. to $3.00
Sizes at

All Dealers

CHANNEL CHEMICAL CO.,
Limit.d

369 Sorauren Ave., Toronto, Ont

CHANNEL CHEMICAL Co., Chicago

A Better
Talc Powder

LL talcum
powders
are not
alike.

There is just the right proportion of that
mild and efficient antiseptic boric acid and
other sanitive ingredients in

COLCATE'S
THLC POWDER

A wide choice ot perfumes insures the satisfaction of all
preferences.  Our new * Baby Talc” is a joy for mother
and babe, Trial size sent for 4c. in stamps.

COLGATE& CO., Dept.P., Drummond Bldg., Montreal

W. G. M. Shepherd, Montreal,
Sole Agent for Canada,

f

T H BEST PRINTING CO LIMITED, TORONTO




