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You cannot possibly have a
better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

This excellent Cocoa main-

tains the system in robust

health, and enables it to resist
winter’s extreme cold.

Epps’s
Cocoa

You will find it the
very cocoa you want.
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S't. Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Street
NEW YORK
European Plan Convenient Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
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The Convenient Location, Tasteful Appointment, Reas-
onable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and Cuisine of
Exceptional Excellence are Characteristic of this Hotel,
and have secured and Retained for it a patronage of the
Highest Order.

NATURAL

ENO’S

HEALTH-GIVING

FRUIT

REFRESHING

SALT

INVIGORATING

The Makers of

Magic Baking Powder

Wish All Housekeepers

H Merry Coristmas.
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Pears’ Annual for 1906 contains two original Tales with 20 illustrations and three large Chromo Lithographed
Presentation Plates. The best Annual published—without any doubt. However, judge
for yourself. Agents: The International News Company.
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IT IS ALWAYS MOST GRATIFYING TO MEET CANADIANS IN EUROPE
INLONDON oo shns
HoTEL CECIL

P
1

THE HOTEL CECIL (Strand Front)

com{\ magnificent, imposing structure of modern construction, fire-proof and affording every luxux:y,
apn Tt and convenience to be found in the up-to-date hotel. Remarkable for the elegance of its
irlPpmntments and furnishings, the size of its chambers, public hal_ls and dining rooms (accomrpoda.t-
Eg over 1,000). € The Hotel Cecil is centrally located, overlooking the River Thames and Victoria
li’nbankment, with a large court-yard opening into The Strand, within easy access of theatres,
Places of amusement, the shopping district and the most interesting points. ¢ The aim of the
Management of Hotel Cecil is to cater to the demands of the visitor who reaches London either on
adusmes.s or pleasure. € The notables of the world gather at the Hotel Cecil, yet if one desires rest
Nd quietude the arrangements of the hotel are such that he may obtain it to t?le smallest detail.
orne 8reat feature is the living as you please, formal or informal, within reach of e1th'er the we:ll-ﬁlled
! €conomical purse. Garage on the premises. Free accommodations for visitors' cars. Cars on
''e at moderate rates. i

RATES: 5
BEDR A per day 7 estaurant
O e SL2 3L pbiguieR SR R S
BEDROOM, BATH, AND ; BINER: i . BLBD, 8280
SITTING ROOM “ $6.25 | SOUPER o $1.25
No charge for lights and and attendance And A LA CARTE
BRE Table d’Héte Room Read the “Cecil Booklet.” It tells you all
LUNA“FAST Aok . 60ec., 70c., 85c. | about the Hotel, provides you with a clearly defined
I CHEON " ¥ 4 g ¥ i 85c. map of London, gives you information about places of
ER . . " o . S .  $1.25 | interest, tells you what to do, where to stay. It can
INCLUSIVE RATES quoted if desired. be had for the asking, by mail or in person, from

The Offices of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada
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LOOKING AHEAD

LREADY a satisfactory bird’s-eye view can be had of what THE
A CANADIAN MAGAZINE will offer to interest its readers during the
twelve months of 1907. It is safe to predict that each number will
be of such exceptionally high order that when the twelve are finished most
readers will agree that the year’s offering has exceeded all previous efforts.
The programme will continue to be as varied as the exactions of a
first-class literary publication will allow, and there will be a continuous,
and, it is hoped, noticeable improvement in the importance and quality of
the contributions. The number of Canadian writers of merit is increas-
ing rapidly, and it is perhaps not a boast to say. that THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE is advancing with them. : :
Following are a few of the features already undertaken for 1907 :
Worry, the Disease of the Age. Six articles by Dr. C.
W. Saleeby, the famous English writer, to begin with the
January number. nAte
Political Reminiscences. Six articles by J. E. B. Me-
Cready, to begin in May.
Patriotic Military Service. Two illustrated articles by
Lieut.-Col. William Hamilton Merritt, to appear in January
and February.
Canadian Artists Abroad. Illustrated. By William H.
Ingram. Ready for January.
A Number of Nature Articles, including some splen-
didly illustrated sketches, by Bonnycastle Dale.
First Railway in Nova Scotia, by C. W. Lunn.
The King’s Highway. An illustrated sketch of English
roads and lanes, by Jessie J. Patterson.
Coalport, China. With illustrations.
Short Stories by W. A. Fraser, Albert R. Carman, Thomas
A. Astle, Isabel E. Mackay, John’A. Cormie, Dean Macleod,
Perceval Gibbon, J. W. Fuller, N. de Bertrand Lugrin,
H. A. Cody, and other leading writers.

Departments that have become a feature of the magazine will con-
tinue to improve. FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS EVERY MONTH.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

a3
TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
' SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A VEAR POSTPAID
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GROSVENOR HOTEL

LONDON

djoining Victoria

Railway Station,

terminus of chief
routes to continent of
Europe, the Grosvenor
is the most convenient
hotel for visitors. Itis
one of the finest in Lon-
don, and is within a
few minutes’ walk of
the Royal Palaces,
Westminster Abbey,
Houses of Parliament,
Government Offices and
the fashionable centres.

UNDER THE MANAGEMENT OF
THE GORDON HOTELS, LIMITED

For 1
lustrateq Booklets of the Gordon Hotels, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co , Limited, Toronto, Can.

[ ———

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

A1 SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"”

Sole Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent, H. HUBBARD, 27 Common Street, Montreal, P.Q.

————

IT HAS No BQuaL QD€ Queen of Toilet Preparations’’ 1t estisly Resmoves and

FOR ' *» ROUGHNESS,
KEEPING “, s i

THE SKIN IRRITATION,
SOFT, CHAPS, Etc.
SMOOTH, e . s o ol
3 SNNREREIRRASNE THE SKIN
AND WHITE. SOOTHING AND REFRESHING AND COMPLEXION
after Cycling, Skating, Dancing, etc. from the effects of

O8T, COLD WINDS
AT ALL SEASONS M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England. "ing i WATER,
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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THE TERRACE, HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT
LonpoN, ENGLAND

“RETAINED WHEN ALL
HER :FOODS ‘ARE REJECTED”::

LONDON, MED, RECORD,;

Ry

B 3 — L e G
Benger’s Food can be obtained through most wholesale druggists ana leading drug stores.

WILD’S cciss TEMPERANCE HOTELS

30-40 LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, ENG. 5

CENTRALLY SITUATED FOR CITY
AND WEST END TRAINS

ALSO AT 70 ¢& 71 EUSTON SQUARE

- e 2 CLOSE TO EUSTON, MIDLAND, AND
S S G.N.R. STATIONS ',
Home Comforts, Cleanliness For illustrated booklet, giving full partieulars of turiff, etc., apply to The Ontario Pub-
and Quiet : " lishing Co., Limited, Toroxto.
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HOTEL-RUSS

LLONDON, ENGLAND

VERY environment that goes to make the life of the visitor congenial.

Ideal location

for the tourist visitor. Within easy reach of all the places of amusement, public buildings,

in the very centre of the town, close to the leading railway termini and British museums,
On high ground, overlooking the well-wooded grounds, verdant lawns, and carefully tended
gardens of the historic Russell Square, ensuring composure at night amid quiet surroundings and
bracing air. Internally arranged on the American plan, with a magnificent garden in the centre
of the house, on which all public compartments converge. This garden during the season is the
rendezvous of the Canadian in London and scene of brilliant functions and social gatherings. The

bedroom accommodations at the Hotel Russell are luxurious in the extreme, without equalin Europe.
Charges, as with the whole group of the renowned Frederick Hotels, are extremely moderate.

Full Information and Tariffs from the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited, 15 Wellington Street E., Toronto.

OTHER HOTELS OF THE FAMOUS FREDERICK GROUP COMPRISE

T}THE HOTEL MAJESTIC AT HARROGATE—

e leading hotel at this the most fashionable of English
pas, annually becoming more popular with the
anadian visitor,

ﬁnTHE HOTEL BURLINGTON, DOVER—The
est hotel on the Dover-Calais route to Paris, and com-

mandin iti : ]
B a;. position overlooking the whole sweep of

RIOTEL GREAT CENTRAL-London's most magni
ailway, ‘the direct route to Stratford-on-Avon, the Pe

THE ROYAL PAVILION HOTEL AT FOLKE-
STONE—On the main route from London to Paris,
adjoining the harbor landing stage.

THE HOTEL METROPOLE ATWHITBY—Well
known as the Harrogate “‘after cure resort” Hotel.

THE SACKVILLE HOTEL AT BEXHILL—The
most elegant hotel at the daintiest watering place on the
South coast.

ficent terminus hotel, in conjunction with the Great Central
nn County, Sulgrave Manor, the ancestral home of the

ashingtons ; Nottingham, the centre of the Dukeries; Manchester, and other great commercial centres of the North.
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LONDON BRIDGE—The busiest and most crowded of all the bridges connects the City with the south of London.
2,000,000, under the superintendence
now 7r ft. broad instead of 54 ft., and a handsome granite balustrade
can be obtained from here, while

completed in 1831, at a cost of £

good view of the Tower Bridge

various steamers which start in the summer for seaside resorts, etc.

J. M. BARRIE
In “ My Lady Nicotine,” page
17, says:—

If there is one man in London who knows to-
baccos, it is myself. There is only one mixture
in London deserving the adjective superb. [
will not say where it is to be got, for the result
would certainly be that many foolish men would
smoke more than ever; but I never knew any-
thing to compare to it, It is deliciously mild yet
Jull of fragrance, and it never burns the tongue.

If you try it once you smoke it ever afterwards.
It clears the brain and soothes the temper,
When I went away for a holiday anywhere I
took as much of that exquisite healthgiving mix-
ture as I thought would last me the whole time,

but I always ran out of it. Then I telegraphed
to London for more, and was miserable until it
arrived. How I tore the lid off the canister!
That is a tob‘acco to live for.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS

CARRERAS, Ltd., LONDON, ENGLAND

Agents in Montreal-FRASER, VIGER @& CO.
209 and 211 St. James Street

It was
of Sir John and George Rennie. In 1903 it was widened, being
substituted in place of the former solid sides. An extremely
both interest and amusement can be gained by watching the

TOBACCOS WITH 40 YEARS’ REPUTATION

My dear Sir,
don’t argue.
I tell you I
have tried nearly
every blend there =
is, and always have |
to come back to
my first love,
¢ Barrie’s Arcadia.”

You cannot beat

“CRAVEN”
MIXTURE

CRAVEN (mild)
HANKEY’S (medium) SIL PHILIPS (extra
168. 2d. per 1b. special)

ENIGHTBANNERET (made from the most expensive
tobaccos) 18s. per 1b.

GUARDS’ (full)
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THE RIGHT SERGE
FOR HARD WEAR.

This trademark tells serges of honest
“Old Country”’ quality—good serges,
that will stand hard wear and give

great service.

Made in many weights
and colors—navy blue,
black, green, crimson,
cream, etc.

No, 44~ 4

tweeq meercoat, in good
+1rom $9,70 Lo order,

"ncluding trimimed colior,

Let us

mail you

fl'ee

Samples

Of our

gOOds_ No. 387—Coat to measure, in good No. 413—Girl's Coat, to
Hpmespun Tweeds, from $13.75. Fur order, from $5.00, accord-
trimmings from{$4.90. ing to size.

Upo
N request you will i id, samples of our -
y receive, postpaid, samp o 1 hnad s

ew Winter Tweeds, dress fabrics, Venetians, velveteens; ana Knickers, in
‘“Wontarewilware”

S0 silks, flannels, Scotch winceys, ete. T uceds toorder, from
.00 LO DOs

al

;;Ve Mmake to your measure Costumes from $6.35; Skirts from $2.45; Girls’ Dresses
°m $2.20; Men’s Suits from $9.00; Overcoats from $7.35; Boys’ Suits from $2.60

Specialty for Boys’ and Men’s Hard Wear, “WONTAREWILWARE”
TWEEDS, 54 inches wide, $1.20 and $1.45 a yard

Fu])
Darticulargifilth satapios and selfomeastbement blanks, sent postpaid for the asking. Address—

EGERTON BURNETT, Limited

R. w. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND

—— i
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THE BRITISH HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT

AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE
LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE

4,

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO
H.M. THE KING AND EMPEROR OF INDIA

~ _ CELEBRATED
OILMAN’S STORES
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Situated in a quiet position
walk of Wegtminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament.

——

ST. ERMINS HOTEL

ST. JAMES’ PARK, LONDON, S.W.
SOCIAL HEADQUARTERS OF THE MOTOR UNION

Breakfagt 3/-
Luncheon 3/-
Dinner 4/-

Inclusive terms
on application,

between Charing Cross and Victoria Stations and :a few minutes’

Telegrams:—**Erminites, London”

IF YOU ARE REQUIRING
CLOTHES

You should order them from London and
thereby obtain

THE BEST QUALITY AT THE MOST

l MODERATE PRICES. '

JOHN J. M. BULT

Frock and Dress Coat Specialist,
' Hasone of the Largest Assortments in London of

- TWEEDS, CHEVIOTS, FLANNELS,
SERGES, OVERCOATINGS

and will be glad if you will Write for Patterns
and Self-measurement Forms.

 SOME SPECIALTIES
Frock Coat and Vest from -
Dress Suit (Silk Lined) -
Lounge Suit - - - .
Norfolk and Knickers & =

$16.00
= 21.00
14 00
15.00

A Register is kept of all Customers’ Measures.

' 140 FENCHURCH STREET
LONDON, ENGLAND
CASH TAILOR

SRR AR

r
-

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.
Woellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.
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REGENT STREET, LONDON, ENGLAND

KINGSLEY HOTEL  srimsi wuseuw

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

THACKERAY HOTEL 55 Mosion
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON

THESE well-appointed and commodious TEMPERANCE HOTELS will, it is Delieved, meet the requirements, at
moderate charges, of those who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the larger modern Licensed Hotels.
These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, spacious Dining, Drawing,
Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.
FIREPROOF FLOORS PERFECT SANITATION TELEPHONES NIGHT PORTERS i
BEDROOMS FROM 2/6 TO 5/6 i
Inclusive Charge for Bedroom, Attendance, Table d'Hote, Breakfast and Dinner, from 8/6 to 10/6 per day.
Kingsley Hotel, * Bookeraft, London.” — Telegraphic Addresses —_ Thackeray Hotel, ““ Thackeray, London,”
For Ilustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

_—_'

QULPHOLINE | pICTURE
The Fam&uo'g{{OiE Fluid POST CARDS

English .....

ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES, BLOTCHES ‘PLAIN OR COLOURED, from Customers’ Photographs. |
Disappear in a few Days Printed by recently improved processes
There is scarcely any eruption but will yield e -
:o:ULPHol.‘I)N:imaa fg:ndalyt,:n: com:ale:c: to in moderate quantities
ade away. Ordinary ples, Redness, Blotche: :
8curf, Roughness, vanish as'if by magic, whils at reasonable prices
old, enduring Skin Disorders, however deeply with promptitude
rooted, SULPHOLINE successfully attacks. 1t
destroys the animalculzse which mostly causes b Post Cu'd; rintodtt‘)y “Iu: get the benefit of Rebate of Duty in Canada.
these unsightly, llrritablo, g:lnful 'a. e ﬂ?‘,;‘.’ amples an: particulars on receipt of business card.
and produces a clear, Smoo supple, heal
oin.” Botties of SULPHOLINE sold ary ucher G. W. WILSON & CO.
in Canada. 2 ST. SWITHIN STREET,. ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND.

Wholesale Agents, LYMAN BROS., Toronto
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THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY’S
GLOVES

The ““Cynthia’’ Ladies’ Wash-
able ¢ Kid,”” in White, Pas-
tel, Putty, Greys, Beavers,
Tans, Browns, Navy and
Black, 3 Buttons, 2/6 per
pair,

Ladies’ Tan Rainproof Cape
Gloves (English make),
Spear Points, Prix-seam
Sewn, 2 Large Press
Buttons.

Washable Rainproof Cape,

(English make), Piqué

Sewn, Imperial Points, in

Tan or Oak Shades, 2

Large White Pearl Buttons.
2/10 per pair; 3 pairs for 8/3.

Ladies’ Real Gazelle Gloves, in Beaver, Tan or
Grey, Fair Seam Points, 2 Press Buttons, 2/11
per pair,

Ladies’ Real Reindeer, Piqué Sewn, Fair Seam
POints, in Dark Tan, Beaver and Grey, 2 Horn
Press Buttons, 4/11 per pair.

The “Hestia,” Superior Quality French Suede
Gloves, Piqué Sewn, in Black, Greys, Tans,
Beavers, Browns and Navy, with Self Braid
Points, 3 Press Buttons, 2/10 per pair.

12-Button Length Mousquetaire Fine Glace “Kid”’
Gloves, in White, Cream, Biscuit, Lavender,
Grey, Beaver, Tan, Brown, Navy and Black,
3/6 per pair.

12-Button Length Mousquetaire French Suede
Gloves, in Black, White, Cream, Lavender,

(%reys, Biscuit, Pastel, Putty, Beavers, Tans,
Navy and all light shades, 3/6 per pair.

Ladies’ Brown

or Black

Chevrette
(English
make), Piqué
Sewn, Wool
Lining, with-
out Fur Top,
3 Press But-
tons, 2/10
per pair.

1 Clasp

Chevrette
deep Opos-
sum Fur
Tops, Wool
Lining, in
Black and
B{o W n
Shades, 3/3 per pair.

Ladies’ Fine Chevrette, in Grey with Grey Fur
Tops, and Brown with Brown Fur Tops, Half
Squirrel lined, 1 Press Button, as illustration,
5/6 per pair.

Superior Quality English Doeskin Gloves, in useful
Tan or Grey Shade, Wool Lining, Piqué Sewn,
Strap and Press Button, 3/6 per pair.

Superior Quality Tan Cape Gloves, Wool Lining,
Piqué Sewn, Strap and Press Button, 4/6 per
pair.

Ladies’ Imitation Sealskin Gloves, Wool Lining,
Leather Palms, Elastic Wrist, 6/3 per pair.

Ladies’ Imitation Sealskin Gloves, lined Fur
throughout, Leather Palms, 11/6 per pair.

Ladies’ Bearskin Gauntlets, lined White Lambskin,
Leather Palms, 8/6 per pair.

Write for illustrated Price List, free on application, to the office of The Cana-
dian Magazine or mailed direct from London.

Postal and Post Office Orders to be made payable to the London Glove Company, at the General Post Office

45 & 45A CHEAPSIDE, E.C., & 82 & 83 NEW BOND STREET W., LONDON, ENGLAND

13
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We want you to send us

a 2 cent stamp (to cover
mailing) for trial sample of

@lverls
oth Yowder

(The Popular English Dentifrice).

The contents are quite sufficient to show how thoroughly
it cleans, how nicely it polishes the teeth, and how refreshing
it is to the mouth.

But it needs regular use over a longer period to appreciate
the full value of its famous cleansing and antiseptic properties,
proof of which has been so repeatedly given by the
preservation of the teeth in the best possible condition, both
for use and ornament.

In tins, new style (with patent top for tapping out the Powder on to the brush),
15 and 30 cents. In larger tins, old style (without this special top), economical sizes to
buy, 45 cents and $1. €5 (1 1b.) In glass bottles with sprinkler stopper, convenient for
travelling, etc., 35 cents,

F.C. CALVERT & CO., 349, Dorchester St. West, Montreal,

N

Works—Manchester, England.
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MAGIC LANTERNS

BIOSCOPES
HUGHES’ MARVELLOUS PAMPHENGOS

Efmn Oiltm.ghted Lantern Extant. Nearly 4,000 Sold. 130 Candle-power
SO‘;':‘: %{llllgnt 12 ft. pictures. Further reduced to £3 5s. Hand-
SRR lU[;llal:G Lanterns, £6 10s. Grand Triples, supplied to
uinnne atti, Professor Malden, Royal Poly technic, Dr. Gratten
of 80, 0‘(’)%3- Magnificently Illustrated Catalogue. post free. List
’ Slides, 6d. post free. Bijou Illustrated Catalogue, etc.,

© Post free, Cheapest d Best i
Outfits in i Worﬁf_s an est Lantern and Bioscope

YUghes’' Bioscope attachment. Gives 16 ft. pictures.
Reduced to £77s. Worth £20.

Living Picture Machines. From
£21. A combined lantern and
M cinematograph.
R Hughes’ Cinematograph
j/Peep Show. Greatest money-
taker known. Animated pictures
in the open air for twenty people.
Not a toy. Complete. £21 10s.

Bijou Acetylene ditto, £12 12s.
Delightful results. Coins money.

Gra
€rag, ndelx}:]e]nll}!%trated Catalogue of all Cinematographs, Cam-
trateq fil OPIng Apparatus, etc., post free, 9d. Grandly Illus-
m list, post ree, 7d,
GREAT LANTERN HOUSE FOR OPTICAL
\ LANTERNS AND SLIDES
« C, H

82 BRE:WSUGHES & CO., Specialists
L ORTOMER R Ringsr.ano, London, N, England

&

£ Hughes’ Drawing Room Cinemat-
=2 ograph, £33s. Complete with Oil Lamp.
£s Hughes’ Imperial Bioscope. A
= revelation in Cinematographs. Film regis-
ég ered, reversed and coloured while running.
2 Splendid results. The King of

* * * *

FREE TO PICTURE
LOVERS

Illustrated Fine
Art Catalogue
of Engravings,
Ph otogravures,
Etchings, &c.
(published at 21s.
each and up-
wards, and UN-
OBTAINABLE
ELSEWHERE,
now offered from
25. 6d.each),sent
post free on
application to
any part of the
world on receipt
of request men-
From the painting by | tion i ng Cana-
Lord Leighton, P.R.A.| ;.. Magazine.
Address The Becretary:

OXFORD FINE ART GALLERIES
Artistic Photographic Co., Ltd.
90 and 92 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. Est. 1880

* * * *

CHILDREN TEETHING

Mothers who value their own comfort and the welfare
of their children should never: be without a packet of

DOCTOR STEDMANS

TEETHING POWDERS

for use throughout this critical period.
get the “Teething” Powders, and observe the trade P oM e
mark, a Gum Lancet, on each packet and powder. TRADE MARK

Be sure you

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
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A happy, healthy
child has a natural
appetite for sweets.
Be sure the sweets are
pure and wholesome.
A favourite sweet of
the merry children of

merry England is

Callard & Bowser’s
Butter-Scotch.

The ** Lancet” says :—
“Really wholesome
confectionery.”

MANUFAGTORY, LONDON

SOOTHING

Powders

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT.
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, etc.

Preserve a healthy state of the constitution
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.

Next-of-Kin and Heirs Wanted
A FORTUNE MAY AWAIT YOU.

UNCLAIMED MONEY.

£100,000,000 'NCHANCERY

Every man and woman should buy DOUGAL'S Complete
| Index Register to Next-of-Kin, &c., containing nearly 500
pages, which gives valuable information regarding Money in
Chancery and elsewhere. Price 73 Cents, Post Free.

F. H. DOUGAL & G0, undertake Searches and Enquiries of
any description in all parts of the World, No Agents.

F. H. DOUGAL & GCO., Law Agents. Established 1832

453 Stra.nd, LOﬂdOll, Eng. Over6o Vears Reputation.
Mention this magazine

The G- W.W.
Lantern Slides

have been declared by the greatest Lantern
Expert in the country to be

“THE BEST IN THIS WORLD.”

There is nothing like them in the market
either for quality or the extent of the series,
which contains many thousand views of Eng-
land, Scotland, Ireland and the Contlinent.
Lists free on application to the sole makers

WILSON BROS.

LOCH HEAD HOUSE, ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND.

RHEUMATISM

Fhe lest tesnedy oz

BLAIRS PILLS

PURELY NO RESTRAINT
VEGETABLE OF DIET

sALL DRUGGISTS AND STORES
40c. ano $1.00 a Box

Speaking about Coffee

Did you ever try

‘Camp

COFFEE ?

If not, you have no idea how good it is;
how much superior to everything el e,
how easy to make, and how economicalin
use. Just try a bottle next time you want
coffee—follow the directions on the label,
and you'll be asto ished. It is so good.

R, Paterson & S.ns, Coffee Specialists, Glasgow.




 THE BEST OF FRIENDS

S XMAS TIME IS5

D.& J.M$ CALLUMS ‘PERFECTION"SCOTCH WHISKY

You can offer it with pride and confidence to the most exacting connoisseur, certain of his
dPpreciation of its age, purity and flavour. The best of Christmas Presents for your
friends and indispensable: for your own social gatherings. Sold by all leading Wine
Merchants at home and abroad. Price in U.H., 4/- per Bottle; and in Cases or
3, 6 and 12 Bottles each, for safe despatch to any part of Great Britain.

EUROPEAN AGENCY

Indents promptly” executed at lowest cash prices for »
all kinds of British and Continental goods, including:

B°°t5~ Shoes and Leather ' Chemicals and Druggists’ Sundries
China, Earthenware and Glassware Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods
aney Goods, Perfumery and Stationery =~ Hardware and Machinery
otographic and Optical Goods Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, etc.
Commission 28% to 5% Trade Discounts Allowed
Original Invoices Supplied Special Quotations on Demand

Sample Cases from £10 upwards Consignments of Produce Sold on Account

WILLIAM WILSON @ SONS

(Established 1814)
Cable Address: “ANNUAIRE, LONDON.” 25 Abchurch Lane, London, E.C,
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The Macmillan Holiday Books

RUDYARD KIPLING—*‘ Puck of Pook’s Hill,” illustrated $1.50

“‘Certainly Kipling at his very best.”— Zoronto Mail.

‘“ A masterpiece of a most difficult kind.”— Zondon Standard.

“Destined for a place near the top. This is Kipling at his best. It is Kipling the wizard
who is with us here. Such works of genius have no boundaries of age. Their spell is uni-
versal.”—The Westminster.

JACK LONDON—*‘White Fang,” with coloured illustrations  1.50

The evolution of a wolf, being the reverse of ** The Call of the Wild.”
‘“ An animal story of the first rank.”— Zoronto Star.
“The story is most captivating, and by its power of imagery and description entrances the
reader.”— Zoronto World.

MARION CRAWFORD—‘A Lady of Rome” - - - 1.50

‘“ A story of unusual interest, most human in its attractiveness.”—NV. ¥. Times.
“The strange theme is handled with unfailing delicacy.”— Zoronto Vorld.
*‘ The most notable novel written by Mr. Crawford since the days of Saracinesca.”—Chicago

Record-Herald.

PIERRE LOTI—*

Disenchanted,” a Romance of the Harem 1.25

“Every page is a picture.”—ZLondon Times.
**A love idyll from beginning to end.”—Zondon Daily Telegraph.

STANLEY WEYMAN—* Chippinge Borough” - - o e

An absorbing story of love and politics in England in the days of the Reform Bill.

SEND FOR

THE MACMILLAN

GENERAL AND ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED, TORONTO

EVERY BUSINESS MAN SHOULD READ

The Magazine of Commerce

a [

To

/¥

o
Wi !

e~ 3 \7i[
\

(LY

Of any Newsagent ov Bookstall,
or from The Publisher,
155-6, Cheapsude, London, E.C.

Arrangements have been made

Which is now in its fourth year of publication and has established itself
as the most beautifully illustrated and at the same time the most authori-
tative magazine ever produced in the interests of British trade. It
stands alone in Great Britain as the pioneer of high-class literary work
in the Commercial world. All subjects affecting the Commerce of the
Empire are discussed in ‘‘The Magazine of Commerce,” but every issue
is designed to be of Practical assistance to all classes of business men.

Everyone desirous of keeping in touch with the latest time and
labour saving office appliances should subscribe to “The Magazine of
Commerce.” Geta Copy!

The following are the principal regular features:

Notes of the Month, Commercial Law, Business
Enquiries, Industrial Investments, Engineering,
Shipping and Insurance Notes, Who’s Who in the
World of Commerce, New Patents, Buyer’s Guide

which enable the proprietors to deliver the Magazine at your business or

private address at the rate of 12/-per annum, instead of 16/- as hitherto.
NOTE—Specimen Copy will be sent to any address in the United Kingdom on receipt of 1/= in stamps.
Full particulars as to Advertisement Rates, etc., will be sent on application to

THE MANAGER

THE MAGAZINE OF COMMERCE

155-6 CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.
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Bright Christmas Books

Helena’s Love Story
By GUY THORNE

““A genuine love novel”
CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

THE SAINT

By ANTONIO FOGAZARRO
‘“ A most remarkable novel.”
CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

Hope My Wife
By L. G. MOBERLY
Author of ‘“That Preposterous Will,”

CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

BENITA

“By H. RIDER HAGGARD
Stands at the top of H. Rider
aggard’s list.”

CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

The Dream and the
Business

By JOHN OLIVER HOBBES
(the late Mrs. Craigie)
CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

The Second Book of
Tobiah

By UNA L. SILBERRAD
Author of ‘““The Lady of Lovell.”
CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

THE HEART THAT
KNOWS

By CHAS. G. D. ROBERTS

L3
One of the foremost among
anadian literary men.”

CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

THEMANWHO ROSE
AGAIN
By JOSEPH HOCKING
“His greatest novel.”

CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

KID McGHIE

By S. R. CROCKETT

Author of ‘“ Maid Margaret,”
“The Cherry Ribband,” etc.

CLOTH ONLY, $1.25

RED FOX
CHAS. G. ll)g.yROBERTS

‘“ One of the best animal
books ever published.”

CLOTH ONLY, $2.00

LN
BLISS CARMAN’S POEMS

PIPES O’PAN

COmplete in One Volume
CLOTH, $2.00 NET

MARY CHOLMONDELEY, author of

PRISONERS

‘“The novel of the season.”
CLOTH ONLY, $1.50

The Little Brown
Mouse
‘By MADAME ALBANESSI

¢
A graceful ;
T hastiystory of

CLOTH, COLOR ILLUSTRATED, $1.25

THE OLD TESTAMENT
IN ART

By
WALTER SHAW SPARROW
‘A beautiful gift book."”
4T0 CLOTH, $2.50

Queen ZIXI of IX

By
L. FRANK BAUM
ILLUSTRATED, $1.50

The Bravest Deed |
Ever Saw

As told by Earl Roberts, General
Baden Powell, Rider Haggard,
Winston Churchill and other
writers.

CLOTH ONLY, $1.50

Ask your bookseller for our illustrated Christmas Catalogue, or send for one to us direct

The Copp, Clark Co., Ltd., Publihers, Toronto
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' SELECTED BOOKS FOR

The Best Books of the Year:

The Treasure of Heaven Marie Corelli
‘“This is by all odds the best of Miss Corelli’s books.” $1.25.

Sir Nigel A. Conan Doyle

This story shows Sir Conan Doyle at his best. It is one long succession of exciting adventures, sea fights and
sieges, single encounters and great combats, in which Nigel bears himself most worthily, Nor is the hero less
successful in love than in war, for he wins the heart and hand of the fairest and sweetest maiden in England.
Six illustrations by the Kenneys greatly enhance the attractions of the volume. $1.25.

Jane Cable George Barr McCutcheon

Artist and printer and bookbinder have combined to produce in the new McCutcheon book a specimen of book-
making that has, we believe, no equal in the year’s output of fiction. T'he series of six illustrations in color by
Mr. Harrison Fisher will be greatly admired, $1.25.

The Call of the Blood " Robert Hichens

The unusual feeling for nature and the strange emotional power which made ‘““The Garden of Allah* unique are
even more marked in this later story of southern ardor. $1.25.

Knights Who Fought the Dragon Edwin Leslie

The scene of this story, which is from the ben of a Canadian writer, is laid in *China at the time of the Boxer
riots. Edwin Leslie, by cunning art, and without wearying the reader by tedious description, has given a faithful
description of Chinese thought and manners, $1.00,

The Camerons of Bruce Robert Lorne Richardson

With 5 original illustrations and cover design by Mr. Geo, McElroy. The story opens in Bruce County, Ontario,
and is transferred to the North-West, where the hero encounters a remarkable series of adventures among Indians
and lawless whites. There is abundance of brisk action, much beauty of description, true Western atmosphere,
and a love story. $1.25. :

Cupid and the Candidate Mrs. Leeming Carr

The scene of the story is laid in Ontario, and concerns an election contest in a rural constituency. It is a bright,
racy novelette, with skill in characterization and a marked grasp of the incongruities and inconsistencies that make
human nature worth living with, $1.00.

The White Plumes of Navarre S. R. Crockett

A Romance of the Wars of Religion. With 16 full-page illustrations by W. H. Margetson. Mr. Crockett in this
story leaves his favorite moors and glens of Galloway for the sunny fields of France and Spain. From beginning
to end the story throbs with life and love, and the fight for religious freedom gives it a thrilling interest. $1.25.

A Midsummer Day’s Dream H. B. Marriott Watson

A story with six heroines and one bewildered hero, lost in a tantalizing pursuit of one whose little shoe had be-
witched éllinésand sent him on such a chase as the Prince had for Cinderella. It is another ‘““Cardinal’s Snuff
Box.” «25.

The Pancake Preacher ““ Mack Cloie”

The author of ‘““The Old Orchard,” a story that enjoyed a successful sale and won commendation from many
quarters, presents in ‘“The Pancake Preacher” another tale of village and country life in Ontario, The loves, the
joys and sorrows, the tragedies, the adventures and excitements that make up the sum of life are portrayed with
a sympathetic pen. $1.25,

Wacousta Magjor John Richardson

A Tale of the Pontiac Conspiracy. As a classic of the pioneer days it is considered equal with, if not superior to,
Cooper’s novels of similar subjects, and it well desetves wide reading at the present time. The story is founded
upon incidents connected with the attempt on Fort Detroit by the famous Indian chief, Pontiac, in the year 1763.
The series of illustrations, specially made for this edition by Mr. Chas. W. Jefferys, and the handsome cover de-
sign in colors by the same artist, make it a choice gift-book for Christmas. 1.50.

Studies of Plant Life in Canada Catharine Parr Traill

With 8 engravings in natural colors and 12 half-tone engravings from drawings by Agnes D. Chamberlin, Lovers
of the wildflowers will be pleased to learn that a revised edition of Mrs. Traill’s valuable work (long a prize book

for collectors) has been issued. No expense has been spared to make this edition in typography, illustration and
binding, worthy of the text. $2.00 net; by mail, $2.15.

ON SALE AT ALL BOOKSTORES

WILLIAM BRIGGS, 29-33 Richmond St. West, TORONTO

e
B ——
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GHRISTMAS GIFTS

cMake Your Selection from This List

i it
Ma".lorle’s Canadian Winter Agnes Maule Machar

gf}“s is the first Canadian edition of this attractive story. Like all Miss Machar's writings, it is marked by a spirit
ntense patriotism and a high moral purpose. $1.00.

Among the Immortals R. Walter Wright, B.D.
Songs and Sonnets from the Hebrews

Votional element is prominent throughout, and there are a number of stirring patriotic poems. The book
€serves a place on the book-shelf of the home and library. 00.

Lyrics from the West C. F. P. Conybeare, K.C.

lI1t1 1S an encouraging fact that the West, while making gigantic strides in mqteriul advancement, is at the same
th?ge contribyting its share to the literature of Canada. To those interested in Canadian verse we now commend
S little volume of Mr, Conybeare’s, which contains excellent work. 75 cents.

A Hymn of Empire and Other Poems Frederick George Scott

‘i’slong our Canadian poets a place in the highest rank is, by common consent, assigned to Frederick George Scott,
as atw}(;rk has attracted the attention and won the commendation of .the leadl'ng literary 30urnz§1§ abroad as well
Pany of B¢  There are many fine poems in this little volume that will make it a welcome addition to the com-

so Y of the best in our literature, 786 cents.

hgs and Ssonnets By H. C.

Thi / Published under the auspices of the Tennyson Club of Toronto ]
1ad15 dainty volume of verse makes its appearance in good time for the holiday season. The author is a Toronto
mendw ose work will be recognized as familiar by the readers of the leading magazines of the day. ; We recom-
et the book to all lovers of true poetry as well worthy of a place among the best in our country’s literature,
book fast“—ful_cover design will show a spray of maple leaves in the natural colors, making it an exquisite gift-
A Or Christmas, $1.25.

Ision of Immanuel John Johnstone

interpoem that forms the subject-matter of this book, from the pen of a Western clergyman, is an expansion and

th eim'et-"l'tion of the testimony of John the Baptist to Jesus in John i. 29. The sentiment, the language, the metre,
T h Magery are all in keeping with the subject of the poem. 50 ecents net.
e

Cornflower and Other Poems Jean Blewett

. 1 . 9 b . .
Dafﬁ BleWEtt, by her poems, has succeeded wonderfully, not only in gaining the attention, but the interest and sym-
¥ as well, of her fellow-countrymen, Her previously published book, ‘ Heart Songs,” has been and is very

The de
well d,

?ﬁf;ﬂﬁ:d Thfé new volume will present Mrs. Blewett’s later work, including those poems with which she has
Writerg ﬁ‘-ldlences in her platform recitals, and which have made her, in a wider sense than any other of our
Li » the “‘poet of the people.” $1.00.
Ife

. 2N the Uplands J. D. Freeman

W}:?lelsv(’“e of the most suggestive books of the expositional-deyotional type which has appeared in recent years.

that mlt dEa}s with the most familiar portion of Scripture, being based on the Twenty-third Psalm, it presents
Clateq astqrpl_ece in a strikingly new and illuminating light. The literary charm of this book will be highly- appre-
BlOor. While its message will carry comfort and strength to many hpe_trts. The author occupies the pulpit of the

Qu . treet Baptist Church, Toronto, and is one of the foremost ministers of that denomination. 75 cents net.
et

Talks About Jesus S. D. Gordon
we Another of the ‘“Quiet Talks” Series. 756 cents net.
Sley and His Century W. H. Fitchett

Eplos A Story of Spiritual Forces

Stron?hmg which Dr. Fitchett has written is worth reading, but this, his latest work, is particularly brilliant and

and ] t. Fitchett knows the secret of destroying the microbes of dullness, and charms his reader on every page,

boolk ¢ excellence of the style is matched by the masterly grasp of the materials, making this indeed a notable
" Cloth, 536 pages, with portraits in photogravure. $1.50 net, by mail $1.65.

he Study of Nature and the Vision of God George J. Blewett, Ph.D.

With other Essays on Philosophy

sn'{ap‘gtﬂnt contribution to the literature of Philosophy is from the pen of the recently appointed Professor of
nd Apologetics in Victoria University, Toronto. $1.75 net.

Thi j
Eﬂll?cl

ON SALE AT ALL BOOKSTORES

WILLIAM @RrIcGs, 29-33 Richmond St. West, TORONTO
_—
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q The men who prepared the way for the
prosperity of the present time and laid the
foundations of our national success.

THE MAKERS OF CANADA (6%

q The life-stories of these and other
nation-builders — twenty-seven in all—
what they did and how they did it, their
wonderful influence on their time and
country, and what we owe to them to-day,
are told in THE MAKERS OF CANADA
series of historical biographies.

q Twenty volumes. Written by Canadian
scholars. Printed according to the best
book-making art.

g A national undertaking of unique im-
portance.

q For the first time, a complete and con-
nected story of the development of the
Canadian nation is given in this series of
personal histories.

q A new edition is now being offered at a
popular price.

Full Information if You Ask For it.

Morang & Co., Limited

TORONTO

SYDENHAM
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A Master Stroke

OF INTEREST TO THE BOOKLOVER,

We have just completed what is possibly the best collection of the famous
standard authors in Library bindings ever published. The list is a large
one prepared at a great cost, and we feel should contain one or more

“favorites’’ of interest to the Booklover.

The Text Matter is Perfect
The Paper First Grade
The Bindings all 3-4 Persian ¢7/Morocco

It is difficult to imagine a more handsome combination. The prices are
very low for such books. The plan of distribution is sure to appeal to you.

In past years the term ‘‘Subscription Sets’’ meant that a poor book,
cheaply made, was sold at a high price. Times have changed, however, and
Now the best books, and sets of books, are sold through small payments.
We have devised a new system—the *‘ Cambridge Plan”’ of selling by mail,
W'hiCh saves the purchaser and ourselves money. If you are ‘‘Building a
lerary” you should know about it.

Check with an X the authors you are interested in and return the coupon
to us to-day. We can then send you further details and order forms. If

You wish use a postal card.

“BUILDING-THE-LIBRARY” EDITIONS

Balzac Disraeli Henry Fielding Reade
Bronte Dumas Hugo’s Works Ruskin
Bulwer-Lytton Eliot Jane Austin Scott’s Waverly Novels
Carlyle Emerson Macaulay Shakespeare
g°°per Flaubert Motley Thackeray
DEaudet Gibbon’s Rome Pepy’s Diary Tolstoi
e Foe Guizot's France Edgar Allan Poe Smollett
Dickens Hawthorne’s Works Prescott Voltaire

Please send particulars of authors marked with an Xa No obligation incurred.

THE CAMBRIDGE CORPORATION

LIMITED
GENERAL OFFICES: /ONTREAL
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NO OTHER
CHRISTMAS GIFT

ill so often be a reminder of the giver. Itis
Useful, Practical, Attractive, Lasting, Reli-
able, Popular, Complete, Scientifie, Up To Date
and Authoritative. 25,000 New Words, 2380
Pages, 5000 Illustrations, Editor in Chief
W. T. Harris, Ph.D., LL.D., United States Com-
missioner of Education. Highest Awards at
the St. Louis and Portland Expositions.

The One Great Standard Authority.

Can it truly be said of any other book than
WEBSTER’S INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY
that it is :—
The Standard of the Federal and State Courts?
The Standard of the Governmens Printing Office ?
The Basis of nearly all the Schoolbooks in the
country ? # Indorsed by every State School Super-
intendent? o Universally recommended by College
Presidents and Educators? o Adhered to as Stand-
ard by over 999 of the Newspapers ?

Is it not the BEST GIFT to select?

WEBSTER’S COLLEGIATE DICTIONARY. I
The largest of our abridgments, Regular edition, size 7 x 10
x 26-8in, Thin Paper Edition. size 634 x §5-8 x 1 1-2 in.,
printed from same plates, on bible paper. Unsurpassed for
eleganceé and convenience. 1116 pages and 1400 illustr.tions,

‘Write for “The Story of a Book.”—Free.
G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Springfield, Mass., U. 0. A.
GET THE BEST.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE AD VERTISER

ATrain Load oﬁ)l—(—s

Books to be closed out at less than cost
of paper and printing. Binding free,

Merrill & Baker, Nat. Book Concern, ®
Sims, Wilson & Sims, Colonial Pub. Co. Falled
Standard Pub. House, The Dominion Co. .

We purchased the entire stock of four of these Big Bank-
rupt Book Houses and big quantities of the other two. We
are closing it out now at 10 to 50c on the dollar.

SAMPLE PRICES: TLate copyright books,
were $1.50. “ My prico 38¢. TList includes Eben
Holden, The Sea Wolf, The Spenders, The
Leopard’s Spots, The Christian, To Have and
to Hold and dozens ofothers.

Encyclopedia Britannica,. Half Morocco.
Regularly $36.00. My price $7.75.

Dickens’ Compleie Works, 15 vol. Regular-
$15.00. My price $2.95.
Choice of Fine Cloth Bound Classics, 9¢.

Your Christmas Opportunity

Millions of Books, thousands of titles. Chance of
a lifetime to get almost any book orset of books
you want for next to nothing while stock lasts.

ly

Books Shipped on Approval
subject to examination in your own home before paying. Every book
guaranteed new and satisfactory, or subject to return at my expense.
Write for my big Free Bargain List of this stock before ordering. It
costs nothing. Will save you money. Postal card will bring it.

DAVID B. CLARKSON, THE BOOK BROKER,
1256 Como Building, Chicago.

‘? 23, FATHER CHRISTMAS, SKIDOO!

Beautiful presents for the million, old and young
| Everybody pleased. Send for our catalogue, over 400
‘ illustrations, Everything from a needle to an anchor.

AGENTS WANTED

CANADIAN SUPPLY cCO.

| 36 James Street South, - Hamilton, Ont.

| SPECIAL STUDY

OF SPECIAL QUESTIONS

Let us know what subject you are
particularly interested in and we
shall be glad to send you sample
clippings from Canadian news.

papers.
CANADA PRESS BUREAU
LONDON ONTARIO

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO THIS WINTER?

A FEW MONTHS SPENT AT THE

NORTHER,

\

# OWEN SOUND, ONTARIO

in any of its” departments will be time well spent.
Three courses of study—Business, Shorthand and
Typewriting, and Preparatory,

College now open for the fall term. Students ad-
mitted at any time. Full particulars sent to any ad-

dress free.
C. A. FLEMING, Principal.
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Bishop StrTaﬁlan School

(WYKEHAM HALL)

College Street, Toronto

FORTIETH yEAR

A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN

For Calendar apply to
Miss ACRES, Lady Principal.

Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
Founded 1865
For Calendar and all particulars apply to

REV. OSWALD RIGBY

M.A., (St. John's College, Cambridge), LL.D.
HEAD MASTER

Know a First-Class Business

SCHOOL?

