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The Premier Hotel of Europe

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

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

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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LOOKING FORWARD

Next year has many good things in store for readers of THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE. The outlook has never been better, and
never before have there been so many manuscripts and illustrations al-
ready in hand. In looking about for material, the aim has been to
find entertainment first and information as a matter of course. In all
instances the high literary standard of the magazine will be maintained.
For light sketches and short stories and verse there is a happy out-
look, with such writers as Arthur Stringer, Theodore Goodridge Rob-
erts, Ethelwyn Wetherald, S. A. White, Isabel Ecclestone Mackay,
Virna Sheard, George Herbert Clarke, Madge Macheth, Frederick C.
Curry, Hilda Ridley, G. A. Palmer, Brian Belassis, May Austin Low,
Georgia Davies, and Beatrice Redpath. Good fortune has favoured the
search for snappy, unconventional travel sketches. W. Lacey Amy has
written ‘‘St. John’s: the Impossible Possible,”” “‘Quidi Vidi: New-
foundland’s Show Fishing Village,”” ‘“‘The Liveyeres: Labrador’s Per-
manent People’’ ; Emily P. Weaver will contribute a number of articles
on Western subjects ; A. Wylie Mahon will tell about the old minister in
“The Story Girl”’; Judge Prowse, of Newfoundland will relate some of
his most amusing experiences; Duncan Armbrust will describe ‘‘The
Trail Beyond Cobalt’’; C. Lintern Sibley will preach the gospel of
flowers in Canada, and write about the question, ‘“Do animals think?”’
George C. Wells will consider transportation in Canada; Currie Love
will relate a novel fishing adventure; H. M. Clark will describe in ‘A
Garden of Legends,” the charms of England’s West Country; Newton
MacTavish will interpret the spirit of the Gardens of the Luxembourg
at Paris, with illustrations by John Russell; Dr. J. D. Logan will in-
terpret the poetry of Robert Burns so as to apply it socially to certain
recrudescences in Canada of Scottish conditions in Burns’s own time;
Britton B. Cooke will contrast London and New York, with
etchings by the famous etcher Joseph Penmnell; F. A. Wight-
man will have & series of five articles on the peculiarities
and contrasts in names, words; phrases, expressions, political, judicial
and civil practices, common customs and usages, etc. in the Maritime
Provinces. There will be some exceptionally interesting historical ar-
ticles: Professor W. S. Wallace begins in an early number with ‘“The
Patent Combination,”” an article dealing with the first Cabinet in On-
tario ; Charles S. Blue will have an appreciation of the worth and work
of John By, the man who founded Ottawa and built the Rideau Canal;
Major C. I'. Winter will give his recollections of the battle of Tel-el-
Kebir ; Ida Burwash contributes an entertaining account of ‘Early Eng-
glish Plays and Actresses,” with illustrations from contemporary
prints and portraits. John E. Webber will continue his review of the
g'ew York stage, and Katherine Hale will follow the trend of music in

anada.

The Canadian Magazine
TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO. LTD., MANCHESTER AND LONDON

Horrockses’

Longcloths, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths,

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

Sheetings,
Ready-Made Sheets

‘ [ NG Plain and Hemstitched
THETEST OFTIME] ¢ . f i ( )
! TR See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.
W,Mmmm g

{_”9‘ | Flannelettes

of the Highest Quality

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

ESTABUS“ED 1791 Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion

| COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lp, T8 onoon we. - ENGLAND

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

[ELANYL” THE
MARKING

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

It Entirely Removes and

ITH
MENOEQUAL. ..., The Queen of Toflet Preparations’ Prevents all
FOR KEEPING (B th ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS,
THE SKIN i GTT)_.S IRRITATION,
s :NV::;(‘J.AB.LE
MOOTH, soomlNG AND REFRESHING “THE SKIN®
AND WHlTE after Cyeling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete. A::) d?. ox:f’:‘m

AT ALL SEASONS M. BEETHAM&SON, Cheltenham, England FROST, COLD WINDS
and HARD WATER.

Ask your Chemist for It, and accept no substitute.
i
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Wherever there is
a case of enfeebled
digestion, whether from

INFANTS, advancing age, illness, “
INVALIDS ano ©°F general debility, there ]

is a case for Benger's

THE AGED. Food.

When the stomach becomes weakened, the digestion of
ordinary food becomes only partial, and at times is painful, little
of the food is assimilated, and the body is consequently insufficiently
nourished.  This is where Benger's Food helps. It contains in itself
the natural digestive principles, and is quite different from any other
food obtainable.  All doctors know and approve of its composition,
and prescribe it freely.

The British Medical Journalsays: * Benger's Food has, by its excellence, established a reputation of its own”

BENGER s NEw BookLET deals with the most common doubts and difficulties which mothers have to encounter,
It is sent post free on application to Benger's Food, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, elc., everywhere. B4I

‘ If youbwant to learn to PLAY

Wickins'
-Piano Tutor
English and Foreign

Fingering
Post free, of all Music

is made in England,
in the world’s largest
MaltVinegarBrewery |

PEACH’S 1ace CURTAINS

From Looms Direct. Money Saving. Wonder-
ful Offerings. GIVEN AWAY. Lace Cover
with Catalogue & Buyer’s Guide of Curtains,
Window Draperies and Furniture compact for
shipping. Household Linens, Ladies’ and
Gents’ Tailoring, Underwear, Shoes, &c.
54 Years known Reputation. Send a trial order
to actual makers in the old country.

$6.60 Curtain Parcel f252ge &

It has a new and delicious
flavour, different — quite ‘
different—from any other “
sauce or relish you have
ever had before.

Our Patent Contrenet Make durability guar-
anteed, 2 pairs good quality Rich Old Lace
design Curtains, 35 yds. long, 60in. wide,
worth $2 per pr.; 1 pair exquisite Curtains,
Basket & Ribbon, 3} yds. long, 60 in. wide ;
1 pair curtains, Floral Festoon design, 3yds.
by 43in. ; 1 Duchesse Toilet Set of Six Lace
Covers, Postage & Duty Paid $6.60 White or
Ecru Great Saving. Buy direct from the makers,

SAML. PFACH & SONS, The Looms.
Box 664, NOTTINGHAM, Eng.and. I

Stores are selling H.P. heve. }

-
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“OLD COUNTRY” Clothing Fabrics

| For the Winter Season

~ As Supplied To The Nobility of Europe

Egerton Burnett Ltd. are frequently being patronized by Royalty, and the
fact that they have been honored with 24 Royal and Imperial Warrants
of Appointment is indisputable evidence of the high. class character
of their business, and the superior quality of their goods.

Their Collection of Samples represents a variety of Costume,

Dress, and Waist Fabrics, Suitings, Overcoat-

ings, etc., in the latest fashionable colourings and designs,
ance which is characteristic of the clothing worn by

are refined in character and have that distinctive appear-
Ladies and Centlemen of society in London and other

centres of fashion.

THE HALL-MARK_OF
: Egmmz ~winetty
¢ ¥
JHoyal ébB S G0

INTRINSIC WORTH

24 ROYAL AND
IMPERIAL WARRANTS

BY APPOINTMENT TO
{ H. M. QUEEN MARY

E. B. Ltd’s Royal Serges are Pure Wool
Clothing Fabrics which have stood the test of over
35 years experience, and have proved to be both
reliable and satisfactory for Ladies’, Gentlemen's,
and Children’s wear.

Prices from 65c to $4.20 per yard, double
width, Duty and Carriage Paid; in Navy
Blue, Black, Grey, Cream, and choice Fancy
Colours.

HICH-CRADE
TAILORING

A Descriptive Price List illustrating the dif-
ferent styles made to measure for Ladies, Gentle-
men and Children will be mailed, POST PAID,
on request,

EVIDENCE OF SATISFACTION
Rev. F. W. M. . ., wrote:—*I received

in Liverpool the Overcoat, Suit, and extra
Trousers, and found everything satisfactory. "’

Wooster, Ohio, U. S. A., 9/10/11

'N°723
| Mo or Coat, asillustration, made te
{ erderin Fancy Tweeds from $16.90,
i uty and Carriage paid ; or in Sup-
| erior Reversible Tweeds for $18.90,
ty and Carriage Paid.

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

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

Ulster Overcoat, as illustration made
to order in superior quality Real
Irish Frieze or Motor Blanket Over-
coating for $22.90, Duty and Car-
riage Paid.

Auny quantity is supplied, and parcels are s-nt Duty
® and Carriage Paid to any part of the Dominion.
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MAKE YOUR MONEY BUY ITS UTMOST

We offer you the smartest styles for present wear in “Elcho” Soft Felt Hats
in Brown, Drab, Slate or Black. Prices from 3,6 cach.

A= “ELCHO” SH.RTS made
17/l inthe LATEST STYLES.
Very comfortable, good looking and
specially treated to withstand the
vicissitudes of the laundry.
Prices from 2/6 each.
“ELCHO” READY TO WEAR SUITS
S 7A YVright, keep their shape, colour and style
and give real service to the last thread. Made
in Tweed, Serge or Flannel, from 21/- each.

“ELCHO” SHOES ADD
THE FINISHING TOUCH.

“Elcho”footwear have correct shape, give long

wear and fit perfectly—what more could you

want in shoes? Prices from 8/I1 per pair.
Postage extra on all these articles.
WHY NOT WRITE US YOUR
REQUIREMENTS NOW?

ry lllustrated Catalogue No. 58 sent post free on request.

A. & W. PATERSON,

86-90, Glassford Street, Glasgow, Scotland,

ESTABLISHED OVER 9o YEARS.

WOLS

UNDERWEAR

Make absolutely sure of your under- }
wear satisfaction by asking specifical-

ly for ¢ Wolsey ’ and seeing that each

garment you get bears the Wolsey c o F F E E

trademark
PURE WOOL | . g
UASHRINKABLE . A Jou rs sure of underwear ptire .~ Made instantly—a child can

|
right; that will yield you lasting, comfortable ‘
useful service ; that will never shrink, or, if it |
does, will be replaced quite free of cost ; that, \
in short, will make you thoroughly glad you |
bought it. \

make it. It has all the frag-
L o rance and delicious flavour
All Wolsey Underwear is British . s
BRITISH, MAOE mae by Briith Workurs of the finest coffee. There is
no other ‘just as good.’

estand most modern of their kind
in Great Britain. and *‘Wolsey’
itself has so far proved its value
as to become the most widely.
selling Underwear in the world.
Comfort, health, economy, all
golnt to Wolsey garments as the
est for men, for women, and for

Ask your grocer for it to-day,
and be sure to say ‘CAMP.’

children,
Made in all garments and in many weights L g
and sizes, for men, women, and chllfireu,ind R. Puterson & Sons, Lid., Coffee Specialists, Glasgow

sold everywhere tﬁroughout the world
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND e

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
i Telegraphic Address : (“ LINEN, BELFAST.”)
IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FURNISHERS BY ROYAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, totels, Railways, Steamships,
Institutions, Regiments and the General Publie, direct with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

W hich, being woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last.
By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more than that
usually charged for common-power loom goods. :

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48¢c. per yard; 2)4 yards wide, 57c. per
yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9c. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-
ters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per
yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 10c. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56
per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c.; 2) yards by 8 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Mono-
grams, Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special atten-
tion to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longcloth, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze
Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new,
with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts for $3.36 the half dogz.

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: “The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver "
have a world-wide fame.””—The Queen. “‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.’”’
—Sylvia’s Home Jourral. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 60c.
to $2.75 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: Collars—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from $1.18
per doz. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makers to Westmin-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish Col-
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.” —Court Cireular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery, 56c.; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial
?Sutﬁti_fr;)m $52.68; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00.

ee List).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 42A Donegall Place, BELFAST. IRELAND.

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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KID GLOVES in Black,White and
every colour, from choice skins,
wonderful value.

The ‘‘Claretie,” 3 Buttons
61 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $1.79
The “Lebon,” 4 Buttons
73 cents per pair, 3 palrs for $2.13
The “Meissonier,” 4 buttons
85 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50

THE BON AMI. Ladies’ Strong
French Kid, Pique Sewn, in Mole

Tauns, Browns, Beavers, Greys,
; White or Black, 2 large Pearl
» Buttons,

69 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.00

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S
GLOVES For XMAS PRESENTS

MAIL ORDERS CAREFULLY EXECUTED

SUEDE GLOVES, in Black, White {
and all colours,
The “Royal,” 4 Buttons,

78 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.13

THE HESTIA. Ladies’ Strong
French Suede Gloves, Pique Sewn,
in all colours and Black, with Self
Points, also Grey with Black or
Black w th White Points, 3 Press
Buttons. 75 cents per pair, 3 pairs
for §2.07

T+ E HERMIONE. Best Quality
French Suede Gloves in Black,
Beaver, Tan, Brown, Mole and
Grey, with 8elf Braid Points, 3
Buttons.
85 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.50

THE FRANCINE. Ladies’ Real
French Kid, with new Crochet
Bound Welts, which add to the
appearance of the Glove, and to
the strength of the welt, In Taps,
Beavers, Browns, Greys and Black
with3 Press Buttonsasillustration.

69 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.00

LADIES REAL ANTELOPE.
A splendid Glove for hard wear, in
Grey, Tan and Beaver Shades,
Pique Sewn, 2 Press Buttons,

67 cents per pair,

LADIES’ REAL REINDEER.
8trong, durable and of very sup-
erior appearance, in Tan or Grey,
Pique Sewn, 2 Press Buttons $1.34.

Men’sditto with 1 Large Press

Button $1.34.

LADIES’ LINED GLOVES.
Fine Chevrette in Brown or Grey,
withdeep Fur Tops, half Fur Lined,

1 Press Button, $1 20 per pair.

Real Kid Gloves,

16 button leugth &

20buttonlength
$1,93 per pair.

Suede Gloves

Shades.

LONG GLOVES

The “Esme” Ladies’ Fine

White, Cream, all KEven-
ing Shades and Black.

12 Button length //////

Mousquetaire o //”

$1.09 per pair, // /
$1.58 per pair. ‘é/ :

The “Empress” Ladies’
|Superior Qualit{ French

n Black
White and all Evening

GANT VELOURS
The Newest Finish and Finest

Quality Deerskin Gloves. Ladies’
in Grey, Tan and Beaver Shade,
Pique Sewn, 2 Press Buttons.

$1.09 per pair.
Men‘s ditto in Tan or Grey Shades,
1 Press Button.

$1.09 per pair.

The L. G. Co’s. Best Quality
Real Reindeer Gloves, in Tan or
Grey.

Ladies’ 3 Buttons, $2.06
Men’s 2 Buttons, $2.06

Brown or Tan Chevrette Gloves,
Imperial Points, Lined Fur
throughout. 1 Press Button, $1.10
per pair.

Strong Tan Cape, Lined Fur
throughout, Prix-seam sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Press button.

$1.58 per pair.

n

Ladies' Doeikin Gloves. Back ‘g Button leng‘th:moulsuemire 79 cents pg‘rpair Men’s Buckskin, in Tan or Grey
Finish, in 1an or Grey, lined White 6 s " i $1.03 3 o Lined Squirrel Fur. Prix-seam
Fur, Pique Sewn, 2 Press Buttons ,1’ " 7 8 $1.28 Sewn, 1 Press Button.

$1.34 per pair. & el $1.02. Mo $2.80 per pair.
Ladies’ Superior Quality L‘:g;‘:.gégxs_ss‘d
Chevrette, lined Fur Back Gloves, Wool Lin-
| throughout, Rlastic Gusset | jn g, Leather Palms
Wrist, similar to illustration, | Flastic Wrist, sSTYLE orF
g:" %I;’i?ﬂ or Black, $1,58 ILLUSsTRATIO}‘I. ‘
3 1.82 per pair,
Ladies’ Strong Cape, Dark Ladies’ Coney - Seal
Tan, lined ngte A?:r, Prix- ﬁ"xl;.?tlei.' lingd Q'im’
seam Sewn, Elastic Gusset | [ oie Lambskin,
Wrist, style as illustration, eather Palms,
$2.42 per pair $2.56 per pair,
. 4 Men’s Ditto $3,04
Ladies’ Reindeer Gloves, Ladies’ Muskrat
Tan or Grey, lined with Grey | Guantlets lined with
Squirrel Fur, Elastic | White Lambskin,
GuissetWriat. $2.80 per Leatg;r_ ?Ira.lem ;air
A .53 per .
PO Men’sdo $3.53 per pair
| LADIES’ WOOLLEN | MEN’S WOOLLEN
No. 436 Ladies Best Scotch Wool Gloves, in

Quality Scotch Wool-
len Gloves in White,
Grey, Heather or Lovat
Green with large Fancy
Striped Guantlets,

61 cents per pair.

General Post Office, London,

Address
all Orders

En,

Heather Mixtures or
Grey with Leather
Palms. 61 cts, per pair,
Ditto with long arms
for wearing coat sleeves

85 cents per pair,

A detailed and lllustrated Price List may be obtained post freeifrom the Canadian Magazine office,
Toronto, or will be sent direct from England post free on application.

Remittances, including posmﬁ, dby International Money Order, payable o THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY
gland.

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England
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520 OVERCOAT

to measure

(CARRIAGE & DUTY PAID)

FOR $8.60

Curzon’s $8.60 Overcoat has
been valued by olients at $20.

All Curzon clothing is sold with a guarantee (satis-
faction given or money returned) and is produced from
genuine British Textiles.

MADE FROM REAL
BRITISH MATERIALS.

Greatest attention is paid to the cutting of every
individual order, and the style of production is equal
to anything sold anywhere at twice and thrice the
money—at least, this is what the Curzon cliéntele
say about the Curzon $8.60 Overcoat.

Then there is the tailoring. As is well known,
London is the hub of the tailoring craft, and Messrs,
Curzon Bros., as practical tailoring experts themselves,
are in a position to secure the most qualified work-
men in the trade. For all these reasons Curzon tailor-
ing is sold with the following guarantee: o

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY RETURNED IN FULL.

One Silver and Two Gold Medal Awards.

Our methods appeal to the thoughtful man: that is perhaps why we number
among our cli¢ntele such well-known men as the following :—Rev. R. J. Campbell
Hon. G. E. Foster, M.P,, Horatio Bottomley, M.P,, Lieut.-Col. A. E. Be]cher’
Lieut.-Col. Dr. S. H. Glasgow, Hon. R. R. Fitzgerald, Rev. Canon Davidson:
Comte. Ubaldo Beni, J. P. Downey, M.P., W. H. Doyle, M.P., Hon. F. W. Aylmer
Mr. Eustace Miles, Dr. T. R. Allinson, Major-Gen. J. C. Kinchant, Mr. Matheson'
Lang, Mr. Montague Holbein.

Fill in a post card and address same to us as below, asking for our latest assort-
ment of materials. Together with patterns, we send you fashion-plates and
complete instructions for accurate self-measurement, tape measure, all sent free
and carriage paid. We dispatch your order within seven days, and if you do not
approve, return the goods, and we will refund the money.

i Address for Patterns:
CURZON BROS., c/o THE CLOUGHER SYNDICATE Dept. 138
449 Spadina Avenue, TORONTO, ONTARIO.

$20 SUIT OR OVERCOAT TO MEASURE FOR $8.60.

The World’s
Measure
Tailors.

West Ead Depot: PEMBROKE HOUSE, 133 and 135 0XFORDP STREET, LONDON, ENGLAND.
Plcas mention this paper.
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AUCB

A delicious sauce, FRUITY in character.
Appetising with fish, poultry, meats (hot or

cold), in fact, with anything or everything.
More, itis a REAL DIGESTIVE.

1000 GUINEAS

We guarantee every ingredient of the “O.
K.” Sauce to be absolutely pure and of the
finest quality only, and the above sum will be
paid to anyone who can prove to the contrary
whether by analysis or otherwise.

MADE ONLY IN LONDON ENGLAND; BY

GEORGE MASON & CO., LIMITED

AGENTS FOR CANADA:

Darby & Turnbull,

179 Bannatyne Ave., Winnipeg, Manitoba

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

Children Teething.

Mothers should give only the well-known

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

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

See the Trade Mark, a Gum
Lancet on every packet and
powder.

Small Packets (9 Powders)

i CUM LANCET 3

TRADE MARK
Large Packets (30 Powders)

Refuse all not so
distinguished.

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

Best Science, Best Taste and Best Resources
produce finest soaps, perfumes and toilet
luxuries in the world.

ROYAL VINOLIA PERFUME

The finest essences of flowers and sweet grasses,
in a form to charm and delight discriminating users,
the new Royal Vinolia Perfumes are entirely free
from that heavier odour which may often be found
when even the most costly perfumes are first dropped
from the bottle. This perfume is delicate, even
when first applied, and its fragrance lingers almost
as strongly after two or three days.

Bottles in two sizes elegantly packed in artistic

carton at $1.00 and $1.50.

o APPOINTMg,

s D A IS
SOAPMAKERS T0 H.M. THE KING

LONDON

ROYAL VINOLIA
VANISHING CREAM

It seems to vanish on the skin, so completely is
this delicate, new, Royal Vinolia luxury absorbed by
the pores. Itis especially welcome to those who dis-
like the feeling of anything heavy or oily. Itis
absolutely non-greasy, and will not cause hair to grow.
It soothes and refreshes the most delicate skin, and al-
ways makes the skin more elastic. As a tonic for the
skin and complexion it is without an equal.

In patent tubes with winding key.

Can also be had in glass jars.

Price 25c. per tube or jar.

Th se and other Royal Vinolia Toilet Luxuries are on sale at all Goed Druggists and Stores

VINOLIA COMPANY LIMITED

By Royal Appointment Soapmakers to H. M. The King.

PARIS TORONTO

Canadian Depot : Eastern Avenue, Toronto
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THE CHOIGE OF A GIFT

giving evidence of thoughtfulness and consideration for one’s in-
dividual tastes and comfort, is a true delight. To have been
remembered is in itself a gladness, but to have one’s wants or
fanciesstudiedisacomplimentnoonecanfailtoappreciate.

FOUNTPEN

USE “SWAN” INKS. @ e
MABIE, TODD & €0. Y Everyone

124 York St.,, Toronto

-
This Xmas,
HEADQUARTERS ; LONDON, ENGLAND : N
At all Stationers and Jewellers. Write tor Catalogue, Post Free ALL THAT A GlFT SHOUI.D BE

Bné) Kalam.azoo Point Number One l:gam
8 TheKalamazm ez Binder J

1s fFflatl opening -

b

See 7T X Note

EIGHT SALIENT :
flat KALAMAZOO how it
wmtmg POINTS hugs the
surface 3 desk

. Flat Opening.

. Simple Construction.

[ Aieilikes op The KALAMAZOO has all of

st Exchiaion. the agijustable features of all the other loose
leaf binders.

The KALAMAZOO is the only
loose leaf binder that combines all the

good points of both loose leaf and rigid Eue of Crninon.

EPNOVAWLN —

bound books. + No Exposed Metsl It has many new special features peculiarly
It has the same flexible rigidity and easy . Accessibility. lts own,

opening features, and the round leather . Durability. KALAMAZOO binders and sheets are
back of the permanertly bound book. made in any size 1equired.

N.B.—Send for Free Descriptive Booklet Al.

Warwick Bros. & Rutter, Limited

Loose Leaf & Account-~ King & e

Book Makers TOT'O p.to S‘padgina

TRADE t :
K
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can be as useful to you as
it is to so many others
who look carefully after
their teeth., A trial sample

can be obtained by sending two-cent stamp for
postage to F. C. Calvert & Co. (Dept. S.), Manchest-
\ er. Your chemist sells it in 15, 25 and 40 cent tins.

CANADIAN DEPO?T : 349 Dorchester Street
MONTREAL

i
E%E h;mi

w
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Books about Canada

Ideal Christmas Gifts for all Canadians
and their 0ld Country friends

THE NEW GARDEN OF CANADA

(By Arthur E. Copping.)
With Six-colour Illustrations, by Harold Copping, and 25 Half-tone plates. Cloth gilt.
Large crown 8vo, $2.25.

A  happy title, indeed. Its ‘To.day’’ takes wus into the heart of the
Prairie, congested and growing cities, the bustling active rivers, and the con-
tines of the snows. Its “To-morrow’’ takes us into the realm of possibilities of a country,
the development of which has been so rapid that its future development can be dreamed
of-only, not accurately gauged. It is a vital book; it breathes the life of modern Canada,
and gets nearer to actual conditions than any book yet written concerning this country.

CANADA TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW

BY PACK-HORSE AND CANOE THROUCH UNEXPLORED BRITISH COLUMBIA.
(By F. A. Talbot.)
With 48 Plates. Large crown 8vo, 320 pages Cloth gilt, $2.25 net.

This book should prove of incalculable value to all those who either purpose settling
in the new British Columbia or investing in the mining, agricultural or industrial interests
of that virgin country, because it contains particulars about which the official Blue Books
and Guides are yet practically silent. The author commenced his journey at Wolf Creek
(Alberta ),the most westerly railway point, the long disused trail, thence to the Yellow-
nead Pass, being followed by pack-horse. It is by some of the most difficult trails the
author takes us, over the Miette River, Yellowhead Lake, Mount Robson, Lake Helena,
Lete Jaune Cache, Fort George, Bulkeley Valley, Skeena River, to name but a few of the
points touchd.

FOR PHOTOGRAPHERS © AMATEUR and PROFESSIONAL
Cassell’'s Cyclopaedia of Photography

(Edited by Bernard E. Jones.)

With Five-colour Plates. 19 Full-page, and Hundreds of other Illustrations. 576 pages.
Crown 4vo. Cloth gilt, $3.25 net.

We can scarcely speak too enthusiastically concerning this Alpha and Omega of
photography, covering, as it does, the entire field of photographic knowledge and practice;
written by experts, to meet all the needs of hoth amateur and professional photographers.

CASSELL & COMPANY, LIMITED

42 ADELAIDE STREET W., TORONTO.
LONDON NEW YORK TORONTO : MELBOURNE
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I ““Ido express the hope that, by possessing ana controlling such a |
| book as this Encyclopaedia Britannica, Cambridge may become, J’

more than it has ever been in the past, an inspiring centre of If
‘ world-wide intellectual life, and able to carry out not only its J
i national but also its international function.”
|

The late S. H. BUTCHER, President of the British Academy, [
M.P. for the University of Cambridge.

By e | QDE CHristmas Seagon | rrevaviyne
s o | AND R ]
toany intelli rence, | THE NEW (1 lth) EDITION ‘ <enaled :::::; J

whether they have of experts It

carpets or not, || OF THE | will for years to
ought to be pro- H [

[

| 1

" - | v || come be, in |
vided wntl.: i the “ ; || America and Eng- }
cleventh edition of ( 1 land, the one in- |
\ f

| | |

( ;

| |

the Encyclopaedia dispensable book

Britannica.” B Rl TAN N [ CA ’ of reference.”

|
Manitoba Free Press

The Outlook, New Ym;k "

Extreme flexibility
ensured by the use
DNCLOBEDIN  WRATARNIGA. w8 che of a limp, velvet-
! finished suede

leather.
(See next page)

A novel new bind-
ing for the India
Paper impression of {1
the Encyclopaedia

Itannica,

THE WORK IS NOW COMPLETELY PUBLISHED

And js being dispatched to applicants—the entire work 29 volumes—on receipt of the first payment of
5 00 Subscribers will now receive the new Encyclopaedia Britannica in one shipment. The incoming
supplies of complete sets, fresh from the printer and binder, will ensure that orders registered now
will be promptly executed. The preliminary announcement of the I1th Edition in advance of
Publication resulted in an unparalleled tribute to the Encyclopaedia Britannica, more than 32,000
orders for the work (value over $5,000,000) being registered before it was published. This
Decessarily involved inconvenience to many applicants, who had to wait for their books. It is
adVlsable, however, that new applicants shall be registered quickly —while the work is in stock.

ould a new printing still be found necessary, it would again involve delay in turning out complete
Sets.  Especially is immediate application advisable in the case of those who wish to purchase the
Rew Encyclopaedia Britannica as a Christmas present.

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS

HE principal motive with most persons when making a Christmas present is to give something
it useful l_:ut at the same time “distinctjve," .and'the great difficulty is to think of something
" able to give. The new Encyclopaedia Britannica, while more than ﬁl'lmg every ordinary

Sduirement, has a special appropriateness as a Christmas gift. Christmas is a season when

Men and women may be said to yield to a recognition of ideals, aspirations and traditions which
(Continued on next three pages)

CA M B R l D G E U N I v E R S l T Y P R E S S (Encyclopaedia Britannica Department)

ROYAL BANK BUILDING, : 10-12 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO
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A NEW ALL FLEXIBLE BINDING

BOUND IN FULL LIMP VELVET SUEDE, AFFORDING A MAXIMUM OF FLEXIBILITS{
AND SOETNESS, SMOOTH FRENCH CALF LINING, SILK SEWN, ROUND CORNERS, GILT
EDGES, GOLD LETTERING ON SIDES AND BACK, WITH GOLD ROLL INSIDE COVERS

This new binding for the India paper volumes has all the merits of
previous styles as well as the following :

1. Greater Durability. The covers are rendered perfectly flexible
by a lining of calfskin, and will therefore not crease or crack, as the
customary cardboard lining has been dispensed with.

2. Greater Pliancy. The volumes are as flexible and ‘‘ give’’ as
though the covers were removed and only the India paper contents
remained. They may be folded into four without risk of damage.
(see photograph on previous page).

3. Greater Portability. The new Encyclopedia Britannica is de-
signed and recognized as a book not merely for reference but for
reading. It is no small advantage of the new format that

an odd volume of the work can be doubled like a magazine
and slipped into the coat pocket, or into a travelling
bag, ready to occupy an idle half-hour.

4. Greater Charm. The velvety surface offered by the
natural nap of the skin of the cover is gratifying
alike to the eye and the touch. It would be
difficult to find a material more pleasing in respect

of colour or texture than this mole-grey leather.
ey i It has all the distinction of a binding de luxe, for -
Ve \ \, it is at once unusual and appropriate. (Itis sol

only with a bookcase, which is included in the
price).

NOTICE—The Velvet Suede binding can only be pro-
duced in limited quantities. Therefore, anyone wishing

the Encyclopedia Britannica in this style of binding
either for himself or as a Christmas gift, should order at

In th ia P T i ivet & . 5

Atliengia top zfl'“l;ﬁltgv%';ntg!g{;gﬁ;‘;%‘:f Eab once. Delivery can take place at any time, but orders
utilized to the utmost. should be placed at the earliest possible moment.

S

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS—Continued from page 1

are the common property of the whole of mankind. Being a festival observed in all Christian
countries ; it typifies the truth that the most vital of human interests disregard the barriers 0
nationality, and being established in commemoration of events which occurred ages ago it expresses
the debt of the present to the past.

The Encyclopaedia Britannica is the only work in any language in which an attempt has been made to
epitomize and elucidate in an adequate manner the thought, achievements and life of our common
humanity. 1t has been built upon a structure so broad in its foundations and so inclusive in its scope

as to ignore no sphere of human activity, and no fact of useful purport in the evolution of the race.
Drawing its contributors from every civilized country, the 11th edition is based on the essentially cosmo-
politan character and origin of the main factors which make for human progress, and in freely applying

the historical method in very department of knowledge, there has been constant endeavour to expres$

the present in ter ms of the past in which that present
finds its root. f

THE ENCYCLOPZEDIA
BRITANNICA IN THE HOME :

THE Encyclopeedia Britannica is so obviously a gift ¢
the usefulness of which will be shared by its pos- '

THE ENGLISH EDITION
FOR CANADA

Canadian subscribers are supplied with the

English edition of the new Britannica, and sessor with others, young and old, that it is impossiblé
not with that which, to secure copyright in to think of it in the light f a Christmas present without
the United States, had to be printed in that a thought of its general utility in the household. The
country. Since it takes time to secure fresh amount of service which it can render under such cif-
stock from home, those who intend pur- cumstances is clearly only limited by the extent of the
chasing the work for delivery before Christ- desire of the members of the family for information- Bl
mas are urged to make application without Its 40,000 articles not only complete the whole circle
delay. A remittance of 35 is all that need of human knowledge, but the arrangement of the
accompany the order. (Continued on oppcsite page)

%




A REMARKABLE PHOTOGRAPH OF THE NEW
ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA(,

AN ENORMOUS WORK REDUCED, BY THE USE OF INDIA PAPER, TO
VOLUMES ONE INCH THICK

In one case the volumes are 3 inches
thiek, in the other 1 inch. Both are
printed from the same platesand con-
tain the same contents,

Photograph of the new Encyclo-
Pxdia  Britannica, printed” on
ordinary paperand on India paper

text, and its analysis in an index (volume 29, containing 500,000 references), have been so carried out
that from the 28,150 pages of the work the enquirer can at once select the one which deals with the
subject which interests him. ;

Whether his need of the moment relates to the rules of a game, the repair of a house, the
laying out of a garden, the breeding of a dog, the treatment of a cold, the latest theory
of radio-activity, or the influence of Wagner, the answer to the reader’s question comes as directly
and as quickly as though the specialist who wrote the article was at hand to furnish in person the
Practical guidance demanded. :

FOR THE MERE PLEASURE OF READING

UT perhaps the chief merit of the book as a household treasure is that its possessor from merely re-

ferring toit, is lead to readits articles for the pleasurethey afford. He soonsfinds that the vast fund of
knowledge accumulated in this book by the leading authorities in every branch of human achievement
has all the interest of a real contribution to literature.
S0 universal is its appeal that anyone who has the
slightest interest in the facts or the romance of nature
or of life is bound eventually to became engrossed in
1ts contents. These light and incredibly thin volumes
Picked up out of idle curiosity are laid aside with
reluctance, and the casual enquirer is unconsciously
transformed into the systematic student.

AN IDEAI, CHRISTMAS
PRESENT FOR W THE YOUNG

THE supreme quality, however, of the Encyclopzdia

Britannica as a gift, is that it gives to its readers
as complete a statement as possible of the present
condition of knowledge. Therecipient feels, especially
If he is in the period of his mental growth, that the
gift of a work of such learning and authority is
Stimulating to his intelligence and that, in accepting
It, he incurs an obligation to use it for the purposes
or which it has been given.

The number of directions in which the systematic
Use of the Encyclopzedia Britannica may influence
.or good a developing mind is legion, It is not
Intended for idle and listless reading, but supplies an
accurate scrutiny of the foundations of conclusions,
Obinions and beliefs. By its insistence on what is
SSsential in every question, and by its elimination of
all that is irrelevant, it promotes habits of concen-
tration and analysis. and instils a sense of intellectual
Values, In its thousands of biograplies of the men
and women who have figured prominently in the
.iman story, it opens new horizons and sets up new
i €als. To some readers, it may even indicate, for
he firgt time, their real vocation, for it is a fact, in
Dearly every efficient, useful life, there is traceable,

'{]ilii pho;ogmphfillustrn)tles another advantage of
_ s 2 € new format, for by the use of India paper the
at some parting of the ways, the determining influence whole sets weighs less than 80 Ibs., And can b

of g book carried from place to place without difficulty.

\ (3ee next page over)
- 19
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COMPLETE PUBLICATION OF THE NEW (11te) EDITION

OF THE ENCYCLOPZAEDIA BRITANNICA
29 VOLUMES—40,000 ARTICLES—44,000,000 WORDS

$5.00 FIRST PAYMENT—THE ENTIRE
SET OF 29 VOLUMES WILIL BE DIS-
PATCHED PROMPTLY ON RECEIPT

The 11th edition of the Encyclopaedia Brit-
annica offersa complete exposition of know-
ledge, a fresh survey of what is known, a
full and accurate inventory of essential
things—of everything that can reasonably
be expected to interest a member of a
civilized community.

It contains 40,000 articles (by 1,500 contri-
butors), 28,150 pages, 44,000,000 words, and
the value of the text is increased by 7,000
line drawingsand 450 full page plates as well
as 169 plate mapsand 400 text maps specially
prepared from the most modern sources to
accompany the articles which they illustrate,
Its contents, besides being arranged alpha-
betically, are indexed in a separate volume
(the 29th) containing 500,000 references.

The 11th edition is unprecedented in

1. Its simultaneous production as a
whole at a greatly increased outlay (of
$1,500,000) instead of volume by volume over
a period of years as heretofore, all 28 volumes
of text being thus of practically even date.

2. Its wholly novel format—India paper,
flexibly bound—whereby a reduction in
weight of 8 pounds to 3 pounds and in
thickness of 23/ inchesto 1 inch was effected
without sacrifice of legibility or strength.

3. Its endorsement by the University of
Cambridge, by whom the copyright of the
Encyclopzdia Britannica, after passing from
one publisher to another during 140 years,
is now controlled, and the imprimatur of
whose press the work now bears,

4. The price at which it may be acquired
($4.50 a volume, 1000 pages, in the cheapest
form) is $3.00 a volume less than the corresponding
price ($7.50 a volume) at which the 9th edition was
sold in this country and in England. To the latter
figure, however, of $7.50 (which may be regarded
as the normal, the standard, charge) the price of
the new edition will eventually be raised.

Among other notable features of its scope and
plan may be mentioned (1) the exhaustive biblio-
graphies appended to all the important articles; (2)
the inclusion of the biographies of living celebrities
of every nation ; (3) the numerous short *‘ Diction-
ary’’ articles which give to the work the double
characteristics of an encyclopzedia and a dictionary.

The new Encyclopsdia Britannica in the special Bookcase to hold the

volumes in the Full Limp Velvet Suede Binding

FIRST PAYMENT. $5.00,

The present low price may the more easily be
afforded owing to the institution of serial payments.
$5.00 is all the immediate outlay that is required,
and after the 29 volumes have been received, pur-
chase may be completed in monthly payments of
the same amount. The work is, therefore, placed
within the reach of all. Should the subscriber,
however, find that it better suits his convenience to
complete purchase in a shorter time, he may do so
by making 4, 8 or 12 monthly payments, at
practically the cash price.

APPLICATION FOR THE NEW

INDIA: PAPER PROSPECTUS,

164

PAGE3—POST-FREE UPON REQUEST

Full particulars of prices, deferred payments, bookcases,
bindings, together with the prospectus described opposite,
will be sent iree, on application to

CAMBRIDGE UNIVERSITY PRESS
(Encyclopaedia Britannica Department)

0105 ROYAL BANK BLDG., TORONTO, ONT.

The reduction in weight and bulk effected by the use of India
paper has been exemplified by the publishers of the new
Encyclopaedia Britannics. in the preparation of a new
prospectus in which the book is described with a fidelity and
at a length attainable within a reasonable compass in no
other way. In format this prospectusisa replica of the India
paper impression, and it has been possible not only to
reproduce a large number of extracts from typical articles
exactly as they appear in the original work, but to demon-
strate in the prospectus itself, which consists of 164 pages of
printed matter, together with numerous selected plates,
maps, cuts, etc.,, the convenience and compactness of the
India paper Format,
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2 XMAS PRESENTS =

Mary Midthorne, $1.25
By Geo. Barr McCutcheon.
A story in Mr. McCut-

cheon’s best vein, a story of
adventure and love-making.
The Fourth Watch, $1.25
By H. A. Cody.
Author “The Frontiersman.”

Mother Carey’s Chickens,
$1.25
Author ‘‘Rebecca of Sunny-

brook Farm.”?

This is one of the three
biggest sellers for 1911.

The Town of Morality, $1.25

This book is very similar
to ‘“Pilgrim’s Progress.” It
18 a literary phenomenon.

The Conflict, $1.25
By David Graham Phillips.
Initials Only, $1.25
By Anna Katharine Green.
Author “House of the Whis-
pering Pines.”
A Maid of Old New York,
$1.25
By Amelia E. Barr.
Songs of the Prairie

By Robert J. C. Stead.

Similar in binding to ‘‘Songs
of a Sourdough.” Lamb-
skin, $1.00; Velvet Calf,
$1.25,

(Miniature form only.)
The Cirl of the Colden West,
$1.25
By David Belasco.

Novelized from the most
Popular play of a decade.

The Tenderfoot, $1.25
By Anna C. Ruddy.

A Scout book of interest to
all Boy Scouts.

The Country Lawyer, $1.25
By Judge Shute.
Author “The Real Diary of a
Real Boy.”

The Missing Finger, $1.25
By Albert Boissiere.

A story of mystery, can be
Ccompared with ‘‘Arsene
Lupin,” ‘“The Phantom of the
Opera.”’

Wally, $1.25
By Guy Steely.

A story so full of air, sun,
and breeziness of the far
West one would think he was
In the West while reading it.

——

The Life Everlasting, $1.25
A Reality of Romance.
By Marie Corelli.

A Woman Alone, $1.25

Probably the most talked
about serial that has appear-
ed in the Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal in years.

Down Our Way, $1.25
By Lilla H. Smith.

A very sweet story of love
long delayed, but at last
triumphant.

Baby Mine, $1.00
By Margaret Mayo.
Author “‘Polly of the Circus.”
The Evolution of the Prairie
Provinces 75¢
By W. S. Herrington.
Author ‘‘Heroines of Cana-
dian History.”

Their Heart’s Desire, $1.00
By Frances F. Perry.
Illustrated by Harrison Fisher

As sweet and tender a lit-
tle love story as this is rare-
ly written.

A Weaver of Dreams, $1.50
Net
By Mpyrtle Reed.
Author ‘“Lavendar and Old
Lace.”

Master Christopher, $1.25
By Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.
Author “Lonely Lady of

Grosvenor Square.”’

On Western Trails In the
Early Seventies, $1.25
By John McDougall.

The Broad Highway, $1.50
By Jeffery Farnol.

The Claw, $1.25
By Cynthia Stockley.
Author ‘“Poppy.”’

The Long Roll, $1.50
By Mary Johnston.

Author ‘“To Have and to
Hold.”

A Wreath of Canadian Song,
$1.25

By C. M. Whyte Edgar.
The Bluebird, $4.50 net
Ilustrated.
American Belles, $3.50 net
Ilustrated by Harrison Fisher
This is the leading gift book

for 1911.

Honeymooning in
$2.00 net
48 illustrations.
By Ruth K. Wood.
The Fair Dominion, $2.00 net
By R. E. Vernede.
A splendid gift book of our
own country.
The Following of The Star,
$1.50 net
By Florence Barclay.
Author “The Rosary.”’
Nowadays Fairy Book, $2.00
net
Illustrated in color.

By Jessie Willcox Smith.
The Moneymoon, $3.75 net
By Jeffery Farnol.
Beautifully illustrated by A.
I. Keller.

No better gift than this

most popular book.

Life of Father Lacombe, $2.50

net
By Katherine Hughes.
Trails of the Pathfiders, $1.50
net
By G. B. Grinnell.

Old Indian Trails of the Can-
adian Rockies, $2.25 net
By Mrs. Chas. Schaffer.
The Year Book, $1.50

By Myrtle Reed.
Truth, 500
By E. B. Lowry, M.D.
Talks with a boy concern-
ing himself.
The book of the year
My Life, $8.50 net
Two large volumes.
The Autobiography of Rich-
ard Wagner.
Probably the most impart-
ant work since Morley’s
“Life of Gladstone.”
Confidences, 50¢
By E. B. Lowry, M.D.
Talks with a young girl con-
cerning herself.
Buttered Toasts, 50¢
By F. E. Brooks.
Send for

Our Catalogue

Russia,

of
Xmas BooKs,
Cards, :
Calenders
etc.

WM. BRIGGS <2 PUBLISHER & TORONTO
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Oxford University Press
Announcements of Educational Books

A History of England

Written for Boys and Girls.
By C.R. L. Fletcher and Rudyard Kipling

English History should be an inheritance of childhood; its legends and its
romance should grow into our thoughts from early years and should expand
themselves with the expansion of our minds ; we should feel history and dream
it rather than learn it as a lesson.

To meet the need, this book was written. Interesting to all interested in
the Empire. Beautifully illustrated. Crown 8vo, 50c. Edition De Luxe $2:50.

The Best Handy Dictionary
The Concise Oxford Dictionary

of Current English
A Dictionary in which essentials are emphasized and non-essentials are made
more concise, Crown 8vo. Cloth $1.00, pigskin, thin paper $2.00.

Medieval Europe The Rennaisance and the

KENNETH BELL Reformation.

E. M. TANNER
The text book of the Reformation in
England. $r1.10.

A history of Kurope during the

middle ages. Valuable as a wotk of

reference and a college text. $r1.10

A Dickens Reader The Oxford Story Readers

. : 3 The best of a series of good
Selections from nine novels of Dickens, readers for all grades of private
Abridged for schools. 4oc. schools, from 2oc.

Lyra Historica Shakespeare

To teach history by the poetry of A plain text of Shakespeare’s plays,

the periods 61 A.D.—1910—in three cloth binding, clear type at 15c. each.
parts. 2oc. each.

Oxford University Press

EDUCATIONAL DEPARTMENT
25-27 W. Richmond St. TORONTO
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Upper Canada Tract Society

A New Novel by the Author
of “The Rosary,”’

The Following of the Star
By Florence L. Barclay.
$1.10, p 10c.

A love story, which turns
upon a Christmas sermon.
The story is told with a wealth
of true sentiment and romance
until the climax is reached,
and the reader turns back to
dwell once again in the won-
derful realm which the tal-
ented author has. created.

Mother Carey’s Chickens.
By Kate Douglas Wiggin.
$1.10, p. 10c.

“Doubtless the most charm-
ing novel of the year. It is
a book to brighten and
sweeten every home into
which it enters, a radiant
book, glowing, warm, genial,
and, above all, humorous.”

Anne of Creen Gables
By L. M. Montgomery.

$1.20, p. 10c.

““Anne of Green Gables” is
beyond question the most
popular girl heroine in re-
cent years. Poets, statesmen,

umorists, critics, and the
great public have lost their
hearts to the charming
Anne.

The Jesuit
By Joseph Hocking
$1.10, p. 10c.

From Tenderfoot to Scout
By Anna C. Ruddy

$1.10, p. 10c.

This book has the very un-
usual feature of combining a
story a boy will read with a
great deal of wholesome in-
struction, which he will not
resent. The strain of serious-
ness and moral earnestness
underlying the Scout move-
ment has been splendidly
caught and reflected in this

. book.

[ —

The Measure of a Man
A Tale of the Big Woods, by
Norman Duncan.

$1.10, p. 10c.

This latest work by Mr.
Duncan is in that same in-
imitable style that has given
Mr. Duncan’s writings such
high rank in literature as to
compare his works with the
classics of Dickens and Stev-
enson.

Kennedy Square.
By F. Hopkinson Smith.
$1.10, p. 10c.

The Singer of the Kootenay
By Robert E. Knowles

$1.10, postage 10c.

Mr. Knowles has been apt-
ly called ‘“The Ian Maclaren
of Canada.”” The scene of ac-
tion for his latest novel is in
the Crow’s Nest Pass of the
Kootenay Mountains of Brit-
ish Columbia.

Heather and Peat
By A. D. Stewart.

$1.10 net, post. 10c.

‘“A story of Scottish peas-
ant life that for sweetness
and pure pathos rivals ‘““The
Bonnie Brier Bush.” It is
a book to own, not merely to
read and forget.”

The Broken Wall
Stories of the Mingling Folk,
By Edward A. Steiner.
$1.00 net, post paid.

Professor Steiner has the
story-teller’s knack and uses
his art with consummate skill
in this collection, where will
be found dramatic tragedy
and profound pathos in strong
contrast with keen humour
and brilliant wit, all per-
meated by an uncompromis-
ing optimism.

A School History of England
By C. R. L. Fletcher and
Rudyard Kipling.

50 cents, post paid.

Beautiful Books

All with full-page illustra-
tions in colour. Size 9 x 6%
ins. Published at $6.00, for
$2.50 each. Postage 25¢.
CGREECE—Painted by John

Fulleylove, R. I. Described

by Rev. J. A. McClymont,

M.A., D.D. 75 full-page il-

lustrations in colour.
HUNGARY—Painted by Mr.

and Mrs. Adrian Stokes.

Described by Adrian Stokes,

AR.A. 75 full-page illus-

trations in colour.
MOROCCO—Painted by A. S.

Forrest. Described by S.

L. Bensusan. 74 full-page

illustrations in colour.
NAPLES—Painted by Augus-

tine Fitzgerald. Described

by Sybil Fitzgerald. 80

full-page illustrations in
colour.
THE ENGCLISH LAKES—

Painted by A. Heaton
Cooper. Described by Wil-
liam T. Palmer. 75 full-
page illustrations in colour.

ROME—Painted by Alberto
Pisa. Text by M. A. R.
Tuker and Hope Malleson.
70 full-page illustrations in
colour.

THE SCENERY OF LONDON
—Painted by Herbert M.
Marshall, R. W. 8. De-
seribed by G. E. Mitton.
75 full-page illustrations in
colour. «

CONSTANTINOPLE—Painted
by Warwick Goble. De.
seribed by Prof. Alexander
van Millingen, D.D. 63

full-page illustrations in
colour.
FLORENCE AND SOME

TUSCAN CITIES—Painted
by Colonel R. C. Goff. De-
scribed by Mrs. Goff. 75
full-page illustrations in
colour.

2 Richmond Street East,
TORONTO;, ONT.

- Upper Canada Tract Society,
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Among New Macmillan Boo

K

NEW ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.

Panama

By ALBERT EDWARDS
Fully illustrated, entertainingly written, a book
any one will enjoy. Cloth, $2.50 net: by mail $2.64

From Constantinople to the

Home of Omar Khayyam

By A. V. WILLIAMS JACKSON
A beautifully illustrated account of a journey in
little known countries by a tiaveller especially
able to appreciate their characteristie points of
interest. Cloth, decorated, $3.50 net: by mail $3.70

Universities of the World

By CHARLES F. THWING
Exceedingly interesting in its bearing on the
educational forces governing the world to-day.
Cloth, decorated, $2.25 net: by mail $2.43

Highways and Byways
of the Great Lakes

By CLIFTON JOHNSTON
Informal, delightfully narrated travels, illust-
rated from original photographs.
. Cloth, decorated, $2.00 net: by mail, $2 17

Two Years Before the Mast

By RICHARD HENRY DANA, Jr.
The first adequateiy illustrated edition of the
most facinating seastory ever written. Illustrated
in colors by the marine artist Charles Pears.
Cloth, decoraled, $2.00 net: by mail $2.1/

The Soul of the Far East

By PERCIVAL LOWELL
The most illuminating of many books on old
Japan, in an entirely mew edition, iliustrated
from Japanese prints, ete, $1.60 net: by mail $1.73

VARIOUS TIMELY BOOKS

Increasing Human Efficiency

in Business

By WALTER DILL SCOTT
A very suggestive treatment of a question much

in the air. $1.25 net: by mail $1.35

Everyman’s Religion

By GEORGE HODGES
Dean of the Episcopal Theological S8eminary,
Cambridge. Cloth, $1.50 net: by mail, $1.60

The Conquest of Nerves

By DR. J. W. COURTNEY
An eminently stimulating book showing that
good health is mainly a matter of one’s own in-
telligently exerted efforts—self-discipline in short.
Cloth, $1.25 net: by mail, $1.35

THE NEW FICTION.
The Healer

By ROBERT HERRICK
Author of ‘“The Common Lot,”’ etc., the most
trenchant, ablest man now writing on American
social topics. Cloth, $1.25: by mail, $1 37

The Believing Years

By EDMUND LESTER PEARSCN
A charming book in a genuine boy’s atmosphere
suggestive of some of Mark Twain’s best stories.
Cloth, $1.256 net: by mail, $1.34
Mother

By KATHLEEN NORRIS
An unforgetable little masterpiece, & bit of real
life, Cloth, $1.00 net: by mail, $1,10

The Love that Lives

By MABLE OSCOOD WRIGHT
Author of “ Poppea of fhe Post Office.” ¢ People
of the Whirlpool,” ete. First edition exhausted
on the day of issue. Cloth, $1.25, by mail, $1.87

Mothers to Men

By ZONA GALE
Another witty, captivating, lovable story of the
life of Friendship Village.
Cloth, $1.50° by mail, $1.62

John Temple
By RALPH DURAND

The true tale of a merchant adventurer, convict
and conquistador, Cloth, $1.25 net; by mail, $1.85

The Tariff in Our Times

By MISS IDA M. TARBELL
A commpetent, clear, and uncommeonly inter-
esting critical history of tariff legislation.
Cloth, $1.50 net; by mail, $1.62

BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS
WE HAVE so many books of

so many kinds on so many
subjects, at prices from as low as
35¢, that it is impossible to even
hint at them here. A full descrip-
tive catalogue is yours for the
asking.

SEND FOR IT.

AT YOUR BOOKSELLER’S OR THE PUBLISHERS

70 _BOND
STREET

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY Toronto

OF CANADA, LIMITED




L)

‘._—

THE SECRET CARDEN
(By Frances Hodgson Burnett, Author of
“The Shuttle,” ‘Little Lord
Fauntleroy,” etc.)

A beautiful and inspiring story, in
which there is ‘‘magic”’—the magic of
the joy of living. Illustrated in colour.
Cloth, $1.50.

THE FRUITFUL VINE
(By Robt. Hichens, Author of “The Gar-
den of Allah.”’)
By his tremendous dramatic power, Mr.
Hichens fascinates, charms and at times
almost stuns the reader. Cloth, $1.50.

THE SICK-A-BED LADY
(By Eleanor Hallowell Abbott, Author of
“Molly Make-Believe.””)

Stories of whimsical, searching tender-
ness, of quaint delightful phrasing, and
(;f bubbling humour. Cloth, illustrated,

1.25.

JUST PATTY
(By Jean Webster, Author of ‘“When
Patty Went to College.””)
A delightful story of school life for
girls. Cloth, illustrated, $1.25.

THE ONE WAY TRAIL
(By Ridgwell Cullum, Author of ‘‘The
Trail of the Axe.”’)
__A breezy story of Western life. Cloth,
illustrated, $1.25.

PETER AND JANE

(By 8. Macnaughton, Author of ‘‘The
Andersons,” ete.)

One of the most refreshing novels of

the year. The characters are delightful

and the whole story rich in humour.
Cloth, $1.25.

FAIR AMERICANS

(By Harrison Fisher.)

A book of 67 full.page pictures of
American girlhood, 24 in full-colour and
43 in black and white. Handsomely
boxed, $3.00.

A CALLERY OF CIRLS
(By Coles Phillips.)
A book of 40 exquisite studies, in full-
colour, of the new American girl. Hand-
somely boxed, $3.00.

THE WILDERNESS OF THE UPPER
YUKON
(By Chas. Sheldon.)

With 4 illustrations in colour and 70
from photographs. A hunter’s explora-
tions for Wild Sheep in Sub-Arctic
Mountain. Cloth, $3.00.

FORTY YEARS OF SONC
(An Autobiography by Madame Albani.)

With many illustrations. Full of in-
teresting detail, not only of her own life,
but of the lives of the many interesting
people with whom she came in contact.

PIONEERS IN CANADA
(By Sir Harry Johnston.)

With 8 coloured illustrations. ‘‘Real
adventures” of those pioneers who have
helped to lay the foundations of the
Dominion. Cloth, extra, $1.50.

TREASURE ISLAND

(By R. L. Stevenson.) S
With 16 full-page illustrations in
colour by N. C. Wyeth. Large square
4to., $2.50.
COMPLETE POEMS
(By Henry Van Dyke.)

A collected edition of this popular
poet’s verse. Cloth, gilt, $2.00.

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS

The Copp, Cla_rk

P LISHERS, - -

Co., Limited

oo ARSI R QN T 000N T
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GIVE YOUR BOY OR GIRL
A BUSINESS TRAINING

in the largest and most successful training school in
Canada—The Central Business College of Toronto.

CONSIDERATIONS.
(I Twenty years under the same management.
(2) Modern equipment for good work. = - :
(3 Experienced teachers who are specialists in their
various lines—26 teachers on the staff.
(4) Over 150 typewriting machines.

(5) A position guaranteed to every graduate or tu-
ition refunded, 2
6) Home study courses by mail

if unable to attend in person.

New
WINTER TERM,]
begins Jan. 2nd

T COLLEGE BUILDING

YONGE 'AND GERRARD STREETS Send for beautiful catalogue ** C*’ to-day.

The Gentral Business College of Toronto
W. H. SHAW, Presiden :
“ The school for thorough training’ W. H. SHAW

Four Doors South of Bloor.

iA Residential and Day! School for Girls

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

Branksome Fyall =

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly
efficient staff. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthy locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
For Prospectus apply to THE SECRETARY

St. Jerome’s College

BERLIN, ONT.

Founded 1864 Incorporated by Act of Parliament, 1866
Residential School for Boys and Young Me
Courses;

Business, High School, Science, Arts

New Buildings equipped with latest hygienic requirements—Private Rooms, Fine
New Gymnasinm. Shower Baths, Swimming Pool, Running Track, Auditorium,
Professors made post-graduate courses in Europe,

Rev, A. L.ZINGER, C.R., Ph.D., President RATES VERY MODERATE
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Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

¥
4,

Ly

Large Staff of Highly Qualified and Exper-
ienced Teachers and Professors. Native
French and German Teachers.

Pupils prepared for the Universities and
for Examinations in Music ‘of Toronto
University, the Conservatory of Musie, and
the Toronto College of Musie.

Modern Educational Methods, Refining
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.

Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink.

For Prospectus apply to
MISS VEALS, Principal.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.