Where one can get a training in Shortﬁand, Bookkeeping or
Telegraphy fitted to the demands of actual experience. The
Central Business College, of Toronto, is a school which combines
superior service and appointments with reasonable rates. It
really consists of three schools under the same roof. Each school
is under the supervision of Specialists. A six months’ course
costs $50.00, and this fee entitles the student to tuition in all
schools: The school maintains an employment department which
looks carefully after students who have completed their courses.
If you are looking for the best in the business school line, it will
pay you to send for catalogues and information to W. H. Shaw,
Principal, Cor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets, Toronto, Ont.
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Toronto Conservatory of Music
Highest Artistic Standards, Diplomas, Scholarships, Free Advantages

Send for Illustrated Calendar.

-

EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor, the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the
University Received
in CHARGE, or to

Major Street, Toronto

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

Young Children also

For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Havergal College

PRINCIPAL—MISS KNOX. First-class Honors Uni-
versity of Oxford, Cambridge University
Diploma in Teaching.

Assisted by three heads of departments: House—
Miss Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; Junior
House and School—Miss Wood, B.A., London, Eng-
land ; Day School--Miss Jones, LL.A., St. Andrews.

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at the Uni-

- versity of Toronto for the Havergal Diploma, and
for the examinations in Music of the Conservatory
and the Toronto College of Music, and in Art of *“I he
Royal Drawing Society,” London, England.

The College offers cxceptional conversational ad-
vantages in French, under a resident French Mistress,

assisted by six resident ‘specialists in modern lan-
guages.

Particular attention is given to physical training
by two graduates of the Boston Normal School of
Physical Culture, who reside in the College, and give
individual care to the pupils. Instructions in swim-
ming will be given in the new swimming bath.

Large grounds adjoin the College, and afford ample
space for tennis, basket ball, cricket, ete., in Summer,
and for hockey upon a full-sized rink in Winter.

A new Junior School is now being erected. The
Curriculum includes, among other subjects, elemen-
tary courses in Cookery, Wood Carving and Basket
Weaving.

A Domestic Science School, with six Departments,
is now being fitted up.

Copies of the Calendar, containing full informa-
tion as to entrance, fees, etc., may be obtained on
application to the Bursar, Toronto, Ont.

versity -+ R. .
beautiful situation,
begins Sept. 13th.

Bishops College School,

Lennoxville, P.Q.

HEADMASTER: REV. E. J. BIDWELL, M.A. \Oxr.)

Well known Boarding School for boys. Przparation for Uni«
M. C. Kingston; or business life,

Fine buildings,
Sepnarate preparatory, Next term
¥, W. FRITH, Secretary.
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Glen ADawr

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

Thorough in all its departments. Gives careful indi-
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training.

Offers great advantages in Music, Art, and Languages,
Native French, and German teachers.

Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fessors and Teachers.

Pupils are prepared for the Universities, and for the
Mugic and Singing Examinations of Toronto University,
the Toronto Comnservatory of Music, and the Toronto
('ollege of Musie,

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

102 Bloor St. East, Toronto

SCUﬂde~r the joint management of MISS
OTT, formerly principal of Girls' Depart-
ment of the Provincial Model School, Toronto,
and MISS MERRICK, formerly of Kingston.

For Circular, apply to Miss Scott.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and con-
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental 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.

ST,

R
esidential and Day Schoot for Boys

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THE SOUTH
A NDR EW’S G O L L E G E @ Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Resiaence. Boys
@ prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Busi-

TORONTO ¢ ness. Rev. D. Bruoe Macdonald, M.A., Principal.
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QUEEN’S COLLEGE AND UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE of this Univ
Classical Literature, Modern and Oriental
Science, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry,

be taken without attendance.

THE LAW COURSE
THE THEOLOGICAL
THE MEDICAL COU
THE SCIENCE COU
THE ARTS AN

For calendar and further informadt:

ersity, leading to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.
Languages, English History, Mental and Mo

Mineralogy, Geology, Botany and Animal B

Sec. and Ph.D., embraces
ral Philosophy, Political
iology. This course can

leads to the degree of LI.B.

COURSE leads to the degree of B.D.

RSE leads to the degree of M.D. and C.M,
RSE leads to the degree of B.Sc.

D LAW COURSES can be taken without attendance.

ion, apply to the Registrar, GEO. Y. CHOWN, Hingston, Ont.
A COLLEGE OF

S C H O O I_ O F M I N I N APPLIED SCIENCE

KINGSTON, ONT.

Affiliated to Queen’s University

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc. Il. Three Years’ Course for Diploma.

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. f. Mechanieal Engineering.,
e. Mineralogy and Geology. &. Electrical Engineering,

d. Chemical Engineering. h. Biology and Public Health,

For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining,

Kingston, Ontario

Aca
4 ar

. ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONTARIO

SURROUNDINGS

ROOMS built specially for the work.
also 18 sound-proof piano rooms and a large Assembl
LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation.
out-door skating rink in winter,
RESIDENCE distinct in its m
| Specialists in every department.
ECO

CLASS.

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—.
demic qualifications, of whoni 8 ar
e European trained teachers of
28 VISITING TEACHERS
Culture 2, Elocution 1, Domestic Sci

14 teachers of the highest
e in residence, and of these
Modern Languages.

Music 19, Art 3, Physical

ence 2.

y Hall.

DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence ; | RD—1905-06: 14 at Universities ; 20 passed examin-
classes average 10 each, ation in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class
PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a s‘i)ecialty; honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory of Music winning

notcontemplating auniversityeducation, 3 first places in honor lists.

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE

There are
Full-sized

anagement from the school,

extended course for those
N
ILLUSTRATED Bi

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, Lady Principal

‘OOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

GEORGE DICKSON, M.A., Director

[Late Principal Upper Canada College, Toronto
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UPPER CANADA
COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONT.

Founded in 1829

PREPARATORY SCHOOL

Principal: Henry W. Auden, M.A.

Senior School and Prepara-

tory School for Bogindaie. Cambridge
e ;

build; % SCh?OIS SR ennate : ; Late Sixth Form Master at Fettes
Ngs with every modern I College, Edinburgh

€quipment upon beautiful
g(;o“"ds. 50 acres in extent and
0 fe‘ft above the level of Lake Ontario.
esident pupils are provided with every care and comfort. Individual attention for every boy.
€ Dumber of day pupils taken is limited
Ourses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Every facility tor the cultivation ot sports and athletics,
X Entrance Scholarships of $75 each, and six of $30 each ; three scholarships in each class being for sons of old pupils.
entrhe College will re-open for the Autumn Term on Wednesday, September 12th, 1906, at 10 a.m. Examinations for
ance scholarships, Saturday, September 15th, 1906. ;
F“Ccesses last year : 4 University scholarships ; 10 first-class honors ; 46 passes ; 3 passes into Royal Military College.

or Calendar and all other information address

MAIN SCHOOL

THE BURSAR, UPPER CANADA COLLEGE, TORONTO, ONTARIO

\

Royal Vicoria College
MONTREAL \

H RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-

versity. Situated on Sherbrooke Street, in close proximity
to the University buildings and laboratories.  Students of the
College are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill University
on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes. In
addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of
, the University, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gym-
nfﬂISium, skating-rink, tennis-courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhi-
_bltiOns awarded annually. Instruction in all branches of music
1n the McGill Conservatorium of Music,

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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Ridley College

_St. Catharines, Ont.

UPPER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for the Uni-
versities and for business.

LOWER SCHOOL

A fine new building, under
charge of H. G. Williams,
Esq., B.A., Vice-Principal.

For Calendar, Etc., apply to

Rev. J. O. MILLER, M.A.

Principal

LAy & SAVIN
COMPANY

TORONTO)

Bank of Hamilton

HEAD OFFICE, HAMILTON

HON. WILLIAM GIBSON - - - - President
J. TURNBULL - - - - General Manager
Pald-Up Capltal. ., /o 0. ooiiidih $ 2,500,000
2,500,000
29,000,000
Branches:
Abernethy, Sask. Fordwich Manitou, Man. Ripley
Alton Georgetown Melfort, Sask. d, Man.
Atwood Gladstone, Man, Miami, Man, Saskatoon, Sask.
Battleford, Sask. Gorrie Midland Simcoe
Beamsville Grimsby Milton Southampton
Berlin Hagersville Minnedosa, Man. Stonewall, Man.
Blyth Hamilton Mitchell Swan Lake, Man,
Bradwardine, M. “  Barton St. Moorefield. Teeswater
Brandon, Man. “  Deering Br.Moose Jaw, Sask. Toronto—
rantfor ‘“  East End Morden, Man, College & Ossing'n
Carberry, Man. ‘¢ West End Niagara Falls % een & Spadina
Carman, Man. Hamiota, Man. Niagara FallsSouth Toronto Junction
Chesley Indian BM, Sask. Orangeville Vancouver, B.C.
Delhi Jarvis Owen Sound nghl.m
'S Kamloops, B.C. reton ‘Winkler, Man.
Kenton, Man. Pﬂot l(ound Man. Winnipeg, Man.
Dunnville Killarney, Man. Plum COu.lee. Man. Winnipeg, Man.—
Ethel 7 Listowel Port Elgin Grain Exchange
Fernie, B.C. Lucknow Port Rowan Wroxeter

Corr ndents in Great Britain—The National Provincial Bank of
England, ited.
Ouvrulpondontl in United sutu.—New York—Hanover National Bank
urth Bank 1 Trust C.

Fo a1
ln.rlne National Bank, Chi Conti 1 Nati
National Bank. Detroit—Old Detroit National Bank. Kansas City—National
Bank of Commerce. Philadelphia—Merchants National Bank. St. Louis—
Third National Bank. San Francisco—Crocker-Woolworth National Bank.
pittsburg—Mellon National Bank.

Collections effected in all parts of Canada promptly and cheaply
Savings Banks at all offices.

Correspondence Solicited

THE
LOndOn Llfe
Insurance Company

LONDON, CANADA

No Speculative Securities
EARNS

A High Rate of Interest

ON ITS INVESTMENTS
(5.73% IN 1905). PAYS

Profits Equal to Estimates

Get full particulars from any Agent

of the Company or write direct
to the Head Office
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anada Permanent Mortgage Corporation f| |

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT:

Withdrawal Balance

24

SN AN

A Savings Account the First
Step Towards Success

What Christmas gift could be more appropriate or productive ot
such lasting benefit as one which may prove to be the foundation

of the future success of your boy or girl? A Savings Account
will encourage thrift, \teath economy and develop the saving
habit. Open one in the child’'s name with this Corporation—it may
begin with one dollar —and encourage frequent additions to it. In
the meantime it will be absolutely sate, being secured by more than
EIGHT MILLION DOLLARS of fully-paid Capital and Reserve,
and it will bear interestat THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CENT.
PER ANNUM, compounded every six months. One dollar de-
posited each month will amount in ten years to $143.65, in fifteen
years to $236 48, and in twenty years to $346.90. Accounts may
be opened and deposits made by mail as conveniently as by a per-
sonal visit to the office. Send to-day for new booklet.

9

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
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1905
Another Successful Year

FOR THE

Northern Lifq

Insurance written . $1,383.385.00 7
Insurance in force . 4,710,554.00 147
Premium income . . 164,440.51 16%
Interest income . . . 23,278.2 )4
Total assets . . . . 0588,344.73 Uy

‘“ Government reserve
securicy 107 Policyholders 394,269.91 27%

To Agents who can Produce Business
Good Contracts will be Given

JOHN MILNE, Managing Director
LONDON, ONTARIO

THE

STRONGEST ENDORSEMENT

has been given by the insuring
public to: the methods of The
Great-West Life Assurance Co.
Immediately following the recent
investigation, the Company wrote
its largest single week’s business
on record—$345,600.

October, 1906, was the most pro-
ductive month, save one, in the
Company’s history.

Over $27,500,000 of business is
now in force—an addition of al-
most $2,500,000 since the in-

. vestigation.

Low rates, high profits to Policy-
holders, and careful, conserva-
tive management, account for
the Company’s reputation.

RATES ON REQUEST

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE, WINNIPEG '

as the

' Continent

Cant Atford It

is frequently offered as a reason for
not insuring.  This however is in re-
ality the strongest possible reason why
a policy should be secured at once.

q If you find it difficult to save the
amount of an insurance premium, what
would the withdrawal of your support
mean to your family?

q The strong financial position of the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

enables you to make certain provision
for dependents, and the cost is small
in proportion to the benefits received.

€ Why not insure now?

HOME OFFICE: TORONTO, ONT.

J- L. BLAIKIE - - - - President
L. GOLDMAN - - - Man. Director
W. B. TAYLOR - - - Secretary
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Why? When? Where?

OU ASK ME, “Why should I insure my life?’”’ and I answer
because life is & precious inheritance and should be protected by
life insurance in my own and my family’s interests.

C “When should I insure?”’ To-day, while my health is good, is the
psychological time to take out a substantial policy; for life and health
are both uncertain—

“And such is human life; so gliding on,
It flashes like a meteor and is gone!”’

€ And as to your last question, “‘Where should I insure?”’ I answer,
without a moment’s hesitation, in

ANCE
55"

OF CANADA,
because I desire to hold my policy in a thoroughly sound Canadian
ompany doing a prosperous and safe business along scientific and
popular lines, and I want it in a Mutual Company which not only
guarantees insurance at net cost but gives its policyholders a voice in
the management of its affairs.
C The Mutual Life of Canada is just such a Company, and the only
one in Canada. It is noted for its low expense and death ratios, for
1ts excellent investments, for its superior interest-earning power, for
lts- unsurpassed dividends to policyholders, for its liberal cash and
paid-up values, for its non-forfeitable, automatic extended insurance
and other valuable privileges, for its prompt settlement of death and
endowment claims; for its just, fair and honorable dealings, and in

fact for everything that is calculated to enhance and conserve the
best interests of its policyholders.

A Policy" in this Company~ Pays

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, A. HOSKIN, }Viw I I e
President HON. JUSTICE BRITTON, ¥
CEORGE WEGENAST, Manager W. H. RIDDELL, Secretary

————
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ATIONAL~TRUST

I N\COMPANY-~-LIMITED.

18~22 KING ST.E. TORONTO.

a1 | I |

CAPITAL $1000.000 RESERVE $400,000

ASSETS UNDER ADMINISTRATION $9,400,000

ACTS AS— :
Executor and Trustee under Will. .

AFFORDS ITS CLIENTS—
1. Security.
2. Business Management.
3. Prompt Investment of Trust Funds.

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital paid up, ~ - $1,000,000
Reserve Fund, - - $1,000,000
Undivided Profits, - - $ 133,133

DIRECTORS
S. J. MOORE, Esq., President D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-President
HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
| JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

GENERAL BANKING SAVINGS DEPARTMENT
BUSINESS AT ALL BRANCHES
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Confederation Life

ASSOCIATION

IMMEDIATE
PAYMENT

Promptness in meeting
claims has been for many
years a point to which
this company has given
Special attention. It is
the invariable rule to pay
all claims immediately on
approval of proofs of
death, thus placing ready
money in the hands of
the beneficiary at the
time when it is often
most needed.

PAYMENTS TO
POLICY-
HOLDERS

Since organization the
Confederation Life Assoc-
iation has paid over

$10,000,000.00

to policyholders, and for
every $100 received the
Company has paid or
holds for the benefit of
policyholders

$103.94.

W. H. BEATTY, Esq.

PRESIDENT

HON. SIR W. P. HOWLAND

A. MCLEAN HOWARD

D. R. WILKIE
w.c. MACDONALD, S8ecrETARY AND ACTUARY

W. D. MATTHEWS, Esq.
FREDERICK WYLD, EsqQ.

DIRECTORS :

HON. JAS. YOUNG
8. NORDHEIMER

VICE-PRESIDENTS

o GEO. MITCHELL
E. B. OSLER
WM. WHYTE

J. K. MACDONALD, MaNAGNG DIRECTOR

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.
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THE

FEDERAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE
HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets - - - $3,293,918 98
Paid to Policyholders in 1905 - 236,425 85
Assurance written in 1905 - - 3,329,587 08

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER
President and Managing Director

The Boy's Oun Pape
The Girls Oun HPaper
These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
juvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’

‘ stories contribute to their pages and every issue is beautifully
* illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and home-
life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a useful

‘ " character—the kind in which boys and girls delight. Sub-
scribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, ten cents per copy, $1.20 per year.

Iﬂﬂarhm:k Brog. & Rutter, Bimited

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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TEE

CANADIAN
MA GAZINE

is only one of the specimens of Good Printing

from the presses of The Hunter-Rose Company,

Limited.—— They also do the printing of the
following well-known publications :

The Railway and Marine World
Canadian Horticulturist
The Bulletin
The Canadian Dairyman
Office and Field
Canadian Meat and Produce Journal
The Canadian Florist

and the Catalogues, Blank Book Work and
Bindings for some of Canada’s leading business
firms, forms no small part of their yearly output

| —— WRITE THEM REGARDING YOUR REQUIREMENTS IN THE

PRINTING LINE—THEY WILL MAKE YOU A CAREFUL ESTIMATE

The Blunter-Rose

- Company

LIMITED

PRINTERS—PUBLISHERS—BOOKBINDERS

TEMPLE BUILDING

~ TORONTO

CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS
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R oast Turkey with
the Juices in

Select a young, plump and tender bird.

Dress, wash, season as usual, and spread inside and
outside, w1th softened butter, well rubbed in.

Be sure to moisten the dressing thoroughly with
bouillon made with Armour’s Extract of Beef and boiling

water. ‘Then stuff, truss and place on rack in dripping pan.
Baste frequently with

4
Arinours
EXTRACT o~ BEEF

—made into a rich gravy. This not only preserves the natural
juices, but adds succulence and the appetizing flavor of Armour’s
Extract of Beef.

To make Holiday dinners successful, use Armour’s Extract of Beef
throughout—a savory stock, sauce and seasoning for all sorts of dishes.

Only one-fourth as much is required as of other meat stocks.

Left-over portions of turkey may be utilized delightfully, with
Armour’s Extract of Beef — for Stews, French Hash on Toast,
Fricandeau, PAté, Grilled Bones, and in Soup.

Send to Armour & Company, Chicago, jfor their Cook Book,

“Culinary Wrinkles.” It contains scores of useful cookmg
hints, and rvecipes for delightfully different dishes.

ARMOUR Anp COMPANY
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Jerusalem and Its Environments
By JEAN TEMPLER

s T_ last the dream of a life-
Jl ttime was about to become a
y| reality. At high noon on
O | April sth, 1904, the Grosser
Ger:n\‘J Kurfurst, a steamer of the
s mﬂn .Stea.m Lloyd Company, found
4 oorings in the open roadstead before
Can?{d "On board were eight hundred
e lan and American pilgrims on
Sund'“fa'v to atiend the World’s] Fourth
eru:%-SChool Convention, to be held in
task;a em. TLanding at Jaffa is no easy
nati;’e and hence no sinecure for the
with f;‘}Wers; but they handled the: oars
. roushln and we were safely piloted
piledg the great rocks and boulders
&lqng the harbour front.
4 fllff”t 1s the gateway through which
. sands of pilgrims—Christians and
S—enter the Holy Land every year.
pil 21 our contingent of Jerusalem
0b§ g:lis stepped on shore we were
SWagm to push our way through the
Btk dOf Orientals that curiously
Squalig our coming. The one narrow,
paid ¢ street was trfl_versed and a visit
e do the house of Simon the Tanner.
statio fagoman next led the way to the
Streetn’n and, as we passed along the
e and saw the children in their
hag(;i i;»r}d ﬁlthlpess, we felt that Dorcas
S eft _fe\v, if any, SUCCESSOTS. "I.‘he
= Citizens were in a condition
LAk toy JUnattractive, and it was dlﬂi—
i Jmagine that one of the chief
. Ties in Jaffa was a soap factory.
Rk 'O&le of the oldest cities in Pales-
i Jaffa was the scene of many in-
Irlx ents cl}ronicled in the Old Testa-
ch?tS Slcnptures. It was at this port
fro K omon landed the cedars brought
M Mount Lebanon for the Temple

99

building. It was here that Jonah -took
his passage for another land when God
wanted him to go and warn the people
of Nineveh regarding their impending
doom, and when the land was parcelled
out to the tribes of Israel, Jaffa was the
capital of the portion that fell to Dan.
The small compartment coaches were
soon filled with passengers, and the first
train moved out towards Jerusalem,
thirty-three miles inland. Beautifulorange
groves, with their wealth of golden fruit,
clustered around the city, and delicious
were the odours wafted to us on the
afternoon breeze. Delightful old olive
orchards and large sycamore groves were

WATER-CARRIER WITH GOAT-SKIN WATER BOTTLE
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THE CHANNEL AT JAFFA (JOPPA), THE PORT OF JERUSALEM

passed, and we were out upon the plains
of Sharon.  Great fields of grain lay along
our route and near-by ploughmen in
sheepskins prepared the soil for other
crops. Here a camel drew a primitive
plough, there an ox and an ass plodded
along together. The whistle of the train
started a pair of oxen across the field at
a lively pace—to the great indignation of
their driver, and the irrepressible merri-
ment of the pilgrims. Cactus fences
often hedged the way, and flocks of sheep
and goats fed under the shepherd’s watch-
ful care. A beautiful lake reflecting a row
of native huts attracted our attention.
We watched it for several minutes in
wonder at the perfect picture thrown up
from the surface of the water.

“It’s a mirage,” some one commented,
and instantly everybody looked wise.
The deception had been complete and
nobody pretended to laugh. We had
ridden twenty miles over the rich plains,
passing several villages, whose dome-
shaped houses were built of sod, and were
about to enter the rocky gorge leading
through the barren Judean hills. To the
left lay the little valley of Ajalon where
Joshua commanded the sun to stand still.
Nearer the railroad excavators were at
work in the ruins of old Gezer, the royal

. city of the Canaanites, which had formed
part of the dowry of Pharaoh’s daughter
when she was married to Solomon. Our
train rattled by the brook where David
gathered the pebbles with which he slew
the giant Goliath, and we were passing

through Samson’s country, the scene of his
birth, and also of his exploits against the
Philistines.  Flocks of black goats fed on
the sparse pasturage of the hillsides, and
occasional shepherds with their sheep
occupied little fertile flats. Just across -
the narrow ravine of the valley of Hinnom,
high on its rocky butments, loomed the
great embattled walls behind which lay
the city of Jerusalem. It was just twenty-
five minutes past six o’clock on the fifth of
April.

Our feelings can be better imagined
than described; even the most thought-
less were hushed to silence. Only for a
moment were we permitted to' enjoy our
delightful reverie. The rattle of carriage
wheels and the shouts of drivers warned
us that further meditation was impossible,
and we hastened to the conveyance that
was to carry us over the bridge spanning
the ravine and along the eastern side to the
city gate. Notre Dame, a Roman Cath-
olic convent which sheltered over three
hundred and fifty of our pilgrims, stands
across the street from the new gate in the
north-west corner of the city wall. It was
a cold, gloomy-looking building, stone
walls, stone floors, stone stairways; yet
the kindness of the attendants and the
warm cheer brought in by the pilgrims
made our stay a very happy one. Bright
and early we were astir the next morning,
and hastened from the third floor up two
flights of stairs, where we stood upon the
flat roof, protected by a stone parapet.
Jerusalem, the city of David, lay before
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JERUSALEM—DAMASCUS GATE

! r

:)liér EOIlsler to our left lay Olivet, and
redd €r sacred brow the rising sun had
heHEd the eastern sky. Softly, tender-
Sléep(ia;cwa'rm beams of light fell upon the
i g city, and silently we lifted our
Woi i lfn thanksgiving to our God for the
i rful privilege we were permitted to
5 ) -1 Then, as the sun shone forth in all
SPlendour, a pan of joy and gladness

st from our lips: : i
raise God from whom all blessings flow:
::il;: g:m all creatures here geIO\:'; i,

raise m above ye heavenly host;

besnes ather, Son and Holy Ghost.
Sionhe\/[Mount of the Ascen-
. yTA ount Zion, Calvary,
Chigii lffmple Area and the
e of the Holy Sepulchre,
gy ?Slly distinguished, as
i ad been familiar with
had Pictures from early child-
L Gladly we obeyed the
o tast summons, for, im-
ehterat }fly_after, we were to
L €cty gate. Jerusalem
fhe \Ymost Interesting city in
; us‘;’r}:(iit- V}'e }flirs} 11;ead of
v of the Jebusites
fuptured by David and made
o nfapnal of his empire.
ey 01} enclosed the city
e 1\\ alls and built the
e Pfe 4s a permanent sanctu-
5 101 Worship. . It occupies a
sid'e and, around the three
esof which run deep ravines.
€ valley of Jehosaphat, or

edron, rupg n i
early straight
ilﬁilg the east side. The

i : e
Y of Hinnom, beginning

at the north-west corner, runs along the
west and south sides, joining the valley of
Jehosaphat near the Pool of Siloam. In
the rainy season their waters rush together
and on down the gorge to mingle with
the waters of the Dead Sea.

Modern Jerusalem is an irregular quad-
rangle, built on an accumulation of debris
from forty to one hundred feet deep. A
massive wall two and a half miles in cir-
cuit, from ten to twelve feet thick, and
varying in height from twenty to seventy-
five feet, surrounds it. The houses are of

‘“BAKSHEESH !”’

Taken on Herod's Colonnade, Samaria
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A STREET IN JERUSALEM

stone with flat or dome-shaped roofs.
The streets are paved with small, irregular
stones, and are narrow,

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

guide, ““and it is the only street where
a carriage can go.”

We turned to look at the Tower
of David that guarded the entrance, a
great stronghold built over the palace of
Herod.

“What animals are those boys carry-
ing?” innocently asked one of our com-
pany. Abraham’s merry laugh was the
only answer, and just then two more lads

issued from a side alley close by. The
laugh became general.
“These are water bottles,” explained

our guide, as he greeted the hds in Arabic
and asked them to let us look at the
curious vessels. ‘“You see, they are goat-
skin bottles, and if you go to Hebron, you
will see the tannery .where they are pre-
pared.”

We could distinguish the Jews by their
peculiar fur head-dress. Their sad faces
drew many expressions of sympathy from
our party, and the feeling was greatly
deepened before nightfall. Manyg por-
tions of the streets were arched over'and

crooked and filthy. The popu-
lation is cosmopolitan, com-
prising Jews, Greeks, Ar-
menians, Syrians and a few
Abyssinians, and numbering
about twenty-five thousand.

“The Mosque of Omar,
who’s going to see the
Mosque ?” we heard a bright
young Hebrew ask in ex-
cellent English, just as we
came into the hall. We liked
the earnest, intelligent face of
the lad and attached ourselves
to his party. The entrance
to the city was made in the
west wall, through Jaffa gate,
which overlooked Tophet,
that part of the Hinnom valley
that had been the scene of
such awful carnage in the
early history of the city.

“This gate,” said Abraham,
“was enlarged a few years
ago, when the German Em-
peror visited Jerusalem.”

We stepped through the
great archway. ‘“This is St.
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curious eyes looked down upon us from
lat‘t‘lced windows.
han}}? Temple Area,” explained Abra-
e d;) lwe_stepped through a gateway
wild?l .?(\Lgtlful green sward dotted with
b f)\x ers, and here and there a cypress
olive tree; “there are thirty-five acres
enclosed within these walls.”
. We did not need to be told that the
onderful building across from us was the
v Ogglue of S)mar, which occupied the site
o Omon s temple. A raised platform
agstones surrounded the Moslem
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green and gold mosaic. Costly marble
pillars support the ceiling and, with the
rich curtains, form a screen between the
outer and the inner corridors.

Immediately under the dome is a great
mass of natural rock.

“The Sakhra, or Sacred Rock, it is
called,” Abraham informed us. “It is
the top of Mount Moriah and was enclosed
in Solomon’s Temple. It was here that
Father Abraham was about to offer up
his son Isaac as a sacrifice, when the voice
of God stayed his hand. David sacrificed

VALLEY OF HINNOM

t ;
fmple. A Turkish soldier, armed with

Efl?lr(rimdggle logking weapons, joined us,
gUidez’l- ed bits of mform.atlon to our
5 s ready store, grunting an occa-
nal dissent to his story.
€ Mosque is octagonal in shape, each
mou::egsErmg sixty-six feet, and it i:s‘ sur-
K hs 2 y a dome, the top of which is
groundn ;ed‘and seventy feet from the
eVeral‘M Loiseg magnificent structure.
o Adohammedan priests stood by the
enter, tin before we were permitted to
Bt 7ey drew a pair of shpper§ on each
thos 1“ ?F our shoes. The interior of the
Ple 1s richly ornamented in purple,

side

the oxen here for having numbered the
children of Israel.”

A fence, forty-three by fifty-seven feet,
guards the rock from profane fingers, and
a canopy of crimson silk is gracefully
draped over it. It was on this rock that
the Jews built their sacrificial altars, and
the furrows that scarred it were doubtless
chiselled by the hand of man to carry off
the blood from the sacrifice.

“The Moslems claim that the rock is
suspended in-the air,” Abraham told us,
as we stood by the wall enclosing it, “‘and
these marks,” pointing to the print of a
hand, “were made by the hand of the
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AN OLIVE TREE ON THE PLAINS OF SHARON

angel Gabriel, who stayed the rock as it
was following Mahomet up to heaven.
Come with me and I’ll show you.”

We followed him down a flight of steps
to a rock-hewn chamber beneath. We
could see no visible means of support to
the rock overhead. A circular slab lay
at our feet.

“Under this is the Well of Souls,” we
were informed. “No female is allowed
to look down into its hidden depths.
Women used to have the privilege, but
they carried away so many secrets. Two
or three were hung, but it did not have
the desired effect, so they have been shut
out entirely. No, no! Christian men
can’t look in,” Abraham quickly added,
as one of our gentlemen stooped down and
touched the stone. The armed soldier
had stepped quickly forward. Nothing
escaped his watchful eye.

Before leaving the temple we were
shown a couple of hairs—valuable and
. sacred relics—sacred because they were
from the beard of Mahomet, and valuable
because when Mahomet comes to judge
the people of the earth these hairs will
turn into golden cables and be stretched
from Mount Olivet to the Golden Gate in

the east wall. Here they will form a bridge
over which all the faithful shall pass into
the City of Rest.

Friday afternoon we visited the Jews’
Wailing Place. A large number of Jews,
men and women, stood along a portion of
the wall on the north side of the Temple
Area, and just over the wall' had stood
Solomon’s temple. The Moslem will not
permit the Jews to enter the Area, so they
gather here every Friday to weep and wail
over the downfall of Israel, and to pray to
God for her restoration. For several
yards the old grey wall was worn as smooth
as glass with their kisses. Their agony
was pitiful to witness, and we better under-
stood why the old Jews always had such
a sad visage.

For sixteen hundred years the Church
of the Holy Sepulchre has marked the
place of the crucifixion. Abraham’s fund
of information seemed in no way dimin-
ished. “This church,” said he, “was
built by order of St. Helena, mother of
Constantine the Great, to mark the spot
where our Saviour was crucified.”

Several chapels were built around the
central one, which belongs to the Greeks,
and five or six Christian bodies worship
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In the different chapels, each claim-
ing that their building covers the spot
where some incident of the crucifixion
took place. The interiors were dec-
i)l‘ated with gaudy tinsel trappings and
Amps, and candles lit up the dark
Plz'tces. Several hundred Russian pil-
8r s almost blocked the way.

Are these armed Turks here to
Wa‘t‘ch these pilgrims ?” some one asked.
£ hino.d replied Abraham, “they

ave to be here all the time to keep the
thhrlstlans from going at each other’s
Tfoats! They quarrel so all the time.”
L Here,‘near' the place where the
on of God died to save a lost world,
His followers quarrel and fight over
1m3§11nz'try sites and the end is not yet.
; This,” said our guide, pointing to
4 small marble structure, “‘is the sepul-
chre,” ’
Crert}‘l a lighted taper in hand we
: Pt into a small doorway and saw
e plaa:e where the body of our
: (ilr:fllg)}lr 1s reputed to have lain in the
P then‘ we passed into the Greek
theI:jey Wthh~IS immediately under
o to}rlne. It is more richly ador.ned
ey ¢ others. Golden candlesticks
i crucifixes, and the gold cloth on
. altar glittered in the light of
ur‘nerous lamps and candles.
_FI'OI_n under this pillar,” said our
sgtuz;r(ligf Indicating a small stone pillar
s flng in the centre, ‘“‘was taken the
el rgfmt;vhlch Adam was made. The
e e world, it is called by the
WeD‘:scending a few steps to a lower level
iy ere shown to a chapel erected to the
i a5 of St. Helena, and we sat in a
alr said to have been used by the princess.
emarble slab lying at the door marked
threipo}tl where the crosses had been found
i undred years after Golgotha’s
roc’i 1y, and on an elevation of natural
e hlri Eh.e Gree;k chapel we were shown
=5 O.es’ln which they had stood when
o anity’s debt was paid by the Gali-

Soiiavéng this ancient church by the
Straet oor, we walked down Christian
S PWe paused for a few moments
iy ool of Hezekiah, and reviewed in

the history of Israel’s great King.
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GIRLS CARRYING WATER FROM PILGRIM’S
FOUNTAIN, NAZARETH

In the twentieth chapter of Second Kings
it is recorded that he built a pool. On
the lower steps stood some native lads
filling their goat-skin bottles with water.
St. Stephen’s Gate is in the east wall.
Abraham had guided our steps along the
north wall to this point and explained that
it was here where St. Stephen, the first
Christian martyr, met his fate. The
Pool of Bethesda was to the left of the
entrance, and farther on to our right we
visited the tower of Antonio. Near by
stood Pilate’s JTudgment Hall, which stood
at the head of the Via Dolorosa, a narrow,
crooked street along which it is said our
Saviour was led, after His trial, to the
place of crucifixion. Passing around the
Temple Area, we left the city through
Zion Gate, in the south wall. Here
Abraham showed us the house of Caia-
phas and the tomb of David. In an
upper room of the latter is the traditional
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place of the Last Supper. Through a
barred doorway we looked down into a
vault where David’s body had been laid
away. The Moslem sacredly guards the
entrance. On the hillside near by, a
. ploughman was turning over the soil with
his primitive plough, reminding us of the
prophecy concerning Mount Zion.

“A donkey ride around the walls is the
programme for to-day,” was Abraham’s
message for us at the breakfast table next
morning. Duly mounted, we skirted the
north wall, and at the north-east corner
descended into the valley of Jehosaphat.
Mount Olivet towered above us on our left,
and nestling at its base was the Garden of
Gethsemane.
through the Jews’ burying ground, where
the tombs of Absalom and Zachariah were
pointed out. Along a rocky pathway on
the slope of Mount Ophel we made our
way. Groups of lepers were passed, and
the poor afflicted creatures were a pitiable
sight. Handless stumps of arms were
held up before us, and legs from which the
feet had almost rotted off were thrust out
from under tattered and filthy garments.
The guttural cry ‘“Baksheesh! Bak-
sheesh!” from diseased throats made us
turn away almost sick as we tossed coins
into their laps and urged our donkeys
forward. Down we went until we reached
the Pool of Siloam, at the junction of the
valleys of Hinnom and Kedron. FEast of
the pool lay the village of Siloam and
above it the Mount of Offence, where
Judas betrayed our Lord.

Following the pathway along the north
slope of Hinnom, the Tophet of Scripture,
we joined the main
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Past these we rode on.
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wall.  Owing to the roughness of the
paths our progress had necessarily been
slow, but here our donkeys broke into a
brisk run, and we were soon at our
hotels.

The Tomb of the Kings lies half a mile
north of Damascus gate, the main en-
trance through the north wall. We passed
down a broad flight of steps, entering first
a large, open court, whose walls bore
signs of having once been highly orna-
mented. Creeping in through a low
doorway, we followed Abraham through
several passageways. A short distance
farther north lay the American Colony’s
quarters, a communistic settlement of
about one hundred and twenty persons.
We found them very hospitable and spent
many hours in their pretty parlours.

The most interesting underground cav-
ities we saw were under the city, and were
known as Solomon’s Quarries. A short
distance from Damascus Gate is a small
opening chiselled through the solid rock
that forms the foundation of a part of the
north wall. Stooping low we made our
way down a few steps and into a huge
cavern. With small lighted tapers in hand
we spent an hour traversing the passages
that led from one cave to another. Here
and there rubbish had fallen through the
roof, letting in the light. Great blocks of
stone, quarried out for the builder, hung
from the roof and walls, while others lay
upon the floor. It is claimed that the
material for Solomon’s Temple and other
buildings of the time was taken from this
quarry and carried along a subterranean
passage, still existing, and hoisted to the
Temple Area.

Just across the way lies the Garden
Tomb and Gordon’s Calvary. For six-
teen hundred years the Church of the
Holy Sepulchre has been accepted by the
Christian world as marking the place of
the crucifixion, but more than half a
century ago General Gordon spent a
great deal of time in study and explora-
tion, and finally decided that the place
lay without the city walls. Many scholars
have since confirmed his views, and the
Protestant Church generally accepts the
decision. We wished to view the sacred
spot at closer range, but our guide assured
us that we could not enter the wall, as the
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Moslems were using the spot for a bury-
Ing ground. They had built the wall to
prevent strangers from desecrating the
p!ace. The great Convention tent was
pitched a few yards north of it, and under
1ts shelter met the delegates who repre-
:inted the \:VOI‘Id’S Sunday-School work-
CS' The World’s Fourth Sunday-School

onvention had in attendance the most
unique company of individuals that ever
§V2:)trhl§red In the interests of Christian

At four o’clock in the afternoon of
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Our way to the Mount was beset
with beggars. ‘Baksheesh! Baksheesh!”
whined the miserable creatures. Lepers
were grouped along the roadside, and such
a picture of wretchedness and hopeless
misery will not soon be forgotten. As we
tossed a metallic into their laps or boxes,
our hearts went out in dumb protest
against their awful fate. Reaching Olivet,
we left our donkeys with our young at-
tendants and passed through the gateway.
The Armenians have enclosed a consider-
able area by a rude stone wall. We

PLAIN OF MAMRE—HEBRON IN THE DISTANCE.

ABRAHAM ONCE CULTIVATED

THESE FIELDS

Aprll 16th, the little company of eight pil-
§tr;1;tls, with their baskets on their arms,
of Ofifi on donkeys for the sacred Mount
i3 d1vet. Passing along the 1.1orth Wflu
s Crovlvn the Kedron gorge until opposite
it é)' den Gs.ite, we turned to our left
of ,G l}slmountmg, entered the Garden
monket semane. Courteous Franciscan
i S }Ellttended us as we walked arour}d
S Pit 8, and laid a few of the flowers in
e tf}ilnds. We stood for a mpment
of ath the shad()\ys of the traditional
lve tree under which our Saviour sat in
1S moment of intensest agony.

seated ourselves under cypress trees,
just at the edge of a sudden descent on
the east side of the Mount. A sea of
barren, dreary hills lay before. Twenty
miles distant we could see the plains of
Jericho and a dark line marked the trees
fringing the River Jordan, while olive
orchards relieved the immediate landscape.
Just behind us was the place of the Ascen-
sion, and all around was replete with
sacred memories. Pausing for a moment
on the western slope, we watched the
sun’s rays glinting over the domes, min-
arets and white-roofed buildings of the
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city, and the words of our Lord, doubtless
said upon the very spot, came to us:

“0, Jerusalem! Jerusalem! thou that
killest the prophets and stonest them which
are sent unto thee, how often would I have
gathered thy children together, even as a
hen gathereth her chickens under her
wings, and ye would not!”

A drive to the Jordan had been planned
for the morrow. We were to start early
and the drive would occupy a day and a
half. Bethany, on the slope of Olivet,
was first visited. Our drivers drove fur-
iously and at times caused much concern,
but fortunately no serious accident oc-
curred. We stopped to rest and feed the

horses at the Inn of the Good Samaritan.

An occasional train of camels, laden with
coal from the country beyond the Jordan;
groups of Russian pilgrims, returning to
the city; a herdsman with his flock in a
small green valley, or away on some dis-
tant hillside, were the only signs of life.
Standing on a slight eminence by the road-
side we looked down into the dry brook
Cherith, where God had cared for Elijah,
and looking at the sterile hills, we knew
that nothing short of a miracle could have
sustained life in that region. The cliffs
are honeycombed with caves, where a
tribe of Bedouins live, known as the
Ravens. Descending into the valley, we
were in old Gilgal, and we had just time
to visit Elisha’s Fountain before luncheon.
Here we drank of the sweet waters that
in Elisha’s time had been so bitter.

An eight mile drive over the sandy
plains brought us to the Dead Sea.
Bronzed and stalwart Bedouin chiefs,
mounted and armed, dashed to and fro
over the plains like scouting parties. We
watched them curiously and enquired
their mission.

“Why,” said our dragoman, “didn’t
you know they have come with us from
Jerusalem? They were hired to protect
us from robbers.” He dropped his voice
as one of the warlike-looking fellows
dashed past. “Yes, and you know that
if they hadn’t been hired to protect they
would have raided us and perhaps killed
somebody.” We wanted to laugh, but
our guide looked so serious that we con-
cluded it was better not to question his
statement.
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The Dead Sea—rightly named—lay be-
fore us. It is the most remarkable body
of water in the world. No life sportsin
its waters; no sign of vegetation is seen on
its shores.  Its waters, salt and bitumin-
ous, lie thirteen hundred feet below the
Mediterranean. On the far side rose the
hills of Moab, and Nebo’s Peak, rising
above its fellows, brought to mind the
words of the poet:

“By Nebo’s lonely mountain
On this side Jordan’s wave,
In a vale in the land of Moab,
There lies a lonely grave.”

It was the grave of Moses.

Six miles farther north we came to the
historic ford of the Jordan. Here the
Israelites passed over on dry land. Here
Elisha, using Elijah’s mantle, divided the
water; here Naaman, the leper, dipped
seven times in the sacred waters and was
healed, and here, too, came Jesus to be
baptised of John. It was disappointing
to see the waters so murky, yet it was the
Jordan, and we thought of many sacred
things as we stood on its banks. We
spent the night in Gilgal, and for a part
of the evening’s entertainment watched a
Bedouin dance. The sun was lighting
up the hills of Moab when we started on
our -return trip to Jerusalem the next
morning.

The following day' we journeyed to
Hebron, taking less time, yet perhaps,
with less comfort, than when the patriarch
Abraham had journeyed hither, four
thousand years before. Rachel’s Tomb
stood by the wayside, four miles from
Jerusalem, and a mile and a half farther
on lay the upland town of Bethlehem.
Before beginning the ascent our guide re-
peated to us the pretty story of Ruth, the
Moabitess, and pointed out the field
where she gleaned under the admiring eye
of Boaz. From the stone-flagged court-
yard before the Church of the Nativity,
we looked upon the grassy plains where
their great grandson David tended his
flocks. Centuries later shepherds, on the
same plains, heard that heavenly chorus:
“Peace on earth, good-will to men,”
heralding the earthly advent of the Son of
God. In a grotto underneath the church
a silver star marks the place of the Sav-
iour’s birth. ;



THE PASSAGE

: 1; few miles from Bethlehem we came
0 Solomon’s Pools, three immense reser-
voirs that once formed the base of the
Wé}lter supply for the temple. Fourteen
miles of stone aqueducts carried the water
to "Ehe city.
L F(;r centuries these pools have been
o t0 repair,” our guide informed us,
ut five years ago the Turkish Govern-
;nent. repaired them and laid iron pipes to
€ city.”
Around these pools once bloomed the
Magnificent gardens of Solomon. To-
ay, heaps of ruins and brilliant wild
0V;')ers dot the grassy slopes. We reached
ye(; ron about noon. Four thousand
- rﬁ.ago Abraham chose this hill country
1s home and purchased the Cave of
ye:Chpelah for a family vault. For seven
i rs Hebror} had been the seat of David’s
ePll‘e, and in the valley Eshcol, near by,
L dmen sent by Joshua to spy out the
N, gathered the huge bunches of
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grapes that told to Israel’s leader the
richness of the land. Hebron was one of
the cities of refuge, and is one of the oldest
towns of which we have any record. There
is now in operation a large tannery which
supplies all Palestine with goat-skin bot-
tles. A second industry is the manufac-
turing of glass vessels and ornaments.
Bracelets, hot from the furnace, were
dropped, in exchange for a liberal bak-
sheesh, into our satchels, but the workmen
claimed that they had not received suffi-
cient remuneration, and some altercation
arose. The wordy strife’ grew and our
guides advised us to hasten to our car-
riages. Weneeded no second admonition,
and left the town, followed by impreca-
tions from the fanatical mob of Moham-
medans and the rattle of stones against
our carriage wheels, which advised us
that our stay could not with safety have
been prolonged.

The Passage

BY JEAN BLEWETT

SOUL on God’s high seas! the way is strange and long,

Yet fling your pennons forth, and spread your canvas strong;
For though to mortal eyes so small a craft you seem,
The highest star in heaven doth lend you guiding gleam.

O Soul on God’s high seas! look to your course with care,
Fear most when winds are kind, and skies are blue and fair;
Thy helm must sway at touch of no wand save thine own,
The Soul that sails on God’s high seas must sail alone.

O Soul on God’s high seas! sail on with steady aim,
Unmoved by winds of praise, untouched by seas of blame,
Beyond the lonely ways, beyond the guiding star

There stretches out the golden strand, the harbour bar.
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CHAPTER III

JJHEY started for the Sala-
¥ mandar’s palace.