In 1909 the School won a University Scholarship in Classics and in 1910 in Classics and
Mathematics. REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A.. D.C.L., Principal

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls _

St. Alban’s Ladies’ €oliege

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

Regular Course of Stud{—That laid down by the De})art‘
ment of Education, Pupils prepared for the Universities:
for the Normal School, for the Examination of the Toronto
Conservatory of Music, and for the Royal Drawing
Society. Fully Qualiﬁe‘& Staff. Special attention given
to Langnage and Music. High and healthy situation.
Good grounds and Te nis Court. Steam Heating and
Electric Light. Perfect Sanitary Arrangements.

For Illustrated Booklet (all information) apply to Lady Principal

£ )
TRINITY Residential School
C o L L E G E Healthfyosl;t\E::Z: Fire-
x S C H O o l— prl%(;fte%‘;ﬂ%mgﬁygrounda,

large Gymnasium, Skating
PORT HOPE, ONT, Rigks, "t y

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,
and Business, Special attention given to younger boys.
For calendar and all information, apply to the Head:

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
: 'y =3 J3.%% TIPORT HOPE, ONT,
FNext term begins Thursday, January 11th.

_—
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Winter Term opened
Nov. 10th.

Attendance last
season 1980 students

Students may enter at
any time.

New Piano Syllabus
220 pages, 5th edition.
Now ready.

6&% i P e S i
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Year Book, 170 pages, mailed on application. Special Calendar for Schoolof Expression

AN

& T\\w\\-\

Healthy situation.
Use of Westmount A th-
letic grounds, 2tennis
courts, 2rinks, Gym-
nasium. Sloyd (manual‘
training), room. :

Excellent system of
heating, ventilating
and humidifying class
rooms and dormitories,

Head Master:

Preparatory Junior and C.S. Fosbery,M.A.
For 3::"]’;" an Senior Departments L..e‘::e.:g.’m.
oys

MONTREAL  ST. JOHN'S SCHOOL

Notre Dame de Grace,

- Queen’s {niversity and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Sc., and Ph.D, 1

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Eduecation Llﬁmnment, are aceepted a |
the professional courses for (&Flm Class Public School Certificate ; ( bl)l High School stant’s Interim Certificate i
(¢) Specialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Pwed., D.Paed

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

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

THE S8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Se., D.Se.

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

SUMMER SESSION. From July 1st to August 13th, Courses in Latin, French, German, English, Mathe-
maties, Physics, Chemistry, Botany, Animal Biology. Reading and Pubilc Speaking, Send for circular,

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

SCHOOL OF MINING ASOLLEsE oF

Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE‘OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

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

i. Power Development
For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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| Bishop Strachan School

Forty-fifth Year

A Church Residential and Day School for Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary work,
Domestic Arts, Music and Painting.

Principal Vice-Principal
MISS WALSH MISS NATION
Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

Also 221 LONSDALE AVENUE

A Branch Junior Day School—Kindergarten, Pre-
paratory and Lower Sehool Classes, under well-
qualified mistresses.

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls
340 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

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

MISS M, CURLETTE, B.A.

The Royal Military College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canada
Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it isaccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction in all branches’of
military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

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

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

dT]éx: ﬁgl\llrae includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
an glish,

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

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are offered annually.

The diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Dominion Land Burveyor to
be exgxixalgnt to & university degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same examptions
asa B.A. degree.

Thelength of the course is three years, in three terms of 974 months’ each,
The total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is about $300.

The annual competiitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year at the headquarters
of the several military districts,

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, a plication should be made to the
Sacretary of the Militia Council Ottawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant. Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.



30 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HAVERGAL LADIES® COLLEGE

JARVIS STREET TORONTO
Principal - - - “ : s MISS KNOX

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

HAVERGAL-ON-THE- HILL, College Heights, Toronto
A Second Junior School has been opened at No. 51 St. Clair Avenue under the direct supervision of Miss
Knox, assisted by speecialists in Junior School Teaching and in Languages, for the convenience of pupils
residing north of Bloor Street. :

Large Playing Grounds of three and one-half acres—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey and skating.

For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.
R. MILLICHAMP Hon. Sec.-Treas.,

LOOK AHEAD

Fit yourself for the next chance. Study at home.  We
teach you: Beginner's Course, Commericiai, Matricula.
tion, Engineering, Agriculture, Civil 8ervice, Mechan-
ical Drawing, Journalism, Special English, etc. Write

CANADIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, LIMITED
Dept.C. M Toronto, Can.

ASHBURY COLLEGE
ROCKCLIFFE PARK, OTTAIWNA
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
Modern fireproof buildings. Excellent Sanitation. Ten acres of playing fields.

Many recent successes at R. M. C. and Universities.
Junior Department for small boys.
For Calendar apply,

REV.GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon] Headmaster

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received,
Fine location, Outdoor games and hysical training,
The Musical Department (Piano, ’I‘%eor and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,
who for twelve years taught in the School wfth marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

This college is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient -
staff. Is ideally situated. Gives ample accommodation.
Write for calendar and particulars
The Rev. W. D, Armstrong, M.A.. Ph.D., D.D., President,

BRITISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COLLEGE ,,yrep.

Y. M. C. A. BUILDING YONGE AND McGILL STS. TORONTO.
FIFTY-FIRST YEAR
An up-to-date, well equipped and thoroughly reliable School. Open all year.
Students assisted to positions. Write for copy of new prospectus.

The ﬂl)atgaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression
North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

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

- - Send for Calendar
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. =~ UPPER and
T.OWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on applicatlon. School Re-Opens after Christmas

lon, :
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., I.LL.D., HEADMASTER Vacation on Jan. 10, 1912

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

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. Dickson.
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
usic, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS. GRORGE DICKSON s MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

Toronto College of Music

LIMITED
In affiliation with the University of Toronto

F. H. TORRINGTON, MUS. Doc. ( Tor. ) Musical Director
THOROUGH MUSICAL EDUCATION

Organ, Piano, Vocal, Violin, Theory

Teachers’ Kindergarten Course
Examinations at Local Centres

SEND FOR CALENDAR AND SYLLABUS

PICKERING
COLLEGE

NEWMARKET

A Residential School for Boys and
Gitls, with Preparatory, Commercial,

and Collegiate Courses, Music and
Att.

L:ARGE GRrOUNDS, new buildings, beautifully situated,
with perfect sanitary equipment, electric light, steam
heating, roomy, well-ventilated.

CoMPETENT instruction, firm discipline, and home-
like, Christian influences unite with these material
advantages to make Pickering College worthy of
your confidence. For Announcement write

W. P. FIRTH, M.A,, D.Sc., Principal.
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contineni.

consult the ARNO’IT INS'

RNOTT INSTITUTE

The work of the ARNOTT INSTITUTE in treating Stammerers and Stutterers
is becoming more and more widely recognized as perhaps the most successful on this

Following our own scientific methods, the Institute treats the CAUSE of stammering
—not the habit itself. It tcaches the patient why he stammered, and once he understands
that, it s comparatively easy for him to learn, in from five to eight weeks, how to speak
ﬂuently and naturally, without any of the oH-ctkma mannerisms cormnonly taught.
As he knows wlry he is speaking correctly, the cure is permanent.

I myona who stammers or stutters, in kindness to them advise them to

BERLIN. ONTARIO. CAN. 7

BOBCAYGEON, ONT.

A Residential School in ;lle Ceountry for Young
New Buildings. Large (:r)(,)undv Graduate Masters.
Small Classes.

Head Master, W. T. Comber, B.A. (Oxford).
APPLY FOR PROSPECTUS

FRE E TO STAMP COLLECTORS
100 different FOREIGN STAMPS

Send 4c for postage. Mention Grift No. B218; onl

applicant.  “‘A.B.C.” priced catalogue of all sca’xxfé:;ys‘iﬂefé?nﬁf&zﬁ%

pages, 70¢ post free.

Collections made up from $56 to $25 000, Seloctionl of any

500 AL aifieront, S13. 1,000, §3.95 all 500, ST 505 2e000,

$12.75. Grand value. l"osmge o 4815 50; 200%

BRIGHT & SON 164 STRAND, LO!'DON, W.C. ENC

The
Concluding
Months

of 1911 end as the commencing
months began in the record of The
Great-West Life—active to a degree.

The year will show the greatest
business yet written by the Com-
pany. Over $65,000,000 is now
held in force.

This is an appropriate time to think
of additional Life Insurance, and,
in doing so, it will be well to exam-
ine the Polices shown by the clear
proof of RESULTS to be the best—
those of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - Winnipeg.

Rates and sample Policies on request.

Will save you 33%Y% to 60% on Oil
olors, and will give you best
prices on all Artists’ materials
my Write for Catalogue and par-

77 York Street, Toronto

ARTISTS SUPPLY CO. )

ticulars. The trade sollclted)

We have in stock the finest assortment of

LADIES’ BAGS

New Designs — New Leathers — True Value

BROWN BROS., ...

Manufacturers of Leather Goods Stationery, etc.

51-53 Wellington St. W., Toronto

S
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE
HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

PAID UP CAPITAL $10,000,000 REST $8,000,000

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

244 Branches in Canada, United States,
England and Mexico.

Drafts on Foreign Countries

This Bank issues Drafts on the principal cities in foreign countries drawn in the
currency of the country in which the drafts are payable. These arrangements
cover over 500 of the principal cities and towns throughout the world.

Foreign Money Orders

These money orders are a safe and convenient method of remitting small
sums of money to foreign countries and can be obtained at any branch of the bank.

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP .... $2,750,000

RESERVE AND TUN.
DIVIDED PROFITS .. $8,250 000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $40,000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL;
BRANCHES
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THE FOUNDATION
OF SUCCESS

“The difference betWeen the clerk
aho spends all of his salary and the
clerk who saves part of it is the dif-
ference—in ten years—betWeen the
owner of a business and the man
out of a job.’

—JoaN WANAMAKER.

Most of the fortunes have been ac-
cumulated by men who began life
without capital. Anyone who is will-
ing to practice a little self-denial for
a few years in order to save can
eventually have a fund sufficient to
invest in a business which will pro-
duce a largely increased income.

No enterprise can be started with-
out money, and the longer the day
of saving is postponed, the longer it
will be before the greater prosperity
be realized.

Begin to-day. One dollar will open

an account with this old-established
institution. We have many small de-
positors, and many who began in a
small way and now have large bal-
ances at their credit. Every dollar
deposited bears compound interest at
three and one-half per cent.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto
ESTABLISHED 1865.

NORTH
AMERIGAN
LIFE
ASSURANGE

COMPANY

hscaatiie)
American f/.

A dl" \-!

A Policy on your Life
would make
a
very appropriate
Christmas Present
for your loved
ones.

Consult one of our representatives about it
or write at once to the

Home Office, * Toronto
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IN these good times all
good workers are earn-
Money Ing more money than
ever before, and all
thoughtful people will
atters desire to save a part of
their earnings for future
use.

The Bank of Toronto through their Savings
Department, can help you to save money,
because

Money deposited in their Savings Department
is safe from thieves, from fire and from risk of
loss.

Is not liable to be spent needlessly

Will earn more money for you in interest added
~ to balances.

A Small Sum to deposit will secure you an
Interest - bearing Savings Account to which
your additional savings can be added at any
time |
BANK OF TORONTO
Head Office; Toronto, Canada

Capital - - - $4,500,000
Reserved Funds - - 5.444,000

 INCORPORATED - - 1855
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Just a Word Please

In your search for a

Suitable Christmas Gift

for your family, do not overlook

a policy in

Mutual Life of Canada

made payable to your wife or wife and children. A
policy so written cannot be reached by creditors—it 1s a
trust, created by law for the

Sole Protection of the Beneficiaries Named Therein

€ We issue all desirable styles of policies and among
them our Continuous Instalment Endowment
Policy is very popular. Under it the assured may
secure for himself a Guaranteed Income as long as he
lives and, upon his death, an Income for Life for his
wife, if she survives him.

q Very few gifts can be more acceptable to your family,
at this season of the year, than such a policy in this
Company. It will stand as an Evidence of your Love
and Foresight for those dear to you when other
transient gifts shall have been forgotten !

Head Office @ -  WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C,, Pres’t. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director

W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager CHAS. RUBY, Secretary
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A

INVESTMENT

AND SHARE IN PROFITS

.
/o

SPECIAL FEATURES

Safety, large earning capacity, long established trade connection, privi-
lege to withdraw investment at end of one year, with not less than 7 per

cent., on 60 days’ notice.

This security is backed up by a long established and substantial
manufacturing business that has always paid dividends, and the investor
shares in all the profits, and dividends are paid twice a year, on 1st June

and December.

At the end of one year, or at the end of any subsequent year we
agree to resell or repurchase these securities on 60 days’ notice in writing.

Send at once for full particulars.

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING,

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited

TORONTO, ONT.

WESTERN

Incorporated In 1851

$3,213,438.28
469,254.36

ASSETS,
LIABILITIES,

SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,744,183.92

LOSSES paid since organization of C v
$54,069,727.16

P

DIRECTORS:

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

Head Office: - Toronto

| . N
[ g
s

& lq ﬂ
ke fv'&;‘;.|'zu11|l))
'n {Ii, 1

~ < T

Paid-up Capital - -
Reserve Funds - -
161 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
estallowed at best current rates

General Banking Business.

$6,000,000
4,999,298
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital iPaid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = 1,250,000.00
Undivided: Profits = - 104,696.38

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

ABSOLUTELY SAFE

AND MOST
THE CONVENIENT
Proper Way
g §
T

Remit Money

to any part of the world is by the

MONEY ORDERS AND
FOREIGN DRAFTS
of the

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY [}

They are issued in th- currency of the country on which drawn, and are
payable in all parts of the world. If lost or delayed in the mails, a prompt
refund is arranged or a new order issued without further charge.

WHEN TRAVELLING carry your funds in
TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

These cheques are i dind inations of $10, $20, $50, $100, $200, and are con-
ceded by all who have ever used them to be superior in every way to Letters of Credit.

Money transferred by Telegraph andCable Agencies throughout Canada
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-

Personal
Depreciation

Every manafacturer sets aside a certain
sum each year for wear and tear on his
plant.

Apply the same pr nciple to the life of
your earning capacity by depositing a suf-
ficient sum in a savings account in this

HEAD OFFICE
TORONTO, CANADA

Bank to assure you of comfort in future
years.

Capital and Surplus
$6,650,000

Total Assets
$52,000,000

THE

- I'raders Bank

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1885

113 Branches throughout Canada.

= : |
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THE ROYAL BANK OF CAN

Incorporated 1869

Capital Paid Up - $ 6,200,000
Reserve Funds - - 1,200,000
Total Assets over - 105,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL
DIRECTORS:
H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen @G. R. Crowe James Redmond F. W. Thompson
D. K. Elliott = W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton  T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

175—-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—I75

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, ?argados, Jamaica, Trinidad and Bahama
Islands,

LONDON, ENG., 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C. NEW YORK, 68 William St.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT &&iviHes

Accounts opened with Deposit of One Dollar,
EVERY KIND OF BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED.

Company’s Investments

consist of
1st Mortgages
Stocks and Debentures ...
Loans on Policies .

An excellent record of safe and profitable
investment of funds.
Splendid rate of interest steadily maintained
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“Fire’s
Out”

HEN comes the matter of

insurance. You get out

your policy and note the
company in ‘which you are
insured. Certain questions
should not arise to worry you
at such a time.

You should not be worried
by the question of whether you
are insured in a company that
dickers and delays over settle-
ment.

You should not be worried
over the question of whether
the company can pay theclaim.

You should not be worried
by the question of whether
you have had enough protec-
tion to cover your loss, ‘

To be insured in The Hart-
ford Fire Insurance Company eliminates
the first two of these worries. By
consultation with a Hartford Agent
before taking out your policy, he
will tell you the proper proportion
of insurance to carry and that elimi-
nates the third.

The evident thing to do before
the fire in order to eliminate worry is to
be insured in the right kind of company.

Insist on the

HARTFORD

Agents Everywhere
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THE FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Head Offie - HAMILTON, CANADA

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

Full information as to plans, rates, etc.,

will be fumished by the Agents of the

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

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6

We shall be pleased to aid you in the
selecton of a desirable invcstment.

Dommion SEcURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG.

Northern Life

Assurance Go.
of Ganada

Honest reliable producers
who wish to grow up with
a young and vigorous Can-
adian Company are request-
ed to correspond with the
Head Office. The oppor-
tune time IS NOW.

W. M. GOVENLOCK, JOHN MILNE,
ecretary. Managing Director.
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“HAVE YOU A LITTLE ‘FAIRY’ IN YOUR H

Fairy Soap is Popular
Because of its Purity

Scores of soap makers have tried and failed to
popularize a white toilet and bath soap. Fairy soap
succeeded for two reasons—its purity and the handy
oval shape of the floating cake. “We put into Fairy soap
none but the choicest soap ingredients. We cannot
& afford to trifle with a success for the sake of a little
added profit. Try a cake of Fairy Soap and '

convince yourself.

= we THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
. MONTREAL
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The Trade Mark which guards the
Fruit from the orchard to your table

Demand pure fruit products— fruit gathered, selected and conveyed to the factory under strict

supervision, where it is then prepared and cooked in absolute cleanliness.

E. D. S. PRESERVES

meet these strongest requirements to the last degree. They are 100 p.c. pure and have the luscious, fresh, ripe fruit
flavor, which is often lost in other brands, not so well cared for and by
the addition of coloring'and harmful preservative preparations. E.D.S.
Brand Preserves. Jams and Jellies do not contain a vestige of any sort
of preservative.

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

uee E, D, Smith * "a " Winona, Ont. E A

SOZODONT

Buy Sozodont NOW and use it night and morning.
Buy it because the tin is convenient and handy.
Buy it because Sozodont has a pleasing flavour.

But, more than all, buy it because it possesses antiseptic
and cleansing properties of inestimable worth.

It frees the mouth from impurities, it prevents decay
and it never contains anything that will damage
the delicate enamel of the teeth.

As good for artificial as for natural teeth.

“ziix LYMANS' I Montreal |




i
e = Ui
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DEAR - OLD PICCALREL S
BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

Tlustrations from drawings and pholographs

ROM the top of an omnibus you
look down for the first time in
your life upon this great whirlpool
of humanity—Piceadilly Circus. You
had often heard of it and had won-
dered. Piccadilly! A name to relish
trippingly on the tongue, to dilly-
dally with, to pronounce and repeat
and intone until it takes its place in
the vocabulary with such expressions
as helter-skelter, willy nilly, hurly-
burly, and topsy-turvy.

Topsy-turvy! That is the very
word for the top of an omnibus as
you swing with the tide down into
this Gargantuan vortex. You have
mounted, we’ll say, somewhere near
Whitehall, have swished past Down-
ing Street, past the Horse Guards,
past the Admiralty, made the curve
of Trafalgar, slipped into Cockspur
Street, and literally slambanged with
all the others, wonderingly, over in-
to Piccadilly.

But you are not in yet. You
thought you were, but you weren’t.
You thought your driver had lost con-
trol of the motor, that all the other
drivers in front and behind and at
the sides had lost control of theirs,
that the taxis buzzing amongst them
were all running away, that proud
equipages of the lofty were in peril
of degradation, that delivery tri-
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cycles were entirely submerged, that
persons afoot were hopelessly en-
tangled ; in short, that the whole con-
gregation was coming together in a
crushing, demoralising mass. Un-
nerving enough it would be with the
inrush from Piceadilly street itself.
but when you see the circus vibrating
with like disgorgings from Shaftes-
bury Avenue and Regent Street and
the Haymarket, involuntarily you
shut your eyes and check your
breath, for you know that the crash
is coming. But, somehow, it does not
come. Somehow or other the catas-
trophe has been averted, and you open
your eyes to behold, almost with g
gasp, the astounding regulation of the
London streets. Your ’bus has stop-
ped, all the other vehicles in your line
of march have stopped, and you see in
front the uplifted hand of authority,
the token of the supreme power of
the Liondon bobbie.

But you are looking through an
astigmatic lens, for the scene is still
all topsy-turvy. But topsy-turvy,
even now, cannot be the word ; for al-
though the scene changes with
kaleidoscopic confusion, there must
be moments when the trained eye can
fix the pieture, like a group of in-
animate puppets on a stage, and see
how one cog fits into another.
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|'v'l'|1'l[)\ it is this sense of turmoil
and confusion that men the
world over sigh deeply and exclaim,
“Dear old Piccadilly!”” But, no; it
must be something else, the something

makes

IMPELLED TO MAKE A CIRCUIT OF THE CIRCUS

that dazzles and ensnares as you step
down from the ’bus and join the com-
mingling throng. You have a feeling
of eentrality. The great movement of
humanity, the incoming and outgoing
of vehicles, the phantasmagoric big-
ness from a human standpoint make
it all seem as if this is the centre of
the universe, as if from or to this
cirele everything human radiates or
converges. The gutter snipe is here,
in all his pristine alertness. You meet
him and pay tribute to him in the
small coin of the realm. You meet
here descendants of the real
son of Nimshi, beings of elastic tem-
perament, and you see them in their
many disguises. Here also you en-
counter the true philosopher of the
public water-trough, but he is asleep,

also
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and you do not disturb him. You are
shoulder to shoulder with a duke, a
baronet or an up-country rustie, for it
is a common walk of mankind. There
are hints of smart life, suggestions of
gay life, whisperings of shady life.
lurkings of slum life, flashings of
sporting life, glimpses of club life
life that sounds the ignominy of the
gutter or proclaims the glory of the
coronet.

But you are not in Piccadilly to
make a sociological study. You are
merely one of the passing throng,
pausing here and rushing there as
the impulse moves or the erowd de-
mands. You have no fixed purpose.
You respond to the jostlings of the
multitude, and find yourself almost
impelled to make a circuit of the eir-
cus. It is not so easy afoot as you
had supposed. But you must keep
on going, because everyone else is go-
ing, except, of the philoso-
phers who do their thinking in unison
with the triekling of the fountain
placed there by some earl—doubtless-
ly the Earl of Shaftesbury. You do
not wait to verify the origin of the
fountain, even if you do accept it as
a rock upon which the vehicles of the
street may split should they venture
to explore more than its coast line.
The fountain stands there like an
island in a sea of humanity; and, in-
deed, it is but one of hundreds of
these ironclad mounds of refuge.

You are fortunate in coming late
at night, for it is not until after
dark that the real character of Picca-
dilly is displayed; at least, its char-
acter at night seems to be such as
would, under sunlight, lose its nuan-
ces of colour and tone. And, any-
way, there are some people who were
never intended for daytime, and,
although you may not be one of them,
yvou are here as a contrast, as an off-
set to the real habitué. And what
would Piccadilly be without its con-
trasts—without its flaunting of
femininity, without the cosmopolitan
hospitality that entertains thousands
just like you?

course,




Drawing by A. Helene Carter

“DEAR OLD PICCADILLY"
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Being near midnight, the erowds
from the theatres are moving in like
herring to the spawning ground.
Rain is coming down softly, and
against it on the pavement satin slip-
pers and silken hose thrill one with a
sense of the contemptuousness of
wealth. What are a few splashes of
mud and a few drops of rain when
the pink on the cheek itself is not so
lasting as the pink of the slipper,
when lights from cafés sparkle
through raindrops and fall soft
on hare shoulders, when the rhythm
of musie and the pulse of drama still
flourish in the blood?

Cozening eyes come and go, swift
and penetrating, with semblance of
gaiety at lip and swagger of bravado
in defiant mien. At the corner you
hear tinkling glasses and see women
within the doorway standing shoulder
to shoulder and goblet to goblet with
men at the public bar. Flower girls
raise nosegays to confront you, and
at every turn mendicants press close
to insinuate their woes. Cabbies
shout, bobbies whistle, and rain
descends; and gallants in  white
fronts and shiny pumps amble along
as if they were in a Grosvenor Place
drawing-room, and the raining and
the shouting and the whistling and
the jostling are as the sweets of life to
them.

Everyone seems to be intent on go-
ing somewhere—everyone except you
yourself, for you are apart from the
throng, and you stand awestruck at
this march past of the legions of
cosmos. Who are they? Where are
they all going to? Everybody.
Everywhere. And, yet, who are you?
Nobody. And where are you going
to? Nowhere.

But you started out to go some-
where. You started out to see Lon-
don. And now you are swirling
about in this engrossing whirlpool,
not caring how you will get out or
when or where. A few hours ago you
had a route fixed in the mind, and
you fancied yourself swaggering
along Shafteshury Avenue, bound for
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High Holborn or Tottenham Court
Road. And now as you ruminate
you are not sure that you did mot
intend to follow Regent Street to-
wards the Strand. It was the
familiarity of these names that at-
tracted you, for it was the same as
being in the way of meeting some
wonderful person about whom one
has heard ever since one has had ears,
But what are these places to you
now? What is Oxford Circus or Tra-
falgar Square or Mayfair or Pall
Mall or Ludgate Hill or old Bond
Street or Charing Cross or Drury
Lane or Fleet Street or Birdeage
Walk? What are Johnsons and
Dickenses and Cheshire Cheeses and
0ld Curiosity Shops? What mean
they all, now that you are in the
meshes of Piceadilly Circus? They
have receded into the dim back-
ground, and your senses are attuned
to the immediate. You see people
go into places or come out. Obvious-
ly they go to eat and drink. Could
you take something yourself? It is
the custom and the privilege. But
you are alone. Nobody goes in or
comes out alone, and nobody knows
you or notices you—except the beg-
gars and the outeasts. Still, in you
go, into the place of mirrors and
coloured lights and emhossed cupids
with golden wings. But you do not
relish the odour of chops. You do
not admire the gravy streak on the
waiters’ fronts. A cosmopolitan your-
self, yet you do mnot commingle
graciously with the real undressed
throng. You rather withdraw into
the street, and for once in your life
acknowledge your superiority.

But you have not eaten. You must
find some place in keeping with this
rew distinetion. You catch a glimpse
of a fair creature in pink garments—
pink slippers and pink hose and pink
what-nots—rustling across the pave-
ment and entering a place of digni-
fied and almost grave aspect, followed
by a man of resumbent age. You
feel that here is a restaurant of some
degree. You enter, or, at least, you




Drawing by A. Helene Carter
“THERE MUST BE MOMENTS WHEN THE TRAINED EYE CAN FIX THE PICTU




From a Pholograph
“HERE ALSO YOU MEET THE TRUE PHILOSOPHER OF THE PUBLIC WATER-TROUGH




From a Photograph

A HOLD-UP OF TRAFFIC COMING INTO PICCADILLY CIRCUS
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are suffered to enter. Thank heaven,
you are dressed! You affect fa-
miliarity with the place as you are
handed from one white shirtfront
to another. But you are really in

“THERE IS A GREAT SUMMONING OF VEHICLES"

some doubt., You wonder whether
there is any law against eating alone
in such a place, and your wonder in-
creases when a shirtfront steps for-
ward and says that the lady has gone
to the dressing-room and will join you
shortly. You assure him that you
have no lady there, and then he
gravely recommends the regular sup-
per, after he has placed you at a
table where the surroundings are so
choice and the company so scant that
you reel sure you will be made one
of the benefactors. As regularity is
a novelty just now, you accept the
regular supper and sit back to await
its production. Although there is
for the moment no patron but your-
gelf in the room vou hear the har-
mony of stringed instruments and

the hum that comes up to you from
the ecircus. The shaded lights are
soothing after the glare of the streets,
and when the pink lady comes in
with the aged escort, whose honour
came near being thrust upon you, the
tone of the pink is subdued, and you
see her in a proper setting.

““Wine, sir?”’

You look over your shoulder, and
with affected nonchalance murmur:

““A small bottle.”

But there is something about the
custom, after all, that you like. This
is doing the thing right. You feel
sure you were born 'to it. And, con-
found it, anyway, life isn’t worth
living if you can’t get apart once in
a while from the hum-drum sandwich
and coffee. You take naturally to
this, and while your money lasts you
intend to have it. If you only had
a companion like your aged fellow!
But one cannot have everything. One
cannot always be some rich old sport.
But you can eat just as much white
bait as he, and as to her—ah, that’s
just where the difference comes in.
But you can sip the punch with as
much relish as he and linger as long
over the wine. No, not quite so long,
for you hear the street below calling.

You go down. It is raining still.
and there is a great summoning of
vehicles. You wonder when and
where these eager, hungry, jostling.
brilliant hordes sleep. Do they,
somewhere, lay their heads upon pil-
lows like you and me? -<Are they, af-
ter all, so commonplace that they
sleep? Individually, perhaps they
close their eyes somewhere. But as
Piceadilly, they never sleep—never,
at least, when you and T ought to.

As you stand there pondering, the
pink lady and her aged escort ecavort
hy. The impulse comes to follow them.
Tt would be especially interesting to
know where they live, they seem to
be so born to everything. You have
a taxi called, and you give an order
to go wherever they go. With a
wrench and a sputter your ecar
scuttles through the erowd, turns into

o —
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the Quadrant, makes the short-cut
along Regent Street to Oxford, and
then settles down to the long stretch
of that wide thoroughfare, past the
Marble Arch and into Hyde Park
Place, past Lancaster Gate and into
Bayswater Road, around Notting Hill
(Gate and into Pembridge Square.

You have stopped, and the pink
lady is alighting. There is a muffled
exchange of courtesies. The lady
gathers up her skirts and rushes up
the steps. She pulls a bell-wire, and
with some ceremony a youth opens
the door. Now you know that she is
en pension, and, as you reflect, she
seems, after all, to be born to it.

““The Cireus,” you pronounce
to the driver, and with ‘that the
wheels begin to turn again.

You sit there with some composure,
but your head is still whirling round,
as it whirled in dear old Picecadilly.

The streets out here are quiet now,
and you can hear the noise of your
own conveyance. But it is a humming
noise, and it soothes you. You are
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passing Kensington Gardens, and you
have a hazy realisation of being sur-
rounded by the shades of centuries.
In the palace there, beyond the fence
and the trees, queens and kings have
eaten and slept and looked out upon
the rose-garden. You faney you can
hear ducks quacking on the pond,
where singular enthusiasts sail minia-
ture boats in the daytime; and a little
farther over, to-morrow morning, you
know, the noblest blood of the land
will go mounted and stirruped down
through Rotten Row. What a horde
of memories! What a volume of
history! And yet you cannot fix
the mind on anything, for you are
all topsy-turvy. Again, after all,
topsy-turvy does not express the emo-
tion, for you close your eyes in com-
posure from the world, and lean back
upon the cushions, just as if—well,
just as if you were born to it.

But what then is the word to ex-
press all these emotions? Perhaps

there is no precise word. The near-
est you can think of is Piceadilly.




Auxp DY OF-JAGO
BY ARTHUR STRINGER

AUTHOR OF “SHAKESPEARE THE AGNOSTIC", ‘A STUDY IN KING LEAR," ETC.

THE depicting of pure wickedness

can scarcely be called the high-
est form of dramatic art. To pre-
occupy attention with a delineation
of unrelieved villainy, however start-
ling such a tour de force in the field
of the abnormal may be, is never an
exemplary pursuit and seldom a laud-
able end. It is not often, indeed, that
serious drama busies itself with hold-
ing the mirror up to what Lombroso
has called the mattoid. 1t is seldom
that Shakespeare gives us a villain
without some excuse for his villainy,
some extenuation for his evil-doing.
However self-seeking or malicious or
revengeful this dramatist’s wrong-
workers may be, he usually shows that
their traits and their transgressions
are human traits and transgressions.
In only one instance does he portray
for us villainy that is absolute and
unqualified. In only one drama has
he drawn a figure of unmotived and
yet unwavering wickedness. And that
figure is Iago.

This Iago, it is quite safe to say,
is the greatest villain ever created.
Milton’s Satan, beside him, is a mild
and sympathetic figure; Shelley’s
Count Cenci, a weak-minded and
much  imposed-on-father;  Victor
Hugo’s Quasimodo, an ill-natured
pigmy ; Balzac’s Lisheth, a mere nar-
row-visioned  egoist; Thackeray’s
Becky, nothing more than a kittenish
intriguer; Stevenson’s Mr. Hyde, a
capricious shadow on the tapestry of
allegory; Du Maurier’s Svengali, a
pallid musician with the gift of the
evil eye; Browning’s Caliban, a medi-
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tative beach-comber steeped in Cal-
vinistic theology.

But this young ancient to the lofty-
minded Moorish soldier of fortune is
a finished artist in erime. There is
something serpentine in his guile,
something more than Satanic in his
off-handed, yet venomous and per-
tinaceous hatred of all his fellows.
He is no dullard; his mind has the
nimble quickness of the adder’s ton-
gue. He is keen-witted, clear-headed,
as light-hearted, when need be, as he
is light-handed. His eye is veiled,
but never dull. He can lie by and
wateh, as patient as a snake in the
sun. But when he strikes, he does
so with a quick and casual assurance
of the reptile fortified with well-
poisoned fangs.

He is almost of an age with Ham-
let, twenty-eight years old, in the
very prime of his restless and over-
wise manhood as a wandering soldier
of fortune. The world, apparently,
has not used him badly. He has no
ledger of actual ill-usage to balance.
He has the honest esteem of everyone
about him, But his character at the
core is rotten. He is an ingrate and
a liar. He is utterly conscienceless.
He is without any of those emotional
affiliations which bind man to his own
kind and make him one of a brother-
hood, with the self-justifying social
obligations which all such confra-
ternity implies. This Iago travels
as alone and segregated as a timber-
wolf. No dogmas weigh on him; he
chafes, but never at principles. No
past compels his reverence, as no fu-
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ture compels his concern. Neither
ereed nor fair-mindedness confine

him. He is destitute of that spirit of
fortitude which touches human effort
with nobility even in defeat; he is
without that touch of the visionary
which at times makes suffering some-
thing to be gladly borne. He has not
one inspiration, or one ideal, which
could not be caught up contemptuous-
ly on the point of his rapier. Alert
as are his intellectual faculties, he is
without any definite conception of the
trend of things. He stands well-
equipped to deal with the immediate,
keen and prompt, compact and deci-
sive in thought, But of those faculties
called into play in dealing with the
remote, imagination and faith, up-
liftedness and reverence, abstract
spiritual eourage, he has none. Nor
has he one consoling misappreciation
of human motives, nor even one re-
deeming illusion as to life. He is
passionless; he carries on his restless
head the curse of the Laodicean. He
is never heroic, even in his malignity.
Never for a moment does he rise to
the barbaric grandeur of a Macbeth
in crime. He is a half-hearted
grafter, not greatly in love with the
game, and not greatly enamoured o,f:
the graft. ‘‘Put money in thy purse

is the best advice this man who
“‘knows his price’’ can give—yet 1t
is plain enough that even money, one
of the few actualities of life that he
can understand, will never quite
satisfy him. Crime is to him what
his periodic drug is to a cocaine-
snuffer, or an opium eater. He is a
drunkard, with wickedness as his
wine. He is a furtive and febrile
pbuceaneer on the high-seas of intrigue,
knowing no law and acknowledging
none. He finds nothing in particu-
Jar against which to centralise his
self-corroding activity. His very crea-
tion seems to point to the cankering
suspicion in his creator’s mind as to
whether earth can not claim its oe-
casional disinterested devotion to evil,
for evil’s sake alone, as consistently
as its occasional passion of imper-
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sonal goodness. This ancient who
has travelled from Syria to England
—and the dramatic irony of making
suich a man a standard-bearer is
worty of note—moves with the indif-
ference of the true sceptic. He is
as cool as he is eynical, with the stag-
nating calmness of the egoist whose
universe is bounded by his own hun-
gry body and his own domineering
appetites. The world is his oyster—
and a fool of an oyster at that!
Othello, the ‘‘sooty-bosomed,’” little
more than a mad bull, is ‘‘this poor
trash of Venice,”” to ‘“‘be led by the
nose as asses are’’; Roderigo is a
‘‘sick fool’” and ‘‘ a snipe’’; Cassio
is sometimes an ‘‘honest fool’”’ and
sometimes a venal and voluble knave;
Othello’s followers at Cyprus are
nothing more than ‘‘this flock of
drunkards’; a faithful servant is
merely an ‘“honest knave’’ who ought
to be whipped ; love is little more than
‘““unbitted lusts’’; a deserving woman
is a wight ‘“to suckle fools and chron-
icle small beer’’; reputation is ‘“‘an
idle and most false imposition’’:
conscience is ‘“not to leave undone
but keep unknown’’; companions are
mostly ‘“credulous fools’’ to be trap-
ped; his wife is a ““fool’” and a
““wench’ and a ‘‘villainous whore.”’
So this honest, honest Tago sneers and
scoffs his way through the world,
where he can calmly say, ‘‘Bvery
way makes my game.”” And so we
find him, a scoundrel without cause,
a cold-blooded blackguard without
extenuation, an innate villain, rejoie-
ing in his savageries as spontaneously
as a child rejoices in its games, and
through it all sitting as unmoved and
as heartlessly aloof as though he were
a spectator watching an indifferent
play.

Even among ‘the darkest vil-
lainy of all, he stands out as a
wolf among lambs. He knows noth-
ing of love and duty, honour and vir-
tue—a fig’s end for such abstractions!
He is a venomous Machiavelian tricks-
ter, toying with profundities of life
which are incomprehensible to him, a
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Judas of deceit and hypocrisy, re-
joicing in the sight of two noble lovers
and an over-noble love turned from
a momentary paradise of happiness
to a timeless hell of ruin. He is evil
incarnate; a human devil, aimless and
arbitrary and motiveless in his male-
volenece.

In so far as this villainy of Iago’s
transcends that of all his rivals, in so
far has he always seemed to me a
strangely ‘‘humouresque’’ and un-
Shakespearean figure. He is, rather,
a recrudescence to the mere personi-
fied wickedness of the earlier Miracle
with Jonson’s creatures with a
“humour.”’” He has so little of that
touch of nature which makes the
whole world kin that his portrait
might be taken for that of a barrack-
calloused guerilla, a camp-hardened
mercenary, who has, indeed, ex-
changed humanity with a baboon. He
appears before us, not so much as a
living and breathing man, as a forked
Malignity in doublet and hose. The
more one thinks over this character
the more one is left pondering just
why Shakespeare bequeathed to us so
dark and strange a study in abnormal
psychology. We wonder what mood
permitted so mature and normal an
artist to leave purity and innocence
confounded by what should have
heen a patient in a psychopathic
ward.

Ibsen, doubtless, would have treated
lago as a sick man, as a degenerate
in whom has centered the inherited
taints of certain evils of society. But
Shakespeare has here, apparently,
clung to the older Alschylean con-
ception of Fate as involving the indi-
vidual in injustice of which he him-
seif is not the author. His sense of
the tragic seems to be still built on
the belief of some unfathomable
cruelty in the operations of destiny.
He still bows, in ‘‘Othello,”’ before
the incomprehensible; our fate, he
would still say, rests in the lap of
the gods. And it is the poignancy
of this attitude as reflected in the tor-
tured spirit of Othello, and the piti-
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fulness of human reason humbled be-
fore the inscrutable, that has saved
this work from being a problem-play,
on the one hand, or a wonderfully
complete and yet a mere melodrama
of intrigue, on the other.

What has been called the modern-
ity oi the Classies is due to the fact
that every generation refashions these
classics to its own shifting taste,
draping the shoulder of the universal
with the cloak of the moment. We
are of too analytical and too self-con-
scious an era to accept ‘“Othello’’ as
a mere crime passionel. It is more
than a bald recital of jealousy and
murder and suicide. An interpreta-
tion such as Novelli’s teaches us that
it can be accepted only as a tragedy,
and never as a melodrama. Yet it
carries all the machinery of melo-
drama, and the main-wheel of that
melodramatic machinery is the figure
of Iago.

Too imminently and too often is this
snake-like figure the ‘“god from the
machine’’ to let us accept the inevi-
tableness of the tragedy’s action with-
out question. His conquests are too
facile; those about him too econ-
tinuously harp on his ‘‘honesty.’”’ He
escapes detection for too long and too
easily. The sheer fortuituousness of
his intrigues’ outcome is too great a
strain on credulity; the long arm of
coincidence is almost wrenched from
its socket. He is too lucky in crime,
in that wrong-doing which the modern
mind must regard as consciously or
unconsciously sowing the seed of its
own destruction. We see him carry-
ing on no less than four intrigues:
that against the foolish and lascivious
Roderigo, to bleed him of his money
and jewels; that against the position
of Cassio, which he seems to wish to
fill ; that against Cassio’s life, when
it is convenient to have him out of
the way; and that against Othello, to
awaken the jealous rage of the Moor
against the innocent and too flower-
like Desdemona.

These are the movements of melo-
drama, wherein, until the psychologi-
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cal moment, unconfounded malignity
harries and frustrates bewildered in-
nocence. Yet the directness and the
simplicity of the drama’s construc-
tion; the unity and equilibrium from
which arise its triumphant theatrical
values, combined with the nobility
and exotic grandeur with which
Shakespeare has invested the charac-
ter of Othello, carry the play above
melodrama, in the end, into the plane
of pure tragedy.

Tago, strangely enough, is both the
strength and the weakness of
““Othello.”” While his character and
the persistence of its influence will al-
ways keep this play from being the
supremest or most cherished of
Shakespeare’s tragedies, his very vil-
lainy serves to accelerate the action
and unify the complex structure. He
precipitates the dormant Moorish
rage of Othello, sets loose the turbu-
lent Mauritanian blood of the lion-
like general whom the Venetian
Roderigo has contemptuously called
¢“‘the thick-lips,”” and promptly
brings to the issue the almost angelic
womanhood, the over-sensitive and
over-earthly refinement of Desde-
mona.

Whether or mnot. in’ this, Tago
is merely anticipating the inevitable
is a question not lightly to be dis-
posed of. If it was Shakespeare’s in-
tention to show these lovers, like
Romeo and Juliet, to be ‘‘ill-starred,’’
through over-contradictory environ-
ment and through too divergent lives
and temperaments, then it can be
reasonably claimed that he is divore-
ing himself from the more antique
conception of fate, which the per-
sistence and potency of Iago’s wick-
edness seemed to countenance. 1t
this marriage, which, we know, broke
Brabantio’s heart, was as unnatural
a mating as Tago himself has argued,
then the flaw which brought about
the tragic break rests in our two
heroes themselves, and they can mno
longer be regarded as innocent na-
tures erushed under the capricions
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heel of evil. Othello, in that case,
was his own vietim, and not the vie-
tim of fate.

But this neither augments nor de-
tracts from the villainy of Iago. Te
remains the subtlest of all studies of
the intellectual eriminal. His
hyprocrisy and his heartlessness have
no equal. In the First Folio he was
billed as ‘‘Tago, A Villaine,”’ and well
he deserved the denomination. The
habitual eriminal, we have been
taught to believe, is a mentally defec-
tive ereature, a pervert, a being of
abnormal make-up. His one deviation
from the ways of straight-thinking
is his vacue and foundationless sus-
picion of his wife’s former associa-
tion with Othello. This is no ade-
quate motive for his actions. It is
the eriminal’s soul-satisfying vocation
of slandering human nature down to
his own level. It is a feeble effort
at self-justification, a motiveless
groping about for the unction of
imaginary excuses. It is as much a
pose as the self-assuaging pretence of
this most consummate liar ever
created that he hungers for the lieu-
tenancy given to Cassio. He did not
want Cassio’s place; he permitted
caprice to come between him and that
end ; he promptly went off on the side-
issues of other and more wilful in-
trigues. He shows no stubborn con-
centration to achieve what he has at
first wrangled and fretted about be-
fore Roderigo. In faet, material ad-
vancement can mean nothing to a
man like Tago. The world is already
his oyster. A mere lieutenancy is a
bagatelle to what he has been and can
bhe. He moves casually about, like a
drunken god, tampering with the fu-
ture of blinded enemies and friends,
making and marring lives with a
snap of the finger, toying with des-
tiny as lightly as he toys with truth.
This is a better game than soldiering.
To be a lientenant to a thick-lipped
Moor is nothing beside being the
supreme monarch in a world of
malice, while that world still lasts.
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l.\' the northland that lies between

the headwaters of the Missinabie
and the mouth of the Abittibi, far,
as yet, beyond the reach of steel,
there are countless long and dan-
gerous trails. To the uninitiated, he
who has not received the bloody bap-
tism of the black fly country, has
never known white-water, has never
wilted under a galling tump-line upon
the slippery portages or suffered the
mal de raquette and snow-blindness
while mushing blown dogs across the
frozen wilderness, it would seem that
many of these trails could never con-
verge. Such a person would regard
as a mad statement the assertion that
there are points in that summer net-
work of woodlands, lakes, and rivers,
in that winter waste of barrens, mus-
kegs, ice-bound waters, and wind-
packed snows, where men must meet
if they are sane enough to travel the
. easiest routes. Yet this anomalous
thing is true. The topography of the
country, the high latitude enforcing
the northward trend of the water-
ways, the position of the numerous
trading posts, all combine to make it
s0. What the erowded junctions of
the railways are to the province or
state, the solitary cross-trails are to
the northland.

That is why, in the dead of win-
ter, the Searcher, bound east with his
two Indian guides, and the Missinabie
fur train, travelling north, went into
night camp together at the foot of
Burnt Iake. The Factor of Fort
Walkoni, a Seot with a touch of true
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Canadian blood and named Tremaire,
was in charge of the train. To him
the stranger introduced himself as
Windermere, a name that Running
Moose and Big Otter, his guides,
could never remember; they invari-
ably called him the Searcher or the
One Who Seeks. Of his purpose they
comprehended little; they understood
Windermere sought a man over the
broad face of the wilderness; but
why they did not know or care.
Only, they wished in their cunning
hearts that the quest might last an-
other year, because Windermere paid
well, and these were hard winters for
the trappers, winters during which
many Ojibways and Crees had to de-
pend upon the generosity of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company.

But the hopes of Big Otter and
Running Moose promised to dissolve,
for their Englishman was pumping
Tremaire’s arm and erying out that
he was the first northman who had
ever heard of Buckingham, whom he
sought.

“Yes, I know a man of that name,
a Londoner and a roamer,’”’ confided
Tremaire, “but I don’t know where
he is. Buckingham’s one of the Miss-
ing Men, as we call them up here—
rovers who disappear, and turn up,
and disappear again. ILast T heard
of him was at Caribou Post. He was
up on the edge of the Barren Lands
—one of my fort runners saw him.”’

‘Windermere groaned at the pros-
pect of that trip. His guides bright-
ened visibly.

S
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““Never mind,’’ the Factor cheered,
““gvery trail has its end. Let’s have
supper and talk it over while we eat.
Perhaps I can help you!”’

II.

Already, the half-breed voyageurs
had unharnessed the teams, built
stages among the tree trunks, upon
which to raise the fur-laden sledges
beyond the dogs’ teeth, bared a long
rectangle of ground, using snowshoes
as shovels, and kindled a fire the en-
tire length of the big camp space.
Dead trees were cut in the forest and
great piles of firewood heaped up
for use against the intense frost of
the night. The men brought in huge
armfuls of balsam boughs to spread
upon the ground for beds; also, they
arranged couches of brushwood for
the giddés.

Windermere’s guides attended to
his outfit and animals, as was their
habit. The Englishman and Tremaire
squatted on the balsams, while strips
of bacon, impaled on sticks, fried be-
fore the flames, and the bannocks
browned in the pan.

““Speaking of Missing Men,’’ the
Factor was saying, ‘‘there’s a road
they often go, and that’s the road
of the squaw man. I hope your friend
hasn’t followed it. The squaw man’s
dead to the world as far as his re-
turn to the social scale of the whites
is concerned. Even 'the company’s
agents marry Indian wives, but I
don’t approve of it.”’

T ean’t think that!’’ exelaimed
Windermere. ‘‘He’s too proud of his
race, don’t you know.”’

“Mhat doesn’t hold them,”’ dryly
observed Tremaire, reaching for the
tea-pail.

The men gathered for supper,
throwing themselves at full length
by the fire. They ate thus, propped
on their elbows. Outside the camp
the deep darkness had fallen, a som-
bre hood that shut out the earth and
rested in strange contrast on the spot-
less erust. One dash of vital warmth
and cheer was the frame of firelight
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amid the wastes of snow. About the

blaze the voyageurs and the Indian
dog-mushers sprawled in their pie-
turesque costumes, their lean, bronzed
faces limned by the red glow. The
Factor’s countenance reposed in its
habitual, calm authority ; the features
of Windermere showed English cast-
ing and ruddy colouring against the
fire’s flickering brilliance.

‘“Better come north with me as far
as Wendago Post, anyhow,”’ sug-
gested the Factor. ‘‘“We may get
some news of your man at the Indian
encampments or from the Company’s
couriers. Failing that, I ‘think you
should hug Fort Wakoni till the snow
goes, because if you’re going to hit
the Barren Iiands, you had better hit
them by canoe. And we're not so
very far off spring now!"’

The meal over, the mushers took
the whitefish which had been thawing
on sticks before the flames. The dogs,
scenting their own supper, leaped up
with a snarling chorus.

““Allons, giddés,”’ called the voya-
geurs. The beasts rushed and
bunched, but the long, ecracking
whips separated them. Two fish to
each famished animal was the allot-
ment ; nor was one permitted to make
free with his neighbour’s portion.
The lash prevented that. Their food
was soon bolted, and they prowled
about the camp, eager to pick up
scraps discarded by their masters.
Then, sniffling their disappointment,
they crept to their brushwood beds,
each curling a bushy tail about the
nose he laid upon his paws.

But while the men lay close to the
flames, sucking heat into their bones
for the morrow’s trail and drawing
contentment from well-filled pipes,
the huskies raised heads and began to
blow suspiciously.

‘““Someone’s coming,’”’ muttered
Tremaire, staring off into the dark.

The blowing of the dogs turned to
growling. They arose, baring white,
chisel-like fangs, but the mushers
cracked ready whips over their hides
and cowed them.
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Out of the night, to the north,
came the sound of a speeding dog-
train. The rush and ereak of the
sledge mingled with the dull thud of
huskies’ pads and the erunch of snow-
shoes. Plunging over the ridge,
shadowy and indistinet in the illum-
ination that the camp fire cast, came
a double pack outfit. Running be-
side it in his webbed raquettes, lurch-
ing with the long, easy stride of a
trained woodsman, was a big fellow,
his parka hood drawn close, the
frosted rime on mouth and eyes.
Upon the gliding sled, wrapped in
heavy blankets, the men could dis-
cern another figure, presumably ‘that
of a woman, from its slenderness. At
the edge of the snowy embankment
the stranger jerked up his team and
threw back the hood of his parka as
he felt the kindly waves of heat.

“Bo’ jou’, bo’ jou’,”’ he greeted,
giving the salutation of the north-
land.

“Bo’ jouw’,”” returned Tremaire,
heartily. ‘‘Come into camp. There’s
plenty of room.”’

In the light of the erackling spruce
boughs the woman put aside her
wraps, revealing a lithe, graceful car-
riage, the heritage of ‘the wilderness
born. Her face, the Factor and
Windermere saw, was fine and free
in its lines, but the most wonderful
thing about it was her eyes. Large
and dark as a young moose’s they
were; just as luminous, and as full of
the haunting magnetism of the wild
thing’s glance! She passed but a
brief word in greeting and warmed
her hands, her great eyes bent upon
the man who was unharnessing the
dogs. Presently he stepped into the
cirele of firelight, all the hoar-frost
melted from his features.

‘““Here’s your man,’”’ the Factor
remarked, smiling quietly. ‘‘That
Barren Liands trip needn’t worry you
now.’’

Windermere started and peered.
“By the thundering Jove,”’ he cried,
“it is—it is! It’s old Bueck,”’ and
flew into a flurry.

““‘That’s the way they always bolt
out of the wilderness,’’” chuckled Tre-
maire,

II1.

Slumber rested upon the greater
part of the camp ; but the Factor was
awake, also Windermere and Buck-
ingham, who conversed, a little re-
moved from the sleepers.

Tremaire arose also to perform his
last duty before retiring, the inspee-
tion of the stages to see that all was
safe. His fur bales were too valuable
to be allowed to fall into the jaws of
the giddés or into the maw of some
predatory prowler of the forest.
‘While he felt the poles and the lash-
ings, the two Englishmen stirred out
of the gloom on ‘the other side and
halted, half-sitting upon a great
stump just beyond the stages, and on
the rim of the firelight.

‘“You’re simply forced to go back,”’
Windermere was saying. ‘‘Every-
thing your uncle owned is left to you,
estates, horses, hounds, houses, rent-
rolls, honours, and all. He weakened
at the last moment, Buck; I think the
idea of the Buckingham name dying
out was what he couldn’t stand.”

““But we quarreled, and the whole
of England knew it,”’ protested his
friend. ‘‘Tt seems like going in to
pick up what’s left after the dead is
gone.n

‘“All the more romantie,”’ declared
the Searcher. ‘‘They’re waiting for
us over there in Surrey, waiting, talk-
ing, expecting. By this time they’ll
be pretty well keyed up—it’s a whole
year, old fellow. Where can we drop
this woman? You’re not married?’’

““No, not married,”” answered
Buckingham, absently. He was
dreaming of the Surrey downs;
through the opened channels of his
mind the old life rushed with its song
of ease and pleasure, with its power
and glamour.

Tremaire could fancy what emo-
tions swayed him; so had he himself
cherished visions of the Highlands in
a day before the northland spell had
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grown strong enough to conquer old
memories and associations. Moreover,
the Factor knew the struggle with
the inner man that would come to
Windermere on the heels of his
dreams. With a sigh for the woman,
Tremaire turned aside in the ob-
seurity of the trees and stumbled
egainst the woman herself.

“Come back,”” he ordered grufily,
geizing her arm. ‘“You’ve no need
to hear that talk.”” A knife point
pricked his hand in warning ; the Fac-
tor ecould see the steel shine even in
the dark; he retreated a step, utter-
ing a startled exclamation.

““I think it’s my right,”’ she de-
elared, sheathing the weapon at her
belt. For an instant she and Tre-
maire faced each other thus; they
could hear the voices of Windermere
and Buckingham still talking.

T didn’t think you’d get so near
to being a squaw man,’’ the Searcher
reproached.

‘“She’s not a squaw,’”’ the other
assented. ‘‘Miami is white, daughter
of a trader up by Fort Katchawanee,
where I used to stop. He died under
a wounded moose’s charge one day,
and we—well, we just drifted. Tt’s
a way you get into up here, Winder-
mere. Foolish laws don’t erowd you;
and you forget there are such things
as social formalities.”’

“Then you’re jolly well pulled
up,”’ Windermere observed. ‘‘We’ll
leave this woman you ecall Miami at
the first post to the south and make
for the steel—leave her with money
if she raises a row. It’s settled?”’

““Yes, it’s—settled,”” assented
Buckingham, slowly, a harsh, strained
note creeping into his tome. ‘‘It’s
hard on Miami, and I’'m jolly fond of
her, as fond of her, don’t you know,
as a man should be of his wife, But
I ecan’t take her back to Surrey
Court; she’s not of my race, or
blood, or rank. Yes, old man, T guess
it’s settled!”’

, Abruptly, they stalked back to the
fire. Windermere got into his
hlankets and was asleep, with the ease
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that a year of wilderness life had
bestowed ; but Buckingham, his face
in his hands, his élbows on his knees,
sat and stared at the rifts of falling
coals.

Together, Tremaire and the woman
aroused themselves from their preoe-
cupation; their minds returned with
a shock to the salient facts of life, as
if fresh from the witnessing of some

portion of a vital drama. Miami
moved away first.
‘““Here, give me that hunting

knife,”” the Factor commanded.

She laid it in his hand and ap-
proached her tent from the back.
‘While Tremaire rolled himself in his
blankets, Buckingham still brooded
over the fire. So he sat till mid-
night and after; and the vision of
him kept sleep from the Factor’s
brain.

Then when, all about, regular
hreathing told of heavy slumber
blessing the other men, Tremaire saw
the flap of Miami’s tent open, and
she came out,

She glided with her free rhythm
of movement, with her fine, lithe
grace, to Buckingham’s shoulder, took
his face in her own hands, and gazed
at him. Miami did not speak just
then, but Tremaire knew those great,
luminous eyes would weaken any
man. He saw Buckingham cateh her
to him, with a little, choking ery.

The Factor closed his lashes. Their
words were almost inaudible, but once
he caught a sentence:

“Up among the Wood Crees, on
Lake of Bears, there is a missionary
minister ’ And, swearing a stern
vow to keep that knowledge in his
own heart, Tremaire lapsed into con-
tented sleep.

In the flare of the sudden dawn
Windermere rubbed his astounded
eyes; but he had seen correctly at
first. There was no tent, no woman,
no Buckingham, no dog-train. Big
Otter and Running Moose shook
their heads. A foot of freshly-fallen
snow covered the trail of the Missing
Man.




THE "CABINET MYSTERY
BY PERCY JAMES BREBNER

l HAD met the Murchisons in Swit-

zerland, having gone to Montana
for the golf. Murchison had been
seized with an immense enthusiasm
for the game, but was a shocking
player, not a first-class recommenda-
tion to the people there, one would
imagine, but he was such a good fel-
low, and had such a charming wife
and daughter, that he was probably
the most popular man in the hotel.
The younger generation to a man,
myself included, were the slaves of
Joan Murchison.

Old Murchison—so he came to be
called, although he was not more than
fifty-five—and I became exceedingly
friendly, and from time to time he
was confidential. I learned that he
had spent all his life in Australia,
but was now home for good. He
had made his fortune, was a mil-
lionaire in fact, but you would never
have guessed it from his manner,
and there was never the slightest
suggestion of display about any of
them.

‘““Now I've bought a place in
Kent,”” he told me, ‘‘not far from
Ashford. It stands on the top of a
jolly hill, and in clear weather has
a glimpse of the sea. You must come
and see us, Carling. There is a good
sporting golf course in the neighbor-
hood, and with practice I shall prob-
ably be able to give you a much
better game than I can at present.”’

Such a general invitation hardly
counted, of ecourse, but Murchison
was not that kind of man, so that
1 was hardly surprised, and was ex-
tremely delighted, when a month be-
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fore Christmas I received an invi-
tation to spend the festive season
with them. I had made no other
arrangements as it happened, and if
I had T should have been sorely
tempted to break them in order to
see Joan outside.

So it was I came to Hillside.

You could see the house for miles.
It stood nearly at the top of the hill,
a rambling old stone edifice, all cor-
ners and gables and unexpected win-
dows, perched against a background
of pines. The gardens were in ter-
races, full of points of vantage from
which the views were magnificent.

Within, the house was quaint and
pxcturesque, a large hall or house-
place, which formed a delightful
gathermg ground for the family, oec-
cupying a central position. There
was a great open hearth in it, the
ceiling was beamed, and the furni-
ture in this hall and throughout the
house was old and in, keeping.

Murchison was as delighted with
his home as a child is with a new
toy. He took me all over it, pointed
out unexpected doors and passages,
and a hiding-place behind the
panelling on ‘the stairs.

““It is beautiful,”” I said, ‘“and
your taste——"'

““Stop a bit, I am not going to
take unmerited credit,”’ he laughed.
“What we have put into the house
is due entirely to my wife and Joan,
but as a matter of fact I bought the
place as it stood, and there was a
quantity of furniture in it.  The
place had been empty about a year.
1 have made some small structural al-
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terations, but they are all confined
to the servants’ quarters.’’

““T should think the house must
have a history,”” I said.

‘“None of any particular interest,
I fancy. The last owner soon grew
tired of it, and decided to go back
to London. Before that it was oe-
cupied for short periods by different
people, and previously was for a
long time in the hands of caretakers.
During their residence some idea of
a ghost seems to have got about.”’

““‘Since they were in such comfort-
able quarters they would naturally
be inclined to keep the story alive,’’
T said.

“My idea exactly,”” he answered:
“‘and as we are all rather matter of
fact persons, we did not consider the
ghost a drawback. Certainly it has
not troubled us.”’

““What is the story?”’

T asked the agent, and he didn’t
know. I inquired in the village, and
ecould hear nothing definite. Weird
and unaccountable sounds at night
seemed to be the general opinion,
evidently something of the good old-
fashioned sort, Carling, which used to
bring a kind of trembling delight to
my childhood, clanking chains and
the rest of it, with a final explanation
which involved the doings of smug-
glers or some equally interesting peo-
ple. I don’t fancy that kind of
ghost is going to be much worry to a
man familiar with the Australian
bush and with the real perils of
those who live such an adventurous
life as I have done.”’

T did not thing so either, yet this
happened only a few years ago, and
to-day, if you look up to the hill, you
will see a house gradually going to
ruin, with windows either dark like
empty eye sockets or, when the sun
catehes them, aflame with .ﬁre as
though unholy revels were going for-
ward within. The terraced gardens
are a tangle of weeds and only the
background of pines remains as it
was. The story is so far definite
now. and Murchison would neither

sell the place nor pull it down. He
could afford to let it fall to ruin
in its own way, which was the best
thing that could happen to it, he
declared.

‘We were a large party at Hillside.
I had arrived a week before Christ-
mas, and during the next day or two
other arrivals brought the party up
to sixteen, chiefly young people.
Amongst them was a man named
Powell and his sister. He was an
architect with ideas, not only on
house planning, but on furnishing
too. He has become fairly well
known, and I have heard it said that
he makes his clients furnish as he
thinks best, not as they want to. 1
have seen some of his work in this
direction, and cannot say it appeals
to me. Murchison thought a great
deal of his opinion, however; had he
not done so this history would pro-
bably not have been written.

Another guest who was of greater
interest to me was Denson Lorden.
He was a splendid specimen of a man,
just a little rough in manner, per-
haps, but a man to like. He did ap-
peal to me considerably, and would
have done so far more, but for the
fact that he was evidently a great
friend of Joan’s. He was Australian
born, his family had been out there
for a long time, and he and Joan
had known each other from child-
hood. I recognised in him a formid-
able rival. Whether he considered me
formidable or not I cannot say, but
I could see he did not like the at-
tention I paid to Joan. He was
rather a curious mixture. Although
his whole life had been spent in the
open air, in hard work and strenuous
days, there was much of the dreamer
about him. In the midst of a lively
and general conversation he was liable
to fall into a reverie, and be far
away from his immediate surround-
ings. It was evidently characteris-
tie, for Joan laughed at him.

‘“In the clouds again, Denson,’’ she
said on the very afternoon of his ar-
rival; ‘‘you haven’t altered very
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much in that respect, at any rate.”

He came back to the present with
a slight start.

‘‘No, no, nor in any other respect,’’
he said quickly.

There was a look in his eyes which
told me much. That was the moment
in which I recognised him as a dan-
gerous rival.

The house party was altogether a
very pleasant one. There was not
a jarring note in it, and even Powell,
whose ideas on furnishing were apt
to become tiresome at times, seemed
to have little to find fault with in
the arrangement at Hillside.

We were at tea in the hall one af-
ternoon, only the firelight flickering
on the panelling and furniture, a
satisfied and contented atmosphere
about us, and a delicious smell of but-
tered toast and hot cakes. There was
a sudden pause in the conversation,
and Powell broke it.

““T'here is just one thing wrong
here, Mr. Murchison—that cabinet.
It is a fine piece of furmture, and is
quite lost where it is. It ought to
change places with that oak chest.”

““Oh, Teddie, do be quiet,”’ said
his sister. “‘If you begin talking
shop you will spoil the flavour of
these cakes.”’

“T can’t see what difference it
makes where furniture stands,”’ said
Lorden, helping himself to another
of the afore-mentmned cakes. ‘‘A
chair is just as easy to sit on no mat-
ter’m what part of the room it may
pect

““I entirely disagree with you. For
everything in thxs world ‘there is an
obvious place 5™

“‘Powell is right in this ease,”” said
Murchison. “‘If some of you fellows
are not too lazy to lend a hand we’ll
make the change at once.”’

It was like Powell to sit where he
was and direct operatxons the rest
of us got up.

““I see the cabinet rs‘ serewed to
the panelling,”” T said.” .

“‘Serewed!”’ and Murchison exam-
ined the little clasps which held it on
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either side. ‘‘Oh, that is only to pre-
vent its toppling forward, I expect.
Just ask them in the kitchen for a
serew-driver, will you, Joan?’’

The cabinet was soon unfastened.
It was a solid piece of furniture,
standing as firm as a rock.

““Doesn’t show much inclination to
topple forward,’’ said Lorden. ‘‘This
is your idea, Mr. Powell, won’t you
come and give a hand at ‘the re-
moval ?”’

“Is it so heavy?”’

It was heavy, but we had moved it
before Powell had got well out of his
seat. He went and examined the
holes made by the screws in the panel-
ling.

““No harm done, easily plugged
up,’”’ he remarked.

Joan was standing some little dis-
tance away holding the screw-driver
which her father had handed to her.
Perhaps from her point of vision the
firelight touched the panelling which
the cabinet had hidden in some
peculiar way.

“Doesn’t it look different to you,
somehow ?”’ she asked, turning to her
mother, who had watched our labours
from her chair by the tea ‘table.

““Naturally the colour would—-—"'

““I don’t mean the colour, Mr.
Powell,”” said Joan, going to the
wall, and using the serew-driver as a
pointer. ‘‘This panel is surely wider
than the others, and it doesn’t seem
to me to be on the same level. You
will see what I mean much better if
you go and stand over there.”’

Powell ran his finger round the
edge of the panel, and suddenly there
was a click,

‘““A tiny button under the mould-
ing!”” he exclaimed.

““A door!”’ several of us said in a
breath, for one side of the panel had
given inwards.

““This is exciting,’’ said Joan. ‘‘ An-
other seeret hiding-place, father.”’

Powell pushed the panel inwards.
It swung easily on its hinges, but the
moment he let it go it swung back
again and fastened itself.
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‘““Be careful,”’ said Mrs. Murchi-
son. ‘‘I don’t like these self-closing
traps.”’

Murchison lit two or three candles.

““Come along,”” he said. ‘‘“We’ll
investigate.”’

We did not all go together. Some
of us stood and kept the panel open
whilst others went, but we all had
our turn. It happened that Joan and
I went together, with two or three
others, of course, and I only mention
the fact because the subsequent events
were mysterious in the extreme, and
it may be there was significance in
a small point of this kind.

A few feet of narrow passage,
bearing a little to the left, led to a
small octagonal room which was
dimly lighted by three narrow slits,
filled in with glass, placed just below
the angle of juncture between the
veiling and the walls. T may ex-
plain that later investigation showed
that the room was hidden in t!\e
masonry of the older part of the kit-
chen building, and the projecting
roof effectually concealed the window
slits. As I have said, the house was
all corners, and the discrepancy be-
tween the interior space and the out-
side plan easily escaped mnotice.
Powell said that from this point of
view it was the most cleverly con-
cealed chamber he had ever seen.

The room was furnished simply but
completely. When T say simply, I
do not mean cheaply. Everything
was good, but of a bygone fashion.
Dust was everywhere; nothing could
have been moved for many, many
years, and yet there was a curious
sense of life in it. It did not feel
like an empty room which had been
deserted for a long time.

Joan suddenly put her hand on
my arm. :

“Tt feels exactly as if someone
were here, someone we cannot see,
doesn’t it?’’ she whispered.

It was curious that she should
have the same feeling, but at the
moment the touch of her hand on
my arm concerned me more. She

had deliberately moved to my side,
she had whispered to me so that no
one else could hear, and there was a
confidential trustfulness in her man-
ner. Lorden was not with us. I
wondered if she would have gone to
him instead of to me had he been
there.

‘We all returned to the hall, the
door was allowed to close itself, and
Murchison and Lorden drew the oak
chest in front of it.

““I rather wish the cabinet had
not been moved,’”’ said Mrs. Murchi-
son.

‘“Oh, but think of the wonderful
discovery it has led to,”’ said Powell.
‘“This house must have a quaint his-
tory.”’

““I believe not,’’ said our host.

‘It simply must have,”’ Powell in-
sisted. ‘““When I go back to town I
shall see if I cannot hunt it up. I
am convinced that room could tell us
stories if its walls could speak; be-
sides, the person who had that
cabinet screwed to the panelling
must have had it put there to conceal
the door. It is not possible that he
screwed it into that exact place by
chance.”’

““The cabinet was there when I
bought the house,”’ said Murchison:
“1 believe it has been there a long
time.”’

‘‘Possibly there was good reason,’’
Mrs. Murchison remarked. ‘‘By
moving the cabinet we may have let
loose the ghost.”’

‘“Oh, mother!”’

Joan was seated near me, and I
thought her mother’s suggestion
frightened her.

‘“This is the very atmosphere of an
old-fashioned ghost story,’’ said some-
one. ‘‘It makes you want to draw
near the fire, and keep close to-
gether.”’

Some of us laughed, but the dis-
covery had evidently left an impres-
sion, which was not altogether com-
fortable, upon most of us.

Lorden was sitting back in the
shadows.
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“T am going to tell you rather a
remarkable thing,”” he said sudden-
ly, breaking into a pause.

We all turned towards him. He
rather startled us.

““The moment I entered that room
it seemed strangely familiar to me,
just as if I had known it a long
time ago, but had forgotten all about
it until 1 saw it again.”’

“Is it possible you have seen it
before?’’ asked Powell. ;

“No, this is my first visit to Eng-
land. Of course, there is nothing
in my fanecy. We have all had ex-
perience of feeling that some place
or incident is familiar—some reflex
action of the brain accounts for it,
1 suppose—but this was curiously
real. The moment I got inside the
rcom I felt that I could have closed
my eyes and described and told the
exact position of every piece of fur-
niture in it.”’

It was soon time to dress for din-
ner, and I fancy most of us found
some relief in the fact. The adven-
ture had got on our nerves. We were
all glad to dismiss it and think of
something else, and when, after din-
rer, Powell was inclined to return
to the subject we promptly shut him
up.

A very direct result was the out-
come of the affair so far as I was
personally concerned. From the
moment Joan had laid her hand so
confidingly on my arm in that room
our attitude towards each other
changed. I grew bolder. I sought
her company more definitely. It
seemed to be in the natural order of
things that T should do so; the others
appeared to recognise the reasonable-
ness cf it, and Joan herself gave no
gign of finding anything strange in
it. Perhaps the beginnings of love
are like this, T do not know, I have
no wide experience to draw from,
besides, this was not the beginning
with me: T had fallen in love with
Joan at Montana.

Another thing was also apparent.
From the moment Lorden told us of

his feeling about the octagonal room
he appeared to indulge in his absent-
minded reveries more frequently than
ever, and it was always Joan who,
with some laughing remark, recalled
him to himself. Then he would look
at her quickly, start a little, and an-
swer her. Poor chap, I was sorry
for him. I was sure that he cared
for Joan, and he could not help see-
ing how it was with us. His attitude
during the day following the adven-
ture led me to suppose that he ae-
cepted the inevitable, but the next
day I was convinced to the contrary.
He was full of suggestions, excellent
in themselves and proclaimed by
the house party generally, but they
made it quite impossible for me to
get away quietly with Joan. Not un-
til after tea did I have her to myself
for a moment, and then we were in
the hall together. She said something
about it being time to dress, but I
begged her to stay for a few moments.

She laughed as she sat down, and
I was rejoicing at my good fortune
when I felt, rather than heard, some-
one behind me. I turned quickly to
see Lorden on the stairs looking
down at us.

At the same moment a eurious
thing happened. There was a eclick,
and the door in the panel came un-
fastened. It did not open. We all
started and turned quickly towards
the door. Joan looked at me and was
pale, I noticed.

“It couldn’t have been fastened
properly,”” I said as I crossed the
hall, and, stretching over the oak
chest, I gave the door a slight push.
It opened about a foot, and then
shut itself sharply. There was no
doubt about its being securely fas-
tened this time. :

Lorden said something which T
did not ecatech and went upstairs.

“‘I must go and dress,”’ said Joan.

I did not attempt to keep her. T
could see that the incident had upset
her. At the bend in the stairs she
looked back for an instant and smiled
down on me. That made me too
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happy to think much of Lorden or
the opening door.

But the following morning the
door gave again under very similar
cirenmstances. I had mancuvred
things rather cleverly. Every one
went to the links, even those who
were not going to play went for the
walk. I pleaded an important letter
to write—I had heard Joan ask Mary
Powell to excuse her going as she
had several things to do. I dare say
the plot was rather thin, but it
worked out all right. I did not at-
tempt to write my letter, and Joan’s
““several things to do’’ consisted of
a small piece of needlework which
she brought down to do by the hall
fire. I fancy it could have been
achieved in any odd moment.

‘““Haven’t you gone with the
others?’’ she began when she saw me.
“I thought—-"

““1 overheard what you said to
Miss Powell,”” I answered, ‘‘and 1
wanted to——"’ 3

Then the door clicked, just as it
had done last night. Joan sprang
to her feet with a little cry, and 1
turned to see Denson Lordgn stand-
ing in the doorway of the library.

““That ecatch is evidently out of
order,”” I said as T moved across to
fasten it again.

“Curse the door!’”’ Lorden ex-
claimed. “‘I wish they had left the
eabinet where it was,”’ and he passed
into the garden without another
wo‘l‘.(Il can’t stay here, Mr. Carling,”’
said Joan. ‘‘T am positively afraid of
that door. Like Denson I«wish the
cabinet had not been moved.”’

“Coming into the drawing-room,’’

ested.
- ‘s‘ngtgis curious, isn’t it?’’ she said
as we.went.

¢ A trifle startling, certainly, but
it is not very surprising that the
cateh should have gone wrong. Powell
may have strained it when he first
opened it.”’

Possibly, indeed probably. I should
have thought a great deal more of
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the recurrence of the incident had not
my mind been full of something far
more important. I closed the draw-
ing-room door, and so sacred was the
next hour to me I will not share it
with anyone. When I opened the
door again Joan had promised to be
my wife, and that night every mem-
ber of the house party knew it. There
was no reason for secrecy after I
had spoken to her father and mother,
which I did that afternoon. We re-
ceived general congratulations, and
the statement that the news was no
surprise. Denson Lorden was as
hearty in his good wishes as any-
one, and I could see this was a re-
lief to Murchison. He was very fond
of Lorden, and had told me quite
frankly that afternoon that he was
afraid he would feel it.

‘““Not that there has ever been
anything between them,”’ he said,
“but T am pretty certain he hoped
there would be some day. You see
they have known each other since
Joan was a child, and he was a boy
just beginning to feel important.’

The following day was Christmas
Eve, a day T am ever likely to remem-
ber, even if memory fails me in other
matters. We had arranged to have
a dance after dinner, and during the
evening Murchison suggested some
games. He was not too old to en-
Joy them, he declared, so we ought
not to be. He knew several which
I had never heard of, and, of course,
one of them involved two people go-
ing out of the room. This part
was given to Joan and me.

The drawing-room door was elosed
on us; we were alone in the hall. Was
it very strange that T should take
her in my arms and kiss her?

The next ten seconds were erowded
ones, everything seemed to happen
at onee.

“Denson!’’ Joan said suddenly.
She was facing the stairs, my back
was towards them. She spoke
curiously, and I turned.

I had not noticed Torden’s ab-
sence from the drawing-room, but
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now he was coming slowly down the
staircase, leaning on the banisters, a
revolver in his hand.

“The last kiss. Mr. Carling,”’ he
said with a horrible, short laugh.

I could not speak. I made a move-
ment to drag Joan behind me. The
distance between us and the stairs
was short, but I was convinced Lor-
den meant to shoot her, not me.

Then the door in the panel clicked
sharply ; more, it opened nearly wide
—and stayed open! It was just as
if someone stood by it and held it,
preventing its closing itself, yet mo
one could be seen there.

The effect was instantaneous. I
say no one was to be seen, but God
knows if this was true so far as Lor-
den was concerned. Ie uttered a
ery like a man in pain, and fired,
neither at Joan nor at me, I am cer-
tain, but at something behind us. The
bullet struck somewhere in the
passage which led to the octagonal
room, and immediately, as though
the person who held it had been hit,
the door swung to and shut itself.
The revolver dropped from Lorden’s
hand, and I suddenly found Joan
lying in my arms in a dead faint.

Then the people came running
from the drawing-room.

That night a groom rode over to
Ashford, and early on Christmas
morning Denson Lorden was taken
from Hillside. Poor fellow, he was
raving mad, and I may say at once
that three months later he died in a
lunatic asylum.

Why had he gone mad so suddenly ?
To answer that disappointed love was
the reason might satisfy some, but it
satisfied none of us who were pres-
ent at Hillside. The doctor suggested
that his fits of absentmindedness were
a warning of his condition, but then
Murchison said he had always been
a dreamer. I do not pretend to ex-
plain. I can only set down the faets.

Powell did not rest until he had
hunted up the history of the house,
and the reason it had got the reputa-
tion of being haunted. The dates
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were rather indefinite, but it ap-
peared that about a century and a
half ago the man who had lived there
had committed murder under peculiar
circumstances. He was no longer a
young man when his first wife died,
but he fell madly in love with a young
girl, and when she preferred another
man who was about her own age, he
shot his successful rival, and by some
means escaped punishment. Whether
the deed was done at Hillside was
doubtful, but the murderer lived
there for years, chiefly in a hidden
room, so it was reported, that he
might have no intercourse with his
fellows. In this way, it was declared,
he had expiated his ecrime, for he
lived to a great age, and in constant
fear. Powell suggested that he may
have concealed himself at THillside
and so escaped punishment, but we
could find no proof of this.

Did death take him altogether from
Hillside? The question may make
the scoffer smile, but there are others.
I feel convinced that on the first and
second occasion when the door
clicked, Lorden was so startled that
he was prevented from committing
the erime which his diseased brain
had planned. On the third occasion
his madness may have overcome his
fear, and that time the door was
opened, and held open! What Lor-
den saw, who shall say —but he fired
at it instead of at Joan or me.
Strangely enough that octagonal
room had made a curious impression
on the three of us; is it altogether
foolish to think that the restless spirit
of the man who had committed a
erime long ago suddenly appeared to
prevent another erime?

There was nothing to show when
and by whom the old cabinet had
been screwed over the door, but one
very startling fact came to light. The
name of this owner of a hundred and
fifty years ago was Dennison, and
we were able to prove that he was an
ancestor of Lorden’s. Lorden even
had his name in a mutilated form—
Denson.
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l THINK he was the strangest figure

I have ever seen; and I saw him
first one evening when I had laid
aside my brushes for the day, and,
attracted by the eries and laughter,
strolled down the village street and
joined the group of peasants who
pushed around him.

He was mounted on a stage that
consisted of a board stretched between
two barrels, at one end of which a
torch smoked woefully, as though in
protest at its own desecration of the
soft mountain twilight. A bow
dangled straight down from one hand,
a violin from the other, and his black
eyes glittered from a face whose
skin, where one could see it for the
great untrimmed, shaggy mass of
white beard, was colourless, parch-
ment-like in its pallour; while, beside
his master, a huge tawny mastiff on
his haunches scratched vigorously at
his hide, causing the plank to sway
violently.

As I approached, the man fastened
his eyes on me, and, sweeping his ;ed
woollen eap, with its long, hanging
tassel, from his head, bowed.

“Monsieur,”’ he cried, ‘‘will do
Coquin’’—here he flourished his bow
toward the canine—‘‘the honour to
remark his attack so marvelous of
the high C, yes? It is to please the
children; then monsieur shall see.”’

Then, without waiting for any ack-
nowledgment from me, who was, in-
deed, too amused and nonplused to
offer any, the man and his beast burst
into an astounding chorl_ls. The man
played, his efforts merciless on him-

3125

self, every joint in his body seeming
to swing to the rhythm of the air.
His ill-fitting apparel—black, baggy
velveteen trousers, into which was
tucked a faded blue blouse, many
sizes too large for him, that served
for both coat and shirt—flapped in
concert with his movements, exag-
gerating the gaunt leanness of his
physique. And, as the oil torch sput-
tered crazily, joggling up and down
with the motion of the plank, the
dog howled, lifting up his head in
prolonged, hearty and repeated yowls,
snatching for his breath between each
outbhreak as he would snap at a pesti-
ferous fly buzzing before his nose.

‘“He is but a harmless fool,’’ volun-
teered the man standing at my elbow.

‘““Who is he?’’ I asked curiously.

The man shrugged his shoulders.
“Who knows?’’ he replied. ‘‘He
travels the mountains and takes our
pennies when times are good; when
there is no money we give him some-
thing to eat and drink.”

““They were crying ‘Vive le Duc’
when I came,’’ said I. “‘Is that what
you call him?"’

‘““But, yes,”” laughed the man;:
then: ‘“Monsieur is he who was paint-
ing by the river this morning?”’

“Yes,”” T admitted.

““So. Monsieur is, we know, a
stranger, but it is evident he has
never been in the mountains before
since he has not heard of the
Duc de Vassmalquieur.”’

‘“Vassmalquieur ?”’ T repeated, puz-
zled. ‘“What is that?”’

My informant’s reply, if he made
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any, was drowned in the round of
applause that greeted the conclusion
of the piece. The Due—I shall call
him that—gave a little bow that was
all of condescension to the group be-
fore him, and again fastened his
eyes on me as though demanding my
verdiet.

I clapped my hands and joined
heartily in the cheers. The man’s
face broke into a smile and again he
bowed profoundly, as he put his bow
to the strings to begin a new selec-
tion. Then, while the Duc fiddled
with all his might and the brute ran
the gamut to the accompaniment of
the sereaming laughter of the women
and children, T turned to resume my
conversation with my new acquaint-
ance, only to find that he had moved
away with some of his companions.
So I, too, changed my position, stroll-
ing here and there amongst the
crowd of rough, simple people, men,
women and children of the little town,
perched high on a slope of the Bel-
gian Ardennes, which had been my
stopping place for more than a week
back. Finally, I turned to go, and,
as I did so, the Due, whose eyes must
have been following my every move-
ment, stopped short in his playing
and called out to me.

“‘If monsieur will but listen,”’ he
pleaded, ‘I will play the Sonate
Pathétique. Coquin shall be silent.
Yest?”’

I nodded my head unconcernedly
as he began; but as the notes, throb-
bing, tremulous, rose and fell, I stood
spellbound, silent, at their exquisite
sweetness. Like some divine melody
it was that, at the master touch, fills
the heart too full for words, the eyes
with tears, flooding the soul with a
sense of the infinite, lifting it away
beyond the gross, material things of
life.

As the last note died away the
audience stirred uneasily, a child’s
voice rose petulantly and then an-
other’s. There was a little ripple of
applause, scattered and uncertain.
‘T like the other better,”’ declared

a dark-eyed girl beside me, who clung
to a young man’s arm. ‘‘It is too
sad, that!”’

For myself, I stood wondering at
the battered incongruity, who, with
his eyes gravely fixed on mine, now
pulled his cap from his head again,
and, bowing with unmistakable grace
and dignity, placed it in the dog’s
mouth.

Without a word from his master,
the animal leaped from the plank
and began to pass among the crowd,
mutely, but eloquently, demanding
some mor: substantial token of the
sudience’s appreciation than their
mere applause. The brute’s sagacity
was truly wonderful. Even those
who had edged to the outer fringes
away from the press did not escape
his watchful eye, and the hat was
duly presented to them, with, if
necessary, a paw scratching the
trousers’ leg or skirt to attract their
attention.

To me the dog came almost last
of all, for T had caught sight of the
peasant with whom I had been con-
versing earlier in the evening and had
joined him as he stood alone and a
little apart. There were a number
of pennies in the hat, perhaps ten or
twelve. My companion laughed as he
added another.

““The Due is in luck to-night,”” he
said.

“Yes?”” T queried, contributing a
silver piece. ‘‘Ts it more, then, than
usual ?”’

““About double, T should say,”” he
replied. ‘It is intermission. He
will play some more, and at the end
Coquin will go around again.’’

It had grown dusk, and the Due,
taking the hat from the dog, which
had now returned to him, ecarried it
to the torch and began to examine
the contents under the flickering
light. T moved a little closer, expect-
ing to witness some expression of
satisfaction as the result of his in-
vestication. The peasant had said
the collection was double the usual
amount, and that was before T had
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contributed my two-franc piece,
which was, at least, three times as
much as all the rest combined. To
my intense astonishment, therefore,
the Due, after a moment, crushed the
hat in his hand.

“I play no more to-night,”’ he
burst out; and then, curiously, his
words trailed off and broke: ‘“No—
more—to-night 44

The protest from the audience that
followed this announcement was
vigorous and pointed ; but they might
better have saved their breath. With-
out lifting his eyes in their direetion,
the Due took his toreh, and, jabbing
it flame downward into the ground,
extinguished it. Certainly after that
it was useless to stay longer, and the
crowd, breaking up into little groups,
began to move away ; the women com-
plaining volubly, the men grumbling
with more of good-natured tolerance
than of anger.

Half-amused, half-serious, and,
too, a little puzzled, T mingled with
those who took the road in the direc-
tion of the inn where I was lodging.
Everyone knew everyone else, and
their genealogy as well, and badinage

flew thick and fast, for they were
laughing now at the anties of the
poor fool, as they styled him—the
Due de Vassmalguieur. At the inn
door they eried a respectful good-
night in chorus—Ilike children they
were. It seemed good to be among
them. They took life as they found
it, loved and married and died,
simply, heartily, even as they lived.
I whistled as I pulled over my
sketches made that day, and then
laughed aloud at the extravagance
of my simile—one doces not die
heartily, T suppose.

““Pardon, monsieur’”’—the voice
was at my elbow. I had taken a
chair to the big fireplace in the com-
mon living-room of the inn, for it
was chilly in the autumn evenings
in the mountains, My folio was open
on my knees. As I whirled quickly
around, startled, a sketeh fell from
the rest and fluttered to the floor.
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““Pardon, monsieur’’—the Due de
Vassmalquieur had picked it up and
was extending it to me. As I reached
for the sheet, he uttered a ery,
abruptly drew it back, and, holding
it close to his eyves as though short-
sighted, stared at it fascinated. Co-
quin, on his haunches, was motionless
at his master’s side.

I waited without speaking, desir-
ing rather to see what this strange
individual would do next. After a
moment he shook his head, a feeble
smile on his lips that seemed one of
gentle tolerance for his own vagaries.
He hesitated, shook his head again,
this time more emphatically than be-
fore, and almost roughly pushed the
sketeh into my hands.

““My eyes play me tricks, mon-
sieur,”” he said querulously; and
again the phrase that seemed
mechanically ever on lips:
““Pardon, monsieur.”’

““You are interested in the pic-
ture?”’ T asked. ‘‘It is only a little
sketch T made this morning.”’

““The picture is nothing to me,”’
he answered brusquely. ‘I am not
here to look at pictures. Monsieur
has the dress of the artist, but not the
temperament.’’

In what way had I offended the
man, for offended he appeared to be?
I placed the sketch with apparent
carelessness, though purposely, in
full view, on top of the portfolio,
which T continued to hold on my
knees. Across the room, madame, the
patronne of the inn, in short woollen
skirt, bustled around the three or
four little tables serving saison, the
native beer, to the villagers. In the
corner, her husband sat facing me,
puffing contentedly at his pipe, his
glance shifting from myself to the
Due, then to Coquin, the dog, and
hack again.

The Due was fumbling in his
pocket. Suddenly, with a quick
movement, he forced into my hand
the two-frane piece that T had drop-
ped into his hat when Coquin took
up the ecollection.

his
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““What—what is this?’’ 1 stam-

mered. 35
““Monsieur is he who placed it in
the hat, is it not so?”’ .
“¢Certainly, I did; but——
He interrupted me with a violent
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gesture of his hand; then, drawing
up his body to its full height: *‘ Mon-
sieur does me an injury. I am an
artist. Between artists there is ap-
preciation not of money. Monsieur
considers my playving not worthy of
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an artist, yes? That is a misfortune
for me, but it is not deserving of in-
sult.”’

“But——-"

“It is not necessary!’’—again he
stopped me. ‘“‘Am I the less artist
hecause I am poor, and to gain a few
pennies play for the amusement of
‘the villagers? And Coquin to make
them laugh? That is not art. Do 1
not know it? But did I not play once
for monsieur alone, who is an artist
himself? And I am repaid so!”’

A harmless fool my peasant infor-
mant had told me. Indeed, it seemed
80. The poor erazed brain full of
whimsical conceits and fancies! His
distress was real enough and pathetie,
too, in the hurt dignity of his tones.
I had wounded him in that tenderest
of all spots—his pride and his belief
in his artist worth. A distinet sense
of pity came over me. Racking my
hrain for something that I might say
to soothe the unintentional hurt [
had inflicted, my eyes travelled
around the room in search of in-
spiration, Madame’s wooden shoes
clack-clacked her constant comine and
going; the occupants of the tables
were launghing and joking noisily;
monsieur, the proprietor, met my look
as my glance completed the circle,
and his face puckered into a funny
little smile of interested amusement,
as though intimating that he under-
stood and appreciated my dilemma.
Tnvoluntarily, T smiled back, and
then, fearful that the Duc might have
intercepted the look and have mis-
interpreted it as one of derision
directed toward himself, T turned to
him with the intention of making
such amends as T could.

But T need have had no concern
on that score. The plaver seemed
oblivious of everything and everybody
save only the sketch, at which he
was again staring intently, fixedly
even.

“Pardon, monsieur’’—the voice
was a trembling quaver; the matter
of the two-frane piece and the ques-
tion of his artist worth, evidently

far from the poor, unbalanced mind.
now obsessed with another problem.
““ Pardon, monsieur; but did monsieur
say he had done this to-day—here?"”

“Yes,”’ 1 answered. ‘‘“Why?”’

“That is none of your affair!’’ he
eried sharply; then quickly: ‘‘No,
no, monsieur, I did not mean to of-
fend. Monsieur will tell me where
it was done—where? Mon Dieu, and
I thought at first it was but a trick
my eyes were playing on me! But
it is so! Itis real! Itisreal!”” The
man in his sudden excitement was
pulling at my arm to drag me teo-
ward the door.

“Calm yourself, my friend,’’ 1
said. ‘‘Of course, I will show you
the spot since you are so interested.’’
And so to humour him I rose from
my chair and went to the street.

It was already quite dark. The
evening settles down rapidly in the
mountains in late Oectober, but the
moon just rising over the ecrest of
a peak showed the road stretching
out, a white, winding trail between
the hills to the valley below us, from
where one caught an occasional moon-
glint from the river through an open-
ing here and there in the woods.

The Due clung closely to me, fol-
lowing my gesture as I pointed to-
ward the valley.

““It is there; yes, yes, it is there,
I knew it,”’ he whispered to him-
self. I say whispered, though that
hardly deseribes it. The words
seemed drawn in, in a low, catchy,
sobbing way.

“You see the first turn in the
road?”’ T directed.

He nodded his head vehemently.

“Yes? Well, there is a little
path——"’

“T know! I know!’”’ he inter-
rupted.

‘¢

that turns off there, leadine
into the woods,”” I continued. ‘‘A
quarter of a mile farther on it comes
out onto a little open space above the
river. It was from there that T
sketched the opposite bank, which is
the picture you 2

-/



14
;
5

Ny

Drawing by J. W, Beatty

“IN THE MORNING I STOOD AT THE INN DOOR AS THE CORTEGE PASSED

But without waiting for me to
complete my sentence, the Due dashed
away, running wildly down the
road. Coquin at his heels.

I watched them until they reached
the turn and disappeared, the man
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and the dog—Coquin, with clumsy,
rolling movement ; the Due, a fantas
tic figure, tassel bobbing from his
woollen cap, blouse flapping, arms and
legs swinging crazily, I laughed
heartily at the sight as T turned and
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re-entered the inn, still laughing.

The innkeeper had changed his
position, carrying his chair close to
the one I had been occupying. As
I sat down he looked at me out of
one eye—and none could mistake the
look. I ordered a pot of saison.

““Monsieur is curious about the
Due, is it not so?’’ he questioned,
emerging from his glass and replac-
ing his pipe in his mouth. ‘‘Tiens,
tiens! None can tell you the story
better than I. A lot is told of him,
the Due, but it is mostly untrue. It
is a long time ago now. How old
would monsieur say was the Duc?’’

“Sixty-five or seventy,”” 1 haz-
arded.

““Monsieur is wrong by more than
twenty years. He is forty-two or
three, the Due.”” My host buried
his face in the mug of saison, then
wiping his lips with the back of his
hand shook his head sagely and re-
peated: ‘‘Twenty years. Monsieur
would not think it, no?”’

““No,”” I said, expressing my sur-
prise in my voice.

“PBut it is so,”’ asserted the land-
lord. ‘“We were boys in the same
village, only he was of the aristocrats.
It is different now, yes? He was a
young man when it happened, the
accident to his fiancée. Of that I do
not know much. She was never
found. One morning alone with her
horse she went to ride. The horse
returned at night, but of the girl
nothing was ever heard’’—again he
buried his face in the mug, then flung
out his arms expansively— ‘noth-
ing!”’

““And the Duc?’’ I prompted.

“The girl and musie—music and
the girl. He was that way. Nothing
else—it was his life. He was al-
ways queer. After the accident—
they came at last to think that she
had been thrown from her horse and
had fallen over a cliff, perhaps into
the river, which is undoubtedly the
true explanatjon——the Due began_to
wander through the mountains
searching for her. At first he would
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return each night, then he would he
away for days, and, after a time, he
would not be seen for weeks and
sometimes months. Always he would
have with him some instrument—
sometimes a piccolo; sometimes, like
to-night, a violin. His parents could
do mnothing; the poor fellow was
crazed, searching, searching, always
searching, until it has come to be as
you have seen. That is the story.
monsieur. It is pathetie, is it not?"’

“Yes,”” I said slowly. ‘““Poor
chap! But his asking for money, is
that, too, part of his faney? You
said he was of the aristocracy. His
parents——"’

““They died,”’ said my host. ‘‘And
as for the estate—when one is simple.
eh, what does monsieur expect?’’

“You mean he was robbed of it
all?”’ I demanded.

The landlord nodded, finishing the
last drop in the mug.

““Then Vassmalquieur, I suppose,’’
said I, ““was the name of the estate.””

At this the innkeeper laughed out-
right, shaking his fat body until the
tears stood in his eyes. ‘‘Oh, la, la!’’
he cried, when he could get his
breath. ‘‘But, no, monsieur! They
call him Due because, as T told mon-
sieur, he was aristocrat—it is but a
nickname. For a long time it was
but Due, then some wag added the
Vassmalquieur. Vassmalquieur, mon-
sieur, is patois—Walloon, do you
see? It means—nowhere! The Duke
of Nowhere! The name of an estate,
yes truly!”’—and he went off into
another burst of unrestrained hilar-
) O
I did not join him. The humour,
if humour there were, was lost in the
sterner note, the pitiful tragedy of
a life behind it all—the tragedy
deadened, no doubt, to those to whom
the poor stroller had become an ac-
customed figure year after year, but
vividly fresh to me who had just
heard his story for the first time. And
the picture—the sketch? I picked it
up to look at it again, wondering if
the poor brain could have found
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something in it to touch the memories
of the past. It was but a landscape,
as I have said. I handed it to the
landlord, with the thought that he
might supply the connection, if con-
nection there were. He took it
gingerly and stared—at his empty
mug. I had no wish to buy his ver-
dict, but at my request madame, with
a playful shake of her finger at me,
re;)]enis‘hed it.

‘It is magnificent!”’
rogue of a host.

I took it back, placed it in my
portfolio, bade him good-night, and
went upstairs to my room. Once
during the night I was awakened by
a dog’s long-drawn-out howl as it
floated in through the open window.
This was repeated. Half-drowsily
the Due’s words came back to me:
“Monsieur will do Coquin the honour
to remark his attack so marvelous of
the high C, yes?’’ Then I went off
to sleep again.

In the morning I stood at the inn
door as the cortege passed. The vil-
lagers silent, bare-headed, reverent.
Beside the body, a dog—Coquin—
drooping, head low, pitiful in his
dumb grief. I turned, depressed and
saddened, to ask the particulars. It
was, indeed, Coquin that I had heard
during the night, for early in the

said my
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morning, attracted by his continued
cries, they had found the body of
his master near the spot to which I
had directed him. He had either
stepped or fallen over the bank which
there rose straight up perhaps
twenty feet, and his head had struck
on a boulder that jutted out from
the water below.

I cannot express the emotion that
overwhelmed me; for my sketch, in-
nocently enough, it is true, but none
the less certainly, it seemed, had
lured a fellow-creature to his death.
I went at once to the portfolio and
took it out, and for a long time puz-
zled over it vainly. Then suddenly
a thought came to me. I remembered
that in glancing at it, as it lay on the
floor the night before, I had viewed
it in its normal position—but it lay,
then, between where I sat and where
the Due stood. He must have looked
at it upside down. I reversed it
quickly—and then I, as he had done,
with a startled ery, carried it closer
to my eyes. At last I understood.
The foliage, by some grim freak as
my brush had traced it, bore a erude,
but unmistakable resemblance to a
woman’s face, with her hair stream-
ing down touching the river’s brink
—and to the poor, crazed brain it
had been the end of his long search!

THE TWO FIL.OWERS
BY GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

HELEN wore it in her hair,
That little fragile flower,
Wore it for an hour—
Then she laughed and gave it me to wear—
No little flower so holy anywhere!

Fate looked and found my Helen fair—
That little fragile flower—
Spared her but an hour;
‘When she died the dayspring vanished there—
No little flower so holy anywhere!
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PHILLIP - CHEESEBOROUGH
BY MADGE MACBETH

ITE bleak and cheerless gray walls
of the Protestant Orphan Asy-
lum looked inviting enough to little
Phillip as he neared the building. In
fact, he did not remember having
thought the asylum half so attractive
in the day-time, when Alicia used to
take him past there, for his walk,
Now, through the thickly-falling
snow, the lights twinkled quite mer-
rily, and he unconsciously cast aside
his idea of the place—partly original,
and partly a figment of Alicia’s lurid
imagination—clothing it with both
luxury and grandeur.

And surely, thought Phillip, a
place wherein so many children
played could not be other than a per-
feet Paradise.

The iron gate came near baffiing
him, and his long struggle with it
gseemed to cause an inexplicable
change to take place somewhere in-
side him. Whereas up to that mo-
ment he had been perfectly secure in
his belief that this course was the
only proper action for him, now that
queer feeling stole over him which he
always called to himself the ‘‘forgive-
me feeling,”” and he mounted the
long flight of steps very slowly.

Tt was an unlooked-for happening
—this sudden occurrence of the
“forgive-me feeling,”” when he was
doine exactly right; one must expect
it when one has been naughty and
when one’s mother diseovers it, but
at sueh an hour as this—well, it made
Phillip realise all at once that big
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Montreal was very terrible, and the
darkness much more disagreeable
when a part of it, than when looking
into it from the nursery window.

He rang the bell and swallowed
several times, so as to have a good,
strong voice with which to state his
business, and it seemed a long time
before heavy steps were heard echoing
through a bare hall-way, and the door
was opened.

Of course, Phillip had not expected
to see Martha with her neat black
uniform and spotless apron, her
pretty face under the dainty, frilly
cap; no, but he did not in the least
expect to see the slatternly, gray-
haired woman who stood peering
quite over his head, out into the dark-
ness. Neither did he understand her
muttering about everyone’s being too
busy to attend to her proper duties.

“Perhaps she is the grandmother
of all the orphans,”” thought Phillip
vaguely, trying to adjust her to his
idea of a grandmother. Aloud he
said:

““I have come to be an orphan!”’

At the sound of his soft, little
voice, the old woman looked down
and saw a very small boy dressed in
a fur coat and cap, standing in the
falling snow. She stared at him
speechless, a moment, but it was as
long as an hour to the little boy, who
feared that her silence meant a re-
fusal of his admittance even here,
where he had been led to expect he
might find a home. Apparently the




THE CASE OF PHILLIP CHEESEBOROUGH

snow was melting on his cheeks, for
something warm trickled down as he
held his breath and waited.

“Who brought you?’’ asked the
grandmother at last.

‘1 came myself,”” answered the
ohild in almost unintelligible English.
His ‘‘s’s’’ were all ‘“f’s’’ and his
“w’s’”’ were ‘“‘I’s.”” ‘“May I please
be an orphan?”’

Some forgotten spring in the wo-
man’s nature was touched by the
boy’s earnestness, his pure, confiding
eyes, as he looked up at her, and
her heart suddenly expanded in ten-
derness,

‘‘Bless my soul, honey,’’ she mut-
tered awkwardly, ‘‘ye may be or ye
may not, fer all I know.”” Then she
drew him inside and closed the door.

It was all over. Phillip felt, stand-
ing in the big, dimly-lighted hall that
he had irrevocably cut himself away
from his four years of past life and
was henceforth and forevermore
branded ‘‘an orphan.’’

The grandmother led him past sev-
eral doors, all of which had black
plates and gold letters on them, to a
gmall room almost at the back of the
building. He wondered vaguely af-
ter the manner of children where all
his future playmates were, and why
the house was so still, save for the
noise of his foot-steps; he felt
acutely the want of some sort of wel-
come; he missed the warm, soft hang-
ings and rugs to which his eye and
genses were accustomed; uncomfort-
able bits of Alicia’s description con-
eerning an asylum’s method of deal-
ing with bad children recurred to
him, and it was borne upon his baby
mind that not only the snow from his
eap trickled down his cheeks, hut
gomathing else, something suspicious-
ly like tears.

A lady with spectacles sat at a
desk in the little room, wrappigg
up pareels, and she frowned as Phil.
lip was brought in.

“This here hoy,”’” began the grand-
mother, ‘‘says he has come to be an
orphan. He hadn’t no one with him,
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and it’s snowing very hard outside.”’

The lady at the desk looked stern-
ly at Phillip, and the ‘‘forgive-me
feeling’’ rose so hard and tight
around his throat he felt as though
he surely must ery.

““Come here,”” she said, ‘“and tell
me why you want to be an orphan.”’

Thus encouraged, the little boy
walked round the desk and stood
close to the lady’s chair. He noted
in his childish way that it was not
80 nice looking up into her face as
into his muzzie’s, but

““Did you run away?'’ asked the
lady, and her voice sounded cruelly
harsh to Phillip’s ears.

He hung his head a moment, then
raised it and looked at her straight
and fearlessly out of his big, hazel
eyes.

‘(Yes-,’

‘‘Haven’t you a nurse?’’ asked the
lady. 4

““Yes, Alicia is my nurse.”’

‘““How was it that she let you come
here, alone?’’

‘“‘Oh, she doesn’t mind!” eried
Phillip, eagerly. ‘‘She often said
she’d bring me here, if T didn’t stop
asking questions. She doesn’t like
talking to little boys—she just only
wants to talk to park policemans,’’

Phillip’s tone was one of self-ae-
cusation—how careless of him to be
a little boy when he should have been
a park policeman!

The old grandmother in the door-
way made a sound as of anger, and
the lady, who had evidently forgot-
ten her, said sharply:

‘“Go on, and help with the decorat-
ing,”’ which Phillip did not under-
stand, but the command took the old
woman out of the room, and her
shuffling footsteps were heard as she
went upstairs.

Turning to the child, the lady con-
tinned her questioning.

‘“Where is your mother?"’

This was followed by a long silence,
during which the little fellow looked
critically at the lady’s lap, and de-
cided that, although it was not his
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idea of a ‘‘really, truly’’ lap, it was
better than nothing, and he did so
long to sit on a lap while he talked
about muzzie!

““] — haven’t — any — more —
muzzie,”” whispered Phillip, with
trembling lips.

““Oh!” The lady put out her hand
and laid it on 'his shoulder. He
hoped she would not ask any more
questions, for instinctively he shrank
from telling just how it happened
that muzzie had grown so angry that
very afternoon, and had forbidden
him to eall her muzzie any more;
he did not want to tell the lady with
spectacles that he kicked Mr. Wain-
wright beecause he kissed his muzzie,
and that he sereamed and threatened
to let father know. He felt it would
be impossible to explain how Alicia
and Mantha and the cook barely kept
from laughing when muzzie brought
him to them in the servant’s dining-
room and angrily demanded to know
why a nurse considered two hours
at lunch-time her right and privilege.

Not that Phillip thought all this
out just as it is set down, but he did
have thoughts and feelings which he
mueh preferred not to tell.

The lady spoke again.

“And tell me—where is your
father?”’

““ Away—he is always away,”” wist-
fully replied the child.

“Do you know where you live?”’

“In the big house on the corner.
Don’t you know our house?’’ asked
Phillip in surprise. Ever so many
people knew muzzie’s house—Iladies
and gentlemen and grocerymen and
all kinds of tradespeople. They
were always coming there.

““What is your name?”’

‘“Phillip.”’

““Phillip what?"’

“Phillip Feevesbullow.” ;

“What?’’ asked the lady, a lit-
tle sharply. She had asked ever so
many things over again, and the child
wondered if she might not be deaf,
like old Harding, who took care of
the furnace. Haltingly, he repeated
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his name, but when the lady said it
over after him, it had such a peculiar
sound that he grew distressed and un-
comfortable.

She turned eagerly to a large book
and ran her finger down its pages,
saying to herself:

“F — Fe — Fes — n — Fer —
no——"' and shaking her head every
now and then,

After watching her patiently for
a few minutes, he touched her very
gently on the arm and asked:

““Now am I an orphan?”’

The lady looked uncertain a mo-
ment, then sighed slightly.

“You might as well be, I suppose,
my dear.”’

““Well,”” Phillip’s solemn eyes were
swimming, ‘“well, I think I should
like to have my tea, please, and then
may I play with the orphans?”

She rang a bell, and soon it was
answered by a half-grown girl, who
stood awkwardly in the doorway.

““Clara, take this child upstairs and
give him some bread and milk. You
are to look after him until I send for
you.”’

The girl said ‘‘yes, ma’am,”’ and
erooked her finger at the little boy.
He went obediently to her and held
out his hand, but she did not take
it, so he climbed two flights of stairs
bravely for the first time in all his
life without a friendly hand to help
him. As he neared the top, voices
came to him in a confused murmur
and his heart beat a little more quick-
ly. There was an element of excite-
ment in the prospect of playing with
children—loneliness been so
much a part of his recent years, ever
gince father had stayed so much
away. It would be lovely, he thought,
to have plenty of boys with whom to
play Indian—ah, but his Indian
suits were at home, so were all his
toys; Alicia did not approve of tak-
ing toys to the park.

“This way,’’ called Clara, inter-
rupting his thoughts. She opened
the door of a long, low room filled
with rows of small tables and chairs,
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and after taking off his things she
sat him on one of the chairs, took
up a bowl from the table, and left
him. :

The room was very big and

still, a sharp contrast to the
place in which he was accus-
tomed to have his meals, the

silent rows of empty chairs fright-
ened him, his baby stoicism vanished
suddenly, and, putting his head down
on his arm, he sobbed convulsively :

““Oh, forgive me, muzzie, please do
forgive me!”’ :

In the meantime, Alicia, feeling her
lot a very hard one, turned discon-
tentedly from her half-hour’s conver-
gation and looked for the child. She
noticed then for the first time how
dark it had grown and how fast the
snowflakes were falling. A moment’s
upeasiness swept over her as she
walked back to the bench where
Phillip had been admonished to wait,
for fear the child had been kept out
too long; then shrugging her shoul-
ders, she said to herself:

“Pghaw! What does she care? She
told me to take him out of t;he. way,
and I’ll remind her of it, too, if she

eaks to me!”’
sp’l‘he bench was empty—the child

ne!
w%?gl(:illﬁp,” called the nurse, ‘‘Phil-
lip Cheeseborougtl}!” i

A few pedestrians hurrying home
with suspicious-looking Christmas
pareels turned for the instant, then
walked on, intent upon their own

rs.
‘ﬁa:l oroughly frightened, ﬁ}}e girl
ran after her friend, the policeman,
but he, too, had been swallowed up
in the settling gray cloud: and all
her cries failed to reach him.

Too much of a coward to return
to the house and confess her fault,
some latent feeling of honour
prompbed her to do the next best

thing; so, hurrying to the mearest
store, she telephoned Martha, and
in disconnected sentences told her.
Her silence seemed like an unspoken
reproof to Alicia, trembling in the
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little box. Without waiting for the
storm of abuse she feared would
come, Phillip’s nurse called:

‘“And anyhow, it wasn’t my fault,
he had no business to run off—you
go upstairs and tell her, Martha!”’
Then she hung up the receiver and
walked out of the store.

Martha went slowly upstairs to the
den; she knew Mr. Wainwright was
there and had been since lunch-time,
Mrs. Cheeseborough held somewhat
the same position in regard to her
servants that Becky Sharpe held:
their very suspicion against her kept
them in their right and proper places,
the very fact that they believed she
could hold an enviable position in
the social world, could command the
Wainwright millions if she liked, put
her on a sort of pinnacle in their
eyes, before which they bowed in sub-
mission of a kind. Their wages were
never fully paid, and, thanks to the
freedkom of the press, James
K. Cheeseborough’s income was well
known to be inadequate to his wife’s
demands, but they stayed on, always
excitedly looking forward to the day
when ‘‘something would happen.”
The finger of scandal pointed to the
inevitable triangle.

Cheeseborough’s attitude toward
the situation was more or less a mat-
ter for speculation; either he did not
realise the state of affairs, or he saw
and could not prevent it, without vul-
gar publicity, or he saw and did not
want to prevent it, preferring to live
his own careless life off in the woods
surrounding his comfortable moun-
tain ‘‘camp.”’

Walter Wainwright had a supreme
contempt for the husband of Mrs.
Cheeseborough, both because he eould
not hold his lovely wife’s affections
and because he indifferently allowed
another man to—well, to nearly hold
them.

Perhaps he thought he loved Phyl-
lis Cheeseborough, or perhaps his
masculine vanity cried for the satis-
faction of a huge feminine sacrifice.
At all events, he must have the wo-
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man acknowledge her preference for
him in the eyes of the world, and he
had been urging a culmination of af-
fairs upon her all afternoon.

“You surely realise the duplicity
of our position, Phyllis,”’ he argued
after little Phillip had been taken
from the room, ‘‘the underhandedness
of it both to Jim and to me—to say
nothing of yourself. You live with
him professing to care for me, yet
you refuse to take the only honour-
able step open, because of him. You
women are certainly contradictions.”’

Mrs, Cheeseborough sighed.

‘“A position like this is easier to
get into than away from,’’ she said.
1 loved Jim, once, Walter, although
you seoff at the idea, and it strikes
me as being so strange that in a few
short months I am able to forget Jim
fthat is, if T really don’t care for
him now) and turn to you. In other
words, I am not sure of myself, and
you know after a scandal such as this
will raise, 1T would not like to feel
that we were not absolutely born for
each other—I should not like to
change again!’’

The wistful earnestness of her
words robbed them of triteness, and
Wainwright hastened to reassure her.
He talked long and convineingly,
punctuating his pleas with pauses
suggestive of an innate nicety and
delicacy in not speaking of some
things which were obvious to both of
them—snch as Jim’s incompetence
to provide her with the luxury she
had grown to find so indispensable.
To let him drop now and return to
Oheeseborough in the face of whis-
pered innuendoes, subtly hinted
Mr. Wainwright, would provoke a
scandal she could never live down;:
with him—well, perhaps a month or
two people would talk, but after that
his wealth and position would make
the ienoring of her an impossibility.

““Beside,”” he argued, ‘‘as things
all about him when I took you in
stand now, there is the child. I swear
to you, Phyllis, that T had forgotten
my arms a little while ago, but even

;_i'

if T had remembered I should net
have thought he would notice it. |
hate to remind you of this faot, dear-
est, but there will certainly come a
time when he will tell—and if T know
Cheeseborough it won’t be comfort-
able for you. Would you not rather
he off with me, then, than here with
him 1’

His voice fell to a low, earessing
murmur, and he sank to the floor be-
side her. The glow from the grate
fire gave an unnatural brilliance te
his fine eyes, it made his pallid, clear-
cut features ruddy with a good imi-
tation of the fire of youth, it softened
his thin, selfish mouth, making tNe
parted lips take on only the gentlest,
tenderest expression,

Phyllis Cheeseborough looked at
him a long time without speaking—
and he was wise enough not to break
the pregnant silence. Finally, she
bent toward him.

“T will come,’’ she whispered.

“My darling!”’

Martha walked boldly into the
darkened room and stood before her
mistress. Wainwright assumed a less
compromising position and cursed be-
low his breath.

““The baby’s lost,’”’ announced the
maid grimly.

““What nonsense!’’ exclaimed Mrs.
Cheeseborough, ‘“he is with Alicia
and she is often late.”’

‘“‘She telephoned me this minute,”’
answered the girl, ‘“‘to say she had
lost' the baby in the park, and was
afraid to come back. I don’t know
what’s become of her, either!”

Martha walked slowly out of the
room, and it was not until she had
reached the stairway that the sound
of a woman’s sharp ery came to her.

““By heaven,”” muttered the girl,
‘‘she’s woke up at last!’’

Phyllis turned savagely upon the
man standing beside her.

“Tt is all your fault!”’ she eried
passionately. ‘‘But for you I never
would have found my baby a trouble
—a burden! Go away, please, and
never, never, let me see youn again!’’
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Wainwright was not disturbed, he
knew how to deal with the vagaries
of women. So he spoke soothingly.

““But, my dearest girl, think how
unreasonable you are! Of course,
you are a little excited just now and
don’t realise what you say. At least,
I will stay and be of some assistance
%0 you, and after the boy is found
we can discuss——"’

‘“He may never be found,’’ ecried
the child’s mother. ‘‘That is going
to be my horrible punishment—I ean
feel it! Oh, 1 wish that I had
never seen you!’”’ She walked dis-
tractedly about the room.

““Phyllis, do be reasonable!’’ He
advanced a step toward her and was
just about to lay a soothing hand
upon her shoulder when the door was
epened unceremoniously, for the sec-
ond time, and Jim Cheeseborough
stood in the room.

The two looked at him astonished,
and over Wainwright’s face a wave
of eolour passed. With a choking ery
Phyllis rushed across the floor and
flung herself sobbing on her hus-
band’s breast.

“ Jim. oh, Jim,”’ she moaned, ‘‘the
baby’s lost!”’

Two messages came into the police
headquarters within a few minutes of
each other: one was from Miss
Agatha Dunn, superintendent of the
Protestant Orphan Asylum, announe-
ing the arrival of a small boy, whose
name she could not understand, and
the other was from James K. Cheese-
porough, asking that every available
man on the force be detailed to find
his son. And not many minutes later
a frantically happy mother was kneel-
ing in the bare hall of the asylum
elasping a tiny little chap in her
arms, and murmuring unintelligible
ghings to him, after the way of
mothers. ;

“ Are you going to be my muzzie
again and don’t I have to be an or-

n?’’ asked the child, fixing his
great, gerious eyes upon _her.

For an answer she buried her face
in his neck, and kept it there, until
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a pair of strong arms lifted both her
and the boy right into the taxi-cab.