3 “Have we fdar to go?”
e B O
M3l asked Josh.
B  ““No; we shall be there in

a minute or two.

It is only eight miles
distant.”
“Eight miles in a minute or two!

You mean an hour or two,” said Josh.

“l mean what I say,” replied the
Cyclop. “You said you would go like
a shot, and so you shall.”

Josh longed for another fast ride, and
wondered what it would be like this
time.

“You are going by our Pop-gun shute,”
said the Cyclop. ‘You must hold tight.”

“Are you coming too?”

“Yes, I will fol]o“ you,
can shute atia time’

They had now reached the brow of an
immense hill of sandstone.

“You see that thing there?” said the
Cyclop. “It is a cradle. You must lie
down in it.” ;

“Do you take me for a big baby?”
asked Josh.

“I have told you that I take you for
a precious bright boy. But I expect you
were a baby once. Now, lie down.”

Josh lay down in the cmdlc which

was made of iron.

“T don’t fit very well,” he said.

“There is no time for a fit. What do
you want a fit for? Lie down.”

Josh lay still, but his heart beat fast.
The Cyclop wheeled the cradle towards
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but only one

FLIGHT —
FLAI‘TELAND

e

the edge of the hill and pushed it back-
wards into a round iron pipe, just large
enough to hold it. . Then he went to
the back of the pipe and pulled a chain.
This drew the cradle further into the pipe.
Still, Josh was not frightened, he was
too excited. He only waited a few
seconds, then he heard the Cyclop sing
out:

“That’s the way the Pop-shute goes,
and pop—goes the cradle!”

Josh was sliding down the incline like
a streak of lightning. He tried to open
his eyes, but had no time before he was
pulled up with a sudden jerk. This did
make him open his eyes, and he found
two little black dogs squinting at him.
He jumped out of the cradle,  which
swiftly returned up the hill, and imme-
diately a pack of little black dogs came
round him. “You are horrid little ani-
mals,” he cried, “and I declare every
one of you has a squint!”

It was quite true; all the dogs were
cross-eyed, and snarled and yapped in a
most disagreeable manner. One tried to
jump on Josh’s shoulder, but he pushed
it off, saying: ‘“None of that! I like a
jolly dog, full of fun and good temper,
but as for having a yapping little cur
sitting on my shoulder, it gives me
fits.”

At once all the little squinting dogs
shrunk away snarling, and the Cyclop
came and stood beside him.

“I see you have no use for our cross-
eyed dogs,” he said. » ““But lots of children
are fond of keeping them

“What for?” said Josh.
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“,I’t helps them to be snappy and cross,
100,” said the Cyclop. “Especially about

ed-time. In fact some children take
them to bed with them.”

“Stupid kids!” said Josh.

By this time they had arrived near a
wonderful building made of glowing
crystalline.

- This is the palace of His Might the
}YIlghty Salamandar,” said the Cyclop.
I\BUt ,you cannot go inside. If His

Tightiness welcomed you in his warmest
Manner you would be turned into a
Cinder,”

“L will risk it,” said Josh, going to-
Wards the great door, out of which sparks
Were thickly flying.
he Cyclop seized him roughly.

No one but the Mighty Salamandar
€an stand the heat of his palace. He has
ived there for ever, and will go on living
the‘re for evermore.”

Bl{t I want to see him,” said Josh;

tf}at 1s why I came here.”

You shall see him at lunch time. He
Xpects you then. It will be prepared in
t ¢ grill-ground.”

Jos};&'re any more fellows coming ?” asked

13
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e Ever so many more,” said the Cyclop;
¢ tables are several miles long.”
said Ou mean several feet, not miles,”
'd_Josh, grandly.
R It is an extraordinary thing that you
mea}’s think you know better what 1
5 élri than I do myself. I said miles,
«x. 2€an miles. Do you smoke?”
“Not yet,” said Josh.
e YOU soon will,” said the Cyclop.
P Veryone smokes, after a time, in Flame-
and.”
:PIPeS?” asked Josh.
« N0, not pipes.”
. Cigars, perhaps ?”
« 29; mot cigars.”
“Clgarettes, I suppose?” said Josh.
0, not cigarettes.”
b What then?” asked Josh.
€ one or the other.”
c Ivery one smokes himself,’ said the
YEOD, mysteriously. “Wait and see.”
“y at twaddle!” said Josh, crossly.
0 one can smoke himself.”

“It must
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“Do you happen to have put one of
our little dogs in your pocket?” asked
the Cyclop. “It sounds like it.”

“No, I have not,” said Josh, crossly.

“You get on pretty well without one,”
said the Cyclop. ‘“You manage to snarl
pretty well.”

Josh laughed at that. He never could
be cross long. “Iam getting rather warm
I fancy,” he said. “I wish His Mighty
Mightiness would hurry up.”

As he spoke the heavy doors of the
palace burst open. For several seconds
Josh saw only rolling clouds of smoke,
but as these cleared off he gazed in aston-
ishment at sight of the Burning Being
which met his view.

His height was enormous. His body
was flat and broad, covered with scaled
skin, the colour of burnished copper. He
had seven heads on seven necks, and the
hair of his heads was yellow, and stood
up like flames of fire. He had fourteen
glittering eyes, and fourteen ears. His
seven mouths had fourteen rows of sharp
teeth like iron nails. He had only seven
noses. His fourteen arms had fourteen
hands, and on the hands were twenty-
eight thumbs, and one hundred and twelve
fingers. He had fourteen feet on four-

“ teen legs, and one hundred and forty toes.

At his back was an immensely long tail,
narrowing towards the end, and to save
trouble he twisted the tail into a huge
knot, on which he sat, instead of carrying
a camp-stool or a garden-chair. As he
approached sparks were flying from him
in every direction. :

“Like a blooming bonfire,” said Josh
to himself, “or a jolly old firework show.
Must I shake hands with him ?*’ he asked
the Cyclop.

$¥es he weplied:

“Which hand ?” asked Josh.

“The right one,” said the Cyclop.

“Which does he call his right hand?”

“It depends which one is left,” said
the Cyclop. “If he only gives you one
to shake all the others are left.”

Josh had no time to argue this out be-
fore the Salamandar stood still and seemed
about to speak, but—he sneezed.

It was indeed a sneeze! Seven sneezes
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“Must I shake hands with him?” asked Josh

Drawn by Emily Hand
rolled into one gigantic sneeze from seven “What concert?”” asked Josh.
gigantic mouths. “Qur Grand Flare-up Concert, but,
hush! he is going to speak.”

“Influenza!” said Josh promptly.

“I hope not,” said the Cyclop, “or he
will not be able to sing at the concert.” In vain Josh tried to understand what
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the Salamandar said, as each of his seven
heads chose a different thing to talk of.
When the talking ceased Josh could only
think of one word to say, and he said it.

“Conversazione!” he shouted.

The Salamandar smiled all over his
seven faces, and clapped his fourteen
hands.

“He likes you,” said the Cyclop.
“Look, he beckons you to follow him.”

The Salamandar turned himselves, and
Josh followed, keeping as far as possible
from the sparks which sparked incessantly
from the monster.

At last they came to the grill-ground,
and the Salamandar stood still.

“Keep behind him,” said the Cyclop.

“Though nothing really puts him out,
he is a scorcher to flare, and something
has gone wrong with the gridirons.”

“What are twice one?” demanded the
Salamandar in his seven loudest voices.

“He is asking for the tables,” whis-
pered the Cyclop. *“When he once be-
gins he goes on till twelve times. I am
afraid there will be no lunch to-day.”

“Why not?”” asked Josh.

“Because the tables are forgotten.”

“What are twice two?” screamed the
Salamandar.

Josh could stand it no longer; he ran
and stood before the mighty monster and
shouted: “I know all about the tables.”

He almost wished he had not spoken,
for the Salamandar held out seven hands
to him and he did not know which to
shake first. But he grasped one, and much
to his delight he found it was the right
one, for he saw all the others were left.

Never had he received such a warm
hand-shake. It was warm enough to last
all his life.

“Twos “into three?” asked the Sala-
mandar, with all his seven smiles smiling.

“Won’t go,” said Josh, promptly.
“Only one two will go in three and one
over.”

The Salamandar raised one of his feet
and kicked Josh down. 7

“Hullo! I am the one over,” he said,
as he jumped up again laughing. The
Salamandar was evidently very pleased
at his pluck, for he tried to pat him on the
head, but Josh dodged away from the
seven hands and ran back to the Cyclop.

2
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“When is lunch coming?” he asked.

“I tell you there is something wrong
with the gridirons and the fires won’t
burn. I expect, as usual, His Mighty
Mightiness’s party will end in smoke.”

“A cheap way of giving parties,” said
Josh. “What are we to do now?”

“Wait and see what he wishes. Per-
haps he will have a performance of the
match-top dance.”

“That will be a spree!
too?”

“Certainly, if you can.”

“If I can? Of course I can.
chap can dance.”

The Cyclop smiled and said nothing.

The Salamandar had now sat down on
his tail with his fourteen hands on his
fourteen knees, and screwing up his seven
mouths he began to whistle.

“I thought so,” said the Cyclop. “You
are going to see the match-top dance.”

Gradually the Salamandar whistled
more loudly, till the sound was like an
organ and it seemed as if it must reach
to the end of the world. Suddenly
he changed the tune to one in quick
time.

“Here come the dancers,” said the
Cyclop.

“It is getting dark,” said Josh.

“The dance is better in the dark,” said
the Cyclop.

Soon all was darkness except the Sala-
mandar, who never ceased sending out
sparks and whistling. Then Josh saw
hundreds of beings coming through the
darkness. They appeared like ghosts,
and as they came nearer he saw they were
not substantial, but figures of bright shin-
ing clouds. They waved their arms as
they danced, and sometimes they were
thin and tall, and again short and broad.
At times they were so tall their heads dis-
appeared, but when they came to the
ground again they lay down and were level
with it. All the while they shone with a
strange yellowish blue brightness.

“It is jolly pretty,” said Josh. “Why
is it called the match-top.”

“Because they are phosphorous or sul-
phur spirits,” said the Cyclop, and was
going to say more about them when, with-
out a word of warning, Josh darted in

May I dance,

Any
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amongst the dancers. In vain he called
on him to come back.

“What a cheeky boy he is! His Ma-
jesty will be furious.”

But there was no doubt the Salamandar
had taken a great fancy to Josh, for when
he saw him in the midst of the dancers, he
whistled more loudly and quickly. Josh
capered and pranced madly while the
spirits circled and wreathed round him.
Faster and faster they went till, with a last
wild shout, Josh sprang into the air and
then fell on the ground utterly exhausted.

“Firebrandy hot,” screamed the Sala-
mandar with four loud voices, while with
the other three he thundered loudly for
“Gunpowder-tea,” which they gave him.
Josh never knew, but it must have been
very strong, for he quickly fell asleep, feel-
ing happier than he had ever been in his
life before.

U

CHAPTER IV

HE wakened gradually, to find himself
being carried, and by the time he
was wideawake, he saw he was in quite a
different part of Flameland. He was also
pleased to see that one of the Cyclops who
carried him was his first one-eyed friend.

“We have brought you to our Concert
Crater,” he said. “We have the Irrup-
tion Concert first, and end with our grand
Flare-up. That will astonish you a bit,
my bright boy.”

Josh smiled a superior smile, as if to
say nothing could astonish him, and as
they set him down he looked round what

they called the Concert Crater. It was
such a large and spreading place that he
could see no end to it. Running about in
every direction were funny little creatures,
black as coal, with heads shaped like a
golliwog’s, but their eyes went right
through their flat heads, so that they could
see both ways at once, behind and before
them, and the eyes were bright sapphire
blue. Josh caught one of the little crea-
tures and held him fast.

“Youareadrollimp,” hesaid. ‘“What
do you call yourself ?”’

“Salam,” said the imp, as he wriggled
out of his clutch. '

He caught another and asked the same
question.

“Salam,” said the imp, and also ran
away. Then Josh saw they were all busy
lighting hundreds of fires, and beside each
fire stood a cauldron or large pot, ready
to be placed on the fires.

“What are they cooking?” asked Josh.

“Lava,” said the Cyclop.

“TIs it good to eat?”

“Try if you like it,” said the Cyclop.

Josh lifted his helmet and put a piece
of lava in his mouth. He expected to
find it like candy, so put quite a large
piece in. He wished he had not, for he
had to splutter a great deal to get rid of it.

“I shall make you eat some of it,” he
said to the Cyclop, taking a piece and
going towards him, and no doubt there
would have been a struggle between them
if something very extraordinary had not
happened.

Suddenly there was a blast of trumpets,

“When hundreds of cooks beat kettle-drum‘



A FLIGHT TO FLAMELAND

and Josh saw a tremendous crowd ap-
proaching led by a band. The trumpets
were played by long, thin men dressed in
white paper with red paper collars. They
were all very thin, but some were short
and others tall, with spindle legs and
curious twisted feet in paper shoes.

Josh thought they looked like walking-
fireworks, and told the Cyclop the im-
pression they made on him.

“Right you are, bright boy,” said he.
“It is our squib-cracker-rocket band.
The blasts of their trumpets and flare of
their horns are noted in Flameland and
they play set-pieces at the concerts. They
also accompany His Mighty Mightiness’s
songs. See, he comes.”

The scorching Salamandar was march-
ing with the music, and behind him
marched everybody who lived in Flame-
land, including all the cooks. Evidently
everyone had a holiday.

“Are there any drums?” asked Josh.
“I would like to play a drum.”

“Of course there are drums. Don’t
you hear the cooks playing their kettle-
drums?”

As they came nearer, Josh wished he
could not hear. When hundreds of cooks
play kettle-drums there is no time to hear
anything else. In front of the cooks
marched one alone, holding up a huge
kettle with a wreath of sunflowers round
it; it was evidently considered rare and
beautiful.

“What is wrong with the lonely cook ?”’
asked Josh.
show of his dressed-up kettle?”

“That is the much talked of ‘Pretty

“Why does he make such a
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Kettle of Fish,” often mentioned in his-
tory,” said the Cyclop.

“What a silly old fusser!” said Josh.
“I am half a mind to upset it over his
silly old head.”

“Do so if you like,” said the Cyclop.
“But you will offend His Majesty andspoil
the concert.”

“What time does it begin ?” asked Josh.

“In double-quick time,” said the Cy-
clop; “when nobody is expecting it.”

“How jolly!” said Josh. ‘“Then there
are no programmes. I hate programmes.
Are there any comic songs?” x

“Yes, and His Majesty ends up with a
break-down. It will make you laugh.”

“I can dance a break-down,” said Josh.

“You can if you like,” said the Cyclop.
“I forgot to tell you it is a smoking con-
cert. You will have to smoke whether
you like it or not.”

Josh was very impatient for the concert
to begin, and was glad to see the Sala-
mandar had sat down on his tail with the
fire-work band all round him. The rest
of the crowd found places as near as pos-
sible. The little black imps had put their
cauldrons on the fires and were stirring
the lava. It bubbled and squeaked and
smoked red-hot. The noise when the
band tuned up and the Salamandar cleared
his seven throats, and the cooks tried their
kettle-drums, and the crowd talked loudly,
made Josh wonder if there could be any
noises left for other places.

“Do you like it?” asked the Cyclop.

“T have not begun to be fond of it yet,”
said Josh. ‘What are they waiting for ?”’

“The conductor, of course,” said the

there is no time to hear anything else”
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Cyclop. ‘““We expect Lightning, our fa-
mous conductor. He keeps them in order
a bit.”

“I could play a big drum,” said Josh,
anxious to take part in the concert.

“You can if you like,” repeated the
Cyclop. “They will come along soon.
You won’t mind if your drum bursts with
a bang, will you?”

“Not a bit, but why should it burst?”

“ Because our best drums are filled with
petroleum and dynamite; but you will
get used to them.”

Josh.longed to begin playing a drum, it
was so dull doing nothing, while everyone
else was so busy. He had just decided to
have his joke and tip over the *Pretty
Kettle of Fish,” when there was another
blast of trumpets, and the conductor sud-
denly appeared riding on an electric
motor. He was a thin, sharp person, but
evidently thought himself very important.
As he took up his position he bowed to the
mighty Salamandar, who was fuming and
fussing, and sending out showers of sparks
faster than ever.

“His Majesty is preparing to sing,”
said the Cyclop.

Josh could think of nothing but playing
the drums and was watching eagerly for
them to appear.

Soon a terrific rumbling noise was
heard in the distance.

“There are the drums coming,” said
the Cyclop. “They are not far off, only
about 1,000 miles.”

“You are a silly one-eyed duffer,” said
Josh. “You don’t mean a thousand
miles, I am sure.”

“Very well,” said the Cyclop, cheer-
fully. “Of course you know best what
everyone means, because you think your-
self even a brighter boy than you are.”

“O hush up!” said Josh crossly. He
was getting warmer and warmer every
minute. His head felt six times too large
for its skin, and he almost tore off his

helmet in his excitement.

" Again the terrible rumbling was heard,
nearer this time, and the conductor held
up a wand, which he waved in a zig-zag
fashion, so that it flashed like lightning in
double-quick time. The trumpets blared
and blasted and the horns flared, and
then—then the Salamandar began to sing.

Never as long as he lives will Josh for-
get the Salamandar’s song. His low
notes reached to the lowest depths of the
earth and made it tremble beyond any
trembling that ever had been trembled.
His top notes! Well his top notes were
the tip-toppest-top notes that ever have
been or ever will be topped. Then when
the chorus came and every one joined in,
just as the fancy struck him, Josh howled.
He did not know why he howled or what
he howled, he simply howled and looked
wildly round for a big drum.

The conductor flashed his wand and
between each flash. could be heard the
rumbling coming nearer and nearer. The
coal-black imps, looking sharply both
ways at once, stirred their fires for miles
round. The cauldrons almost boiled over,

. but were kept from quite doing so by the

char-men, who threw cinders into them
just at the moment they seemed to be
running over.

“Do you like it now ?”” asked the Cyclop,
who kept his crimson eye on Josh.

“I shall—burst,” cried Josh; “I shall
go bang. Give me a drink of cold water.”

The Cyclop laughed. ‘‘Everything is
hot here,” he said; “even the cold water.”

Josh was about to reply when the con-
ductor flashed a flash more vivid than
before, and at last the big drums rolled
into sight, but so different to what he had
expected.

“They are not drums at all!” he said
hoarsely. His throat was so dry, he
longed for an ice-cream.

“Poor boy! Poor, bright boy,” said
the Cyclop. “I fear you are a little up-
set; but you will be more so before the
end.”

“Shut up!” whispered Josh, faintly.

He had no wish to play the drum now.
There had been a slight lull in the noises
after the drums were placed, but now
once again they all started, louder than
before, and the Salamandar prepared to
sing his last song.

“QOur grand Flare-up comes with the
chorus,” said the Cyclop. “I think you
had better sit down on this.”

Josh allowed himself to be led to a seat
and plumped down on to it.

“You will be all right, if you sit tight,”

.
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rhymed the Cyclop. “When the chorus
starts hold on to the handles.”

He showed him two handles at the
sides of the iron seat, and though Josh
was not at all frightened—oh, dear, no,
of course not—he took hold of the handles
at once and began to wonder if the Fla-
mingo would be waiting for him outside
when he left Flameland. He was very
eager to be sure about the Flamingo, and
turned to ask the Cyclop what he thought,
and if he could leave before the end of the
concert, but to his dismay his one-eyed
friend had disappeared.

What happened after that Josh cannot
clearly remember, nor what the Sala-
mandar sang, or if he joined in the chorus,
but he does remember that the conductor
suddenly flashed his wand right in his
eyes, which blinded him. An instant
afterwards every fire flamed high, the
cauldrons all boiled over, the trumpets
‘blasted, and the kettle-drums drummed,
and the big drums Josh supposes
they burst, but with a howl, which he had
never howled before, nor can repeat, he
grasped the handles of his seat as he felt
himself lifted suddenly and rising swiftly.
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Up, up, up he went, as if he were pushed
by thousands of burning hands.

When he opened his eyes he was lying
where the Flamnivorous Flamingo had
found him, and strangely enough the great
bird was looking down on him. Josh
blinked at him. ‘“How did I get here?”
he asked.

“I was waiting for you,” said the
Flamingo. “Did you enjoy your visit?”

“It was a shade hot,” said Josh.

“Made your hair curl, eh?”” asked the
bird, twisting his neck. “Tell us all about
it, there’s a good boy.”

If there was one thing Josh disliked
more than another, it was to be called a
good boy. It was so childish. So he rose
quickly, said “shan’t” as rudely as possi-
ble, and walked off with his hands in his
pockets.

The Flamingo watched him a minute,
wriggled his neck straight, then flew to
spread the news of a terrific volcanic
irruption in a land far away.

Josh heard everyone speaking of it and
laughed loudly at the silly things old wise-
heads explained about it, for, did not he
know better than them all what had really
happened, having been to the concert of
the Mighty Salamandar King?

THE END
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Worry—the Disease of the Age

By DR. C. W. SALEEBY

Introduction to a Series of Six Articles

&5|UR “being’s end and aim”
" i\ is happiness—not necessar-
((:; /) ily the material happiness of

NE=640| the inebriate or the epicure,
A but happiness of some kind,
its highest form in the spiritual
exaltation of those rare souls who, in this
world of shadows and half-lights, have
seen a vision and follow the gleam. Thus
to worry is to miss the purpose of one’s
being: it is to fail—to fail for self, to fail
for others, and it is to fail gratuitously.
“TIt is worse than a crime, it is a blunder”’;
but the blunder is almost universal, and
is the characteristic symptom of an age
which—the laudator temporis acti not-
withstanding—I believe to be the greatest
in human history hitherto. To the evo-
lutionist no other belief is open.

“What a piece of work is a man!
How noble in reason! . . . . . in
apprehension how like a god!” Cer-
tainly none has a greater right to praise
him than his greatest poet. But alas,
how significant is the change in meaning
of one of Hamlet’s words! When Shake-
speare wrote ‘“‘apprehension,” he meant
understanding, but to us, three centuries
later, the word means worry/ To worry,
indeed, is human: my concern may be
with my butcher’s bill or with the threat-
ened extinction of the sun; I may worry
for myself or for my child or for my creed,
but worry it would seem, I must; and
yet happiness is my being’s end and aim.

Good and evil, we know, are com-
plementary. To love implies the possi-
bility of hate; to look before and after,
to anticipate, to hope, implies the possi-
bility of fear.

“Yet if we could scorn hate and pride
and fear,” we should live upon a new
earth. And men have scorned these
things; they have known “that content
surpassing wealth, the sage in meditation
found, and walked with inward glory
crowned.” The wise of all ages have
been the captains of their souls. Of
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these wise, the wisest few have founded
great religions which—their substance, not
their form, accepted—have redeemed
many generations, and wiped the tears
from many eyes. Even pagan stoicism
has some claim to be counted with these.
In our own time, as in all preceding
times, there is necessity, but in our own
time it is pre-eminent necessity, for the
irradiation amongst the peoples of that
fine temper, half philosophic, half religious,
half intellectual, half emotional, half
rational acceptance, half faith—the faith
of Socrates that to the good man no evil
thing can happen—the temper that pos-
sessed the soul of Wordsworth, who,
whilst others were distressed, disheartened,
at the betrayal of a patriot, addressed
him in these great words:

““There’snot a breathing of the common wind
That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;
Thy friends are exaltations, agonies,

And love, and man’s unconquerable mind.”

In the succeeding articles it is my
purpose adequately to demonstrate, if
possible, the importance of worry and of
its acuter form, which we call fear; to
seek for an analysis of its causes; and,
more especially, to discuss the means by
which it has been controlled, cured or
transfigured in the past, and which, well
directed and employed, may perform a
like service for us and our heirs.

The wisest thinkers of all times have
seen that worry, apprehension, and fear
condemn the many to futility, to real or
imaginary disease, to premature death,
to everything that is the negation of
abundant life. But it is only quite lately
that the double aspect of the importance
of worry has been capable of due recog-
nition. It is indeed easy to assert in a
philosophic way that since it is well to be
happy, it is ill to fret or fear; but what
has not been sufficiently recognised is the
importance of worry, not merely in itself
as implying the absence of happiness,
but as the cause of ills far greater than
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itself—the cause predisposing to disease
which would otherwise have been escaped
altogether; the cause determining the
fatal issue of illnesses which would other-
wise have been recovered from; a potent
cause, probably the most important of all
causes of sleeplessness; a great con-
sumer of the bodily energies, both directly
and by reason of its effect upon sleep.
This brief list is very far from exhausting
or even adequately suggesting the physical
consequences of worry. It is quoted
merely as some indication of the influence
of the mind upon the body, an influence
which has always been credited, and
which unfortunately has given rise to
innumerable mysticisms and superstitions,
but which has only lately, only indeed
since the destruction of materialism
thirty years ago, been elevated to the rank
of a scientifically appraised truth. Worry,
then, is not only a disease in itself, it is
the precursor or predisposing cause of
many bodily diseases, as also of many
mental disorders of far greater gravity
than its own. But this disease, hitherto
deemed unworthy of serious consideration,
is not only potent in influencing the
health and happiness and accomplish-
ments of those whom it affects, but those
whom it affects are the entire community,
with very rare exceptions. I have said
that the wise of all ages have been the
captains of their souls—the masters of
their fate. But the wise of any age are
the minority, the numerically insignifi-
cant minority. Very few of us have
time for reflection, for philosophic medi-
tation. The overwhelming majority of
men and women are unable, usually
through no fault of their own, to free
themselves from this ailment—an ailment
which, as we shall see when we come to
consider its causes, is an all but inevitable
consequence of the supreme characteristic
of the human mind, the power of con-
templating itself, the past and the future.
This is thus an ailment which plays a
more or less malign part in almost every
life. The variations of its influence are
very wide, depending largely upon differ-
ences of what we vaguely call tempera-
"ment. But I question whether there is
any life in which it does not have some
say. One man it may merely prevent
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from the full enjoyment of his work and
play. Another man it hurts rather in
interfering with the quality of his work,
causing him to make mistakes due to
over-anxiety or want of sleep. In an-
other case it interferes with the sum total
of a man’s output; in yet another and
a very frequent case, it interferes with his
domestic happiness or his sociability,
making him an irritable husband and
father and an unloved guest. But it
would be absurd to attempt to discuss
here in detail the multitudinous conse-
quences of worry or to insist upon their
many ramifications. Merely I would in-
sist at the moment upon the importance
of worry, afterwards to be demonstrated,
not so much in the melancholic nor in
persons having vast responsibilities nor
at the great crises of life, but rather its
importance as a common, constant,
commonplace fact, influencing body and
mind, in greater or less degree, throughout
the lives of the ordinary people with
ordinary affairs, who constitute the over-
whelming bulk of humanity.

I have, therefore, deliberately avoided
the more obvious of this too logical
arrangement which the series might
display. I propose to deal not first of all
with the causes of worry and then with its
consequence and cure, but first of all
with its consequences and subsequently
with its cure and causes. This order,
however, may be logically defended; it
corresponds to the defining of your sub-
ject before you expatiate upon it. First
of all, we must know what worry is and
what it signifies to human life; then, since
its curableness is a matter of history, we
must observe the modes in which men
have- cured it, and consider how their
experience may serve our own need.
Lastly, we shall consider the more ab-
stract problem—a problem in pure psy-
chology—of the causation of worry. From
some points of view this is the most inter-
esting question of all, but it is interesting
only because we know how much worry
signifies, and so our discussion of it may
logically be placed last. :

In seeking the fundamental, though not
the only cure for worry, our guide, I
believe, will be the closing lines, which I
have quoted, of the sonnet to Toussaint
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L’Ouverture. Mind and body, as we
shall see, are inextricably one, and yet
are not identical. Primarily, worry is
a mental fact, and is to be dealt with by
mental, not material, means, by dogmas
rather than by drugs.

They must be true dogmas, else they
cannot survive the onslaught of “man’s
unconquerable mind.” Yet more, our
philosophy must recognise that the soul
of man has more than its intellectual
component; it has “exaltations, agonies
and love.” These, as well as our mind,
our emotions as well as our reason, are
our friends, if we will have them. We
shall cure worry neither at the cost of
our intellectual chastity, as by cozening
ourselves to believe that which we know
to be untrue, nor by striving to effect
our end with the aid of the dry light of

reason alone, casting scorn on the emotion-
al nature. If we are to live completely
and throw worry to the dogs, we must
honour and recognise our complex nature
in its completeness. The stoicisms have
failed because they denied the emotions,
and the emotionalisms have failed because
they were opposed to man’s mind and
the truth which it worships. The cures
that have endured, the optimisms that
have survived, are those which have af-
fronted no essential part of human nature,
the sufficient vindication for both aspects
of which, the intellectual and the emotional
—for the evolutionist, at any rate—is the
fact of their survival, their survival with
increase, their triumph indeed, after the
supreme test imposed upon them for
countless ages by the struggle for exist-
ence.

FIRST ARTICLE IN JANUARY

"The British Civil Service

By H. LINTON ECCLES

The author of this article outlines both the faults and the excellences of the British Civil
Service, and indicates wherein it differs from the system in force in Canada.

JIHE Civil Service in Great
Britain is a fearful and won-
derful organisation. It is
9t fearful because it would need
=) a man of strong moral cour-
age and much pertinacity to change or
amend it; wonderful not so much because
of its principles as of the way in which
those principles are manipulated. Still,
it 4s the Civil Service, and in the present
case we have to consider what it is and not
what it might be.

In comparison with the civil services of
the two other great English-speaking
countries, Canada and the United States,
the balance of advantages rests with the
British system, capable of improvement
as it undoubtedly is. The principle of
open competition has been more widely
adopted in Great Britain, consequently
the display of “log-rolling” appears quite
mild and inoffensive compared with the
two- “halves” of North America. It

would be a severe task on one’s imagina-
tion to picture a government governing
quite without patronage, therefore we
must needs add this method of easy prefer-
ence to the list of ““ necessary evils,” and
not waste words in deploring it. But all
evils can be lessened, and the end of good
government is served when it wisely con-
trols patronage instead of being unwisely
controlled by it.

In Great Britain previous to 1855, pat-
ronage stalked unchecked in all branches of
Government service. In those days, if a
man wanted to “get on”’ and incidentally
reap a fat salary from public money, it was
not at all necessary that he should be gifted
with any but the most ordinary ability,
He was not required to know the “ins and
outs” of Latin, mathematics, and English
—this was mere “polish”” which he could
afford to disregard. The one thing need-
ful consisted in having someone well
placed—the higher the better—with the

i
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Government of the day; someone, say,
who was a Lord of the Admiralty, or,
failing that, the intimate friend of one; or
a member of the inner council of state, or
at least a man to whom that member was
under some sort of obligation. Then,
indeed, might the sun shine! Of course,
many good men and true succeeded in
getting over the fence—with more or less
difficulty—and we have handed down to
us the historical spectacle of such men as
Nelson waiting the pleasure of the powers
that were, at each step of their earlier
careers, before they could make the ad-
vance their talents and performance de-
manded. The word which officially de-
scribed this system was “nomination,”
so by nomination, up to 1855, were all posi-
tions in the Civil Service filled. There
was even an examination to be passed—
one which the twelve-year-old schoolboy
of to-day would laugh at; but it was
whispered that a man “in the know,” or
in the counsels of someone else “in the
know,” might easily get round this exam-
ination by another door.

In the year 1855 a qualifying examina-
tion of a more or less difficult nature was
introduced, and this held good until, in
1870, the system of open competition was
generally adopted. The success which
followed the introduction of this system
was immediate and salutary in effect, as
will be seen from the following details:
From May, 1855, to June, 1870, the period
during which a qualifying examination
was made a necessary preliminary to ap-
pointment——-there were 1,504 candidates
for 37 appointments, averaging 43 for each
appointment. From June, 1870, to De-
cember, 1885, following the introduction
of open competition, there were 108,400
competitors for 14,717 appointments,
averaging 7 for each appointment. Since
1885 the number of competitors has in-
creased with the additional vacancies, and
the average number of candidates for each
appointment in open competition is now
about eight.

By an Order-in-Council, dated Febru-
ary 12, 1876, following the report of the
Playfair Commission, the Civil Service
was split into two divisions, upper and
Jower, and the Civil Service Commission
assumed control over entrance to the
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service. From the first there was evidence
of a good deal of friction and dissatisfac-
tion between these two divisions, and the
men of the “Lower Division” found
plenty of cause for grumbling in the prefer-
ential treatment and the privileges meted
out to those of the “Upper Division.” At
last, in 1886, a Royal Commission was
appointed to enquire fully into the working
of the service. In the first place the Com-
missioners recommended that the disting-
uishing terms “Upper” and “Lower,”
which had become objectionable to mem-
bers of the Lower Division, should be
altered to “First” and “Second” Division
respectively. It was also recommended
that the salaries of the First Division begin
at £200 and rise to £1,000 a year, and
that those of the Second Division begin at
£70 and rise to £350 a year. It was thus
hoped to secure uniformity in the Service,
and to facilitate transfers from one depart-
ment to another. There was an addi-
tional proviso for a revision of the pension
system. These recommendations of the
Commission were never completely adopt-
ed, and as a consequence there has ever
since been subject matter for grievance on
the part of civil servants, especially in the
lower divisions. The excellent principle
of uniformity aimed at in the report of the
Commission of 1886 has not yet been fully
realised, but the salaries paid nowadays
are more in harmony with the work of
each department than they previously
were.

The Civil Service Commission, called
into being by the Order-in-Council of
1876, is administered by two permanent
Commissioners, who are appointed by the
First Lord of the Treasury. It is their
duty to fix the regulations as to age,
health, and character of candidates, and
they. also arrange the different literary
examinations for the Home Civil Service,
for the Indian Civil Service, and for the
admission of students to the Royal Mili-
tary Academy at Woolwich and the Royal
Military College at Sandhurst. The In-
dian branch of the service is quite distinct
from the English; it has its own peculiar
conditions and problems, and must be
considered apart from the Home Service.
The examinations for the admission of
students to the Royal Military Academy
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and the Royal Military College are ar-
ranged by the Civil Service Commission
for the convenience of the military auth-
orities, and do not concern us here.

The best positions in the English Civil
Service are, of course, to be found under
the heading of Class 1, or First Division.
The age limits for entrance are 22 to 24,
and the successful candidates are mostly
graduates from a university or those who
have had special advantages in the way of
education. This, one is informed, is
desirable because Class 1 of the service
must be rendered exclusive, and the suc-
cessful candidate, when he has succeeded
in overcoming all the obstacles which guard
the way of entrance to the First Division,
is enabled to move in what is really a very
superior grade of society. That there are
other compensations will be gathered from
the following scale of salaries attached to
some of the principal offices where Class
1 clerks are employed:

TREASURY—£ 200, rising annually by
£20 to £500; £700 to £9oo; £1,000 to
£1,200, In addition, extra allowances
are given, varying from £150 to £300 per
annum,

CoLoNIAL OFFICE—£ 200, rising by £20
o £500; £700 by £25 o £800; £850 by
£50 to £1,000.

HoMmE OrricE—The same as Colonial
Office to £800; £goo by £50 to £1,000.

Locar GoOVERNMENT BoARD—£150,
rising by £15 to £300; £300 by £20 to
£500; £500 by £20 to £600; £625 by
£25 to £80o0.

BoArp oF TRADE—£150, rising by
£15 to £350; £400 by £20 to £600;
4650 by £25 to £800.

ADMIRALTY—£150, rising by £15 to
£300; £300 by £20 to £500; £6oo by
£25 to £800; £825 by £50 to £1,000.

Post OFFICE: SECRETARY’S OFFICE—
L1350, rising by £15 to £300; £300 by
£20to £500; £600 by £25 to £80o0.

INLAND REVENUE—£150, rising by
£15 to £300; £300 by £20 to £500; £60co
by £25 to £700; £725 by £25 to £800;
£825 by £25 to £9oo.

WAaR OFFICE—£150, rising by £15to
£400; £450 by £20 to £650; £700 by
£25 to £goo.
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There are further opportunities for a
First Division man—needless to say, with
influence at his back—in the shape of
Assistant Secretaryships, Permanent Un-
der-Secretaryships, and Private Secretary-
ships, which carry additional salaries
varying between A£1co and £300 per
annum.

The bulk of the ordinary clerical vacan-
cies in public departments are now filled
by Second Division (or Class 2) clerks,
The age limits for these appointments are
17 and 20, and the salary attached to them
commences at £70 and rises by £5 annual-
ly to £1oo, then by £7 10s. to £190, and
from_f190 by fio to £350. When a
Second Division man’s salary by this
method reaches £250, his further advance-
ment depends upon merit and not upon
seniority. The qualifying examination
for appointments to the Second Division
is severe, and the competition of candi-
dates very keen.

The official regulation says that Second
Division clerks may be specially promoted
to the First Division after eight years’
service—the promotion presumably de-
pending on the favourable recommenda-
tion of the heads of departments. The
italics are quite justified, for careful
enquiries have discovered the fact that
this option of special promotion is but
sparingly exercised by the powers that
rule the different departments, either to
the advantage of the general body of
Second Division men or of the service.
It is unfortunate that promotion from the
Second Division to the First depends upon
the whim and fancy of a higher official,
because, like every human being, that
official is bound to have prejudices and to
be subject to the temptation to serve
someone whom he naturally enough
desires to see promoted. That is just one
of those little crevices where patronage,
ever insidious in its application and
methods, creeps in. The remedy, of
course, lies in the direction of making
promotion dependent upon the judg-
ment of not one official only, but upon
two or three independent officials. The
worst examples of the abuse of this option
of promotion are seen in the War Office,
the Post Office, and the Admiralty.

There are considerably over three thou-
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sand Second Division clerks employed
in the service, and the great majority of
them are distributed over the various
Government offices in London. The Post
Office alone, with its various sub-depart-
ments, employs about half the number.

In addition to the two Divisions of the
Civil Service already mentioned, there are
large, and in some directions increasing,
numbers of boy copyists (boy clerks),
abstractors (or assistant clerks), and
temporary clerks engaged. There is also
a growing number of women employed
in the service, though they are chiefly con-
fined to the Post Office and the Post Office
Savings Bank. In London Post Offices,
independently of the Savings Bank, there
are about a thousand women clerks,
telegraphists and sorters.

The British Civil Service costs well
over twenty millions of pounds annually.
A Parliamentary return,issued in January,
1903, showed that the total number of per-
sons employed in the Civil Service on
March 13, 1902, was 107,782, including
77,035 employed in the postal service, and

8,869 in the Admiralty. These figures-

are now largely increased. It is worthy of
notice that the total number of persons in
the Classified Civil Service of the United
States is less than one hundred thousand.

During 1904 there were ninety-seven
open competitions conducted by the
Civil Service Commissioners in connec-
tion with the Home Service. Eight of
them were of a professional or technical
character, and the remaining eighty-nine
non-technical. Of the non-technical com-
petitions, sixty-four were for appointments
in the Post Office. In twenty-eight of
these sixty-four examinations, 3,006 fe-
male candidates competed for 349 situa-
tions, averaging nearly nine for each ap-
pointment, and in the remaining thirty-
six examinations, there were 2,512 male
candidates for 312 situations, or eight for
each appointment. The figures show
a slight, though apparently steady, falling
" off in the number of candidates competing
for each situation since 1904.

It will readily be seen that the principle
of open competition governing entrance to
the English Civil Service has been abund-
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antly successful ever since it was first put
into practice over thirty years ago. Cer-
tainly the service gets the pick of the can-
didates, if the numbers who enter for the
preliminary examinations are any indica-
tion. In fact, the Civil Service Commis-
sion has literally had to defend itself
against the rush of candidates by imposing
more and more restrictions and by stiffen-
ing the examinations, until it is almost
necessary, in order to pass a popular ex-
amination like that for the Second Divi-
sion, to avail one’s self of the services of an
experienced tutor for at least twelve months
beforehand.

Here then should Canada learn the first
step towards placing her Civil Service in a
healthy and efficient state. Appointments
made solely on the strength of nomination
are not, in nine cases out of ten, the best
appointments. There must be a trial of
strength between candidates for the ap-
pointments, so that the best may win.
The qualifying examinations must be
ruled on the principle of open competition,
and the ruling must not be tinged or in-
fluenced in any way by politics. That is
the ideal to work for! Just as a great rail-
road lasts out administrations, so must a
permanent Civil Service outlive elected
Governments, and what is a Civil Service
that is not permanent but a chaos? Just
as the railroad can carry on its business
and preserve its usefulness quite independ-
ently of the winds of ordinary political
doctrines, so can a Civil Service be organ-
ised and carried on independently of
whatever party is in power. In fact that
is the only successful way in which to
organise and carry it on. In England, a
Civil Servant placed in a responsible posi-
tion is expressly forbidden to take any
active or public part in politics, and is
liable to instant dismissal on infringement
of this rule. This is the principle which
should be in operation in Canada. Purge
the Civil Service, as far as is humanly
possible, of politics and patronage—a
reform not at all outside the bounds of
possibility—and the first great step to-
wards economy and efficiency is taken.
Before anything else is thought of, this
must be accomplished.



Old Christmas Customs in England

By SARAH A. TOOLEY

“England was merry England when

Old Christmas brought his sports again.
"T'was Christmas broached the mightiest ale,
"T'was Christmas told the merriest tale .

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer

The poor man’s heart through half the year.”

HILE the celebration of
| Christmas has largely be-
N come a stereotyped national
| holiday at which everybody
&2 eats turkey and plum pudding
and sends cards with the season’s greeting,
there still lingers in ancient townships and
remote hamlets customs which survive
from the days when each county had its
separate dialect and usages.

Hoary and classic Oxford has preserved
in its original form the Boar’s Head Feast,
an old Christmas custom of the northern
counties which is celebrated at Queen’s,
the college founded by Robert de Egles-
field, rector of Brough, in Westmoreland,
in 1340, for the benefit of scholars from
Cumberland and Westmoreland.

Let us, in imagination, enter the old
oak-panelled Hall of Queen’s College on
Christmas afternoon. A huge fire blazes
on the hearth, and casts a cheerful glow
over the holly-decked walls and the crowd
of townsfolk, who, according to established
rule, are admitted to see the celebration.
All eyes are fixed on the door, and there is
a flutter of expectancy when the blast of
the trumpet is heard which heralds the
approach of the procession. First come
the Provost and the Fellows in their black
gowns, and then the bearer of the feast
follows, holding aloft on a great silver dish
the boar’s head gaily decked with tiny
banners and crowned with garlands of
bay and rosemary. The Chaplain and the
choir boys follow, chanting the old carol,
beginning:

“The boar’s head in hand bear I,

Bedeck’d with bays and rosemary;

And I pray you my masters be merry,

Quot estis in convivio,
. Caput apri defero
Reddens laudes Domino.”
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On moves the stately procession to the
rhythmic sound of the carol, the chorus,

“Caput apri defero
Reddens laudes Domino,”

swelling at the end of each verse, until the
high table at the further end of the Hall is
reached, where the Boar’s head is set down
amidst a thrill of admiration. The Prov-
ost distributes the decorations amongst
the townspeople, who now withdraw,
while the Dons and Fellows sit down to
dine. Round goes the old wassail bowl,
and the wine tankard, with the useful
whistle in the handle, and the great Black
Jack, and the feast proceeds as it has done
these 500 years, since it was instituted, as
the legend goes, in honour of a scholar of
“Queen’s,” who killed a wild boar in the
woods by thrusting his Aristotle down its
throat, as he cried “Accipe! Grecum.”
However, the boar’s head was honoured -
long before the advent of this valiant
scholar, and is a relic of a Scandinavian
rite. which took firm root amongst our
Saxon forefathers. In the old halls and
manor houses of the northern counties
was the Boar’s Head Feast observed in
days of yore, and the custom preserved at
Oxford has found. followers in modern
times in mansions where the owners, like
Squire Bracebridge, recall its celebration
in the noble old college hall of their youth.
Oxford has also kept alive the ancient
carol service. This takes place on
Christmas Eve in Magdalen College. At
eight o’clock the hall presents a gay and
festive appearance, with the burning logs
and Christmas decorations. At the Fel-
lows’ high table at one end of the hall
supper is laid for the choir boys, who are
the chief guests of the evening, and there
is a giant Christmas tree, sparkling with
gold and silver bells, and lighted with -
coloured tapers.  Visitors from the town
are admitted to view the scene, and there
is always a good gathering in the ladies’
gallery. At the appointed hour the Presi-
dent, choir-master, organist, and choris-
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ters procession into the hall, and open
the ceremony with selections from the
“Messiah.” Then the boys sit down to
supper. Frumety, the time-honoured dish
of Yorkshire at Christmas time, is passed
round in silver tureens, after which the
banquet proceeds with more substantial
and, it must be admitted, more popular
dishes. At the conclusion of supper
the tree is illuminated, and the choris-
ters, standing round, sing “Many a
Carol, Old and Saintly.” The carol
singing continues until a little before
twelve o’clock, when the Adeste Fideles is
rendered in Latin and followed by some
moments of profound silence. Then the
chimes which tell the hour that ushers
in the Christmas morn break the stillness
as the bells clang out a merry peal from
Magdalen Tower. The choristers raise
the triumphant notes of the Gloria in Ex-
celsis, and as it ceases one hears “A Merry
Christmas, Sir,” and the President, raising
the old silver tankard to his lips, gives the
time-honoured toast. There is no Master
of the Revels or Lord of Misrule among
the stately Dons, still, the choir boys have
amerry time and depart, bearing gifts from
the Christmas tree, while the company,
who, in accordance with the old tradition
that all comers shall be freely entertained,
having partaken of mince pies, sandwiches,
and hot negus, wend their way through
the stately old quadrangle back into twen-
tieth century life. This festival was insti-
tuted for the choir boys many years ago by
a patron of the college who desired to
promote the singing of carols.