Phillip dozed a little, sitting on
muzzie’s lap, with his head against
father’s shoulder, and he really did
not know what took place until he
found himself in his own little room,
undressed and cuddled close in
muzzie’s arms. Father, too, was close
beside him, and he was speaking to
muzzie very softly.

‘“Ah, Jim, dear, you are better to
me than I deserve,’’” muzzie said, with
a sob in her voice.

‘““No, sweetheart,”’ father whis-
pered, ‘“it was my fault, too. We
simply did not understand each other,
that’s all.”’

““No, it isn’t,”’ contradicted muzzie,
resolved to make her confession com-
plete. *‘‘I persnaded myself that 1
cared for him, and promised—oh, Jim
—1I nearly promised oA

‘“Periodically, he goes mad over a
woman—usually a married one—and
succeeds in breaking up some unfor-
tunate’s home. I suppose I might have
told you, but I didn’t think yon
would see things from my point of
view—then. So I ran away from the
sight and the pain of it, and prayed
to heaven, in my heathen way, out
there under the stars, that you would
come to see them for yourself.”

“Jim! Ah, my dear, my dear, you
don’t understand how bitterly sorry
I am for this—how mueh I long to
show you what real happiness is!
Why, I could live in a down-town
flat now that I have found the baby
—and you.”’ 1

Little Phillip’s eyes grew troubled.
He had forgotten ahont Christmas,
and he pushed slightly away from his
mother, that he might see her face.

“Well, I told Clara, that I would
be a Christmas present for the or-
phans, if they would keep me,’ he
said slowly, wondering if he must
now make that promise good.

“My baby!”’ eried muzzie, broken-
ly, “you are mine—all mine—my
own wandering Christmas present—
returned!’’




THE OED-OAK 'CHEST
BY SHIRLEY RAYNARD

l FELT like a traitor as I fingered
the cheque. ‘‘One hundred
pounds, one hundred shillings,”” I
read twice over, then burst into
tears. It had been a hard struggle,
and nothing but dire necessity would
have made me part with the old chest,
for T loved it as inanimate objects
are seldom loved. But my father
was suffering terribly, and I had
strained our slender resources to their
utmost to meet the extra expense
which sickness always brings in its
train. Six days previously a Man-
chester specialist had been called in,
and after a prolonged examination
had said there was just one chance
of complete recovery. The treatment
would be costly, as it would mean
that my father would have to be
moved from the moorland hills where
we lived, and go for a time into a
nursing home. Under those condi-
tions he had good hopes of success.

Through drizzling rain the doector
drove away, and I sat down to con-
sider what could be done. Our stone
cottage, a typical Lancashire moor-
land homestead, stood by the side
of the road which wound over the
purple moor. Although we were with-
in twenty miles of the great city of
Manchester, the air was sweet and
invigorating, and, even on this wet
November morning, refreshed me as
I sat by the open window. I watched
the hired trap round the last turn
of the winding road, then exclaimed
to myself: ‘It must and shall be
done, if we sell the house over our
heads! But how?”’

We lived upon a small pension
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which the Government had granted
to my father for research work. It
was sufficient for our simple needs,
even allowing for a small margin in
times of health. The house had been
passed on from generation to gen-
eration since it was first built in
1680. The initials of the builder and
first owner, with the date, were plain-
ly carved upon a stone which was
let into the wall over the front
door.

I turned suddenly from the win-
dow and crossed the old house-place.
An idea had struck me. The old oak
chest, why not? I ran my fingers
tenderly over the beautifully rounded
Jacobean carving. Three square
panels, two long ones, and a solid
block where the date was carved—
1680—the same date as the dear old
house. Only six months before the
time of which I write, my father’s
cousin, who had come over from
Manchester to spend Sunday with
us, had said to him, as they sat in
the chimney corner after the mid-
day dinner, pointing with his pipe
over his left shoulder:

“T know a man i’ Manchester who
would give thee a hundred pounds
for that chest of thine, John.”’

And my father, with quiet indig-
nation, had retorted:

““T daresay tha’ does, lad, but that
chest bides here as long as T live.”

Only the hollyhocks which were
bobbing their heads in between the
stone mullions of the open window
saw the expression of his face as he
said this, but I caught the annoyance
in his tones as I sat reading in the




THE OLD OAK CHEST 141

little garden. And now when he was
bedridden I was going to sell it.
‘Well, he should never know until he
was well or—I straightened myself
and set to work. Once more I went
over all our small possessions, but
there seemed to be mothing -else
which, if sold, would bring in half
of the hundred pounds, so without
more ado I wrote a note to my
cousin asking for the address of the
man he had mentioned, which in due
course of time I received.

Then had come the unpleasant
duty of writing to this stranger,
whom I already unjustly hated as
the possessor of our family chest.
His name was Dearnley, and I found
that he lived ten miles away. After
one or two futile attempts I sent
the following note:—

Dear Sir,—I have been told that you
are wishful to buy rare pieces of old oak
furniture. My father has in h'ls posses-
sion a chest (date 1680), which he is
willing to sell. Tt is in good preserva-
tion, and I believe a perfect thing of its
kind. If you would care to see it, or to
gend an expert over, I shall be at home
during the mnext few days.

Yours truly,
MARY FALSHAW.

Lawrence Dearnley, Esq.

This note brought for answer, not
a letter, but the man himself. Two
days later, when I had watched
anxiously for the postman and then
seen him pass callously by on the
other side, a high dog-cart drew up

gnddenly a short distance from the

gate. For a moment I wondered who
my visitor could be, but I believe
I guessed who it was before old
Sarah tapped at my bedroom doqr.

““Tt’s a gentleman to see you, Miss
Mary,”’ she said.

I followed her slowly do_wn the
stone stairs. She turned into her
kitchen, but I erossed the house-place
to where my visitor was standing
near the window. He turned at my
approach, and I saw a man of about
five-and-thirty, well built and well
clad. I bowed and said: ‘“You are
Mr. Dearnley, I believe. Please sit

-

down,”” but he seemed reluctant.

““I hope you will forgive my com-
ing so soon in the day,’”’ returned
he, ““but I am leaving home for two
days, and I thought it better to eall
upon you rather than to send.”’

He seemed embarrassed and unwill-
ing to begin the business about which
he had come.

““What a sweet old place this is,”’
he said presently, casting a hesitat-
ing glance across the room, which
was just then lighted by the winter
sunshine. ‘‘I suppose Mr. Falshaw
is really wishful to sell the chest you
wrote to me about?”’

““Yes, certainly,”” I said as lightly
as possible, crossing the room to hide
my emotion, for I could not help a
sob rising into my throat. ‘‘This is
the one,’”” I added, putting my hand
upon the lid.

He walked deliberately towards it
and looked down upon its beautiful
front. For one weak moment 1
wished that he might lack apprecia-
tion, and so leave us in possession
of our treasure. Only for a moment,
for my imagination showed me my
dear invalid in the room above, and
i‘olx-f his sake I was able to steel my-
self.

‘It is, indeed, very beautiful,”’ he
said. ““‘Perhaps I may speak to Mr.
Falshaw about it.”’

I could clearly see that he did not
wish to come to a matter of pounds,
shillings, and pence with a girl, but,
although I respected his delicacy, 1
was determined that he should do so,
for T wanted the money so badly,
and at once.

“I am sorry, but my father is not
at all well just now,”” I said, ‘‘and
he has left the matter entirely to
me.”’ :

““Did he mention the price?’’ said
he, looking out of the window.

““Would you think a hundred
guineas too much?’’ T asked anxious-
ly. ‘““We were told a short time ago
that is was probably worth that sum.”’

‘“Not at all,”” he said, rising, “‘T
had valued it in my own mind at
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about that. I will send on a cheque,
and my own men for it, as I only
live ten miles away. You are quite
sure that you wish to part with it?”’

““Yes, quite sure,”’ I said firmly, as
I stood by the open door.

And now his cheque for the amount
lay in my lap, and there was a vacant
place where the old piece of furni-
ture had stood. I could hear the
eart, which had carried it away,
rumbhling over the stones on the rough
moorland road.

All arrangements had been made
beforehand, and that very day saw
my father safely under the doector’s
eye in the nursing home. He had
asked no questions as to ways and
means, for he had been so ill that
he had relied upon me like a child,
and, thanks to the thick walls and
my care, he had heard no disturbance
in the removal of the chest.

I was not allowed to remain with
my father in the home, but I promised
him faithfully that I would go and
see him regularly twice a week so
long as it should be found necessary
for him to stay there. It seemed
to me rather an expensive promise,
but had we not an extra £105 in the
bank? Days passed away, and I be-
gan to see a change for the better
in my father’s condition—very
gradual at first, then more pro-
vounced. I fulfilled my promise of
going to see him twice weekly, and
the visits cheered us hoth.

One morning about three weeks be-
fore Christmas I started on my usual
journey to Manchester. There was
a hard frost, and the road seemed like
iron beneath my feet. There was a
north-east wind blowing, but what
cared I for that? T had good news
of my father, and I walked with the
high spirits of my twenty-two years.
T had even had time to think of my
appearance, and, as the morning was
erisp and fine, T had put on my best
hat, which I flattered myself became
me well.

Things happen strangely. I reached
the station just as the train drew

up at the platform, and the station
master, who knew me well, opened
a carriage door for me.

““I hope you have good news of
your father, Miss Falshaw ?’’ said he
as I came up.

““Yes, thank you,”” I said cheer-
fully, as I stepepd into the carriage.
“I hope to have him home shortly
after Christmas.”’ |

““That is good news,”’ returned
he, as he banged the door to.

There was one other ocecupant of
the compartment, who put down his
newspaper as I entered. 1 at once
recognised Mr. Dearnley, and he, bow-
ing, said ‘‘Good morning, Miss Fal-
shaw.”’

I was slightly interested to see
him again, for by this time I had
forgiven him for buying the chest,
geeing that his money had probably
saved my dear father’s life. We en-
tered into conversation. He seemed
shocked to learn how ill my father
had been,

“I really thought when I was at
Moorfield that it was only a tempor-
ary illness from which he was suf-
fering,’” said he.

I explained as much of the nature
of the case to him as T could, telling
him how I had visited my father
twice weekly. I wondered if he would
mention the old chest, for I was de-
termined that I would not do so.

As the train neared Manchester he
said, after a pause:

‘““The chest arrived safely, Miss
Falshaw, but though I bought it, T
feel that it belongs more to you than
to me. If ever your father should
wish to have it back again, T shall
always be prepared to return it, al-
though I will never part with it to
any other person.”’

‘““Thank you,”” I said rather stiffly.
““I do not think my father will ever
want it back. A bargain is a bar-
gain!”> And then T left him, as the
train had steamed into the station.

‘““Can I get you a cab,”’ said he
kindly, following me a few yards,
‘“‘or are you walking?’’

]

——————

|
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““1 am walking, thank you. Good
morning,”’ I said.

After T had left him I felt furious
with myself, for I knew I had hurt
him by my almost rude speech. All
that he had said had been said in
such a gentle, kind way, and I had
met this with a rebuff. It hurt my
silly pride that he should suspect
that we had wanted the money so
badly that we had sold a treasured
possession.

After this meeting I saw him on
gseveral of my journeys to and fro.
It struck me as rather strange that
he should be travelling third-class,
as I had been told that he was a
man of considerable wealth. Still,
if it suited him, it was no business
of mine. But often as we met, the
gore subject of the chest was never
hrought forward again.

Christmas drew near, and with it
the time for my father’s return. He
was now so much better that the doe-
tors said it was quite safe to bring
him back, although he would have to
he careful and rest a great deal for
the next three months. The day fixed
for his return was December 27th,
and, although I found I should have
to spend Christmas without him, T
felt very bright and happy to think T
should so soon have him safe in the
old home. I determined to make
everything look as comfortable and
homelike as possible, and reserve my
Christmas dinner until the 27th. I
would fetch him home as early as pos-
gible that day, and he should at least
make a pretence of keeping Christ-
mas., Old Sarah, too, laboured early
and late to bring things to her mind
for the return of ‘‘the master.”’

Tt was Christmas Eve, and the dusk
was beginning to fall over the moor-
gide. I had not drawn the curtains,
for 1 loved to see the last streak of
Jight from the setting sun. There
was just a sprinkling of snow, and
there was a keen nip in the air, but,
for all that, T loved the sweet breeze,

d as it was.
wlA glowin fire shone from the old
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hob-grate, and Sarah had placed my
tea-tray on a table within comfortable
reach of the wide stone hearth. The
kettle was singing merrily, but I was
too busy just then to pay it much
attention. I was engaged in trying
to make the room look quite itself
without the old oak chest. I had
found an old-fashioned table, and
upon it I had placed a huge jar of
holly. As I stood back to study the
effect, there was a knock at the door,
which opened direct into the house-
place. Thinking it was the man who
came twice a week about this hour
to deliver oateake, I erossed over and
lifted the latch of the heavy door.
What was my surprise to see, not
the baker, but Mr, Dearnley standing
within the stone porch.

‘““Good evening,’”’ he said, “I am
afraid T am a late visitor.”

“Will you come in?’’ I said rather
shyly, pulling back the heavy door,
““It is not really very late,”’ 1 added
lamely.

““Please do not let me keep you
from your tea,”’ he said, as he saw
the things laid ready. ‘I have called
upon a small matter of business, but
it can quite well wait until you are
perfectly at leisure,”’

I suspected this of being merely
an excuse for a little chat, as I counld
not see any reason for his not saying
what he had to say, and being gone.
There was nothing left, however, for
me to do but to brew the tea and
offer him a cup, which T promptly
did.

Why does my mind so often return
to the half-hour which followed?
Somehow from this time we were no
longer strangers. He told me much
about myself without appearing to
have any purpose in what he said.
He mentioned casually that he had
known for some years of my father
and his work, although he had never
met him, and, finally, bringing him-
self round to the business upon which
he had come, said rather hesitating-

“I have been scraping the thick
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paper from the inside of your old
chest, Miss Falshaw ’*

“Indeed,’’ I said quietly, my eyes
on the place where it used to stand.

“Do you know, I made a discov-
ery. There was a removable panel
in one end.”’

I felt my colour rise. 1 wondered
what was coming next, but I waited
with what patience I could summon.

““This is what I found when I had
removed the panel.”” He laid a roll
of old cloth upon the table, and left
me to open it for myself. ‘‘Please
open it,”’ he said with a smile as 1
hesitated. So I unrolled the faded
old cloth, fold after fold. I found
it was made with divisions—or
pockets—and in each of these was a
small parcel of gold. At his request
I counted the money carefully. There
were ten pockets, and in each pocket
ten gold guineas.

“How very strange,”’ I said at
length. ‘‘I wonder how long they
have been hidden away.”

‘T shall be obliged if you will put
them in a safe until Mr. Falshaw re-
turns, for, of course, they belong to
him,”” Mr. Dearnley said. ‘‘They
are probably worth far more than
their face value. And now I want
to ask you a favour,”” he said earnest-
ly, looking into my face. ‘‘I want
you to buy the old chest back again.
T cannot bear to see this room with-
out it, and I want you to allow me
to return it early to-morrow so that
Mr. Falshaw may never miss it.”’

How did he know that I had sold
it without my father’s knowledge?

“T am afraid it is not quite con-
venient to-night,’’ said I. ‘I have
not the ready money.”’

““Well, you shall pay me in guineas
for the time being. I will take back
the roll of money, and your chest
shall be here early to-morrow. You
will have paid me far more than
the cheque I gave you for it, but I
will return after Christmas, if you

will allow me, and explain all to
Mr. Falshaw, and we can set matters
right then.”’

He rose to go. 1 handed the money
to him without a word, for my heart
was too full for speech. Another
moment and he was gone, glad to
get away before I had gathered
breath to thank him.

Before I had finished breakfast the
following morning the cart arrived,
and very shortly the dear old chest
was standing where it had stood for
more than two hundred years. 1
polished it tenderly with an old silk
handkerchief, and then sat down to
admire it afresh. Never had it looked
so beautiful, I thought.

Two days more and my dear father
was safely home, looking slightly
worn and tired with his journey, but
almost himself again. He lay upon
the old settle under the window and
looked so happy and peaceful.

I left him and went to my room. I
had had an exciting and somewhat
tiring day, but my relief was great,
now that my father had managed the
journey so well. I must have fallen
into a doze, for I was shocked to
find that it was already getting dusk.
I bathed my face, tidied my hair and
went below. There I found my
father propped comfortably upon his
cushions, talking with Mr. Dearnley,
who looked perfectly at home. He
rose as I entered, and I could not help
a throb of joy as he turned towards
me.

““And so, Mary, you would have
sold the old chest unknown to me,”’
said my father with a gentle smile.
“‘T have been hearing the whole story.
And now the man would rob me of
an even greater treasure than the old
chest,”” he said sadly. ‘‘What say
you, Mary?”’

For answer, I knelt down by my
father’s couch and put my head
against his shoulder. “‘I could not
help it, dear,”” T whispered.
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BY ALBERT

HARRY and Fred had made it up
to go to the party together, and
they found Archie waiting at the
corner of the street which turned
down to Agnes Benson’s house. He
did not like the thought of facing
all the girls alone, so had waited for
reinforcements. The three boys stood
about the corner for a few minutes,
looking each other’s party ‘‘get up”’
over, and then moved slowly, with
rising nervousness and a tendency to
make conversation, toward the
fortress of the enemy where the girls
were already in shrill and gigglesome
possession. ]

It was an afternoon party given
by Miss Agnes Benson on her six-
teenth birthday, and the girls and
boys of the neighbourhood were in-
vited. The etiquette of the ‘‘set”’
required that the girls should get
there first, all white muslin and
joyous excitement, and that the boys
should arrive later, with obvious re-
luetance and an air of stiff condescen-
gion. Miss Agnes was receiving on
the lawn, and, as soon as greetings
were over, the three boys retired to a
corner where several of their gloomy
companions had alrgady gathered,
and joined in watching the flutter-
ings of the girl-guests about their
hostess, with an uneasy sense that
they might be called upon to do some-
thing silly very soon—a sense they
fought off with low-toned comments
on things in general to one anothgr.
The male animal never takes to social
functions naturally, so long'as life
contains anything else for him that
is more important.
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When Harry first came in, he
thought there must be a strange girl
at the party, and then he saw it was
only Clara Delamere in an odd kind
of dress. It was a curious sort of
gown; it made her look bigger at
the shoulders—and older, someway.
Now, as he stood back with the un-
easy group of boys, his eyes followed
her idly about; and he couldn’t get
rid of the impression that she was
a stranger, though he had known
her well for years. The boys were
talking just then of the way the girls
laughed so much at nothing, but not
one of them said anything about
Clara.

‘“A party like this makes them all
hystericky,’’ said Jack Bannon, pull-
ing impatiently down on his unacecus-
tomed high collar.

There was no reply to this sum-.
ming up, and silence reigned until
it looked as if a ‘‘bunch’’ of the
girls were going to make a sortie
over into their corner and draft them
off into some ‘‘girl game’’ or other.
At this, a rumble of surmise ran
round, but it proved to be a false
alarm, for the attacking eolumn broke
up and presently fluttered back to
headquarters.

“Gee! But doesn’t Clara Dela-
mere carry herself like somebody,”’
said Archie; and Harry was so con-
seious of having been watching her
all along that he felt as if the re-
mark had been made to him.

‘“‘She’s stuck on herself, I guess,’’
he growled.

‘“No; it’s her hair,”’ decided Jack
Bannon, with the air of an author-




146 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ity. ““I'll bet she’s been to the hair-
dresser’s.”’

Harry felt that this marked her
down about fifty per cent. Anyone
who would go to that extreme for a
party!

““She’s not fussing about much,”
went on Jack Bannon; ‘‘but she’s the
trimmest figure in that flock. I ‘bor-
row’ her.”

Now she stood at fifty above par
in Harry’s mind; for Jack Bannon
was a leader of public opinion.

Just then something happened ; and
the flood was in. The boys were be-
ing carried off, and hustled about,
and told where to stand, and asked
if they had ever played it, and as-
gured that it was easy; and the busi-
ness of the party had begun.

When Harry became econscious
again of his surroundings, Clara
Delamere was saying to him:

“Why do you boys always poke
over in a corner that way?”’

So Clara was with him. And Jack
Bannon? Why, he was playing in
another game. And, with a quick
breath of belief, he turned and looked
eurionsly at Clara’s hair which Jack
had praised.

‘Tt gives us girls the trouble of
starting everything,”” went on Clara,
with an affectation of reproach.

Harry wondered if she had really
got it done at the hair-dresser’s; but

he managed to say:
“Well, we wouldn’t know what to

start.”’

“You eould invite us to tell you.,”
sngeested Clara sedately, giving him
his first lesson in chivalry.

A whirl in the game took him
away from her: but he remembered,
with a little lift of pleasure, that
she was his partner, and he would
go right back to her. When he came
baek, the game required that they
take hands, boy and girl fashion;
but, as he went to hold out his, he
had a moment’s shy hesitation. Some-
way it seemed different all at once.
She instantly noticed the hesitation
and half-dropped her extended

hands, her eye-lids fluttering con-
sciously. For a breath, it was doubt-
ful whether they would take hands
at all or not; and then Harry knew
suddenly that he really wanted to
hold her hands very much, and im-
pulsively he thrust out his and
looked into her eyes in a manner of
tentative petition. Clara slowly gave
him her two white hands at this, but
her face was warm with a swift rush
of colour, and her eyes would not
look at him. Then they fell into
the movements of the game and acted
as if nothing had happened; but
Harry trod on air and he hardly
knew at times whether the other play-
ers were there or not.

Another game followed, in which
there were no partners, yet Harry
always knew where Clara was; and
Clara—well, he looked at her once
when he was going through his part,
and she smiled an individual sort of
smile at him. Te would have smiled
back, but he knew the boys were
lcoking at him; and, of course, she'd
understand. Still, the next time
their eyes met, she did not smile; but
turned carelessly away. Harry saw
in a moment that she had not under-
stood after all. Yet it was as plain
as day. A fellow couldn’t smile at
a girl when the other fellows were
looking. Clara ought to know that,
But Clara was behaving now as if he
were just one of the boys at the
party, and nothing more; and the
exhilaration went out of the game,
and he knew again that parties were
a bore, just as he had always known.

After that, no matter what they
played, Clara was never his partner;
and he had no chance to tell her why
he had not smiled back. He didn’t
know if he would tell her anyway.
Then the boys were told that they
might choose partners, and Jack Ban-
non ‘chose Clara; and she looked
michtily pleased at the preferment.
Harry saw nothing unnatural in this;
for Jack was the ‘‘first boy’’ in the
neighbourhood. But parties were dull
things anyway.

G i ‘
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Finally they were called in to tea,
a new sobriety falling on them as
they filed with company restraint in-
to the dark, wide hall and then into
the airy dining-room. As they all
stood irresolute near the head of the
tables, Agnes DBenson’s mother
ghrinking from the task of seating
them in any definite order, Harry
fonnd himself near Clara and separ-
ated from the others by a flower stand
of some sort.

*“You know why I couldn’t smile
back,’’ said Harry bluntly.

““When?’’ asked Clara, distantly,
though a flush rose to her cheeks.

Ilarry looked at her resentfully.
““You have forgotten, have you?’’ he
asked.

““T had nothing to remember,’’ she
retorted. ‘‘You never smiled.”’

“You know why,”” he repeated

edly.

doﬁ‘i’\lo ;yI don’t,”” she returned pres-
ently, but in a tone that was meant
to imply that under some circum-
gtances she wished to be understood
as not caring. -

““Well, everybody was looking at

"

“!Ohl"——but not very much soft-
ened.

“But I wanted to.” TR

Now she smiled on him again in
the same individualising way. ‘‘But
I wouldn’t care if they were look-
ing,”’ she said, still half-protestingly.

“Oh, you’re a girl’’ replied
Harry, as if that expl.amed every-
thing. And worse philosophy has
peen written in longer sentences.

They were all seating themselves
by now as they pleased; and Harry
and Clara naturally went togetl.ter.
Parties had become far more enjoy-
able things all at once; and Harry
helped her to the cold meat w1t’}}
quite the feeling of a “‘provider,
and got her the kind of cake she
gaid she liked, though it was away
down the table; and they exchanged
notes on their opinions of the teach-
ers at the high school and the “‘sub-
jeets”’ they liked best, and boating
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trips they had had, and the works
of Louisa M. Aleott, which Harry
had ‘‘just looked into,”’ and those of
Fenimore Cooper, which Clara had
““not read yet.”

It was strange that during the
evening they were so often partners.
When the choice was Harry’s,
it taxed all his courage to
make it; but when it was merely
chance, they almost always came out
together. At last Harry noticed that
Clara sometimes arranged this in a
way that no one would suspect; and
it gave him a new thrill. But one
or two of the other girls got very
nasty about it; though how they
knew Harry could not guess.

After it was over, they walked
down the quiet street together to-
ward the Delamere’s deeply-gardened
house. The other ecouples and
groups soon dropped off, and they
were alone. An excess of shyness
came to them, and they could hardly
think of anything to say. And when
one did think of anything, they both
knew that neither of them were really
thinking of it at all.

‘T never enjoyed a party so much
before,”” Harry said at last, as they
stood at the gate, with its heavy
canopy of trellised roses.

Two luminous eyes shone on him
out of the dark. ‘‘I think I know
why,”’ said a soft voice,

“I know I know why,”’ declared
Harry boldly, moving nearer to her.

Then silence hung over them again
—a perfumed silence aspirate with
little soft breathings of sweet con-
tent. “‘I hope there’ll be more par-
ties,”” said Harry.

“So do 1.”

Harry tried to think of some way
that they could see each other with-
out parties; but ‘“‘what the fellows
would say’’ barred every path.

‘““‘Some of us girls have good fun
at tennis,”” said Clara. ‘‘You might
come and play with us.”’

Harry weighed this for a moment
in his mind; then he took a heroie
resolve. “‘T will,” he said, quite as
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if pledging himself to some daring
deed.

Clara only had an inkling of
where this daring might lie, not hav-
ing any brothers of her own; but
she was learning that there were
things in this boy-world which she did
not understand, so she held her peace.

“T will,”’” repeated Harry, ‘‘if you
will do one thing.”’

“What ?"”’

‘“Not now; when you go in.”’

“I’'m going right in’’—a little
tremulously.

‘““Well—now then.”

“Oh—but I mustn’t.”’

“Then I won’t come.”’

“But—but—you’ll never tell?’’

“Well’’—so low that Harry hard-

‘“Never!’’
ly heard it; but he did.

As—a minute later—Harry walked
quickly away, down the sidewalk, his
boot heels rang with the tread of
Jjoyous conquest, a new feeling was
welling up in his heart, and he was
conscious of a mounting will to do
and dare all for the sake of—Some-
one. An almost mnoiseless footstep
fled under the canopy of roses and
through the great garden; and a girl,
with a breathless happiness at her
throat, waited long on the dark veran-
dah ere she went in to tell common-
place people what a good time she
had had at the party.

MILLE

-ILES

(A fragment from the French of Octave Crémazie.)

TRANSLATED BY JOHN BOYD

WHEN Eve had from the tree of life
With her fair hand plucked death,
Upon the earth remorse appeared,
And blight fell from its breath.

Archangels, then, vpon their wings
Bore Eden, stilled, away,

And placed it in the heavens above,
Where spheres eternal sway.

But, as they upward

winged their flight

They let fall on their way
Fair flowers from Edens bowers divine,
As signs of their brief stay.

And into the mighty

river fell

These flowers of varied hue,
To form the beauteous Thousand Isles,

A Paradise to view,




ALDWITH
BY CLARE GIFFIN

lN the Christmas season I rode
throngh a forest towards home.
Years agone, before ever 1T went out
{rom our house into the world, be-
fore ever I saw kings’ houses, or
wars, or knightly encounters, I hgnd
known that forest and feared it;
feared the dark ways that led no man
knew whither through it; f‘eared t:ho
slow winds that crept with little noise
down those ways; feared the strange
light that showed sometimes beneath
the branches and between the trunks
of the great trees. Perhaps I had
heard strange stories told, of t:hlpgﬂ
seen and heard here, but 1 think
much of my dread came from within;
pecause I could see for myself, with
none to tell, that there was indeed
some wonder in this strange foref'st.
But riding now down the s_llent
ways, I thought little of these things;
rather of the world that T had left;
of the wars that were ended, to be-
gin again who knew .how soon; and
then (and this, I think, had really
been in my mind throughout) of
what welecome might await me at my
hrother’s hold; the horr_le I had left
half a score of years since; I could
see the square, gray tower, the hud-
dled lower buildings about it, the low
walls and the moat, with bricked
edges, the bricks, in those da,vs. at
least, crumbling many of them, into
dust. Now, if I had heard aright,
there were more and stronger build-
ings, and the walls were higher: also
the moat was full of water, and the
drawbridge seldom down. My mother,
moreover, who had stood on the green
hefore the tower, and waved a fare-
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well to me, was dead; as well per-
chance that she had gone ere my
brother’s temper had drawn him from
one quarrel into another, so that the
castle was full of unruly men-at-
arms, loud voiced and ever bickering,
while my brother strode among them,
checking them by mere terror of his
iron hand. That I, who had gone
where but few other knights of Eng-
land had ventured, taking the Cross
and following Count Robert of Nor-
mandy to the Sepulchre, and there
helped fight those fights that had set
(under God’s mercy) King Godfrey
on his throne, that I, I say, should
find much courtesy in my brother, was
little to be doubted ; but after all the
clamour of my life, after all the
colour and heat, and fierce doing of
the last few years, T had little love
for the thought of strife, wishing
rather to sit among fair ladies in some
quiet garden and listen to brave tales
of knights and ladies; or if that
might not be, to kneel in peace in
some quiet church, and hear as from
far away the voices of the choristers.
Not that I would have left all knight-
lv feats as things unworthy, or that
the peace whereof I dreamed could
have held me long: but that, instead
of the brawls of my brother’s house,
I would fain have had some few
weeks or days of quiet, wherein 1
might take breath.

So thinking, I rode on and on:
then, it came to me as strange that
the way through the wood was so
long; but T remembered that T had
not set foot on that road for many
Mays and like enough had forgotten
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how long the journey was; also I had
not thought to urge my horse. Now
it was the hour of sunset, and very
far away in the still air I heard a
curfew bell; but in the sky was only
a moment’s purple shade on the dark
clouds; the frost held all things
bound, and a snowflake fell silent-
ly on my horse’s mane.

I made good haste therefore
through the gathering dusk, and
looked ever ahead down the silent
path, to see, if T might, some light
of the village that clustered about
the castle; but there was neither light
nor sound in all that wide forest.
Then far down the way I rode, I saw
a light, shining clear, and made haste
towards it, for the darkness had shut
down on the forest, and my steed was
aweary, and I likewise. And as T
came ever nearer to the light, T saw
that it shone as if from an opened
door, so great and so ruddy was it in
the darkness. And, surely, I thought,
there can be little strife here, where
they keep Yule with open doors. And
the broad glow cheered me greatly,
for me thought I could pieture the
great hall, warm and light, and with-
in, feasting and song, and a fair
greeting for me at my journey’s end.
Then as 1 came nearer, T wondered
that T heard no sound; it seemed to
me a strange fashion of cheer. But, I
thought, ’tis perchance but the pause
between the songs. Then T heard at
last a voice singing, and that same
moment rode out into a cleared space
and saw whither T had come. It was
not my brother’s stern, gray tower,
but a hall, not overly high, but long
and deep ; the great doors stood open,
and through them came the light of
the great fire on the hearth; near by
in the shadow, T eould see some out-
line of other buildings, all small, and
looking back T saw that T had come
through the gate of a low palisade.
And while T saw all this, wondering,
and but half seeing in my wonder, a
woman’s voice within sang ever an
old and beautiful Psalm, and when
the Psalm was finished T alighted
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from my horse, and, leaving him
tied, passed into the hall, but saw at
first, blinded by the ruddy light, no
trace of the singer; then as my sight
cleared I saw standing within the
recess of a great window one clad all
in white, with a glory of gold hair
halo-wise above her brows, and quiet
eyes full of wonder; but I, all
abashed, could speak no word.

“Welcome, Sir Knight,”’ so she
spoke to me at last; “‘weleome! Wilt
not sit and rest? Methinks the way
has been overlong, and you are
wearied ; see, there are here warmth
and light at least, though little com-
pany for all it is Yule-tide.”’

““Nay, lady,”’ 1 began, ‘‘I would
go to my brother’s hold, Sir Walter
of the Forest Castle; I would fain
know how he fareth, and -eclasp
hands with him once more after ten
years.”’

¢ Ah, but I should be most discour-
{eous to let you fare forth now into
the night. See, it grows dark, and
the snow begins to fall; moreover,
there are wolves abroad!’’ She leaned
from the casement, and listened, and
even to me, farther back in the room,
came a sound of wild howling, and
when she turned towards me again
I saw that her hair was powdered
with snowflakes. She closed the case-
ment and the door, and called some-
thing in words that T did not under-
stand ; a voice answered, and I heard
feeble steps in the passage.

‘“I have but two servitors,”’ she
said, ‘“‘but they are faithful as are
all ancient things: T will bid them
spread a meal, and fetch hither fair
water for washing; then 2 the
arras was pushed back, and an old
man and woman, alike bent and al-
most blind with age, tottered in. She
turned quickly towards them, and
spoke again in English, T thought.
The old man came forward, and
helped me to unarm, and the woman
brought in fair water and a long robe
of scarlet cloth. Through the win-
dow T saw the old man leading my
steed away, and marked with idle

T
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eyes the long, wavering shadow that
man and beast cast as they crossed
the great path of light, where the fire
shone through the opened door; and
I thought, too, how black was the
night that had shut down, and how
steadily the snow was falling through
all the forest ways, and into the
dark water of the moat around my
brother’s castle. Then behind me, I
heard a low voice:

““Wilt sit and eat, fair sir?”’

I turned and passed to where my
white maid of the shadowed -case-
ment sat on the high dais on a great
settle of earved wood, that had been
richly gilded long ago, though now
the gilding was rubbed in many
places, and everywhere dulled and
defaced. 1 sat at the side of the
table, where I could wateh her face
clear against the fire glow, and we
ate in silence, the ancient servitors
coming and going like the dim fire-
light shadows. And after, we sat
hefore the fire, T fingering idly the
robe she had given me, and seeing
without thinking of them the flowers
and leaves and strange beasts of the
embroidery of tarnished gold that
bordered it; and the wind that had
arisen without made flicker the long
candles and drove the snow into little
drifts within the casements. And the
firelight and the dim candlelight
falling on her hair made it seem more
than ever a halo above her pale face,
and her eyes looked afar into the
flames.

“Truly a most courteous knight!”’
Her voice broke into my thoughts that
had gone astraying, and I turned
quickly and met a light of grave
laughter in her eyes: ‘“most ecour-
teous, and most fearless!”’ she went
on; ““never onee have you asked ques-
tion. never once sought to know what
manner of people we might be who
live here in the forest unmolested,
though our neighbours be none of
the most peaceful. Hast not won-
dered at all?”’

“T have indeed wondered, and
that greatly,”’ T told her, ‘‘but rather

at so much courtesy from a fair
lady mistress of a manour to an er-
rant knight than at that lady’s
safety and honourableness.”’

She laughed aloud and made a lit-
tle gesture with opened hands, so
swift and withal so full of grace that
it seemed sweeter than other ladies’
singing.

““Small courtesy,’”” she eried,
““only to give shelter and warmth
and food on such a night! But I
will tell you as much as I may of
this place, and of myself who live
here, wearily enough from year to
year; where think you 1is this
manour?’’

““Surely in the forest——'" T hesi-
tated. ‘‘Yet methinks I can remem-
ber no such spot in the old days, and
surely—"'

““It is old—many years older than
we are!’”’ She sighed and was silent,
while T went on.

‘“Aye, old——"" 1 said; ‘‘but all
unknown to me, though, as I think in
the forest, T had never even heard of
any hold but our own—King Wil-
liam’s gift.”’

““But this was never King Wil-
liam’s gift—nor his to give!’’ she
said.

‘T thought that I knew the forest,”’
I went on, half-musing, ‘““yet I knew
—T must have known—there were
depths in it T have never reached;
they told me of strange singing in it:
of lights they might not reach: of
knights that rode through it, bound
none knew whither and fading ont
of sight if one went near; all this
they told, and I believed and was
afraid to stray too far from the trod-
den path, for surely all such signs
are of the Evil One.”

““Surely!’’ she echoed softly; ““of
the Evil One and therefore a peril to
men’s souls to follow: and. moreover,
in this one case at least, leading no-
whither. Seeking you could never
have found.”’

“Yet I might have sought!’’ T
fretted myself with the thought that
all those years I had rather fled from
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than sought all this peace and fair-
ness; ‘I might have sought! And
perchanece, as it did to-night, the way
would have opened to me. And
here, T know, is no witcheraft, no
snare of Satan!”’

““Nay, verily, but perchance a
worse thing—though that need not
touch you; truly it shall not, for have
you not come a guest at the holy
Christmas-tide and by the way that
none not knowing the secret has ever
come before; such a marvel comes
not again in a thousand years!’’ She
rose to her feet and paced restlessly
back and forth. ‘‘A marvel! A mar-
vel!” ghe cried. ‘‘One comes hither,
untaught, unknowing, by the way
that none may know; comes hither
without question or wonder, un-
amazed, unafraid!”’ She wheeled to-
wards me again. ‘‘“What if what
they feared unknowing were a worse
thing than witcheraft even?’’ she
eried. ‘““What if it were the road to
the gibbet and the deep dungeon; to
the eold ecell below the river water,
where no sound comes? Treason, yea,
and plottings, and sad strife make
their home here, and you ecall it a
place of peace and fairness. Ah,
good faith,”” her voice sank as if
weary, ‘‘even at this season when
they prate of naught else, who knows
what may be brewed in this place.
Nay, never ask; only forbear to
break my heart with such sayings
and leave me this one space wherein
to take breath, ere they rend me
anew: treason there is, and all strife
and hatred; but you shall be my
guest and not my enemy, for a night
and a day, and then go back the
secret road, and so to your castle.
Wilt have it so?”’

“Yeal!” T answered, ‘‘and be most
fain. For me also is this a space of
light between dark days; for I have
heen ten years fighting and slaying
all manner of knights, high and low,
besides paynims and such heathen
dogs; and my brather, to whom I go,
is the most orgulous and contentious
knight in all Christendom, I think,

and will have me into all manner of
broils, or ever I have been a day in
his hold. For he is at peace with
none.”’

““Ts there any that is?’’ She drew
the long braid of her hair through
her fingers and let it drop in her
lap, where it glowed -like a cable of
gold against her white gown. “‘From
the first of my days I have truly
seen naught but strife; and it seems
you have known likewise little else.
"is an evil world, and they bid us
think it waxes old. Who knows?
Who knows? Surely not Prior
Withold, for all his shaven ecrown
and his fastings! But let us forget
those things and all the world that
is without and keep Yule here, safe
and merry, for all we are enemies
and should by all rights hate one an-
other.”’

“But why?’’ T asked ; ‘“why should
we be enemies?’’

“My name is Aldwith—Ald-
with ' She mused over the
name as she repeated it. ‘‘And if
there be anything in blood I should
hate you right heartily—seeing that
myv kinsfolk held that land whereof
William the Norman made gift to
you; well for them—or perhaps ill
for them-—they held other lands as
well, and have known some of them,
how to serve two masters so that
they have prospered indifferent well ;
and this hold in the forest they have
kept secret as it ever was; and here
have T lived ever since I can remem-
ber, seeing but few save those two
who serve me, and dreading the com-
ing of those few as the worst of
evils. And yet my brothers ride out
every day, brave and gay, in the sun-
shine, with hawks and banners and
fair ladies all about them: happy.
vet not so happy as I might be would
they but leave me in peace. Ah”’
she threw back the long braids of her
hair, and then bent forward again
towards the fire, ¢ ’tis a strange and
most unhappy world!”’

“Yot the one wherein we are
placed, to do well or ill,”’ T said, ““and

P i—
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not altogether to be despised of us
who may have no better for a while
at least; why look you, how I have
heen given a thing alike beyond my
deserts and my expectation! A turn
taken amiss, a mere mistake of the
way, and I am turned from Walter’s
hold, and the ill-advised quarrels that
he lives among, to a place of quiet
and fair company; even what I de-
sired as 1 rode along; to you, too,
will eome your desire; or, perchance,
a better thing. Therefore, let us for-
get, as you have already said most
wisely.

She laughed low, and I thought, a
little bitterly, and left me alone by
the fire; I heard her footsteps but for
a moment as she climbed the tower
stair; then I saw only the fire, and
in it a picture of a burning castle,
with a banner, blue with secarlet
doves, fluttering above the keep that
the fire had failed to reach; then, as
the flame flickered up towards that
banner she came back, bearing a lute
in her hands, ahd idly and half eruel-
ly, as I thought, brought a little sob-
bing melody from the strings; then
she sang, and the song was sadder
than any lutesmelody, and yet far
sweeter:

Yet hath Ho given this favour dear
Lucis auctor,

That we who serve in bondage here
Merueri,

By gentle deeds at last to find
Gaudia in coelo;

There may seck, earth left behind,
Maxima regna, =

There may rest on, clad in white,
Sedibus altis, .

Pass the days in all delight,
Lucis et pacis;

High habitations hold we there,
Almae laetitiae, :

There shall we joy in days all fair,
Blandem et mitem ;

The Lord of Battles shall we see,
Sine fine :

And praise His awful Majesty,
Laude perenne,

Where angels sing unceasingly,
Alleluia!

And when she had made an end of
singing she gave me the lute and
half-smiling, said:
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““Wilt not sing also?’’ Then as I
shook my head, ‘‘Methought that all
Norman knights eould well sing and
bring music from the lute.”’

““Phese many long, hard years I
have forgotten that and many more
gentle things,”” I told her.

‘“Nay,”’ she laughed, ‘‘and shall
not a great warrior be also a minstrel
when he sits in ladies’ bowers? Sure-
ly King David, who was the best
knight in all his land, was also a
maker of songs; but you shall sing
for me another time, when you have
forgotten tourneys and piteched bat-
tles. And now, because I have sung
to you once, of what they say shall
be, T will sing again of what is; and
vou shall judge whether of my songs
is sadder.”’

Her fingers moved across the
strings, and surely, I thought, there
will be no song of sadness with this;
for the sound was like the laughter of
children when they lie beneath the
hawthorn in May-time ; like the sound
of brooks singing across the stones;
like the lark when he sings against
the sun; music for a May morning.
And then she sang:

Night goes, and Day breaks fair that we

may see
How fairly coloured is spring’s pageantry,
And glad, into the green World out go we,
Right hopefully!
Day goes, and Night comes back that we
may pray
For Death, or Sleep, or aught drives
Care away,
What of the gladness of our hopeful Day?
Ah, welaway!

The song died out in the sobbing
melody that had begun her first
song, and I saw the mist and glimmer
of tears in her eyes as she looked at
me in the firelight.

““A sad song,”’ I cried; ‘‘and with
little promise of good days; and yet
sweet > 1 broke off and we
looked at the fire, not speaking. The
wind sang loud without, and the
snow gathered deep; within, the fire
glowed warm and red, and made
Aldwith’s hair a flame about her
brows, and drew the warm blood into
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her face; and from somewhere in the
still house came a sound of soft, de-
licious musiec—music of neither voice
nor lute, yet sweeter than either, and
gsomehow strange and sad. And Ald-
with, hearing it, shuddered, and the
warm light died out of her face and
the flame seemed to leave her hair.
And she rose up, white and shaken,
and left the hall without a word.
But I, for my part, sat there still
by the fire, pondering on all that I
had heard and seen; for there had
happened much that I could scarce
ve.
belie & .
Of the three days that I spent in
that unknown manour, of the Lady
Aldwith, and the love that I grew to
have for her, of the joy we had of
one another, and the plea.sance_of
those days, no need to sppak; seeing
that on the eve of the third day the
storm-wind fell, and a little crescent
moon hung low in the west over a
white world, and I knew that the
time had come when I must go out
in into the world on the morrow;
yet had I great hope that with me
might go my lady, and of that hope
1 spoke to her as we sat before the
fire that burned up clear and strong
with never a flicker; without, all lay
clear and still, and the moon was al-
most sunken behind the trees; and
the shadows lay black on the snow,
never moving; and the stars were be-
ginning to show clear as the moon
died. And I spoke to Aldwith, look-
ing only at her, and watching as I
ke the waves of flame that the fire-
light sent along her braided hair.
And when I had spoken she was
silent long, and T left, gazing at her,
and walked to the casement, and
opened and saw all the world lying
silent as I have sagd. ’_l‘hen after a
time, because Aldwith did not speak,
1 eame back to her; the great tears
were dropping from her eyes and

ine like pearls on her golden braid;
}12:118 before I could speak she put out
her hands to me piteously as one who
makes supplication, and spoke slowly:
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““TDhree days!’” she cried, ‘‘three
days only and no more! Surely too
little of life, and yet all that I may
have; in a week’s time they come,
and there can be no more peace!”’

“Who dare forbid you peace?” I
asked ; for as yet she had told me no
more than on that first night, though
twice since, at midnight, had that
strange sound summoned her from
the hall, and twice had she gone in
fear and trembling, but obedient,
She made no answer, and I spoke
again: “‘I doubt my brother has lit-
tle need of me; and if here I can
do aught for you here will I stay; I
have said my life lies at your feet,
and can say no more; yet will do as
much more as I may, God willing.
I will stay, reason with these that
come, and in time take you away, if
only so are you to be won. But why
not come to-night?’’

““T should dare stay nowhere in
England——"' She spoke so that 1
scarce heard her, touching the
thought lightly and drawing back
from it as if afraid. ‘‘Yet—it
would mean peace—perchance—I
might forget——'" Then ere she
could speak further came the sound
of that accursed musie. She rose and
went trembling out of the hall and
T followed her down a long flight of
stone steps; the sound came once and
again; and still she went on and I
followed ; a hundred steps I counted;
then she pushed back a heavy cur-
tain and T saw a light, and, follow-
ing, came into a little room, hung all
about with draperies of white samite,
with a floor of white stone; on a high
tripod in the midst was a lamp,
strangely shaped, and beneath it a
low block of white stone; before this
knelt Aldwith, white-robed, and pale
as any lily; the only colour in the
room was in her hair and in the
lamp; each a flame of gold amidst
the whiteness; I leaned against the
wall near the door, and waited for
some word of hers.

She spoke not, but looked ever into
what T saw at last was a ball of erys-
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tal, clear, shining, swung in a hollow
in the top of the white stone, on
which she, kneeling, leaned her el-
bows; in it I saw naught, but she
gazed into it as one who sees that
which he dreads the telling of, yet
knows must be told. How long she
knelt and I stood there unmoving, I
do not know ; only when at length she
rose, I was trembling with some
strange fear, and could only take her
in my arms, and hurry up those many
steps, feeling her cheek lying cold
against mine, and dreading I knew
not what.

On the settle before the fire, when
the colour had come a little to her
lips, she spoke, but the words died
in a wail of grief, and she wept long
and bitterly; then once more she
looked at me with a pity that filled
me with fear.

“Tell me——"" 1 began, but she
held up her hand to stop me, and,
choking back a little sob, spoke:

“They go to lay siege to Sir Wal-
ter at the forest castle!’’ she eried;
‘‘the men-at-arms that he drove out
three weeks since ; John of High Crof-
ton, whom he eame nigh to killing at
Crofton market; Will 'o the Woods
and his merry men from all the for-
est; the Lord of Eastby, who has
hated him these many years; all that
have grudges gather at Easthy;
they will go before the dawn, at the
dead hour, when all men sleep a lit-
tle, though they may seem awake, and
by treachery will enter the Forest
Castle by the postern gate; and she
who will open it is none other than
Sir Walter’s wife. Ah, Heaven! that
such treachery should be; surely if
he seeks quarrels, he seeketh them
fair and knightly; not as a midnight
stabber, a plotter in the dark!”’

She ceased, and bent her head in
her hands, as if to shut out some
horror: I, too dazed to speak, could
but look at her dumbly till she spoke
once more:

“You must go now! Now, at
once, ere another hour passes; I see
naught but the truth in the crystal,

and this I saw twice, all clear, all
certain. Haste, haste!’’

While I still stood dazed she called
in her strange English speech to the
old serving-man, and when he came,
bade him help me do on my ar-
mour, and get ready my horse. Then
when he had gone to do her bidding,
and I, ready armed, stood awaiting
him, I found words.

““I take you into grievous danger,
sweet!’”’ I said, never doubting but
she would come also, for T knew that
even she knew not the way to or from
the castle, only that one old man and
her brothers who held her there, and
that my going out must be blindfold
that I might get no knowledge of the
secret. So that, once I left, neither
might I come back to her, nor she
forth to me; for the way that my
horse had found alone that night was
one that might be sought ten thou-
sand times, with all weeping and bit-
terness, yea, even with Hate or Love
for a guide, and yet be never found.
But my white maid gave me no word
in reply, but only stood beside the
fire, looking into the heart of the
flame, till I, full of deadly fear by
now, went to her and took her in
my arms and lifted up her pale face
that I might look into her eyes all
dim with tears.

‘I cannot go!”’ she said; ‘‘you, for
honour and duty must go; yea, for
very human charity, for decent ser-
vice of one to another, you must go
even though it were not your brother
in danger. But I, too, have a duty;
ah, love, I had hoped to forget what
that duty was; I had thought to leave
it, and seek my own joy. But I may
not! I may not! Oh, love, Aymer!
How should I send you forth, and
bid you go into dire peril, and seek
meanwhile my own joy ; aye, it wonld
be but joy for me to ride away with
you, though we should both die; bet-
ter so, I have thought, than to live
here all my days. To my kinsfolk
and my race I owe somewhat, even
as you, dear love! And if I serve
England here, and since T alone can

:
|
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read the secrets that the crystal holds,
here must I stay——’'" Her voice
broke, and the pain in it shook my
heart so that I could not answer her.

““I cannot leave you!’’ I cried at
last; for the thought of it was un-
bearable; ‘‘I cannot, nay, I will not
leave you! Sweet, all my life I have
had strife and the vain thing called
honour; never have I had love, never
peace, save in these days with thee.
What is honour? Nay, but a thing
of the world, and here surely we are
far from the world that djes for an
empty name! What is all the glory
of war? But giving death to others
who are perchance more worthy of
life than he who takes it away; tears
and blood. weeping of women and
ittle ehildren, plunder and flame. To
these things you send me, things un-
worthy, I ery, to weigh against love.
Ah, Aldwith, lady and love most fair
and good, see I put my life and my
heéart between thy hands, a gift. Wilt
cast it back to me? Wilt take life
from me when I have barely grasped
it? All my days long I have heen
in an evil dream; wilt send me back
to it?”’

I ceased from no lack of words,
Heaven knows, but because my love
laid her white fingers on my lips, and
bade me cease.

““Neither will I go nor you stay!”’
she cried, and the fair colour surged
hack into her face, making it clear
and pure, like a flame: yea, a burn-
ing fire of resolve. ‘‘All my days
1 have gone meanly and complain-
inely, weak and void of purpose, ever
quarreling with my life. Now have
T been made glad above all women,
and been given joy enough for ten
lives, in that you have loved me.
And shall T show unworthy of this
gift? Shall T make God ashamed for
that He has given me more than my
desire? Ah, love, you cannot bend
me, for for very love’s sake am T
frm. And shall you do less for love

I?
tlm'l".inen T heard the old man’s step,
muffed in snow, and the horse’s tread

likewise, and they came ever nearer
till they stopped before the door; and
my heart rose in rebellion at her pur-
pose.

“I will not go without you!” I
eried. ‘‘You know naught of love, if
you think it a thing so lightly put
aside. Think, sweet, of all the many
years, alone—alone! TLove comes
once; beware how you cast it away!
Beware how you bid another despise
it! Ah, love, for very pity and
charity, come!’’

But she stood within the clasp of
my arms, flame-bright and unafraid;
vet her voice was softer than any
whisper of music; and

‘““Ah, poor Aymer!’’ she said,
““dost think to move me so lightly?
Truly T have pity; pity on the poor
soul that flutters blind in that great
frame of thine, and on the poor un-
quiet heart that would draw the soul
astray; it will be very hard for the
poor heart for a little day; but
by-and-bye the strong soul will find
light and will be glad beeause it was
set upon the sterner way. Think not
but my heart aches likewise and is
weak and would ery out, yea, did al-
most conquer for a space.”’

She stopped as if in doubt, then led
me towards the great door, where the
old man stood with the horse; and
she patted the great steed’s sides,
and called him brave, for that he had
carried me through many battles,
while T stood bethinkinge me how 1
might yet turn her purpose. Then
while T thoughit she turned to me, and
laid one hand on my arm.

“Wilt kiss me once, dear love?’
she asked; ‘‘ ’tis time you set out, for
Thorkild is old, and may go but slow-
lv; yet once he has set you on the
straight road I charge you lose no
time!’”’ She stood looking at me,
with wide eves more full of love than
I dared think; and for a moment the
thought was in me to take her if T
might by force; then for very shame
I saw that as she said T eould do no
less for love than she; though for
me there was neither triumph nor
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glory, but only a great heartache.

. +« So I kissed my love, and
sald some little of all in my heart,
and rode away, blindfold, with 'I"hor-
kild for guide.

Again on a Christmas Eve I rode
home through the forest, and, remem-
bering the night a year agone, when
my steed had taken a strange path
and led me to a great light at the end
of a long, dark way, I took little
heed whither I guided him, No fear
now that he go amiss; too well he
knew the road to the Forest Castle;
since that night, near a year ago now,
when T had warned my brother of his
danger, and helped him beat off those
who would have settled all scores,
there had been little rest from war
and intrigue. Interest to be made
with Count or Duke or King; bribes
to be given here and there; swift
vengeance on this one or that. In
all I had stood by him, as much, per-
haps, because I eould not yet bear to
give up hope of yet finding Aldwith
as for any sort of brotherly love. For
it seemed to me, that as long as I
dwelt here in the forest near to her
in point of distance, though how far
removed otherwise God alone knows,
there was still some hope that I might
win to her at last; I might find the
way to that lost manour; or she, re-
membering pity, might come to me;
for I never doubted she could move
the old man Thorkild to do whatever
she might bid him. Yet now, after
a year, it scemed to me that I was
less than she would have had me, in
thus waiting and filling my time
with deeds of no account; and a
word had come to me from Baldwin
(now King in Jerusalem in place of
Godfrey) that my sword was needed
there. Welaway! At least, there
would be paynims to strive with, and
I could hew out for myself some lone
lordship among the hills and live
there to remember her. And here,
what was better, or as good? I looked
at the clear sky, golden, like her
hair, with the sunset; at the snow,
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tinged for a moment with that gold;
at the trees, bare of leaves, stiff and
upright in the still air; somewhere,
far off, a bell was ringing and the
sound came, high and sweet, across
the forest. In Judea the sky burned
bright all day, and the country lay
brownish-yellow, streaked with green,
beneath; and at night great stars
came out and flamed near, like lamps;
not high and far-off as that star
above the trees seemed now. Then, at
a turn in the path, I looked up, and
saw—Aldwith. . When we
spoke, riding down the quiet path
to my brother’s hold, there were
many stars alight, and the gold had
left the sky.

‘“Ah, sweet,”” I cried at last;
‘‘speak and tell me aught to make
me believe it is true!’’ Then for
very happiness I could say no more.
But Aldwith laughed.

“Truly,” she said, ‘T myself can
scarce believe; but trne it is, thHat
last eve my brother came in great
haste and great joy to the manour,
and with him ecame a long Norman
knight, red-faced and red-nosed,
with a brawling voice; they made
great cheer, and after I left them
they talked far into the night, sit-
ting and drinking, by the fire. And
I, coming back from my prayers in
the little oratory, heard my name and
stopped, with the less shame for the
act because I had heard, in the next
minute, somewhat more:

‘“What dowry with her?’’ asked
the Norman.

“‘This manour and the lands at
Dymford,’’ says my brother; ‘“‘and a
thousand gold besants; moreover, she
is, as ,you have seen, a very fair
lady.”

““Aye!’”’ answers the Norman, and
as I thought, econsideringly, ‘‘but how
if T care not to have this magic in
my house; fair and a maid, but wise:
overly wise for me, who am a plain
knight; I would not have her see all
my doings.”” Thereat my brother
had the grace to flush searlet and
put in a word for me.
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‘“She hath served me many a time
by what she has seen,’’ he said, ‘‘and
you and all of our party as well;
aye, and you were as deep in our
plans as any Englishman born; but
since you so wish it, and since this
marriage of the King’s has done more
for us than any plotting could, T will

. put the crystal where neither she

nor any other can look into it.’’ Then
I must needs draw back quickly, for
they came tumbling out, none too
steadily, and so down the steps to-
s wards the place of the crystal; then
I heard a crash, and a jar, and lo, the
way was blocked with a great stone,
and my brother came back laugh-
ing. ‘‘No need now, for any daugh-
ter of the house to live apart for

watching the erystal!’”’ he eried.
““For you must know, Aymer, that
for more years than I can number
the manour has been set apart for
those of our house who, like me, could
see fate in the crystal. Then they
went on, boasting and drinking and
making their plans; and I gathered
that my brother was to marry the
sister of this awkward knight for
whom he designed me. And, making
sure that they were safe not to follow,
I bade Thorkild lead me forth, and
then, sending him back, fared alone
through the forest.’’