One may mention, in passing, the an-
cient candle socket preserved in the buttery
of St. John’s College, Oxford, which was
formerly used to burn the Christmas
candle on the high table during the twelve
nights of the festival, and was also used at
the College Sealings. Itis of stone, carved
and painted and ornamented with the fig-
ure of the Holy Lamb. It is about twelve
inches high and will hold a large two-inch
candle. This is a relic of the times when
each householder lighted his candles from
the great church candle. Inmany country
places the custom of Christmas candles is
still observed along with the burning of the
yule log. At the ancient village of Barley,
in Hertfordshire, there is a tract of land
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called ‘‘ Plough Candles,” the rent of which
went to furnish the candles which were
kept burning before the high altar in pre-
Reformation times, from Christmas Eve
until Twelfth Day. After that came
Plough Monday when the rustics returned
to work.

Another nteresting, though not quite so
charming a survival occurs at Dewsbury in
Yorkshire, where the Devil’s Knell is tolled
on Christmas Eve. The custom was dis-
continued for many years, but was revived
by the vicar in 1828, and has continued to
the present time. The bell is tolled the
same number of times as the year, viz.,
1902, on the last occasion. The practice
is supposed to signify that when Christ was
born the Devil died, hence the ringing of
his death knell. At East Dereham in
Norfolk; Woodchester, Gloucestershire;
and Leigh-upon-Mendip, Somersetshire,
muffled peals used to be rung during
Chri tmas week.

Yet ano.her old Yorkshire custom must
be noted in the “Christmas Cheers,” or
raffles for provisions, which take place
among the working people. These prin-
cipally prevail in the North Riding. About
ten days before Christmas the ‘‘Cheers”
take place in the public houses, where
geese, ducks, turkeys, bottles of gin, and
barrels of ale are raffled at a shilling a
‘““shake.” A year or two ago, the Count-
ess of Carlisle and Lady Cecelia Roberts
tried to suppress the ‘Christmas Cheers,”
in the interests of temperance. But the
Yorkshire folk love their feasting, and the
“Cheers” will die a hard death. Pleas-
anter to contemplate is the typical Christ-
mas Eve in this ancient county, when the
yule “clog” blazes on the hearth, the yule
candles are lighted, a yule cake is made for
each member of the family, and from
mansion to cottage is served the time-
honoured dish of frumety, while good
Yorkshire pies are not wanting.

The Staffordshire folk are alively people,
and one finds at the decayed market
town of Abbots Bromley, about ten miles
from Stafford, a most interesting survival
of the Horn and Hobby-horse dancing,
which used to be so generally observed in
the days of Merrie England at Christmas
and other festivals. The dancing was
generally connected with the church, and
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often began in the church porch, and this
association still prevails at Abbots Brom-
ley. The reindeer antlers, with which the
dancers surround their heads, until each
man seems an impersonation of Herne, the
phantom hunter, and the old hobby-horse
are kept in the parish church of St. Nicho-
las, being deposited in the tower each year
after the celebration of the dance, which
now, however, takes place at the Wake on
the first Monday after September 1st.
Still, though the fact does not appear to be
recognised locally, so far as my enquiries
go, the Horn Dance was originally a
Christmas custom, and might for old
association’s sake be again revived at that
season. Plot, in his history of Staffs,
1686, says: ““Within memory, at Abbots
or Pagets Bromley, they had a sort of
sport which they celebrated at Christmas,
on New Year and Twelfth Day, called the
Hobby-horse Dance from a person who
carried an image of a horse between his
legs, made of thin boards, and in his hands
a bow and arrow, which, passing through
a hole in the bow and stopping upon a
shoulder it had in it, he made a snapping
noise as he drew it to and fro, keeping
time with the musick; with this, men
danced, six others carrying on their shoul-
ders as many reindeer heads, three of them
painted white, with three red, with thearms
of the chief families (viz., Paget, Bagot
and Wells), to whom the revenues of the
town chiefly belonged, depicted on the
palms of them, with which they danced
the hays and other country dances.” The
historian goes on to describe a pot which
the dancers carried, and into which they
received gifts of cake and ale, also money,
the latter being used to repair the church
and feed the poor. Such was the original
Christmas custom at Abbots Bromley. -
To-day, the Horn Dancers assemble on
the Wake Monday at the church, and
having arrayed themselves in the deer
antlers and grotesque garments which
they receive from the parish clerk, they go
round the village and outlying parts per-
forming the dance. One of the number
leads with the hobby-horse, and another
plays an accordion. After each perform-
ance they send round the hat and receive
a nice little sum of money, which they
divide amongst themselves. They keep
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up the dancing until nightfall, when they
return to the church and deposit the horns
and hobby-horse until the next anniversary
comes round.

A modern revival of the Mummers,
or old Christmas play, formerly general
throughout the country, takes place in
Warwickshire, where the spell of “Will
of Stratford” keeps the play-acting spirit
alive. Rugby, and the neighbouring vil-
lage of Newbold, are the scenes of the
revived Jummers’ plays, in which the
time-honoured fight between St. George
and the Turkish Knight takes place, with
the attendant drolleries of Dr. Brown,
and other characters. Mysterious min-
strels, I am told, also parade the town of
Rugby at Christmas, and give much
pleasure to the people. In many parts of
Warwickshire, especially in the houses of
the gentry, the ancient mumming has been
revived of late, and exhibitions of masks
and mummers are still occasionally seen
in the farm kitchens.

Indeed, Shakespeare’s “ Greenwood ” is
rich in old-time customs. The festivities
begin on December z21st, St. Thomas’s
Day, when the children go a-Thomasing
round the hamlets and villages, begging
gifts for Christmas, and often furthering
their claims by singing old carols, such as

“Little cock-robin sat on a wall—

We wish you a merry Christmas
And a great snow ball.”

The yule-log is still dragged in proces-
sion from the woods to stand in the ingle-
nook until the auspicious eve, and the great
melon or marrow decked with ribbons
hangs from the rafters of the farm-house
parlour ripening ready for the festival. On
Christmas Eve, it is prepared and stuffed
ready for the table. The stuffed chine of
pork is another dish which the Warwick-
shire housewife prepares for the season, as
also the stewed crab-apples, which live in
Shakespeare’s verse:

‘““When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl.”

The old people set great store by this dish
and offer it to their friends in the winter
evenings when Christmas approaches, and
on Christmas morning elder wine is drunk
in the rustic households with unfailing
regularity, a custom which Squire Cass
observed in “Silas Marner.”
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Kent was a county noted for ‘“hoden-
ing,” or going round with the ‘“hodening”
horse, a fearsome creature made of wood
with great jaws studded with hobnails for
teeth. A boy carried the head, having his
own person concealed by a horsecloth.
He held a cord which worked the hinges
attached to the hideous jaws and made
them open in a ferocious manner; at the
same time he kept up as much kicking and
plunging as possible. Young men from
the farm stables usually went round with
the™horse, to the terror of small children.
The custom was kept up at Walmer and
Hoath until comparatively recent times at
Christmas, and also at Sittingbourne.

Essex had its own peculiar custom of
wrestling for the boar’s head, formerly ob-
served at Hornchurch, on Christmas Day.
The lessee of the tithes, which belonged to
New College, Oxford, used to supply the
boar’s head dressed and garnished for the
contest, which took place in a field adjoin-
ing the church. The boar’s head, decked
with ribbons, was elevated on a pole and
brought into the ring to be wrestled for;
the prize being awarded to the winner.
The custom was by ancient charter, and
although the practice has been discon-
tinued, the bull’s horns and head are still
exhibited on the east end of the chancel of
the church.

Haxey, the ancient capital of the Island
of Axholme, in the Lincolnshire Fen coun-
try, which the author of “The MS. in a
Red Box” has rendered famous, is the
scene, on old Christmas Day, of an in-
teresting survival of the custom called
“Throwing the Hood.” In his “History
of Axholme,” Peek relates that the custom
was first instituted by the daughter of one
of the Mowbrays, a landed family residing
in the neighbourhood of Haxey. Itchanced
one old Christmas Day, that the young
lady was out riding and had her hood
blown off by the wind. Twelve men,
working in the fields, ran to pick it up, and
their efforts afforded Lady Mowbray so
much merriment, that when at length the
hood was captured she gave the men
money and promised that a piece of land
should be vested in trustees for the purpose
of annually carrying out a sport on old
Christmas Day to be called “Throwing
the Hood.” The land consisted of forty
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acres, and to-day bears the name of
Hoodlands. Formerly a mill stood there,
but only the old mill-house remains, and
the field surrounding it is the scene of the
quaint survival

There is locally, I find, another version
to the effect that the lady of the manor was
on her way to Mass on Christmas morning,
and while crossing the mill field her hood
blew off and the villagers, also on their
way to church, joined in trying to recover
it. The wind blew the hood hither and
thither, and the fun grew fast and furious,
to the amusement of the lady, who, after
the hood was restored, commanded that the
game should be annually commemorated,
and left at her death an endowment of
lands for the purpose.

Haxey has most chivalrously stood by
the lady’s wish, and the good townsfolk
to-day hunt the hood with all the old-time
zest and observance. At three o’clock in
the afternoon of old Christmas Day, the
“Boggans,” four or six men dressed in red
and having the real hood and several sham
hoods, march in order to the remains of the
old stone cross by the church, led by the
“fool,” who is dressed in rags stuck about
with birds’ feathers. Arrived at the cross
the fool mounts it and makes a humorous
speech to the people. Then he leads the
way to the field where the “sham” hoods,
made of red baize or flannel and stuffed
with sawdust, are thrown amongst the
crowd. Any one who secures a hood and
escapes without being touched by the
boggans, stationed at the corners with
long sticks, runs down to the village with
his trophy and is entitled to free drinks at
any public house he chooses to enter.

At four o’clock the real hood, which is
twenty-five inches long, nine inches in
circumference, shaped like an elongated
sausage and made of stout leather stuffed
with straw, is thrown, and the sport be-
comes boisterous. One end of the hood
is seized by one side of the parish and the
other end by the opposite side, and the
“sway” begins, the rival villagers trying
to drag the trophy to their particular end
of the parish. Prudent folk put up the
shop shutters and barricade their windows,
as there is no knowing to what length the
sport may go, for though the swayers are
not malicious in intention, the vigour with
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which each side strives for the hood, and
the number of people engaged in the strug-
gle, make the affair rather dangerous.
Anyone standing in the street is regarded
as legitimate prey, and is liable to be
dragged in o the “sway.” Women and
children view the scene from the privacy of
their bedroom windows, or if they venture
out obtain sanctuary for the time being
behind the churchyard wall. On this day
the local laws are popularly supposed to be
suspended, . nd Haxey runs the gauntlet
of established order in as free and easya
spirit as it did in days of yore, when the
hero of the “MS. in the Red Box” flour-
ished. If shutters are battered in or
windows broken, not even the grim Earl,
who tortured offenders on the rack at
Castle Musgrave, were he alive to-day,
would venture to punish an offender on
Old Christmas Day. The present vicar,
the Rev. H. Clifford, tells me that when he
first came to Haxey, his gard ner insisted
on barring and bolting up every entrance
to the vicarage preparatory to the “Hood”
celebration, asserting, as a native of the
place, that no damage for trespass could be
punished on that day.

The game lasts till dusk, and the victors
bear the hood to their part of the parish,
where it remains for the ensuing year.
The evening closes with much merry-
making, and copious healths are drunk to
my Lady Mowbray, who instituted such
good sport. On the following day it used
to be the custom for the revels to be con-
tinued at West Woodside by the smoking
of the “fool.” A fire was made of straw,
and the fool, fastened with a rope, was
swung to and fro over the fumes until he
was properly smoked (or choked?), after
which he was liberated and went round
with the hat.

Although the generally accepted origin
of Throwing the Hood at Haxey is traced
to Lady Mowbray, some antiquarians
assert that the custom is connected with
the ancient rites and ceremonies of sun-
worship. It seems, however, that if such
were the case the custom would have been
observed in other places besides Haxey.

Cornwall is a county rich in folklore and
old traditions, and still retains distinctive
Christmas customs, several of which are
associated with the mining industry. The
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festival practically begins with Picrons-
day, the second Thursday before Christ-
mas, when the Cornish miners feast in
honour of St. Piran (alias St. Kinan), the
supposed discoverer of tin. On the
Thursday before Christmas is observed
the feast of Chewidden, in commemora-
tion of the first manufacture of smelted
(white) tin. The name is Celtic, and
signifies “white house.” The factories
where the smelting is done are always
spoken of as ‘“houses.” Some places
celebrate one of these days and some
another, but Mr. Thurstan C. Peter, of
Redruth, an authority and enthusiast
regarding the customs and traditions of
his native country, tells me that he does
not know of any place where the two “tin”’
festivals are kept. It would seem that in
some districts the miners choose to honour
the discoverer of tin and in others to
celebrate the first process of melting.

The Cornish miners have a superstition
against working underground on Christ-
mas Eve, because of the tradition that on
that night the fairies meet at the bottom of
the mines to hold a Mass in celebration
of the birth of Christ. Sounds of melodi-
ous singing are alleged to have been heard.
This is not, however, peculiar to Cornwall;
I have known a similar superstition re-
peated by old miners in the Black Country,

Among other practices still observed in
Cornwall is Going-a-Gooding on Christ-
mas Eve. Parties of poor women, some-
times as many as twenty-five in a party, go
round from house to house begging for
something to celebrate the festival. Money
is sometimes given, but more frequently
the ‘““goodys” return home with gifts of
clothing and eatables. The yule-log, or
“mock” as it is locally called, is still
dragged in triumph from the wood to
many farmhouses and country halls in
Cornwall and burned on Christmas Eve,
with all the old traditions. The “mock?”’
was never supposed to be bought, and
those who did not own land obtained it
for the fetching from their neighbours’
woods. A modern survival of this custom
is the load of firewood which many timber-
sellers in Cornwall send to their customers
at Christmas. The pleasant practice of
the tradespeople sending Christmas boxes
in kind to their patrons still obtains in the



OLD CHRISTMAS

county. One might suggest that it is
worthy of being revived in London.

In days gone by every Cornish house-
wife provided ‘“the Christmas” for her
household. This was a small saffron and
currant cake, given on Christmas Eve to
each member of the family and to each
guest, and the custom was for everybody
to taste everybody else’s cake by way of
good-fellowship. The practice has gone
out of fashion for the most part, but was
observed so recently as last year in some
cottage homes about Redruth. Another
vanishing custom is ““ Giglot Fair,” which
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days gone by family parties on Christmas
Eve sat round the blazing ‘“mock” eating
the special cakes already referred to, and
singing quaint carols far into the night.
On Christmas Day, carols took the place
of psalms in the churches, and at the end
of the service the parish clerk in a loud
voice wished the congregation a “Happy
Christmas.” A few years ago Mr. Heath,
organist at Redruth, discovered a collection
of old carols in MS. hidden in a chest in
the church. These gave evidence that
they had been written and set to music by
some village worthies for local use. Similar

THE PROCESSION OF THE HORN DANCERS AT ABBOTS BROMLEY
Photo by A, W, Hill, Abbots Bromley

used to be celebrated with great spirit at
Launceston the week after Christmas. It
savoured of leap year customs, for every
one was free to speak to one of the opposite
sex without the formality of an introduc-
tion. Chaperones were rigidly excluded
from the fair. They have had their
revenge, however, for I am told that the
merry-making which still struggles to
survive amongst the young people is being
suppressed “by the better sense of the
elders, who see the ill consequences which
too often result from such liberty.”
Carol-singing is less risky, and is ob-
served throughout Cornwall by special
services in the churches and chapels. In

3

collections of original carols were after-
wards discovered in some of the Devon-
shire churches, pointing to the old custom
of districts and counties having their own
special carols. The rhymes of the village
composers were more curious than edify-
ing, having been handed down from
mouth to mouth with accumulated corrup-
tions of words and expressions, and are
still sung in the country districts of Corn-
wall. Locally it is called “curl” singing.
The late Mr. Davies Gilbert published
some of these ancient carols set to music.
The Guise-dancing, which used to be
observed in the Land’s End district, has
now degenerated into a romping game by
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THE ASSEMBLY OF HORN DANCERS AND THE HOBBY-HORSE AT THE CHURCH DOOR,
ABBOTS BROMLEY

Photo by A, W. Hill, Abbots Bromley

children, who go round the villages and
smaller towns with whistles, beating iron
tea trays and making as many discordant
sounds as a ““cat’s concert” would supply.
The police, not being troubled with anti-
quarian sentiments, suppress the “sur-
vivals” in the larger towns.

The ancient superstition of ““ wassailing”
the apple trees on old Christmas Eve for
good luck is still observed in a few places
in East Cornwall, but the practice has sur-
vived more generally in the neighbouring
counties. In West Somerset, in the Bridg-
water district, for example, wassailing the
apple trees is still observed, and has been
described by Mr. Walter Raymond in
“Young Zam and Zabina.” The idea is
to drink wassail, which, according to its
Saxon derivation, is waes-hael (health be
to you) to the apple trees at the time of
the winter solstice, so that they may bear
a good crop of fruit in the coming season.
The poet Herrick has a verse:

‘‘ Wassaile the trees that they may beare
You many a plum and many a peare;
For more or less fruits they will bring
As you do give them wassailing.”

The custom is thus described by a local
resident. - On old Twelfth Eve (Jan. 17)
a small band of farm labourers, sometimes
reinforced with the local blacksmith or
carpenter, pays a visit to all the orchards
in the neighbourhood to carry out the old
custom of wassailing.

The tour begins at 7 p.m., when the men
have left work. On entering the orchard
they form a circle beneath the largest tree
and sing the wassail song, the quaint words
of which have been handed down orally
from father to son for many generations.
The whole company join in the singing.
Formerly an old musket was fired at the
end of the song, but of late this part of the
ceremony is omitted. When the singing
ceases the owner of the orchard, whether
squire orfarmer, sends out a bucket of hot

3
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FOOL' MAKING HIS SPEECH AT THE OLD STONE

Photo by George Hammond, Haxey

cider with toast floating on the top. The
toast is placed on the apple trees for the
robins to eat, while the cider lubricates the
throats of the singers. The scene is a
curious and picturesque sight with the
rustics in their rough working clothes
standing beneath the bare, rugged branches
of the apple trees, chanting their quaint
song by the light of lanterns; but if the
moon shines, and there is hoar frost on the
tree and snow on the ground, the sight is
perfect. It might be a Druidical function
of the dark ages. The ceremony com-
pleted, the company march up to the house
of the owner, where more cider and good
cheer await them. Old men still believe
that if this custom is not observed a bad
crop of apples will be the result, and if a
farmer is unpopular his orchard is left
unwassailed.

I have before me several local versions
of the rhymes sung to the apple-trees, but
the Halse Wassail Song is the most com-
plete, and owes its preservation, I believe,

to Dr. Prior, of Halse, who died last year.
It is partly in Somersetshire dialect:

““Wassail, wassail, all round the town,

The zidur-cup is white, and the zidur is
brown,

Our zidur is made from good apple trees,

And now, my fine fellows, we’ll drink, if you
please.

We’ll drink your health with all our heart,

We'll drink to’e all before we part,

Here’s one, and here’s two,

And here’s three before we goo.

We’re three jolly boys all in a row,

All in a row, boys, all in a row,

And we’re three jolly boys all in a row.

CHORUS—
“This is our wassail, our jolly wassail,
And joy go with our jolly wassail.
Hatfuls, capfuls, dree basket, basketfuls,
And a little heap in under the stairs.

“Down in a green copse there sits an old fox,
And there he sits a-mopping his chops.

Shall we go catch him, boys—say, shall we go?
A thousand to one whor we catch him or no.

“There was an old man, and he had an old
cow,
And for to keep her he couldn’t tell how,
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On the left of the “Fool” is standing the ‘‘Lord” holding the mock hoods
\

Photo by George Hammond, Haxey

So he built up a barn to kip his cow warm;
And a liddle more liquor’ll do us no harm.

““And now we’ll go whoam and tell our wife
Joan,

To put in the pot the girt marrow bones,

That we may have porridge when we do cum
whoam.

“There was an old man, and he lived in the
West,

The juice of the barrel was what he loved
best.

He loved his auld wife as dear as his life,

But when they got drunk, why, thay soon
cum to strife.”

The chorus is repeated after each verse,
and the “Hatfuls, capfuls,” given with
great gusto.

The Rev. C. M. Whistler, of Stockland,
in Devonshire, says that the custom of

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

wassailing the apple trees
was practised in his neigh-
bourhood when he came
eight years ago, and the
wassailers wanted to
“do” his apple trees. He
was, however, from home,
and his man drove them
off, and he has not, to
his regret, been again
approached on the sub-
ject.

Among other Somerset-
shire customs which have
survived to modern times,
is the drinking of Flap-
dragon at dinner on
Christmas Day. The
practice is for the com-
pany to float almonds,
cut in the form of boats,
in their wine glasses, then
to set fire to the almond
and toss off the wine
with it alight. This is
a modified, and certainly
pleasanter, form of the
ancient custom of drink-
ing while candle-ends
floated alight in the wine,
as an offering to the Sun
god.

The superstition re-
garding the blossoming of
the white thorn which
Joseph of Arimathea
planted at Glastonbury,
and from which plants have been propa-
gated in many parts of the country, survives
in remote districts in Somersetshire. A gen-
tleman relates that on'Old Christmas Day
in 1891 he met a young girl in a North
Somersetshire village, who told him she
was going to see the Christmas thorn in
blossom. He accompanied her, and
found, to his surprise, a tree propagated
from the Glastonbury thorn, and gathered
sprigs in blossom. He was told that it used
to be the custom for the young people of
the district to assemble under the tree on
Christmas Eve to hear the popping of the
bud as it burst into bloom. Stonyhurst,
in Lancashire, has a local thorn which
flowers at Christmas.

Devonshire is a county where old cus-
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toms die hard, and the peasantry hold
fast to their ancient rites and ceremonies.
Folklore and picturesque superstition per-
meate the atmosphere of Dartmoor, and
have not been completely eradicated by
the prosaic invasion of the convicts and
warders of Princetown, or the unbelieving
Board Schools. Coy maidens still go to
church on Christmas Day wearing last
midsummer’s rose, and doubtless find the
right swain waiting to claim it; while
careful housewives bewail the pranks of
the “pixies,” those Devonshire ““Robin
Goodfellows” who are always alert for
mischief There may even yet be in some
isolated cottage of Dartmoor a young
person untroubled by a knowledge of
the Ten Commandments. It is related
that some sixty years ago, a girl prepar-
ing for confirmation gave the Command-
ments as: ‘“Crismis, Lady Day, Aister,
Whitsuntide, our vair, and brither Dan’s
birthday.”

“(Crismis” evidently figured first in her
imagination. The word recalls the Ash-
ton faggot, which on Christmas Eve blazes
on the wide hearths of the moorland farms.
It differs from the yule-log in being com-
posed of separate sticks and branches of
wood securely bound together with bands
of ash. Round the blazing pile the family
sit cracking jokes, playing games and par-
taking of good cheer. The timber being
green, the hoop bands of the fagot burst
with a loud report, and at each bursting
the farmer calls for a quart of cider and
toasts his friends. Later, if there is an
orchard, the company go out with a bowl
of hot cider and wassail the apple trees.

Mrs. Bray, in “The Borders of the
Tamar and the Tavy,” refers to this cus-
tom still surviving in the villages on the
borders of Dartmoor. “On Christmas
Eve,” she relates, “the farmers and their
men take a large bowl of cider with toast
in it and carry it in state to the orchard,
and salute the apple trees with much cere-
mony, in order to make them bear well
next year. The salutation consists in
throwing ‘ ome of the cider about the roots
of the trees, placing bits of toast in the
branches, and then forming themselves
into a ring, like the bards of old, they
sing:

‘“Here’s to thee, old apple tree,

Whence thou may’st bud, and where thou
may’st blow!

And whence thou may’st bear apples enow.”

Special honour is paid to a tree on which
mistletoe is found, and the fact that this
sacred plant of the Druids occasionally
grows on apple trees may connect the
wassailing custom with the Pagan rites.
The custom is not confined to Somerset-
shire and Devon, but has survived within
living memoryin Hertfordshire, Shropshire,
Herefordshire, and in the New Forest,
Hampshire. At Chailey, in Sussex, too,
the custom has lingered on, and the was-
sail song of that district begins:

‘‘Stand fast root, bear well top,
Pray the God send us a hood howling crop.”

Shooting the apple trees is another cus-
tom observed n Devonshire. Mr. F. G.
Snell, M.A., writing n the “Antiquary,”
in 1894, relates that while residing at
Bolham, a small Devonshire hamlet, he
was startled when sitting up late one
January night (presumably January 17th,
Old Twelfth Eve) by the report of a gun
which was reported, at intervals. Next
morning he learned that some villagers
had been firing at the apple trees. From
recent enquiries, I find that an old man
in Moretonhampstead, Devon, recalls the
practice of shooting the apple trees as
having been common in his youth. One
fails to understand the reason for shooting
the trees, unless it was in the nature of a
threat akin to a custom in Poland, where
the farmer goes round his orchard with a
hatchet, and threatens each tree if it does
not bear. Antiquarians trace the custom
to the Pagan ceremony of casting a spear,
or shooting an arrow over the tree to
dedicate it to Odin.

The Isle of Man is a separate kingdom,
and not a county, but in concluding the
account of old Christmas survivals one
may mention ‘he Manx custom of “Hunt-
ing the Wren,” on December 24th or on
December 26th. The men and boys of
the island used to set out in companies and
chase the poor little wrens all day long,
because of some superstition of the past.
At the end of the chase one of the birds
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was fixed on the top of a long pole, with
wings extended, or sometimes hung by the
leg between two hoops crossed at right
angles and decked with ribbons, and car-
ried by the wren boys in procession, from
house to house, as they sang:

“We hunted the Wren for Robin the Bobbin,”

ete,
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Afterwards the wren was laid on a bier,
and buried with full rites in the parish
churchyard.

Mr. Hall Caine tells me that the wren
boys still go round singing on St. Stephen’s
Day (December 26th), but the actual hunt-
ing of the wren does not now take place
in the Isle of Man.

The Goal

BY MURIEL ALBERTA ARMSTRONG

STOOD at the foot of a mountain
On a lovely morn in June,
Gazing aloft at the gilded peaks
In the glare of a summer noon.

The mountain was massed with verdure,
And almost hidden from view

A narrow pathway ascended
To a haven beneath the blue.

The course stretched steep and stony,
And the way lay lonely and drear,

But the madness of youth and summer
Had blotted out faintness and fear.

So, boldly courageous I started,
And all through the golden day

I climbed and struggled to reach the top
Till the darkness blinded the way.

My heart grew weary and timid,
And the ardour within me was chilled,

But the thirst for that haven could not be slaked,
Nor the longing for fame be stilled.

So again and again I endeavoured,
And the summer glory waned,

But still T gazed at the distant goal,
And Ambition was not restrained.

Till at length the gold all faded

And paled on December’s cheek,
Then with one last mighty effort

I gained the topmost peak.

But why was the brightness clouded,
And where was the haven of gold?
Alas! the glitter had vanished,
And the light had grown cold.
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The Lost Earl of Ellan

A Story of Australian Life

By MRS. CAMPBELL PRAED, author of My Australian Girlhood,”
“Fugitive Anne,”’ “Nyria,” elc., elc.

CHAPTER XXIII
MICK’S SHAFT

PART from the personal
consolation of Susan, Brian’s
arrival at Narrawan was op-
portune, for it relieved the
tension of suspense that had
followed upon the receipt of the mail, and
forced Mr. Galbraith out of his dreary
brooding in the “office” to welcome his
guest. Susan’s father had gathered easily
enough what Brian’s visit portended, and
perhaps nothing short of a suitor for the
hand of his favourite child would have
made him put aside for the moment the
futile speculations roused by Mr. Kirby’s
letter, or have given him a short respite
from the gnawings of self-reproach.

As the dinner hour drew on, however,
he began to worry over Oora’s absence,
and sent for Tommy George to ask if
anything had been seen of Pintpot. Then
it appeared that the horse Oora had ridden
to Iron Bark Camp was running lame in
the Home Paddock, and that Gipsy Girl
and two other hacks were missing, so that
when Mr. Galbraith came in, angry and
alarmed, to consult Patsy, Susan was
obliged to tell him part of what had hap-
pened. So she related how Oora, having
heard a story from the blacks of a sick
white man, whom a Bundah tribe had
brought down with them from the north,
and who was now in the native camp at
the foot of the Range—had foolishly in-
sisted on going off at once to see into the
matter, in case this unknown white man
could possibly be Harry, and how, as Susan
was seeing her start, they had met Wolfe
at the Bunyip’s waterhole on his way to
the house. Here Susan became confused
and reticent, and Brian came clumsily to
her rescue, explaining that Mr. Wolfe had
evidently considered it unfit for a young
lady to be riding at that hour through the

4—137

AN

i, | e

bush with no better company than a black-
boy, and had very properly given her his
escort. There was nothing extraordinary
in the latter part of the tale, except indeed
the coincidence of Wolfe’s unexpected
arrival, and that, after all, was what Mr.
Galbraith had been hoping would happen,
for he had taken it badly that Wolfe
should have repaid his kindness with
apparently such ingratitude. He was
now glad to think he had misjudged him
and also extremely glad that he had got
an efficient stockman back again. It was
perfectly natural too that Wolfe should
have taken upon himself the responsibility
of guarding Oora, seeing that he knew the
wild country beyond Iron Bark Camp,
having mustered cattle and hunted brum-
bies on the lower spurs.of the Range.
Mr. Galbraith was therefore mollified
concerning Wolfe and commended his
action, but the others had to listen to
some severe condemnation of Oora’s
reckless impulsiveness and madcap ways.

“Why,” the Boss asked querulously,
“must she be always running after single-
handed adventure? Why couldn’t she
have come in and consulted him, and then
they might have gone sensibly into the
business, have questioned the blacks,
made suitable preparations and, in short,
have done all the things Oora had been
anxious to avoid. Still Oora was Oora,
and as Patsy good-naturedly tried to point
out, there was no use in expecting her to
do anything after the manner of an
ordinary girl. She was a half-wild crea-
ture, and whether on the sea or in the bush
she was bound to be as much at home as a
fish or a kangaroo.

Nevertheless, dinner was not altogether
a sociable meal, though Cordeaux felt far
too content at the success of his own love-
affair not to try and appear cheerful; and
painfully embarrassed though he had been
at some of Susan’s confidences, he did his
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best to entertain the little company with
an account of the Clytie’s recent voyag-
ings along the coast. But everyone else
was more or less pre-occupied. Even the
Pickaninny, as a rule the most conversa-
tional of mortals, sat silently staring at
the new-comer with solemn black eyes
shadowed by elf locks that hung down
over her night-gown in which she usually
appeared at this hour. She was puzzled
and awed by this “new feller Benjamin
belonging to Susan,”—as to her sister’s
intense discomfiture she described Brian—
having divined with the sharp intuition
common to children and to the blacks,
that he was Susan’s lover.

When the meal was over, Patsy retired
to put her children to bed and the Boss
went back to the office and his solitary
self-communings, while Susan took Brian
to the verandah and thence into the moon-
lit garden.

She had already opened out her heart
to him and found delicious salve for her
wounded feelings in his tenderness and
consideration, which were greater to-day
than ever. He would have liked to ask her
a good many questions concerning this
James Wolfe, of whom he had just heard
so much at Narrawan, for a certain letter
in his pocket from Craies, the solicitor
who had got on the track of his missing
cousin, had intensified Brian’s suspicion
that the Lost Earl of Ellan, James Wolfe
and James Robinson, were one and the
same individual. Now, judging by what
Brian learnt from Susan, it seemed to him
an undoubted fact that this James Wolfe
was the James Robinson whom he had
seen at Thursday Island, and also, that he
was really James Wolfe Cordeaux. But
though Susan in her first indignant con-
fidences, sobbed out on Brian’s shoulder
down by the waterhole, had told him
enough of Oora’s acquaintance with the
man to make this clear to Brian, she
shrank from personal questions concern-
ing Wolfe, and Brian wisely determined
not to press her in the matter. Thus he
never quite knew the rights of Susan’s
share in that story nor how she had once
believed that she loved James Wolfe.

Of Harry Galbraith, Brian, of course,
had known nothing; but when Susan
sobbingly recounted Wolfe’s confession

that he had killed her brother, Brian was
deeply dismayed, and, could not forbear
showing close interest in the matter. But
Susan, blinded by her own grief, supposed
that his evident distress was entirely on
her behalf. It never occurred to her that
the trouble could concern Brian except
through her. And as things were, he did
not care to tell her who he supposed James
Wolfe to be. Better to wait, he thought.
Susan had been through enough already,
and further suspense and uncertaint
would but add to the load she had to bear.
Then there was the chance of the recovery
of Harry Galbraith, which would relieve
James Wolfe, or Jem Cordeaux—as he
might be—from the terrible stigma of
murder, for Susan had told Brian al]
about Oora’s wild project to seek out the
Bundah tribe of blacks who were camped
at the edge of Razor-back Gully. And
though Susan still professed disbelief in
the possibility of Harry being among them,
the idea had begun to take some hold upon
her, and she talked over it unceasingly
with her lover. Thus, though Brian
looked unusually grave and certainly con-
sidered the whole situation very serious
indeed, he was nevertheless inwardly
happy, as far as he himself was concerned,
at the turn affairs had taken.

It was a glorious night, the moon almost
bright enough to read by, yet casting fan-
tastic and deceptive shadows that made
trees and shrubs seem things of a dream,
The lagoon below, with its silvery reflec-
tions, and the ghostly trunks of the white
gums surrounding it, looked like some en-
chanted lake. The dim stretch of plain
and clumps of sandalwood and eucalyptus
upon it; the mournful gidya forest growin
towards it, and the strange night calls of
the bush—the screeching of waterfowl, the
wail of curlews, the distant howling of
dingoes, the cry of the more-pork, and all

the many eerie sounds added to the sense

of weirdness and illusion.
Susan and Brian strolled along the
garden paths between orange trees and

aromatic shrubs, which were pale pillars’

of blossom; here were stumps twined with
monstrous cactus plants, and a night-
blooming cereus opened its enormous white
heart to the moon beams. The night was
beavy with perfume, and the scent of the
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gardenias and stephanotis, blending with
other tropic odours, was almost over-
powering. But there were many mos-
quitoes amidst the greenery, so she took
him by a gate set in the passion creepers
that covered the garden paling, out on to
the open path leading to the slip-rails.
While they were leaning upon the paddock
fence and looking over the plain, they saw
a man riding towards them. He was
alone, and from the movement of his horse
they could tell that the animal was dead-
beat. The rider came straight to the slip-
rails and before dismounting looked
steadily up to the cluster of buildings on
the hill brow, evidently taking stock of the
head station. He had not noticed Brian
and Susan, who were in the shadow of a
thick clump of sandalwood trees that grew
close to the fence, and who, being both in
black, did not readily attract attention.
Moreover, the stockman, as he seemed,
would scarcely have expected to meet a
lady in a dinner dress and a gentleman in
a lounge suit so far from the house at this
time of the evening. It was not till he had
put down the slip-rails that he saw there
was somebody there.

“Hello!” he cried, and retreating a step,
he took off his cabbage tree hat in con-
fusion. “G’d evening, Miss. I'm on
the look out——" he stopped suddenly,
recognising Brian who had followed
Susan out of the circle of shadow. ‘““Oh!

My word! I'm dashed if this isn’t the

sailor gentleman. G’d day, Mister; it’s
a rum start seein’ you here,” he added,
with his drawling colonial laugh.

“Good evening, Mr. Flinders Dick,”
returned Brian. “Yes, people in the
bush do seem to have a queer knack of
turning up several hundred miles away
from where you might expect to see them.
Last time we met was at Thursday
Island.”

Flinders Dick seemed embarrassed at
the recollection, and occupied himself in
trying to persuade his horse to walk over
the slip-rails which were lowered at one
end, but the beast seemed stupefied from
having been over-ridden, and shied at the
shadows of the poles on the ground.
Susan moved aside from its heels.

“Don’t you be afraid, Miss. The poor
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old crawler hasn’t got a kick in him. He
wants to lie down, that’s all.”

“Have you come from Wooralba with a
telegram ?”’ she asked.

“Wooralba! No fear. I reckon I've
come more’n ninety miles further than
that, riding hard and soldiering a horse
wherever I got the chance. A cattle-boat
took me to Rockingham Bay. I couldn’t
wait for the steamer, so I over-landed the
rest from Cardwell.”

“Miss Galbraith, I see you’re not
acquainted with my friend, Mr. Flinders
Dick,” said Brian genially.

“ At your service, Miss. I'm pleased to
see you, for maybe you can tell me if my
mate has been up this way.”

“Your mate?” asked Susan.
is his name?”’

Flinders Dick found himself confronted
with an unexpected difficulty. He looked
sheepishly at Brian. How was he to say
James Wolfe, when Wolfe had announced
himself to Cordeaux as James Robinson,
and had warned Dick against disclosing
his identity.

“Wa-al—I dunno—it’s a bit awkward
to explain,” he stammered. “It’s this
way, Miss. My horse is knocked up, and
I wanted to get on to the Iron Bark Bore,
which is seven miles about, I b’lieve—I—I
haven’t been up in this part lately.”

“But why do you want to go to the
bore?” asked Susan. ‘“It’s’ not being
worked now, and there’s no one at the
humpey.”

“My mate wired me from Townsville
that I should find him there, and that if
I didn’t he’d leave word where he was
gone,” said Flinders Dick.

Susan suddenly guessed who his mate
was. Her face stiffened and her voice
changed as she asked in a constrained
manner: ;

“Is it Mr. Wolfe that you want?”

Again Dick hesitated. Brian, remem-
bering the interview at Thursday Island,
struck in:

“James Wolfe or, as he called himself
when we met, James Robinson. Youneed
not mind speaking out before me, Flinders
Dick, if there’s anything you wish to say.
I sha’n’t harm your friend. T understand

“What
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his reason for preferring to use a different
name, and I fully sympathise with it.”

Flinders Dick glanced at Cordeaux
gratefully. He shifted his weight from
one foot to the other in a puzzled way.
“I see you've got the hang of something
beyond me, Mister,” he said simply.

“But I reckon it’s an all-right mix, for
as far as I can tell nothin’ can make any
odds naow. Jem can spit out the whole
back lot and chuck this thundering old
show and clear to England if he jolly well
pleases, and float the Shark’s Tooth Gold
Mine Company, and keep half the shares
...... Queer name to choose, ain’t it,
Mister, but a shark’s tooth brought him
luck, d’ye see ?”

Neither of the other two spoke.

“ My mate "ull be a rich man,” went on
Dick. “It’s another Mount Morgan, I
b’lieve. D’ye understand?”

“I understand that you must have
struck gold,” answered Brian stiffly.
There seemed something in Flinders
Dick’s levity that jarred upon both Susan
and Cordeaux. Then a wild hope sprang
up in Susan’s breast. Was it possible that
Oora was right after all? Could the
black’s story be true?

“Mr. Flinders Dick,” she said tremu-
lously, “I don’t think you could speak like
that if you knew everything. You couldn’t
seem so glad about your mate if you under-
stood what Mr. Wolfe told me himself
to-day about—about ” her voice died
off sadly. Dick only caught the murmur-
ed words, “my brother.”

In a moment he was subdued and utter-
ly remorseful. “I’ve done it now!” he
cried bitterly. ‘“I’m a blunderin’ jumpt-up
brute. I deserve a hidin’ fer my dashed
keerlessness. I was carried off my head
for the minute and I clean forgot that poor
Harry the Blower was your brother,
Miss.”

Susan turned, sobbing,
Brian put his arms round her.

“Don’t you let her fref, Mister,”
pleaded Dick anxiously. “‘So fer as I can
make out pore Harry’s all right. Least-
ways——"

“You cannot be aware,” interrupted
Brian, “that only an hour or two ago,
Miss Galbraith had the terrible shock of
hearing from Jem’s—from your mate’s—

away, and
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own lips, that he had killed her brother.”

“Naow—Naow!” exclaimed Flinders
Dick. “Jem didn’t know himself what
I’ve come all this way, quick as I could, to
tell him and the rest of you people here.
I’ve got a lot to explain to the Boss. But
first I want to know—is my mate up there ?
He jerked his thumb towards the head
station.

“No, he isn’t,” answered Brian. “Up
there they don’t know anything about
him.”

“Where is he then?” asked Flinders
Dick excitedly. “The . police haven’t
caught him, have they? I know they
have been put on to him, but I reckoned
I’d be in time to set things straight. Where
is Jem?”

“He has gone with Miss Oora Gal-
braith to the blacks’ camp, at a place
called Razor-back Gully, in search of a
sick white man, who they heard had been
brought down there by the natives.”

Flinders Dick threw out his long, loose-
jointed arms in jubilation.

“Oh, Jiminy! they’ve got hold of him.
That’s fine. Dash me, if it isn’t Harry
himself ?”’

“We don’t know that it is. We don’t
know anything except that one of the
blacks in this neighbourhood declared
that this white man was something like
Harry Galbraith,” interposed Brian.

“Blow me if it isn’t Harry! It must
be Harry!” cried Flinders Dick. “The
blacks were making for Narrawan. But
who could ha’ hoped that they would have
turned up to time like this.”

Susan appealed to him agitatedly.

“For God’s sake tell me what you know.
Do you really think that my poor brother
is not dead and that he is with the blacks?
It seems incredible. Tell me what makeg
you think it ?”

“Wa-al, Miss, I got on the track of him
outside Cardwell—all of a sudden. Tt
was a Hinchinbrook Island boy—one of
the Bundah blacks, and he told me hig
tribe had all gone on the walk about up
Narra way to the bunya country, and
that they’d got Harry Galbraith with them.
He was alive all right then, but a bit queer
in his head, the black-boy told me—said
he talked ‘like it lil feller pickaninny’.”

Susan looked eagerly at Brian. ‘I
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told you how Birraboi told Oora that the
white man had got scrub madness—but
surely that couldn’t mean that he was
really out of his mind. He might have
had a bad attack of fever. Oh,  Brian,
Oora may have been right after all!”
“You can take my oath, Miss, that so
fer as I know at this minute what 7’ve said
is gospel truth,” broke in Dick. “If I
was to begin giving you the whole blessed
lay-out I'd have to start a good way back,
and it seems to me I'd best get hold of my
mate first. If the Boss will let me have a
fresh horse straightaway I’ll tell him
while they are changing saddles as much
as will set his mind at rest, and then I’ll
ride like blazes after Jem. How do I
know that the troopers haven’t spotted
him through the telegrams we sent? Dang
my stupidity! 1 only thought of that

afterwards. And they may be making to
the bore same as me...... By Gosh!
listen!”

Flinders Dick’s trained Bush ears were
on the alert in an instant, and his dog-
like eyes strained into the night; but it was
several seconds before either Susan or
Brian could hear the muffled sound of
horses’ hooves approaching the head
station from the opposite direction—that
of the Bunyip’s waterhole and the bore
track. As the sounds came nearer, it was
easy to tell that they were made by a com-
pany of horses going at the quick, steady
pace of mounted and well-ridden beasts.
The men who rode them were drilled men;
the horses knew their work. There was no
mistaking the even hoof-thuds. Only a
band of troopers could ride like that.

Flinders Dick pulled the bridle off his
own jaded beast and guided it gently over
the lowered ends of the slip-rails, but with
the instinct of the bushman he stopped to
lift the top rail and slip it back into the
morticed holes, and then with a quick
jerk fixed the lower one.

“My word!” he said, “there’s the
troopers, sure enough, but they ain’t
ridin’ as if they’d got their man. They’re
in too damned a hurry for that.”

Susan’s first thought was of the shock to
her father in this unexpected onslaught of
the police.

“Oh, let us go back quickly!” she cried.
“Dad doesn’t know. He is buoying him-
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self up with Mr. Kirby’s letter, and these
men will tell him that Harry is dead.
Come, come, I must speak to him first.”

She darted ahead of the two men, her
light feet seeming scarcely to touch the
grass. Flinders Dick did not stop to
mount his horse but tugged him by the
bridle as he ran beside Brian., Before they
had gone many paces they saw the troop-
ers turn round the bend of gidya and ride
at a rapid trot towards the head station.
There were five, the sergeant leading, and
in the moonlight, as Susan ran, she could
see the steel on their rifles and could also
distinguish that three of the men were
white troopers and the other two black
trackers. In a moment, she realised
that it was out of the question she could
get to the house before the policemen.
But she had not run half-way up the slope
from the slip-rails before the trooper pulled
up at the railings of the back yard. Susan
heard them dismount, heard the sergeant
address the frightened Chinamen and ask
for Mr. Galbraith. Almost immediately
her father’s voice sounded from the back
verandah, enquiring peremptorily what
business the police had on his station at
that hour of the night.

Susan stopped, breathless and dismayed,
to catch the sergeant’s reply, but it was
lower-toned and she could not hear what
he said. - A wave of despair swept over her.
Yet there was' immense comfort in the
knowledge that Brian Cordeaux was at her
side, his strong arm supporting her, his
kind voice speaking words of encourage-
ment.

“We are too late,” she gasped. Don’t
you see they’ve gone in? They are telling
father. Oh! it will kill Dad to hear that
awful news in this sudden way. You
don’t know how he has been feeling about
poor Harry, and how he has been blaming
himself.”

“Have faith, dearest,” said Brian
tenderly. “Anyway, I’'m here to be all
the comfort I can be to you and to your
father, if he will let me. Besides, this
good fellow, Flinders Dick, seems fairly
sure he is going to get things straight—
and somehow, I believe him. Who
knows! your brother may soon be with
us to tell us his own tale.”

“Oh! if only Oora would only come!”
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murmured Susan, turning in her despair
to the wild hope she had at first refused.

She stopped at the gate set among the
passion vines, through which she and
Brian had gone forth. Flinders Dick was
close behind them,  vituperating his
broken-down hack; which was sulky and
would not answer to the bit. Susan spoke
hurriedly to the bushman: “Will you go
round with your horse? No,” she added
on a second thought “you’d better hang
him up to the palings and come this way
with us.”

She did not wait for Dick to reply, but
flew along the garden path, Brian with
her. Already, the troopers’ arrival had
made a small commotion at the place.
Some men were coming up hastily from
the huts. Late as it was—the time was
near eleven—it appeared that nobody had
gone to bed, for most of the rooms were
lighted. Half-caste Charlotte was in the
verandah gangway of the nursery wing
with the pickaninny, roused from sleep,
in her arms. She was pointing out to the
child the troopers’ budgery yarraman. The
old black gin employed by Ah Hong gib-
bered in terror, crying “Marmi, Marmi!”
the blacks’ name for the native police.
Doubtless he remembered some old-time
camp raids. Tommy George, at the
other end of the gangway, was busily con-
ferring with the two black trackers. The
Chinamen were there also.

Light streamed onto the verandah
through the open French windows of the
parlour, and Brian and Susan, as they
mounted the steps, saw clearly into the
room. The sergeant, whose name was
McGrath, a lean, wiry Irishman, with a
scrubby black beard and vulpine counten-
ance, stood before a small table. Behind
him stood the two other troopers, erect in
their uniforms, but with interested, im-
patient expressions. At the first glance
into the room, Mr. Galbraith was not
visible, though he might be heard arguing
in shaky, querulous tones with the officer,
who had already produced his warrant.
At the moment, Patsy came hurrying along
the verandah, a small kerosene lamp in her
hand.

“Oh! Su, what has happened?” she
cried in perturbation, but without waiting
for an answer she hastened into the room
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and put her lamp down upon the table
where the sergeant had laid his warrant,
while she bent over beside her husband
and tried to read the paper with him. A
circle of hovering, winged things collected
at once round the lamp which smelt of
kerosene, and Susan noticed that unim-
portant detail and wondered at herself
afterwards for having done so. She went
quietly up to her father on the other side.
He had his back to the French window,
and stood opposite to the sergeant, but in
that short time he seemed to have become
old and almost senile. His strong, bony
frame had suddenly shrunk, his shoulders
were huddled together and he was stoop-
ing so low over the table that his reddish
grey beard swept the edge of the warrant
which he was laboriously spelling out, hig
trembling forefinger tracing the writing
upon it.

“T cannot make this out,” he was saying
in a voice that quavered, with the Scotch
accent very pronounced, as was his way
when under stress of emotion. “Ye must
be daft, man, or else this is some sort of
silly devilry ye’re playing on me, Mec-
Grath.”

“Faith, and I wish it was only that, for
sorry I am intoirely to be bringing you this
bad news, Mr. Galbraith,” replied the
sergeant compassionately. ‘“I’d not have
blurted it out like that, av I'd thought
you wasn’t prepared. Ye'll see, sorr,
that the document is in regular order, and
that it is a warrant for the arrest of one
James Wolfe, formerly in your employ-
ment here, on a charge of murder.”

“Lord save us!” exclaimed Patsy.
“What’s that you’re saying, McGrath ?
Wolfe a murderer! Why, he came up
this very afternoon, and he’s gone out with
Miss Oora to fetch a white man they are
telling of that’s at the blacks’ camp,
Sure, you’ll be out of your mind, Mec-
Grath.”

““ And where moight the blacks’ cam
be, Mam?” asked McGrath eagerly,
ignoring the last half of her remark.
“T've got to foind me man, and I mustn’t
waste me toime in talking.”

“I canna mak’ this oot,” Mr. Gal-
braith repeated, helplessly raising his
head and looking round with a blank stare.
“Pat, my woman, can ye mak’ this oot ??
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Patsy caught up the warrant and pored
over it absorbedly.

Susan sprang to her father’s side.
“Dad, dear Dad. Let me explain it all to
you. Butcomeaway, come outside.”

She clung to him and besought him,
trying to draw him with her into the ver-
andah, but he shook his head stubbornly.

“No, no, lassie, I maun hear what ex-
planation McGrath has got to give, but,
’deed, that it’s no fitting for you to be
mixed up wi’ such things...... Weel, weel,
if you must be wrastlin’ with trouble, Su,
then mak’ out the meaning of this! The
laddie’s name is put down there—Henry
Galbraith. That’s oor Harry right enough
—but what’s a’ this talk of murdering?
Who says that Harry’s murdered? Didn’t
Kirby write me to say he’d tracked oor
bonnie lad up into the Yellaroi country,
and he was only waiting—just waiting to
make sure, and forbye he’d send the full
particulars of where to find him?”

“Oh, Kirby meant you’d never find the
boy! Duncan, old man, it’s a cruel blow
that they’ve dealt you!” cried Patsy, the
tears streaming down her cheeks as she
pushed the warrant fiercely across to Mc-
Grath. “Kirby had best have told you
the truth at once instead of letting it come
on you like this. Sure, he must have
known it himself, for here the place is
written plain, ‘Coolibah Gully, Yellaroi
Range.’” But I can’t believe that Harry’s
dead. And I’ll never believe Wolfe meant
to kill him.”

“My word! M’am, you'’re in the right
there,” shouted Flinders Dick, stepping
in from the verandah with his slouching
stride and taking up a determined position
among the group. All eyes turned upon
him, but he was in no way disconcerted by
the scrutiny.

“Cheer up, Boss!” he said stoutly to
Mr. Galbraith, who had sunk into a chair,
his head upon his hands. “Your boy’s
alive, to the best of my belief; and yeou
Enow, Mr. McGrath,” he added, address-
ing the sergeant, “it’s agin the law to hang
a cove fer murderin’ another cove who’s
walking about the Bush.”

Mr. Galbraith looked up slowly and
McGrath stared at Flinders Dick. ¢ Faith
I'd loike to be sure he was, my man,”
said the sergeant drily.
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“All right. So you shall. I’ve been
waiting for the Boss to hear my say, after
you’d done yours. But you'd better look
at my dokkyment, sergeant. It’s drawn
out reg’lar too, and signed and witnessed.
Last Dying Confession of as big a scoun-
drel as ever peached on a pal—commonly
known as Flash Sam. God have mercy
on his soul! Run your eye down this,
captain, and you won’t be in such a hurry
perhaps to make tracks after Jem.”

Flinders Dick drew a dirty blue envelope
from a pocket inside his jumper, and took
from it some rough sheets of paper, evi-
dently torn from a bushman’s notebook,
which he handed solemnly to the police
officer.

McGrath opened out the paper and
perused it intently for a minute or two,
while the entire party hung upon words
they expected him to say, but which did
not come with readiness. Clearly, Mc-
Grath was exceedingly astonished and
perplexed—and, if the truth were known,
a little disappointed.

“This seems all right,” he said at last.

“Can’t you tell us what it’s about?”
asked Patsy impatiently.

Now, Brian Cordeaux standing close
behind Susan, stepped forward, saying in
a quiet, commanding way:

“Let me have that paper!” Turning
to Mr. Galbraith, he added: “I think,
sir, perhaps it’s best for me to look at this
first and give you an idea of what it’s
about.”

He took the document from Sergeant
McGrath and in his turn mastered its
contents. It may be remarked that his
rapid mental digest of the substance of
Flash Sam’s complicated deathbed state-
ment was good testimony to the clearness
of Brian’s brain.

“This is, as my friend, Flinders Dick,
has told us,” he said, “the dying deposition
of a fellow called Flash Sam—otherwise,
it appears, Samuel Burdon—taken down
from his own lips and duly witnessed by a
certain Peter Rawlins, described as part-
ner with Richard Cross at the Shark’s
Tooth Claim, and by Joseph Cassidy of
Little Caroline Reef on the Palmer Dig-
gings, and sworn to on affidavit before
John Parkinson, Police Magistrate in the
Palmer District. That’s right, sergeant,
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isn’t it?” And he looked enquiringly at
the police officer, who had a discomfited
air.

“Better read it over, sorr—as much as
you can make head or tail of,” responded
Sergeant McGrath sulkily. “Seemsasif I
and my men had been made fools of in-
toirely.”

“My word! I believe you, captain,”
said Flinders Dick, in irrepressibly cheer-
ful tones. “Yeou read it, Mr. Cordeaux.
It’s all square, for I took it down mysel’.
After you’ve done, I'll gev up my show.”

Brian read obediently, with frequent
skippings of irrelevant matter, relating to
Ratty Bill’s ghost, who, according to
Flash Sam, had lured him to his destruc-
tion.

“I, Samuel Burdon, being done for by
0Old Dave, and hoping for mercy on my soul,
do make my dying confession. .I declare,
on my sacred oath, so help me God! that
the charge I laid against Jem Wolfe for
having murdered Harry the Blower—who
was Harry Galbraith that I knew at Bun-
dah Station—uwas a lie. I swear that the
tomahawk Gentleman James—that's Wolfe
—threw at Harry the Blower didw't kill
him, but only stunned him, so we thought
he was dead. I swear I found it out after
the lot had cleared, and I swear Harry was
alive when I left him in my hut for to go
and bury Ratty Bill. Likewise, I hereby
make my solemn confession that I killed
Ratty Bill previous to this by sticking my
knife into him when we had a scuffle over
Old Dave’s nugget. I swear likewise that
it was me that shook Old Dave of his nugget,
which a damned Chinky collared from me
and made off with afterwards. 1 swear
that Ratty Bill's body is at the bottom of
Mick’s Shajt in Coolibah Gully—the
shafjt that duffered out. I swear that since
I done it, Ratty Bill’s ghost has been
haunting me and drove me to Mick’s Shajt
to-night on purpose for Old Dave to gel
hold of me and do for me.”

Brian paused a moment. Flinders
Dick’s handwriting was difficult to de-
cipher, and at this point, there was a good
deal about Ratty Bill’s ghost, which it
seemed unnecessary to read aloud. All
present, except perhaps McGrath, who
had the injured, half-resigned look of one
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defrauded of his just dues, had been
listening with strained nerves, and in the
short silence, Mr. Galbraith’s voice cried
hoarsely: “ My son—what did they do with
my son?”’

“Flash Sam goes on to tell that he
went back to his hut, thinking to find
Harry, but that your son had disappeared,’”
said Brian with deep pity in his tones, and
he resumed his reading:

“I wanted lo know where Harry had
gone, because I was afraid he’d peach, for
he knew I'd killed Ratty Bill. When I
come back mear morning, [rom burying
Ratty Bill; I looked all about the Gully but I
couldw’t find Harry. Then, I saw his
horse was gone, so I made out he’d cleared
too—most like to catch up the rest and be in
at Hogan's Show. I never had much idea
of Hogan's Show, which has duffered out
since, but I thought I’d best get out of the
place. So I up and cleared too, and made
cuts outside the Diggings Country in case
the police might have got wind of the job.
Seemed as if Harry had got the same notion,
and as if we was bound to hit each other,
for I come across him on a dry spell a little
while after, when I was making for a
‘dead end’ I kmew of. It turned out he’d
been trying for the same waterhole, but
when I come up lo it there was not a drop
of water in it. Harry had got no horse—J
made out it had dropped dead under him,
and there we were. My horse was close up
done, and my water-bag had only half o
pannikin left. Harry was mad with
thirst, and as naked as when he was born,
And that means a chap is near the end.
So I thought to myself where was the good
of my half-panwikin of water, and not
another billabong within fifty mailes that I
ever heard. It must be certain death jor
both of us unless I put my spurs to my
horse—which I did, and left him.”

A bitter cry rang from Mr. Galbraith;
he had been leaning forward in the chair,
his elbows on the table, supporting his
chin, and his bloodshot eyes staring out
of red eyelids. Then he covered his face,
and groaning like the Hebrew father of
old, cried: “My son! myson!” Y

“Naow, Boss, don’t take on like that.
Your son’s not dead.” Flinders Dick put
his rough hand on Mr. Galbraith’s shoul-
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der and urgently addressed Susan and
Brian.

“You know what I told you, Miss—-you
know Mr. Cordeaux—the Bundah black-
boy, Hinchinbrook Island way, gev me the
rights of the story which I told to Flash
Sam before he was a gone ’un, thinkin’ it
‘ud be a comfort to him to know his mate
wasn’t dead through him leaving of him.
But he was past caring then, was Flash
Sam. But yeou know—I telled you,
Miss—there came a tribe of Bundah
blacks in the very nick of time and they
reckernised Harry and took him along
with them. Yeou know how the rivers
run in these parts in a dry season. Why,
you may see nothing but a dry four-mile
wide bed, and yet there’ll be branches all
alongside of it and you might be quarter
of a mile from a waterhole in one of the
branches and not know it. That was how
it was with Harry. Yeou know the blacks
can find water when a bushman can’t. I
expect that’s when it was Harry went off
his head, for he’s a bit dotty the black-
boy said. Wa-al, no doubt it was jest one
thing on top of another, or maybe he ate
some of them maddening berries that
grows along dry river beds. A chap’s as
like as not to when’s he’s starving, and the
damned things acts straight on a chap’s
brain when there’s nothing else in his pore
stomach. Harry’ll come all right—they
mostly do. I have known cases cured all
right.' Never fear! Buck up, Boss!
And jest you wait a bit, Mr. Sergeant.
Harry Galbraith’ll be facing the lot of you
like a man.”

Flinders Dick looked round triumphant-
ly. It must be confessed that he rather
enjoyed the situation and his explanatory
speech flowed all the freer for his previous
self-repression. Thrusting his hands deep
into his breeches pockets, he lolled com-
placently back on his heels.

“T reckon it’s about my turn to spout
naow,” he began.

“Wa-al, after that row you’ve heard of
in Flash Sam’s humpey, I cut. I didn’t
want to think no more of what had hap-
pened. But Jem had a tenderer consci-
ence than me. He's a gentleman—yeou
know, Mr. Cordeaux—and he went up in
the Quetta thinking to spot Flash Sam at
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Thursday Island, and to get the truth
from him, and was wrecked in the straits
and pretty near done for. But I come
across Flash Sam myself at the settlement,
and he told me Harry the Blower was
killed for certain by that dashed tomahawk
and I believed him, like a jackass, and I
told Jem. Wa-al, Jem was terribly down
in the mouth. He was sweet on a gell, yer
see, but o’ course he couldn’t marry her
with the gallers hanging over his head.
But blow me if he wouldn’t go and see
that gell, just to smooth her down a bit—
women being so contrary, and then dashed
if he didn’t want to come up this way jest
to keep a promise to another of ’em......
Dang women, I said to him. Chuck
females, I said to him. We’ve got a good
chanst now for to make our fortunes and
clear out of this rotten old country. Let’s
go up, I said, to the place where I'd been
prospectin’, I said, where I'd struck the
colour—fair, my word! But Jem had
got some gentleman’s notion about doing
the right thing, and so we parted company.
I went up to the claim and he come south.
But he was laid down again at Cooktown
with fever, and when he pulled up at
Townsville afterwards he was that bad
again, he couldn’t move for a week.
Wa-al, I’d gone to put things straight with
the Goldfields Warden at the Palmer
Diggings, and there I come across Wall-
eyed Bill and Californian Joe— Joe
Cassidy, yeou know—and Wall-eyed Bill
he put me up to Harry the Blower being
the son o’ the Boss here, and made out he
and Old Never Despair, and Joe Cassidy
—who was in it too by that time—'ud get
the reward Kirby was offering for inform-
ation. ‘Wa-al I wrote off straight to catch
Jem, thinking I’d stop him from going
further. But he wired me back that he
was starting south and that he was jolly
well going to kerry out his plans. So then
I thought I'd nip along Coolibah Gully,
where I’d heard Flash Sam was and see
how the cat were jumpin’. Flash Sam was
there sure enough, prowling about Mick’s
Shaft. There was something he’d made
to do at that shaft and I never could tell
what it was, though I can gev a pretty
good guess naow. Old Dave was up there
too. Yeou know, he’d turned hatter since

-
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Ratty Bill disappeared, and he was just -

mad over losing his nugget.”

At this juncture, Dick, observing signs of
anxious impatience among his hearers,
brought his story to an abrupt close.

“Hold on half a minute,” he said, with
a bland and imperturbable smile, “the
plum’s jest a comin.” One night when me
and Lean Peter, a pal of mine, was scootin’
round on the quiet, we seen the pair of ’em
—Flash Sam and Old Dave—who’d .a
devilish stiff arm, though you wouldn’t
think it, having a hand-to-hand fight on
the edge of Mick’s Shaft. But when we
come up we was too late to stop it, for Old
Dave had somehow managed to pitch Sam
down the shaft, and there he was with his
back broken, swearing like hell that it was
Ratty Bill’s ghost who’d helped Dave do it.
But we got him up, and we done the best
we could for him and I went at him—I did
—to confess the truth before he died, me
and Lean Peter between us, and there’s
the dokkyment.” |

Flinders Dick stopped from sheer lack of
breath. But the attention of the people
in the parlour was suddenly distracted
from him. They had become aware of
the entry of two other persons who had
appeared noiselessly on the scene. No
one had heard them come, for in the ex-
citement of the troopers’ arrival, and of
the disclosure which followed it, other
sounds had passed unheeded. So the
faint echo of horses’ feet was not noticed
by any one, as a little party rode quietly
and carefully round the fringe of gidya
scrub towards the house.

Now Wolfe, gaunt and haggard, leant
against a lintel of the window, and at
sight of him Dick gave a cheerful crow,
which, however, broke in his throat. “Hel-
lo! Jem, old mate!” he mumbled, lean-
ing forward with eager, outstretched
hands, but Wolfe remained motionless, his
weary eyes passing enquiringly from
figure to figure as if questioning dumbly
what each present thought of him. There
was nothing of assurance in his gaze.
Nothing of triumph, but he looked like a
man who after long stress beheld, even in
that troubled scene, a vision of peace.
Beside him stood Oora, erect and smiling,
though pale as a wraith herself. One

- he was eager to be gone.
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hand raised to ensure silence, she swiftly
crossed the room.

“Father,” she said. ~And with gestures
that were gentle but insistent she drew the
old man’s hands down from his face.
“We have found Harry, Mr. Wolfe and 1.
We have brought him home. Come and
see him.”

The old man stared at her blankly.

“Come and see him,” repeated Oora.
“He is in his own room. We took him
there because his head is very weak, and he
talks like a little child. But he would like
to see you, Dad. Won’t you come to him ?”

The old man tottered to his feet. He,
too, was weak and shaken after the blow
he had received, and that terrible picture
his fancy had conjured up of Harry dying
alone of thirst in the Bush. But at Oora’s
words he became more like himself. A
fresh flow of energy seemed to be surging
through him.

“Harry asked for you,” said Oora.
“He recognised your picture, the one that
used to hang in his room when he was a
boy. Come,” and she drew her father
towards the French windows. = This time
Susan attempt-
ed to follow, but Oora sharply motioned
her to remain, and she shrank back into
the shadow, while their father stumbled
hastily over the threshold and, led by
Oora, passed along the verandah to a
skillion room that was never used, for it
had Harry’s things in it. Every one in
the parlour heard the door open softly—
heéard the muffled cry, “My son! my
son!” and heard the queer, broken, husky
response, like the voice of some wounded
creature that had found rest. And then
the door shut, and Oora stole back along
the verandah.

Brian had drawn Susan’s arm within his
own and led her up to Wolfe.

“You won’t refuse to shake hands now,”
he said cheerily. “We are cousins, you
know, Jem. Let me be the first to tell
our kind friends here who you really are.
They ought to know. But, perhaps you
haven’t heard ?” :

“ About Uncle Ellan and poor Linne?”
Wolfe held out both hands warmly. “Yes
I saw it in the papers, but as things were
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I could scarcely put forward my claim.
Now,” and he turned tenderly to Oora,
“1 have some one else to consider, who will
make it well worth my while to do so.”
Brian was looking at Susan and in his
mind was the thought that she would have
made a fairer Countess of Ellan. But any

THE
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shadow of constraint was dissipated by little
Polly, who had been solemnly watching
the progress of affairs from half-caste
Charlotte’s arms. Now she clapped her
hands to claim attention:

“I b’lieve mine been get ’im plenty
brother belonging to me,”’ she remarked.

END

A Little Immigrant

By ALICE JONES, author of “Bubbles We Buy,” *“ The
Night Hawk,” elc.

a— ]l was midwinter, and once
% or twice a week the great
t ) J| liners were disgorging their
e ’Q‘}'I‘ forlorn steerage crowds into
RADI] (he new Canadian land of
their seeking.

From thatched English villages, or
sordid town streets; from remote Swedish
farms and far-off unpronounceable places
in Eastern Europe they came, some with
youth and high hopes, some worn and
middle-aged, with as little conscious
volition as driven cattle. After the steam-
ers, the waiting cars engulfed them,
though here and there, from illness or
poverty or accident, a forlorn waif dropped
out of the stream, perhaps to be sent back
across the just traversed weary waste of
water, perhaps to find temporary refuge
or friends in a hospital.

“Please, miss, can you tell me if this
here’s the ward where I'll find the little
English boy as broke his leg on the
viyage?” )

The speaker was a ruddy artilleryman,
looking very big in his rough khaki
uniform, bigger perhaps from his environ-
ment of puny, pale faces and shrunken
forms stretching down the vista of little
white beds in the children’s ward of the
city hospital. ~As though to draw a vicar-
jous strength from his hearty manhood,
each weary face was turned to watch him
where he stood, in flushed good-nature,
confronting pretty nurse Rosalie whom
the children looked on as their peculiar

property.

They dimly felt a pride of ownership
in the dark hair that curled all round the
white cap as though to escape from its
bondage, in the soft curves that made the
blue cotton dress fit so smoothly, in the
rosy tinted face with its pleasant smile.

“When I looks at you last thing fore I
shuts my eyes, then I dreams of the ripe
apples in the orchard to home,” said a
small country boy lying for weary months
with a weight fastened to his leg.

That pleasant smile was well in evi-
dence now as she held out her hand for
the ticket he had received in the office.
Misunderstanding the gesture he solemnly
took that hand in his own and gave it a
ponderous shake.

Nurse Rosalie’s colour deepened, and
she felt the scrutiny of rows of eyes eager
for new sensations.

But, used to live under the public gaze,
and perhaps feeling, like the children, a
pleasure in the contrast of his stalwart
strength, she responded graciously to his
question:

“Little Nat Converse? Oh, yes; he
over dere by de end window. I'm glad,
me, dat you know him. He lonely and
frets when de oder children have friends
come to see dem.”

Her eager brown eyes and her queer
English flustered the artilleryman a bit,
and he shifted a brown paper parcel from
one arm to the other as he answered:

“Well, it’s not to say that I know him
exactly, but I seen in the paper as he and
his pa come from Maidenhead on the
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Thames, at home in England, and my
father being a waterman, it was there as
Ilived when I was a boy, afore I listed and
got sent near all over the world, ending up
here in Canady, so I thought 7

“Oh, dat was kind of vou!” she inter-
rupted, not seeing an immediate prospect
of coming to the point, and being a busy
person. “If you’ll come over to his bed,”
and she led the way towards a far corner,
the sergeant following with somewhat the
sensations of an elephant marching
through a sheep pasture.

A pair of shining blue eyes, enlarged by
illness, and a shock of red hair above a
peaked face, were what the sergeant looked
down on.

He had seen the sudden illnesses of Cape
and Egyptian campaigns and his smile
lost something of its breadth as he
marked the flush on the hollow cheek and
the hurried rise and fall of the narrow
chest.

As if in answer to his thought the nurse
said: i

“Nat has had what de doctor call
pneumony”—she pronounced the word
with proud distinctness. “That make
him bad beside his broken leg, but now he
get all right, don’t you, Nat ?”

“l s’pose so,” said a thin, husky
voice. “Who’s that?” the blue eyes
taking in with interest every detail of
button and strap. The big hand was
again thrust forward, this time engulfing
the bony one surrendered to it in a non-
committal fashion.

“I'm Sergeant Stubbs of the Riyal
Artillery, and seein’ as I come from
Maidenhead myself, I just thought I'd
look in——7"’

The critical inspection changed into an
eager stare.

“Not Maidenhead, in England?”

“The same. And I hopes before I die
as I'll take a punt up-stream to Cookham
or Marlow again. Who eat puppy-pie
under Marlow bridge, eh?”

A rapturous if hoarse laugh caused
several heads in neighbouring beds to be
turned. It was the first time that a laugh
had been heard from that bed since little
Nat Converse had occupied it.

This local shibboleth, for some forgot-
ten reason deadliest insult to any Thames
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bargeman, effectually broke down the
barriers.

“Oh, did you ever call that out to a
bargeman ? 1Idid, once,and then I ran—
didn’t I run—" and little Nat beamed
at the memory, though he added with a
sigh: “Oh, I do wish I was home again!”

But the nurse still lingered and the
sergeant felt that it would be advisable to
include her in the conversation.

“You see, miss, I think folks as lives
on rivers gets fond of them,” he explained;
then with a happy thought: “Perhaps you
might happen to have lived by a river
yourself ?”’

Nurse Rosalie, who was of a French
Acadian family, shook her pretty head
with national vehemence.

“Oh no, I live by the sea, me! Dere
are big rocks and de waves dey make
a great noise in de storms. It is near de
big coal mines where my fader and my
broders work. Ah, but first I was home-
sick sometimes, me!”

The sergeant stared at this new and
attractive type with all his honest eyes, and
the little immigrant watched his two
friends with the proud complacency of a
showman.

“You don’t happen to think of going
back though?” the sergeant asked with
a hint in his voice that such a course would
be regrettable.

But this suggestion was too much for
little Nat, who put in eagerly:

“Oh, no, please sir! When I'm well
she’s going to take me out to the country
where father’s gone—such a hard name
they call it—Sas-kat-che-wan” he pro-
nounced slowly. “She’ll have to, for she
said as it would be a shame to send me all
the way alone with my name sewed on to
me, like they told father they’d have to.”
He paused as if to consider the situation
and then added finally:

“Besides, I want her to stay there and
take care of me. Mother’s dead and

father an’ me are so lonely. So she could

be my mother.”

At this the sergeant laughed and looked
at the nurse who blushed finely.

“I guess you'd better see what your
father says before you give them sort of
invitations, my man,” he said.

To change the subject he proceeded to
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open his paper parcel, and produce a
Noah’s Ark, which was hailed with rapture,
and the animals were set in riggly marches
on the level edge of the bedclothes.

This was the beginning of many more
such visits, though as the winter days
went on the small immigrant seemed to be
slackening his hold on life, the toys that
the sergeant brought often failing to rouse
him, though he nearly always had a smile
for tales of his friend’s youth on the famil-
iar Thames banks he was to see no more.

Besides reminiscences of England the
sergeant had fallen into a way of descant-
ing on his neat little cottage within the
precincts of the fort down at the harbour’s
mouth between the thick spruce woods
and the sea.

“From what you say, I'm blest if I don’t
think it would remind you of your home,
miss; that I've never seen any coal mines
round, more’s the pity, for they’d be handy
in this bitter, bad weather.”

Nurse Rosalie laughed and blushed and
seemed to think that the cottage must be a
very nice place, even if it did lack coal
mines.

It happened one week that visiting days
at the hospital clashed with military duties,
so that little Nat did not see his friend.

On the Saturday, an envelope directed
in a big, childishhand reached the artillery-
man. It contained a laboriously written
letter:

“PEAR MISTER SERGENT,—I think I'm
never going to father. Too far for a
little chap like me. Pleese mary nurse

Rosalie, and I'll come stay with you.

Get her to were her red Sunday dress.
Yours truly,
NATHANIEL CONVERSE.”

The sergeant was by now familiar with
the nurse’s Sunday hours, and the next
evening about dusk he joined the groups
going to vespers in the grey granite
cathedral.

It wasnot the first time he had been there,
and to the English-bred man, the lights,
the music, the movements of this alien
service were vaguely impressive and seem-
ed part of the exotic charm which the
French girl had woven round him. To-
night he was doubtful if she would be there,
for the lights from the open church door
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streamed forth on a white whirl of snow
driven on a bitter north-east wind.

All day the snow had fallen, and to-
wards night the wind rose, piling the peak-
ed drifts high at the street corners. The
trams, after struggling for an hour or so,
had stopped running, and the great bulk
of the dull red snow-plough, looking like a
huge guillotine, moved alone through the
deserted streets amidst its own white whirl-
wind. But for all the storm the nurse’s
red hat was there in its usual corner, and
the sergeant got a seat a little to one side
where he could watch the curve of her
cheek, and the loose dark hair above it.

Surely the red hat was, to-night, bowed
lower than usual; surely the whole pose of
the figure revealed a more devout absorp-
tion; and yes, surely the light caught
something on her cheek which must be a
tear. The stolid Saxon heart stirred with a
responsive tumult, a tumult tender and pro-
tectiveatthis hint of some unknown trouble.

A new shyness made the sergeant hang
back as the crowd bore the red hat out
with it, but he was close on her traces as
she went up the hill. There was no pre-
tence at a path left on the sidewalk, and
the returning church-goers followed the
space between the rails temporarily cleared
by the snow-plough.

This was all right as long as it lasted,
but the way to the hospital lay over an
exposed open slope, and soon the nurse

‘was floundering in the drifts that taxed her

all lifelong skill. This sight quenched
the sergeant’s new bashfulness, and a
familiar voice sounded at her ear:

“I expect, miss, you’ll be needing my
arm if you’re going to get back to the hos-
pital to-night. You haven’t got a friend
as lives handy, by any chance, have you?”

“Ah, but I been out worse nights dan
dis, and besides I must get back for sure!”
she ended in a distressful fashion.

“Nothing wrong, eh?”

Her arm was now tucked under his, and
they were making better progress.

“No—only— " she had to get her breath
in gasps, for the wind—*little Nat died
dis afternoon and I want to see him again
before dey take him away.”

For all the storm her sob was plainly
perceptible and his grunt echoed it.

“Dear, dear, and I never saw the poor
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little chap to say good-bye! That’s too
bad! You didn’t happen to see the letter
he wrote me, miss?” he demanded
valiantly.

“No! A letter? I never knew!”

“Well, then,” with a sudden resolution,
“T'll show it to you. He’s left me a
legacy, you see, miss. Here’s a lamp-post.
Il hold up my coat to shelter you if you’ll
try to read it.”

With the night’s wild swirl around her,
the white electric light on her face, and the
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sergeant’s big figure between her and the
driving snow, the nurse did her best to
decipher the little immigrant’s letter.

“Oh, dear!” she said with a gasp, that
was something between a sob and a laugh,
and the sergeant took this as a signal of
comprehension.

“Well,” he said, “TIain’t goin’ to be done
out of poor little Nat’s legacy, am I?”

“I s’pose not,” were the words he made
out by bending his head, and then the big
military overcoat engulfed her altogether.

Canadian Resources Plus American Capital

By E. W. JOHNSON

o IREATHES there a man
%l with soul so dead, who
% 0| never to himself hath said,
E‘ )62 this is my own, my native

2&==<6 9] land”; and vet the old
adage of “What we have we hold,” the
boast of all true Canadians, sinks into
oblivion when the dollars and cents that
dominate the world of to-day are brought
into play to clinch the bargain.

Perhaps in no part of the world at the
present time is this more noticeable than
in the Dominion of Canada, particularly
in the western section, where from On-
tario to the Pacific Coast, two-thirds of the
country is in the hands of influential
American capitalists.

Ask the loyal Canadian to-day what he
thinks of selling Western Canada or any
part of the fair Dominion to his Yankee
cousins, and immediately his face will
grow red with indignation at the thought
of such a transaction; yet before the ruddy
hue has died from his countenance, he has
well under way a deal whereby many
acres of Northwest wheat district, Pacific
coast timber lands, or British Columbia
mining territory will be transferred from
the hold of this staunch British subject to
the same American friend who was so
unfortunate but a short time before to
offend the loyal dignity of Canada’s
faithful property-vendor.

In British Columbia, the life and enter-
prise of the American capitalist is most

marked. Their syndicates control the
development of our mining and timber
properties, our tanning and pulp manu-
facture, and are gradually securing railroad
rights that will permit of their offering to
the producer in the Dominion of Canada
prices that will give the American railroads
the major portion of the seaboard-bound
traffic, both east and west.

Selling cne’s birthright for a mess of
pottage has always been considered a sin,
but the face of selling one’s country for a
few paltry dollars is featured with an
appalling future, when should international
complications arise at any time, the
wheels of industry in the Dominion of
Canada could be suddenly stopped and
the country left in one vast idleness,
American capital has been a large factor
in the development of the Dominion of
Canada, but the hand of the United States
financier controls our industries, particu-
larly in British Columbia, where less than
half a dozen sawmills out of the several
hundred plants in operation, and but four
operating mines are under the control of
Canadian or British capital. Financiers
in France hold the stock of one mine, and
without exception the remainder belong to
American syndicates.

The question is frequently asked:
“Where is British capital?” that it is
not invested where the returns are as good
as those from Canada, but the explanation
has been found in the fact that British
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capitalists, trusting to the honesty of the
middlemen, have been too often duped by
the wily gold-brick man, who, realising the
possibilities in distance, has found a ready
field in which to sell stock in fake pros-
pects. Thousands of dollars have thus
been sunk in baseless mining propositions
supposed to exist in British Columbia, and
the failure of these stocks to give any
returns has made the trans-oceanic finan-
cier leary of British Columbia mines and
mining.

On the other hand, the proximity of the
United States made it possible for the
capitalists of that country to supervise
every investment in Canadian mines by
expert engineers, who bought nothing but
the best, and in this manner, British

Columbia gold, copper, silver, iron and
coal properties, together with our best
timber limits and largest sawmills, have
gone over into the hands of the shrewd
American financier or the influential
syndicates that control the largest mines
in the United States. These people have
made mining in British Columbia pay,
because of the expert supervision given it.

The general feeling has been against
the appropriation of American capital to
develop the Dominion of Canada, but
individual deals have appeared so small
in the eyes of the vendor that it was not
realised until too late the enormous hold
the United States was getting on Canada
on the plan of “get the acres and the miles
will look after themselves.”

At William MaclLennan’s Grave®

NEAR FLORENCE

BY DUNCAN CAMPBELL :SCOTT

HERE where the cypress tall
Shadows the stucco wall,
Bronze and deep,

Where the chrysanthemums blow,

And the roses—blood and snow—
He lies asleep.

Florence dreaming afar,
Memories of foray and war,
Murmurs still;
The certosa crowns with a cold
Cloud of snow and gold
The olive hill.

What has he now for the streams

Born sweet and deep with dreams
From the cedar meres?

Only the Arno’s flow,

*The last days of William MacLennan, poet and novelist, were
spent in Italy seeking ease from suffering. Under those sunny skies,

far from the Canada he loved, he breathed his last.

The magnificent

legacy of song and story which he has left us, must be our solace.
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Turbid, and weary, and slow
With blood and tears.

What has he now for the song
Of the boatmen, joyous and long,
Where the rapids shine ?

Only the sound of toil,
Where the peasants press the soil
For the oil and wine.

Spirit-fellow in sooth
With bold La Salle and Duluth,
And La Verandrye,—
Nothing he has but rest,
Deep in his cypress nest
With memory.

Hearts of steel and of fire,
Why do ye love and aspire,
When follows
Death—all your passionate deeds,
Garnered with rust and with weeds
In the hollows?

“God that hardened the steel,

Bid the flame leap and reel,
Gave us unrest;

We act in the dust afar,

In a star beyond your star,
His behest.

“We leave you dreams and names.
Still we are iron and flames,
Biting and bright;
Into some virgin world,
Champions, we are hurled,
Of venture and fight.”

Here where the shadows fall,

From the cypress by the wall,
Where the roses are,—

Here is a dream and a name,

There, like a rose of flame,
Rises—a star.




Inglewood, Ont.
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TAKING CACAO BEANS FROM THE PODS IN TRINIDAD, B.W.I.

The Making of Chocolates

By NORMAN

g I will be the purpose .of. this
97 | article to show the origin of
/| chocolate; to give the history
of the famous Cacao Bean
eSKa4| from which chocolate is made;
to investigate chocolate as a food; to
describe its uses in the making of confec-
tionery, and to illustrate the whole with
pictures and particulars of a Canadian
confectionery factory of the best type.

THE BEGINNING

The modern history of chocolate is as
romantic as the introduction of tobacco
smoking among the Anglo-Saxons by Sir
Walter Raleigh. When Cortez arrived in
Mexico in 1519, he found the Mexicans
making a drink from ground beans. He
introduced it into Spain, where the secret
was closely guarded for some time. Later,
information regarding this popular drink
passed over Europe and into England.
The first English advertisement of it is
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said to have appeared in a London paper
in 1657. It was nearly one hundred years
later that the people of Massachusetts
acquired the habit from the West Indies.

It is said that among the Indians of
Mexico it was more highly regarded than
wine. It was probably more of a drink
than a food with them. In their prepara-
tion of it they used it cold, beating and
stirring it until it frothed. These beans
grow on a tree technically known as the
“Broma Cacao.” The word “Cocoa”
is a corruption of “Cacao,” and “Choco-
late” is a further development. The
name of the Mexican drink was “Cacahu-
alto.” The cacaois a tender tree, growing
in tropical districts, requiring the umbra-
geous protection of larger trees. It grows
from seed, bears its first fruit when about
six years old, comes to maturity at ten
years of age, and finally grows to a height
of twenty to thirty feet. The weight of
seeds produced annually runs from one to
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o T 4 I T R SR S 11,000 bags
Stipinany e s 10,000
Levlon e inasbroias 10,000 “
Others v 0t e i 17:000 "%

PODS ON BRANCH OF CACAO TREE

eight pounds, but probably averages two
and one-half pounds. The blossom is
small, pinkish-white, and wax-like in ap-
pearance. It grows out of the main trunk
or older branches. When the pod is
formed it is of a golden colour, is from eight
to fifteen inches in length, two to six inches
in thickness, and is exceedingly hard.
Each pod contains from twenty to thirty-
five ¢ beans” or seeds. They are cut from
the trees by pruning knives on the ends of
long poles, split open and the “beans”
extracted therefrom.

SOURCE OF SUPPLY

The world’s demand for cacao beans,
as they are called, is quite large. A
quarter of a billion pounds are required
annually, made up approximately as
follows:

Great Britain. .. ..<. «.: 45,000,000 1bs.
Hranoe. .. [ o oai s 48,000,000 “
Germany. ... . oin e 60,000,000 “

United States.......... 73,000,000 “

The sources of supply are various. The
stocks received in New York in 1903 ran
thus:

Tomdads.. e ad i i 106,000 bags
Afncae, e s 82,000 “
Bahia sl e LR 61,000
SHREREZ 5 T e e e 46,000 “
Venezueld - ioi ool 45,000
CHba. i e 14,000 *
Orenada. ;. s e on 12,000 -
s e 11.008 *

Of course the quality varies. Vene-
zuelan cocoa is probably the best and sells
as high as thirty-five cents a pound, while
that from Africa and Haiti brings about
eight cents. A cocoa or chocolate may
thus be pure and still vary considerably
in value on account of the flavour. s

An analysis of the cacao bean or raw
cocoa gives the following result:

Fat—Cocoa-Butter... . vii. okt 50.00
Nitrogenous Compounds......... 20.00
Aol o e e 10.00
[ 18 T e e R e S B 2.00
heobromines i oo o o e 2.00
Saline Substances:. .00 oo d
LI T dee A Sh s T SR TS R 10.00
S o R R SIE R 2.00

100.00

COCOA AND CHOCOLATE

Cocoa and chocolate, as thehousekeeper
knows them, are each produced from the
cacao bean. These beans contain fifty
per cent. of fat or “‘cocoa-butter,” as it is
called. To produce breakfast or com-
mercial cocoa, the oil is taken out of the
beans; to produce chocolate, the oil is left
in and sugar, spice or vanilla added.

To produce breakfast cocoa, the seeds
or beans are shelled and then ground in

AN HYDRAULIC PRESS WHICH REMOVES A
PORTION OF THE COCOA-BUTTER FROM
THE BEANS—THE RESIDUE IS
‘““BREAKFAST’’ COCOA
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stone mills, being at the same time slightly
heated. The result is a syrupy fluid.
The oil has been liberated by the grinding
and liquified by the heat. If the oil is
pressed out, the cocoa of commerce
remains.

If the oil is not pressed out, and if the
liquor is treated with sweetenings and
flavours, ground further in stone mills,
and ‘“worked up fine,” it becomes a
smooth and mellow chocolate. Perhaps
a certain percentage of extra ““cocoa-
butter” may be added to still further in-
crease its smoothness and adaptability
for covering candies of one kind or another.

It is in the substitution of other vegetable
or animal fats for the pure cocoa-butter,
that much of the adulteration of the cover-
ings for chocolate confectionery occurs.
These substitutes invariably are more or
less affected by heat, which decomposes
them, spoiling the flavour of the goods,
which frequently turn rancid.

Cocoa is used to make a beverage;
chocolate is used directly as a confection or

as a food.
CHOCOLATE AS A FOOD

It is only in recent years that the world
has learned the food-value of chocolate.
When people read that Queen Victoria
had sent a box of chocolates to each of the
soldiers in South Africa, they thought she
had sent them a “confection.” She her-
self probably knew that she was sending
them a splendid food.

Comparing the percentage of fat in cer-
tain foods, we find chocolate second only

to butter. Take this list:
L S R o 14 per cent. fat
BREs i e g o
Bread.. .. .. v iainaice 4 ¢ gL
3R e R e G 85 il
Chavalate 2520 500 40 “ e

Chocolate is therefore a splendid pro-
ducer of energy and heat. As a tissue
builder it is almost equal to eggs and steak,
containing as it does considerable protein.

The following are approximate figures:

C L M AR 14 per cent. protein
L s R e g « «
Bl ak . ¢ b (U “«
Bl v s AR « “
Chocolate. .. .::..:: i B PR « «

It would seem, therefore, that chocolate
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el e

A MELANGEUR

A 12-STONE REFINER

A CONTINUOUS REFINER

These three machines are employed in the grinding
and refining of chocolate coating

properly prepared is both a tissue builder
and an energy producer of high value.
Hence, one may understand why it is
supplied regularly to the German army.

M. Payen, writing in “Des Substances
Alimentaires,” says:

“The cocoa bean has in its composition
more nitrogen than wheat flour, about

twenty times as much fatty matter, a con-
siderable proportion of starch, and an
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PAN ROOM—IN THESE REVOLVING PANS CERTAIN FILLINGS, SUCH AS NUTS,
COATED WITH CHOCOLATE

agreeable aroma which excites the appetite.
We are entirely disposed to admit that this
substance contains a remarkable nutritive
power. Besides, direct experience has proved
this to be the case. In fact, cocoa, closely
combined with an equal or two-third’s
weight of sugar, forming the article well-
known under the name of chocolate, con-
stitutes a food, substantial in all respects,
and capable of sustaining the strength in
travelling.”

And a little further on, he adds:

“Cocoa and chocolate, in consequence of
their elementary composition, and of the
direct or indirect addition of sugar before
their consumption, constitute a food, res-
piratory, or capable of maintaining animal
heat, by means of the starch, sugar, gum,
and fatty matter which they contain; they
are also articles of food favourable to the
maintenance or development of the adipose
secretions, by reason of the fatty matter
(cocoa-butter) belonging to them; and,
finally, they assist in the maintenance and
increase of the tissues by means of their
congeneric azote substances, which assimi-
late therewith.”

CANADIAN IMPORTATIONS

The customs classification is hard to
understand and analyse, but the importa-
tions of cocoa and its products show a
rapid increase. In 1874, the importations
amounted to less than $5,000. In 1881,
it was about $10,000. The figures for the
last five years are as follows:

ARE
1900w bt vharitn $438,417
90D n LR 414,351
LS LR R G S ] 561,270
Ve TR R e AR R e 654,500
1 SR e SR A ST e A 744,637

About seventy-five per cent. of these
importations came from Great Britain and
the United States, with the British West
Indies a poor third. Holland and Switzer-
land come next—these being principally
milk chocolates.