“In a good hour, sweet!” 1 cried,
and stretched forth my hand to clasp
hers. And so we rode onward to the
Forest Castle well content.

PRODIGAL YET

Bv ETHELWYN WETHERALD

MUCK of the sty, reek of the trough,
Blackened my brow where all might see
Yet while I was a great way off
My Father ran with compassion for me.

’

He put on my hand a ring of gold
(There’s no escape from a ring, they say) ;
He put on my neck a chain to hold -
My passionate spirit from breaking away.

He put on my feet the shoes that miss
No chance to tread in the narrow path;
He pressed on my lips the burning kiss
That scorches deeper than fires of wrath.

He filled my body with meat and wine,

He flooded my heart with love’s white light ;
Yet deep in the mire, with sensual swine,

I long—God help me!—to wallow to-night.

Muck of the sty, reek of the trough,
Blacken my soul where none may see.
Father, I yet am a long way off—
Come quickly, Lord! Have compassion on me!
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l AST night it snowed. I had been

< waiting for this first snowfall be-
fore I went again to the woods. I did
not wish to spy upon their naked-
ness. It seems like taking an un-
fair advantage of old friends to visit
them when they are unclad, with all
the little ins and outs of their realm
laid pitifully bare. There is always
a November space, after the leaves
have fallen, when it seems almost in-
decent to intrude on the forest, for
its glory terrestrial has departed, and
its glory celestial of spirit
and purity and whiteness .
has not yet come upon it. Of course,
there are dear days sometimes, even
in November, when the woods are
beautiful and gracious in a dignified
serenity of folded hands and closed
eyes days full of a fine, pale
sunshine that sifts through the firs
and glimmers in the gray beechwood,
lighting up evergreen banks of moss
and washing the colonnades of the
pines days with a high-
sprung sky of flawless turquoise,
shading off into milkiness on the far
horizons days ending for
all their mildness and dream in a
murky red sunset, flaming in smoky
erimson behind the westering hills,
with perhaps a star above it, like a
saved soul gazing with compassionate
eyes into pits of torment, where sinful
spirits are being purged from the
stains of earthly pilgrimage.

But such days are an exeeption in
late November and early December.
More commonly they are dour and
forbidding, in a ‘‘hard, dull bitter-
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ness,”’ with sunless gray skies. The
winds that still go ‘‘piping down the
valleys wild’’ are heartbroken search-
ers, seeking for things loved and lost,
wailing in their loneliness, ealling in
vain on elf and fay; for the fairy
folk, if they be not all fled afar to
the southlands, must be curled up
asleep in the hearts of the pines or
among the roots of the ferns; and
they will never venture out amid the
desolation of winter woods where
there is no leafy curtain to sereen
them, no bluebell into which to ereep,
no toadstool under which to hide.
But last night the snow eame
gy enough to transfigure
and beautify, but not enough to spoil
the walking; and it did not drift, but
just fell softly and lightly, doing its
wonder-work in the mirk of a Decem-
ber night. This morning, when T
awakened and saw the world in the
sunlight, T had a vision of woodland
solitudes of snow, arcades picked out
in pearl and silver, long floors of un-
trodden marble, whence spring the
cathedral columns of the pines. And
this afternoon I went to find the
reality of my vision in the woods
‘“that belt the gray hillside’’ :
ay, and overflow beyond it into many a
valley white-folded in immortal peace.
One can really get better ae-
quainted with the trees in winter.
There is no drapery of leaves to hide
them from us; we can see all their
beauty of graceful limb, of upreach-
ing boughs, of mesh-like twigs, spun
against the transparent skies. The
slenderness or straightness or sturdi-
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ness of their trunks is revealed; even
the birds’ nests . ‘““there are
no birds in last year’s nest’’ . . .
are hung plainly in sight for any
curious eye to see. It does not mat-
ter now. The dappled eggs l}ave long
ago hatched out into incarnate
melody and grace, and the birdlings
have flown to lands of the sun far-
distant, caring nothing now for their
old eradles, which are filled with win-
ter snows. i
The beeches and maples are digni-
fied matrons, even when stripped of
their foliage ; and the birches _
look you at that row pf them against
the spruce hill, their white limbs
gleaming through the fine purple mist
of their twigs are beautiful
pagan maidens who have never lost
the Eden secret of being naked and
hamed.
nnﬁ:lt the conebearers, stanch souls
that they are, keep their secrets still.
The firs and the pineg, and the
gpruces never reveal their mystery,
never betray their long-guarded lore.
See how beautiful is that th'lckly-
growing copse of young firs, lightly
dered with the new-fallen snow,
as if a veil of aerial lace had been
tricksily flung over austere young
druid priestesses forsworn to all such
frivolities of vain adornment. Yet
they wear it gracefully enough
gou ksl & o firs -can' do anyt};:ng
rracefull , even to wringing their
ﬁds inythe grip of a storm. The
deciduous trees are always an-
guished and writhen and piteous in
gtorms; but there is something in the
conebearers akin to the storm spirit
2 something that leaps ontl'fio
greet it and join with it in a wild,
gteﬂe:ant revelry. After the first
snowfall, however, the woods are at
e in their white loveliness. To-
day T paused at the entrance of a
narrow path between upright ranks
of beeches, and lookefl long adown
it before I could commit what seemed
the desecration of walking through
it . . so taintless and wonder-

ful it seemed, like a street of pearl in
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the New Jerusalem. Every twig and
spray was outlined in snow. The un.
dergrowth along its sides was a little
fairy forest eut out of marble. The
shadows cast by the honey-tinted
winter sunshine were fine and spirit-
like. Every step I took revealed new
enchantments, as if some ambitious
elfin artificer were striving to show
just how muech could be done with
nothing but snow in the hands of
somebody who knew how to make use
of it. A snowfall such as this is the
finest test of beauty. Wherever there
is any ugliness or distortion it shows
mercilessly ; but beauty and grace are
added unto beauty and grace, even
as unto him that hath shall be given
abundantly.

As a rule, winter woods are given
over to the empery of silence. There
are no birds to chirp and sing, no
brooks to gurgle, no squirrels to 2os-
sip. But the wind makes musie ocea-
sionally and gives in quality what it
lacks in quantity. Sometimes on a
clear starlit night it whistles through
the copses most freakishly and
joyously; and again, on a brooding
afternoon before a storm it ereeps
along the floor of the woods with a
low, wailing ery that haunts the
hearer with its significance of hope-
lessness and boding.

To-day there are no drifts. But
sometimes, after a storm, the hollows
and lanes are full of them, ecarved
by the inimitable chisel of the north-
easter into wonderful shapes. I re-
member once coming upon a snow-
drift in a clearing far back in the
woods which was the exact likeness
of a beautiful woman’s profile. Seen
too close by, the resemblance was
lost, as in the fairy tale of the Castle
of St. John: seen in front, it was a
shapeless oddity ; but at just the right
distance and angle, the outline was
so perfect that when I came suddenly
upon it, gleaming out against the
dark background of spruce in the
glow of a winter sunset, I could hard-
ly convince myself that it was not
the work of a human hand. There
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was a low, noble brow, a straight,
classic nose, lips and chin and cheek
curve modelled as if some goddess of
old time had sat to the sculptor, and
a breast of such cold, swelling purity
as the very genius of the winter
woods might display. All ‘‘the
beauty that old Greece and Rome
sang, painted, taught’’ was expressed
in it; yet no eyes but mine saw it.
She is a rare artist, this old
Mother Nature, who works ‘‘for the
joy of the working,”’ and not in any
spirit of vain show. To-day the fir
woods on the unsheltered side of the
hill, where the winds have shaken off
the snow, are a symphony of greens
and grays, so subtle that you cannot
tell where one shade begins to be the
other, Gray trunk, green bough,
gray-green moss, above the white
floor. Yet the old gypsy doesn’t like
unrelieved monotones . she
must have a dash of colour. And
here it is a broken dead
fir branch of a beautiful brown
swinging among the beards of moss.
All the tintings of winter woods
are extremely delicate and elusive.
When the brief afternoon wanes, and
the low, descending sun touches the
faraway hill-tops of the south-west
there seems to be all over the waste
places an abundance, not of eolour,
but of the spirit of colour. There is
really nothing but pure white after
all, but one has the impression of
fairy-like blendings of rose and
violet, opal and heliotrope, on the
slopes and in the dingles, and along
the enrves of the forest land. You
feel sure the tint is there; but when
you look directly at it it is gone
. . . . from the corner of your
eye you know it is lurking over yon-
der in a spot where there was nothing
but a pale purity a moment ago. Only
just when the sun is setting is there a
fleeting gleam of real colour; then the
redness streams over the snow, and
incarnadines the hills and fields, and
smites the crest of the firs on the hills
with flame. Just a few minutes of
transfiguration and revelation .
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and it is gone and over the
woods falls the mystic veil of dreamy,
haunted winter twilight.

To my right, as I stand breathless-
ly happy in this wind-haunted, star-
sentinelled valley, there is a grove
of tall, gently waving spruces. Seen
in daylight those spruces are old and
uncomely dead almost to
the tops, with withered branches. But
seen in this enchanted light against
a sky that begins by being rosy saf-
fron and continues to be silver green,
and ends finally in erystal blue, they
are like tall, slender witeh maidens
weaving spells of necromancy in a
rune of elder days. How I long to
share in their gramarye . . . to
have fellowship in ‘their twilight
gorceries !

Up ccmes the moon! Saw you ever
such beauty as moonlight in ‘winter
woods such wondrous union
of clear radiance with blackest gloom
: ; such hints and hidings and
revealings such deep copses
laced with silver such aisles
patterned with shadow such
valleys brimmed over with splendour?
I seem to be walking through a spell-
bound world of diamond and ecrystal
and pearl; I feel a wonderful light-
ness of spirit and a soul-stirring joy
in mere existence e
that seems to spring fountain-like
from the very deeps of my being and
to be independent of all earthy things.
T am alone and I am glad of it. Any
human companionship, even the dear-
est and most perfect, would be alien
and superfluous to me now. I am
sufficient unto myself, needing not
any emotion of earth to round out
my felicity. Such moments come
rarely but when they do
come they are inexpressibly marvel-
lous and beautiful as if the
finite were for a second infinity
. . . . asif humanity were for
a space uplifted into divinity. Only
for a moment, ’tis true e
such a moment is worth a eycle of
common years untouched by the glory
and the dream.




THE THIRTEENTH MAN
BY A. CLARK McCURDY
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& NOTE !—Any more like this,
Sandy?”’
““Nine or ten.”’
The man sat on the plow and
looked at the child.
“Let me see them.”’
“ Aunt Kitty told me I musn’t be
long.”” The child shyly held back.
Duncan Melntyre played with a
dime. ‘‘Going to Acleman’s?”’
““Yes, one of the notes is for ’im.”’
““Phen you can buy some candy.
Let me see the notes. Thanks! Fran-
cis Acleman, who can’t do an_y‘thmg
else but sell buttons and smile all
over when you talk to him; Angus
MelLean—um—um—by gum, therezs
ten of the list! What about old Neil
uire?”’
M(':90}1, she said he’d come without
askin’. He was workin’ about all
mornin’ an’ goin’ for me’ cause T
asked ’im if he was done ecourtin’
Qarah yet.”” The child danced glee-
fully at the remembrance.
«“And how about Tate?’’
¢0Oh, Mr. Tate killet’i the turkey
r, so he’s comin’.’’
fm‘" j\l{;ell, tell her I have a headache
and can’t go.”’ Illis massive jaw
ed like a steel trap.
sn?‘pvlgfhat, you a headache!”’ The
combination was past the child’s ap-
nsion.
l'i!_;‘tfncan turned abruptly, walked
with a firm step to the barnyard,
caught a turkey in a twinkling,
picked up an axe, sat down, pre-
sared and hung him up for future
Lse. “1°]1 have a turkey dinner to-
night, but not at Kitty’s,”” he mut-
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tered, then resumed his plowing in
full view of Kitty’s house.

A very few minutes sufficed for his
lonely lunch and the straight, even
furrows continued to grow rapidly
during the afternoon.

About four o’clock he put away
his team, got the turkey, entered his
solid looking bachelor home, and
soon the bird was sizzling in the
oven, while the man sat in a straight-
backed chair and the big Newfound-
land dog ‘‘Slave’’ ecireled about and
poked his nose under his arm in silent
companionship. He motioned the dog
between his knees and stroked th
smooth, black head. :

“Yes, Slave, old boy, those eyes are
as intelligent as any of the lot of
them. You know I might have had
her before had T begged a little
harder, but 1’1 not beg her hand and
forever after do homage for the
hlessed boon of her presence. No, old
boy, she’s got to meet me as an equal,
to be made to feel that I confer as
much favour or more by marrying
her as she on me! Get that ‘the-
world - and - all - that’s - in - it - was-
made - for - my - special - benefit’
spirit out of her, and she’s good stuff!
Yes, Slave, good stuff!’”’ Slave rub-
bed his head against his master’s
knee in perfect agreement.

‘“She’s too pretty and too vain
that’s what’s ‘the matter with her!
She gets ‘that from that feeble-
brained, silly mother of hers: and we
all love her too much, yes, by gum!
but it’s the stuff down deep she in-
herited from that old noble father
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that we love, not her mere frivolity.
I wonder if she knows what happened
to bury her father out here!’’ His
spoken thought became lost in the
contemplation of the live coals that
peeped from the front of the kitchen
stove. Slave wagged his tail and
departed.

He was a master! No man could
look at that high bridge of his nose,
that firm mouth and chin, those keen,
penetrating eyes, without a feeling of
comparative inferiority; some, per-
haps, with a suggestion of awe and
wonder that this man should have
been reared in ‘their midst.

Day merged into twilight, the
door opened sharply and little Sandy
Morrison burst in.

“It’s spoilt! Neil McQuire spoilt
it!”

“What's spoilt?’’

“The turkey! Old Neil was bound
he'd carry it in and tripped over
Slave, and Slave made off with it
all over the field, and it’s all spoilt!”’
The child appeared to think it a huge
joke.

‘““And what did she do?”’

“She can’t do nuffin, an’ every-
body is tellin’ her that they’ll go an’
kill all the hens and turkeys they’s
got for her, but she won’t let ’em,
an’ she’s mad at somethin’ besides
the turkey, too, ’eause I know she is.”’

Duncan rose and opened the oven
door; the turkey was done to a dark
brown. He whipped it out, looked
at it a moment, perhaps a trifle long-
ingly, balanced it on the end of a big
fork, picked an unused cow-bell from
the wall, and started towards the

te.

‘“Where you goin’?”’

The man strode rapidly through
his gate, up the hundred yards of
road and in through Kitty Karling-
ton’s gate, the child running along
side in an effort to keep up. A mur-
mur of voices and coarse laughter
came from the house.

“Sandy, is the ealf still in the
pen?”’

K.Yes.”

*“Well, take this bell, hold on to
the tongue now, fasten the strap
about her neck and let her go.”

‘““Wihat for?”’

“Do as I tell you!”’

““All right,”’ he returned, giggling
with suppressed excitement. '

Duncan Melntyre waited for a
moment. Presently the sound of a
cowbell tearing madly about the field
smote loudly on the still night. Twelve
men were seen to leave the house
at a run. Duncan strode to the
open front door. All was quiet in
that square room; great logs hlazed
in the open fireplace; above hung old
Karlington’s sword, the single em-
blem of its dead master’s better days;
the solid, smoke-begrimed beams
overhead—all lent an old-time back-
ground to the long gaudily-decorated
table in the centre of the room,
laden, in real old country style, with
all kinds of good things. He en-
tered, placed his turkey on a large
plate, and set it at the head of the
table.

Outside, he glanced around for a
moment to see Kitty entering the
room. Yes, she was as she alwavs
looked, a lithe brunette, a noble, in-
dependent, dainty pet child. He
smiled at her look of astonishment
as her eyes rested upon the turkey:
then a puzzled expression flashed
over his face for a moment as if he
wondered if she would take it as he
meant it—a sign of his indifference to
her charms and good wishes to the
other fellows. And was that a sigh
of disappointment that she should
thus 2rown her frivolity by giving a
dinner to her many lovers?

Back in his lonely kitehen he sat
in the straight-backed chair, wateh-
ing the play of fire in the coals that
peeped under the stove door. Slave
appeared and curled himself half un-
der the stove. Thus they sat long
into the night.

Sandy burst rudely in upon his
reveries.

““What! Are you up at this time
of night?”’
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“THE MAN SAT ON THE PLOW AND LOOKED AT THE CHILD"

““Yes,’” and the child, hugging him-
self in an exuberance of mirth,
danced about, caught Slave, and
rolled all over him; finally righting
himself.

“Kitty!’’

““Yes, what about Kitty?”’

““Oh, they all proposed to her,
overvone of ’em! And she took them
all out under them maples an’ I hid
in the spruce, and could see as plain,
‘eause the stars were bright and
they’s no leaves on the maples to hide
anvthing!”’ He danced gleefully.

{“Who proposed?”’

““Oh, old Neil McQuire, what pro-
poses to every girl he sees; an’ him
over a hundred, Kitty says, though
he told her he was only fifty, and
Kitty could hardly keep from
laughin’ at him, he went to it so
hard, like that ’vangelist throwin’
his arms about and hollerin’, for all
he was trying to whisper!”’

Dunecan smiled, but he was not in-
terested in old Neil.
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‘““And who else?”’

““Oh, Frances came next and he
was smilin’ all over that hard he
couldn’t speak till she laughed and
sent him off.”’

But he was
Frances.

‘“Was that all?”’

*“Oh, no, they all came, Angus Me-
Lean, Rory MeNeil, all of ’em. Oh,
I couldn’t keep from laughin’, and
then Kitty saw me and got mad and
made me come down and then I put
over here and she couldn’t eatch
me!”’

‘“And did she accept any?”’

“Dunno! Mr. Tate was the only
one who didn’t come and maybe he
was biding his time. Kitty says he’s
awful smart.”’

“You’d better go home now.”’

““Can’t I sleep with you to-night?”’

“If you promise you won’t kick
too hard.”’

““Oh, T won’t, T'll lie as still as
anythin’!”’

not interested in
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For a week he continued his fall
plowing, and the straight, even fur-
rows grew rapidly and steadily. Each
morning he went over to the Kar-
lington’s farm and cut their day’s
fire-wood as usual; but he was very
particular to treat Kitty with per-
feet indifference, and made but the
one visit a day instead of his in-
numerable former ones.

Tate was there constantly minis-
tering to her every want.

One evening as he was driving his
team to the gtables, the long, narrow
form of Tate appeared. His yellow
hair seemed a little more yellow, the
Kaiser William turn to his mous-
tache a little more fierce. Dunecan
could not even notice the semblance
of a chin that was usually perceived
half-way between the book agent’s
long neck and his weak mouth.

‘“Good evening, Mr. McIntyre!”’

Duncan silently continued to fol-
low the steady tramp of the large
farm horses.

“You're not going to speak to me,
aren’t vou? You're gettin’ a bit too
stuck up for that! And you try to
treat Kitty (he had formerly ecalled
her Miss Karlington) in the same
surly fashion, do you? I’'ll-——"’ but
the lash of a whip wound around his
slim body, and left a dirty mark on
the faney white waisteoat.

The fellow looked for a moment at
that massive, masterful face, mumbled
something and departed.

That evening Duncan stood by his
front door while the erescent moon,
appearing now and again between the
rolling, billowy clouds, bathed the
farm and the autumn-coloured forest
on the mountain beyond Kitty’s, in a
fascinating, soothing light. A dark
head and pink dress appeared around
the maple grove, came through the
gate, and tripped lightly down the
walk.

““Good evening, Duncan!’’ Kitty’s
voice was soft and clear. ‘‘The moon
is pretty, isn’t it?"”’

“‘Charming, Kitty, charming.”’

‘“Ts that all you have to say when

I haven’t seen you for ever so long?"’

“Did Tate get any goose grease
from you to-day?”’

“Goose grease!”’

“Yes, I gave him a bit of a cut
and thought maybe he went to you
for salve.””

“Duncan!’” Her tone betrayed
surprise at the touch of bitterness
in his voice.

He laughed mirthlessly.

The girl moved uneasily; it was a
new experience to her to play second
in a téte-a-téte with a young man.

““Come on down to the brook, Dun-
can. I love to hear the ripple of the
water on an evening like this.”’

Unconsciously she had assumed
command, and he as unconsciously
followed. )

They sat on the edge of the brook,
where the moon peeped between the
alders. She sat close to him and they
listened silently to the ripple of the
brook over the pebbles. A half-exul-
tant smile played over the girl’s lips
as if she loved to play thus with the
hearts of men, not from heartless.
ness, but from some innate desire to
be loved and served by all. She
leaned closer and brushed some dust
from the back of his farther shoul-
der; then laid her hand temptingly
open on her lap. She did not notice
the firmer compression of his lips,

‘““Do you know, Duncan, it was
such a night as this, with the musie
of the brook in our ears, that T al-
ways used to dream I would meet
my lover!”’

She was silent; she was close; her
hand was temptingly near; the moon-
light was magical. She heard a click:
it was the snapping of those massive
jaws. He rose and said:

“Let us go in.”’

She rose wonderingly and they
strode silently up the hill to his
home. He curtly bid her good-night :
she wonderingly did the same and
walked thoughtfully away.

“If T marry her she will do the
wooing and do it under adverse ecir.
cumstances. The day we marry (if
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*WITH ONE BLOW HE SEVERED THE STICK

we do) she will not only love me,
but will consider it a privilege to be
my wife! I marry no woman who
t}{inks she is the centre of the world
and all benefits must converge to her
own sweet self! Converge and be
absorbed, giving no return!’’

One afternoon he went over to the
Karlington’s to take Sandy for a
promised ramble through the woods.
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He was nearing the house when he
saw Kitty bending over a washtub
that stood on a bench by the kitehen
door. Her back was to him: her
sleeves were rolled to the shoulder.
showing her round, tanned arms: her
shoulders were moving up and down
vigorously as she rubbed the elothes
on the washboard, and the steam rose
up from the hot water in the tub.
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He stopped for a moment to con-
template this other side of her char-
acter—the serious side. Her back
straightened ; her head sprang erect
as she tossed back the dark ringlets
that kissed her cheek, and with the
exclamation, ‘‘Mother!”” ran to-
wards the wood pile. His gaze fol-
lowed and he saw weak, old Mrs.
Karlington staggering forward under
an armful of firewood, With another
cry of ‘““Mother!”’ uttered in tender
reproach, the girl took the load and
staggered for a moment as it came
upon her suddenly ; then straightened
and walked rapidly to the door.

Duncan could see that the sharp
edges of the hardwood bit into her
soft, round arms, and a lump came in
his throat. It was too late to offer
his help; she would be in before he
could reach her. He forgot his
promised ramble with Sandy and
walked slowly home, talking to him-
self the while.

““That’s the side of her character
we love, and it wasn’t because it was
her mother that she did it, she would
do it for any one of us, yes, even for
Slave, if she thought we needed her
help. But if she thought we were
good and able,”’ here he laughed
softly, ‘‘she’d sit or stand there like
a queen and accept our gifts, our
work, our hearts; but then, too, if
we were in trouble she’d come, heal
our wounds, lighten our loads and
help us, not only with her quiet sym-
pathy, but with her own small hands
—we all know it and we all love her.”’

For days after this he watched the
growing intimacy between Tate and
the Karlington household. Doggedly
he still eut their day’s firewood and
‘reated Kitty with the utmost indif-
ference.

One afternoon Tate took Kitty for
a drive. Duncan saw them go mer-
rily past his gate without looking
up, but he drove the fiercer into his
work. In the evening Sandy came
over. ““I think Kitty is goin’ to
marry Mr. Tate.”

“Why do you think so?”’

The child jumped at the sharp tone,
but replied -

“Well, he’s with ’er all the time,
and they were out drivin’ to-day,
an’ don’t they always plan to get
married when out drivin’?"’

““Not always Sandy.”” The tone
was more kind.

““But he stayed to tea and Kitty
was awful nice to him. She says she
likes his town ways. I think they’s
goin’ drivin’ agin’ to-morrow.”’

Duncan’s face hardened.

““Sandy, come till T get you some
cookies, but maybe they’re not as
nice as Aunt Kitty's?”’

““Oh, yes, they are. Gimme some,
will you?”’

The child erammed several into his
mouth at once.

“Sandy.”

“Yes'ir,”” came the muffled voice.

“Tell Kitty that T send her and
Mr. Tate my congratulations.”

“But I’'m not sure,”’ he mumbled.

““Tell her just the same, and that
T sincerely wish them joy. Don’t
forget that word ‘sincerely.” ”’

““No sir, but may I sleep with you
to-night?”’

““When you come back. Now
quick!”’

The next morning Duncan went,
as usual, with his axe on his shoul-
der, to cut the Karlington’s fire-
wood. He passed the feeble old Mrs.
Karlington in her doorway and gave
her a cheery good morning. But, at
the woodpile, Tate stood, with his
coat off, his cane hanging over a
stick, his fancy waistcoat showing
gaudily, hacking at a small stick.

Dunean was striding forward, but
Kitty barred his way and said
loftily :

““You neeln’t bother cutting my
wood in future, Mr. Melntyre.”’

Whatever Kitty expected she was
astonished at the clear, quiet answer.

“Kitty, if you imagine I am ecut-
ting firewood for you you are very
much mistaken. I cut it for your
mother and for Sandy, that’s who I
cut it for.”” He strode past her;
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with his left arm he swept Tate from
his path, tumbling him over the wood-
pile; with one blow he severed the
stick, hacked a dozen times by the
discomfited Tate, and in ten minutes
having a snug pile of wood, turned
about without a word and departed.

"Twas the middle of the afternoon,
Duncan was fencing in a distant
corner of the farm when the long and
narrow Tate strode jauntily down
the field; behind him swung big Neil
McEachern and big Alex. MeAskill,
from the upper Glen; both rough
characters and noted fighters. He
came along with his thumbs in his
vest arm-holes, and the cane hanging
from his little finger, and said inso-
lently, while his face - rew livid and
he took his cane by the point and
shoved it before Duncan’s face:

“1'1l show you! You think I'm
nobody to be swept from your path
at will, do you? You think I want
vour Kitty!”’

Tate’s cane sped across the yard.

““You don’t touch that chicken!”’
Big Neil and big Alex. stepped for-
ward together, their voices husky
with liquor, their calloused fists
clenched tightly.

Tike a flash Dunean grabbed Tate’s
ankle and swung him over his broad
shoulders. ‘‘One step more, fellows,
and I'll erack the chicken’s skull over
vour heads; it wouldn’t hurt you be-
cause it would smash like a bad
egg, and there’s not enough in it to
dirty your face.”

The bullies listened for a moment
to the howling supplications of their
employer to avert the catastrophe;
they trembled before the steel of those
steady eyes, laughed nervously and
said :

“Drop him, Dune, and shake. We
ain’t goin’ to quarrel with you for
the likes of him.”’

Duncan dropped the craven, gave
each a curt handshake and resumed
his fencing.

Big Neil produced a five-dollar bill
and looked at big Alex. ‘“‘Goin’ to
give yours back?”’

“Ugh! 1 guess we earned it by
comin’ over here and givin’ him a
chanst to chin to Dunc!”” They
langhed and departed. Tate did the
same, taking a different route.

Little Sandy came running up.
“Why didn’t you give it to ’im,
Duncan?’’ Him and Aunt Kitty had
an awfu’ row after you left; she
talked to ’im that hard he nearly
eried.”’

“Did she?’”’ Duncan took the lad
up on his shoulder and carried him,
in his favourite manner, back to the
farmhouse.

“T killed a chicken to-day, do you
want to have supper with me?”’

l(Ym.l’

“Will you go home as soon as it’s
over?”’

““Yes, jus’ the second!”’

That evening the moon was again
a crescent and showed between the
billowy, rolling clouds. More than a
month had passed since Kitty had
given the dinner to her twelve lovers.
Eleven had not appeared since that
night; Tate was gone; Duncan, the
thirteenth suitor, alone remained, or
was he also discarded? Just a month
ago he had sat with Kitty by the
brook; the moon and the night were
the same, and he remembered Kitty’s
words :

‘“ "T'was on a night like this, with
the music of the brook in our ears,
that I always used to dream T would
meet my lover.”’

Unconsciously he wandered down
the hill, skirted the alders, and en-
tered the sacred spot. He was ah-
<orbed by his thoughts and the glit-
ter of the moon on the ripples of the
brook. For a moment he stood thus,
then becoming aware of another pres-
ence, turned and beheld Kitty. His
indifference to the winds, he threw
out his arms. ‘“You have come to
me, Kitty?”’

She placed her hands in his. ““Yes.
Duncan, I am yours—if—you want
me?”’ s

The magical moonlight bathed a
single double figure in its soft light.

' 3
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7 OU owdacious young warmint!

Come ’ee out of that theer ap-
ple tree immejit. In the name of
the law, I commands ’ee to let me
take ’ee to prison. Come down, in
the name o’ the law.”’

“Lor!”’ said a shrill, mocking
voice from the middle of the apple
tree, and a pair of very skimpy,
black-stockinged little legs swung in
perilous proximity to the purblind
old constable’s nose. ‘‘You ought to
be ashamed of yourself, Dickie Hart-
burn, to talk to a lady like that.”

The startled constable again peered
up into the apple tree. ““I should
ha’ known them pipestick legs any-
wheer,”” he muttered. ‘‘I’m main
sorry it be you, missie; but I must
do my dooty in that state of life to
which I'm called, and—"’

«You know very well you weren’t
ealled,”’ said the shrill voice indig-
nantly. ‘‘You called yourself when
old Smithers died, and went round
asking everyone to help you to get
his place. If it hadn’t been for papa,
yon wouldn’t have got it.””

«1’m main sorry it be you, missie,
but I must do my dooty,”” said H_art-
burn, prudently declining to continue
the conversation in so unpromising
a direction. ‘‘Main sorry.”’

<8y 'm 1,”’ nonchalantly returned
the girl. ‘‘Have an apple, Mr. Hart-
burn, and let bygones be bygones.”’

Without waiting for an answer,
she shook the bough with such force
that a particularly fine Bls_marck de-
seended with much expression on old
Dickie Hartburn’s prominent nose.

Mr. Hartburn impulsively uttered
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a word which rhymed with jam, then
coughed in a vain attempt to hide his
confusion,

“Swear word! I heard you.
That’s a fine of five shillings, Dickie,"’
said the girl triumphantly, *‘‘Go
home, and try to be good, or I'll
send down some more apples on you.”’

The old constable scratched his
head. ‘‘I dussent do it, Miss Pa-
tience. Them Bismarcks be wuth six
shillin’ a bushel. Last time I caught
’ee, ’ee promised never to do the like
again.”’

“It was only because you made
me,’” said the shrill voice in the ap-
ple tree; ‘‘and you know very well
that a promise isn’'t a promise if
you can’t help yourself. Don’t you
dare touch my toes, Dickie; it’s most
ungentlemanly.”’

“I thought as how it would ha’
ended the controv-versey if I hauled
ee down by them little black legs of
yours, Miss Patience. Parson says
to I, ee says, ‘Next time any of my
Bismarcks goes and you don’t catch
nobody, you lose your place,’ ’ee
says. What be I to do, missie?! Do
’ee come down and be caught and
say no more about it. It's only a
whippin’ at the wust.”’

The girl chuckled, and shook her
thin legs tantalisingly just out of
Dickie’s reach. ‘“‘You’ll have to come
up if you want me, Dickie. ‘Fain
would I climb but that I fear to
fall.” That’s what’s the matter with
you."

‘“Me bein’ an ancient man, I bain’t
good at climbin’ trees, I bain’t,”’ said
Dickie, painfully preparing to take
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off his coat ready for climbhing.

“I wouldn’t if I were you,”
mocked the girl. ‘‘As the rector says,
you’ll only cover yourself with con-
tusions.’’

‘“These be the rector’s apples, mis-
sie, and I'll ha’ to haul ’ee along
afore his worship for judgment.”

‘““He shouldn’t have his orchard so
near the road; it’s enough to tempt
any little girl,”’ said the voice, with
a slight quaver in it. Then coaxing-
ly: “‘Dickie, I'll knit you a woollen
comforter as red as your nose, and
promise you, by my halidame, not
to do it any more if you’ll let me
off this time.”’

The old man shook his head. ‘“You
come down, or I’'ll ha’ to come up,
missie,”” he said obstinately.

““Very well, then.”” 'The girl’s
laughter showed that her fears were
not very deep-rooted. ‘‘Come along,
Dickie. Only, I'm on a branch that
won’t bear your weight.”’

““I'11 get a pole and hook ’ee down,
missie,’” said the old man, ruefully
beginning to shin up the apple tree.

He was stopped by the sound of a
pony’s hoofs hammering along the
hard high road.

The girl called out shrilly: ‘“Cyril!
Cyril! A Gaunt! A Gaunt! To
the rescue. I am sore beset by this
Saracen knave.”’

A boy of twelve, who had been rid-
ing along the road with a big bulldog
at his pony’s heels, pulled up and
burst through the hedge with a
joyous shout of ‘A Gaunt! A Gaunt!
A Gaunt to the rescue! Who calls
upon a Gaunt?”’

““A damsel in distress, shrilled the
voice from the apple tree. ‘““Wot ye
well, Sir Knight, a foul dragon hath
clomb halfway up this tree with in-
tent to do me grievous wrong, just be-
cause I shook a red apple down up-
on his old red nose.”’

‘“Has he? the blighter! I’ll soon
have him down again,”’ said Cyril
Gaunt, and made a rush at the com-

mon foe. :
““Why, it’s old Hartburn,”” he said

in astonishment. ‘‘What’s he worry-
ing you about, Patience?’’ :

‘““Just because I've been helping
myself to a few Bismarcks’’—the girl
put her fair, pretty face through the
green leaves and smiled delightedly
at Cyril Gaunt—*‘this malapert
knave vows to hale me off to the near-
est dungeon.’’

““Not much,’’ said the boy. *“‘Come
down, Hartburn, or I’ll hike you out
of it,”” he added to the old constable
who, after much puffing and blowing
had shinned half way up the trunk'
of the apple tree. ““Can’t you see
it’s Miss Pennifeather?’’

The old constable respect
shook his head. ‘‘Beggin’ yr:)urf:;l;{
don, Muster Cyril, it be the rector’s
orders I be to comprehend all apple
stealers, respectful of their sex. '’

““Regardless, you mean,” said the
boy. ‘‘It’s not very respectful to
Miss Patience to worry her like this,
Come down at once.”

The old man shook his head, and
braced himself for a further climh.

“You won’t?"’ asked the boy in-
credulously.

The constable worked himself ga
few inches higher.

‘“This slimy dragon vomiting forth
sulphurous flames declines to come
down,”’ Cyril Gaunt said to the gir]
whose blue eyes again peered mis:
chievously through the leaves.

““Hath not a lance wherewith to
prod the life out of him, Sjp
Knight?”’ she asked.

‘“Not even a clothes prop,”’ sai
the boy; ‘“but,”” he added gheer?:lﬁ
ly, ““O damsel in distress, my bhlood-
hound is with difficulty held in
leash.”’

The girl looked anxiously down.
‘‘If you think you can tree him with
dear old Mrs. Bully, I'll drop from
this bough and make a bolt for it

The boy mnodded. ‘‘My charger
waits beyond the hedge.”” He turned
to the brindle bulldog. ‘“Now, Mrs.
Bully, keep old Hartburn up there
till we’ve a good start. I’ll cateh
you, Patience, if you’ll let yourself

:
i
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down from the end of the bough, and
then drop.”’

The girl nodded joyously. ‘I
have fastened the rope ladder to the
castle’s topmost turret, Sir Knight.”’

““Then hurry up,’’ said the boy.

““You mean hurry down,’’ said the
girl. There was a rustle amid the
leaves, and her skinny legs began to
kick convulsively in mid-air as she
suspended herself from the extreme
end of the bough.

“You be a harbourin’ and a fos-
terin’ of a law-breaker, Muster
Cyril,”” ecried the old constable in
anguished tones. ‘‘Call off that theer
danged dog of yours afore the bough
breaks, and I’'ll come down and
eateh her.”’

But he shouted to unheeding ears,
for the next moment a little black
figure, followed by a half a dozen fine
apples, dropped into the boy’s arms
and bore him to the ground.

““Methinks ’twas a shrewd shock,
Sir Knight.”” Patience serambled to
her feet. ‘‘Besides, I've twisted my
ankle. If that malapert knave de-
geends from yonder bough, I'm done
for‘" It’s all right, Patience. He
ghan’t descend,”’ said the boy confi-
dently. ‘‘Mrs. Bully, keep your eye
on him till we’re well away.”

As the bulldog wrinkled back her
lips into an affable smile, Cyril Gaunt
turned to the little girl. ‘‘Now, put
your arms round my neck and 1’1l
carry you through the hedge. My
pony’s just outside.’’ ¢

The girl put her thin arms round
his neck, and he gallantly carried her
to what he called his ““palfrey’’—a
stocky little black Dartmoor pony.
With some difficulty, he lifted her
into the saddle and led the pony at
a walking pace in the direction of
Dr. Pennifeather’s.

They were within a hun@red yards
of the doctor’s when the girl uttered
a ery of alarm. ‘“All’s lost. We are
discovered, Sir Knight. Here comes

our recreant sire.”’

The rector strolled along towards
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them. ‘“What’s all this about{’’ he
inquired, stopping to survey them
with deep-rooted suspicion. ‘‘Why
are you on my son’s pony, Miss Pen-
nifeather?”’

‘““She’s twisted her ankle,”’ said
Cyril hastily, ‘““and I'm just taking
her home. By the way, sir, there’s
someone in your best apple tree. 1
told Mrs. Bully to keep him there
until you could identify him.”

The rector frowned ominously, ‘‘I
have every reason to believe that Miss
Pennifeather and her friends are not
wholly unacquainted with the con-
tents of my orchard. Which tree was
it1"!

“Your best Bismarck. You can't
mistake it,”” said the boy.

““My best Bismarek! I was saving
those apples for next week’s show!"’

As the rector waddled off toward
the orchard, the girl looked after
him somewhat apprehensively. ‘I
don’t like your father, Cyril. He’s
what my father calls a clerieal error
in a white tie. He’ll be back before
we can get to the house.””

The boy swung himself up behind
her, put his strong arms round the
thin form. ‘‘You poor little mother-
less kid! Shut your eves and hold
on like blue blazes.”” In his execite-
ment, he quite forgot to be medimval.
“We’ll do him yet.”’

He pushed the old pony into a
hand-gallop, and lifted Patience off
at her father’s gate, just as Mrs.
Bully lolled after them along the
road. ‘‘TI had to let him come down,’’
she explained, her tongue sticking
out apologetically. ‘“The rector was
peremptory.”’

As the boy lifted Patience down,
though it hurt her to put her foot to
the ground, she bore the pain without
wineing.

“You just crawl into the house.
and I’ll make myself scarce until this
has blown over,”’ said the lad, *‘Come
on, Mrs. Bully. We’'ll have to spend
my last day here on the downs.”

He gave the pony a thwack on his
flank and galloped off, throwing a
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coin to the girl as he did so. ‘I had
it made into a brooch for you,’”’ he
gshouted, turning in the saddle. ‘‘It
wouldn’t run to more than sixpence.
Send me this token by some trusty
messenger in your hour of need, and
I will come, sword in hand, to your
rescue.”’

““Don’t go, Cyril! Don’t go!’’ the
girl cried after him., ‘‘I don’t be-
lieve I shall ever see you again.”

The boy wheeled his pony, gal-
loped back to the sorrowful child,
bent down, and kissed her. ‘‘Some
day I'll come back and carry you
off,”” he said earnestly; ‘‘and we’ll
never be parted any more.”’

She kissed him again and again.
‘““Flee, Sir Knight; the enemy ap-
proach,’’ she eried; and the boy once
more galloped away, followed at a
distance by the indomitable Mrs.
Bully.

The girl limped painfully up to the
house, holding the cherished coin
against her heart. ‘‘It’s a sixpence
with ‘Mizpah’ on it,”’ she said; ‘‘and
he's going away to-morrow, and I
ghall never see him any more.”’

II.

““How will you have it? In gold,
Captain Gaunt?’’ asked the obliging
cashier, as he scooped up a heap of
sovercigns with a dexterity born of
long practice. ‘‘With a pound’s
worth of silver?”’

“Yes, Il take some silver,
thanks,”’ said the bronzed young of-
ficer, and gazed round at the familiar
furniture of the Dumbleton Bank.
“Does anything ever change here?”’
he asked wonderingly. ‘‘Fifteen
vears ago, it all looked exactly the
same,”’

The cashier, although ordinarily
the soul of good mature, was almost
offended at this iconoclastic remark.
““It was repapered eight years ago,”’
he said, with modest pride; ‘‘and the
ceiling whitewashed.”’

“‘Seems to me it’s the same pattern
on the walls,”’ hazarded the young
officer after another look round at
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the dingy old room, bisected by a
dinted mahogany counter which was
guarded by a strong wire netting, “‘I
suppose someone comes and lets you
out of this cage every day at meal
times?”’

‘““The pattern’s always the same,”’
said the cashier, ignoring the last
remark. ‘‘Don’t they do things like
that in the unchanging East?’’

Captain Gaunt shook his head.
““No such luck, Mr. Warber, Just
when you’ve got to know a house and
the pet snakes in the roof, someone
comes and burns you and them out,
and you have to begin all over
again,’’

The cashier paused to hold a six-
pence up to the light, then put it
aside with a frown. ‘‘I've always
heard the East is the land of ro-
mance.’’

The young soldier laughed. There’s
just as much romance in Dumble-
ton as anywhere else, if you know
where to look for it,”” he said, pick-
ing up his silver. ‘“What’s the mat-
ter with that sixpence? Someone let
you in for a bad one? I thought you
could smell out bad money in your
dreams.”’

‘“ "Tisn’t bad,”” Mr. Warber ex-
plained, ‘‘but it’s not a legal tender.
Someone’s defaced it by having the
word ‘Mizpah’ engraved on one side.
Besides, there’s a hole in it, and it’s
much worn,”’

“I’ll give you a new sixpence for
it,”” said the captain. ‘“‘I've no doubt
there’s a romance in this. See, it’s
been used as a brooch. Here’s the
mark where the pin has rubbed off.”?

“If I may take the liberty of pre-
senting you with it?”’ hazarded the
cashier.

““First time anyone ever apologised
for giving me money.”” The young
soldier stretched out his hand for the
battered eoin, and put it in his
pocket. ‘‘A good many changes in
the village,”” he said casually. T
see poor old Dr. Pennifeather has
gone at last.”

‘“We gave him a very popular
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funeral,”’ said the cashier. ‘‘If he’d
been alive at the time, he’d have en-
joyed it thoroughly. He always did
like funerals, and the arrangements
were quite recherché.”’

The captain was engrossed in his
own thoughts. ‘“Were they? And
pretty little Miss Pennifeather ? What
of her?”’ he asked. ‘‘Many’s the
time we raided my father’s orchard

together.”” He rubbed himself
reminiscently.
The cashier shook his head.

‘“Everything was sold up at the doe-
tor’s death to pay his debts. The
poor girl hadn’t a farthing to bless
herself with, and was forced to go to
her aunt’s at Penn Hall.”’

‘“That sounds all right.”’

The cashier again shook his head.
“It isn’t all right. Such a lovely
girl as she is, too.”

“Why isn’t it all right?’’ eagerly
asked the young captain. ‘“We were
always chums, and——"' He stopped
confusedly.

‘“She’s the poor relation of fie-
tion,’’ explained the cashier. ‘‘They
work her like a horse, make her go
up the back stairs, teach the chil-
dren, mend her aunt’s dresses, at-
tend to all the social arrangements,
and—dine in the schoolroom, when
they don’t give her high tea.”

““The blighters!’’ The captain fell
back on a familiar expression of his
boyhood. ‘“Why, I’'m dining at Penn
Hall to-night. I only accepted the
invitation because I wanted to meet
her again.”’

“I’'m afraid you won’t meet her,”’
said the cashier sympathetically.

The captain shook hands with Mr.
‘Warber.

““You’re staying some time, I
hope?’’ said the latter.

““No: I go back to India in ten
days. They want me in a hurry as
a special commissioner.”

““Lonely work without anyone to
help you,’’ hazarded the cashier, with
the familiarity of ome who had
known Gaunt from childhood.

Gaunt nodded. ‘‘Just what I was
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thinking. Remember me to Mrs. War-
ber and all the little Warbers. I've
sent down a pocketful of Indian
bangles to your house for them just
as a souvenir,”” he said, and swung
out of the bank,

Unconsciously, Gaunt’s steps bore
him down the sunny village street to-
ward the old orchard which had once
been his father’s, He was staying
with the new rector and settling up
his father’s affairs, and, as he said,
the visit was a flying one.

“Warber hit the mark,’’ he
thought, as he came to the old un-
mended hole in the hedge. ‘‘ Wonder
how my friend Bismarck is getting
on.”” He began to smile at the
memory of the past. ‘‘Poor little
Patience! She must be sweetly pretty
by this time. I remember those
skimpy black legs of hers.”

He came to the tree. The only
change in it was that a huge branch,
which had eracked beneath old Hart-
burn’s weight, now nearly touched
the ground, and formed a sort of
leafy tent.

The captain took the sixpence out
of his pocket. ‘“It reminds me of
the one I gave her. Poor little Miz-
pah Maid! I promised to eome to her
aid if she ever sent it to me,”’ he
said sorrowfully. “‘I'll not go back
till I've seen her. I wonder why she
stopped writing to me!”’

The leaves shook a little as he put
the sixpence to his lips. *‘ “The Lord
wateh between me and thee, when we
are parted’—something like that it
runs. I wonder why she wouldn’t
answer my letters. Perhaps she saw
that I was getting too fond of her.
Why, I'm dashed if it isn’t the same
sixpence!’’ he said  abruptly.
There’s the hole I punched in it with
a bradawl before I had it made into
a brooch for her. How did she lose
it? Someone must have picked it up,
wrenched off the pin, and passed it
off on poor old Warber.”

The boughs of the Bismarck were
gently parted, and a beautiful face,
the lips smiling but tears in the eyes,
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looked out. ‘‘A Gaunt! A Gaunt to
the rescue! Some malapert knave
hath stolen my Mizpah brooch.”’

The sixpence dropped from Gaunt’s
hands. ‘“You!’’ he said, with a lit-
tle catch in his breath. ‘‘You! A
Gaunt to the rescue! A Gaunt!”’ And
before Patience knew it, he had taken
both her little hands in his, and was
looking down into her exquisite blue
eyes. ‘‘Patience! Patience! You!

“Yes,” she said, vainly endeavour-
ing to free herself from his grip.
““Yes. A damsel in distress. 1
thought you would ride away without
seeing me, and so I came down and
hid myself in the old apple tree on
the chance of your revisiting the
place. This time,’’ and she looked at
her skirt, “‘I preferred not to elimb.”’

“You!’’ he repeated, still holding
her hands. ‘‘You, Patience! How
did you know I would come here?’’

“T don’t know how I knew it, but I
knew, Aunt Pennifeather would be
very angry with me if she heard of
my doing anything so unladylike.”’

By this time, she had succeeded in
freeing herself. ‘‘You’re not as gen-
tle as of old, Cyril.”’

“I'm awfully sorry.”” Gaunt took
her hands again. ‘‘Now, look here,”’
he said squarely, ‘‘I’ve bullied you
all my life, Patience, and I’m going
to begin again. Answer my ques-
tions, or it will be the worse for you.”’

“That doesn’t sound very much
like a Galahad coming to the rescue
of a maiden in distress.”’

“I’m sorry, but my time’s short,
and life is long,’’ he said incoherent-
ly. “‘Little Mizpah Maid, why did
you leave off writing to me a couple
of years ago? Was it because your
dear old dad died, and you had sud-
denly become poor, or was it be-
canse——2?’’ THe hesitated.

‘““Because——’’ Her colour deep-
ened. ‘‘But you’ve no right to ask.
I can’t tell you.”

“Do you want me to set the ghost
of Mrs. Bully at you?”’

She shook her head. ‘“You—you—
were——"’
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“I know I was. And I’'m just as
bad as ever. So that was the rea-
son?”’

‘“Yes,”” she said defiantly. “‘I am
poor, and—that was the reason.’’

He still held her hands. ‘‘Anyone
else?”’
““N—no.”” Her eyes flashed in the

old indignant fashion he remembered
so well. ““Of course there wasn’t
anyone else.”’

““Then you’ve forgotten all this,”’
He looked comprehensively around
him. ‘“You’ve forgotten the old days
when we played here as children.
You’ve forgotten when I took your
lickings for you, when I shared every-
thing with you, when I gave you the
Mizpah sixpence on the last day, and
vou went crying into the house.
You’ve forgotten, Patience; forgotten
all our plans, all we were going to
do, the dragons we would slay to-
gether some day?”’

““No,”’ she said, her colour deepen-
ing and the sweet eyes looking frank-
ly up into his brown ones. I
haven’t foreotten; but we were only
children. Since then, I have grown
up and the world has heen very hard
and cruel to me. There are no
knights to come to my reseue now, no
one to help me. I am a drudge at
Penn Hall. No one loves me; my
poor old father is dead; and you
were in India. I have eaten the
bread of tears, and drunk of the
waters of affliction.”’

““Poor child! Poor child! But if
vou didn’t wish to remember, why
did you come here?’’

“I wanted to see you ride away
and take with you the closing leaf
in the life of a child. We were happy
then, Cyril. If we had only known
it, we were happy then, very, very
happy.”’

““Yes,”” he said, a little brokenly.
““We were happy then, Patience. In
spite of the dragons, life was all joy:
we slew them so easily. Now that T
am a man and you are a woman—the
sweetest little Mizpah Maid the sun
ever shone on—the dragons aren’t
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slain so easily. They come again and
again and overpower us. Do you
know why, little Mizpah Maid? Do
you know why?”’

Patience shook her head. The tears
again filled her eyes.

‘‘Because we fight them singly.
You call to me, and I am far away;
1 call to you, you answer not. Little
Mizpah Maid, life is a sorrowful
business for both of us. But I am
going to change all that.”’

“You!”” She looked at him won-
deringly. ‘““You! How will you do
“hat?’’ Something of the old belief,
the cld ‘faith in his power to slay
dragons, came back to her. ‘‘How—
will—you—do—that ?’’

““Like this.”” He took her in his
arms. ‘‘Little Mizpah Maid, life has
been sad for us because we fought
our dragons alone. Now, we will fight
them together.”’

IIL.

“CapTAIN GAUNT,”’” announced the
old butler, as he ushered the young
warrior into the drawing-room of
Penn Hall, and that tyrannical lady
of the manor, Mrs. Pennifeather,
swam forward with effusion to meet
him. ‘I was afraid you were not
coming,’’ she said graciously.

““I can assure you, Mrs. Penni-
feather, I wouldn’t have missed it
for anything. I made up my mind
that nothing should stop my being
here ~to-night.”’

“I'm so glad, the more especially
as I have not been unmindful of your
interests.”” She looked at him arch-
ly.
y“That’s very good of you, but I
don’t understand.”’

““There’s Miss Worthall, the rich
brewer’s daughter. She’s specially
invited to meet you. I want you to
take her into dinner.”’

““‘That’s very nice of you, my dear
Mrs. Pennifeather, but I was going
to ask you to let me take in my
fiancée,”’ said the captain, searching
the room with eager eyes.

“Your fiancée! I didn’t know.”’
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For once, Mrs. Pennifeather was at
a disadvantage. ‘‘But there’s no
other unmarried girl here than Miss
Worthall. I don’t know of——"’

‘“Oh, yes; you’ve known her all
her life; it’s your niece,’’ said the
handsome young warrior, with scarce-
ly repressed impatience. ‘I suppose
she’ll be here directly?’”’

““Oh, yes!—that is—of course.”
Mrs. Pennifeather touched the bell.
“‘James, let Miss Patience know that
we are waiting for her.”” Then, in
a hurried whisper, ‘‘Tell her to
scramble into her best frock, and
have another place set for her.’”’

“Yes, madam,”’ said the bewild-
ered old butler, without moving;
‘“‘but they’ve taken Miss Patience’s
tea to the school-room long ago.”’

““Go and do as you’re told,”” Mrs.
Pennifeather said furiously. ‘‘There’s
some mistake,”” she blandly explained
to Gaunt. ‘“The dear child has a
bad headache, and is evidently stay-
ing in the school-room.”’

“With your permission,” Gaunt
bowed over her hand, ““I’ll find my
way to the school-room in search of
her,’”’

Mrs. Pennifeather waited a quarter
of an hour, but the captain did not
return. “‘I thought I heard carriage
wheels on the drive,”’ said the wor-
ried hostess. ‘I didn’t expect any-
one else,”’

The sound of the carriage wheels
faded away, and the old butler came
back with a letter on a silver salver.
““For you, madam,’”” he said. I
found it in the school-room.”’

““Excuse me.”” Mrs. Pennifeather
tore open the letter.

“DEAR AUNT PENNIFEATHER,—

““So sorry that I cannot accept
your somewhat belated invitation for
dinner, but Captain Gaunt has
brought his aunt to fetch me to stay
with her, as, owing to his sudden re-
turn to India, we are to be married
almost immediately. In my childish
days, he was always accustomed to
come to my rescue, and he has not
failed me now. He asks me to apolo-
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gise if his absence disarranges the
dinner table. Your niece,
“PATIENCE PENNIFEATHER.’

““‘There is no answer!’”’ Mrs. Pen-
nifeather dropped the letter to the
floor. “‘He is suddenly called back
to India,”’ she whispered to Miss
Worthall,. ‘““We must find you
someone else, my dear. After all—"’
She paused significantly.

““He’s very handsome,’’ said Miss
Worthall disconsolately.

*

The carriage pulled up as it passed
the ancient orchard. ‘‘Do you mind
stopping a moment?’’ said Patience
to a sweet-faced, silvery-haired old
lady who sat opposite the young
couple. :
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““Certainly not, my dear; but re-
member the London train.”’
The girl slipped out, made her way
to the old apple tree. The next mo-
ment, her voice rose high and clear.
““A Gaunt! A Gaunt to the rescue!’’

““It’s an old game we used to
play,’”’ said Gaunt. ‘‘Sit tight, aun-
tie, and I’ll bring her back.”” He
went to the hole in the hedge. ‘‘A
Gaunt! A Gaunt to the rescue! Who
calls upon a Gaunt?”’

““A damsel in distress,”” shrilled
the voice from the apple tree.

Gaunt pushed his way through the
hedge, carrying Patience in his arms.
‘Mo the station as hard as you can
2o0,”” he said rapturously; and the
coachman set off at a gallop.

The old lady began to cry softly.

THE PASSING OF SUMMER

By MARY S. EDGAR

FAIR summer’s fading, and from those bright eyes,
Deep-set and sweetly sad, her love out-goes;
Her face lights up in brief resplendent glows,

And bending low, she kisses ere she dies

The close-cropped fields where drowsy cattle graze,
The grass-grown paths, the fruited boughs that nod,
The asters blue, the burnished golden-rod.

Before her face the hills grow dim in haze;

Then throwing wide her arms she takes the trees,
Those slender maples, in a close embrace,

A passionate, silent moan, and lo! one sees
Her life-blood spread o’er all like filmy lace.

The hills, the fields, the forests hide a tear,

And autumn sadly kneels beside the bier.
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BY &, B.

HE fairy tale is older than civilisa-
tion. It comes down to us from
the time when man inhabited the
clearing in the primeval forest, the
lake-village surrounded by unsecaled
and stupendous mountains, the cave-
dwellings from which he had expelled
the bear and the wolf and perhaps
many another fearsome beast of which
only the footprints and bony frag-
ments remain to-day; when the world
was a wonder-world of mystery, peo-
pled with the creatures of a crude
but prolific imagination. But as the
world has grown older it has lost the
art of making new fairy tales, just as
it is losing the capacity of belief in
the old ones. Ts there, indeed, a cor-
ner of the old earth left where even
a fairy, or a gnome, or a pixy—not
to mention a giant or an ogre—could
find a dwelling-place free from logieal
observation and scientifie investiga-
tion ?

That is the price which civilisation
pays for knowledge—sanitation, elee-
tricity, ocean liners, and the like. Tt
Joses the authentic romance, and has
to put up with substitutes. This is
why the artist returns again and
again to the old, old stories, the stories
made in the world’s childhood, be-
fore it grew up and became sophisti-
cated and blasé and when not only
children but grown-up people could
believe in witeches and warlocks, in
wizards and enchantresses, in fairy
godmothers and wicked stepmothers,
in dragons and djins and trolls, and
all those beneficent and malevolent
powers of earth and air, of moonlit
plain and darksome wood, of moun-
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tain, lake, and morass, which made
the old earth interesting, at least, if
just a trifle awesome and frightening.

Yet, despite the ancient lineage of
the fairy tale and its inevitable ap-
peal to the imagination, it is only in
recent years that it has seemed to
appeal to the painter. In fact, the
call of the fairy tale to the artist
synchronises with the-quite modern
cult of childhood. In the days when
the child was instructed ‘‘to be seen
and mot heard,”” the fairy tale, al-
though retold from generation to
generation by grandmas and old
nurses, had not yet reached that ar-
tistic and literary eminence to which
it has attained in these later days.
It was the trivial topic of the fire-
side, but by no means the serious
subject of the artist, and we
may explore the galleries of
Europe without finding a single pie-
ture, having the slightest elaim to the
title ‘“‘Old Master,”” which has for
its subject an incident from a fairy
tale.