While the imports of cacao beans, cocog
and chocolate have thus enormously in-
creased, we find the importation of con-
fectionery declining. For example, in
1901 Canada bought $228,000 worth from

.the United States, and in 19og this had

fallen to $124,000 worth. This is due to
the growth of cocoa and chocolate factorieg
in this country. These import the raw
product and manufacture it into varioug
forms suitable for the nation’s taste and
demands.

SUGAR AS FOOD

Mr. R. Bannister, of London, in a lecture
said: “The sense of taste, which resides in
the gustatory nerves of the tongue, seems to
have been provided for the purpose of
guarding against the taking into the sys-
tem, through the mouth, of any injurioug
substances, and also for the purpose of
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A CORNER IN A BON-BON DIPPING ROOM

imparting pleasure to the necessary act of
eating and drinking. The instinctive
love of sugar seems to point out how well it
is adapted to our natural wants. This
love is not confined to one nation; wher-
ever it is most easily obtained, there its
consumption is found to be enormous.”

Sugars are more speedily dissolved by
the saliva and more quickly assimilated
than any other food, and the energy there-
from is more immediately available.
It also very materially assists the
digestion of other foods. When sugar
has been inverted or changed from its
crystalline form, which occurs in the
manufacture of confectionery, and has
been combined with pure chocolate,
then we have an absolutely natural
food. A child’s desire for candy is
perfectly natural and should be grati-
fied within reasonable limits, as there
is no more wholesome food. In young
men it has become a very noticeable
fact that few, if any, who are fond of
confectionery are likely to carry the
aroma of ‘‘Cocktails.” The candy-
eating habit is a fair evidence of
temperate habits.

With access to every market in the
world for raw products, such as cacao,
vanilla Leans, essential oils, fruit for
flavouring, and shelled nuts; with re-
fined sugar of the finest quality as a
basis, and with latest type machinery
and highly-skilled workmen, there is
no reason why Canada should not pro-

OF
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duce confectionery of
as fine flavour, text-
ure, and finish as any
country in the world.
In fact, the decreas-
ing imports give evi-
dence that her own
people are appreciat-
ing this fact, and
are giving home pro-
ductions the prefer-
ence.

A TYPICAL FACTORY

Of these Canadian
factories, that of
Ganong Bros., of St.
Stephen, New Bruns-
wick, may be taken as typical. St. Stephen
is a lively little town, situated on the
St. Croix River about twenty miles from
the Bay of Fundy, and at the head of the
navigable part of that river. It is a place
where one might more naturally expect saw
mills than a chocolate factory and a cotton
mill. Yet it is the latter one finds. Men
as well as nature are an element in deter-
mining the characteristics of a community,

DIPPING BON-BONS
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and this town and its twin neighbour,
Milltown, owe their prosperity and fame
to the energy of several enterprising citi-
zens.

The Ganong business has been of a
steady and natural growth. The two
brothers were in the commission business
about thirty years ago, and incidentally
handled confectionery. A small candy-
making business came on the market, and
they hought it out and developed it until
they have a factory employing over three

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

nor acids nor foreign substances may be
used to assist in the dissolution.

The first step in the process is the sort-
ing and cleaning of the beans. As they
come in sacks from foreign forests, there
is necessarily some dirt mixed with them.
This must be absolutely removed, either
by machinery or by hand, or by both. As
the beans are to be roasted, the different
sizes must be separated, otherwise the
small beans would be burnt while the
large ones were getting sufficient heat.

A SECTION OF ‘“DIPPING ROOM' WHERE G.B. CHOCOLATES ARE COATED

hundred hands and turning out tons of
confectionery each day.

MAKING CHOCOLATE COATINGS

In the factory of Ganong Bros., all
the chocolate that is made is used in
coating confectionery, or in the making
of sweet chocolate, and good chocolate
coating is much more difficult to
make than any other form of this
substance, with the possible exception
of milk chocolate. Success in making
chocolate coatings depends largely on
skill and taste in blending the products
of different countries, all of which differ
in flavour. This is quite as, if not more,
difficult than the blending of teas and cof-
fees, and requires men of great experience.
Tt is along this line that this firm especially
excels. From the hard bean to the smooth
liquid is a far cry, because neither alkali

Exactness in roasting means much for the
flavour and colour of the chocolate. Tt
requires about forty-five minutes to roast a
batch of beans in the large revolving
cylinders used for that purpose, the heat
being applied by gas jets under forced
air draughts.

After roasting, the beans are broken and
shelled. After passing through a breaker
the broken beans drop into a cylindrical
sieve, through which fans are continually
forcing enough air to blow out the lighter
‘““shell.” The cleaned and broken interior
drops into receivers below.

From here it passes to a mill, not unlike
a flour mill, where two sets of stones grind
it still smaller. At the same time it is
slightly heated so as to release the oil or
cocoa-butter which forms one-half of its
substance. From the mill it passes as a
slightly gritty liquid to a refiner consisting
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FACTORY AND OFFICES OF GANONG BROS., ST. STEPHEN,

of from six to twelve granite rollers set
close together, which still further adds to
its smoothness. The stones work in sets
of three, each with a different speed.

From here it passes to the “hot-room,”
where for several hours it is subjected to
heat in order that the “butter” shall be
fully melted and mixed with the other sub-
stances which the bean originally contain-
ed. From the hot-room it goes to the
melancuers to be still further stirred,
rolled and mixed; then to huge drum
continuous refiners for the finishing pro-
cess. The liquor is now ready for choc-
olate coatings.

Even yet the process is not complete.
If required for immediate use, it is placed
in another melanguer and mixed with a
certain amount of finest pulverized sugar

N.B.

and flavouring. It then goes through
another set of refiners to make sure that
the sugar and chocolate liquor are thor-
oughly mixed. At this stage, when
necessary, and it always is in the best
chocolate coatings, more pure
butter, is added to still further increase
its mellowness and plasticity.

COCoOa~

THE FILLINGS

Chocolate coatings are made several
weeks before using, as when properly
made they improve with age. The next
step is to have proper fillings or centres.
These may be of cream, jelly, nuts, etc.
The ordinary cream filling is made from
high-grade sugar. Some chocolate-makers
use a high percentage of glucose, and thus
cheapen and deteriorate their goods. Not

GENERAL

OFFICES
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SECTION OF PAPER BOX ROOM

so with the “G.B.” fillings—they have
only one standard. The sugar is melted
and then beaten or ““creamed,” then re-
melted, flavoured and moulded. When
ready for the finishing touches they are
slightly hard, just sufficient to keep their
shape while being rolled in the warm
chocolate, but in a few days after coating
this hardness disappears and the shape of
the chocolate is preserved only by the
hardness of the outing coating.

The coating may be done either by
machinery or by hand. The chocolate used
in machine-coated goods is of inferior
grade, and the centres cannot be coated as
heavily as by the “hand-dipping” process,
as the liquor used for coating has to be
much thinner, that the machine may
thoroughly cover them.

WEST WING AND SITE FOR NEW POWER HOUSE

THE CANADIAN
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All “G.B.” choco-
lates are “hand-
dipped.” Long rows
of girls sit beside
tables containing
small vats of warmed
chocolate. Each
centre is immersed
or rolled in the choco-
late, lifted out separ-
ately, and placed on
placques stamped
“G.B.,” thus giving
to each chocolate the
4GB Cimprints
without which none
are genuine. These girls acquire great
skill in this work. A new girl will waste
and spoil more chocolate than her work ig
worth. An experienced hand will spoil
none. She works by “the piece,” in thig
case by the number of pounds she handles,
She will deftly add some little ornamenta-
tion across the top of each chocolate, which
removes the otherwise plain appearance of
even a ‘hand-dipped” drop.

From here, the trays of chocolates are
rushed to a cooling room, where in a few
minutes they are sufficiently chilled to go
into the packing room. The “packing”
room is kept at an even temperature, and
here the chocolates are put in half—pound,
pound, or five-pound boxes, all one kind,
or mixed, as the occasion or the trade
requires. They must, however, be packed
at once. Chocolates
left lying around
would be liable to
accumulate a slight
quantity of dust, or
lose their finish.

Of course cream
centres are not the
only kind that are
coated. Cocoanut
centres are used and
cocoanut must not
be confounded with
the cacao bean from

which chocolate is
made. Forthe other
centres, Ganon

Bros. import ginger
from China, dates
from the Nile, figs
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from Smyrna, raisins
from Spain, cherries,
apricots from France,
pineapples from the
Bahamas, and nuts
from Sicily, Spain,
France, Brazil, and
the United States.
Caramels, cordials

such as coffee or
ginger, nougatines,

and biscuits add to
the variety, one -of
the greatest favour-
ites being made from
our own Canadian
maple.,

The Ganongs have
a strong objection
to incorporating
liquors of any kind
in their manufact-
ures, and absolutely refuse to make
brandy or other cordials of this nature.

The dipping or coating of all these is
much the same, though slight variations
are required. In all this work, mechan-
ical cold storage plays a very important
part in regulating necessary temperatures.
For this purpose, this factory is equipped
with a plant up-to-date in every particular.

BOXING

The Ganongs manufacture all their own
boxes. They have a well-equipped box
factory, with all the
latest machinery and
a supply of expert
workmen and work-
women. Boxes of
all sizes and shapes
are produced, from
the plain five-pound
boxes, in which the
grocer or confectioner
buys his general sup-
plies, to fancy boxes
from half-pound and
one pound up to five
pounds, tied up in
ribbon, which are
sold unbroken by the
same dealers.

For the holiday
trade, fancy boxes of

BOARDING-HOUSE~—

Part of a 15-ton car on the way to the railway statioa.
lorry of the Maritime Provinces
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ACCOMMODATION FOR FIFTY GIRLS

assorted goods to sell at prices varying
from one to ten dollars are prepared.
The demand for these is extensive, and
the markets of the world are searched for
novelties and dainty designs to work up
into fancy baskets and boxes. The stand-
ard box used for G.B. chocolates has a
picture—a fine conception of Longfellow’s
Evangeline—on the cover. New Bruns-
wick was formerly a part of Acadie, though
not that part around which the famous
romance has thrown a cloak of sentiment.
The famous valley of Grand Pré is a few

G.B. CHOCOLATES FOR VANCOUVER

Note the characteristic
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miles from St. Stephen across the Bay of
Fundy. Nevertheless, wherever the G.B.
chocolates go, there goes with them a
reminder that down by the Atlantic is a
land of romance, of sentiment and of
sweetness.

CLEANLINESS

In the making of confectionery absolute
cleanliness is “essential. The Ganong
factory is a roomy set of buildings, well
lighted, with high ceilings. Every room
is painted white and is gone over with a
brush at least once a year. Every utensil,
every pot, every pan, every tray must be
kept spotlessly clean. Employés must
keep themselves tidy and must come
from homes where neatness and cleanli-
ness are part of the daily creed. Negli-
gent or careless employés are not tolerated.

In order to insure a constant supply of
first-class women the firm has recently
established a large boarding-house. This
is in charge of a competent matron, and
the highest class of accommodation is
afforded. Here the girls may board at
low rates and may have many privileges
not found in an ordinary boarding-house.
Lavatories, bathrooms, washing rooms,
ironing rooms and reading rooms are at
their disposal. A croquet lawn has been
in use this year, and a tennis lawn will be
ready next year.

THE DISTRIBUTION

That Canada is a growing country;
that Canadian manufacturers are gaining
ground rapidly is well exemplified in the
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growth of the Ganong
business. Situated
though it is in a small
town, in the far east of
the Dominion, it yet
distributes its products
in every province.
When the writer visited
the factory they were
just about to ship three
carloads, one to Van-
couver, one to Winnipeg
and one to Quebec. The
small town is no handi-
cap where the manu-
facturer is enterprising;
distance is no bar when
he understands his
business and has it well organised.

When asked why their business has
grown so rapidly, the manager modestly
said he was not certain, but thought prin-
cipally because the firm believed the people
would pay reasonable prices for goods of
high quality.”

“Our candies are good to eat, of that I
am certain,” said he. ‘I eat large quan-
tities every day myself, and so do my
associates. Therefore I am not surprised
that the people eat them. We try to make
good eating chocolates, that are suited to
the Canadian climate. Weare proud of all
our goods and have never found it neces-
sary to lower the standard to make sales.”

There is an impression abroad in the
land that chocolates should be bought
fresh. The “G.B.” chocolates are made
in such a way that they do not attain their
greatest ‘“mellowness” until about thirty
days after they are ready for shipment.
This gives plenty of time to send them the
long distances which they must be sent in
Canada. They also retain their mellowness
and full flavour for a long time when
properly cared for. The greatest care is
taken to secure evenness of quality, so that
the purchaser anywhere in Canada may
be reasonably certain of getting the highest
grade chocolates when he buys anything
stamped “ G.B.”

It is gratifying to see Canadians turn-
ing out so high a grade of goods that
“Made in Canada” is becoming a syn-
onym for good quality. This is a tribute
to the nation’s honesty as well as the
nation’s enterprise.



Plays of the Season

By JOHN E. WEBBER

X HE Kreutzer Sonata” of
Jacob Gordin had the

/4 honour of opening the pres-
K GYs ent dramatic season in

New York, an English
version of the sombre Yiddish play, with
Miss Blanche Walsh in the leading rdle,
appearing in mid-August, while the
world of folly was still occupied with
Coney Island and Roof Garden enter-
tainment. Further interest lay in the
fact that a rival production of the piece
was in preparation, and the early ap-
pearance of Miss Walsh proved a tactical
move on the part of her management to
forestall Mr. Fiske’s plans for present-
ing Mme. Bertha Kalich—
for whom the play was
originally written and in
whose repertoire it had a
prominent place for several
vears at the Yiddish theatres
—_in an English adaption
of her old role. Mr. Fiske’s
more careful preparation,
however, followed in due
course, and the result to the
public was an opp‘ortunit'\'
to compare two very interest-
ing and capable presenta-
tions of the play.

“The Kreutzer Sonata,”
which by the way must not
be confounded with Tol-
stoi’s well-known novel, is
of the old melodrama type,
with strong acting scenes,
some very interesting
character work and of thril-
ling emotional interest. The
characters are Russian, and
with one exception Hebrew,
and the story is based on
the love of a Jewish girl for
a Gentile officer who, barred
by race prejudices from
marrying her, has committed
suicide. The usual compli-
cations disclose themselves,
and the action begins with
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the disposal of the “ruined” girl to a
young, ambitious musician, and the de-
parture of both for America. The rest
is a story of domestic unhappiness, where-
in cruelties, indignities and infidelity that
compromises the wife’s younger sister,
are exposed; all meekly borne by the un-
happy victim of our “‘woman damnation”
theories, until patience can bear no more
—and the double tragedy follows. Some
excellent comedy scenes are furnished
by an eccentric old musician, and the
humour he imparts is a welcome lamp
in the gloom of the woeful tragedy.
Madame Kalich had the advantage

of appearing in a role long familiar to

BERTHA KALICH IN ““THE KREUTZER SONATA”
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GERTRUDE ELLIOTT AS “CLEOPATRA’’

her, and one for which she is peculiarly
fitted, physically and temperamentally.
Her performance was very finished and
artistic, and the portrait well toned down
to the tastes of her English audience.
Miss Walsh, on the other hand, seemed
to revel in emotional opportunities, and
the result was a highly coloured picture,
graphic, crude, and in a certain physical
sense forceful. The supporting com-
panies were in each case so excellent that
there is little to choose between them.
Special mention should be made, how-
ever, of Jacob Katzman’s characterisa-
tion of the eccentric musician in the
Kalich company and of Miss Helen Ware
as the sister in the other.
Notwithstanding this early and some-
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FORBES ROBERTSON AS ‘“‘C&SAR”

what sober start, the season had not
found itself up to October. But with
October—the month when in the course
of nature the gay first colourings of early
autumn have sobered and deepened to
brown, when ripened fruits hang ready
for the wine-press and the corn is garn-
ered for the gleaners—in this month of
nature’s fulness came such rich October
offerings as Mr. H. B. Irving in Stephen
Phillips’ “Paola and Francesca,” Henry
Miller and Margaret Anglin in Wm,
Vaughn Moody’s “The Great Divide,”
Lena Ashwell in “The Shulamite,” Mr.,
E. S. Willard in his admirable portrait
of “Colonel Newcome,” and Mr. Mans-
field in an imposing production of Ibsen’s
“Peer Gynt.” With these offerings the
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note of serious dramatic interest, for
which we had been waiting, was firmly
and unmistakably struck.

The appearance of Mr. Forbes Rob-
ertson, too, in ““Cesar and Cleopatra,”
marks a revival of the intellectual—as
opposed to emotional and pictorial—
drama, which distinguished the early
months of last season when the Shaw
vogue was at its height. It also marks a
further, and let us hope decisive, step in
the moral rehabilitation of the prince of
humorists, whose sensational banish-
ment a year ago proclaimed our Com-
stockianism so loudly to the world. This
banishment, we may remind ourselves,
however, was followed by a more or less
triumphant return in the late spring,
when Mr. Arnold Daly rounded up the
season’s work with an excellent presenta-
tion of “Arms and the Man.” Since that
time, also, the courts have decided that
«Mrs. Warren’s Profession” is not an
immoral play at all. And now that an
ally has been gained of such unquestion-
able standing as Mr. Forbes Robertson,
Mr. Shaw’s entire respectability will sure-
ly be grudged no longer. If this is not
enough, there still remains the announce-
ment of Miss Ellen Terryin a production
of “Captain Brassbound’s Conversion.”
We have mentioned these names for the
reason that example is so often more
potent than argument.

In the somewhat conspicuous absence
of Mr. Shaw up to this time, English
drama had been fully represented by
such of his leading contemporaries as
Mr. Pinero, whose admirable “His House
in Order” is one of the most important
plays of the year; Henry Arthur Jones’
“The Hypocrites,” and Mr. Alired Sutro
in “The Price of Money.” Following
these leaders at varying intellectual dis-
tances we had Michael Morton in “The
Little Stranger,” St. John Rankin in
«The Two Mr. Wetherbys,” Inglis Allen
in “The Dear Unfair Sex,” Harold Heaton
in “Lady Jim,” and Alicia Ramsey in
“John Hudson’s Wife.” Of these only
two, “His House in Order” and “The
Hypocrites,” can be classed as popular
successes, though one or two others were
complete artistic successes, and under
other conditions might have found more
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MR. H. B, IRVING

favour with the public. The terms, unfor-
tunately, are not always synonymous
and the public mood is variable and
fleeting.

“The Two Mr. Wetherbys”
described as a domestic fact in
acts, taking for its text the familiar

was
three

“Tife is a comedy to those who think,
A tragedy to those who feel.”

The piece is said to have had a very
long run in London last season, but the
sea voyage apparently impaired its vital-
ity. There were some very agreeable act-
ing moments, certainly some witty lines,
as for example—“She is a good woman
and she has a grievance. What more
can she want?” But its chief claim to
notice is Mr. William F. Hawtrey’s im-
personation of the (conventionally) bad
Myr. Wetherby. This was wholly de-
lightful and flawless, and its impressions
will remain when much of this season’s
work is forgotten. .

“The Dear Unfair Sex,” in which
Miss Ellis Jeffreys appeared for a time
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this season, would seem to be a modern
variation of “The Taming of the Shrew,”
in which Mrs. Haviland Brooke, spoiled,
capricious, petulant and unreasonably
peevish toward a kind-hearted husband
who adores her, is finally brought to
bay and becomes, for the time at least,
a most dutiful and meek spouse. The
chastening is accomplished by means of
an old theatrical device, her discovery in
a compromising situation to which her
vanity has brought her. Suspecting that
Melville, whom she fancifully supposes
to be in love with herself, is marrying
another against his desire, she goes to
his room to intercede. Melville, learn-
ing the truth, promptly sends for her
husband, but before he ‘arrives a mutual
friend, Captain Gleinster, in an ad-
vanced state of conviviality, unexpect-
edly arrives on the scene. ~Other com-
plications follow, and by the time the
captious wife is extricated, the taming
is complete. Not as important a com-
edy by any means as Mr. Sutro’s “The
Fascinating Mr. Vanderveldt,” although
the role of Mrs. Brooke in the variety of
its moods affords Miss Jeffreys a wider
score for the display of her talents than
any other in which we have seen her.
A lady of breeding Miss Jefireys is, in
all her parts, and she is able to suggest
this quality to a degree that no other
actress we know can.

“The Dear Unfair Sex,” in spite of a
rather distinguished cast that included
Mr. Chas. Cartwright and Mr. Geo.
Giddens, found only moderate favour,
however, with the dear, unfair public,
and withdrew.

Miss Jeffrey’s non-success with this
piece and Mr. Crane’s similar experience
with the “Price of Money,” has resulted
in their joint appearance in a revival of
“She Stoops to Conquer,” with Mr.
Crane as Mr. Hardcastle, and Miss
Jefireys as the winsome Kate, in which
happy outcome, the proverb of the ill
wind will be once more recalled.

In some respects Henry Arthur Jones’
new play “The Hypocrites” shows the
author at his best. In other respects,
he is equally at his worst. There is the
inevitable pulpit, for instance, conspicu-
ously placed in the foreground, and

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

appropriately enough, a high-minded,
uncompromising young curate to occupy
it. He, of course, is the author’s mouth-
piece, and proceeds to expound the’
author’s text, “Expediency is man’s wis-
dom, doing right is God’s.” The scene
of the play is Weybury—peaceful, re-
mote, exclusive, hypocritical- Weybury,
whose church-laden respectability is one
day rudely upset by the intrusion of a pale-
faced young girl. We know her story at
once without the unnecessary details that
follow, even to the matter of dates. We
know, too, that the son of the Lord of the
Manor of Weybury is implicated. And
the dramatic conflict revolves round the
duty of Weybury in the matter as Wey-
bury sees it, and its duty as the higB-
minded curate conceives it. The issues
broaden, however, as the play progresses,
until the initial motive becomes a mere
incident in the arraignment of our social
hypocrisies. In inventiveness and a keen
sense of his dramatic opportunities, Mr.
Jones has never appeared to better
advantage. The play is in the hands
of an exceedingly capable and well-bal-
anced company, and much of its success
is due to their able presentation.

Why Mr. Sutro’s “The Price of Money
was not a success is hard to say. With
Mr. Crane in the central réle, the piece
had a worthy presentation, and in point
of dramatic interest is a better offering
than the same author’s “Walls of Jeni-
cho,” which ran so well last season. Tt
deserved a much better reception.

American dramatists have met with bet-
ter success in proportion than their Eng-
lish contemporaries, three of the season’s
hits, ‘““Clothes,” “The Chorus Lady,”
and “The Greaf Divide,” owning to
American  authorship.  “ Clothes,” by
Mr. Channing Pollock, with which Miss
Grace George has inaugurated her pres-
ent season, is a strong play of very evi-
dent popular appeal. Though it quotes
the immortal Sartor Resartus, it is not
a philosophy of clothes by any means,
but a timely preachment against the
modern social peril variously expressed
in “Clothes.” Tt follows—though some-
what afar off, we fear, in point of literary
interest—Mr. Sutro’s stirring appeal in
“The Walls of Jericho.” Miss George
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has been provided with an excellent part
and much of the success of the piece is
due to her splendid work. Mr. Frank
Worthing also adds distinction to the
performance.

“Nurse Marjorie” is an interesting
comedy, written in one of Mr. Zangwill’s
lighlcr'. happier veins, and the rdle in
which it presents Miss Eleanor Robson,
if somewhat familiar though repeated
association, is an ever charming one.

The performance, as we have it, was
somewhat hurried, perhaps, for the per
fect enjoyment of certain little subtle
ties that are peculiar to Mr. Zangwill,
and the characterisations, especially of
our English peers, were not always happy.
On the other hand, the fish market scene
in Whitechapel was capital. Miss Rob-
son is billed for a season of thirty weeks,
and during that time will present a large
repertory of new plays.

“The Love Letter,” an adaption-
verv much an adaption one would say—
of Sardou’s “La Piste,” offers Miss Vir-
ginia Harned golden opportunities for
the display of her many personal charms,
to say nothing of the display of hats and
gown's that are the envious delight of
the feminine portion of her audience.
There are charming bits of comedy, too,
that afford momentary glimpses of Sar-
dou’s bright original, but for the most
part the American version is too ob-
viously discreet to be either interesting
or plausible. An old love letter turns
up unexpectedly, and though the indis-
cretions brought to light refer to the
period of husband number one, now
divorced, the testimony of dates is un-
fortunately lacking. Before this lack is
supplied many farcical situations are in-
troduced, and in the original some con-
vincing comedy. The popular success
of the play is a personal triumph for
Miss Harned, who is invariably delight-
ful in comedy roles. :

Shakespeare has been well represented
so far, first in a lovely production of “A
Midsummer Night’s Dream,” with Miss
Annie Russell as “Puck,” and later by
Miss Viola Allen’s equally beautiful pro-
duction of “Cymbeline,” both at the New
Astor theatre, recently opened. Miss
Allen’s return to Shakespearean roles

MR. HENRY MILLER IN “THE GREAT
DIVIDE "’

will be especially welcomed by lovers of
classical drama everywhere.

One unmistakable beacon light in the
earlier dramatic fog we have referred
to was Pinero’s ‘“His House in Order,”
in which John Drew and Margaret Illing-
ton have been appearing with marked
success since the season opened. Pinero
is probably the most finished playwright
we have, and “His House in Order” re-
flects these qualities in their perfection.

Filmer Jesson’s first wife has been
dead three years, but notwithstanding
this lapse of time and the fact that her
successor has been installed for six
months, “Filmer’s” house is still a house
of mourning for the dear departed ““An-
nabel,” and he himself the pathetic slave
of her snobbish, cruel relatives. This is
the situation that confronts the second
wife, and after enduring for some time
the indignities that such a situation
would naturally provoke, the power, in
the form of compromising letters, is sud-
denly put into her hands to destroy this
dead idol, and take her own lawful place
in the home. The husband’s brother,
“Hillary,” who has been her sole friend,
pleads with her in a beautifully impas-
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MARGARET ANGLIN AS “RUTH JORDAN’ IN ““THE GREAT DIVIDE”

sioned speech either to destroy the let-
ters or give them to him.

She hands the letters to ““ Hillary,” and
through him the husband finally learns
the truth and offers reparation. This
offer the wife complacently accepts.
Dramatic justice would have dealt other-
wise we think, had the Pinero we knew
aforetime held the scales. Nor, in that
event, would the lover of the dead Anna-
bel and father of the child before us,
have complacently allowed himself to
be kicked out of doors for a villain. And
as it proves, the cold, rather insuffer-
able, order-loving “Filmer” had driven
the ardent ‘‘Annabel” elsewhere for

consolation. In spite of these weak-
nesses the drama is a powerful one, and
is presented with every appreciation of
its dignity and fine literary qualities.
Mr. John Drew as “Hillary Jesson”
has never been seen to better advantage,
and Miss Margaret Illington as “Nina ”
is wholly admirable and charming.

The visit of Mr. H. B. Irving to this
country has been in pleasant contemplation
for some time. Part of the interest was
due to the excellent reputation he had
already made for himself in England,

-but still more undoubtedly to the fact

that he was the son of the beloved Sir
Henry, that prince of actors, at whose

S R TR ——



PLAYS OF THE SEASON .

shrine every devout lover of the drama
will long kneel in reverence. Compari-
sons between son and sire were in the
nature of things inevitable, but beyond
a haunting likeness occasionally noted
in gesture or look, we had soon forgotten
the old in the contemplation of the new
personality before us.

His first appearance in Stephen Phil-
lips’ “Paola and Francesca,” showed
not only a scholarly appreciation of its
poetic qualities, but was full of those
human touches that appeal so strongly
in Mr. Phillips’ rare and beautiful ver-
sion of the Dante theme. And not since
Forbes Robertson’s “Hamlet” have we
seen a more moving tragic picture than
his ‘“Malatesta,” every note of whose
character is sounded from love for his
brother “Paola” in the first scene, to
that top note when he staggers back
from the murder, his hand stained with
blood, and tells us in tones of unutterable
pity: “They look like children fast
asleep.” No more poetic drama has
been seen on the American stage since
Mrs. LeMoyne’s exquisite productions
of ‘Browning’s “In a Balcony” and “A
Blot on the Scutcheon,” both of which
are being revived, by the way, in con-
junction with Mr. Henry Miller.

‘As if to emphasise his versatility by
contrast, Mr. Irving’s next appearance
was in one of Sir Henry’s old successes,
“The Lyons Mail,” that fine old melo-
drama of Charles Reade, Mr. Irving
assuming the double role of “Joseph
Lesurques,” Merchant of Paris, and
“Dubose,” captain of a gang of thieves.
Both characterisations were excellent,
but Dubose in the last act, the scene of
the fatal debauch, when his hilarious
triumph is cut short by the arrival of
soldiers, was especially powerful in its

im, sardonic, malevolent humour.

His “Charles I, by W. G. Wills,
which followed, is tender and dignifted,
with a nice kingly poise, lighted up by
most playful touches, as when he lays
aside affairs of state to romp-with the
children. His best scene is when he
meets Cromwell face to face at Whitehall,
and with fine kingly scorn reproves him
for his duplicity. There is a still deeper
note of poignant sorrow in the scene with
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Moray when he paints the portrait of the
traitor. The final scene, his parting from
wife and children, is tender and affecting
in the extreme.

“The Great Divide,” by William
Vaughn Moody, as presented by Mr.
Henry Miller and' Miss Margaret Anglin,
is perhaps the richest experience of the
present dramatic season. The only pos-
sible exception would be “His House in
Order,” just noticed, and while Mr.
Moody’s is a less finished play than the
Pinero offering, it is of far deeper import
and of more sincerity. It is also well
within the limits to claim that the Moody
piece marks a most important epoch in
the drama of this country, if it be not indeed
the great event in our dramatic history.
The fact is notorious that men eminent
in letters have almost invariably aspired
to write in the dramatic form, and men as
famous as Henry James and George Mere-
dith have failed altogether in the attempt,
while Browning and Tennyson succeeded
only in a measure. But the author of
“ Gloucester Moor,” who holds a leading
place among American poets, has in'“ The
Great Divide” added to this fame that of
a truly great dramatist also. In this offer-
ing he has also abandoned his earlier class-
ical form represented in ‘“The Fire
Bringer,” and “The Masque of Judg-
ment,” and treated modern life in a highly
original and unconventional manner.

One would like to linger over this play
lovingly and appreciatively throughout
the course of an entire article instead of
trying to condense its impressions into a
paragraph or two. Towering as the play
does in its own mountain solitude, it offers
sides of approach so many that a choice
is bewildering. There are its human
interest, its psychology, its drama, its
literary and poetic charm, and having ex-
hausted these there would still remain its
great spiritual interest dominating all the
other and lifting us farther into its own
solitude. It has been called the great
American play, and while it is great and of
American authorship, in its more import-
ant sense it is no more an American play
than “Ghosts” is a Norwegian play, or
“Magda” a German play. For like
“Ghosts ” or “Magda,” or any great con-
tinental play, its theme is universal, and its
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truths as eternal as the hills, which Mr.
Moody has so well chosen for the play’s
setting. The author, it is true, takes his
inspiration from the West, but only the
West, by which we mean the new Western
World of broader opportunity, where life
is lived somewhat at first hand—could
supply either the background or the ele-
mental brute force necessary to the struggle
which he precipitates with our own con-
ventionally spiritual life. And in this
connection we have sometimes wondered
if Mr. Moody’s fine poem, “The Brute,”
does not offer a suggestive clue, if not to
the theme of “The Great Divide” itself,
at least to his own larger appreciation of
the physical elements of life. ~For the play
is above all things an attempt to breathe
the larger spirit of the West, with all it
stands for, into the effete East, and to see
spiritual truths in a much broader relation
to the physical universe than our pious
prayer-books permit. But this delays the
story.

“Ruth Jordan,” left alone onenight in
her brother’s ranch house, is attacked by
three roystering, drunken ruffians, whose
criminal intent toward her is soon made
obvious. To save herself she offers to go
away and be married in due form with the
least offensive of the three, ““Stephen
Ghent,” a major promise which, as it
stands, lacks plausibility and is the weak
point in the dramatic structure. But,
the situation had to be created even at the
cost of a little intellectual brutality, if one
may so describe it, and once created, it
abundantly justifies itself. This some-
what melodramatic opening furnishes only
a very slight clue, if any, to the dramatic
conflict that follows. The issues are es-
sentially spiritual, as already stated, and
the nominal factors in the struggle are the
Puritan conscience represented in “Ruth
Jordan,” and the brute force of physical
nature represented in “Stephen Ghent.”
And out there on “the great doorstep of
the world,” as it is more than once beauti-
fully described, where Ruth Jordan and
Stephen Ghent take up their life, the eter-
nal conflict, the adjustment of the physical
and the spiritual, is waged. To Ruth the
situation is odious, and in the second act
where her brother and friends come upon
herin a scene full of most exquisite human

touches—she is secretly weaving baskets
to buy back her freedom from the man
who now loves her, and treats her with
the utmost consideration and kindness.
“Stephen Ghent’s” natural nobility of
heart, touched by spiritual truth, has be-
come pure gold, passion and impulse are
bowed down in sorrow, and though he
cannot understand his wife’s unhappiness,
the scene closes with her surrender to her
brother.

The next scene finds her in her little New
England home whither “Stephen,” blun-
dering as ever, has followed her and, un-
known to her, cared for and saved herself
and family from ruin.. The discovery of
all this finally results in her own awaken-
ing to the larger nobility of the uncouth
man whom she has unconsciously loved
all the time, but between whom and herself,
as between East and West, yawned ‘“The
Great Divide.” %

Of the acting of Miss Anglin and Mr.
Miller in their respective rdles too much
praise can hardly be given. Mr. Miller’s
“Stephen Ghent,” while it misses nothing
of the recklessness and daring of the
western frontier man, compels your
honest admiration and sympathy in spite
of the original deed of violence. The
characterisation is full of strength—the
strength of bone, brain and muscle—
with the simplicity of expression that is
often associated with physical strength.
The quiet, subdued note of his perform-
ance was precisely the note the play
demanded for its deeper significance.

Miss Anglin’s “Ruth Jordan” marks
the most important step in her upward
career. There are no bursts of frenzy,
such as characterise “Zira,” to dazzle us
with their brightness, but a difficult, sus-
tained performance such as only an artist
in the fullest sense of the term could
carry through convincingly. No severer
test, unless it be the “Electra of Eurip-
ides,” could be imposed on an actress
perhaps, than the prolonged note of the
second act, that runs almost the entire
scale of human emotion. It is all the
more difficult from the fact that the action
is .almost entirely psychological. Yet,
Miss Anglin not only carries the action
successfully, but holds her audience as if
in a thrall.



The Glove Stakes

A Race-Track Story

By W. A. FRASER, author of “Thoroughbreds,”’ efc.

———aw LIGHT riders galloping on
Ay | the parapet of eternity; seven

Y| men, beckoned by the hand
of fate truant in a lady’s
We—==" glove, and the silent horse-
man: that was the ‘“Glove Stakes”—the
“extra” at the Belmont Hunt Race meet.
It was Kathleen Braund’s proposing, and
fate’s disposing.

The Braund acres, lying broad and
many about the old manor, “Twin
Elms,” stretched away in luxuriant
verdure and the golden drape of grain-
fields to the bordering lands that had
been Patrick Raeburn’s. Raeburn the
elder had toyed with the gods of chance
with fatuous insistence to the end that
there had come an intermission in the
ownership of Killahoe; and James, the
son, had started out in life capitalised
only by his inheritance of the gambling
taint.

Perhaps fate had tired of his surly
mood; perhaps Dame Fortune liked the
happy, smiling, Irish face of the younger
Raeburn; perhaps the youth’s clear-
cut decision had something to do with it;
however that may be, Jim Raeburn
had steadily drained from the race-
course a little stream of gold, and now
“Killahoe” knew a Raeburn again. In
the rich pasture-fields thoroughbreds
begot thoroughbreds, and, like all else
that the lord of the manor touched,
profit accrued:

Belmont County was a land of horse
and horsemen; and the Belmont Hunt—
well, it was a hunt.

The week of the race meet, quite ap-
propriately, -the play “Caruth Hall,”
splendidly begilt with red coats and
velvet caps and knock-kneed horses,
eventuated in the little theatre of Bel-
mont town. Nobody knew that Rae-
burn owned the company, lock, stock,
and barrel—or, rather, coat, cap, and
horse, but he did. The characteristic
of Raeburn’s way of going was secrecy,
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which is highly commendable on the
turf.

In the stage hunt, the master of
hounds, Lord Caruth, was Banfield
Leigh, whose chief qualification for the
leading part was that Raeburn admired
him as he did a stake-horse, which was
regard in excelsis. Leigh was a gen-
tleman; not only because his pater,
like Raeburn’s, had had money and lost
it, and had schooled Banfield only in the
gentle art of doing nothing gracefully,
but because he was thoroughbred—wind,
limb, and brain.

Now we come to the night Kathleen
Braund, Fenner, Barry, and two others
sat in a box trying to follow the tortu-
ous plot of Lord Caruth’s wondrous
career. Fenner was an egoist, an egotist,
a prig—he was many more disquieting
things; and, being all this, his worst sin
was an insistent attention to the young
mistress of Twin Elms.

Banfield could look the part of Lord
Caruth, or Lord Anybody, for he was
handsome—tall, lithe, and supple as an
Indian. And Kathleen, imaginative,
susceptible, as the big violet-gray eyes
proclaimed, grew blind to the incongruity
of the cheap play, and, after a little,
Fenner, with jealous intuition, felt the
presence of an annoying influence, and,
unwisely, grew brutally captious. It was
the egoist’s evil destiny that Raeburn
should have come into the box, to sit
through his sneering arraignment of the
make-believe M.F.H. and his knee-scarred
hunter.

Raeburn, listening, knew that Fenner
ought to be punished for his own sake;
and in the violet eyes that had darkened
to ultramarine he read that the man ought
to be punished for the girl’s sake. So,
in his room that night, he drove his mind
along the tortuous trail of Fenner’s gratu-
itous affronts, which was altogether un-
lucky for the captious one; and the next
morning he went to Twin Elms with



180

anger in his hot Irish heart, and a plan
in his cool American head.

He smiled inwardly when talk of the
play, which he started, passed prematurely
into an admiring eulogy of Lord Caruth.
Then he knew he was on safe ground,
and said: ‘““Miss Kathleen, your friend
Fenner is considerably a bore, isn’t he?”

“He was uncomfortably facetious last
evening.”

“Generously rude. He ought to be
punished—don’t you think so?”

“I haven’t thought about it—I never
do, about Fenner. It would be a life’s
work for somebody to take up.”

“T’ll take it up gladly if you’ll help—

for a day.”

“Why—how? Why worry? It doesn’t
matter.” ¢

“He poked stupid fun at Banfield
Leigh. Leigh’s a gentleman”—the fugi-
tive flush that faintly rosed the girl’s
neck and cheek was not too short-lived
for the speaker’s sharp eye—‘“and, worse
—I mean also—he sneered at Smuggler.”

“Who is Smuggler—the villain of the -

play, or the bailiff ?”

“Smuggler is Leigh’s hunter. Here,
Miss Kathleen, I’ll tell you all about it.
There’s sport ahead, I can promise you.
Smuggler is my horse 2

“Your horse?”

“Oh! I forgot. The whole outfit is
mine—yes, I'm fairy godfather to that
melodramatic entanglement. I’'m a the-
atrical promoter. I don’t know anything
about the profession, and neither do they,
but that doesn’t matter, we’re having a lot
of fun out of it; and—well, I like Leigh.
He’s not a bad actor—I've seen worse—
though Booth’s fame is safe.”

“This grows interesting, Mr. Raeburn.
Mr. Leigh certainly is a gentlemanly
actor, anyway.”

“Yes, and he can ride; and that beast
Fenner said Leigh sat his horse like a
tailor. I'm going to tell you a secret.
Oh, don’t expostulate! I don’t need it
as a secret now, or I wouldn’t tell you—
any woman, I mean.”

“Thanks, from all of us.”

“Smuggler is a rare steeplechase horse
—or he was till he broke his knees. He
jumped so well that he grew overcon-
fident—understand ?”’
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“Yes I know; Black Diamond is like
that. He has got to skimming his jumps
till he is unsafe.”

“Well, Smuggler hit the rails once too
often, and came down with his knees on
a granite monument or something, and
cracked them. I’ve nursed him for over
a year; stuck him in that play just to
keep him from moping; he’s got brains—
he’s like a human. He’s all right now—
I was saving him for a big coup, I don’t
mind telling you; and that—that 4]

“Mr. Fenner?”

“Yes, that called Smuggler—the best
steeplechaser I ever owned—a broken-
down cab-horse; and——” Raeburn
broke off and clenched his fist at an in-
visible enemy. :

“Well?”

“The coup is off, that’s all. Your
hunt meet commences to-morrow, and if
yow’ll make a social hour for the hunt
chaps and invite Leigh and me—why
couldn’t we make an extra race—a °
special ?”’

“I see¢; for the undoing of the critical
one,eh?”

Raeburn nodded eagerly, saying: “It
will be easy; I'll put Barry up to draw
Fenner to disparage what he styled last
night the equine bric-a-brac at Caruth
Hall.”

“Mr. Fenner has a very good hunter,
Firefly; do you think Smuggler up to
beating anything we have here ? Because,
if we made a race, and Fenner won—
vou don’t know what he really is like—
we’d simply have to sell off the hounds
and abolish the hunt. He can ride, too;
though, for the sake of content, there is a
sworn compact in the club never to admit
this.”

“Smuggler can beat Firefly or Wasp,
or any other ornithological quadruped
Fenner owns; and Leigh can outride
him. Smuggler is fit, too—fit enough;
and his class will more than make up an
little difference in condition. He’s been
galloped regularly—long, slow work, of
course—by the boy who looks after him;
besides, Leigh rides him a great deal, so
he’s had plenty of work.”

“Mr. Leigh knows, then, about Smug-
gler’s qualities ?”

“Not a bit of it. T don’t work a coup
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by telling everybody what I've got.
Smuggler broke down before he advertised
himself to the public, and I sha’n’t tell
Leigh of the horse’s quality till he is in for
the race. I want to try out his nerve.”

“J like it; it sounds like those impos-
sible racing stories I've read in the mag-
azines, where the horses and the people
all play into each other’s hands. I'll do
the social, and you the horse part. You
want me to write a note inviting Mr.
Leigh, I suppose?”

«Make it a man affair,” Raeburn
added. “D.O., demi-official, to drink
tea and arrange about the hunt races. If
you had women, they wouldn’t give us a
chance to pit Leigh and Fenner together;
they’d mob the boy—they always do.
He’s handsome off the stage.”

As Raeburn left Twin Elms he chuckled.
“Two birds with one barrel,” he muttered.
“Mr. Critic will get the surprise of his life,
and Kathie—she’s too good for such a
creature—she’ll—well, I won’t say what
will happen—I hope it does. I like the
boy; he’slike herself—a thoroughbred.”

Kathleen sent a horseman about with
an invitation that was like a summons,
and when Raeburn and Leigh arrived
at Twin Elms, on the stroke of four,
there were a dozen men of the Belmont
Hunt in the drawing-room. As Raeburn
drew Leigh toward the corner of the
room where Kathleen was holding a
little court, he said: ““‘Keep your temper,
Leigh, if that sallow, hawk-faced individual
‘beside Miss Braund says stupid things.
It’s his way, and he’s a bit jealous. Just
leave his punishment to others—he’ll
get it.”

“Ah, Mr. Leigh, so good of Mr. Rae-
burn to bring you,” the girl welcomed,
and the violet eyes made stronger the

greeting. “Now, we'll have something
‘besides horse to talk about. Sit beside
.me.”

But presently she rose and, slipping her
‘hand through the arm of Barry, said:

“Come with me. I want you.”

“At last!”

“No, not yet, that way.”
‘him into a recessed window.

“What’s the game, Kathleen?” he
asked. ‘“Raeburn looks as mysterious!
“There’s something up—what is it?”

She drew
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“You love me, Barry, don’t you?”

“If I say yes, you won't believe me—
you never do; if I say no, you'll know
it’s a lie.”

“Don’t be stupid; I want you to prove
it

“That I’m stupid ?”

“You have; that you love me.
was beastly last night.”

“He’s such a natural chap—never hides
anything.”

“Well, we've got to put him through
a kindergarten course in manners; Rae-
burn thinks so, so do I. You're to make
the running, Barry. Draw him; give
him a chance to be witty—over the play,
you know; that horse, and Mr. Leigh
yonder. It’s all Raeburn’s idea.” This
explanation was an answer to a quizzical
gleam in Barry’s blue eyes. “Then start
the idea of an extra race, keep Fenner
going. He’s sure to corner Mr. Leigh to
enter his stage hunter. He had some
wretched joke last night that it was a saw-
horse. Oh, he is witty, Barry! Now, come.”

“T don’t understand it, Kathleen,”
Barry complained, wrinkling his brows
as they moved toward the men. “Who's
the joke on? What chance will the stage
horse have against Firefly if we make a
race for them?”

“Do your part, Barry. And leave it to
the gods.”

“And the Lady of the Silver Veil.”

As they joined the group, Leonard,
of the hunt, was saying: ‘“We're shy of
horses, and fellows, too, by Jove! Half
the Padoug Hunt chaps have gone down
to Brookline to back that crazy rack of
bones, Topsail, in the International.
The Foxglove Annual has fallen through;
it had bad conditions, anyway.”

“Have to make up another race to take
its place,” Barry suggested casually.

“Where are the horses to come from?”
Stanton asked in objection to this.

“Change the conditions—throw it open
to anything. There are no fliers coming
to Belmont.”

“We're shy of riders, too,” Fenton
wailed.

“Mr. Leigh might take a mount,”
Kathleen lisped tentatively; *that would
be one more.”

“(Capital!” exclaimed Fenner, who had

Fenner
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been watching for an opening. “Mr.
Leigh might also enter that chestnut of
his; he’d qualify, regularly ridden to
hounds in the Caruth Hunt.”

The girl smiled. It was lovely; the
ready rise to the bait. Barry laughed
outright, maliciously.

Leigh coloured, his smooth face show-
ing stronger under the brick red.

And Fenner, not knowing, returned
cheerfully to the attack:

“I should say he was a safe sort of beast,
that hunter of yours, Mr. Leigh; no
nonsense about him—go straight as an
arrow.”

Raeburn smiled indulgently. “You
have a good eye for a hunter, Fenner,”
he drawled approvingly; ‘“the chestnut
is as fine a made one as I've seen for
many a day. I shouldn’t be afraid to bet
a thousand he’s seen the real thing in his
time. He looks it. Have you ever put
him over the jumps, Leigh? He takes
the bars on the stage like a cat.”

Kathleen had most esoterically come by
a paper and pencil, and she said: “We’d
better arrange this race at once. Who'll
enter—who’ll ride—what’s it to be? An
extra to take the place of the Foxbrook
Annual, not filled? What’s it to be?
Distance, weights, and all, first.”

The girl’s earnestness spurred the
men to eager suggestion. Every one
contributed.  °

Kathleen wrote rapidly, filtering the
buzz of miles, pounds, conditions, sim-
plifying the interminable mass. “Lis-
ten!” then aloud she read: “A steeple-
chase for horses owned by members of the
Belmont Hunt and——"" she hesitated,
her eyes had wandered toward Leigh;
they ran cognizantly over his lean, sinewy
figure—“and members of the learned
professions; catch weights over one
hundred and sixty pounds; two miles.”

“Oh, Augustus!” muttered Barry.
“If that isn’t clever! TI’ll bet Leigh can
scale it, and Fenner can’t ride under one
hundred and seventy to save his neck.”
Aloud he queried: “What do we run
for?”

“That’s so,” added Raeburn. “Who
donates—what’s the prize ?”

“We must make the stakes worth
while,” came with Fenner’s disagreeable
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voice. “Mr. Leigh’s horse, I suppose,
draws a large salary, doesn’t he? He
can’t take a chance of breaking a leg for
nothing.”

Leigh had a strong temptation to reach
over and tweak Fenner’s nose, but even
the angry retort that rose to his lips was
checked by the girl’s voice saying: “This
is to be an affair of chivalry. Belmont is
many hundreds of years behind, so this is
tournament days. You knights shall ride
for My Lady’s Glove—I donate it—the
Glove Stakes.”

“My best horse, Oregon!” exclaimed
Barry; “I’ll win that glove or o

“If you beat Bluepoint,” interrupted
Stanton.

“Wait, please,” Kathleen pleaded; I
shall get the sentiment and the boasting
and the horses all mixed. Now—Firefly,
Mr. Fenner?”

He nodded eagerly.

As the girl's slim, tapered fingers
limned the outline of the plot, the men,
enthused, made entry with clamour—all
but Banfield Leigh, who sat silent in
astonished, sullen anger. He was evi-
dently being baited; and it was altogether
execrable form, or else he had lost all
bearings as to what constituted sport or
good breeding. He was like a captive
among brigands, about to be made to
dance for theiramusement. But Raeburn]
That was the confusing part of it—that
Raeburn, his friend, was one of the in-
sistents. If he had not been there, Leigh
would have flung himself from Twin Elms
without the grace of a farewell—indeed,
with an imprecation on his lips.

“Now, Mr. Leigh, your horse ?”

It was the soft voice Leigh had linked
so pleasantly with the violet-gray eyes,
Yes, they had looked thoroughbred; but
if their owner was not heartless—well,
she was lacking in other qualities equally
desirable.

“It would be nonsense,” he objected.
“My horse, Dick: it

“Dick?” Fenner re-echoed the name
in a voice that might be interpreted. to
mean anything of derision.

“That name won’t do at all,” Rae-
burn declared—“not for a classy race
like the Glove Stakes. Enter him as—
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as—Smuggler, Miss Kathleen; that’s his
name, I'll be bound.”

The violet eyes drooped over the paper,
and only the name-horses saw the malici-
ous merriment that ran riot in their
depths. “It’s delicious,” she whispered
to her pencil. “Poor chap—I mean
Fenner. There, gentlemen,” she cried,
passing the entry list to Barry.

The men crowded around him and
saw: 3

THE GLOVE STAKES

A Steeplechase for horses owned by mem-

bers of the Belmont Hunt and the Learned

Professions. For a Lady’s Glove. Catch
weights over 160 lbs. Two miles.

1. Mr. Barry’s Oregon.
Blue, White Cap.

2. Mr. Fenner’s Firefly.
Cerise.

3. Mr. Stanton’s Bluepoint.
Magpie.

4. Mr. Leonard’s Tally-Ho.
01d Gold.

5. Mr. Stewart’s Mars,
Silver Gray.

6. Mr. Loudon’s Red Rose.
Green, Black Sleeves,

7. Mr. Leigh’s Smuggler.

“By Jove!” cried Barry. That’ll make
a corking fine race. What are your
colours, Leigh? There’s none here.”

“eigh will ride in my jacket—crimson
and black cap,” volunteered Raeburn.

“To be run the last day, Saturday,”
Kathleen added; “that will give Mr.
Leigh a chance to school his horse.”

«T can’t make one hundred and sixty,”
growled Fenner; “I can’t ride a pound
under one hundred and seventy.”

“You've got to waste or carry over-
weight, that’s all, then,” Barry declared.
“T can’t make it either. Firefly ought to
be handicapped at one hundred and
eighty, anyway. For my part, I’'m going
to get down light—T'll live on cream-puffs
between now and Saturday to win Miss
Kathleen’s glove.”

In reality, the raison d'ére of the
afternoon tea had been realised, so soon
the broad avenue, with its double file
of soldier elms, echoed to the grinding
whirr of wheels, and the metalled tramp
of eager hunters. As Raeburn and Leigh
bowled along in the master of Killahoe’s
trap, the younger man said: “It’s all
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devilish fine—damn funny, I must say—
but I tell you this, Raeburn—it’s not
startlingly original, but it's trite to the
occasion—you can lead a horse to water,
but you can’t make him drink.”

“Trite as related to anything in par-
ticular ?”

“Yes, that I don’t play the goat Satur-
day, and I won’t play the inhuman with
old Dick by giving him the chance to
crack a leg. What the devil does it all
mean, anyway? The laugh was on me,
of course, but why? That’s what I want
to know—why?”

The master of Killahoe looked quiz-
zically at the flushed, angry face of his
companion. “My dear boy,” he said
presently, ““you’ve got the loveliest chance!
Heavens! It’s glorious. That girl’s all
in, I tell you; you're a three to five
chance.”

“In the race?”

“Yes, even in the race, but I meant
something else. Let me tell you—you’ve
got to know, of course. Smuggler, if it
weren’t for those knees, would now be the
best steeplechase horse in America. He’s
that now, because the knees are all right
again, only he’d need six months’ school-
ing to beat the cracks; but he can win
from these hunters or I'll eat crow.”

“Poes Miss Braund know this?”

“Of course she does. Together we've
cooked this little business to trim that
objectionable cuss, Fenner. And from
now on everything rests with you, and
Tl back you to make good. When
you've won that glove, you'll have landed
one of the biggest stakes ever ridden for
in this country. I know what Kathleen
Braund is—she’s a Braund, and they’re
all alike, thoroughbred. You've got four
days to show Smuggler the Belmont course.
You needn’t worry over his jumping;
he knows every trick of the game. Just
lift him a bit at the mud walls; he likes
to race over them—jumps too close.”

As the horses were being saddled for
the Glove Stakes Saturday, Kathleen
stood beside Raeburn, looking at Smug-
gler. Somehow, the two, rider and horse,
made up a picture that sent the girl’s

_eager blood galloping. The sun drew

little rainbows of bronze and green and
purple from“the vein-mapped satin skin
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of the big chestnut; and the perfume
of the clovered inner field, the indefinable
scent of battle that was in the soft summer
air, wafted through the big, thin, coral-
lined nostrils of the blooded horse, and
roused his racing spirit, ennobling him
into a dream of equine beauty.

As the girl looked, she understood
why Raeburn had said that Smuggler
was one of the grandest horses he had
ever owned. Surely it was in those
powerful loins, the great quarters, and
the sweet-lined neck to gallop so strong
that the humiliation of Firefly and his
owner was assured. And as she passed
her small gloved hand down the seal-
brown neck, the horse turned his lean,
bony head and snuggled her shoulder
with a gentle pressure of his lips.

“What an eye, Miss Kathleen!” Rae-
burn cried, in the voice of a horse lover.
“Isn’t that courage for you? And wise—
he knows more than a great many 1en,
I can tell you.”

Just beyond, talking to Smuggler’s boy,
was Banfield Leigh.

The girl felt that some strange necro-
mancy must have transformed every-
thing into a complement of beauty lines.
How wide and square the shoulders
looked under the crimson silk; how the
limbs tapered in the riding gear, fined
down in lines of suppleness and strength,
and beneath the black cap, the clear-cut
face was like an eager, confident boy’s!

Yes, surely those two actors in the
little drama plot would play their part
well, whatever happened.

“Ah, now they’re going to mount!”
Raeburn cried, and as Leigh swung him-
self leisurely into the saddle on the strong-
backed chestnut, the girl said: “My good
wishes, Mr. Leigh.” He smiled in happy
gratefulness, and when his face was
turned towards the course .she flicked
Smuggler’s quarter with the glove of
desire—just a foolish touch for luck.

Raeburn walked on at Leigh’s stirrup,
saying: “Watch that beast on Firefly;
I know what he’s like. If he thinks you
can beat him, he’ll try to bring you down.
Keep clear of him. Smuggler can stay
forever, so don’t be in a hurry.”

As Fenner passed Kathleen, he checked
Firefly, and, bending down, with an ugly
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look in his eyes, said: “This was to have
been a gentlemen’s race, but now it’s the
best man wins. Oh, I’ll give them enough
of it! Tll come for the glove; the actor
will find he’s not on the stage.”

He was crowded past by Barry calling
to him to go on.

“Barry,” the girl whispered, “Fenner’s
ugly; don’tlet him bring on any accident.”

“I’ll put him over a wall if he cuts up!
Never fear, Kathleen; I’ll watch the
sweep. I'm still in- this game to draw
Fenner, Kathleen. I know I'm not in it
to win, but I don’t mind. I’ll race Firefly
off his legs for a mile; I'll make the pace
so hot that he’ll be staggering the second
time round. Firefly is high-strung—he’]l
want to race. If Fenner attempts to take

him back, he’ll sulk and blunder. I know
—so does Fenner.”

“You do love me, Barry; you've
proved it,” the girl answered. “I’Il be a

sister to you.”

From the stand, sitting beside Raeburn,
Kathleen watched the splash of colour
that was like a great square of tapestry
let into the green background of the
course. The horses were at the upper
turn for the start. A crimson dot claimed
her eye always. How quiescently restful
it was in that irritating, ever-changing
woof of green and blue and old gold, that
wove in and out interminably!

Raeburn, watching through his glasses,
kept up a monologue. “That Fenner’s
an exquisite beast! That would have
been a good start, but he calmly swung
Firefly about, just to rattle Leigh; can-
noned into Smuggler, too. He 4s a beast!
There they go! The only way they’d
ever get off—Fenner in front. He’s just
a cheap jockey!”

A horn sounded on the lawn; a yel-
low flag fluttered to the turf just in front
of the rushing charge of eager horses;
there was a shuffling of feet in the stand;
the air came up off the course carrying
soft symbols of struggle as though it felt
the press of straining muscles against its
back.

As the big chestnut, swinging along in

_ eagy stride, took the first mud wall as

though it were a shadow across his path,
Raeburn looked at the girl with a smile in
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his eyes, and said: “He’ll do! Isn’t
he a great one?”

“But he struck! It was too close!”
The girl's voice carried a wail of appre-
hension. Across at the mud wall, where
Smuggler had skimmed its top, a cloud of
dust rose in the air like a puff of rifle
smoke. Raeburn looked curiously at the
drawn face of the girl, and as he turned
to the field again he muttered: “Gad!
She’s harder hit than the mud wall.”

Down the back they raced with the
speed of horses that strove on the flat,
Barry driving at Oregon, drawing the
high-metalled Firefly into foolish haste.
In vain Fenner soothed at the bay with
gentle restraint of the rein—he dared not
do more; strong-checked, Firefly, rattled,
would surely blunder at his jumps.

Out in front the two swept around the
lower turn, and up the green’swarded
course toward the stand the seven horses,
eager of strife, thundered, their hoofs
rolling from the turf a merry tattoo, the
green and crimson and magpie and blue
silks coloured against the sombre back-
ground of the distant trees like a memorial
window in some vast cathedral. Now
the leaders, Firefly and Oregon, were
abreast the stand; mnow they gathered

 their loins to fly the water jump.

“Fenner’s over! That Firefly is a
good horse. And Barry, too,” Raeburn
drawled. “Ah-h-h!”

The “Ah” ran through the stand as
though it were a living thing that shiv-
ered in apprehension, as Red Rose,
jumping short, reeled, shot downward
shoulder first, blotting Loudon, her
rider, from view. But a sigh of relief
went up as something in green, draggled
and wet, sprawled drunkenly from the
ditch. Loudon was alive.

Almost at the mare’s heels Smuggler,
with lean, far-stretched neck and ears
pricked inquisitively, gathered his mighty
muscles, crouched; then, rising, his knees
well clear of the hedge, shot forward and
landed many feet clear of the water that
lay like a huge flat mirror in the green-
sward.

“That’ll do for riding,” Raeburn said,
soft joy in his voice. “Did you see
Leigh ease his weight from the horse’s
quarters, and crouch over the wither ?
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When they landed he wouldn’t have
crushed an egg in the saddle. He'll do!”

On the upper turn Fenner failed to
steady Firefly, and Oregon shot across to
the inside. Barry’s blue jacket blotted
out the cerise for a moment, then flickered
derisively in front.

Down the backstretch, like a yacht’s
pennant, floated the parti-coloured silk
streamer—Barry’s blue, then Fenner’s
cerise, the checkered magpie of Stanton,
and, trailing the others, a splash of crim-
son that was Smuggler. The great chest-
nut’s slender ears were pricked in the
happy content of conscious power, for on
his rein rested a hand as light asa woman’s.

Just before the lower turn Firefly and
Oregon took the first jump of the in-and-
out together, and blue and cerise blended
as one. As they rose for the second,
Oregon hung, wavered, a cloud of dust
almost hiding the horse.

“Fenner crowded Barry,” Raeburn
began. ‘“He’s down! No, he’s not.
Good! My God! something else gone.
Smuggler’s in on top of them—they’ll
bring him down!”

Kathleen held her breath, her eyes
strained on a blotch of colour that lay
quiescent on the grass; her hand
clutched at Raeburn’s arm. “Who's
down—oh, my God! who’s down?”

“Leonard. There goes Tally-Ho rider-
less; poor Leonard’s out of it! Smuggler's
all right. See him come!” Raeburn’s
voice was a squeal of unholy triumph—
selfish, indifferent, claiming interest in
nothing but the big chestnut.

Then sobered, the two sat silent, and
up the course for the last round, came the
bay horse Firefly, still in the lead. At his
heels Barry urged Oregon, cursing the
man who had tried to bring him down at
the in-and-out. Just behind Mars and
Bluepoint raced Smuggler, with his long,
swinging stride. With a weary lurch as
he galloped, Bluepoint crossed his legs
on the flat and fell, shooting Stanton under
the very nose of Smuggler. The stand
held its breath and shuddered. But the
chestnut lifted over the sprawled man as
though he took a low wall in his stride,
and a chorus of praise vibrated the air.

And now Leigh drove his horse, and
Smuggler spread his muscles till the turf
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floated by, a smooth sea, a many-acred
mantle of green velvet. Leigh knew that
he must pass Mars, who was rolling grog-
gily in his gallop, before he reached the
water jump, or the tired horse might
bring him down. Now Smuggler was
clear of Mars, and at Oregon’s quarter;
now Leigh raced shoulder to shoulder
with Barry; and in front beckoned the
cerise jacket of Fenner.

“Go on, Leigh!” Barry panted. “I'm
done! My mount’s—dead beat.”

Fenner heard the pound of eager hoofs.
He shot a look backward, and saw the
golden head of the horse he had jeered at.
He swung at Firefly with arm and knee,
he drove his spurs into the bay’s flank;
but inch by inch the chestnut head thrust
forward till it was at his girth.

“Curse that lumbering chestnut!” he
muttered. “I’'m beat.”

Just ahead, a dozen strides, the brushed
rail of the water jump showed, and the

angled, guarding wing. A small "devil

whispered: ‘“Put the chestnut over the
wing. All’s fair in love and war. You’re
beat, you’re beat, you’re beat!”

The drumming hoofs of the chestnut
thundered the dreary monotone: ““You’re
beat! You're beat! You're beat!”

Fenner’s shoulders swung low over the
bay’s withers, his right hand hung heavily
on the rein, and Firefly, boring to the right,
blotted from Leigh’s eyes the jump-guard-
ing hedge till he saw only the white rails
of the wing, and they were two lengths
away. ‘“Pull out—give me a chance!”
he yelled; and Barry, a length behind, saw
the deviltry afoot, and drove at Oregon.

A stride; too late to pull back—a
fall is inevitable! Leigh will be put over
the wing and out of the race!

A fury of strength made strong his heart.
If fall he must, they would come down to-
gether; he would bring down Fenner.

As the head of Firefly rose in the air
for the jump, Leigh, with a drive of the
spur and a swing of his arms, lifted the
chestnut and swung him full at the bay.
Down they go, cerise and crimson, like
splashes of spurting blood; bay horse and
chestnut brought to earth like fighting
stags.

And Oregon, with a lift from Barry,
swerved to the left and landed clear.

The stand echoed a moan that was a
smothered cry of fright.

“Hurrah, they’re up!”’ somebody yelled,
in an exultant tone of relief, as the bay
struggled to the grass, dragging his rider.
Now Fenner, one foot in the stirrup, pulls
drunkenly at the rein, and Firefly spins
around in a circle. Leigh has been
thrown clear; the chestnut struggles to his
feet, plunges, is off. ~Just in time! Barry,
who had pulled up Oregon, grasps Smug-
gler’s reins. Leigh is in the saddle;
Fenner is up. “Hurrah!” shakes the
stand in a roar of applause.

Down the backstretch, bay and chestnut
and gray, the three race; cerise and
crimson and blue sitting atop. Over the
two jumps of the in-and-out the trinity
of colout undulates, the cerise first. Fire-

, fly is surely drawing away; he has a length

the best of it. Into the stretch they come,
and it 4s a race. Even there on the turns
Leigh has nursed the chestnut in wisdom;
now he calls: “On, boy, on!” He lifts
the horse with his knees—he gains. :

The golden chestnut and the bronze
bay now blur into one.

The stand shouts: ‘“Smuggler wins!
Firefly wins!”

It is anybody’s race. The turmoil in
the stand dies away, the tongues are
hushed; the fierce struggle between bay
and chestnut has silenced the clamour.

Smuggler’s head, lean, eager, black-
wet, pushes past the bay’s quarter, past
his girth, past his shoulder; they take
each other’s breath. Fenner’s whip-
hand falls useless at his side—the chestnut
blocks the sweep of his lash. * A dozen
strides, a last effort; then Raeburn,
slipping his glasses into their leather case,
turned to Kathleen with a sigh of relief:
“Gad! it was a close thing, but we won.”

And presently a man in a crimson
jacket came across the lawn from the
judge’s stand, and over his face, still
drawn from the grasp of strife, flitted a
happy smile as the girl, looking into the
tired face out of deep violet eyes, gave
him a glove that was crumpled and twisted
out of all semblance to a gage of love.

A SEQUEL TO THIS WILL APPEAR IN JANUARY
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North,” was the last word about
Arctic exploration in 1895. Then the
Duke of Abruzzi pushed a few more
miles beyond eighty-six degrees in 19oo,
and now Commander Peary has written
the latest edition of “Farthest North,”

“ Farthest

with the record of 87.6 degrees. To be
thirty-four miles ahead of former Arctic
explorers is a proud position indeed, for
the north is a test of those qualities of
pluck and endurance which are deemed
manly even by this commercial age. One
of the earliest congratulatory messages
to the Peary Arctic Club came from Wil-
liam Bruce, of Edinburgh, who spent
two years exploring the Arctic regions
with the Scotia. To the absolute utili-
tarian, the spirit of Nansen, Peary and
Abruzzi is something to marvel at, if not
to despise. But in every age there are
some natures to whom the long trail is
irresistible; and to these adventurous
spirits civilisation owes many a new high-
way and fresh territory. The Arctic
snows have drawn explorers from all
latitudes; the Italian nobleman has felt the
lure as keenly as the Norseman. Com-
mander Peary of the Roosevell at present
holds the distinction of having been nearer
the Pole than any other of the adven-
turous band. But his supremacy is
already threatened by Walter Wellman,
who has strong hopes that his airship will
cover, next summer, the two hundred
miles between Peary’s stopping-place and
the Pole. Wellman’s base is to be
Spitzbergen and he is to have every aid of
modern science and finance. Should he
succeed in his aerial trip, it will be like a
Jules Verne tale come true. The ex-
plorer appeals to cosmopolitan sympathies
and his success means international con-
gratulation, for all the world will be in debt
tothe man who reaches the Ultimate North.

U

The work of the National Congress
party in India has lately been attracting
European attention, and strangely enough
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the French journals have shown more
active interest in the matter than those of
Germany. The defeat of Russia by
Japan has had the effect of making more
remote the danger that always threatens
England from beyond the Khyber Pass.
But it has also had the effect of rousing the
Hindu to a realisation of the possibilities
of Oriental resistance to an European
power. The authorised programme of
the National Congress party includes in-
creased representation of native opinion on
the councils of government, a larger share
in the administration and a more effective
control of public expenditure. However,
a matter that has touched the Hindu
people much more closely than the ques-
tions of representation or finance is the
partition of Bengal, which act, according
to a French critic, “divided a territory
ethnically one, and hurt the pride of a
race of fine civilisation.” What may seem
entirely reasonable and practical: in
Western eyes may be to the Oriental an
insult to his faith or an outrage of his
prejudices. Half a century ago innocent
English women and children paid a fear-
ful price for the blundering of unimagina-
tive officials.

But it must be remembered that this
National Congress party can hardly
represent the complex millions of India,
peoples of different races, creeds and
languages. The warlike tribes are al-
most contemptuous of the political aspira-
tions of native teachers and professors,
and the body of barristers and pleaders.
There is no question about the spread of
a restless desire among the Hindus to take
a more active and conspicuous part in the
public service, and Home critics of the
Government have not been altogether
judicious in the attitude they have
assumed towards native agitations. The
British electorate understands the ““Pick-
wickian’ interpretation of campaign
oratory, but the Hindu is too likely to
think that the politician is as sincerely
downright as the soldier. The statement
made by a writer in the London T'imes:
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“The English educational system, com-
bined with the introduction of representa-
tive institutions, has created new political
forces antagonistic to English Rule,”
recalls the reflection of the historian
Green, that the success of Thomas Crom-
well’s policy involved its final defeat.
England may discover that a little Occi-
dental ‘learning in the school of politics
is a dangerous thing for the Hindu.
However, the comment of an American
observer: “The natives of India seem to
be working for the same objects as really
occupied the minds of our forefathers
when they took part in the ‘Boston Tea
Party’,” is highly amusing. To com-
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pare the Hindu  politi-
cal conditions of 1906
with the ferment in the
American colonies of 1776
is to mistake entirely the
peoples and their prob-
lems. The Americans who
revolted were chiefly men
of British and Dutch de-
scent, with traditions of
centuries of political con-
flict and conquest in their
blood. The Hindu has
but a vague idea of rep-
resentation and a still more
nebulous conception of
ministerial responsibility.
We have Mr. Kipling’s
authority for it that the
East will never learn to
vote save with swords for
tickets. He also represents
thelate Marquis of Dufferin
as declaring that the Vice-
roy of India is a man who
smokes in powder-maga-
zines. The present situa-
tion, no doubt, calls for all
“that singular sagacity with
which England has retained
her hold on the Eastern
Continent.” But it is com-
forting to British subjects
in the self-governing colo-
nies to reflect that England
has seldom lacked the far-
visioned statesman who
knows when and how “to
make the bounds of freedom wider yet.”

¥)

French ministries change so often that
it is difficult for a Canadian to keep
familiar with the names of the Premiers,
much less with the various members of
the ministry. In the recent Sarrien
cabinet, there was one name better
known than that of the Premier; M.
Georges Clemenceau, Minister of In-
terior, has long been a notable figure in
French politics. When, therefore, it was
announced that, owing to poor health,
M. Sarrien would retire, public opinion
at once concluded that he would be suc-
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CURRENT EVENTS ABROAD

ceeded in the reconstruction
by M. Clemenceau, and the
surmise proved correct.

M. Clemenceau is a highly
cultured scientist and philos-
opher. He isknown through-
out Europe as a scholar and
a man of affairs. Though
he entered Parliament in 1870,
he only recently became a
cabinet minister, but his prog-
ress to the leading position
was rapid and decisive. By
education he is a medical
man; by experience he is a
journalist and a professor of
literature; by choice he is an
administrator.

When the Empire fell in
1870, Arago made him Mayor
of Montmarte, where he had

T’]e dverage candid
as his Parly
him -
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some rare experiences for even
those troublous times. He
was a conciliator and as such
narrowly escaped extermina-
tion because of his opposition to Thiers.
In 1876, he entered the Chamber of
Deputies, and has since been a brilliant
exponent of strict republican principles.
He has laboured strictly to give France
industries, schools, roads and the highest
domestic prosperity. He has protested
against all colonial ventures as dissipating
the strength and effort of the republic.

He became editor of L’Awurore just
when the Dreyfus case was first heard
of, and L’Aurore struck the first blow
for revision. Through this journal, Zola
spoke his protests. Zola is dead, Drey-
fus is vindicated, Clemenceau is Premier
—_but what a ten years’ struggle! What
a conflict of honour and dishonour!
Until that case was settled, M. Clemen-
ceau could not have become Premier.
When a man unites with a cause, he
cannot reap personal reward until after
. his cause has won. And it is best so.

19 U
M. Clemenceau must take up the con-
tinuous struggle with the Pope. Like
his predecessors, he believes in dis-

establishment, and will carry out their
policy.  Because of his bulldog char-

FROM AN ARTIST’S NOTE-BOOK

—E. W. Kemble in Collier’s Weekly

acter, his forcible methods, his undoubt-
ed courage, the Church has little to
hope from him. Yet he is not a socialist.
He has no sympathy with that extreme
movement, and he will not even dally
with it in the manner of the present
British ministry. He considers that
movement to be anti-republican, and
that is enough.

U

Germany has had a month of excite-
ment over the publication of excerpts
from the diary of the late Prince Hohen-
lohe-Schillingsfiirst. These were pub-
lished in two periodicals, and afterwards
issued in book form. They throw new
light on the career of the late Prince
Bismarck, and prove that he was a great
menace to FEuropean peace, that he
desired a second war with France five
years after the first had closed, that he
was continually aiming at an aggressive
policy which would increase his own
power. It is also made plain that during
the short regime of Emperor Frederick,
Bismarck caused him much trouble by
his autocratic methods. He was rude
to the late Empress Frederick, and aroused
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REST, REST, PERTURBING SPIRIT!

Karser WiLHELM: “‘Donnerwetter!
last of you!”

SHADE OF Bismarck: ““I'he last of me?
revelations!”—Punch.

the even temper of King Edward, then
Prince of Wales. Finally, the young
Emperor found it necessary to get rid
of him because of the incompatibility
of their aims. In a word, a rude and
ambitious Bismarck stands revealed.
Even more interesting to Britishers,
in these Hohenlohe memoirs, is to be
found a declaration by the late Czar,
Alexander II, that the reputed will of
Peter the Great, which has caused so
much antagonism between Russia and
Great Britain, is a myth. It is stated
that the Czar told this to Lord Augustus
Loftus, the British ambassador at St.
Petersburg, and asked him to remember
three points: (1) The will of Peter the

I thought I'd seen the

Wait till you see my
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Great does not exist;
(2) I shall never
make conquests in
India; and (3) I shall
never go to Con-
stantinople.

On the whole, it
would seem that the
publication of these
memoirs will tend
towards a better un-
derstanding in Eu-
rope. In spite of
the Tmes’ protest
against such disclos-
ures as not being
in the interests of
diplomacy, it would
seem as if the secrecy
of the diplomacy of
the past allowed
nations to be plunged
into conflicts which
they did not under-
stand. With more
information, the
people would have
been less likely to be
misled, and conflict
would have been
avoided.

U

The continental
press is still busy
with the alleged rela-
tions between Great
Britain and Ger-
many. Those “Pan-
German” alarmists, who believe that
the Anglo-French enfente means antag-
onism to Germany, have been disturbed
by the visit of the Lord Mayor of Lon-
don and certain aldermen to Paris. The
Parisians proved admirable hosts to the
visiting Britons, while the lavish display
in entertainment reminded one of the
historic description, “Field of the Cloth
of Gold,” and the brave days of old when
Henry of England and Francis of France
met for a friendly conference. The un-
fortunate Meteor episode proved that the
visit of the German editors to England
had been swiftly forgotten by the guests,
who were at no pains to allay the popu-
lar irritation and misunderstanding.



OLD friends, old hopes for Christmas,
And the dreams of days gone by!
Hark how the bells are clanging,
Beneath the frosty sky;
The world is full of gladness,
Greeting and clasp and song;
And in our hearts a music wakes
That has been silent long.

0ld ways, old words for Christmas,
And the love that knows no bar;
Though some true hearts are near us,
And some are scattered far;
The world is full of partings,—
But space and time are vain
To blur the glass that memory holds
When Yule-tide comes again!
—_Elizabeth Roberts MacDonald.

)
THE SPIRIT OF THE GIFT

“ WHAT was the nicest present you
ever received ?”, was the question
asked of a popular woman. “A long
letter from a busy friend,” was the reply.
«T received it the day after Christmas and
I was just beginning to feel the blueness
of the next morning when it came to me,
full of jolly ‘don’t you remembers!’ and
little evidences of not having forgotten
the old times and agsociations. It was
so brimful of thought for me that I put it
‘away more carefully than I did the silver
toilet set that had come the day before.”
We are all affected by the fact of a
friend’s remembrance of our individual
tastes and preferences; and the woman
who is quite superior to being apprcciated
and considered is altogether too impersonal
for human nature’s daily diet. The small
gift tied with ribbons of your favourite
colour and accompanied by a message
which belongs to you alone is more to be
desired than the richer gift, chosen care-
Jessly, with no thought of the dainty
intimate touches that make the better
part of the present. “Rich gifts wax
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poor when givers prove unkind,” was the
English poet’s judgment, and an indiffer-
ent giver is almost as bad as one that
proves unkind.

In spite of the ridicule of wedding gifts
and Christmas presents, the custom of
bestowing gifts on a bride, and of inter-
changing friendly remembrances at Christ-
mas time are among those traditions
which touch life with a glow of unselfish-
ness. Like everything good, these prac-
tices may be abused; but only a Scrooge,
as that crabbed old chap was before his
change of heart, could wish a bride to go
giftless or could rejoice if the Christmas
candles remained unlighted. But we
have got into a foolish way of thinking
that a present must suggest money, or, in
other words, show its price. That idea
kills all the real Christmas joy, while it
soils and spoils the custom that sprang
from “good-will to men.” That which
shows thought and time bestowed by the
giver is the gift that kindles and brightens
the blaze of Yule-tide.

U
TIMELY DON'TS

“ERTAIN columns for women have a
cheerful way of suggesting little gifts

for the men of the household—ties made
out of discarded piano drapes, and such
dainty fancies. It is always easy to choose
a present for a woman friend, for the small
feminine wants are so many that it is
difficult to make a serious blunder. But
a present, however insignificant, for a man
is entirely another story, sometimes with
a sad or profane sequel. Whatever you
experiment with, refrain from My Lady
Nicotine. What is said by the profes-
sional humorists concerning man’s despair
over woman’s choice of tobacco is pro
foundly true. The woman does not live
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who can please a man by her tobacco
tributes. “A woman is only a woman;
but a good cigar is a smoke, ” sang Kipling
defiantly. There is an inherent feminine
inability to tell what cigars make a smoke;
and the wise woman refrains from the
attempt to choose the “dusky brides.”

Then it may be remembered that men
dislike fussy things. Whisk-holders that
are chiefly pink ribbon, hand-painted
inkstands and highly-decorated Steven-
son’s prayers are not among the things
that make for masculine comfort. Pictures
also are not to be bought in an idle mo-
ment, for the average man has weird
notions about art and is likely to prefer a
cartoon or a football photograph to ““The
Angelus,” or the Sistine Madonna. Per-
haps a good dinner or ‘“just being let
alone” is the greatest favour that can be
bestowed upon man by his feminine
relatives.

U

WOMEN AND THE WEST

AGREAT deal is being written just
now about the golden opportunities
that are lying about, all unseized, in the
West. A correspondent has written a
word of warning about the chances for
enterprising women to make good liveli-
hoods in Newest Canada. While she
admits that a woman possessed of strength
and pluck may make a place for herself
and prosper greatly, she asks would-be
Westerners to remember that Manitoba
and the two new provinces are not the
home for weaklings, or for those who
consider work a hardship. You must be
prepared to labour and to wait, and even
to smile, “when everything goes dead
wrong.” The woman who cannot cook,
who cannot sew, who cannot enjoy long
walks and rides is better away from the
West. There is no room there for the loafer
or the grumbler. Wherefore, if pink teas
and bridge parties are essential to your
happiness, do not take the express for the
prairies. Foradvice on the subject, given
by one who has recently had an excellent
opportunity to find out the openings of
Western life, the letters written for
“Woman’s Kingdom,” by “Kit” of the
Mail and Empire, are timely and valuable.
A writer in T. P’s Weekly says: “In
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my own case, I may add, I came to the
Canadian West with exactly thirty-five
cents in my purse; just enough to buy
my first breakfast. In three hours I got
work; in two years I began to have a small
bank account, and after twenty-six years’
experience of wait and work, as a journal-
ist, I can say to all other women, come to
Canada the golden—come with means: or
come without means; but if you do come,
come prepared to work, for the reward is
sure.”

14}

CO-OPERATIVE HOUSEKEEPING

THE Women’s Institutes of Ontario

now have quite a considerable
literature of their own, issued by .the
Department of Agriculture. The “Hand
Book” contains much interesting informa-
tion, among which is a series of articles
by Ellen H. Richards concerning modern
housekeeping. The following remarks on
co-operative methods are of interest, in
view of the frequent advocacy of such a

‘course:

““Those who advocate co-operative house-
keeping, often forget the infinite diversity of
American habits, tastes and incomes. Even
in an industrial or trade centre, where there
are thousands of operatives or clerks doing
the same work and receiving the same wages,
the homes of the majority of those earning
more than a living wage will be found to
differentiate into infinite variety: one family
spends all its surplus on clothes, another on
food, another on pleasures.

“It is the very freedom which we boast
that our air is carrying into everyone’s lungs
and with which everyone’s brain'is being in-
toxicated, that favours the diversity of ap-
petite which is the bane of every boarding-
housekeeper’s life and every shopkeepers’
balance sheet. 7

“T'o one who has listened to the caustic
criticism of a group of housewives upon the
methods of an absent acquaintance, the
praises of co-operative housekeeping provoke
only an incredulous smile. No painstaking,
conscientious woman who likes housekeeping,
who feels a pride in the power she wields in
her domain, will ever take kindly to any
plan which compels her to subord}i'nate her
will to that of any number of others. We
may as well acknowledge defeat in that direc-
tion; but there are, if rumour be correct and
appearance not deceitful, many women who
find housekeeping irksome, and who do not
care to have things as their grandmothers
had them, and who are deaf to their husband’s
pleadings for ‘mother’s mince pies.”’ There



WOMAN’S SPHERE

are women who would wel
come any relief from the
constant strain upon mnerve
and temper and purse which
modern conditions are impos-
ing on the city housekeeper.
These women are now seek-
ing the comforts of ‘a home’
in boarding-houses, chang-
ing them with Faster hats
and winter cloaks. To my
mind the worst evil of this
habit, after its deleterious
effect upon the health and
character of the children, is
the license it gives to a
woman to grumble about
everything without lifting
her finger to improve any-
thing.  Chronic complain-
ing has come to be a famil-
jar spectre at gatherings of
women.”

This is not a rosy picture
of co-operative conditions.
Of course, the latter ar-
rangements are artificial,
but city life is a poor thing,
at best, for small people,
who ought to have some-
where to skate and run and
shout, instead of being fed
and housed in a stuffy flat
and educated upon the
street with such stray
crumbs of culture as the
ethics and art of “Buster
Brown’ may provide, but
if one is obliged to live in a city, co-op-
erative housekeeping seems to afford
one solution of the difficult problem of
“Leeping up the table.” It is not likely
to become decidedly popular, for it is
against the strong desire most women have
to do things in their own way. Two
women may be excellent housekeepers, but
they will differ in small ways and trivial
tastes, so that trying to work together
is not likely to be a domestic triumph.

“Tooking Backward” and similar
novels were widely read and discussed
during the last decade of the Nineteenth
Century. They depicted a condition of
affairs in which everything was done
by electricity and everyone was clean
and calm. The whole arrangement was
deadly and mechanical, even to the music
that went by springs and buttons. “A
poor thing, but mine own,” was Touch-

8

EX-EMPRESS EUGENIE

stone’s sprightly reference to his rustic
wife. Most women would prefer the tiniest
kitchen where the rulership was undisputed
to the dreary sameness of having and eating
meals in common. Give us individuality
and indigestion therewith rather than the
stalled ox of co-operative housekeeping.

1V}
THE EMPRESS EUGENIE

LTHOUGH the life of a generation

has passed since Eugénie, as the
consort of the Emperor of the French,
held one of the proudest positions in
Europe, her name still occasionally ap-
pears in the journals that keep track of -
forgotten celebrities. Her fondness for
Queen Victoria’s youngest daughter, Prin-
cess Henry of Battenberg or Princess
Beatrice, has been frequently manifested;,
and this affection she has extended to a.
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SOME LEADING STAGE BEAUTIES

later generation in the person of the
present Queen Victoria of Spain. The
woman whose life was once a round of
the most brilliant gayeties now spends
her days in nun-like seclusion, and is
said to present a pathetic appearance
with her robes of heaviest black and her
face lined ‘with age and sorrow. One
reason given for her extreme fondness
for Princess Beatrice is the attachment
said to have existed between the late
Prince Imperial and the English prin-
cess. Long ago, before the son of Na-
poleon IIT went out to fight for England
in Zululand, it was rumoured that Queen
Victoria would not oppose a match unit-
ing the exiled French royalty with her
own household. But the young Prince
was to give his life for the country which
was the great Napoleon’s premier foe.
and for many years the love and joy of
her earlier life must have seemed to the
lonely Eugénie nothing but a shadow.

U
FOOD FASHIONS

THE meat packing disclosures have re-

sulted, as was prophesied, in women
turning their attention to home-made
meat jellies, veal loaf and other luncheon
dishes that are never as good when manip-
ulated by a can-opener as when they are
turned out of the familiar mould. These
revelations regarding Chicago’s little way
of “using everything’’ have also given the
rigid vegetarian a chance to decry the diet
of his carnivorous friend. "It is an inter-
esting fact that never has there been such
a variety of vegetable dishes as we now
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enjoy. Even in these
days, however, there
are many people who
are quite “‘unacs
quainted with more
thanhalfa dozen veg-
etables. Our grand-
mothers thought
that the tomato was
deadly poison, called
it the “love apple,”
and used itas a ruddy
ornament for the
mantel. Unknown to
them was the piquant
, salad, the delicious
baked tomato, thg comforting cream soup
and the scooped-out receptacle for the
latest concoctions with fruit and nuts,
crowned with a whisk of mayonnaise
dressing. We are glad that someone was
brave enough to experiment with the
tomato and discover its virtues.

But for the very latest fashion in foods
we must look to London. There the
currant fad is at its height, and there
are already currant cups and dishes
with small silver currant forks. But the
fashionable currant is not at all the small
black affair which adorned the plebeian
bun of our childhood. It comesin the
daintiest wrappings from Zante and Corfu,
or whatever classic islands are noted for
that toothsome product. Its virtues are
being extolled daily and its value as a
complexion purifier has put cold cream
and skin food in the background. A
hopeful article has appeared, declaring that
the poet Shelley was in the habit of dining
upon raisins exclusively, and suggesting
that a course of currants may provide
poetic stimulus. But such a consummation
is hardly to be expected. Mr. Balfour
said in criticism of Mr. Winston Churchill:
“Unfortunately good taste is not to be
acquired by industry.” Likewise, a diet
of currants will hardly prove stimulating
to the dull or the uninspired. But what-
ever powers are behind all the shifting
fashions in food must be highly enter-
tained by the seriousness with which
society takes up each new doctrine of diet
and preaches it with earnestness for at

least a month. i
1 HR YT Jean Graham



ART AND THE PUBLIC

URING the present year, art ex-

hibitions in this country have been
conspicuous by reason of their number
and their excellence. Those held by the
Ontario Society of Artists and the Royal
Academy were more notable than their
predecessors, yet almost futile because of
the poor buildings in which they were
held and because of the lack of public
attendance. The artist associations have
placed themselves on a very high pedestal
so far as their own exhibitions are con-
cerned, with the result that they are diffi-
cult to see. The public are fairly busy
founding new families and new fortunes,
and they are not inclined to gaze any
great length of time at a body of people
that cannot be understood nor criticised.
They go to see the drama, but they do so
under decidedly attractive conditions—
music, coloured lights, graceful action,
cushioned seats, and the approbation of
their neighbours. To go to a deadly dull
gathering of canvases, even though some
of them be “speaking” likenesses, is not
to be compared with an evening in a
fashionable theatre.

On the other hand, the art displays
at the Winnipeg, Ottawa, Halifax and
Toronto fairs, were much more important,
simply because the public saw the pic-
tures. At Toronto some excellent can-
vases were displayed under favourable
conditions in a suitable gallery. Some
of these were Canadian, some were by
other British artists and some were by
foreigners. People gathered from a}l
over the Province of Ontario to see this
notable collection selected from the art
galleries of Great Britain and from the
private collections of Lord Strathcona,
Sir George Drummond and Earl Grey.
There is a lesson in this for the Canadian
artists, but it is doubtful if they will see it.

Three of the pictures exhibited at that
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time are reproduced in this issue. The
two by Caton Woodyville are not of the
highest form of art, but they are excellent
examples of paintings made primarily for
illustrating and plate-making. The paint-
ing by Jules Briton, from which the front-
ispiece in this issue is made, is one of the
most celebrated of modern canvases.
The story is told of a keen contest for this
picture, some years ago, when it was sold
at auction in New York. The rival bid-
ders were Lord Strathcona and Mr. J. J.
Hill. The value was supposed to be
$18,000 and when Mr. Hill’s agent got to
$20,000 he proposed to stop. Mr. Hill,
however, would not stop there, and it was
bid up to $45,000. Then Lord Strath-
cona made a bold bid of $50,000 and
secured the prize. When he afterwards
learned that Mr. Hill had desired to secure
it for his wife, who is a devout Roman
Catholic, Lord Strathcona offered to pre-
sent it to her. The Hills would not hear
of this too generous offer and so the pic-
ture remains with its purchaser. For a
while it was kept in Montreal, but recently
it has been housed at Knebworth Park,
Lord Strathcona’s near-London residence.

U
A BUDDING BISHOP

N the second of October, at a meet-

ing of the diocesan synod of Fred-
ericton, Rev. Canon Richardson, rector
of Trinity Church, St. John, was elected
coadjutor Bishop of Fredericton. Canon
Richardson was born at historic Warwick,
England, in 1868, and came to Canada in
1888, going to the West. He took his
arts course at St. John’s College, Uni-
versity of Manitoba, graduating in 1893
with first-class honours in mental and
moral science. He received his M.A. in
1898. In 1897 he became rector of St.
Luke’s, Winnipeg, and two years later
he was appointed rector of Trinity Church,
St. John. He is a Churchman of broad
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REV. CANON RICHARDSON

The newly-elected Coadjutor Bishop of
Fredericton

views, evangelical earnestness and prac-
tical common sense and should find a
wide field for his episcopal activities in
the Cathedral City.