Legend, parable, mystery, myth-
ology—these are represented almost
ad nauseam. But the fairy tale. pure
and simple, is conspicuous only by
its entire absence. But the modern
artist has found the fairy tale a mine
of wealth. Of course, he was fore-
stalled by the word-painter. The poet
is ever the seer, the originator, and
his pictures will be vivid, real things
when the painter’s canvas is no more.
Keats and Shelley and Tennyson were
pre-Raphaelites, in the best meaning
of that much-abused term, whilst
Millais and Holman Hunt were still



Painting by Elizabeth Stanhope Forbes
THE WOODCUTTER'S LITTLE DAUGHTER

playing marbles, and when Burne-
Jones had not even arrived on this
planet. In the same way Hans An-
dersen and the Brothers Grimm had
written down the old folk tales and
sagas, the fairy legends, the witch
lore, the bird and beast stories—which
had come down the long, long cen-
turies from lip to lip—and made
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them immortal word-pictures before
they came into the artist’s ken.
Nevertheless, during the last fifty
years some great artists have not
thought it beneath  their dig-
nity to make ~the fairy tale
the subject of their art. Sir Edward
Burne-Jones, following Tennyson’s
lead in his treatment of the Arthurian
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legends, attempted to lift the old
fairy tale of the ‘‘Sleeping Beauty”’
into an allegory of life, ‘‘Shadowing
sense at war with soul,’’ typifying
the ascent of man and his winning, in

Painting by Val. C. Prinsep, R.A.
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quality of a fairy tale, simplicity, and
that in elaboration its aroma is lost.

Perhaps a certain type of artistic
mind turns to the fairy tale, or some-
thing analogous to it, for its best in-

CINDERELLA

despite of a thousand temptations and
harassments, to the goal of ideal
beauty. Perhaps the artist succeeded
in his quest, and even if he did not,
his achievement is a beautiful one
from the point of view of artistry.
On the other hand, it may be urged
that he forgot that most essential

spiration, for we find that George
Frederick Watts (whose art seemed
inevitably to run to allegory, a form
of the fairy tale which loses its per-
fect artistry in its desire to point a
moral, a thing which no good fairy
tale ever thinks of doing) painted as
one of his earlier pictures ‘‘Little Red
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Riding Hood,”” now in the Birming-
ham Art Gallery. Still another
painter of ‘‘pictures with a purpose,”’
Sir Noel Paton, was proverbially fond
of fairy subjects; but these are per-
haps not so much in illustration of
well-known fairy tales as pictures in
which fairies take the place of human
beings, as, for instance, in Charles
Sims’s ‘A Fairy’s Wooing.”’

But it is when we come to the real,
authentie fairy tales, like ‘‘The Babes
in the Wood,’” ‘‘Cinderella,”’ ‘‘Hop-
o’-my-thumb,’’ ‘“The Goose Girl,”’
“Beauty and the Beast’’——the dear
old favourites—that we get within the
real boundaries of fairyland as un-
derstood by the children. Here the
children are on their own soil. They
know their way about.  They are
fully-fledged art crities. They can
tell you whether the Old Man of the
Sea is ever likely to be shaken off
by Sinbad the Sailor, whether the
robins are making sufficiently good
progress with their self-imposed task
of covering up the Babes in the Woed
with leaves, whether the forest
through which Little Red Riding
Hood wends her way is indeed the
forest of their imagination, and
whether the gold in Little Snow-
drop’s hair, as she lies in her glass
coffin, is as ravishing as their dreams
had painted it.

Now, surely the artist who can
achieve a success with such critics as
these, in their own realm and among
their own folk, has done something
well, and T think that this high praise
will be accorded by all ehildren lueky
enough to have seen her pictures, to
Elizabeth Stanhope Forbes, a Cana-
dian painter, now living in London,

England. Here are two examples,
out of many which have come
from her brush, of this ladv’s

sympathetic handling of the fairy
tale, ““Hop o’-my-thumb’’ and ‘‘The
Wood-cutter’s Little Daughter’’—
stories too familiar for particularisa-
tion. But notice in both cases not
only the charminely sympathetic
painting of the children, but also the
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delightsomeness of Mrs. Forbes’s
woodlands. They are true fairy
woods, yet so far from being unna-
tural that one may see just such a
one any day in the course of a country
walk. What art is it which Mrs.
Forbes uses to make her woodlands
so alluring, so full of the mystical
spirit of Fairyland?

Val. Prinsep, R.A., has his own way
of treating a fairy subject, and who
shall say that it is a bad way? It is
certainly neither Elizabeth Forbes’s
nor Marianne Stokes’s way,-and yet,
though the local colour of his canvases
is so natural and unstrained, he has
contrived, with that art which con-
ceals art, to give to ‘‘Cinderella’’
and ‘“The Goose Girl’’ an air of mys-
tery and other-worldness which is
redolent of the fairy tale. You know
the story of the Goose Girl which
Grimm tells? How she was a King’s
daughter and rode with her maid
over hill and dale to marry the prince
of a neighbouring land, and how the
wicked maid forced her to change
places, married the prince in her
stead, and had the real princess sent
out into the fields to tend the geese.
Here she is, with her luminous eyes,
her fine nose, the hair which was her
glory, her delicate hands, and her
sad, sad thoughts. Tt is just a little
fairy princess in the midst of an
Enclish field, with the marguerites
around her and the tell-tale thistle
blowing in the wind.

No one would be surprised to learn
that the artist’s model for these two
pictures was one and the same heauti-
ful woman. But in Cinderella’s case
we can see the feet, and that is some-
thing to be thankful for, because they
are worthy of Trilby herself. Now,
most illustrators of Cinderella would
never have been content to leave the
fairy godmother out, but Mr. Val.
Prinsep has a better way. Every
child who looks at this pieture will
know instantly that the fairy god-
mother is just round the corner, and
that Cinderella, with her ragged
skirt full of sticks, has just espied her.




Painting by Val C. Prinsep, R. A

I'iE GOOSE GIRL

But there is the pumpkin ready to
be turned into a chariot, and when
this lovely girl puts off her rags and
puts on her fairy raiment, who shall
blame the Prinee for falling in love
with her, or the fairy slipper for slip-
ping on to that levely foot?

Still another maiden, and a lovely
one to boot—Mouat Loudon’s ‘‘The
Sleeping Beauty.”” It is Burne-
Jones’s ‘““The Legend of the Briar
Rose’’ without his inevitable vein of
allegory, unless the little rose-bearing
cherubs come into that category. But
Burne-Jones never painted a lovelier
lady.

‘“‘Roses are her cheeks and a rose her
mouth.”

The Prince, her deliverer, is coming,

and the dear little Cupid who sits

clutching his bow by the side of the

lady’s pillow would almost seem to be
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sad that the lady should not sleep
another decade at least, that he might
be old enough to marry her himself!
Meanwhile :

‘‘She sleeps: ler breathings are not heard
In palace chambers far apart.
The fragrant tresses are not stirr'd
That lie upon her charmed heart.
She sleeps: on either hand upswells
The gold-fringed pillow lightly pressed ;
She sleeps, nor dreams, but ever dwells
A perfeet form in perfect rest.”
The story of Rapunzel, of which
Miss Gloag has made such exquisite
use, is perhaps but little familiar,
even to the fairly appreciative reader
of fairy tales, though it forms the
subject of a poem by William Mor-
ris under the same title. Morris, how-
ever, could be very evasive in style
when he cared to be, and he seems
to have made special effort in this
direction when dealing with this
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pretty fairy legend. Thus, his telling
of the story in verse has not increased
its familiarity.

Rapunzel was a maiden confined by
enchantment to the topmost turret of
a witch’s castle. The inevitable
knight comes to rescue the fair lady,
and Rapunzel, seeing him from her
tower, lets down her hair, which had
been the wonder of the world, and by
its golden braids the knight elimbs.
Whether it is this first meeting or
one of the many subsequent visits
which the artist has chosen for her
picture it would be difficult to say,
especially where fairy tales are con-
cerned, for in them love is ever at
first sight; there is no maidenly coy-
ness or manly diffidence, but perfect
understanding from the first moment
of meeting.  However, the knight
went many times to the bottom of the
witeh’s turret, and saying:

‘‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,
Let down your hair,”

would see the golden strands come
floating down from above, and by
their aid would reach his lady love.
But one night the wicked witch, who
had overheard the knight’s invita-
tion, imitated his voice, and said:

“‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

Let down your hair,”
and when the maiden expected to see
her lover, she was horrified to see her
jailor. Then the witch, as a punish-
ment, cut off Rapunzel’s hair, and
when the knight came and said:

‘“Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

Let down your hair,”
she let fall the tresses, holding them
tightly in her hands behind the hut-
tress of the tower. She thought thus
to entrap the knight and slay him.
Though he fell into her trap, baited
as it was with so lovely a bait, yet
the witech failed in her object, and
was slain herself. Thus was the en-
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chantment broken, and thus was
Rapunzel set free. And though she
lost her hair, she found freedom and
a husband, which Rapunzel would
not be alone among the fair sex in
reckoning a good exchange.

But what a number of fairy tales
are still left out in the cold night
of artistic neglect! They are an ar-
tistic treasure cave of Ali Baba,
where gems rich and rare are scat-
tered in seemingly careless profusion.
But the Open Sesame is given to few.
Only such as have the key to the child
heart can enter in.

Yet is it wholly a matter for renin-
ing? Is not the fairy tale, more than
most things, independent of the ar-
tist’s brush? Are not its pictures
sacrad and incommunicable? Every
child, at least, makes its own pie-
tures—ethereal imaginings, too deli-
cate for delineation by brush or pen-
cil—yea, which brush and penecil
tend rather to spoil and dissipate.

I know at least one child who says:
‘‘Pictures spoil my imagination.’’ Ah,
there it is! How crude is the attempt
even of a great and true artist to
catch the true inwardness of the fairy
tale as it appears to the vivid, un-
spoiled fancy of a little child. So,
perchance, it is well that the fairy
tale has no great status at academy
exhibitions. The eriticism would be
too keen and searching—not the criti-
cism which appears in the daily print
or the monthly review, but that
subtler, finer, higher criticism which,
failing to see in the ‘‘counterfeit pre-
sentment’’ the picture which fancy
has painted on the canvas of the
mind, says: ‘‘This is not my Red Rid-
ing Hood. That is not my Jack the
Giant Killer. That is not my tiny,
wee house where the dwarfs dwelt in
the midst of the fairy forest.”” Ah
me! When the eritic is a little child,
who shall attain the required stand-
ard?




THE MADNESS OF

THE

MILLIONAIRE

BY PETER

THIS is a story of John Smith the
millionaire told for the benefit
of John Smith -the populist.

John Smith was a millionaire of
the kind that all toilers hope to be
some day. He had risen from the
lower ranks by his own efforts, and,
as he rose, he observed and learned,
so that when his fortune was made
he was able to marry a cultured wife
and move in good society without
causing pain to those with whom he
came in contact.

In fact, he was partly civilised, and
as he was a jolly soul who never
showed more than a justifiable pride
in his achievements, he was popular
with all men. But no man, however
high he may rise, can wholly rid him-
self of his past any more than a
transplanted tree can thrive unless
some of the original soil clings to its
roots. So it is not surprising that
some of John Smith’s early tastes
should still eling to him and occa-
sionally make him unhappy amid his
Juxuries.

One afternoon he went down to this
office feeling out of sorts, for his
digestion was not all that could he
desired. When lunch hour came, he
sat at his mahogany desk and won-
dered what he would like to eat. Sud-
denly a memory came to him with
an overpowering longing. He would
like to have a plate of pork and
beans, such as he used to get in his
youth when he was a clerk working
for eight dollars a week. Fine, meally
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beans, clinging to one another, soft
and succulent, with here and there
a clot of sweet, half-transparent pork-
fat shot with streaks of fine, delicious
lean meat. His mouth watered at the
thought of it. Years had passed
since he had eaten a plate of pork
and beans. In fact, he had not tasted
them since he had rounded off his
first hundred thousand dollars, for the
expensive chef in the kitchen of his
Fifth Avenue palace never sent to
the table anything so gross and
populistic as pork and beans.

As soon as he decided what his
jaded appetite demanded, he picked
up his hat, with the intention of rush-
ing away to Guggenheimer’s restaur-
ant on William Street, where he
used to eat years ago. But suddenly
he paused. How would it look for a
man of his eminence in the financial
world to eat at Guggenheimer’s? The
reporters always spoke of him as one
of the habitués of Delmonico’s, and
if they should see him at Guggen-
heimer’s it would give them some-
thing new and breezy to write about.
They would eibe at him as only news-
papermen writing on space can. And
even if they didn’t see him, Guggen-
heimer himself, old, fat and greasy,
would certainly remember him from
of old and disgust him with fawn-
ing attentions. He simply couldn’t
go there—that was flat.

¥

““My dear,”” he said to his wife, as

they sat at the dinner table that




“*No man, however high he may rise, can wholly rid himself of his past any more than a
transplanted tree can thrive unless some of the original soil clings to its roots, So it is not
surprising that some of John Smith's early tastes should still eling to him and occasionally

make him unhappy amid his business.”

night, ‘‘this dinner does credit to
your judgment and the chef’s ability,
but do you know, I would rather have
oine old-fashioned dish than all of it.”’

““What is it, dear?’’

““Well, you know I couldn’t al-
ways afford fine things like these, and
all to-day I have been craving a plate
of old-fashioned pork and beans.”’

“Then you shall certainly have
them. We would have them to-night,
only it always takes time for the chef
to concoet a new dish, and T don’t
think he has ever cooked pork and
beans.”’

“(Can we have them to-morrow for
lunch, do you think?”’

“Why certainly!”’
“Then T’11 run home from the of-
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_h'ce for lunch to-morrow, and you and
I will have an old-fashioned pork and
beans lunch, with a glass of milk and
a good big thick slice of pie, eh? Tt
will be just as good as going slum-
ming for you. You will be able to
see how the poor live.”’

So it was all arranged, and the as-
tonished chef received his orders. But,
having been trained abroad, the Jef-
fersonian simplicity of the recipes for
cooking pork and beans did not ap-
peal to him.

““Let zem soak over night, add
pinch of soda, drain off water, ete.,
layers of sliced pork, ete., bake in
oven, ete.! Zat was feed for one pig!
Ah! we gif ze madame and monsieur
one leetle surprise. T show zem how




‘“‘Let them soak over night. add pinch of soda, drain off water, ete,, layers of sliced

pork, ete., bake in oven, ete.!

Zut was feed for one pig!

Ah! we’gif ze madame and

monsieur one leetle surprise. 1 show them how cook pork and beans, yes? Sure!’"

cook pork and beans, yes? Sure!’”’

After purchasing a peck of the
best beans, he selected the finest ker-
nels, steeped them, and all night long
dreamed of wonderful sauces and
gravies that would disguise the ple-
beian flavours of the rank dish he was
to concoct. Next morning even his
mistress, when she called to see how
he was progressing, found him eross-
grained and uncommunicative.

““If madame vill please vait, all
vill be vell!”” was all the information
he would vouchsafe. So after order-
ing an old-fashioned, deep, thick-
crusted apple-pie and a supply of
milk, she left him to his own de-
vices.

In the meantime John Smith was
down town trying to attend to busi-
ness. Once when looking over the
tape, he found himself mechanically
hunting for quotations on pork and
beans, and several times he was heard
absent-mindedly repeating the words
““pork,”” so that the impression got
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abroad that the old man was trying
to corner pork. It caused quite a
flarry on the street. At last he stop-
ped trying to work, and hurried away
to his home.

He was decidedly early for lunch
when he greeted his wife.

““Well, are the beans done?’’

“I’ll see. I’ll order the dinner at
once.”’

““You haven’t forgotten the apple
pie, have you, and the milk?”’

‘“No, everything will be just as you
asked for.”’

A few minutes later she returned,
saying that everything was ready and
that Monsieur le Chef was so proud
of his work that he asked for the
privilege of bringing it in himself.

‘When they were seated monsieur
appeared, bearing aloft a large sil-
ver cover and smiling as only a
Frenchman who has achieved a chef
d’ourre can. Placing the eover he-
fore the master of the house he
bowed profoundly and stepped back
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to await the effect of his master-
piece. Smith removed the cover and

stared in amazement.
‘““What on earth
roared.

is this?’’ he
“Why you have rubbed

' ‘“Whatyon'eirth is this?’ he roired. ‘ Why have
[a— — —
you rubbed thess beans through a colander and
covered them with'a gridiron of sliced bacon? Whew !
and the whole thing smells like a burning spice
factory!'”

these beans through a colander and
covered them with a gridiron of sliced
bacon. Whew! and the whole thing
smells like a burning spice factory!”’

“But vill not monsieur taste?’’
ventured the cook, startled, but still
hopeful. ‘““He may find zem de-
licious.”?

“Delicious nothing! I wanted
beans, not a poultice.”’

It was in wvain ‘that his wife
asked for a helping and pro-
tested that they were delight-
ful. Smith stormed, and the cook

waddled away to his own domain
shrugging his shoulders until his
head disappeared like a turtle’s.
“The idea of paying $5,000 a year
to a cook who can’t cook beans! Bah!
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The cooks in the lumber shanties can
do it. Let me try the pie!’’

“Humph ! you could paper the wall
with the crust, and it might as well
be made of turnips as apples, he’s got
it so infernally spiced. Pass me the
piteher of milk.”’

Smith tried to appease his rising
wrath with a draught of milk and
then he growled:

‘“Well thank Heaven he didn’t do
anything to the milk. The idea of
cooking beans in his Frenchy way!
Bah! Now you needn’t start erying!
O the devil!”’

By this time Mrs. Smith had left
the room in tears, and Smith, mad at
himself and everybody, stormed out
of the house.

There was nothing else to do. He
must go to Guggenheimer’s. Of
course, it was absurd that he should
crave a plate of pork and beans—yet
there were precedents. Had
not King David longed
for a drink from the little
well that was by the gate
of Bethlehem, and had not
Christopher Sly, after be-
ing elevated to the peerage,
called lustily for ‘‘a pot o’ the small-
est ale?”’

Fortifying  himself with such
thoughts he made a descent on Gue-
genheimer’s, but just as he was with-
in a few steps of the door, he was
hailed by a couple of brokers. Con-
gratulating himself that they had not
noticed his destination, for they
would have made an undying joke of
it on the street, he fell into step with
them and, in a burst of geniality that
he was far from feeling, led them to
a gilded saloon and stood treat.

It was now clear that he couldn’t
go to Guggenheimer’s, but, thinking
the matter over, he hit on a bright
idea. Why not send for a plate of
pork and beans? Hurrying to his
oifice, he called in an office boy.

‘‘Jimmie, he said, if T give you a
little job to do, will you keep your
mouth shut about it and do it as
quickly as you can?”’
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““Yes, sir,”” said Jimmie hopefully.
““Then here is five dollars. Go

down to Guggenheimer’s, on William

Street, and get a plate of pork and
beans for me! Bring it to me in a

can Iguana, the edible lizard, that is
said to be the finest eating of any-
thing to be found between the two
poles? Well, T telegraphed to a friend
in Mexico to send up a consignment

‘* Pork and Boston ' shouted the waiter down the chute. A few minutes later he slammed
the steaming fish before Smith, They did not look attractive, but he tried them heroically,
Alas, It was he and not the beans that had chauged !

basket, and don’t on your life let

anyone know who it is for or what
lS.”

, The dazed Jimmie ambled away to

fulfill his commission.

A moment later Smith’s old-time
friend and fellow epicure, Henry
Morton, brust into the room in the
most unbusinesslike manner imagin-

le.
ab“Where have you been to-day,’’ he
exclaimed. ‘‘I have been trying to
cateh you ever since morning.’’

““I have been busy,”” growled
Smith.

““Busy or not busy, you have got
to come with me.”’

‘““What is the matter with you
now?”’ . 3

““You have seen articles in the
papers, haven’t you, about the Mexi-

of them to me, and they got here in
good condition last night. The chef
at Delmonico’s is going to have them
cooked for me this afternoon. Now I
want you to come up with me right
away, and we will have the feast of
our lives.”” Smith thought of the
Iguana, and he also thought of the
heans,

‘‘No, Henry,”’ he said, “‘I cannot
do it. I have an engagement this
afternoon involving tremendous in.
terest, and I cannot leave my office.”’

‘““Hang it all. You can let your
interests wait over until to-morrow.’’

“I wish I could, old man; but it
is utterly impossible.”’

““Well, that is too econfounded
bad,’’ said Morton. “T thought I was
going to give you a treat.”

“Well, T thank you just the same,
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but it can’t be done to-day.”” After
a little more grumbling and arguing,
Morton took his departure, and Smith
went to the outer office and gave or-
ders that, under no circumstances,
was anybody to be admitted to his
room for the next hour. He then re-
tired to wait for Jimmie. After a
tedious wait he was gladdened by see-
ing his messenger appear, bearing the
basket.

“Put it on my desk,’”’ he said
sternly.

Jimmie had no sooner closed the
door than Smith hastened to open the
basket. The sight that met his eyes
was by no means appetising. Bump-
ing against people on the street, Jim-
mie had shaken a large part of the
beans from the plate, and, of course,
nad forgotten to ask Guggenheimer
for a fork. But Smith took a pen-knife
and a paper cutter and began the at-
tack. The first mouthful satisfied
him. The beans were cold and the
pork fat simply greasy, and the whole
dish was a mussy, soggy insult to an
epicure’s digestion. Those were not
the beans he used to get thirty years
ago, but the reason was plain. They
had been kept too long after cooking,
and, besides, they were cold.

It would be tedious to narrate the
sufferings of the multi-millionaire
during the week that followed. He
whirled around Guggenheimer’s like
a moth around a candle, but never
could summon up the courage to en-
ter. And all the while Jimmie used
to look at him, at least so he thought,
with an air of accusing knowledge
that was very annoying, until at last
he raised the boy’s salary and sent
him into another department, where
he would not see him.

It is hard to say how long this
would have gone on had it not been
that one day he was walking along
William Street, with his coat collar
turned up and an umbrella spread
before his face to shield him from a
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passing shower, when he suddenly
found himself in front of Guggen-
heimer’s. He glanced up and down
the deserted street, for the longing
for a plate of beans had come over
him again, and then rushed into
the open doorway. Guggenheimer
was sitting at his desk in phlegmatic
supremacy, watching his patrons feed.
o scanned the new-comer with a
vacant look that did not show any
sign of recognition. This made Smith
feel a trifle more at ease, though it
was a sad blow to his vanity to find
that he was so completely forgotten.
Pushing his way to a chair beside a
greasy table he finally caught the eye
of a waiter and ordered a plate of
pork and beans.

«“Pork and Boston!’’ yelled the
waiter down the chute. A few mo-
ments later he slammed the steaming
dish before Smith. They did not look
attractive, but he tried them heroical-
ly. Alas, it was he and not the
beans that had changed! They were
no good.

That night John Smith stole hum-
bly home to his Fifth Avenue man-
sion and meekly apologised to his pa-
tient wife, with whom he had been
barely on speaking terms for over a
week.

Tndeed, he felt of so little import-
ance that he almost called up the chef
to apologise to him, but his wife
would not hear of that, and he sat
down to his dinner of turtle soup,
porterhouse steak and mushrooms,
and a new and wonderful pudding
that had lately been achieved by the
lord of the kitchen.

Now the moral of this for John
Smith populist is that millionaires
are all ordinary human beings, with
ordinary tastes and longings, just
like the rest of us, if they would only
admit it. As they will not admit
it, the writer will take on himself the
responsibility of admitting it for
them. ;
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CALGARY STATION

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AZZIED by sun and drugged by space they wait,

These foreign peoples, at our prairie gate;
Dumb with the awe of those whom fate has hurled,
Breathless, upon the threshold of a world!
From near-horizoned, little lands they come,
From barren country-side and deathly slum,
From bleakest wastes, from lands of aching drouth,
From grape-hung valleys of the smiling South,
From chains and prisons, ay, from horrid fear;
(Mark you the furtive eye, the list’ning ear!)
And all amazed and silent, scared and shy—
An alien group beneath an alien sky!

See-—on that bench beside the busy door

There sleeps a Roman bhorn; upon the floor
His wife, dark-haired and handsome, takes her rest
Their black-eyed baby tugging at her breast—
Mother of Cities, Glory of the Past!

Have ye no place for these? Must they at last
Turn from thy seven hills and stray afar

To lose thy fire beneath a northern star?

Thou hast but memories, Imperial Rome!

Thy children leave thee, seeking for a home!

Yonder, with stolid face and tragic eye,

Sits a lone Russian; as we pass him by

He neither stirs nor looks; his inner gaze

Sees not the future fair, but, troubled, strays

To the dark land he left! Ah, strange, sweet tie
Of patriot’s love, cast out, but loath to die—

O land of tears, thine exile’s eyes are wet,

He left thee, but he suffers for thee yet!

Here is a Pole—a worker; though so slim

His musecle is of steel—mo fear for him!

He is the kind which conquers; he is nerved
To fight and fight again. Too long he served,
Man of a subject race! His fierce, blue eye
Roams like a homing eagle o’er the sky,

So limitless, so deep! for snch as he

Life has no higher bliss than to be free!

This little Englishman, with jaunty air

And tweed cap perched awry on closestrimmed hair—
He, with his faded wife and noisy band,

Has come from Home to seek a promised land—
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He feels himself aggrieved, for no one said

That things would be so big and so—outspread !
He thinks of London with a pang of grief,

His wife is sobbing in her handkerchief!

But all the children stare with eager eyes.

This is their land. Already they surmise

Their heritage, their chance to live and grow,
Won for them by their fathers, long ago!

This shall be Home for them-—though no less dear
The Motherland which elaims their parents’ tear.

Another generation, and this Scot,

‘Whose longing for the hills is ne’er forgot,
Shall rear a son whose eye will never be

Dim with a craving for that distant sea,

Those barren rocks, that heather’s purple glow—
The ache, the burn that only exiles know!

This Irishman who, when he sees the Green,
Turns, that his shaking lips may not be seen,
He, too, shall leave a son who, blythe and gay,
Sings the old songs, but in a cheerier way;
Who has the love, without the anguish sharp,
For Erin dreaming by her golden harp!

All these and many others, patient, wait

Before our ever-open prairie gate,

And, filing through with laughter or with tears,
Take what their hands can glean of fruitful years.
Here some find home who knew not home before;
Here some seek peace and some wage glorious war;
Here some who lived in night see morning dawn;
And some drop out and let the rest go on!

And of them all the years take toll; they pass

As shadows flit above the prairie grass.

From every land, they come to know but one—
The kindly earth that hides them from the sun!
But in their places children live, and they

Turn with glad faces to a common day.

Of every land they, too, hut one land claim—
The land that gives them place and hope and name—
(Canadians, they, and proud and glad to be

A part of Canada’s sure destiny! -

‘What if within their hearts deep mem’ries hide
Of lands their fathers grieved for, till they died?
The bitterness is gone and in its stead

A broad and kindly tolerance is bred—

A tolerance which yet may show the world

Its eannon dumb, its battle-flags close-furled!

—Dreams?  'We may dream, indeed, with heart elate,

‘While a new nation clamours at our gate!

- -
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AFEW weeks ago the Associated
Press sent out a meagre
despatch to the leading newspapers
of Canada, stating that Mr. Kenneth
@G. Beaton, headmaster of a public
school in St. Catharines, had re-
gigned after forty-five years’ service
as a teacher in Ontario. There were
no important headlines given to this
item; it was hidden away among the
gmaller chroniclings of the day, but
to myself and to many Canadians
scattered across the continent, it was
a piece of news of great interest, for
it called up the vision of the little
red school-house of the long ago, and
of the old master, who shaped our
first imaginings, who seemed then,
and seems still, to one person at
least, to be the personification of ree-
titude and wisdom. For the sake of
his pupils everywhere, for the edifi-
cation of teachers generally, and as
an instruetive interlude for those who
are reading at all times eulogies of
our captains of industry and kings
of finance, I wish to sketch the life
of this Ontario teacher, who has laid
down the insignia of office after long
and noble service; I desire not only
to review his career, but to add my
personal tribute to his worth.
Kenneth Beaton, now the Nestor
of Ontario teachers, was born in
Vaughan township, county of York,
in 1847. He inherited two blessings
‘that have put iron into the blood of
many an Ontario boy, poverty and a
Seoteh love of learning. His father
10-197

had come out to Canada from Argyle-
shire, and, although there was much
work to be done on the farm, he en-
couraged Kenneth to go to school.
The boy needed no stimulation, how-
ever. He was extremely fortunate in
having as teacher Mr. John Morrow,
who was afterwards for many years
connected with the excise depart-
ment in Toronto. Mr. Morrow was
a normal-trained teacher and was not
only well-educated, but grudged no
time or pains to help along promising
pupils. He gave extra attention to
the boys in the higher classes who
were ambitious to become teachers.
In those days there were no high
schools in Vaughan or anywhere else
in Ontario. Hence the machinery for
making publie school teachers was not
at all complicated. ILikely youths
went up from the public schools to be
examined by the local superintendents
of the different townships in the
county. As a rule, these superin-
tendents were ministers, Anglican,
Preshyterian and Methodist. Mr.
Beaton and one of his fellow-students,
Mr. James MeMurchy, who after-
wards became high school teacher in
Harriston, appeared before this ex-
amining board at Richmond Hill in
1866. One of the examiners was the
Rev. John Bredin, a Methodist minis-
ter, then stationed at Richmond Hill:
another was the Rev. James Car-
michael, the veteran Presbyterian
minister of King, who celebrated last
year his fiftieth anniversary as minis-
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ter in that place. The examination
was partly oral and partly written.
The good, old-fashioned subjects set
for the examination were reading,
spelling, writing, arithmetic, geogra-
phy, grammar, history, algebra,
Euclid (the first four books), and na-
tural philosophy, an imperfectly de-
veloped subject in those days, ranging
from a study of the hydraulic press
to problems on the mechanical pow-
ers. Needless to say, Mr. Morrow’s
pupils passed this examination with
credit. Mr. Beaton proceeded to his
first-class certificate in 1868, and ob-
tained the highest qualification as a
teacher, his first-class A, in 1870.

In 1868, however, he began his
career as teacher, his first school be-
ing near Mono Mills, in the south-
western corner of the township of
Ajala, in the county of Simcoe. He
taught there for three years, then ob-
tained a school nearer home,. on the
sixth concession of Vaughan town-
ship, where he remained for the next
five years. His next move was to the
village of Kleinburg, in the same
township, where he held sway for
thirteen years. In 1887 he went to
Nobleton, several miles distant, but
remained there only two years. In
1889 he was offered a position as in-
surance agent in St. Catharines and
there entered upon a new experience.
But the teaching instinet was too
strong for him; after six months in
the new field he went back to his first
love, becoming principal of a publie
school in St. Catharines, where he
was to remain for more than twenty-
two years. This position he resigned
a few weeks ago to spend the re-
mainder of his days in Toronto.

For forty-five years, then, this
pedagogue has engaged in faithful
service. And what of the recompense?
‘We have heard a great deal about the
salaries of school-teachers during the
last few years. Some miserly Ontario
farmers, who are willing to pay more
for the improvement of roads than
for the furnishing of their children’s
minds, still continue, even in the
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midst of their prosperity, to bewail
the increase in salaries, but when we
consider the harder times and greater
purchasing value of money in earlier
days, it appears that the publie school
teacher is more poorly paid now than
in the ’sixties. When Mr. Beaton took
his first school he received £60 a year.
The standard of currency was the
old-fashioned Halifax pound, equal to
four dollars. During the next few '
years his salary gradually inecreased
from $240 to $400 per annum. When
he went to Kleinburg, to teach in a
fair-sized village school, he received
$425 a year. Before long his salary
was raised to $500, and so continued
during his thirteen years in that
generous community. In St. Cathar-
ines he received at first $600 a year;
later his salary was raised to $700,
but, despite the increased cost of liv-
ing and growth of the city, the figure
never went higher, although Mr. Bea-
ton served there for twenty-two years.
Comparing the salary received at the
close of his career with that of the first
vears, therefore, it must be reluctant-
ly admitted that Ontario people in
the days of adversity were more
generous, more appreciative of the
work of a teacher, than in these latter
days of boasted intelligence and pro-
gress.

Of course, the employment of wo-
men led to a fall in salaries. When
Mr. Beaton took his first school there
was only one woman teacher in the
county of York. In a few years more
women appeared upon the secene, but
they received the same amount of sal-
ary as the men where they did equal
work, showing that school trustees in
those days were not only generous,
but fair-minded men. Soon, however,
when the high and model schools were
established the female teacher waxed
numerous. School trustees were only
human after all. They allowed the

women to underbid the men, so that
in the ’eighties and henceforth it be-
came almost impossible for a married
man to make a living at school teach-
ing in country distriets or in small
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towns. Hence the rarity of teachers
of the Beaton stamp to-day. We
have come to see now that it is a
good thing for a small boy to have
his character shaped by a masculine
teacher. I do not say, of course, that
it is not beneficial for him to be
brought under the sweet and refining
influence of a lady teacher, but he
needs both models to look up to, the
one for manly strength, the other for
grace and gentleness. I am not alone
in bewailing the fact that men have
been driven from the teaching pro-
fession in our publie schools in coun-
try places.

Mr. Beaton looked upon Mr, S. Me-
Allister as one of the leaders in the
profession as far bhack as the ’sixties.
Tn those days other leaders were
Messrs. Robert Doan, William Rennie,
of Newmarket, Robert Alexander,
Robert Rice, Thomas Moore, and A.
B. Clark. Before the days of insti-
tutes the teachers of North York or-
ganised a local teachers’ organisation
and met regularly at Newmarket. Mr.
Beaton remembers 1871 as a very im-
portant date in the history of On-
tario publie schools, for in that year
the old loeal superintendents were re-
placed by county inspectors, and
teachers were required to attend the
county institutes. For many years
he belonged to the Provincial Teach-
ers’ Association, which developed in-
to the Ontario Educational Associa-
tion, the annual meeting of which
creates such widespread interest at
the present day.

During his whole career Mr. Bea-
ton taught in free schools. While he
was still a scholar a very acrid con-
troversy was waged in nearly all dis-
iricts in the Province, as to whether
the schools should be free or should
be what were called ‘‘rate schools.”
This was the great issue at the elec-
tion of school trustees, and many a
strong campaign was fought out on
this question previous to 1867. It
was a difficult thing in those days for
a teacher to keep out of the strife,
for he was always secretary of the
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trustee board in his section. When
all Ontario public schools became
free, not because of the option of
a particular section, but by the publie
school law, one great trial in the life
of the early teacher was removed.
Forty-five years ago the public
school teacher and his pupils had few
holidays. They enjoyed every other
Saturday, a week at Christmas, Good
Friday, the Queen’s Birthday, and a
brief and delectable vacation of two
weeks in the harvest season. Prob-
ably the pupils would not have had
the two weeks in midsummer had they
not been needed in the fields. The
teachers also were in demand as har-
vesters. In the early years of his
service Mr. Beaton always went forth
to wield the seythe or to bhind the
sheaves. One summer in the ’sixties.
so I have heard him say, he made a
bargain with a Vaughan farmer. He
agreed to pull an eight-acre field of
peas in exchange for a two-year-old
heifer. It was a trying task. He
blistered his hands, but completed the
work, and joyfully led the lowing
heifer to his father’s farm. Event-
ually the heifer developed into a cow,
and one of her descendants supplied
milk for the school teacher’s family
fifteen years later when he lived in
Nobleton. In the summer vacation
Mr. Beaton received the sum of $1.25
and board a day, the wages of an
able-hodied harvester in those bye-
gone golden days.
_ Although the school was in full
operation nearly all the year, many
of the boys were able to attend only
during the winter months. I can re-
member as a boy in the Kleinburg
school that in winter-time nearly all
the back seats were occupied by young
fellows, ranging from fifteen to
twenty-three. One of the oldest
pupils wore a moustache and was a
local Samson. He was so strong that
he was able to throw a small stone
with such force as to knock off a
picket from the school fence. He was
not so strong in the intellectual
sphere, however, and one of the con-
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stant gratifications of the younger
boys was to stand ahead of him in the
class. Often the older boys who were
new-comers, made astonishing pro-
gress. There was one bhoy, in particu-
lar, who was fourteen when he en-
tered for the winter session. He had
been at other schools, but had never
got further than the second book. The
simple rules of multiplication and
division made him flounder deplor-
ably, to the amusement of small boys
and his own vexation and despair.
Mr. Beaton took him in hand, and for
some weeks struggled to enlighten
his brain. But there seemed
to be ‘‘a veil hanging before his un-
derstanding.’” The boy was interest-
ing outside of school and he was doing
his best, so, like a wise teacher, our
master showed the greatest patience,
then he thought of a way to help the
flounderer. He would sit down at
the same desk, write out a problem
on the slate, then imagine that he was
in the boy’s place, and think his way
through, speaking loud enough for
the boy to hear him. It was the very
thing. No teacher had ever done this
for the lad. He learned how to think,
and, to the amazement of the teacher,
the veil was withdrawn, the boy saw
clearly, and, so wonderful was his
progress, that in nine months he
swept through book after book and
stood as head boy of the school. Such
was the effect of the sympathetic, in-
dividual treatment of the old-time
pedagogue.

Among the letters received by Mr.
Beaton from old pupils in all parts
of the country there came a few weeks
ago an epistle of gratitude from that
very boy, who is now a commercial
traveller in Western Canada. In the
course of his letter the ex-pupil says:
““While travelling through Saskat-
chewan the other day I chanced to
" read a despatch in one of the Winni-
peg papers from St. Catharines tell-
ing about the retirement of perhaps
the oldest school teacher from the
standpoint of continuous service in
the whole Dominion of Canada. I

—_L
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have been wondering ever since if
you are the Kenneth Beaton to whom
I went to school in York county, On-
tario, more than thirty years ago.
. « « . I can look back upon
my school days of that period with a
great deal of pleasure. You were
then a young, active man and were
in the habit of participating in all
kinds of athletic sports, much to the
amusement and enjoyment of your
scholars. We moved to
Towa many years ago and I remem-
ber you telling me when I left the
school-room that I was going out
among the Indians.’’

Although he was intensely inter-
ested in his pupils, Mr. Beaton al-
ways managed to inspire them with a
wholesome respect for his authority.
My own reminiscences of those years
in the Kleinburg school are not alto-
gether unclouded. In the words of
‘Wordsworth, our teacher was ‘‘a
rod to check the erring.”” He
helped out moral suasion by cor-
poral persuasion. He used a
lithe rawhide that had a dis-
agreeable habit of curling around the
recipient’s hand. At certain seasons
he used a broad elm ruler; at all times
of year he handed out just pun-
ishment for offences, which ran all
the way from the minor sin of whis-
pering in school to the greater offence
of fighting on the way home. A
strong hand was needed to check the
pugnacious instincts of that genera-
tion, for all the boys of the school
called themselves either Downroads
or Uproads, and numerous were the
collective and individual encounters,
due not to personal so much as to
topographical differences. There was
no boy in the school, not even the
picket-breaker, who dared dispute
the #pse dizit of the master. There
were none of those picturesque com-
bats between teacher and scholars,
such as we read about in hoosier
schoolmaster stories. Mr. Beaton was
a buirdly Secot, and his strong frame
was surmounted by a stern counten-
ance. There was often a twinkle in
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the keen brown eyes, however, and
we always suspected that beneath the
granite front of the master, behind
his mask of reserve and self-control
there was a warm heart. He taught
us the way to love ‘through the
wholesome, if somewhat sombre, ave-
nue of fear.

Obedience and faithful work—
these alone won his words of
praise, which he dispensed with the
usual economy of a Seotsman, who
never enthused over anything. Even
if he loved a scholar, he would have
perished rather than betray any par-
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tiality. But his autumnal sunshine
was worth more than the full summer
splendour of other eulogists of our
boyhood days, and the discipline with
which he whipped us along the path
of life made us revere him after-
wards as one who had conveyed to us
a tonic power. He was one of the
fathers of our flesh who corrected us,
who gave us our first visions of the
beauty of the world, and the gran-
deur of life, and the love of God. To
him I bow in humble acknowledgment
of the great good which he poured
into my heart and brain.

COMMONWEALTH

By VIRNA SHEARD

GIVE thanks, my soul, for the things that are free:
The blue of the sky, the shade of a tree,
And the unowned leagues of the shining sea.

Be grateful, my heart, for everyman’s gold;
By roadway and river and hill unfold
Sun-coloured blossoms that never are sold.

For the little joys sometimes say a grace:
The scent of a rose, the frost’s fairy lace,
Or the sound of the rain in a quiet place.

Be glad of what cannot be bought or beguiled :
The trust of the tameless, the fearless, the wild,
The song of a bird and the faith of a child.

For prairie and mountain, wind-swept and high,
For betiding beauty of earth and sky
Say a benediction e’er you pass by.

Give thanks, my soul, for the things that are free:
The joy of life and the spring’s ecstasy,
The dreams that have been, the dreams that will be.
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DRIFTING AMONG THE THOUSAND
ISLANDS
By AGNES MAULE MACHAR
(Local Council of Women, Kingston.)

Never a ripple on all that river,
As it lies, like & mirror, beneath the

m H
Only the shadows tremble and quiver,
"Neath the balmy breath of a night in

June.
All is dark and silent: each shadowy
island,
Like a silhouette, lies on its silvery
ground,

While just above us a rocky highland
Towers grim and dusk, with its pine
trees crowned.

Never a sound, save the wave's soft
splashing,

As the boats drift idly the shore along,

And the darting fire flies silently flashing

Gleam, living diamonds, the woods

among ; .
And the night hawk flits o’er the bay’s
deep bosom,
And the loon’s laugh breaks through
the midnight ealm, :
And the luscious breath of the wild
vines’ blossom
Wafts from the rocks like a tide of
balm.

Drifting! Why cannot we drift forever?
Let all the world and its worries go;
Let us float and float with the flowing
river,
Whither, we neither care nor know:
Dreaming a dream—might we ne'er
awaken—
There’s joy enough in this passive bliss,
The wrestling crowds and its cares for-
saken,
,Was ever Nirvana more blest than this?
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Nay ; but our hearts are ever lifting
The screen of the present, however fair.
Not long, not long, can we go on drifting,
Not long enjoy surcease from care.
Ours is a nobler task and guerdon
Than aimless drifting, however blest ;
Only the heart that can bear the burden
Can share the joy of the victor’s rest.

*

WHEN Isabel Beaton Graham. of

Winnipeg, gave her brilliant
address on homesteads for women be-
fore the National Council of Women
in the twin cities of Port Arthur and
Fort William, little she realised the
interest ereated throughout the Do-
minion regarding this cause.

Knowing the intense feeling and the
numerous petitions being cireulated
in favour of homesteads for women,,
I asked Mrs. Graham to write for us
something about the subject, which is
8o dear to her heart and the Canadian
Club of Winnipeg. She has written
in reply the following:

““Here and there over the (ana-
dian West great tracts of fertile
lands lie awaste, waiting an occupant.
Here and there over the Dominion,
and, indeed, over the Empire, num-
bers of us attached women working
for fathers, working for brothers—
work and wait, work and wait—wait-
ing for what—Eternity? How many
men ever thought that the present
homestead law was unfair even to
men themselves? Here we have two
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HER EXCELLENCY THE COUNTESS GREY

farmers, both homesteaders. The
family of one consists of sons; the
other’s of daughters—a common
thing in the West.

“In a few years the man with the
sons spreads - out—homesteads right
and left—acquiring a wide area of
land—a half-section—320 acres—for
each son. The man with the daugh-
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ters cannot extend his homestead
rights.

““The aceident of sex in the family
enriches one household and im-
poverishes the other.

““The law steps in and provides a
birthright dowry for the man having
sons and nothing for the man having

daughters.
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““The law discriminates against the
man having daughters, practically as-
suming that the father does not care
to provide for them.

‘““Why hasn’t a Canadian woman
a birthright in her country?

“In every economic distress that
sweeps a land, in every epidemie of
disease, in storm or stress of whatso-
ever sort woman bears a full burden.

““Full sharer in adversity, why not
sharer also in her country’s gifts?

‘“Across the international bound-
ary any naturalised woman of eigh-
teen years of age may homestead.
Hundreds have homesteaded there on
exactly the same terms as men and
successfully.

““Set ' woman free financially. Give
her a homestead such as is given to
men. Let her whose nature craves
it work out her own future as she
wills.

‘““Homesteads for women perhaps
might be conceded as a matter of sen-
timent, but ‘business’ surely was
rampant here at the making of the
present homestead law. The only
woman eligible to homestead is the
widow having minor children.

““A woman may be a widow, with
minor children, all girls, and abund-
antly provided for, yet she may,
homestead.

‘A woman may have a number of
brothers and sisters, minors, whose
sole head and support she is—but no
homestead for her.

““A woman may have minor chil-
dren and the additional millstone of
a dissolute husband—but no home-
stead for her.

““A woman may be an unfortun-
ate, with minor children—a victim
of bigamy or a victim of the ‘‘no
dower law for women’’—no home-
stead for her.

‘““Any woman of any of these
classes may be as worthy and as need-
ful of a homestead as the widow with
the minor children.

‘‘Leaving the vagaries of our home-
stead law and returning to deal with
the expansion of the law as it should

be, making all women of British birth
eligible to homestead on exactly the
same terms as men, would leave the
conditions of both women and the
country on a much improved plane.
‘“The inestimable value to our
West that an influx of British women
of some means and culture would add
surely needs not be enlarged upon.
““Should women be given the home-
stead rights, single women might lo-
cate in small groups of two or three
(or contiguous to male relatives).
One outfit at the beginning could
easily do the duties of all until a
market would justify a wider culti-
vation. ;
‘‘Residence upon a homestead is
compulsory six months a year for
three years, preferably during the
summer of the first year or perhaps
two, after that a continuous resi-
dence would be pleasant. It would
be ‘home’ at the end of three years.
Each woman would have a quarter-
section of land, which if properly
cultivated would secure to her an in-
dependence for the rest of her life.
“It is painful to realise that our
own Canadian men—our own fathers
and brothers—deliberately set wus
aside as undeserving of a share in
our country’s gifts. We Canadian
women are here—literally on the
ground—and want to occupy some of
these still vacant prairies; yet we
cannot have a share, except by pur-
chase.”’
¥*

Her Excellency the Countess Grey,
Honourary President of the Cana-
dian National Council of Women,
gave much of her valuable time to
the cause of women during her resi-
dence in Canada. Her position in the
Council, while honourary, would sug-
gest that only her patronage was
given. Not altogether is this true.
Tiady Grey has been a most enthusias-
tic devotee of the Couneil.

Travelling much over the Do-
minion, Her Excellency had many
opportunities of visiting the various
Councils, which she always did and
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REPRODUCTION OF PART OF A LETTER FROM THE COUNTESS GRRY

I TO MRS, F. H. TORRINGTON

was 2 most interested listener and a
most interesting speaker in many of
the affiliated societies. For one so
petted and donnied by her family
and then by the Canadian people at
large her addresses were ever woman-
ly and full of much feeling and sym-
pathy. :

Especially do I remember when
Her Excellency spoke in Toronto in
favour of the Women’s Welcome
Hostel, a scheme set on foot by the
Toronto Loecal Council of ‘Women.
With an almost girlish simplicity, she
came forward and told of the warm
hospitality of the Canadians, not only
to their visitors of prominence, but
also to the women seeking service in
this country, where there was so little
time in their busy lives to become
lonesome. Her Excellency spoke, too,
of the great good the hostel did, in

!

205

being a home always for
these girls when off duty,
and she advocated in very
strong terms the great
necessity for a chain of
hostels from the Atlantic
to the Pacific. Not only
was the hostel a blessing to
these girls, but also a
great comfort to the dear
mother in the ‘‘old land.”’

Her Excellency, like her
husband, was ever interest-
ed in our great Northwest,
and though somehow we
feel that the Hudson’s Bay
Railroad and its proposed
shorter sea route to Eng-
land, moving more quick-
ly our Western crops, has
been fathered by His Ex-
cellency, so the women of
the West have appealed
to Lady Grey’s sympa-
thies, and it was owing
to Her Excellency’s ef-
forts that the ‘‘Lady Grey
Country District Nursing’’
scheme was happily in-
augurated.

In writing to Mrs. F. H. Torring-
ton, the Countess Grey sent the fol-
lowing message to the Council:

“I am beginning to feel very depressed
at saying good-bye to so many kind
friends in Canada, and to so many things
that for the last seven years I have been
so interested in. May I, through you, as
President of the Canadian National Coun-
cil of Women express to your Council my
thanks for all their past kindness and
courtesy towards myself while I have
been their Honourary President? T shall
not soon forget the deep interest of those
days of meeting during the gathering of
the International Council of Women in
Toronto, and I shall always continue to
feel the most lively satisfaction in hearing
of the good and valuable work that the
N.C.W. will be enabled to accomplish in
the future for the betterment of the na-
tional life of Canada, both public and pri-
vate.”
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Ghe WAY of LETTERS

N() Canadian novelist should be

guilty of conventionality, and
yet we have two recent novels that
are conventional above all their other
characteristics. Ome is ‘“The Singer
of the Kootenay,’’ by Robert Knowles
(Toronto : Henry Frowde) ; the other,
““The Course of Impatience Carning-
ham,”’ by Mabel Burkholder (Toron-
to: the Musson Book Company). One
might almost look for something bet-
ter from Mr. Knowles. This author

has now an increasing circle
of readers outside his own par-
ish at Galt, and it would be

reasonable to hope that his novels
would succeed one another with a
corresponding increase in points of
merit. At any rate, none of them
should be conventional. And yet
“The Singer of the Kootenay’’ harps
upon a chord that already has been
pretty well thumbed. The singer is
a young man who is reckless enough
or unfortunate enough to cause his
name to be removed from the roll at
Queen’s College, but he has redeem-
ing goodness, goodness that comes to
the front when it encounters real
badness in a British Columbia town.
At his worst, he is scarcely wild
enough to be attractive, nor at his
best scarcely good enough to be con-
vincing. But he can sing with a
superhuman voice, so superhuman,
indeed, that when he feels his waning
importance at his first meeting with
the heroine he assumes a romantie at-
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titude and emits several bars of
melody, with the result that the
maiden is entranced. She feels sure
that he is, after all, something more
than a mere nightwatchman, and she
beseeches him to sing again. The in-
fluence that his singing has on her
proves to be equally effective at revival
meetings. The revival meetings play
an important part in the story, inas-
much as they bring the hero and
heroine together on a common
ground and satirise the Presbyterian
denominational view of sensational
or undignified revival. The first
time the heroine attends one of the
meetings, she goes ‘‘forward’’ with
a girl whom she and the singer have
saved from white slavery, and after
the meeting, on the way to the hero-
ine’s home, this love scene is enacted,
and it is described by Mr. Knowles
as follows:

It is a great moment—Niagara in all
the stream of life—when a man who has
come to the strength of manhood,
possessing still the purity of early youth,
rgahsexs to what purpose the sanctity of
his_inmost soul has been kept inviolate ;
realises that the long garrisoning of the
heart is all for this, that he may lay
its treasure store in sacred passion at
the feet of one whom he has come to
love, to love with abandonment of life,
and through no volition of his own, to
low:e regally, almpst madly, his Paradise
gained at last in the very luxury of
loving, all the long momentum of the
years pouring the forces of his soul in
this mighty waterfall that sweeps all

before it and enriches the future days
with fruitfulness and beauty.
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Thus loved Murray McLean in that
trembling hour, beneath the shadow of
Old Observation; and amid the light of
the mystic moon, and beside the sobbing
form of one whose very grief was her
holy dower.

‘‘Hilda,” he began huskily, his hands
going nervously out, nervously with-
drawn; ‘‘Hilda,”” he said once more, as
some sweet strain that perforce must
be repeated, ‘“‘oh, my love, my darling—
you know, you know—come,’’ as his hands
touched hers and tried to draw them
from her face, his whole frame a-tremble
with the thrilling impact. ‘“You don’t
need to go back home—to come here—
to go anywhere—only to me, to me, my
darling,” his voice strange of utterance
as his soul poured through it with re-
sistless passion, “I love you so. And—
and—" , ;

He stopped, as if fearful, bending over
her in ineffable compassion. Then he
waited—and it seemed an eternity.

The book is made up of much sen-
timentality, and there are numerous
excursions aside in order that the
hero or the heroine might perform
some service of mercy. We had
thought that E. P. Roe had drained
these wells of sentiment long ago.
They are the same wells, whether you
sound them in Chicago or in the
Kootenay valley.

¥

ISS BURKHOLDER is a newer
writer. She is a resident of Ham-
ilton, and is clever as a short story or
descriptive writer. Her delineation
of the character of Impatience Carn-
ingham is convincing in many re-
spects, but it is a pity that she should
have taken the hackneyed factory
town as a setting for this girl’s de-
velopment. Strife between factory
employees and their employers is
neither new nor attractive, and the
idea of ultimate affinity between an
owner or a partner and one who has
risen from the bench is at best com-
monplace. In spite of these draw-
backs, Miss Burkholder has depicted
in I'mpatience a lovable personality—
lovable for her open heart, her fidel-
ity to truth, her unswerving loyalty,
her quaint philosophy, and her
gradually unfolding charms. Patience
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is her real name, but she is called
Impatience because she cannot give
countenance to the small practices of
her associates.

¥

WHEN James Medill Patterson

produced ‘‘ A Little Brother of
the Rich’’ it created so much stir as
a seeming exposure of the under side
of the upper erust of New York so-
ciety that there was little considera-
tion given the reason for such a com-
pilation of disagreeable incidents. But
when his latest, ‘‘Rebellion,”’ is read
with the memory of his first in mind
the first thought is that the author
must have an uncomfortably morbid
mind or have received his training
as a scandal reporter. Obviously he
intends the book to be a treatment
of the divorce question, a justifica-
tion of divorce and remarrying ; but
for such a bit of heterodoxy it re-
quires a much more subtle, convine-
ing, experienced hand than that of
James Medill Patterson. There are
authors who might have effected what
Patterson has attempted—E. Temple
Thurston, for instance, but all that
the author of ‘‘Rebellion’’ accom-
plishes is to rouse a feeling of some-
thing very akin to disgust, even with
the tendency of the modern novel in
mind. The delineation of such re-
pulsive characters as Patterson gloats
over can effect little good to author
or reader, and the attempt to use
such men and women as a support
of heterodoxy 1is obviously futile,
Divorce may be justified or not, but
the selection of extreme brutality
and repellent characters to prove it
must be ineffective. Although the
author has ensured acceptance among
a certain class by outrunning publie
desire for that which savours of scan-
dal it wonld be more interesting to
the majority of readers to see Pat-
terson, for Patterson’s sake, turn his
art to more agreeable subjects. Even
Gertrude Elliott, with all her ability
and attraction, and with the advan-
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tage of having eliminated the most
disgusting of the incidents of this
book, was unable to present ‘‘Rebel-
lion’’ during a recent visit to Toron-
to, in a light that left anything good
to say about it. And the book is
cruder and more revolting in the
roughness of its details. (Toronto:
the Copp, Clark Company).

*

ARCHMONT must have his ad-
mirers; that can be gathered
from the fact that his 'books are
turned out with regularity. But the
reader who can follow him with ad-
miration or interest through his new-
est book, ‘‘Elfa,”” must be mes-
merised. ‘‘Elfa’’ abounds in all the
time-worn strategies of last century
novel writing: ‘‘Little did I think to
what that promise would lead’’;
“Later on I came to know,’’ etc.;
“‘Fate stepped in to thwart me’’;
““Little did he guess that Fate was
close on his heels’’; “It was thus
that Fate mocked me.”” In plot it
is just as stereotyped. But, worst
of all, this author, whose experience
makes the subterfuge the more un-
pardonable, takes advantage of that
cheapest of all artifices—the narra-
tion of the most harrowing events,
ending with the revelation that it was
only a dream. Marchmont must have
wrung himself dry before he wrote
‘“Elfa.”’ (Toronto: the Musson Book
Company).

*

IN ““The Miller of Old Church”’
% Ellen Glasgow has adopted an old
theme, that of the universal and in-
evitable struggle of the lower classes
to rise and the selfishness of the
highborn who would hold them back.
But she has imparted interest by
using local modern conditions and
describing them vividly. It is in
reality, through one of the charac-
ters in particular (Angela), a per-
sonification of the survival of the
old-time Southern aristocracy, and in

the history of Molly Merryweather
we see the terrible odium that rests
socially on one who happens to be
conceived out of wedlock in the South.
Illicit love plays a large part in the
story, and yet Mrs. Glasgow is most
adroit in her treatment of delicate
passages. There is a very strong and
complex plot, but it is perhaps in
character sketching that the book is
strongest. This story is a richly em-
broidered piece of living tapestry.
Considered as a story dealing with
the intimate concerns of a group of
people whom we grow to love in a
very personal way on account of their
stirling merits or rare whimsicalities,
the real interest of the book lies a
good deal less in the plot structure
than in the fine portraiture of charac-
ter—in which respect it is far richer
than any of Mrs. Glasgow’s earlier
works. (Toronto: the Musson Book
Company).

i

THE new Encyclopadia Britannica

is a noteworthy achievement in
book-making. Not only has it been
revised and enlarged by a great staff
of experts, but it bears the imprima-
tur of the University of Cambridge,
and can now be obtained in flexible
binding over India paper, which
makes possible thin, light volumes,
convenient for holding agreeably in
the hand. In respect of size and con-
venience in handling the new volumes
have an immense advantage over the
large, old-fashioned volumes common
to most encyclopedias. (Toronto:
Cambridge University Press).

¥

A WELL-ILLUSTRATED volume

entitled ‘‘The Aeroplane, Past,
Present, and Future,”” has been is-
sued under the guidance of Claude
Grahame-White, winner of the Gor-
don-Bennett International Aviation
Cup, 1910, and Harry Harper. Ar-
ticles on various phases of aviation
have been contributed by Louis

-
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Bleriot, Howard T. Wright, C. G.
Grey, C. C. Grunhold, Colonel J. E.
Capper, Cecil S. Grace, G. Holt
Thomas, Henry Farman, Roger Wal-
lace, and Louis Paulhan. (Toronto:
Henry Frowde). ;
¥

A BOOK about which every reader

should form his own opinion
is Charles Morice’s ‘‘The Re-appear-
ing,”” of which there is a translation
into English, with an introduction
by Coningsby Dawson. It deseribes
a visit made by Christ to Paris, where
he remains from December 14th until
Christmas Day. The book is at least
a fine example of realism, and it is
regarded by some as an indictment
of the ethical and social standards of
modern Christianity. Others will re-
gard it as vulgar and irreverent.
Personal belief influences judgment
on such a book as this. (New York:
Hodder and Stoughton).

*

A NEW volume of poems by Dr.

J. D. Logan is announced by
William Briggs. The title is ‘‘Songs
of the Makers of Canada and Other
Homeland Lyries.”” There is also an
introductory essay on ‘‘The Genius
and Distinction of Canadian Poetry.”’
A fellow-poet, John Boyd, of Mont-
real, has contributed a foreword. The
poems are mostly patriotiec, and as
the author is kmewn as a sincere and
finished writer, as well as a conscien-
tious and analytical eritie, this
volume should have a wide reading.

*

NOVEL literary venture was re-
cently made by the Harrington

and Richardson Arms Company, of
Worcester, Massachusetts, whereby
they gave cash prizes of from $100
to $5 for true stories of ‘“What I did
with a gun.”” The company have
published fifty of these stories in
book form, and they offer the book
at three cents, the cost of postage.
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Y RAGPICKER” is the title of

a little story by Mary E. Wal-

ler, whose novel, ““The Wood-carver
of ’Lympus’’ made the author fa-
mous. It is the story of Nanette, a
motherless little ragpicker, whose
heart-hunger is artistically depicted.
(Boston: Little, Brown & Company).

E

THE best in negro dialeet must be

conceded to Ben King, whose
‘“Southland Melodies’’ touch the heart
and stir the fancy. The author posses-
ses a fine sense of humour, is whimsi-
cal, and his quaint philosophy often-
times has a keen edge. The latest
volume of his songs is exceedingly
well illustrated from photographs of
negroes in characteristic attitudes
and moods. (Chicago: Forbes and
Company).

£

ACCORDING to Arnold Bennett,

in “‘Literary Taste and How to
Form It,”’ the world is never a dull
place to those who read in the right
spirit. His book, therefore, is more
than a lecture on how to enjoy litera-
ture; it purposes to show how to
enjoy life. Most persons who read
this book will feel that for them at
least literature has a new meaning
and a new place in their scheme of
existence. (Toronto: the Musson Book

Company).
A NEW edition of Lewis Carroll’s
‘“‘Alice’s Adventures in Won-
derland”’ is always interesting, for
this celebrated masterpiece of phan-
tasy seems to increase in value year
by year. It has been illustrated many
times, and in various ways, but a
recent edition contains ninety-two il-
lustrations by John Tenniel, and six-
teen of them are reproduced in
colours. These drawings add greatly
to the pleasure of the reading, and
they have the additional merit of be-
ing works of art. (Toronto: the Mac-
millan Company of Canada).

£



ENTHUSIASM
“How did your act take amateur
night?’’
‘““Great. When I sang the first
verse they yelled ‘Fine!’ and when I
sang the next they yelled ‘Imprison-

" —Christian Intelligencer.
e
Nor Too HEeALTHY
Client—*‘Before we decide on the
house, my hushand asked me to in-
quire if the distriet is at all un-
healthy.”’
House Agent—‘‘Er—what is your
husband’s profession, madam?”’
Client—‘He is a physician.”’
House  Agent—‘‘ Hum—er—well,
I’'m afraid truth compels me to ad-
mit that the distriet is not too
healthy.’’—London Opinion.
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ON SecoND WASHING

“I’ve just washed out a suit for
my little boy—and now it seems too
tieht for him.”’

“He’ll fit it all right, if you’ll
wash the boy.”’—Meggendorfer Blaet-
ter.

¥
FirsT A
A little lad was desperately ill,"but

* refused to take the medicine the doe-

tor had left. At last his mother gave
him up. ‘“Oh, my boy will die; my
boy will die,”” she sobbed.

But a voice spoke from the bed,
“Don’t cry, mother. Father’ll he
home soon and he’ll make me take
it.”’—Woman’s Home Companion.

*

Haxpy Anpy.

And these, according to the exam-
ination papers in og‘publie school
room, are what Andrew Carnegie is,
was, and did:

Invented the mower and reaper.

Member of the President’s Cabinet.

A British spy.

Went to France to get help for
the United States.

Best after-dinner speaker in
Ameriea.

A steel magnet.

Invented wireless telegraphy.

General in the Spanish-American
War.

Head of the Steel Trust.

—Everybody’s Magazine.
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CLERGYMAN (returning on Christmas morning from the sick bed of aged parishioner, to very deaf
old woman)—*Poor Mr, Bmith is in a high fever.”

OLD WOMAN—*The same to you, sir, and many of "em,” —Punch

Y
A Bap Ege
‘“He always was a bad egg, but
nobody seemed to notice it while he
was rich.”’
““Yes, he was all right until he was
broke.”’—Sacred Heart Review.

*

Nor T0 BE DISTURBED
Waiter (to night nurse watching
patient) — ‘‘Have some coffee,
ma’am?’’ :
Night Nurse—‘No, I greatly fear
that that would keep me awake.”’—
Le Rire.

*

So FrANK

He (wondering if his rival has been
accepted)—‘‘Are both your rings
heirlooms ?”’

She (concealing the hand)—‘‘Oh,
dear, yes. One has been in the family
since the time of Alfred, but the
other is mnewer’’—(blushing)—‘‘it
only dates from the conquest.”’—
Tit-Bits. .
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ANSWERED
“Why do you put the hair of an-
other woman on your head?’’ he
asked severely.
“Why do you,’” she replied sweet-
ly, ““put the skin of another ecalf
on your feet?”’—Suburban Life.

¥

More 10 THE DOLLAR

George Ade, at the recent Lambs’
gambol in New York, objected to the
extravagance of the modern wife.
“It is true that the married men of
to-day,’”” he ended, ‘‘have better
halves, but bachelors have bhetter
quarters.”’—The Mirror.

*

Way taE IcE FormED

Old Gent—‘ 'Pon my word,
madam, I should hardly have known
you, you have altered so much.”’

Lady—‘For the better or for the
worse 7’

0ld Gent—‘‘ Ah, madam, yon could
only change for the better.”’—Judge.
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“I DON'T CARE!"

ABouT ALL
Bride—‘Were you very much em-
barrassed, dear, when you proposed
to me?”’

Hubby—*‘Only  about £20,000,
love.””—Variety Life.
*
PHILOSOPHIC

He—‘“Whenever I borrow money
I go to a pessimist.””

She—‘“Why ¢’

He—“Because a pessimist never
expects to get it back again.”’—Win-
nipeg Tribune.

*
AN AMERICAN QUERY

Stories continue to come in of the
doings of Americans during the
Coronation. Every American goes
sicht-seeing, and as one of the con-
ducted trips drove past Grosvenor
House the guide pointing it out said:

““That is the town house of the
Duke of Westminster, one of our
largest landed proprietors.’’

A pretty girl on the second seat
looked up in sudden enthusiasm.

‘““Oh!”’ she cried. ‘“Who landed
him ¢’’—T'it-Bits.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Her Gamv

Mrs. Jones—‘Does your husband
remember your wedding anniver.
sary?’’

Mrs. Smith—‘“No; so I remind him
of it in January and June, and get
two presents.”’—Harper’s Bazar,

¥

CrAFTY
““What does the veterin
next door advise for
dog’s sickness?’’
“He forbids my playing
piano.”’—Fliegende Blaettor.
¥

A MopERN VERSION
The following remarkable answers
were recently given at an examina-
tion for teachers in New York. The
questions were for the purpose of
testing the general culture of the
applicants
1. Who built
Shonts.

2. Who interpreted Pharaoh’s
dream? Eusapia Palladino,
3. Who received the Ten Cofg-

mandments? J. P. Morgan.

4. Who led the Israelites into the
Promised Land? Senator Guggen-
heim.

5. Who slew the prophets of Baal?
Lyman Abbott.

6. Who preached in Athens the un-
known god? Charley Murphy.

7. Who wrote the Book of Revela-
tion? Thomas W. Lawson.

8. Who raised the siege of Op.
leans? Andrew Jackson,

9. Who was the author of The
Divine Comedy? Ann Dante,

10. Who was the author of “The
Declaration of Independence 1’ Mrs.
O. H. P. Belmont.

11. Who was the author of Faust?
Anheuser Busch.

12. Who said ‘‘England expects
every man to do her duty?’’ Lillian
Pankhurst.

ary surgeon
your pet lap

the

the ark? Theodore

13. Who was the author of Leg
Miserables? Nell Brinkley.

14. Who said IL’Etat.
Theodore Roosevelt.—Life

c’est mose
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In November and December
Watch Your Diet

Nature warns you that must now husband your strength.
A cup of Bovril and slice of toast or bread, or a Bovril
Sandwich, form an absolutely unrivalled "diet" for restoring

wasted Energy.

BOVRIL

CONTAINS ALL THAT IS GOOD IN BEEF

The 1.1b. size is the most economical to use.

A MERRY CHRISTMAS
Without a Box of

World Famed

e & Candies
o' ———

e

5 We Told You So!

X Labatt’s

would be impossible
Fancy Boxes and Baskets

Filled with our Delicious Confections
\ suitable for Gifts.
| ‘A MAN IS KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS”
" Mail and Express Orders

Promptly and carefully filled.
When near our store don't forget our

Delicious Ice Cream Sodas and

other Fountain Drinks.

John Labatt.

g = i . i Our Candies are made on the Premises

,, 130-132 YONCE ST.
T<#T277  TORONTO, Ont.
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be fooled by

the size of the
- Soap Powder Packages

~ Some look big but do little.

Here are the results of an actual test: 4
You should be able to guess the
story—think of Corn before and
. Ei ) o
afferint 1s:: PGRRED. »
: |
. F ONE OF |
I : I | I e I , N | .| THE FLUFFED,LOOK BIG PACKAGES |
3 : ; WEIGHED ONE-HALF OUNCE ‘
ALWAYS HAS BEEN—IS NOW
ALWAYS WILL BE
est by | St . /
TRY TO MAKE SOAP PASTE OF THE FLUFFED SOAP POWDERS ' N)OTth OF |
BY PEARLINE'S DIRECTIONS—SEE WHAT YOU'LL GET Ivl?eF:éJ;ng'El:&?LKF—gLGNZéogéiﬁij
Spreads Like Butt
You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese y

! as there is in the price.

! .
¢ Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.

-SOLD ONLY IN 15c AND 25¢ BLOCKS

FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL

PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario, Canada
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If You Are
Off Key

From coffee drinking,
Quit
And try

POSTUM

The world pays well, those who are
“In Tune”

In the Business, the Household,
the Factory, the Profession,

«“There’s a Reason’

Canadian Postum Cereal Co , Limited

Postum Cereal Company, Limited,
Windsor, Ontario, Canada

Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.
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RODGERS
CUTLERY

FOR GIFT PURPOSES

Table or other cutlery used for gift purposes
has a greater value to the recipient when
this welt known trade mark is found on them.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

How the King Ash Pit Disposes of the Ash Job

HE average man simply won't sift ashes, and it's no job for a woman. With
the King Boiler you can have an ash sifter beneath the grate bars so
that you can sift the ashes without removing them from the boiler. The

ash-dust falls to the ash-pan below, leaving the cinders to be thrown back into the fire.

This feature of the

BOILER & RADIATORS

abolishes the drudgery, dirt and muss connected with Ask on a post card for your copy of ‘‘ Comfortable
ash-sifting. For all the dust raised in sifting is carried away Homes,”” 8imply bristles with valuable and help-
up and out the smoke pipe by a direct draft. ful points on heating and heating values.

STEEL and RADIATION, Limited

Head Office: Fraser Ave. TORONTO  Showrooms: 78-82 Adelaide St. E.
Branches in All the Principal Cities and Towns.
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YOUR FACE

YOUR HAIR

YOUR HANDS

These three. Alittle care, a little attention; and real beauty and distinction is yours
A beautiful face depends greatly

upon the fairness and softness of
the skin. Any skin that is heal-
thy is beautiful. The daily use of

DAGGETT&RAMSDEIIS
“PERFECT (OID GREAM

répairs. the damage inflicted by
soaps and mneglect and gives to
the face the beautiful, delicate
glow of health. At all dealers in
-air-ti “The K

o t pﬁcknges. ind

eeps.

The best recipe for a vigorous

head of hair is: “Keep it clean.”

Keep the scalp free from dan-
druff and let” the roots retain
their natural oils,

P A Iﬁ%ﬁﬁ%ﬂic

50¢. and $1.00 Bottles
destroys the dandruff germ: and
stimulates the .growth of the hair.
A little care now will keep it
strong and healthy.

The difference between a man.
or woman, who manicures in a
methodical manner and one ‘who
slights it is apparent to everyone.
The use of

IUSTR'ITE X

preparations and tools, gives to
your nails .a finish and beauty
that marks you as one who neg-
lects not the smallest detail of
personal cleanliness. It is the

ctandard.

4l of the above ¢ n be obtained at most up-to-date Dealers in Toilet Requisites, or for siz cents (Bec.)

in stamps (to defray packing and postage) we will send you a sample package of D. &
Nail Preparations,

Cold Cream and Lustr-ite
tnterest to every woman.

J. PALMER & SON, Limited

R. Perfect-
of great!

together with booklets containing information

5 and 7 De Bresoles St, Montreal

Murray-Kay’s New Catalogue
No. 6 P. Is Ready for Mailing

cxs

2
"
»
Uiy

E have just published a new Catalogue Cff
b" Furniture and Furnishings and wish to mail
a copy to every one interested in the tasteful
furnishing and decoration of the home. This
Catalogue (No. 6 P) is a book of 172 pages profusely
illustrated with fine half tone andcolored engravings
of Carpets, Rugs, Furniture, Draperies, Wall
Papers, Electric Light Fixtures, etc. A great deal
of care has been taken in its compilation and in the
selection of the designs illustrated. Furnishings of #
a thoroughly dependable character only have been
dealt with and the prices have been figured as
closely as is possible with high quality.

A copy will be mailed free of charge to readers of #
the Canadian Magazine resident outside of Toronto.
The issue is limited to 7,000. If you desire a copy
write for it to-day,

MURRAY-KAY LIMITED
36 AND 38 KING ST. W., TORONTO

st




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 51

Many Carloads
| Daily

of

Post Toasties

Leave the Pure Food Factories of the
Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.

They go to various parts of the world and supply
crisp bits of corn, delicately browned, for breakfast.

Many families have become accustomed to the
ease of service— no cooking being required.

It is difficult to conceive of a more palatable and
winning delicacy, particularly when served with
cream and sugar.

““ The. Memory Lingers”’

Postum Cereal Company, Limited Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A. Windsor, Ontario, Canada




“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, 50c. and $1.00

Induces healthy hair growth-Prevents Dandruff

Your Money Back if it Doesn’t

Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The ﬂmﬂ. Stores

They are the Druggists in over 3000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS. CHICAGO, ILL. TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHT, 1910, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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“Fir from the mountains and holly ﬁ'om the glen
Toys for the children and for grown ups Big Ben

HERE’S a ring of wel-
comein Big Ben’s morn-
ing call—there’s lifelike
~ service in his punctual
greeting.
_ There’s a glow of frankness
in his big, clean cut face—
there’s sturdy comfort in his
large winding keys.

There’s a pledge of long
health in his strong, well set
build — and  there’s heartfelt
wishing in the -jolly tidings

«“Merry Christmas—here is Big
Ben—may he wish you many
of them!”’

So drop in at your jeweler’ s—sneak
him in while #ey sleep—let him wake
them on Christmas day. He’s as good
to look at as he’s pleasing to hear
and he calls every day at any time

he says.

Big Ben comes attractively boxed, ready for
reshipment. — A community of clockmakers
stands back of him—Westclox, La Salle, Illinois.
If you cannot find him at your dealer’s, a
money order addressed to them will bring him
to you duty charges paid.

$3.00

At Canadian Dealers.




54 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

NEW MODEL 5
Two-color Ribbon; Back
Spacer; Tabulator;
Tilting Paper Table;

Hinged Paper Fingers
and other New Features

-~ View of the
Royal Typewriter
* factory at Hartford, Conn.

7 NEW MODEL oF 2704

D Back of the Royal is one of the largest
and most important typewriter manufac-
turing concerns in the world, with unlim-
ited resources and ample ability, offering

¥

; every advantage of dealing with a high-
STANDARD

L

W

grade business institution,

r I HE Royal always has been abreast with the best ; here is a new model
« 4 which places it far in the lead. Read about Royal Model S—every
office manager, “every stenographer, every up-to-date typewriter user!

Feature 1. TWO-COLOR RIBBON DEVICE. The convenient in billing, tabulating or correcting.
only one _that insures perfect two-color Writing:  Fuamre . TILTING PAPER TABLE. Found only on
over-lapping of colors impossible. : Roval—gives instant access to all margin and tabu-

Feature2. TABULATOR. An important improve- lator stops; a time-saver and great convenience,
ment. perfected with usual Royal simplicity, Feature 5. HINGED PAPER FINGERS. This

Feature3. BACK SPACER. Touch the key and car- feature, exclusive with Royal, permits writing
riage draws back one space. A popular feature— to extreme of either edge of paper.

And so on through all the points of Royal supremacy—the direct vision of writing, making
it the one perfect wisible writer ; the special facilities for quick and easy handling of the paper,
the Royal type-bar accelerating principle, famous among type-
writer men, a feature which is admitted to be the greatest single
invention since typewriters began,

Read Our Guarantee ! That is the basis upon which we want to
de'monst@le the Royal to you.  All we ask is an opportunity to give
this machine a severe test in your own office on your own work, along-
side of any other machine,
$9 5 is the price of Model 5—same as charged for Model 1 with

Tabulator, Everything included. No extras,

Royal Typewriter Co.

Royal Typewriter Building, New York
Principal European Office : 75-a Queen Victoria Street, - London, E.C.

Canadian Typewriter Co., Litd., - 162 Bay Street, Toronto
gg;?#;gza«; g;. .ngzc - - - 1219ALnngley Street, 'Vict_orla
Librairie Beauchemlgn’ L{&. % < : o Moee vlvégrl-] tllPe(ﬁ

Royal Typewriter Agency, - 817 Pen&er Str;et Wet, Van.couver, B.C,
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A Christmas Suggestion

Six Pairs of Soft, Fine,
Stylish Holeproof Hose

—Six Months’ Wear
Guaranteed

Here are six beautiful
pairs of hose with a guar-
antee ticket and six re-
turn coupons enclosed.

You have never seen
finer hosiery, such excellent
colors or such wonderful grades.

Holeproof” in twelve years has
become the most popular hosiery. A

million people are wearing it now.

Give a box to man, woman or child for Christmas. They’ll be delighted and
so will the one who usually darns in that family.

Our Soft Three-Ply Yarn

We pay an average of seventy cents a pound
for Egyptian and Sea Island cotton yarn. It is
three-ply, soft and yielding. There’s nothing
about it that’s heavy or cumbersome. No one
In the United States ever wears anything else,
once it is tried.

Gt ikl Fos

If your dealer doesn’t sell ‘‘Holeproof,”’ we’ll
fill your order direct.
Look on each pair for
the above signature.
It identifies the genu-

st floleproo

of poor imitations. FOR MEN WOMEN
How to Order

Choose your color, grade and size from the
list below and state clearly just what you wish.
One size and one grade in each box. Colorsonly
maybe assorted as desired. Six pairsare guaran-
teed six months,except when stated otherwise.
/ Men’s Socks—Sizes 9% to 12. Colors: Black, light
Ian' dark tan, pearl, navy blue, gun-metal, mulberry.
In light weight, 6 pairs $1.50 (same in medium weight
in above colors and in black with white feet, 6 pairs

g; 50). Light andextralight weight (mercerized), 6 pairs
00. Light and extra light weight LUSTRE SOX, 6

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY OF CANADA, Ltd.,

FAL ﬁ?@ S

pairs $3.00. Pure thread-silk sox, 3 pairs (guaranteed
three months) $2.00. Medium worsted merino in black,
tan, pearl, navy and natural, 6 pairs $2.00. Same in finer
grade, 6 pairs $3.00.

Women’s—Sizes 8% to 11, Colors: Black, light tan,
dark tan, pearl, and black with white feet. Medium
weight, 6 pairs $2.00. Same colors (except black and
white feet) in light weight LUSTRE HOSE, 6 pairs
$3.00. Lightweights in black, tan and gun metal, 6 pairs
$2.00. Same in extra light weight LUSTRE HOSE, 6
pairs $3.00. Same in pure thread silk, $3.00 for 3 pairs
(guaranteed three months). Outsizes in black, medium
weight, 6 pairs $2.00, and in extra light weight LUSTRE

HOSE, 6 pairs $3.00.

Children’s — Sizes 5% to
10% for boys. 5 to 9% for
girls. Colors: Black and
tan. Medium weight, 6
pairs §2.00.

osiery &yt

AND CHILDREN
Tan, baby blue, white and

pink. Sizes 4to 7. Four pairs (guar-
anteed six months) §1.00. Ribbed-leg
stockings, in same colors and black,
sizes 4 to 6%, four pairs (guaranteed
six months) §l.

Send in your order now.
Write for free book, ‘‘How to
Make Your Feet Happy.”
“TO DEALERS: Write for our
agency proposition. Excellent
opportunity. Thousands of Reg. U. 8 6
dealers in U. S. making big" s )
hosiery sales with “Holeproof. Bt Sizsckl R

95 Bond Street, London, Can.

we'ie e

ﬁ‘ulghrunf

RADE MARK +

%WMW?
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Heintzman & Co.
Player-Piano
15 years in

advance

Heintzman & Co.
Player-Piano
A new Creation

The Piano Everyone Can Play

IN hundreds of homes in city and country the piano remains unused because
those in the family who were the pianists have left the old home. But if
you are the owner of a

Heintzman & Co.
Player-Piano

Made by ‘‘ ye olde firme ’ of Heintzman & Co., Ltd., then you have a piano
anyone can play. No previous knowledge of music is needed, Father or
mother—anyone can play this instrument, and the world’s choicest repertoire
of music is at your command.

A Distinctive Feature Another Advantage

In no other player-piano is there the Controlling of the air is the great con-
aluminum action, which makes this instru-  sideration in all pneumatic player-pianos
ment proof against climate changes, some- and here again the advantage of aluminum
thing not possible in the ordinary wood is shown, preventing possibility of air
action, leakage;

Piano Salon: 193-195-197 Yonge Street, TORONTO, Canada
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ITS TONE AND PERFECT WORKMANSHIP WOULD
HAVE RECOMMENDED ITSELF AT ONCE TO SUCH
A MASTER.

THE BELL ILLIMITABLE QUICK REPEATING ACTION
WAS NOT KNOWN TO BEETHOVEN, BUT IS IN DE-
MAND BY MUSICAL MASTERS OF THE PRESENT DAY.

Tue BELL Piano & Orcan Co., Limited
CUELPH, - ONTARIO
Toronto Ottawa London, Eng.
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Canda’s Favorite , Over 80,000 sold
The “Old Reliable” 0 { in forty years

Buy YOUR Piano on the Plan
80,000 People Have Found Right

For more than forty years we have been selling DOMINION {nstruments solely on
their merits, directly from our factory or through our local agents at the factory price.

We have never found it necessary to pay high rents or erect costly buildings, hire
pianists to use the DOMINION in concerts, make gifts to secure testimonials—and similar
methods which seem necessary to sell some makes of pianos. ’ :

These expenses add no value to the piano—and everybody knows it, That's why
80,000 have profited by the ‘‘DOMINION" plan of selling,

Direct from Factory to Home, Avoiding
All Costs Which Add to Value

From far-away England, Australia, Africa, buyers' send to Bowmanville for .

DOMINION instruments, preferring them to others of the world‘s best makes, This is
because their tone is pre-eminently and permanently pure. Tn all climates, through many
years of use, their musical quality remains unimoaired. This is because the

“DOMINION ” is Built Like a Grand

An Arch Plate Frame, like that used in grand pianos, supports the entire playing
mechanism, lessening the strain, improving the tone, preventing any “breakdown.”

Write to-day for free Catalogue. Learn more about these splendid’
instruments. Let us show you how easy we make it for you to own one.

The Dominion Organ & Piano Company, Ltd.

BOWMANVILLE, ONT,

i

TANAD AN MABALINE ~ AT OLPT

S R R <%
|

R 0

s P s e .
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(ike vare ofd violins
possess a tone that
improues with use.

MWhy does a Stradivarius occupy

such an exalted place among
vioflins, when others mayp be
ought for so much less.

MBecause of its purity of tone.

So.afso, it is the puritp of
tone in Gourlap Pianos that
has won for them such an
exalted place in the esteem
of Canadian musicians and
music-lovers.

Buer 4000 Gourlay owners
are readp to testifp that
the tone improves with use.

Gourlay Winter & Leeming
188 ‘,Uonge St.“'q:oron’(o.

Jas. MSHardy

59 .
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for your family and for your guests.
Play Grand Opera ‘selections - play
Classical music far beyond the range of
the amateur musician - play the light
Operas - all by means of the

Gerhard Heintzman
PILLAYER PIANO

which plays all music faultlessly and is
not in the slightest degree mechanical,
owing to the wonderful devices for
individua expression.

7

P 5

PN

S~ A

x
Y

Y

A booklet explaining fully these features may be had
for the asking,

e,
= =

Your present instrument taken at a fair valuation as
part payment, and easy terms of
payment arranged.

Gerhard Heintzman
Limited
41-43 Queen Street W., (Opposite City Hall)
T RGN TO

Hamilton Salesrooms - 127 King St. Rast

_.,ﬁ
e
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e

W
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Suitabl - for all

{wo spicy layers of occassions

In tin boxcs, 10c.

crisp biscuit crusts with

icious cream filling. 1 25¢. siz
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A Christmas Special
Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

You will find them the daintiest treat you have ever
served to your family at Christmas Time:.

great favorites and are now served in thousands
of homes in place of cake and pastry. There’s
a reason for this Sugar Wafer hunger—try

crusts are—how delicious the sweet Cream
Centres flavored with the real flavor of the
choicest fruits.

Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

The Dessert That is Asked For Again

Mooneys’ Sugar Wafers are always good form—always appre-
ciated, and make a very acceptable gift at Christmas time.

In 10 and 25 cents Tins

Have you tried our Chocolate Wafers ? = They are the
Sugar Wafer dipped in rich, smooth Chocolate; they give
that appetizing “Smack”—the Mooney taste. They also
make an acceptable gift for the Holiday Season.

THE MOONEY BISCUIT AND CANDY (..OMPANY LTD.

Factories Stratford and Winnipeg

These delightful confections have proved to be

a package and note how crisp and dainty the

’
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&he Spirit of Christmas finds a perfect embodiment in the
| altham watch. No gift crystallizes the refined sentiment of the season so
| perfectly as a Waltham, none combines such qualities of practical usefulness.

WALTHAM

WATCH

As timekeepers, Waltham watches have no rivals, and for beauty of model and grace
of deS_lgn, they are unsurpassed in the watchmaking art. Waltham offers a wide
selection, from popular priced movements to the new Waltham Premier-Maximus
at $250—the finest timepiece ever made. The Standard Waltham grades are named:

The Waltham Riverside The Waltham Colonial

hasbeen afamous Waltham movement for a full gen- for professional, business and social life combines
i the highest art with the sound principles of Waltham

A :r?gon. Itis astrictly high grade movement running t I
19 ugh various sizes for ladies and gentlemen. All construction, Itisa graceful model, made as thin

at deWe_l Riverside movements are tested for temper-  as it is safe to make a reliable timepiece. It is

sid, re, isochronism and five positions. The River- adjusted, cased at the factory, and assures a watch

e is a movement of unquestioned reliability. of highest accuracy. Price $37.50 and upwards.

Make your gift the gift of a lifetime—a Waltham.

e Handsome Booklet describing various Waltham movements and full of
free on request. Let your Jeweler guide your selection.

Z ) valuable watch lore
ﬁ “Ip’s Time You Owned a Waltham.”’
WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, : . MONTREAL, CANADA

e
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MME. SEMBRICH

.......

There are many pianos made to-day by different manufacturers all over
the world, and all lay claim to having the best, but can they substantiate
that claim? T

NEW SCALE WILLIAMS
tRenesr PIANO

is not sold simply on its name, but on a reputation that has been justly
earned.  Itis the New Standard which has met with approval wherever
used, whether on the concert platform or in the home, and to-day is the
recognized leader.

SEMBRICH, one of the greatest of SOPRANOS, writes as follows:—
¢ It grives me pleasure lo tell you that I find the tone beautiful
and of splendid power and carrying quality.”

The elements which make the “New Scale Williams " Canada’s greatest
piano are set forth in our Catalogue. A line to nearest representative will
bring you this book, or you may write us direct.

ASK ABOUT OUR EXTENDED PAYMENT PLAN 244

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO,, LimiTED
OSHAWA z x ONTARIO
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Remington Typewriter

is the

Perpetualwi

neer

e e e

The No. 10 and No. 11 Visible Remington Models are the latest
expressions of Remington leadership. They represent the sum total
of all typewriter achievement — past and present. :

They contain every merit that the Remngton has always had,
and every merit that any writing machine has ever had.

They contain, in addition, new and fundamental improvements
that no typewriter has ever had; among them the first column
selector, the first built-in tabulator, and the first key-set tabulator.
The Model 11 with Wahl Mechanism is also the first Adding and
Subtracting Typewriter.. These improvements are the latest con-
tributions to typewriter progress, and they are Remington
contributions—every one. . ¢

The Remington, the original pioneer in the typewriter field, is the
present day pioneer in all new developments of the writing machine.

| Remington T ypewriter Company

t (Limited

)
New York and Everywhere
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Learn now of Hosiery
Really Fault-Free!

Let your next hosiery
purchase be Pen-Angle. Exam-
ine these perfected stockings or
socks closely when the clerk shows
them to you. Notice the utter
absence of the ciumsy, troublesome
seams you have been wearing.
Hold them up and study how the
shape has been knitinto them—not
the fabric dragged into shape as in
all other hose. And then, when
you wear them, see how snug and
neat they fit—how shape-retaining
their method of manufacture—how
long-wearing our exclusive knitting
process makes it sure your hose
will be—once you cease casual
buying and demand only

PenAngle
et

Made by

Penman’s Limited

Paris, - Canada
Underwear, Sweaters, Hosiery

o)
(#)
HOSIERY ©
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AND HOW T0 PREVENT THEM

EVERY Woman, everyone in fact,

who appreciates smooth hands, and
who cares to escape the unpleasant sore-
ness which a chapped skin causes,

should use : -~

e CALICE

CASTILE SOAP

MADE ONLY BY

Srs. D. L. Leca & Cie,, Marseiles, France

This is one of the purest and most refined of Castile
Soaps. This soap, always used, prevents chaps, rough-
ness and soreness of the skin.

To use warm water and thoroughly dry the skin will
be found great aids in the prevention of this common
complaint. Sample Cake on Application.

—
See it bears the name as well as the brand
SOLD EVERYWHERE

Agents for Canada:—
ARTHUR P. TIPPET & CO., MONTREAL

d
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DIM FURNITURE'IS A! DISGRACE

Moist fingers, hot dishes, damp or hard substances,
all take toll of thebright surfaces of your furniture.
Dirt and grime gather from unknown surfaces. Get

ROYAL GEM
VENEER

and Presto Everything is clean and bright again,
as by magic. Very little rubbing required.

SEND FOR S8AMPLE BOTTLE
The CAPITAL MFG. COMPANY

Ottawa - Ontario

Branch Offices—312 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.
67 Bleury St., Montreal,

|

Rl

SUNDAY

“KING of CLEANERS "
VACUUM CLEANER

Tests made by experts on this machine show the follow-
ing remarkable results.

Vacuum 10 inches. Air displacement 33 cu. {t. per minute.
Cost of operation 1 cent per hour. Weight 37 pounds.

These figures consti-
tute a record, as, tO
equal these measure-
ments, in any one par-
ticular, on the part of
any other machine.
means increase
weight or cost of oper-
ation. The machine i8
light, powerful, simple
and reliable and con-
venient in form for
carrying.

We make the entire
machine here, and can
duplicate any part in-
stantly. Our guarantee
ispermanent and
covers material and
workmanship. The
equipment is the most complete on the market coveringr
all sorts of house work where a vacuum cleaner can be
employed.

A card will bring full particulars and the name of ou
agent in your locality.

Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner Mfg. Company; Limited
345-349 Dalhousie St.

Ottawa - Ontario.
Fred. E, Morris, General Manager.

To agents. Enquire as to our proposition. Some open territory left.

Canada’s Hairfashion Store

GLENN-CHARLES

F. ormerly Jules & Charles

89 King Street West, Toronto, Canada

Hair Goods by
Mail

Satisfaction GUARANTEED

Transformation from
$17.50 up

Fronts(Semi)from $5.50 up

Best Quality Hair Switches
Straight from $2.50 up
Wavy from $3.50 up

Mens Toupees from
$17.50 up

THE GLENN-CHARLES HAIR STORE Fas i o
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The Old

| Favorite

Christmas

HERE is nothing new about
Waterman's Ideals. They are the same
serviceable pens that bore this trade-mark
a quarter of a century ago. You see and hear
more of them now because the years that back
them -in increased public use have made them a
staple. They are now made more to suit individ-
ual requirements in this age of specializing. The
same successful Spoon Feed accurately controls
the flow of ink. The gold pens are letter-perfect
in their responsive and lasting use. The barrel
shapes are most comfortable and the construction
simple and capacious. Be sure of the name

Waterman’s Ideal
on the pen you buy. Send for booklet illustrating
Regular, Safety and Self-Filling Types.

L. E. Waterman Company, Limited
107 Notre Dame St. West, Montreal
London New York Paris

From Stationers,
JeW'elers, etc.
$2.50 upwards



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

‘It Certainly Do Wash Dem Clé;:
an’ Q"iCk”_ « Aurt Salina

H

3

f \\\\w g The
< ))) ))}}n\ )}ﬂ colored lady
may be off in her
grammar but she certainly B
knows how to wash clothes clean

and wash them quick.

The ‘“New Century”’ washing machine is a marvel for
efficiency and money-saving.

A six-year-old girl could do the weekly washing of the
average family with a ‘‘New Century"’ washer.

Now ladies! just take a soft pencil and figure out how
you can increase your bank account—or begin one
that this washing machine will make substantial in
time.

Wash day bother through in a few minutes—Clothes
washed spotlessly clean because the ‘‘ New Century’’
gushes the water through the fabric—Delicate it may be—
the flimsiest material in the world—yet, the ‘‘New Century”
cannot injure it.

Ask your dealer to show you how easy the ‘“New Century”’
works—
How it cuts out drudgery and saves money,

N.B. A post card will bring you Aunt Salina’s Washday
Philosophy. Read the booklet and tell us what you think
of it.

Cummer-Dowswell Limited,
Hamilton, Ont.
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OXO Cubes are the greatest
advance in food invention
since men began to eat and
women learnt to cook.

Fach cube is measured ex-
actly —the right size for 9
cupful —uniform in nutri-
tious properties, in quality
taste and flavor.

To make a meal, simply drop
an OXO Cube in a cup, prut
on hot water and stir.

0.:Cxry
e =i 3
~ _«ufoxalfoxo Jf oxo}
cune ffcuse]fcune]| come]l

10 for 25¢.
4 for 10c.

Actual
Size

This ad is to deaf people who
have about given up—who are

failing in hope and in courage |

;ﬁ’ii‘l’lple who think their cases unlike other cases
have been cured. We don’t want any mon-

e
T);.l Just send forabook that tells about ‘‘Wireless |

3905(1)301;03% for the Ears’ — little devices that
g AR eaf people are using to-day because they
ol with them. Think of it, men and women;
ke outmy wonders are so small that they fit in the
B of sight and so soft that you never feel
Whs, even when lying down! Yet you hear
ot ;’%’:51 Is your case beyond such simplicity?
a dea? of it.” One of the officers of this company
Peratic man. He beqame desperate, and in des-
18 ohe (:lf developed this marvelluus ear drum. It
besniruts the inventions of Mother Necessity—an
suspeit"’"-' Talk to him to-day. You'd never
iny o l:lls efﬂlctlon. He’s been improving his
& comp one’’ for 20 years. There is nothing else
the o{i:re with it—anywhere, Don’t you want
Who und he has written about it—a book by a man
them? ;rstands deaf people because he is one of
hearin ou do, if you want to get back your
card agn‘d I{ll;s;‘i sgaty,t "%elrigo;hEAbook,” on a post
! it to R DRUM CO., 311
Todd Bldg., Louisville, Ky. i

|
|
\
\
J
|
i
i
j

uticura

cura Soap Habit
Among Children

More than a generation of
mothers have found no soap so
well suited for cleansing and pre-
serving the skin and hair as Cuti-

cura Soap. Its absolute purity
and refreshing fragrance alone are
enough to recommend it above
ordinary skin soaps, but there is
added to these qualities a delicate
yet effective medication, derived
from Cuticura Ointment, which
renders it invaluable in overcom-
ing a tendency to distressing erup-
tions, and in promoting a normal
condition of skin and hair health,
among infants and children.

Sold throughout the world, with depots in all world
conters,  Londch. 2 iom, U. 5. As Sotser Drag &

Chem. Corp., Sole Props., 133 Columbus Ave.

&~ Free. from Boston or London depots, & sample

of Cuticura Soap and Ointment, with 32-p. booklet
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‘l always install the

SOUVENIR

(New Idea Series)

It means quick sales”

There you have the decisive verdict of
a practical builder and contractor

—the verdict of a man whose knowledge
of the science of heating largely deter-
mines his income, He always installs
the SOUVENIR in houses built on
spec’ for the simple reason that this
furnace means quick sales.

The SOUVENIR possesses many points
of superiority that appeal strongly to
discriminating buyers on sight. The
Firepot — the bheart of the furnace is
constructed in such a way that the max-
imum heat diffusion is secured with
minimum fuel consumption.

SOUVENIR Grates are simple, strong
and easy to operate. It's always safe
to installa SOUVENIR furnace because
it is generally known to effect a saving
of 25% to 50% in fuel consumption,
Let us send you our new booklet. The
SOUVENIR furnace is made in Ham-
ilton, the stove centre of Canada by

puRNEX

TRE
}!AW{TUN

Every buyer of a Souvenir Fur-
nace s presented with a legal bond
on date of purchase, guaranteeing
firepot against cracks or breaks of
any kind for 5 years.

The Hamilton Stove & Heater Co.,

LIMITED

Successors to GURNEY-TILDEN CO.

HAMILTON -

- ONT.
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Whata t Idea"

HAT a great idea for ‘his” Christmas !

And what a great idea for quick, easy shaving—this AutoStrop self-
stropping idea!

For $5 you get a Christmas present consisting of silver-plated, self-stropping
razor, 12 blades and horsehide strop in handsome case, as shown in above picture.
This pays for a man’s entire shaving expense for years since the AutoStrop strop-
ping keeps each blade sharp for a long time—sometimes six months to a year.
Other sets for travellers with soap and brush $6.50 upwards. Send for free booklet.

Factories in Canada and United States. Sold by dealers in both countries, at

" $5 and upwards. Cheaper than a Dollar Razor, as the blades last so long.

Dealer is authorized to refund your money if razor is not satisfactory.

Get “his”’ Christmas present off your mind by getting him an AutoStrop Safety
Razor today ! .

Handier than a
No-Stropping
Razor

Cleans without
Detaching
Blade

* Strops, Shaves, SAFE Far Quicker,
J

STROPS lTSELF

MADE IN CANADA
400 Richmond Street, W., Toronto, Canada N

345 Fifth Avenue, New York 61 New Oxford Street, London

T



On Christmas Morning

as on any other winter day, you can
make your home more comfortable and
cheery by using a Perfection Smokeles

Oil Heater.

ERFECTIQ

SMOKELESS

Its genial warmth is quickly at your service, ready for use in any emergency.
You twill need it as a supplementary heater when those extra cold spells come. A
Later you will find it just the thing for the changeable weather of early spring.

The Perfection Heater is light and easily carried. It is safe in the hands of a
child—the safest and most reliable heater made. Drums finished in either blue
enamel or plain steel, with nickel trimmings—an ornament to any room.

4

A special automatic device makes smoking impossible.  All parts easily cleaned. Gallon font;
burns nine hours. Cool handle; damper top.

Dealers everywhere ; or write for descriptive circular to any agency of

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited
The Queen City Qil Company, Limited
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‘The Christmas Present
for all the Family
for all the Year.

EMNg| _

i

"

)

1S

HONOGRAPH

T ;

belc‘:usgrgatgst kind of Christmas present—
all of te it brings to every member of your family
~not me very kind of entertainment each prefers
dayg erely for a day, but for all the other 364
Thing ‘(l)fthe year, and for all the years to come.
Chyigtin the money thrown away on trifles every
gift of %, And then think of the Edison—the

Ol a lifetime.

T 3
kincile greatest Christmas present of its
Vantag\beca}lse it brings you the four great ad-
reprodss' which you should look for in a sound-
only incmg instrument, and which you will find
soung fthe Edison—exactly the right volume of
Or your home ; the sapphire reproducing

point which does not scratch or wear the records
and lasts forever—no changing needles : Amberol
Records, which play twice as long as the ordinary
record, rendering each composition completely ;
the ability to make and reproduce your own records
in your own home.

Hear the Edison at your dealer’s or write us for
complete information to- day.
There are Edison dealers everywhere, Go to the nearest and
hear the Edison Phonograph play
both Edfson Standard and Edison

Bloron® Eir.

INCORPORATED

Amberol Records. Get complete

catal gs from your dealer or from
us. Edison Phonographs, $16.50 to

$240 00.1 Edisw‘ Stalngard dRe?ords

40c, Edison Amberol Records (play .

twice as long) 65¢, Fdison Grand 6 Lakeside Avenue
Opera Records, 85¢, t0 $2.50. Orange, N.J., U.S.A.
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BERTRAM
Railway Tools

14 inch CRANK SLOTTING MACHINE

Write for particulars of any tools in which you are interested
for Locomotive and Car Shops, Boiler and Bridge Works of General
Machine Shops.

The]OHN BERTRAM & SONS CO. Limited
DUNDAS - Ontario, Canada
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** Remember my
face— you'll see
me again.’

Such a
good Soup.

Such a little price.
- Such a thick, nourishing, g . ) :
strengthening soup is Edwards’; so small is the cost that everyone
can well afford it.

Edwards’ Soup is prepared from specially selected beef and the
finest vegetables that Irish soil can produce. It comes to you all
ready for the saucepan. The cook will find Edwards’ Soup a great
help in the kitchen. It goes with lots of things that aren’t as tasty
by themselves; it strengthens her own soups and there’s double
the variety in the menu when Edwards’ Soup is on the pantry-shelf.

Buy a packet to-day.

[ | Edwards’ desiccated Soup

: is made in three varieties—

DWAR DS Brown, Tomato, White, The
Brown variety is a thick, nour-

ishing soup prepared from
E DESICCATED s ou P best beef and fresh vegetables.
The other two are purely veg-

50. per paCket' etable soups.

Edwatds’ desiccated Soup is made in Ireland by Irish
labour. There and in England it is a household word.

REPRESENTATIVES : for Ontario, W. G. PATRICK & Co., TORONTO
for Quebec, Wm. A. DuNN, 396 St. Paul St.,, MONTREAL
for Manitoba, Saskatchewan, Alberta, W. H. EscorT Co., WINNIPEG
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Reading Lamp

Opticians agree that the light from a good oil lamp is easier on the eyes than
any other artificial light.  The Rayo Lamp is the best oil lamp made.

It gives a strong, yet soft, white light ; and it never flickers. It preserves
the eyesight of the young; it helps and quickens that of the old.

You can pay $5, $10 or $20 for other lamps, but you cannot get better light than
the low-priced Rayo gives.

The ordinary Rayo Lamp is made of solid brass, nickel plated. Easily lighted,
without removing shade or chimney. FEasy to clean and rewick. Many other
attractive sizes and patterns.

Dealers everywhere ; or write for descriptive circular direct to any agency of

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited The Queen City Oil Company, Limiﬁd/

RN

Use “PROUDFIT”
Loose Leaf Binders

and obtain Loose Leaf utility with Blank Book convenience.

“Proudfit ” binders secure any number of sheets from one to
two thousand.

‘“ Proudfit ” binders are absolutely flat-opening, therefore sav-
ing more than one inch of the binding margin needed by othet
loose leaf books. There are absolutely no metal parts exposed to
scratch or mar the desk.

Ruled sheets carried in stock.

Send for Catalogue and Sample Sheels.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 Spadina Ave., . v Toronto, Ont.
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Something “different’
for the Christmas Stocking

Why not give an alarm clock? The Junior
Tattoo makes a good gift because it is different.
It is small—hardly larger than a watch—and will
easily go in the stocking. Besides, its an accurate
timekeeper—always ‘goes off” on time—and
wakes you with just the cheeriest alarm you can
imagine. There’s musicin itscall. Then, these
clocks have so much beauty about them.  They
are artistic—an ornament that always fits in.

_ It's hard to find something new to give—here
is a sensible, useful and beautiful Christmas
present,

The Junior Tattoo

PRICE

It is suitable for the bed-chamber
or library, the children’s, guest’s, and
servant’s room—for the chaffeur—in
the office—in fact, anywhere, And it
is especially adapted for traveling—
small and light, you know—nothing
better. For the latter purpose, a rich
red or black case is sold with it.

$2.25

For the regular clock. There is a
Junior Tattoo ‘‘ Family,”” however,
and various artistic styles and designs
in gilt, brass, silver and solid mahog-
any. (Send for ‘‘family ”’ circular).
For instance, the satin gilt finish costs
$9.50, the silver finish with porcelain
dial, $2.75, and the traveler’s clock

with case $3.75.

THE ALARM CLOCK OF MANY USES

Ask your dealer to show you the Junior Tattoo. If you
cannot buy at home, send pric
our Canadian representatives.
give your dealer’s name.

This solves the problem of the Christmas present.
for Him or Her,
The Junior Tattoo is odd, unique,
dealer or order to-day.

e for as many as you want to
They will ship prepaid, if you

Suitable

or will fit nicely in Anybody’s stocking.
and * different.” Ask your

reCundize . E. & A. GUNTHER CO.
196-198 Adelaide Street West - Toronto
Dealers wanted everypwhere, Tave  THE MEW |[JAVEN [LOCK ({0
Yyou seen our mg)nthl u trade journal, M
s S gliel U Chasley U EW HALYSEP ONN. 139 Hamilton St.

2
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For Your Health’s Sake

install a Good Cheer Furnace with its good big
Circle Waterpan and its assurance of a warmth
that is cosy and healthful,
Don’t kiln-dry yourself breathing the parching
moistureless heat of the average furnace where the
waterpan is a joke.

The “Good Cheer”

Circle Waterpan Furnace

is the only furnace in which really satisfac-
tory provision is made for supplyirg enough
moisture to make the air as humid as it is on
a perfect suramer day,

The big waterpan encircles the fire-pot,
where evaporation is rapid, and distributes
the moisture evenly through the whole
volume of heated air.

The perfecting of the healthy heat
feature may be taken as an indication that
the “Good Cheer” Furnace leads in
excellence of other features.

Investigate this new ‘‘Circle Wa.
terpan’’ feature of the “Good Cheer”’
Furnace—it is of first impor-
tance. We’ll gladly send you
Booklet giving the facts, 11

D@ Y 0
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“The kind that won't smart or dry on the face

Of course you want it. You want it because it provides the
absolute maximum of comfort, safety and convenience; because
its lather is so rich and creamy, softening and soothing.

Perhaps these qualities explain why those who may have
been persuaded to try other kinds very soon want Williams’

BV
i

N\
s

o

AN

more than ever before.

Note the convenient
sanitary hinged-
covered boxes

L7

BNNY k7 2

ANNY

Williams sz

The same abundant and emollient lather that distinguishes
Williams® Shaving Stick from others—the same soothing and
antiseptic properties that preserve the natural softness of the skin
are found in Williams’ Quick and Easy Shaving Powder. And
the hinged-cover box—snap open, shake on the brush, snap shut
—adds greatly to the quickness and ease.

A miniature sample package of either Williams’ Talc Powder,

Shaving Stick, Shaving Powder, Jersey Cream Toilet Soap or
Slg;l?l!-elli‘ Dentalactic Tooth Powder, mailed for 4 cents in stamps. All five
articles in neat combination package for 18 cents in stamps.

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
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end of the winter as when you first wore your ulster ?

at moderate
cost

FASHION-CRAFT

ulsters, regard-
less of the price
are uniformly well
tailored, and are
weather and storm
proof — retaining
their shape through
all.

No cheap or poorly
made ulster will
do this. Leok good
at the start but the
finish is woeful.

Do you wish to look
equally well at the

If so, select a Fashion-Craft Ulster. Costs no more than the other kind.

Shops of

é 22 King St., P. BELLINGER

Proprietor

102 Yonge St., H.A. IRVING

Manager

426 Yonge St., STEWART PRICE

Manager
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A Positive Cure

Without Drugs

The greatest force for life in the
world is oxygen.

OXYDONOR compels he system
to absorb oxygen eey, and immediately all
1sease and illness s cured.

Professor Fletcher Osgood of Chelsea, Mass,
writes ; ““WITH OXYDONOR 1 HAVE CURED
RHEUMATISM, LUMBAGO, LA CRIPPE AND
EXTREME NERVE STRAIN. IT HAS NEVER
FAILED ME IN 15 YEARS.”

OXYDONOR

Cao be used by the whole family, pre-
vents and cures disease, is positively reliable
and even a child can operate it. When
once purchased it costs nothing further and
lasts for a lifetime.

It is specially recommended for Rheu-
Mmatism, Paralysis, Fevers, Lung and
Stomach troubles, Anemia, Insomnia, In-
digestion, La Grippe, Eczema, Dropsy, Lum-
bago, Appendecitis, Nervous Prostration,
General Debility, etc.

Originated and invented by an eminent
Physician, Endorsed by Physicians.

Write to-day for descriptive Booklet sent
ree. Agents wanted everywhere.

Dr. H. Sanche @ Co.

Dept. B.
:Jsf St. Catherine St. West - - Montreal
nited States . London, Eng. - Australia

Your Child’s
EYES

Navure did not foresee the
Modern Schoolroom—or she
would have given to every
Child’s Eye a Natural
Supply of Murine. It’s
the most Delicate and
Sensitive of all the Or-
gans, this splendid little
Mechanism called the
Eye—yet Modern con-
ditions demand of it al-
most Imzpossible Things.
Nothing else that’s Hu-

SER RS S man would stand the
Strain. The Schoolroom with its Chalk Dust, Bad
Lighting, and Strenuous Demands plays havoc
with the Child’s unaided and unprotected Optics,
Jeads to ‘‘Four-Eyed Inconvenience’ and Real
Trouble. But— Murine supplies the Need: it
helps Nature out of the Dilemma. What Nourish-
ing Food is to the Tired Body—what Good Oil is
to the Dry Bearing—that Murine is to the Eye.

Don’t send your Child to School today—or any
day-—until its Eyes have been washed Clean and
well “Oiled’” with Murine. It can not harm. It
can not help but Benefit and Strengthen. Phone
your Druggist to send you a Bottle—today. Don’t
delay. Now is the time that the Whole Family
should begin to use Murine Eye Remedy.

Write to the Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, for A B C Eye Care Book Free

There is strength and
energy in every bottle.

It stands the test.

Keep a case i your
home for family use,

”
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The Collar

- You've Often
Wished For!

2 for 25c. Easy to Put On—Easy to Take Off
IN QUARTER SIZES

You'll find this new W. G. & R. Collar stylish, perfect-fitting and comfortable—with the
New Slip-On Buttonhole which banishes all the old discomforts of getting your "closefit"
collars to button neatly and easily.

The “Derby " has plenty of
space for tie to slide easy. Like all
W. G. & R. goods. these collars
have smart style, high quality and
give genuine satisfaction.

Made by

V4
Of Berlin, Ont.

Get This Superb
Oliver No.3

ON OUR AMAZING

=28 Free Trial Offer

Positively the most astounding offer ever made on the world’s
greatest typewriter—a chance of a lifetime to have a high-grade writing machine in

your own home or office! Send your letters and bills out typewritten—increase your
business—improve your collections—Iet your family use it, too—on our stupendous Free Trial Offer.

Here Is Our Offer: We will ship [ SEND FREE COUPON NOW

Your dealer has them.

B S Yot el B Gl Boger fuil o il antsore o

ine Standard Oliver Typewriter No, 8. Use it d This &

just like your own—sec how it saves timeand im- Pon and send today. i g Canadian
broves business—how it will pay for itself ina  Places you under no obliga- ' Typewriter Syndicate
short time, then send us only $2.50 and keep the tions whatever, simply a o Dept. 7549

machine, paying balance in small monthly pay-  request for our free type- o
ments. 1f !you decide you don’t want to keep it simply send writer booklet, FREE "' 35S Portage Ave. Winnipeg, Can-

machine back at our expense. Trial Application ¢ =7 bligation
No Mouney Dowi) Bou's sand us o oontWedo't  Blank ang fall por- - o pcliiiemen G oo
sl e e ticulars of our postpaid your Typewriter Book, Free

have tried this superb machine for yourseli—until you ars satise i o'
fied that the Superb Oliver is the writing machine you want. great FREE & Application Blank and full particulars of your
Then only $2.50 and the balance in small monthly payments, Trial Offer. Free Trial Offer un the Superb Oliver No. 3.

0
- i o
Canadian’ Typewriter Syndicate 2 N ¢
355 Portage Ave. Dept. 7548 Winnepeg, Canada 00’

Address -
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Give Sectional Bookcases!

OU cannot make a more acceptable gift to your friends than a'Stack of
Sectional Bookcases. The Gift may consist of only one Section and a Top

and Base (which forms a complete Bookcase), or it may include as many Sections
as you desire to give. Sectional Bookcases are expansible—‘‘Buy as you need

them—Build as you want them.”’

Ask us to send you our Sectional Bookcase Folder. Do not delay —you will
soon have to purchase your gifts. Our stock is complete—different styles and
finishes to choose from.

QFFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(O.

Head Office : 97 Wellington St. West, Toronto

Branches: HaLirax, ST. JoHN, QUEBEC, MONTREAL, OTTAWA
HAMILTON, WIiNNIPEG, REciNaA, CALGARY, VANCOUVER

————
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French

oy
Corsetieres

Nearly 1,000 French-Canadian needle
women, inheriting the deftness and skill
of their French ancestors and directed by
Canadian energy and a great industrial
organization, produce the D & A and La Diva Corsets. The
latest ideas from Paris are carried out by these clever French-
Canadian work people in our model factory.

When you purchase a corset made in France or the United
States, 40 p.c. of your money goes to pay the duty. When you
purchase a D & A or La Diva Corset, you are getting Parisian
style, French workmanship and up-to-date methods, all at a
moderate price. You pay no duty, but the entire value of
your money is in the corset.

A DE LUXE MODEL

La Dlva No. 810, illustrated herewith, which sells at 84 00, is an example of
our highest grade corsets. Itcompares with imported corsets selling at $7.00 and =
$8.00. For medium figures there is no better corset. Sold everywhere, 3

®

DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC, Que. 4

MaKers of the famous D @ A Corsets

|
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The Gillette Safety Razor

is a gift that pleases much at first, and more with every passing day. e,
It is as haadsome as a piece of jewelry—and even better than it looks. g
Daily, for a lifetime, it wi{l transform shaving from an irksome task into a
pleasant three-minute incident in the morning toilet.
When you give him a GILLETTE for Christmas you do much more than

a“:g add to a man’s daily comfort. Your pleasure lies in encouraging in him those
N sterling habits of self-reliance, self-respect and economy cf time, of which X |

the morning GILLETTE shave is a symbol.
See the GILLETTE assortment at your Hardware Dealer’s, %

Druggist's or Jeweler's. Standard Sets $5.00 — Pocket ¢
Combination Sets from $6.50 up. ¥ |

Editions $5.00 to $6.00

N GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED [X

Office and Factory: 63 St. Alexander St., Montreal. A
KNOWN THE WORLD OVER . =

St AT V) A
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RITCHEN. s

COVER THOSE BLEMISHES

"Tis the kitchen that gets most wear and tear. Wear from the scrub brush -
tear from the pots and pans and daily toil.

LACOUERET

will give a new tone to your oil-c oth—make those old kitchen chairs fit for any
company—cover up the ice man’s clumsy work on your refrigerator—brighten the
wainscotting—banish pussy's claw marks from the table and chair legs. Worth
while trying it ?

Our little booklet ” Dainty Decorator " tells of many uses of " Lacqueret® for your home. And
there's a copy waiting for you for the asking.

Cans contain full Imperial measure. Don't accept a substitute,

P s
(1 k
j

TORONTO - WINNIPEG
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are not only correct, but

they confer a fine air of

distinction.  Styles that are

recognized as always right

—quality that is the finest

that can be put into a hat—

splendid workmanship— -

these unite to give the tone

that is appreciated by men -
who know hat values. ¥

The favor in which these hats are held is not 5 matter of ¢ ance, but of ment.
Whether you pay $3.00, $4.00 or $5.00 for a zengulmaféz, you are assured of
getting the best quality that can be put into any hat at the price.

You are assured of the money’s worth that only a kg}‘reat organization can give—
assured of the styles that lead because created by the most artistic, skillful designers.

Satisfaction in the hat you wear is guaranteed by the dealer in von Salna fars,
It must be to your liking. We stand behind him in this absolute guarantee.

Price,_$3," $4 and $‘5.:. | L
éy Wg& céw At leading dealers. i By

BRANCH OF Write today-for Fall and Winter
Style Book B e

Hawes’vol‘ Gal Canadian Factory, Niagara Fﬁ'lis, Onfnri;‘).

e wlttaernl American Factory, Danbury, Connecticut
New York.U S. A Straw Hat Factory, Baltimore, Maryland

Winchester’s Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda (Dr. Churchill’s Formula) and Winchester’s Specific Pill
are the Best Remedies for

suanrn” NERVE FORCE

They contain no Mercury, Iron, Cantharides, Morphia, Strychnia, Opium, Alcohol or Cocaine

The Specific Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested and prescribed by physicians, and has proven to be the best and
most effective treatment known to medical science for restoring impaired Vitality no matter how originally caused, as it
reaches the root of the ailment. Our remediesare the best of their kind, and contain only the best and purest ingredients
that money can buy and science produce; therefore we cannot offer free samples.

Price, ONE DOLLAR per box, by First-class Mail No Humbug, C.0.D., or Treatment Scheme

e . DEAR SIRs; I have perseribed Winchester’s Hypophosphites in cases of consumption, ehlorosis, dyspepsia, marasmus, etc.»
Personal Oplnlons- with the happiest results, having found them superior to all others.—S8. H.. TEWKSBURY, M, D., ]Xurt,lnml, Maine.
I have used winchester's Hypophosphites in several very severe cases of consumption. with the best possible results.—F. CRANG, M.D., Centreville, N.Y
Winchester's Hypophosphites not only act as absorbents but repair and retard the waste of tissue.—H. P, DEWEES, M.D., New York.
C know of no remedy in the whole Materia Medica equal to your Specific Pill for Nervous Debility.— ADOLPH BEHRE, M.D., Professor of Organic
Aemistry and Physiology, New York.

For f § o F
Keiigimesy™” Winchester & Co., 1032 Beekman Bldg., N.Y. [ Xat Bl d e’ i Eruman
Established 53 Years. lKnox & Co., of Montreal,
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SIS A guide 1o be

frusted when buying
frue quality Silver Ware

N choosing (what is usually the favorite present) (during the
coming Xmas Season), namely “Silverware,” it is no easy
task to determine. L.ooks may betray. Some Silver plated

Ware is so cleverly finished and (offered) so (temptingly) that its
appearance—a beauty which is only skin deep —is often made the
only determining factor and the buyer suffers afterwards the
mconvenience of seeing it wear off and show its lack of lasting value.

~Wisdom Says : Let the reputation of the Manufacturer be your protection.

The Beauty of Standard Silver Ware lies not only in the original and
artistic designs and reasonable prices but unnoticed at first in
the sincere workmanship, the ure hard white metal and the
generous deposit of the finest Sterling Silver.

Guaranteed to Give Satisfaction.

L ™ e TR -
A Reputation has been earned by us by upholding the Standard in high-class

Siver Plated Ware. The merit of our goods is determined by the increase and
continuance of public approval of our policy “The best at a moderate price’” and
the popularity of our make we judge by the sales of Standard Silver Warg that

We have this year prepared some exceptionally attractive lines such as
Casserole Goods, Reproductions of old Sheffield and Old Dutch Designs@ '«
= 2nd it is well worth your while to see them.

é I;ERY RELIABLE JEWELER SELLS STANDARD SILVER WARE.

If you cannot get it, write to us, we will assist you.

ASK FOR IT AND REMEMBER every piece bearing our name is
manufactured and guaranteed by,

33-41 Hayter Street
TORONTO

Standard Silver Company Lid.

7

|

T
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BOILERS

We design and manufacture

Boilers to suit all requirements.

Our Locomotive Type as
per Cut above is preferred
where portability is a feature,
being self contained and easily
put into operation.

We would be pleased to
furnish you with complete
Specification and Prices.

ASK FOR CATALOG

THE ——-

Jenckes Machine Co.

LIMITED

General Offices: Sherbrooke, Que.

Works : Sherbrooke, Que., St. Catharines, Ont.
Sales Offices : Sherbrooke, St. Catharines, Cobalt

Porcupine, Vancouver, Montreal, Rossland.

o

CHRISTMAS PUDDING

Y our Thanksgiving or{Christmas Dinner will not be
complete without this dessert par excellence.
To have it rich, but wholesome and digestible, use

BORDEN’S
EAGLE BRAND
CONDENSED MILK

RECIPE—Dilute two-thirds can of Borden’s Eagle
Brand Condensed Milk with one and one-fourth cups of
water. Beat eight eggs very light, add to them half the
milk and beat both together’; stir in gradually one pound
of crumbled crackers; then add one pound suet (chopped
fine), one grated nutmeg, one ta.blesi)oonful cinnamon

one teagpoonful cloves, a pinch of
salt, and two pounds of raisins
(weighed after stoning and cut-
ting them); lastly, add the re-
mainder of the milk, Pourinto
a pudding mould and steam six
hours. Serve with vanilla
sauce.

3
i

Write for Borden’s Recipe Book

BORDEN’S
CONDENSED MILK CO.

/ / “ Leaders of Quality *’
» e w;‘gﬁ:f‘f‘ New York

N

e
LPERPRIC )

o

WELL, WELL!:

THIS isa HOME DYE
ll". that ANYONE

can use

———yi

— with the SAME Dye.

|l used

No Chance of Mis-
takes, Simple and
Clean. Send for
Free Color Card
and Booklet 101.
The JOHNSON-
RICHARDSON
CO., Limited,
Montreal, Can,

ONE DYErorALL KINDSor cooos

|

l ‘Tri' Murine Eye Remedy

| If you have Red, Weak, Weary, Watery Eyes or
| Granulated Eyelids. Murine Doesn’t Smart—
| Soothes E e Pain, Druggists Sell Murine Eye
| Remedy, Liquid, 25¢, 50c, $1.00. Murine Eye
| Salve in Aseptic Tubes, 25¢, $1.00. Eye Books
| and Eye Advice Free by Mail.

|

An Eye Toniec Good for All Eyes that Need Care
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicagoe
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A Perfect Breakfast

drink, that with its delicious
aroma and flavor tempts the
most capricious appetite, and
with its full richness satisfies
the hungriest man, is

UCHARD'S
SCOCJQ

It is a food as well as an
appetizing drink, for the
selected cocoa-beans of which
_Suchard’s is made are richer
in nutriment than even meat
or bread. Suchard’s is the
finest form in which you can
get all the appetizing and
strengthenin roperties of
one of nature’s choicest gifts to
man—the cocoa-bean. ry it.

FRANK L BENEDICT & co.
MONTREAL

'A'A'AVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVA

Why not an Ostrich
Plume for yourself or

friend at Christmas ?

London variety in Plumes:
Mounts ; Bands; Marabout
Muffs; Stoles; Ostrich Fans;
Boas and Novelties is the lar-
gest in Canada, Everything
at ““maker to wearer prices.”

London Selected Plume

made of male feathers chosen with

the greatest care. A more
plume could not he made. inches
long, black, white or any solid color,
2 R s R S S ey $5.00

LONDON FRENCH PLUMES )

In Black, White and Fall Colors, in varying lengths; I2 inches $1.50:
14 inches $2.50; 16 inchel $3.50; 18 inches $4.50. Everything sent
express paid. Sarisfaction guaranteed.

LONDON SELECTED WILLOW PLUME ;
Truly a superb feather. Guaranteed hand knotted. Full 20 mc!ms
long, 3 ply, of lustrous male stock. Sent express paid and satisfaction
guaranteed or money refunded..........vuvuunnnsnssrnnnnnn.s $
London Willow Plumes run from $5. to $8.50 in 8 ply, single tie; and
#10. to 816. in 3 ply, double tie, according to length.

Illustrated Price List Sent Free.
If you cannot wait for it, select from above, sending ug amount, state
colorand we will send goods, prepaid. Satisfaction guaranteed or
money refunded. Better write to-day.

LONDON FEATHER CO., Limited
144 YONGE STREET, TORONTO.
Also at London, Eng., Paris, New Yo k, Montreal.

autiful

WONDER-
-SHINE

. SiLveRCLEANER
‘for ! the

'cleaning‘ Harmless

SILVER \#s

GOLD &
PLATEWARE

without rubbing
AT ALL DEALERS

25¢2 50¢ a package
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Have established a new
and higher standard of
purity and deliciousness in
candy-making. They are pre-
pared from the best cocoa beans
the market affords, personally
selected by us, and ground in our
own factory by skilled confec-
tioners.

The chocolate coating 1s of
the finest quality and the centers
are dainty and varied,
forming a combination
which results 1in the
most delicious choco-
lates you ever tasted.

Try them.

MOIR’S
Limited
HALIFAX

it Best Dealers
anada

Everywhere
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We are directly interested in
the success of rural indepen-
dent telephone systems

Our large investment in the Independent
Telephone business makes us direct y nter-
ested in seeing that every municipal or local
Company enters the telephone field along
the best and safest lines. A failure would
injure directly the independent telephone
development and indirectly our business.
So that it is to our benefit to lend our
strongest assistance to make every indepen-
dent telephone company a success.

The services of our Staff of Qualified {
Telephone Engineers are at your disposal.
They will assist you in planning construc-
tion and solving operation problems. Their
wide experience and knowledge are at your
service without cost to you.

FREE TRIAL

The very fact that our business doubled Write and ask about our
in volume last year, and is doubling again ~ Free Trial Offer, and for a
this year, is sufficient proof that the PV of our latest telep ho,"c

UA.LITY f t 1 h d . 1 bOOk, the NO. 3 BUIIGI"'I.
Q of our telephones and materials, Tust of the privillius Hieas
and the SERVICE we render, are above

" par.

Canadian Independent
Telephone Co., Limited

18-20 Duncan Street,

Toronto
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DURING 1910, 2.623.412 CHICLETS WERE SOLD EACH DAY

ghiclers |

REALLY DELIGHTFUL @

Che Dainty Mind ¢ Covered [i
Candp €o ateé Chowing {’»‘w

Just ask your doctor what /e thinks of Chiclets. Doctors, dentists
and trained nurses use and recommend Chiclets for their patients’ use
and use them themselves in the sick-room, the office or home. That
exquisite peppermint, the frue mint, makes Chiclets the refinement of

chewing gum for people of refinement.

For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores
5¢ the Ounce and in 5%, 10¢ and 25¢ Packets

CANADIAN CHEWING GUM CO., Ltd., Toronto, Ontario, Can.
TS @1@;» SRR ST

58

|
’\
7
|

The way to woo

GA NONG?s |
THE FINEST INTHELAND
 CHoco LATES
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Elite Cut Glass

The Ideal
Christmas Gift

q] Long after ordinary gifts have been forgotten a beautiful piece of rich cut glass
remains with value and beauty unimpaired—a delight to its owner and a never-
ceasing reminder of the friend who gave it.

Of all good glass Elite Cut Glass is the most quuisitc_ly designed and carefully
cut. As for brilliancy it is in a class of its own. We import special Crystal blanks from
the best makers in Europe, glass expressly intended for cutting and of such fine color that it
gives the best results. 'We employ artisans of the most advanced skill.

Elite Cut Glass carries with it distinct
exclusiveness. The special designs
are its own and procurable nowhere else. It is
litle wonder, then, that Elite Cut Glass has
come to be the most desirable on the market.

q] Insist on the genuine Elite—your dealer can supply you. Look for the trade-
mark on each piece. Pressed Blanks are never used in the Elite factory.

Gowans, Kent & Co., Limited

: : Manufacturers : :

16 Front St. East Toronto
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Makes
You Feel
Well Dressed

The basis of all good dressing is in
the underclothing worn,

You cannot either look or feel well dressed
if your underwear is ill-fitting and uncomfort-
able,

Yourouterclothing will not sit wellnorhang
properly unless your underelothing  “‘fits’’
right.

People who recognize the value of being
properly dressed appreciate the necessity of
“CEETEE” Underclothing.

The success of “CEETEE” underclothing
is chiefly the result of the great care taken in
jts making and that it is the kind of under-
wear the people want.

Worn by the Best People—
Sold by the Best Dealers

Always ask for “CEETEE.”

Every garment is made to FIT THE BODY, the material
being shaped to the natural curves of the human form in
the actual process of knitting.

Tt is all made with selvedge edges—the edges are
all carefully knitted (not sewn) together. - :

Only the very finest of Australian Merino Wool is used
in the making. y
v 'It's g0 soft and clean that a baby could weat it without

njury to its tender skin.

We guarantee every “CEETEE” garment
to be absolutely unshrinkable.

Made in all sizes and weights for Ladies,
Gentlemen and Children,

Manufactured by

THE C. TURNBULL CO.,
of Galt, Limited

100 “3., GALT, ONTARIO

LOOK FOR THE SHEEP
ON EVERY GARMENT

PACKED BY Y
CHARLES B. KNOXCO.
JOHNSTOWN.NY.USA.

—

A Christmas Treat
Plan a real treat for the children this

year. Make some Christmas candy ol
which they may safely eat all they want—
because you know it is pure and wholesome
and betfer than the rich candies that are
much more expensive.

N

~pURE

BELATII

makes these pure candies; and oh, but they
are delicious! Try this recipe for KNOX
MARSHMALLOWS and watch not only
the children,but the zrown.ups enjoy them.

Knox Marshmallows
Soak ¥4 package Knox Sparkling Gelatine in 10|

tablesp oonfuls cold water. Heat 2 cups (1 pint)
granalated sugar with 10 tablespooniuls water till
dissolved. Add gelatine to syrup; let stand till
partially cooled. Add few grains salt and flavor-
ing to taste. Beat with a whiptill too stiff, then with
large spoon till only soft enough to settle into a
sheet. Dust granite pans thickly with confection-
er's sugar ; pour in the candy about half inch deep ;
set in cool place till thoroughly chilled. Turn
out, cut in cubes and roll in confectioner's sugar.
(Will make over 100 marshmallows.)

Let us send you our Recipe Book “Dainty
Desserts for Dainty People.” It contains
recipes for other’ KNOX candies and
countless dainty desserts, puddings,salads,
etc. FREE for your grocer’s name.
Pint sample jor 2c stamp
and grocer’s name
CHARLES B. KNOX CO.
499 Knox Avenue, Johastown, N.Y.
Branch Factory:
Montreal
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| The Tobin Simplex
puts it “up to you”

There are no “gun” troubles with the
Tobin Simplex, it cannot fail you. Its
work is instant and accurate and it works
with the involuntary musels of your shoot-

| ing finger—for shooting becomes more than
| amere mechanical process—and in the short
space of time it takes to flash thonght from
brain to trigger finger, the

Yoy
L3

Simplex Gun

has done its part. You THINK of your target
—and it’s yours ! The reason that lies back of
the accuracy of this gun is the scrupulous care
that is taken in the selection of the material
that goes into even the most minute parts. It
is not only the best of Canadian f
made guns (for every part is manu-
factured in Canada) but 1 better
gun than has yet been produced inany

Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
“ Used while you sleep.”’ Diphtheria, Catarrh.

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding
drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of
Whooping Cough and relieves Croup’ at once.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma,

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with other country.
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore Every ‘“Tobin” that leaves the fac
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights. tory carries a “money-back” guarantee

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of —you either receive 100 per cent. gun
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the b ;:}‘:;;’};&]f‘:}“‘:;ﬁ‘g*“"r e
"reatmen“' of I?lphtherxa. dad - guns at the Jocal hardware or sporting

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of goods shop—priced from $20 to §210.00
successful use, Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet, Better still—write us to send you our

F S l l new catalogue. [t interests all Sports-
or Sale by All Druggists [/

Iry Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the The Td’"’_ A_"'“ Meg. Co.,

irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, Limited,

sugar and Cresolene. They can’t harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,62CortlandtSt. , New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

Woodstock, - Ontario

312

Switches, Wigs made of
Pompadours, the very best
Transformations European Cut

Hair only.

Men’s Toupees

$15.00 $17.50 $20.00 $25.00
Grey from $25.00 to $35.00

* Let us make your first Toupee on approval to show you

JULES & CO. °3x 431 Yonge St., Toronto
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33624
Gold
Bead
@ 33647 3 ‘:‘\Iecklet.
B Pearl Cross qm%;‘x’rm.
endant, 14 kt., E i
$8.00

14 carat,
$35.00

v 33708
Cigar

Cutter, 14 kt.,
$6.50

33657, Cuff Links, 14 carat
$4.00 pair

33754
Pearl
Baby Ring, o
} 14 carat, y

$1.00

33634 Lockt. 14 carat,
$5.50

Signet Fob,
14 carat,
$5.00

R Y ordermg your Christmas szts Jrom.
Henry Birks & Sons, Limited, this year.
You will find that it will prove very satisfactory.
Your gifts will be different—of the best quality—appro-
priately wrapped in 1 neat ca: cases. Your money refunded

upon the return of any article that is not satisfactory.

CATALOGUE FREE UPON REQUEST

HENRY BIRKS & SONS, LIMITED
. Gold and Silversmiths

lll()NTRE4L i OTfAWA & - W'INNIPEG A VANLOUVER‘
W e Smd your wdef to nzare;l address' " Order lzy number. :

&
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From the Original Spring That
Made Caledonia Springs Famous

ﬂAGl the standard Canadian water, pure, wholesome and delieious, reach-
es you in sterilized bottles from the origmal spring that has made Caledonia
Springs famous to civilized man for a century past—from the 8pring which was
he “Great Medicine” of the Indians for countless ages before,

MAGI

THE WATER OF QUALITY

is not only good to drink, but does you good. For dyspepsia and
other forms of stomach trouble, for rheumatism and similar uric
acid conditions arising from disordered kidney, (@G is recom-
mended by many prominent physicians—in some cases as the sole
treatment. Yet, bear in mind, that as a beverage pure and simple, NRG'

Water is a rich, smooth and palate-pleasing drink with g character and flavor
distinetly its own,

MmAGI Water, bottled only at the Spring, may be bought “Sparkling’ in splits,
pints and quarts, or “8till”’ in quarts or half gallons, at cafes, hotels, bars, drug
stores, on railroad dining and cafe cars, or at groceries by the bottle or the case.

The CALEDONIA SPRINGS CO., Limited, “*“E00%}ySPRINGS:

I )
)

m[ ORIGINAL U\LEleAwMIR 1
|11 R — T i 1

4

Star Brand
HAMS *BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham may cost you one
cent or perhaps two cents a pound more than
some other Ham but “Star Brand” Hams cured
by Fearman’s is worth it.

Made under Government Inspection.

F. W, FEARMAN CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON
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A Christmas Morning

KODAK

All the child-world invites your Kodak. Wherever the children
are there is endless opportunity for a Kodak story—a story full of
human interest to every member of the family. And there’s no better
time to begin that story than on the home day— Christmas,

There are Kodaks now to fit most pockets and all purses and practical little
Brownies, that work on the Kodak plan and with which even the children can make
delightful pictures of each other. There are Brownies as cheap as one dollar and
Kodaks from five dollars up—no excuse now for a Christmas without the home
pictures. Write for our catalogue—or better still, let your dealer show you how
simple and inexpensive Kodakery has become.

Make somebody happy with a Kodak.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LimiTED, ToroNTO, CANADA.
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According to population,

more people in Canada travel
extensively than in any other
country in the world.  That is
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded as
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. (] Suggestions for travel
can be found in the following
pages, and should further informa-
tion be desired, it can be obtain-
ed without charge by addressing,

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

15 Wellington Street East,
TORONTO CANADA
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Canadian Northern Steamships

LIMITED

The Royal Line

Montreal, Quebec to Bristol
(Summer Service)

Halifax to Bristol
( Winter Service )

Triple Screw Turbine Steamers

R.M.S. “ROYAL EDWARD” and “ROYAL GEORGE”

18,000 Horse Power

12,000 Tons Holcers of all records between Great Britain and Canada

q] THESE STEAMERS are equipped art, are unexcelled by anything on the Atlantic.

The second and third cabin appointments have
set a new standard of comfort and elegance for
this class of accomodation. € The table ser-
vice throughout is the best that leading chefs and

with the latest devices for the comfort and
convenience of passengers, Marconi wire-
less, deep sea telephone, passenger eleva-
tors Every room is ventilated by the thermo

tank system, which warms or cools the fresh sea
aic and distributes it over the entire ship. every
five minutes. ¢ The engines are the latest type
of turbines ensuring a max mum of speed and a
minimum of vibration € The private suites of
apartments and the luxuriously appointed public
cabins, treated after historic periods in decorative

excellently appointed steward service can make
it. @ If you desire an unbiased opinion on
Ocean Travel, ask for a copy of ** What people
say of our service.”’ € Sailings are made
fortnightly between Montreal, Quebec and
Bristol in summer, and Halifax and Bristol in
winter.

For all information apply te stesmship agents, or to the following general agents
of the Company :—
H. C. BOURLIER, Canadian Northern Building, Toronto, Ont,
CUY TOMBS, Canadian Northern Building, Montreal, Que,
P. MOONEY, 123 Hollis Street, - - Halifax, N.S.
A. H. DAVIS. 272 Main Street, - - Winnipeg, Man.
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4 Grand Trunk Pacific Steamships Prince Rupert™
/~ &'Prince George'(3.500tons~Len th.szoﬁ-ls'/; v
s, knots)SeattleVictoria Vancouver 7
'rmceRlépert,&Alaska
B oast,

The GRAND TRUNK SYSTEM 15t only double track raway reachirg all centres of
frade in Eastern Canada. The GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC RAIIWAY is fast becoming a factor in
traffic and is now the line par excellence inthe Gnadian West.

W. E. DAVIS. Passenger Traffic Mgr,. Montreal ' W, P.'HINTON, Gen, Passenger Agt., Grand Trunk Pacific, Winnipeg
G. T. BELL, Ass. Passg. Traffic Mgr., Montreal H. G, ELLIOTT Gen. Pass. Agt. Grm?d Trunk ‘Railway System, Montreal
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Canadian Pacific Railway

: ' IMPROVED SERVICE

Montreal—Ottawa
Toronto

In addition to the electric-lighted sleeping cars from

North Toronto Station at 10.00 p.m., Eastbound
and from Montreal 10.45 p.m. and Ottawa 11.20
pm. westbound daily, the Company has instituted
a daily compartment car service, between, these
points leaving the respective points as above.

The Compartment cars are new, the product of
the Company’s Angus shops. They are the latest
in construction and appointment and are electric
lighted throughout, affording absolute privacy and
individual toilet requisites. This is the only service
of this standard between the above points.

This serbice is in addition to the double daily
service beteen Montreal, Ottawa and Toronto
Union Station.

“ .| an Pacific Standard”

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO.
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The Bell Tower

Carmel Mission
California

Unchanged From A Century Ago

“California for the Tourist”

A most interesting book, beautifully
illustrated. You will enjoy reading it.

“Wayside Notes”

A kaleidoscopio story of that picturesque
and wonderful country traversed by the

SOUTHERN PACIFIC
SUNSET ROUTE

NEW ORLEANS TO SAN FRANCISCO

Superior Service all the way

These books are yours for the asking.

L. H. NUTTING, G.E.P.A., 366 Broadway, New York

OUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY

(LIMITED)

TWIN SCREW LINE NEW YORK TO BERMUDA

Wireless Telegraphy and Bilge Heels

S.S. “BERMUDIAN ” 5,600 tons at 3 p.m., 2nd, 13th, and 23rd
December. 1911 and every Wednesday thereafter at 10 a.m.

FARE, $20 and upwards
NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE.

NEW YORK to ST. THOMAS, ST. CROIX, ST. KITTS, ANTIGUA, GAUDELOUPE,
DOMINICA, MARTINIQUE, ST. LUCIA, BARBADOES AND DEMERARA.
S.S. ““GUIANA,” (new), 3,700 tons, S.S. “ PARIMA,” 3,000 tons, S.5 “ KORONA,”

3,000 tons. Sailings from New York, 3 p.m., 12th and 23rd
December and fortnightly thereafter.

For further information apply to

A. F. Webster & Co., Cor. King and Yonge 8ts., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St.,
and R. M. Melville and Son, Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts., Toronto

A. E. Outerbripge & Co., Ceneral Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED . QUEBEC
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By Four of the Most Luxurious Steamships in the World
CARMANIA ™5l LACONIA *iiiis™
FRANCONIA ™™

CARONIA

Twin Screw
20,000 Toms

A la Carte

dining service With-

ontadditional charge, Stop-overs

affording opportunities for side-trips, and

proceeding by subsequent steamer are allowed,

Passengers are not required to book for the entire 5

cruise, A8 &rrangements may be made to return by either the Lusitania

or Mauretania from Liverpool, tbereby enabling one to tour Central Europe
at & considerable saving in both time and expense.

From New York during the Winter Season of 1911-1912 as follows :

“CARONIA,” Jan. 6, 1912 Calling at Maderia, Gibralter, Algiers, Villefranche ( ¢ 5
“FRANCONIA,” Jan. 20, 1912 } or Genoa, Naples, Alexandria and Fiume* -{ CARONIA ” Feb, 20, 1912
“LAGONIA  Feb. 3, 1912 «Omityeall at Fiume on Feb. 20 and March 2 trips “CARMANIA > Mar.2,1913

“Qailing List,”” “Rate Sheet” and Steamer Plans, as well as Booklets “A New Way to the Old World ”
«Mediterranean-Egyptian-Adriatic Cruises,” ‘‘Caronia’” — “Carmania.” ‘‘Franconia” — *Laconia’” may be
secured on application to Dept. D, at any of the Company's offices or agencies.

CUN ARD LINE 21-24 STATE STREET  Boston, Philadelphia, Chicage, St. Louis, Minreapolis, San Francisce,
» NEW YORK Torento, Montreal, Winnipeg, ¢r Loc | Ag ns
The above steamers are fitted with sub-marinesignal apparatus and with Marconi's system of wireless telegraphy
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Winter Cruises
Under Perfect Conditions To

South America

Take a Delightful Cruise to South America, by the S. S. Bluecher (12,500 tons), the
largest cruising steamer sailing from one America to the other. Offers every luxury and
comfort. Leaving New York, January 20, 1912. Ports of call: PORT OF SPAIN,
PERNAMBUCO, SANTOS; BUENOS AIRES. (Across the Andes), PUNTA ARENAS,
(through the STRAITS of MAGELLAN,) VALPARAISO, RIO DE JANEIRO,
BAHIA, PARA, BRIDGETOWN, and ST. THOMAS. Optional side trips everywhere.
Duration of cruise 80 days. Cost, $350 and up.

West lndies Five Delightful Cruises to Panama Canal, Venezuela and Bermuda,

leaving New York by the Palatial Twin-screw Steamers

S. 8. Moltke (12,500 tons), 28 days, January 23, February 24,1912 . . $150 and up.
S. S. Hamburg (11,000 tons), 21 days, February 10, March 7, 1912 . . $125 and up.
S. S. Moltke (12,500 tons), 16 days, March 16,1912 . . . . . . . ~$85 and up.

‘N’ November, 1912, and February, 1913, by the Large
Ar Ound the Orld Cruising Steamship “Victoria Luise,” (16,500 tons).

Grand Annual Event

A few accommodations available on S. S. Cleveland, from San Francisco, February 6, 1912.

“
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HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE

Grand Annual Cruise to the Orient

By the most palatial cruising steamer afloat, S. S. “VICTORIA LUISE” (16,500 tons).
Sailing from New York, January 30, 1912, on a 78-Day Cruise to Madeira, Spain,
the Mediterranean, and the Orient. Cost, $325 and upward. The “Victoria Luise”
is equipped with modern features providing every luxury and comfort on long cruises.

Special Trip by the superb transatlantic liner “Kaiserin
ltaly and Egypt Auguste Victoria,” the largest and most luxurious steamer
of the service. Equipped with Ritz-Carlton Restaurant, Palm Garden, Gymnasium,
Electric Baths, Elevators. Will leave New York, February 14, 1912, for Madeira,
Gibraltar, Algiers, Villefranche (Nice), Genoa, Naples and Port Said. Time for
sight-seeing at each port. To or from Port Said, $165 and up. To or from all other
ports, $115 and up.

Your comfort and pleasure assured.

Send for booklets, giving information, etc.

HAMBURG AMERICAN LINE o » 41-45 Broadway, New York

Philadelphia Pittsburgh Chicago St. Louis San Frm;hco



NOW IS THE TIME TO

Select Territory and Engage Guides
OPEN SEASON IN

Quebec Moose and Deer, September 1st to Dec. 31st. Car-
ibou, September 1st to January 31st.

- Moose, Caribou and Deer,
New BrunSW1c September 15th to Nov. 30th.
. Moose, September 16th to Nov. 16th,

Nova Scotla oose, September o Nov

(Caribou and Deer protected)
Send for Pamphlets containing Game Laws, Etc. to

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

Intercolonial Railway
Moncton, N. B.
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By the Mammoth

Steamships
Triple - Screw
Steamship S
| OUTH
1]
o
The Largest British Laurentlc AMERICA
Steamers Ever Sent /4 CALLINGAT
to the Mediterranean: The Largest | ALL POINTS
| ALGIERS and s::j'v"c;f)":: s ’fh )oFINTEREST
WH.LEFRANCHE December 2 RIVER NILE CULEBRA CUT Gaalan ; EN ROUTE
January 10  January 24 SAILING from NEW YORK
February 21 March 6
Also Regular Sailings from lan“ary 20
A ular Sailings fro
February 24

NEW YORK and BOSTON to

MEDITERRANEAN PORTS

By the Buperb Twin-8crew
Steamers

"CRETIC" "CANOPIC" "ROMANIC'

Full Particulars on Request

White Star Line
9 Broadway New York
OFFICES ani AGENCIES EVERYWHERE (|

EACH CRUISE THIRTY-ONE
$150 and Upward

Booktet and Ilineraries on Request

Pleasure Cruise Department

OFFICES and AGENCIES EVERYWHERE

DAYS

xm——

9 Broadway, New York

(NCREASE INCREASE

POPULATION | oy BANK CLEARINGS
1902 48411 1902 $188,370,003
1906 101,057 1906  $504,585,014

1910 175,000 1910  $953,415,28)

\F) ™me capitol Ciry
v a

Land of Opporfunily “S3
INDUSTRIAL OPEN COMMEREIAL TUNITIED

Locate your Canadian factory
CHEAP POWER, cheap sites,

labor conditions, unexcel
recognize the importance of its industrial development.

Reports furnished free on the manufacturing possibilities of any

led railway facilities, and the support o

Canada’s
Greatest
Growing
MarkKet

S ¥

WINNIPEG

in the Central City of Canada where you can get
low taxation, plentiful supply raw ma

terials, best of
f a community who

line of industry by addressing

CHAS. F. ROLAND,

Industrial Commissioner, Winnipeg, Canada
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The Shortest Route to Europe *

The White Star common Service Between

Also the

MONTREAL AND EUROPE VIA QUEBEC it

comprising the
MODERATE RATE SERVICE
“TEUTONIC” /ot s,
“CANADA” gt b
Carrying Cabin Passengers in One Class only (II)
with unrestricted use of the best accommodation on

the ship including the Public Rooms and Promenades. Also
Third class passengers in closed rcoms only,

B - H A Special Pre-Christ-
Christmas Sailings. * b
“Laurentic” Nov. 22 from Montreal and Quebec followed by three sailings
from Portland, Me. and Halifax, N.S., viz.: “Canada” Dec. 2; “Megantic” Dec.

9 and “Teutonic” Dec. 14. Book now and secure choice of Berths.
Procure tickets from local Agents or write WHITE STAR-DOMINION LINE, Montreal, Toronto or Winnipeg

COOK’S TOURS

Tours to the Orient
Tours around the World, Bermuda, West Indies, Florida,
California, Etc.

Jan. 6, 1912, Jan. 10, 1912, Jan. 20, 1912, Jan. 24, 1912, Feb, 3, 1912,
Feb. 14, 1912, Feb. 20, 1912, Feb. 21, 1912, Mar. 2, 1912,

Visiting Egypt, Palestine, Turkey, Greece, Italy, etc.,including
Nile and Holy Land Tours.

Portland, Me. and Liverpool via Halifax
‘ Presents for your consideration the
R.M.S. “LAURENTIC” g A
R.M.S. “MEGANTIC” e

The largest, finest and most
modern steamers between
Canada and Europe.
First, Second and Third

class passengers carried
at low rates.
Send for

Folder
llA ”

Fall Tours to Europe

Dec. 5, 1911, Christmas in Rome.
May we send you programme

THOS. COOK & SON, 65 Yonge St.,

Traders Bank Building, TORONTO
530 St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL

Cooks’ Travellers Cheques are good all over the world,




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

113

HOTEL

ST. DENIS

BROADWAY and 11th ST.
NEW YORK CITY

Within easy access of every point of
interest. Half block from Wanamaker's.
Five minutes’ walk of Shopping District.

NOTED FOR : Excellence of Cuisine,
comfortable appointments, courteous
service and homelike surroundings.

Rooms $1.00 per day and up

With privilege of Bath
$1.50 per day and up

EUROPEAN PLAN
Table d’Hote Breakfast - 50c.

WM. TAYLOR & SON, INC.

A line for every home,

Apply B. C. L. Co., 228 Albert St., Ottawa

Send us your address

and we will show you
how to make $3 a “day
absolutely sure; wa

furnish the work and teach you free; you work in the locality

where you live, Send us your address and we will explain
the business fully; remember we guarantee a clear profit of $3 for every
day’s work, absolutely sure, write at once.
ROYAL MANUFACTURING C0., Box 1712, WINDSOR, ONT.

Use a Blue.jay corn plaster

and forget the corn.

== | ) RANTONS 1)
m~ SRESERVDIR 5
Gl 1 DT
RESERVOIR PEN

Writes long letter with one filling, Always ready.
No coaxing, No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold-
ing and constant use, Fine or medium points, Sent
postpaid, 16 for 20¢, 3 doz, 40¢, 6 doz, 75¢. Postal
Note or Money Order, Money back if wanted.

J. RANTON, Dept. C. M.  P.0. Box 1754, Winnipeg

SONG POEMS WANTED

WE PAY ful songs, Send us your work, with or with-
out music. Acceptance guaranteed if available. Washington
only place to secure copyright. Valuable booklet and exam-
%u:}tlon FREE. H. Kirkus Dugdale Co., Desk 86, Washington,

proposition in Canada today. No outlay necessary. |

50 per cent. Thousands of dollars in success- |

Write us for our choice |
list of agents supplies. We have the greatestagency |

|
|
|
=
|
\
|
l
1
|
|
|

ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET
~ ' (COMPANY-

"BERMUDA
GuBa- Qi

40,000 Men

are handling more mate-
rial every month on the

PANAMA CANAL

Than would be required to build three of
the largest Pyramids of Egypt. You can't
afford to miss seeing the Canal while the
work is in progress. Government guides
escort R.M.S.P. tourists over the lsthmus.

5,545
Tons

¢S Bermuda & Tagus
The season is now in full swing at the
ideal American resort. No finer ship than
the transatlantic liner “ Tagus” goes to

Bermuda. Lowest rates that ever pre-
vailed. Unusually attractive trips to

CUBA JAMAICA

COLOMBIA TRINIDAD

VENEZUELA BARBADOS
- Whrite for Booklets

SANDERSON & SON, Gen. Agts., 22 State St., N. Y.
15 South LaSalle St., Chicago
W. H. EAVES, 200 Washington St., Beston
or any Steamship Agent
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“JULIAN SALFE”

FINE LEATHER GOODS

HINTS FOR
XMAS GIFTS

Just a little index here of what you may
choose from the “Julian Sale” Stock in
finest of leather goods that will make suit-
able and acceptable’ Christmas Gifts —
Write for our Complete Catalogue
giving descriptions and prices of hundred
of lines you’d do well to know about.

Ladies’ Hand Bags $2.00 to $25

Ladies’ Fitted Dressing Bags $50.00 to 75.00

Gentlemen’s Fitted Suit Cases - 23.00 to 53.00
Ladies’ Fitted Suit Cases - 30.00 to 53.00
Ladies’ Dressing Cases - - 2.50 to 30.00
Gentlemen’s Dressing Cases - 2.50 to 30.00
Manicure Sets = : 2 4.00 to 7.00
Waterproof Toilet Rolls - 1.00 to 3.50
Music Rolls and Holders - .50 to 10.00
Leather Calendars - - 50 to 6.00
Ladies’ Pocket Books - - .50 to 4.00
Ladies’ Card Cases - - 15 103,00
Letter Cases - > - - .50 to 6.00
Jewel Cases - < - - 1.25 to 6.00

Stick Pin Cases .50 to 1.25
Skirt, Garter and Neck Pockets .25 to 1.25
Writing Cases - - .#0 to” 9:00
Soft Leather Collar Boxes -75 to. 3.00
Flasks - - - - 40 to 7.00
Drinking Glasses in Cases 3.25 %0 2.50
Folding Drinking Cups - 910 150
Cigar and Cigarette Cases .50 to' 10.00

Gentlemen’s Fi ted Pags $24 to $54. Ladies’ . Tobacco Pouches % 3 50 to 2.50
Fitted Bags, $23 to $43.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, - TORONTO.
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

To Liverpool and Glasgow

The first Transatlantic Turbines, Noiseless and Without
Vibration. Four days from Land to Land. Seven days from
Port to Port.

Turbine and Twin Screw Steamers

To Liverpool To Glasgow
STEAMER From St. John From Hallfax STEAMER From Boston From Portland
GRAMPIAN Sales - D LG SCOTIAN 7 Dee. i e
*VICTORIAN 8 Dec. 9 Dec. BICITIAN - 0 . 14 Dec
CORSICAN 14Dec, = ...... NUMIDIAN HDew: T r i s
*HESPERIAN 22 Dec. 23 Dec. CORINTHIAN  ...... 28 Dec
*GRAMPIAN 5Jan. 5Jan. LAKE ERIE THE i ol BT L
*HESPERIAN 19 Jan, 20 Jan. TONTEN o e 11 Jan.
~TUNISIAN 5 Jan. 4 s
o i 226;:{,’ s One Class Cabin (11) Scotian $47.50
Saloon: $72.50 and $82.50 and up. :::g “up. Other steamers $45.00
Second Saloon : $50 and $52.50 P
*Royal Mail Steamers.
THE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN

TORONTO CIRCULARS MONTREAL
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The Finest -
and most Perfectly | §jllc- tx /bt

with or

Equipped Hotel in | p“’]i,‘ll-‘o‘ﬂ-ls-atlf‘
the Great Metropolis R e
FAMED New Grill.

g s Dining JSaloon
for the exceptionally artistic character el el
f its decorations and arrangement Sgvesy
of its g . /Gr Laclng‘

THE HOLLAND HOUSE
not only originated many of the features
characteristic of modem hotel life, but has carried
them to the highest point of perfection, making

COMFORT AND LUXURY
its most salient features. It has retained, through its many
years of establishment, a clientele indicative of its popu-
larity with the exclusive and democratic visitor.

CENTRALLY LOCATED
near underground and elevated railroad stations,
all railway terminals, steamship piers,
theaters, shopping centers and commercial
districts. .
HOLLAND HOUSE
5th Avenue and 30th Street

ALL THAT IS BEST IN HOTEL
LIFE AT CONSISTENT RATES
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An Appeal

to Intelligence

- Perhaps you have never thought of ap-
pealing to the intelligence of your employees.
An appeal strikes one at first as an odd
Christmas gift. But by giving your employ-
ees a year's subscription to

The Canadian Magazine

you not only appeal to their intelligence—
you please them by thus expressing a high
opinion of them, and the publishers undertake
to extend the pleasure over the whole year.

THE CANADIAN MAGCAZINE is recognized as the liter-
ary standard of Canada. The best Canadian writers and

artists contribute to its pages. It aims to diffuse culture and
entertainment. To read it is a mark of distinction.

$2,50 A YEAR

S s

The Ontario Publishing Compan;

- LIMITED
"= 15 Wellington Street East
Toronto, Canada

An employer sending in a number of subscriptions can have them of course
sent to different addresses. ORDER NOW and start the year with the
splendid Christmas Number (December).
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You may be free—in three days—absolutely free
for all time, with no more appeti'e for liquor than
the man who has never tasted it.

Can set you free.

The NEAL Treatment

Safe, sure, speedy—a child

could take the treatment with safety, yet it abso-
lutely cures the habit in three days. Costs nothing
to enquire. Phone N. 2087 or write the Neal
Institute, 78 St. Alban’s Street, Toronto.

) ALADD AMP )
OAL © osen |
Outshines city gas or electricity. Simple,
| noiseless, odorless, clean, safe, money-sav-
H ing. Guaranteed. Write nearest office for
i catalogue M and learn how to get an
\ Aladdin Mantie Lamp FREE.
& T. H. BALL SOLD 850
L AGE“T on money back gnarantee,
b not one returned. Stacey sold 12 in one hour.
Newsom sold 12in 10 calls. Gibson sold 48
in bdays. Sellgitself. Needed inevery home.
Our Sunbeam Burner fits other lamps.
Completeline for homes, stores, etc. Ask
A for ourliberalagency proposition.
5 8 MANTLE LAMP €O, of AM., ine., Dept., 55P

Offices at Winnipeg and Montreal.

$1,000 will net
you $1,790.80

If you invest in our fen year six
per cent. coupon bonds . . -
Our bonds enable the conservative
investor to participate in the re-
markable profits in Western Canada
Real Estate. The bonds are issued
in denominations of $100, $500 and
$1,000. Interest paid semi-annually
Write for Prospectus and
full particulars

Canadian Real Estate Bond Corporation
1205 McArthur Bldg, Winnipeg, Canada ,J

T

The Real Canadian Girl

will never waste her money on
imported table salt. She knows
that right here in Canada, we
have the best table salt in the
world—

Windsor Table Salt

The real Canadian girl, and
her mother and grandmother
too, know that Windsor Salt is
unequalled for purity, flavor
and brilliant, sparkling appear-
ance.

WINDSOR s SALT

[ Dutch Artists & English Painters

use only the celebrated

AWINSOR & NEWTON'S
0il and Water Coilors
acknowledged by all the standard in
\Wthe art world. Ask your dealer.

INA. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL.
Wholesale agents for Canada.
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RLINGS

GOLD MEDAL

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

For sixtyfyears we have brewed by the old English method as adopted
by BASS AND CO. and GUINNESS AND CO,
3 WE DO NOT CARBONIZE, and by so doing destroy Nature’s best and
finest health-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hops.
No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete
with genuine methods.

Demand Carlings’s and get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere

No Waste, No Litter

6’HE Onliwon Toilet Cabinet and Paper
are a practical insurance against the waste

of tissue toilet paper.

( A simple mechanical device allows of the delivery of

but two sheets of paper at a time and automatically re-

places these by two more.

( The cabinets are handsomely nickelled and are orna-

mental as well as useful.

q The paper is the finest, first quality tissue paper we

make, and comes in packages containing 1000 sheets,

( Nothing so economical for Homes and Public

buildings.

Wite for Descriptive Matter

THE E. B. EDDY COMPANY
Hull, Canada




120 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

No. 284 “Fore Door” Auto Sleigh

FTER examining the above illustration of what we believe is the handsomest sleigh
on the market and the most original in design, the public will conclude that we

are justly entitled to the claim that we are the pioneer designers in the vehicle
business in Canada.

Our carriages and sleighs have been more exclusively copied by our fellow-competitors than any
other make. While it is unfortunate that some of our friends in the business find it neccessary, in order
to keep up-to-date, to, in some cases, use copies of our cuts, and follow our designs as closely as they
can, still we do not blame them, even though we do not envy them their position,

The sleigh has been worked out with great care and at considerable expense. It is exceedingly
attractive in appearance, and gives the solid comfort of the new * fore door '’ automobile body, which
has been so much in demand this season, and which will replace all other designs next season.

The doors are very strong and have lever locks. The
The seat is unusually wide and exceedingly comfortable,

We have not spoiled the appearance or utility of the job by attempting to use a standard gear, but
have made everything especially for it from shaft tip to runner,

While it is necessarily an expensive job to make,
possible.

y also have mahogany finishing strips on top.

still we have tried to keep the price as low as

. PAINTING.—A beautiful combination of three shades of Gray, or Royal Blue with Gray gear to
order.

UPHOLSTERING.—Blue Cloth, Exceptionally eas

automobile style. Doors and front of sleigh padded. Vel
and removable small seat.

y spring back and spring cushion, regular
vet carpet. It has nickel mountings, plumes,
GEAR.—Finest construction, special throughout—centre draft—shafts,

with loose bar for side draft.
BODY.—Beautifully made and finished off. Seat, a solid bending,

exceptionally roomy.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE COMPANY, Limited, OSHAWA, ONTARIO
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““ Made up to a standard—not down to a price.”’

YOU will always be urged to buy an automobile on the strength of
some one claim to favor--some one point that distracts attention

from vital faults in the design or construction.

It is significant oftthe Russell car that in acquiring the

KNIGHT MOTOR Russell models with the

exclusively for Ca.nada we have seen to it that every inch of the -1
car is as good as the motor. Knlght Motor.

In placing your order for a 1912 Russell remember that you Russell “38” $5000 Equipped

are not blinded to anything—you may buy it for its motor or you
may buy it for its looks or quality but in either case you will be

satisfied with the whole car. Russell “526 ” $3850 e
Our illustrated Advance Catalogue and special Knight e 5 -
Motor Book sent anywhere upon request. Russell ‘22 $3000

Russell Motor Car Co., Limited, West Toronto
oo ke i o it

Branches: Toronto, Montreal, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, Melbourne, Aust.
: Agents Everywhere

T
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When buying your coffee don’t
merely say ‘A pound of best
Coffee’’—Specify

Seal Brand
Coffee

It costs no more than inferior grades
and our reputation is behind it.

Packed in 1 and 2 pound cans only.
CHASE AND SANBORN, - MONTREAL.

o S acefe's
“Pilsener” Lager made
its reputation on quality.

““The Light Beer in the Light Bottle’’

keeps its reputation for quality because it keeps u
the quality that made it famous, o

*‘The Beer with a Reputation’’ 246
Ask your Dealer for O’'Keefe’s.
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There's just the difference between a raw, poorly made Cocktail and a

Club Cocktail

that there is between a raw, new Whiskey and a soft old one. The
best of ingredients-—the most accurate blending cannot give the softness
and mellowness that age imparts.

Club Cocktails are aged in wood before bottling---and no freshly
made Cocktail can be as good.

Manbattan, Martini and other
standard blends, bottled, ready
to serwe through cracked ice.

Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS

P e e

e Ot
i 7:'

G.F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

~y
n ROGS
High Velocity Rifle

appeals to the Sportsman who wants the very
best there is in the way of a modem high
power gun.

Though sold at a considerably lower price
($75.00) than imported rifles in the same
class, it is proven to be the most powerful
and the most accurate of all modern arms.

We will cheerfully send illustrated catalogue
on request, and name of nearest dealer.

S =

gl

= ROSS RIFLE CO.

QUEBLEC.
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Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops.
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
THE LAND OF OPPORTUNITY.
Why not own a farm?

Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ground floor ”

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
increasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
Room for 50,000,000 more.
For further Information Apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA.

R
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CHRISTMAS

GIFTS

"RY ordering your Christ-

mas Gifts from HENRY © 4se8
BIRKS & SONS, LIMITED, this Shears o

year. Youwillfind that it will B1.00
prove verysatisfactory. Your
gifts will be different

64003

of the best quality— Steniag:
appropriately wrap- :sé‘av;;ﬁ'n
Ring, $2.00

ped in neat cases.
Your money refufid-
ed upon the réturn of
any article that is not
satisfactory.

Catalogue free upon request

HENRY BIRKS & SONS

LIMITED

Gold and Silversmiths

i MONTRBAL-OTTAW.A-WINNIPEG
VANCOUVER

_ Send your order to nearest address.
4 i Order by number. 3

72134, Sewing Companipn 50 cts.

72125, Scissorsin Case, $1.00

52087. Pencil Stand, $1.00
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e

St. Lawrence
“Crystal Diamonds”

may cost a few cents more on the hundred pounds than other lump
sugar. Gool things always cost more than inferior quality. =%

e

However, ST. LAWRENCE “CRSTAL DIAMONDS"” are
really the most economical Sugar, because they go turther on
‘account of their matchless sweetness due toperfect purity. 4

To appreciate the superiority of St. Lawrence Sugar, compare it

with any other sugar.
S
% Sugar

The St. Lawrence Sugar Refining Co., Limited
MONTREAL.

X PUI! cane uw

g i

Mllton Brlpk Fireplac

U7 I

//M/t('

\ ‘ ,\ /1/( /// (Vi

= - o~

Have at least one brick fireplace in the new home you are planning.

Better still, have a Mdton Brick Fireplace in bedroom, dining room and den as well as in
the hall. It takes a fireplace to make home really homelike.

Our catalogue shows attractive designs in Milton Brick Fireplaces, and tells how little they cost.
May we send you a copy—iree?

MII.TON PRESSED BRIGI( CO., LIMITED, MILTON, ONT Toronto Office, Janes BId'g.
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ot RIGHT

24 HOURS A DAY

e Kiirdel
DAY and NIGHT

Parlor Bed

is three complete, perfect articles in
the form and at the price of one
—a handsome davenport by day,
a comfortable, full-sized bed by
night, and a handy wardrobe all
the time.

Change is made instantly without movicg
from the wall.

Always ready, with bedding in proper
place—no trouble, inconvenience or delay.

Simple, stylish and strong. Automatic
—can’t get out of order.

A pattern for every taste—a price for
every purse.

Come in today aad see it demonstrated.

Your Furniture Dealer

Q; Greatest
= H. hold
HXV;\?AE‘S)T o;l::)e:ﬁon
A of the _Age.

C.H. ACTON BoND SANDFORD F. SMITH A H. CASSELS

BOND & SMITH
ARCHITECTS

19 WELLINGTON STREET W. TORONTO

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM ::irrer

EMOVES Tan, Pim-

Purifies

a8 well as ples, Freckles,
Beautifies = Moth Patches, Rash,
the skin and 8kin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years: no
other has, and 18 8o
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made, Accept no coun-
terfeit ofgimilar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lndyjof tt)e hquﬁton (a
RN > patient)— ‘' As you

S i ladies will use them, 1
recommend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ as the least harmful of all the
Skin preparations.”

For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superflous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T.AHOPKINS. P;gplr 37 (v;reaﬁv;VJrrmes St., New York City.

will do it.

BRIGHTEN UP EiieSessnsy orrione b
using WASHBURNE’S PATENT
PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should
convince YOU of their

SUPERIORITY.

Trade O. K.Maxk

s Easﬂy put on or taken off
with the thumb and finger. Can
be used repeatedly and ““they always work. * Made of brassin 3
sizes. Put up in brass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
l HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
All stationers, Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted.
Illustrated booklet free. Liberal discount to the trade.

The 0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. S. A. 'No 18

Smith, Kerry & Chace

Consulting and Constructing Engineers
Confederation Life Building,
TORONTO

ALSO
Winnipeg, Calgary and Vancouver

C. B. Smith, J. G. G. Kerry, W. C. Chace

Berksl;ril:'z Hills

Sanatorium

The only private institution of mag-
nitude in the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
other malignant and benign new
growths, Conducted by a physician
of standing. Established 32 years

For the Scientific and Effective
reatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
Surgical Procedure
For complete information address
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams, Massachusetts
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An “Ideal” Christmas Gift

(MADEJIN.CANADA)

e
&
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CHRISTMAS IN THE HOME

Will be made particularly happy and joyous by a Christmas Gift of a stack of
“Macey” Sectional Bookcases, something that will be a source of pleasure and prefit to the
entire family, something"that will'add Beauty, Culture and Comfort to the home.

BEFORE DECIDING

.. On your Christmas purchases this year, write and get “Catalogue C" showing the
many” beautiful styles, and finishes these Bookcases are suppliedin. It will be a big help in
making your selection.

IT IT
Is EANADA FURNITUREMANUFACTURERS =

FREE General Offices - Woodstock, Ont. FREE
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F A RECORD OF OVER

SIXTY-FIVE YEARS

For over sixty-five years MRS WIN-
SLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Areyou disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of “Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’”’ for Children Teething.  The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup’” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
throughout the world. Price twenty-five
cents a bottle, Be sureand ask for ‘‘Mrs.
WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP.”’

r---:a
a

A penisasmall
thing that can
cause big bother
if it isn’t right. A
poor pen splutters and
scratches and stumbles,
and gets in the way of
your thoughts.

A good pen—a Spencerian
Pen—glides smoothly over the
paper and conduces to easy think-
ing and rapid writing.

SPENCERIA
STEEL PENS

are smooth, elastic and durable. They
are made as carefully as fine drawing
instruments. To get the greatest
pleasure from your writing, use
the ‘“‘Spencerian’’ that fits you.

Send 10 cents for a sample
card of 12 different styles
and 2 good pen-holders,
polished handles.

SPENCERIAN
PEN CO.
349 Broadway,
New York

/

.
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UPTON’S

" PURE

Orange Marmalade

All the Concent-
rated goodness of
the choicest Seville
Oranges. Delicious for

’: :
UPTON

breakfast — good at
any meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by

The T. UPTON CO. Limited

“== HAMILTON, CAN.
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The Aristocrat

THE Big Users (and
most little users) of
typewriters buy Under-
woods. They buy Under-
woods in spite of the fact
that other typewriters cost
less. They prefer to pay
the higher price and be
assured of service, certainty
and satisfaction. These go
with the machine. And then,
there are a score of different
models of the Underwood
for bookkeeping and other
special purposes.

"l“O supply the demand

for Underwoods there
is required the largest type-
writer factory in the world,
16 acres of floor space, and
more under construction ;
36,000 workers; 2200 ma-
chines ; a manufacturing ca-
pacity of 550 typewriters a
day, necessitating more than
5,750,000 separate opera-
tions. This year’s business
shows an increase of more
16007 over that of 1901.

HIS enormous business of corres-

ponding rapid growth, results from

selling the best machine plus service,
certainty and satisfaction.

United Typewriter Co., Limited

Everywhere in Canada

Head Office -

- TORONTO
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Eau de Cologne Hégémonienne.

Eau de Cologne Impériale.
Sapoceti, savon pour la toilette.

Créme de fraises.

Créme Secret de Bonne Femme.
Poudre Ladies in all Climates.
Rose du Moulin (rouge pour le visage).

Eau de Toilette Gardénia.
Eau du Coq.

to the following list of his productions :

ST
L
With his most respectful com
Parfums pour le Vaporisateur.

calls the attention of his fash

Bon Vieux Temps.
Jicky.
Chypre de Paris.

Quand vient I'été.
Tsao-Ko.

Rue de la Paix.
Apreés I’'Ondée.

Sillage.
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LANDSCAPE WORK |

In developing lawns and estates w
great care and judgment is required 1
in the locating of walks and drives, | |
and selecting suitable varieties of 1
trees and shrubs to be planted, and
the arranging of them artistically.
Many homes lose their charm for lack | |
of knowledge and experience in de- | |
veloping the grounds. This difficulty | |
is overcome by our Landscape Depart-
ment, which is in charge of experi-
enced men qualified to develop
grounds of city and country homes,
large estates, school and public

-+

A washer guaranteed to take out all the

grounds, parks, cemeteries or factory || dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

lands. Now is the time to discuss | Runs on ball bearings and driven by

Fall or Spring work. . steel springs, with a little assistance from
Correspondence solicited. || the operator.  Perfected to the minutest

detail. Can be supplied through our agents
or direct to any address.

BROWN BROS. Company | Write for boaldat,

B WRAERES J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,
WELLAND CO., ONTARIO OTTAWA, it CANADA.




COWAN'S

PERFECTIDN

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)

Cowan’s seems to hit
the right spot. Itis a
oreat food for husky
young athletes: satis-
fies the appetite: easy
todigest:and delicious.

Do You Use

Cowan’s Cocoa ?

,s,f W
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L New Pattern-— b/
| the “SHARON" ||

The charmf of sxlver- N

~ isnot only theheawest grade A\
~of triple plate—* bz/ur
WetPiare flat ;
i Wezzr.f”[—— but
. | is backed by the
~guarantee of the
 largest silver