John A. Cooper

U
THE STEEL-COAL CONTROVERSY

’I‘HE friction between the Dominion

Iron and Steel Company and the
Dominion Coal Company, which resulted
recently in open hostilities, might almost
rightly be described as a pitched battle
between two of the largest industrial con-
cerns in the Dominion. There is, how-
ever, a modifying influence: the fact that
some of the directors of one company are
directors also of the other. But in face
of that there is much significance in the
announcement made the other day by Sir
William Van Horne that he had resigned
from the directorate of the Dominion Coal
Company as a protest against the action
of that company in supplying to the Do-
minion Iron and Steel Company what
was claimed to be an inferior grade of
coal to what had been previously supplied.
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To some persons it might be quite as
significant also that Sir William was at
the time of his resignation only a small
holder of Dominion Coal stock, and it
might reasonably enough be inferred that
the resignation was made in order that a
greater interest in the Steel Company
might be served without a conflicting in-
terest in the Coal Company. At the
same time, while there may be some
reason in that, it should be borne in mind
that Sir William Van Horne is not a man
to be lightly moved, nor is a matter like
a few shares of stock in an industrial
enterprise at all likely to induce him to
sacrifice the principle involved.

One would naturally suppose, in view
of preceding facts, that this dispute has
involved a good deal of personal feeling.
Mr. James Ross, the President of the
Dominion Coal Company, has not been
kindly disposed towards the Steel Com-
pany ever since the two companies were
separated about two years ago. The
Steel Company had leased the Coal Com-
pany’s properties for a term of years, but
Mr. Ross had wished to cancel the lease
in order to develop the coal properties as
a separate industry, untrammelled by the
weaknesses of the Steel Company. About
this time Mr. J. H. Plummer, late of the
Canadian Bank of Commerce, was in-
duced as an expert financier to guard the
interests of the steel companies in the
negotiations that were about to begin,
with a breaking of the lease in view.
Seldom in Canada has a keener contest
taken place between big men of affairs
than took place then over the separation
of these two chief mainstays of prosperity
in Cape Breton. Mr. Ross did then al-
most precisely the same thing that Sir
William Van Horne did a few days ago.
He was President of both companies, but
his chief interest was in coal, and he there-
fore abandoned steel. He would have
liked to break the lease without any bind-
ing agreement as to the future supply of
coal to the Steel Company. But Mr,
Plummer, who was closely in touch with
Mzr. Frederick Nicholls throughout the
negotiations, held out for months, and
finally secured for the Steel Company
what at the time was considered to be an
almost perpetual supply of coal for smelt-
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ing purposes at a very low
price. The agreement was to
last for 9gg years, and the
coal was to be run of mine,
suitable for use in smelting,
and was to cost $1.24 a ton,
but subject to an- advance
every five years in proportion
to the advance, if any, in the
cost of labour. Lately, how-
ever, the Steel Company com-
plained that the coal then be-
ing delivered was inferior to
the usual supply, and on that
claim they absolutely refused
to accept any more. As the
President of the Coal Com-
pany, Mr. Ross offered to risk
$50,000 on the question of
whether the coal was of the
grade defined in the agreement
or not, accepting the decision
of a committee of coal experts
as final, the issue assumed
an interesting stage. Unless
those who are directors of
both companies can bring
about a reconciliation, the
dispute threatens to be un-
fortunately acute, and to result
in a period of negotiation,
if not litigation, causing much
unrest, not only in Cape
Breton, but in many other parts of the
Dominion.
U

STUDENT ROWDYISM

AUTHORITIES of McGill University,
Montreal, have decided toihold a
number of students responsible jfor in-
excusable conduct on what is|tknown
as “Theatre Night.” When this natur-
ally fascinating custom was observed re-
cently, bodies of students marched through
the streets, before and after the perform-
ance at the theatre, and not only did they
indulge in what might be described as
highly boisterous, yet generally harmless
demonstrations, but they actually found
cause for merriment in wantonly destroy-
ing property. That is why students often
fall into disrepute. And that is a regret-
table fact, because if any body of young
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RT. HON, SIR HENRY MORTIMER DURAND, G.C.M.G., P.C.

Who has resigned the post of British Ambassador

to the United States

men should be looked to for assurances
of general culture, good-breeding and re-
finement, it is the young men who go up
to our seats of learning. Following the
outburst of rowdyism by McGill stu-
dents, Principal Peterson took the first
opportunity to express his extreme dis-
approval of this reckless conduct and to
announce that thereafter “ Theatre Night”
would have no official recognition. While
“Theatre Night” is now, as it were,
under the ban of the faculties of McGill
University, that fact will scarcely strike
terror to the heart of the average student,
and to those whose tendencies are to-
wards rowdyism the absence of the
professors from the boxes will likely
merely serve to cause a further loosening
of the cord. Official recognition would
almost always be acceptable, but official
presence would be readily excused. It
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should not be misunderstood that these
observations apply solely to McGill Uni-
versity, because there are other halls of
learning in Canada where student rowdy-
ism is not unknown.

In considering this subject seriously, and
it is really a very serious subject, one natur-
ally wonders whether student life at Cana-
dian universities will follow the example
set at some American universities, and go
on to downright brutality and ruffianism,
or whether it will mellow out into the
more sedate and becoming characteristics
of the universities of Great Britain. Close
proximity to the United States is against
us, but, on the other hand, our professors
and lecturers are drawn largely from
those whose training has been received at
the older universities, and they undoubt-
edly have had and should still have a
tempering influence. It would be an un-
fortunate thing indeed were the ones who
are largely responsible for the manners
of university students to neglect an op-
portunity to check unbecoming tendencies.
Principal Peterson took a stand against
rowdyism at the peril of his own personal
popularity, but it is only by such action
that the good name and integrity of our
universities can be safeguarded.

But there is, after all, a word for the
student. The young man who comes to
the city fresh from the farm or the coun-
try village and finds himself in a class
apart from other people naturally and
imperceptibly feels that the rules that
govern the ordinary members of society
do not apply to him. He cannot help
wishing to shout when the lecture is over,
or to pound the desk with his note-book
before it begins. Nor can he prevent
himself from being described as an un-
tethered steed which, finding itself loose
from the ties that have hitherto bound it,
dashes recklessly forth and causes dam-
age, not only to itself, but to almost
everything with which it comes into con-
tact. It is not altogether the animal’s
fault, nor is it altogether the student’s
fault. Neither intelligently realises the
situation. A horse that is docile and
obedient will sometimes become fractious
under strange hands. A young man who
carries himself becomingly under parental
or commuhal restraint, oftentimes defies
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the law or the canons of respectability
when he passes out into new fields. And
when we get together a large number of
young men undergoing the same transition,
it should astonish no one if enough of
them should combine and encourage their
waywardness until the whole company
has been disgraced. Still, it is a poor
sample of humanity that cannot sympa-
thise to some extent with the student, and
it must be admitted that in a new country
like Canada, or even like the United
States, many of the students, and fre-
quently the best students, come up from
an environment where there is necessarily
a limited -opportunity to practise the
graces and refinements that usually come
in after years. Increasing university
“residence,” and a broader consideration
of the advantages of club life and mutual
intercourse, are among the things that are
likely to give the student a better under-
standing of his place in the community.

Y
A UNIQUE EXPERIENCE

’I‘O have served under every Prime

Minister of Canada since Confedera-
tion, and under every Minister of Finance,
save one, is a remarkable record, and
yet that distinction can be claimed for
Mr. J. M. Courtney, C.M.G., who re-
cently resigned the post of Deputy
Minister of Finance. Mr. Courtney ob-
served that fact himself, in addressing the
Canadian Club at Toronto, and as ga
little sidelight on this unique experience
he called attention to the fact that in
1869, when he entered the public service
of Canada, the entire revenue of the
Dominion was but thirty million dollars,
while last year it was more than eighty
millions. It is interesting to note in this
connection that while the population of
the country has not quite doubled since
the time of Confederation, the total
annual revenue has been multiplied by
six. But there was something of even
more significance in Mr. Courtney’s ad-
dress, his avowal that while the public
service of Canada is efficient, comparing
well with any other public service in the
world, it is miserably underpaid.

Newton MacT avish



A BOOK OF CONJURY

THERE is only one thing certain
about Mr. Kipling—that he will
write the unexpected. Just as the critics
are deploring his prosaic motor verse and
his political lyrics, a volume is produced,
<o full of the “careless rapture” of child-
hood and fairy lore, that hostile voices
are silent, and there is nothing to do but
listen with Dan and Una to the stories
told by “Puck of Pook’s Hill.”* In one
of his later volumes of verse, Mr. Kipling
writes lovingly of his new English home
in “Sussex by the sea,” and it is the very
spirit of ancient Sussex that takes us back
to the days of “A Centurion of the Thir-
tieth,” and makes us breathless eaves-
droppers as the “Old Men at Pevensey”
tell of the dangers they have passed.
There is a history of England in these ten
magic chapters, only the author did not
intend to write anything so dull as a mere
history when he set out on

«_ . . . the dimpled track that runs

All hollow through the wheat.”

«Puck of Pook’s Hill”” has been called
a book for children; but, like “Alice in
Wonderland,” it is for all those readers
who have the luck to remain boys and
girls, so far as the enjoyment of a rgal
story goes. We have not forgotten the ‘_‘Joy
of life unquestioned” in the wanderings
of “Kim,” or the multifarious wayfarers
that thronged the Great Trunk Road
of India. Mr. Kipling knows the way
to the heart of youth, and this time he has
allowed a small sister to accompany the
boy who strays into the domains of the
«“People of the Hill.” In the dreary
wastes of popular fiction, this is a place
of enchantment, where the flowers are
always fragrant and the rivex: murmurs
just enough to let us know that it is on the
way to the great restless ocean. Stupid
~ ¥Toronto: The Macmillan Company of Ca-
nada, Limited.
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children, surfeited by the vulgarities, to
say nothing of the inartistic atrocities of
the “comic’” supplement, may fail to be
captivated by “The Knights of the
Joyous Venture,” but to them of unspoiled
imagination, these tales of gentlemen un-
afraid ought to be rare reading.

There are bits of verse, slipped between
the stories, that are as daintily fanciful as
any of the author’s earlier lines. There
are three leaves that bring the children
back to the everyday world—leaves of
oak and ash and thorn:

“Sing Oak, and Ash, and Thorn, good Sirs,

(All of a Midsummer morn)!

England shall bide till Judgment Tide,

By Oak, and Ash, and Thorn!”

In “The Children’s Song,” which con-
cludes the volume, we have the poet of the
“Recessional”” and ‘“Envoi to Life’s
Handicap”:

“Teach us the Strength that cannot seek,
By deed or thought, to hurt the weak;
That under Thee, we may possess
Man’s strength to comfort man’s distress.”
“Puck of Pook’s Hill” is the work of an
artist, of a man who has written for the
joy of the writing. He has kept the prom-
ise made to us by Puck:
“‘She is not any common Earth,
Water or wood or air,
But Merlin’s Isle of Gramarye,
Where you and I will fare.”

May it be long ere he betakes himself

to that “separate star” where he will
“pever be tired at all.”

U
GASOLINE FICTION

HE motor car has undoubtedly come,

as the Americans phrase it, “to
stay.” But. whatever may be public
sentiment towards the latest thing in loco-
motion, the automobile novel is becoming
a weariness to the reader of magazines
and popular fiction. There is such a
deadly monotony about the whole range
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FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT
Author of “A Hymn of Empire”

of gasoline stories. The chauffeur is
usually an English duke or a French
maryuis (an Italian count is rather below
the notice of the up-to-date novelist), who
is wonderfully and fearfully in love with
the incomparable American heroine, who
has a beauty which shines even through a
motor veil and a wit which sheds sparkling
epigrams, though the motor car may be
whirling along at fifty-something miles an
hour. The Canadian writer is, as vet,
comparatively unversed in the moods of
the machine with a wild-goose note. The
plebeian ways of the bicycle and the buggy
are more familiar to the native teller of
tales. But as large fortunes are made in
Cobalt and Addington, even the writer of
ephemeral fiction may add unto his posses-
sions an automobile and the Canadian
writer will no longer be forced to go to
northern woods and western streams
in order to get local colour and odour.

V)
AMERICAN BARDS AND AN ENGLISH
REVIEWER
A LONDON critic, dealing with two
recent anthologies of American
poetry, is somewhat concerned to find it
both timid and mournful, with a message
of “the triviality of mundane things.”
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He is disappointed at not finding a high
spirit of youth and adventure. But may
not the English critic be mistaken in
attributing merriment to youth? There
is a certain kind of twilight melancholy
which appeals strongly to young persons
and in which the juvenile bard frequently
indulges. We have the high authority of
Robert Louis Stevenson for the dictum
that the Jubilate Deo belongs rather to
age than to youth. No greybeard can be
so utterly in despair as the youthful hero
of “Locksley Hall.” The French writer
was quite within the truth when he re-
ferred to those delightful days when we
were so miserable.

The English critic accounts for some of
the unpleasant wailing in American verse
by the ““ Calvinism ” inherent in the Ameri-
can temperament. John Calvin has been
blamed for a great many speeches and
principles that he would have blushed to
own; but to make the great theologian
responsible for the maudlin despondency
of much of our modern poetry is to per-
petrate a great injustice. Blame it on
our politics, our diet or our climate, but
not on our theology. In fact, the English
critic at this point shows that lack of
accurate information on matters trans-
Atlantic which occasionally pains us in
the criticisms, geographical and otherwise,
made in the columns of the British peri-
odical. The observer of the modern
Americans who can go back to Europe
and declare that ‘Calvinism” is charac-
teristic of their temperament must have
viewed New York and San Francisco
through smoked glasses.

It is not surprising that the Southern
poets, Lanier and Poe, have been more
sympathetically studied in England and
even in France than in their own country.
The Times critic says of the former:

“He was the most considerable of all the
poets who came after the war. . . He re.
mains the most fearless and passionate, the

widest in range, the greatest master of
melody of any of the American poets.”

Bliss Carman is regarded with more
favour than most of his brother bards:

“The poet of the immortal ‘FEavesdrop-
per’ has too often written nonsense. But
with all his lamentable extravagances, weak-
nesses and lapses from true taste, he has



ABOUT NEW BOOKS

that quality of which we have
noted the lack in most of his
predecessors, a youthful gaiety
and' bravery, due, perhaps, to
his®Canadian birth. It seems,
indeed, as if he might be
showing to his adopted country
the way to express in poetry
thatenterprise, that adventurer-

spirit, which has hitherto been
reserved for its affairs.

“At Jeast, he is mever senti-
mental, never afraid of passion,
any 'more than he is afraid of
showing the learning and ‘the
mastery of his art that he too
often jmisuses.”

U
A POET’S BIRTHPLACE

N the north shore of Lake

Erie is found the village

of Morpeth, which is a pic-
turesque spot in summer with its spread-
ing shade trees, its old homesteads and
wharf, where juvenile fishermen may
usually be seen. From Morpeth to Rond
Eaujis a pleasant drive on a summer
afternoon with the sparkling lake to the
left and the vineyards of Kent to the
right. In this quaint- village of one of
Ontario’s most fertile counties the poet,
Archibald Lampman, was born. He
has been called the gentlest of our poets,
and his temperament and work deserve the
epithet. The house in which he was born
is, as may be seen, the plain, old-fashioned
frame structure, familiar in small towns of
this continent. It was then the Church of
England parsonage. There were old trees
near it, and we hope there was a
garden. The lake, so sudden in storms,
and so beguiling in calm, was not far
away. Thus, however brief may have
been the poet’s experience of quaint old
Morpeth, its memories may have lived
in his lines. The house remained stand-
ing until a few years ago, when it was torn
down to give place to a more modern, up-
to-date structure. It is matter for regret
that some steps are not taken to preserve
places like this—connected in sentiment
at least with the beginnings of our Cana-
dian literature. In the broken-down vil-
lage of Morpeth there are scores of build-
ing lots that might have been secured for a
new parsonage site almost for the asking,
without interfering with a building which
should now be the property of the nation.

WHERE LAMPMAN WAS BORN

VIA BOREALIS

BOUND in a forest-green cover, with
a woodland vista, comes a booklet
of twenty-one pages. And of each of
these pages it may be written: “This is
poetry.” Mr. Duncan Campbell Scott
has followed the northern trail and verily
it has led to a land of surprising treasure,
from which he returns with such songs as
seldom fall from modern lips. Here are
seven magic poems, rich and full and sweet
as the notes of the April thrush. From
“Spring on Mattagami’ to the eight lines
of “Ecstasy,” which form the closing
chords, there is a strain of deep earth-
gladness which reveals and stirs the best
in humanity. The exquisite association
of the earth’s new life, with the purest
passion of manhood, thrills into sheer
poetic rapture in the lines:
“ What I dream is mine, mine beyond
all cavil,
Pure and fair and sweet, and mine
for evermore.”

Even through the sombreness of ‘“Night
Burial in the Forest” gleams the final
triumph of “The Angel who gathers the

souls from the wastes of the world.”
The charm of these poems comes largely
from the contact of a delicate, discerning
nature with the strength of primitive
things. ‘“Afar from the fret, the toil and
the din” the poet has dreamed, and
wrought his fancies into forms of art so
rare that we almost think them effortless.
“The gold-moted wood-pools” is a phrase
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are as airy and fan-
tastic as the winds
and the shadows
that sweep and
haunt the forest
ways. He has the
rare good sense to
know when to sug-
gest, rather than to
depict, and pays the
reader the nice com-
pliment of crediting
him with taste
and imagination.
Altogether, “Via
Borealis” takes us
along a path where
we
“Feel the gipsy airs
that gather up and
tangle
The woodsy odours in

a maze of myrrh
and musk.”

U
NOTES

“Inventors at
Work,” by George
Iles, author of
“Flame, Electricity
and the Camera,”
is the work of a
writer well known
in Montreal, now
living in New York.

“Now Good-bye, and Go On”’
Courtesy of the Copp, Clark Co.

From ‘‘Benita”’ by Rider Haggard.

to delight your true forester and to bring
a throb of boyhood memory to the heart
of the city toiler.

In feeling, rhythm and colour, “Via
Borealis ”* represents the best work of the
poet whose art has never been ““without
the vision.” In fact, no former produc-
tion of Mr. Scott’s ranks in depth and
tenderness with “Spring on Mattagami,”
which for some subtle reason associates
itself with Mr. Maurice Hewlett’s “The
Forest Lovers.”

The illustrations by Mr. A. H. Howard

7;‘.‘7V7ia” Bofealis,’r;; Ist;ncan (Elpl:;l
Scott, with decorations by A. H. Howard,
R.C.A. Toronto: Wm, Tyrrell & Co. 50c.

The recent tech-
nical improvements
in the building of
bridges, ships, tools,
telephones, electrical machinery, gas
engines and other modern mechani-
cal inventions are admirably described
and explained. The volume is large,
comprehensive, well-conceived and pro-
fusely illustrated. It might justly be
described as a popular handbook on
mechanics.  (New York: Doubleday,
Page & Co. Cloth, 503 pp.).

“Set in Authority,” by Mrs. Everard
Cotes (Sara Jeannette Duncan), is a
novel of Indian life dealing with the
trials of an idealistic Viceroy whose
views regarding the natives are opposed
to the ideas of all other Europeans in
the state. The book is characterised by
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the subtle humour, the quiet fashion of
exposing “life’s little ironies,” which
make Mrs. Cotes’ fiction a source of
genuine and gentle enjoyment. (To-
ronto: William Tyrrell and Co.)

“The Flock,” by Mary Austin, is
beautiful in illustration and design. It

deals with sheep-herding in the Western .

States, and may justly be described as
an idyll of the shepherd’s life and work.
It is a story, but is not fiction. The
“get-up” is like that one of Thompson
Seton’s animal books. (Boston: Hough-
ton, Miflin & Co. Cloth, $2.00).

“Quiet Talks About Service ” is the
third book in a series by Dr. S. D. Gor-
don, dealing with the elements of the
Christian life. Its earnestness of spirit
and purity of literary expression make
it a suitable companion to ““Quiet Talks
on Prayer” and “ Quiet Talks on Power.”
(Toronto: The Fleming H. Revell Co.)

The Art books of the year are limited,
but “The Old Testament in Art,” edited
by W. Shaw Sparrow and published by
a reliable English firm, is worth mention-
ing. The selections are representative and
the mechanical work is creditably done.
(Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co. Cloth,
$2.50.) Gt

“Drawings of Leonardo da Vinci” be-
longs to a series of drawings by the great
masters, published by George Newnes,
Limited, of London, England. The pres-
ent volume contains forty-eight plates,
which amply show that “Leonardo da
Vinci found in drawing the readiest and
most stimulating way of self-expression.”
Among the reproductions those which are
studies for “The Last Supper” will have
the greatest artistic interest. But the
“caricatures” are of unique value in dis-
playing the versatility of ‘“that continent
called Leonardo.”

«“The Woman Thou Gavest,” by Lady
Troubridge, is a story of cheap melo-
drama, in which a fair creature with
purple-black hair plays the part of

rsecuted heroine, and a most un-
pleasant “misunderstood” wife makes
a villain of exceeding depravity. (Lon-
don: T. Fisher Unwin).

Of all the women who write advice
for girls, Margaret E. Sangster is easily
the foremost. She leads both in quan-
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tity and in quality. ‘Fairest Girlhood,”
her latest volume, deals with various
topics—a liberal education, an even
mind, right and wrong in recreation,
conversation, our restless girls, and so on.
The book is daintily printed in brown
ink, with charming ornament and illus-
tration, and a dainty cream-yellow cover
with gilt lettering. (New York and
Toronto: The Fleming H. Revell Co.)

Hunting big game in the Rockies with
camera and rifle is an alluring sport.
For those of us who must stay at home,
William T. Hornaday, director of the
New York Zoological Park, has written
an admirable account of some of his
recent “Camp Fires in the Canadian
Rockies,” illustrated with some mag-
nificent photographs taken by John M.
Phillips, Pennsylvania Game Commis-
sioner. It is a book to thrill the ama-
teur sportsman, delight the lover of ad-
venture, and add to the sum of knowl-
edge possessed by the student of Cana-
dian natural history. It is well printed,
handsomely bound, and altogether an
admirable and desirable volume. (New
York: Charles Scribner’s Sons. Cloth,
$3.00).

The Van Dyke “Friendly Year” will
attract any person looking for daily
readings. The quotations are not too
short, and Dr. Van Dyke’s wisdom and

style are away above the average.
(Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co. Cloth,
$1.25).

“ Frank Brown,” the Sea Apprentice,
by Frank T. Bullen, is a splendid story
for youths. (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Co.)

“Nelson, the Adventurer,” by Nora
Archibald Smith, is a story for boys. It
is breezy because it is told in the first
person singular, and because it deals
more or less with Nelson and the sea.
(Boston: Houghton, Miflin & Co., Cloth,
$1.00).

“In the Van,” by Price-Brown, is a
reprint in book form of a story pub-
lished in THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE as
“The Builders,” by Eric Bohn. It de-
scribes some incidents in connection
with the War of 1812-13-14. The illus-
trations are by F. H. Brigden. (To-
ronto: McLeod & Allen. Cloth, $1.25).
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THE FAULTFINDERS

THREE men took joy in finding fault,
And thus it came to pass
The gods upon each one of them
Bestowed a piece of glass.

The fool contrived of his a lens
Wherein to gloating eyes

The smallest blot that could be found
Was magnified in size.

The just man made of his a pane
All clear without a flaw,

Nor summer sun nor winter rain
Affected what he saw.

The wise man pondered long and well
How best the search to aid,

Then taking up the crystal gift
Of his a mirror made.—New York Sun.

U
REMARKABLE RENTALS

STRANGE rents were being discussed
—how this church paid one red rose
annually and that convent paid two
doves. A real estate man said:

“We have some remarkable rentals,
but England beats us here, for she is the
older country, and she delights in main-
taining the quaint customs of the past.

“The splendid manor of Farnham
Royal is held by the service of putting
the glove on the King’s right hand and
by supporting the arm that holds the
sceptre on Coronation Day. There is
no other payment.

“The rental of the manor of Aylesbury
is three eels in winter and three green
geese in summer, besides a litter of
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straw for the King’s bedchamber thrice
a year if he come that way so often.

“The manor of Addington’s rental is
a pair of gilt spurs, a pair of tongs, a
snowball on Midsummer Day, and a
rose at Christmas.

“The rental of the manor of Coper-
land is the holding of the King’s head,
if needful, as often as he crosses the sea
between Dover and Whitsand.”—Phila-
delphia Bulletin.

v)

THE WILLIE BOYS

(Compiled for the Baltimore American by
Ralph A Lyon)

WILLIE to the circus went,
He thought it was immense;
His little heart went pitter-pat,
For the excitement was in tents.
—Harvard Lampoon.

Willie put his stocking on

Wrong-side out and thought it fun,

Mother didn’t like his whim,

So she turned the hose on him.
—Philadelphia Record.

Loud the baby screamed, and louder;

Willie fed her insect powder.

Scolded, answered with a shrug,

‘“Little sister acted bug.”
—Anonymous.

She sits in sorrow, her refined
And still unwrinkled face is grave,
Though Time to her has been most kind—
Her Willie has begun to shave.
—Chacago Record-Herald.

Willie saw some dynamite;
Didn’t understand it quite;
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Poked it with his little stick; APPRECIATED
Rained little Willie for a week. ITTLE Kathleen was being put to
—Anonymous. bed during a heavy thunderstorm,

after being assured by her mother that
God would watch over her.. She seemed
much concerned for a time and then
said:

“Mamma, does God make all this
thunder and lightning?”

Little Willie, in the best of sashes,

Fell in the fire and was burned to ashes.

By-and-by the room grew chilly—

But no one liked to poke up Willie.
—Harry Graham.

Willie ate a tablet “Yes, dear.”
The family doctor gave; “And can he see me here in bed?”
Now he’s got a big one “Yes, dear.”
On his little grave. “Not if I cover up my head like this?”
—Anonymous. “Yes, my child. God can see you at
o ; all times.”
Willie, on the railroad track, Her little face looked serious for a
Failed to hear t,he engine squeal; moment, and then she said: “Well,
Now the engine's coming back mamma, He must be a smarter man
Scraping Willie off the wheel. than my papa.” PIES,
—Anonymous.
With green apples little Willie 4
i
Hisginterior precincts piled; THE SEQUEL
For the first time since he toddled IS it true that at one of Dr. Reich’s re-
Willie’s now an angel child. cent lectures he exclaimed: ‘Take
—Baltimore American. away woman, and what would follow ?”

4
i
I
"

Dick (looking at picture-book): “T wonder what the Noahs did with themselves all day
long in the Ark?”

MapgEL: ‘“Fished, I should thin g

Bopeig: ‘“They didn’t fish for long.”

Dick AND MaBEL: “Why not?”

BoserE: ‘‘Well, you see, there were only two worms!”—Punch.
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Is it also a fact that a male voice cried
out: “We would” ?>—Tatler.

U
“1 DREAMED I WAS A KING”

’I‘W() darkies lay sprawled on the Lun-

eta on a hot day. Moses drew a
long sigh and said: “Heey-a-h-h! Ah wish
Ah had a hund’ed watermellions.”

Tom’s eyes lighted dimly. “Hum
va-h! Dat would suttenly be fine. An’
ef yo’ had a hundred watermellions would
yo’ gib me fifty?”

“No, Ah wouldn’t gib yo’ no fifty
watermellions.”

“Would yo’ gib me twenty-five?”’

“No, Ah wouldn’t gib yo’ no twenty-
five.”

“Seems ter me yous powahful stingy,
Mose. Wouldn’t yo’—wouldn’t yo’ gib
me one?”

“No, Ah wouldn’t gib yo’ one. Look

He: “Fond of bridge?”’

SHE: ‘‘Awfully!”

He: “Doyou know I always think there’s
something wanting in people who don’t
play?”’—Punch.
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a hyah, niggar, are yo’ so good-fer-nuffin
lazy dat yo’ caihn’t wish fo’ yo’ own
watermellions.”’—Selected.

U
THE LUCKY RICH

MAMMA ROXTOBURN: Ethel will
be five years old in a week.

PAprA RoxTOBURN: True.

“Of course, she will have to have her
own footman now, as well as her three
maids.”

“Of course.”

“And I've been wondering”——

“Well?”

“If she oughtn’t to have her own social
secretary likewise, what with all the affairs
she will be invited to.”—N.¥. Life. - G

U
GRANDPA’S TOY

WHEN grandpa was a little boy—
And that’s a far-off day,
For now grandpa is very old,
And never thinks of play—

Grandpa lived in the good old times
When “everything was right ”’;

They had no carpets on the floors,
And they read by candle-light.

And his toy-horse looks very crude,
Its tail is like a broom;
The waggon is higli and funny,
g And has but little room.

But grandpa thinks it the nicest toy
That ever yet was made;

He would not for an automobile
This queer old waggon trade.

I suppose when you are grandpas
You'll think your toys were great
"Way back in the days when you were
young;
But yow'll be out of date,
—St. Nicholas.
¥)

THE OLD LADY FROM DOVER
THERE was an old lady of Dover
Who baked a fine apple turnover.
But the cat came that way,
And she watched with dismay
The overturn of her turnover,



WOULD EXTEND OUR TERRITORY

DR. R. J. WICKSTEED recently de-
livered an interesting address before
the St. George’s Society, Ottawa, on the
delimitation of the Canadian boundaries.
He took the stand that the time has come
for the necessary and natural extension of
the territory belonging to Canada; the
delimitation of the boundaries of the
Dominion, and the more equitable recti-
fication, adjustment and delimitation of
the several provinces and territories.

He recommended in effect-as follows:

That Ontario be extended to Hudson
Bay until it reaches the parallel of 58
degrees north latitude.

That Manitoba be extended within the
same meridians of longitude in a northerly
direction to the parallel of latitude 6o
degrees north; and extended easterly be-
tween the parallels 58 degrees north lati-
tude and 6c degrees north latitude to
Hudson Bay. j

That Newfoundland be invited to come
into the confederation.

That the United States and Denmark
be amicably invited to cede, surrender and
make over all their claims and titles to
Alaska and Greenland, respectively, to
Canada.

That the parallel of 45 degrees north
latitude running eastward from the county
of Compton in the Province of Quebec to
Passamaquoddy Bay or the Bay of Fundy
in the Province of New Brunswick, be the
southern boundary of Canada; and that
the United States be amicably invited to
cede, transfer and make over to the gov-
ernment of Canada, with the free consent
of the legislature of the State of Maine, all
claim and title to all the territory lying
and being to the north of the said line of
45 degrees of north latitude. :

That New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and
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Prince Edward Island be united under
one name and provincial legislature.

That Canada and Russia construct and
operate a line of ferry boats across Behring
Straits, or a tunnel under the straits, or
both; and also lines of railway connecting
the Trans-Siberian Railway and the Grand
Trunk Pacific Railway with the ferry or
tunnel across or under the Behring Straits;
thus connecting the continent of America
with the continent of Asia.

¥

PARADES ELSEWHERE
‘CCORDING to a New South Wales
exchange, Canada is not the only
country where certain popular parades
have attained dimensions sufficiently large
to cause inconvenience to persons who
wish to go about the streets in the or-
dinary way. In Sydney recently there
was a celebration of the eight-hours’ day.
Fifty-three trades unions were repre-
sented in the procession, and a number
of the societies presented spectacular
and trade displays. Thousands of spec-
tators lined the route taken by the pro-
cession through the city, and tram traffic

had to be temporarily suspended.

U
NO MORE DEFICITS

A PROMISE was made recently by

Hon. Mr. Emmerson, before the
Canadian Club at Ottawa, that there
would be no more deficits on the Inter-
colonial Railway. He observed that the
surplus for this year would be larger
than that of last year, and it would con-
tinue to grow. The Intercolonial was
Canada’s greatest national asset, and as
a consequence of its construction and
operation, the Canadian Provinces had
been welded into one harmonious whole.
Had past deficits been ten times as great,
still the road, from a patriotic and sen-
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timental standpoint, would have been a
good investment for the Canadian peo-
ple. While predicting surpluses in the
future, Mr. Emmerson vehemently com-
batted the idea that the Intercolonial
should ever be expected to be a great
revenue-producer. The profits should
go towards its improvement. Eighty
million dollars had been spent on the
railway for the development of trade in
the same manner that one hundred mil-
lions had been spent on the canal sys-
tems, one hundred and seventy-five mil-
lions on railway subsidies, and twelve
millions on steamship subsidies.

U
THE NEW TARIFF

IT is easy to be a Free Trader in Nova
Scotia, but it is difficult to remain
one in Ottawa. If Canada will continue
to bind us by tariff walls so as to prevent
us from winning ocean trade with other
lands; if Ottawa will go on making all
its transportation and immigration plans
for the West to the neglect of Nova Sco-
tia, where are we to come in? Just now
our people are preparing to ask for a
piece of pie by way of a shipbuilding
bonus, but you can see by the backward-
ness in asking, and the manner of going
about it, that ‘there is not a strong hope
of succeeding.—7he Suburban.

¥)
WELL DONE, MR, TAIT
FOUR years ago Mr. Thomas Tait, a

prominent official of the Canadian
Pacific Railway, left Canada for Aus-
tralia on what many people called a
fool’s errand. He had accepted an offer
to become chairman of a Commission to
manage the Government railways of
Victoria. For years the lines had been
a continuous drain on the colonial ex-
chequer and expert railway men were
ultra-pessimistic as to the probable suc-
cess of Mr. Tait’s efforts. At the end
of the first year under the new manage-
ment (1902-3), there was a deficit of
$1,778,787. Last year, which ended on
June 3oth, there was a surplus after all
expenses and interest charges were paid
of $968,960. Moreover, the service has
been the most efficient in the history of

the country, and the freight rates have
been reduced considerably. Besides this,
the Commission has wiped out an old
liability of $3,000,000. While in the
blue book the reason for these figures is
said to be the general prosperity of the
country, it cannot be doubted that much
credit is due to the brilliant abilities of
Mr. Tait and his colleagues, Mr. Fitz-
patrick and Mr. Hudson. It is no small
achievement to make a railway pay. It
is a task of herculean proportions to
provide a surplus for a Government
railway. Floreat Tait.—Toronto News.

U
READY FOR THE HUSBANDMAN

CCORDING to Mr. William Mec-
Innes, of the Geological Survey,
there is a tract of land lying north of the
lower Saskatchewan, between the river
and the valley of the Upper Churchill,
which is wooded and available for agri-
cultural purposes.

Here is what Mr. MclInnes has had to
say about it: “This country is essentially
a rolling, clay-covered plateau, from seven
to nine hundred feet above sea-level, the
valleys of its streams and lakes lying gen-
erally but little over a hundred feet below
the level of its uplands. This clay mantle,
a hundred feet deep in the eastern end and
gradually thinning out westwards, is the
result of sedimentation over the bottom of
an ancient glacial lake that has been
named Lake Agassiz, once covering all
the lower parts of Manitoba. Through-
out the whole northern part of the area
the Indians grow potatoes with good suc-
cess, and to any one who is at all familiar
with Indian agricultural methods this
means that the potatoes are grown without
a great deal of trouble, to say the least.
Some of these crops are quite abundant,
and at times produce tubers of exceptional
size. I believe that all the common vege-
tables might be grown there as well as
potatoes.

“The climate is not at all so cold as is
commonly imagined. Records were taken
during the summer, from the middle of
June to the 29th of September, and, with
the exception of one night in August, when

the thermometer fell a little below freezing

point, there was no frost during that time.”

W Jrm—



NEWSPAPERS PERMIT A TRADE
CONSPIRACY

ERNEST W. MacMAHON

=5|ECENTLY one of the prominent
manufacturers of Canada took
a forcible position on the tariff
question, and he antagonised
every one of his colleagues in the same line
by doing so.

Because some cheap American shoes are
imported into Canada, and sold at high
prices on their “finished” appearance, the
shoe manufacturers appeared ‘‘en masse”
before the Tariff Commission and advised a
higher tariff. The one man who objected to
such a proceeding did so, he claimed, because
the fault lay with the manufacturers them-
selves.

He advised his colleagues that they lacked
initiative and strenuous endeavour. The
remedy was in their own hands—did they but
apply it.

“Don’t imitate. Originate!”

In the newspaper controversy which en-
sued, the interested shoe men, agreed that the
one man had the best of the argument. His
logic was backed by a record of success.

«There are manufacturers of shoes,” said
President Charles E. Slater, of the Slater
Shoe Company, ‘‘who spend their valuable
time in trying to imitate the Slater shoe.
They would reap a larger measure of success
did they but originate a few ideas, styles and
trade designs of their own.”

«We suffer,” said he, “more from the
rank imitations and carefully planned cam-
paigns of deceptive substitution than from
any competition of foreign or American
shoes which cannot last. People soon learn
that they are buying second-grade goods
and paying the customs duty in addition.
Dealers soon reap the discredit of such sales.
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Every year the dealer gets a new foreign shoe;
there are thousands of makers. He cannot
guarantee a single shoe, because of the tariff
wall, and his own knowledge that they are
“geconds’.” When a dealer imports a first
grade shoe he has to get too high a price
for it.

Mr. Slater’s position was so forcibly pre-
sented that the Government has informally
allowed it to be gleaned that the Tariff
Commission will adopt a ““stand pat” policy,
making some careful revisions in specific
instances.

The new tariff will not be a high tariff, in
that prohibitive sense of which the advocacy
brought about the downfall of the only
journalist in the Laurier Cabinet.

“The newspapers of Canada are to blame
for much of the imitation and substitution in
the shoe business as well as in other lines of
trade,” said Mr. Slater, and he said he had
often been advised by his counsel to make
the publishers parties to actions which were
to be taken to put a stop to the wholesale
deception.

One small firm in Quebec Province is
being prosecuted for printing the name of a
young man named Slater in big type on the
sole of some tawdry shoes.

Another retail man in Winnipeg is defend-
ant in an action for damages. His offence
was in printing advertisements calculated to
deceive the buyer and to trade on the
reputation of the Slater shoe.

“Every day our agents send in clippings
from the newspapers, where some dealer is
trying to lead the public to believe that he
has the Slater shoe agency,” said the Sales
Manager of the Slater Shoe Company.
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The publishers are equally liable with the
dealers. Without their consent such offences
as the Slater Company have to treat with
would not occur.

There are some publishers, notably the
proprietor of the Toronto Telegram, who will
nip this deception in the bud. A few years
ago one of the largest advertisers in that city
sought to evade the trade name by an-
nouncing “Slater’s Shoes.” Every paper in
Toronto accepted the advertisement, with
one exception. The Telegram advised the
advertiser that he was liable to prosecution,
and the paper did not desire to risk being
made a party to an action.

How many newspaper publishers in
Canada are as careful, and as fair to the
owners of a trade mark?

How many publishers will so carefully
protect their readers against attempted
deception ?

Chancellor Boyd, in 1902, gave judgment
against an Owen Sound shoe dealer who
advertised “shoes made by Slater’s,” and
then offered his customer a shoe which was
not the Slater shoe.

The Slater shoe has a trade mark—the
slate frame and the Slater name—which has
been adjudged with half a million dollars.
That is good-will value, earned by the Com-
pany in half a century of good, careful shoe-
making.

Not every shoe they make can be infallibly
perfect, and that is why they put their name
and trade mark on the shoe.

CANADIAN

MAGAZINE

Vigilance, .careful selection of good leather
and constant inspection of the shoe-making
by the incomparable Goodyear process
can produce a perfect shoe 999 times out of
a thousand—the thousandth shoe may go
wrong. “Bring it back and get a new
pair,” says the trade mark. That is merit
backed by faith.

When a man is deceived, and brings an
imitation Slater shoe to a Slater Shoe Store -
and tells how poor and unsatisfactory he
has found it, he learns the value of that
trade mark. It is the man who buys an
imitation, swallows his wrath, condemns
the shoe unheard, who does the real Slater
shoe harm. He talks. He does not take
the shoe to a Slater Store, and never learns
that he was the victim of some slick shoe
salesman who grinned when the customer
went out of the store.

There is only one Slater shoe.

There is only one Slater shoe agent in a
town, with the exception of three big cities

The Slater sign on the store is the facsimile
of the Slater trade mark on the shoe,

No man or woman seeking a genuine
Slater shoe need be deceived if they find the
sign of the slate.

There are 330 cities, towns, and villages
in Canada wher¢ may be found the Slater
shoe agency—the “Slater”—not a Tom,
Dick or Harry Slater—but the “Slater”’ shoe.

This is the sign of the slate which is affixed
on every Slater Shoe Store, and is stamped
on every Slater shoe:
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FOR

Ale anda Porter

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

“A man is known by the candy be
sends.”

REMEMBER YOUR FRIENDS
With a box of

Delicious Bon-Bons and
Chocolates
A most appropriate holiday gift.
SIS e ety aud SESfally Slled.

Candies shipped to all parts of the United
States free of duty.

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto
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| DON'T

Rub
| gol'k All \X/OO]CI’IS
\X.}a l : OARSE or FINE=RUGS |
2k : and CARPETS to most
— DELICATE Flannels LAST
longer=.OOK  better=FEEL
better=~are BETTER=-
SOFTER==FLUFFIER ==
UNSHRUNKEN when‘
washed with PEARLINE in |
Pearline’s Way.
PROOF : More millions use

EARLINE

THAN EVER BEF ORE |

So%ﬂt%éﬁﬁ It S Mostly Rmsmg ‘

L

A Dyeing Time

The fall and winter season is always a
busy time in these works. Many things of
the individual and the home call for dyeing
and cleaning. .

We are equipped to clean, press or dye about every conceiv-
able article of wearing apparel of either sex, and everything in the
house from a lace curtain to a woollen blanket.

R. PARKER & CO.

Canada’s Greatest Dyers TORONTO, CAN.

BRANCHES AND AGENCIES ALL OVER THE DOMINION
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Chuck It

If vou have been wearing an ugly mask, put it away and let your
friends enjoy seeing the real person now and then, at least. A physician
describes some of the effects of coffee thus:

““In some cases the skin becomes sallow and more sensitive to cold;
digestion is impaired; appetite gradually wanes; sleep is obtained with
difficulty and does not refresh the individual; liver and kindred complaints
occur and a kind of joylessness that throws a dark shade all over God’s

lovely nature.’’

It is easy to lay aside the ‘‘coffee face’ if well-made

POSTUM

is used instead of ordinary coffee.
““There’s a Reason.”

Read the book, “The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs.

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
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A Suitable Gift for Christmas or
New Year

$2.50 per box of 100
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A Safe Gift to Him

There seems to be inborn in every man a love for good fire-
arms. When the annual Christmas question, “What shail I give
him?’’ comes around, it is always safe to decide upon the

IVER JOHNSON

Safety Automatic Revolver

It is so good and so safe that as many Iver Johnsons are being sold as
of all other makes combined. It’s the best house and office weapon,
and the best for the pocket. If the hammer hits against the top of the
bureau-drawer, or catches in the pocket, the revolver cannot dis-
harge. In fact you can **Hammer the Hammer," without fear of ac-
cidental discharge. Pull the trigger and it shoots quick and true.

Our Free Booklet ““Shots’’ Tells More in Detail

just how the Iver Johnson works. Our handsome
catalogue goes with it.
IVER JOHNSON SAFETY HAMMER REVOLVER
ginch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 22 rim fire cartridge,
82.88 center fire cartridge, - - =« - . 50
IVER JOXNSON SAFETY HAMMERLESS
REVOLVER. 3inch barrel, nickel-plated finish,
82.38 center fire cartridge, SR QY . $7.60
For sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or will be sent pre-
paid on receipt of price if \nur':imlh'r will not supply. Look for the owl’s head on the
grip and our name on the barrel.

IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS, 145 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.

New York Office: 99 Chambers St. Pacific Qoast Branch: P, B. Bekeart Oo,, 1346
Park St., Alg‘mndn. (‘url‘.mEurom-un Office: Pickhuben 4, Hamburg, Germany .,

Makers of Iver Johnson Truss Frame Bicycles and Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns

{ Genuine goods
have ‘SKINNER'S
SATIN" woven in
selvage.

(] The Best
[Lining for
Furs, Coats
and Suits.

(] Guaranteed for

,
two seasons wear.

( Skinner’s Pure
Dye Black Taffeta
1s the be&t manu-
factured.

FOR SALE BY LEADING CANADIAN DRY GOODS STORES
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] There is no Jaw Crusher quite so good
as the FARREL-BACON Style “B™

-the Standard of the World.
€] Modeled on the lines of the celebrated IN S8PRING, '03, OUR NEW FACTORY BUILDING
WAS FINISHED. BY THE FOLLOWING JUNE

Blake, it has been improved from year THE MACHINERY WAS INSTALLED AND IN

to year to meet every requirement of RUNNING ORDER; A NEW PLANT, THE MOST
UP-TO-DATE AND COMPLETE ON THIS CON-

practice. TINENT. THAT WAS THREE YEARS AGO. IN
! ; : THAT TIME WE HAVE MADE A PLACE FOR
 We build them in all sizes—from OURSELVES AMONG CANADIAN MANUFACTUR-

ERS, TO BE DEPENDED UPON, AND RECKONED
WITH, FOR THE BEST

COLLARS AND CUFFS

7"x 10", weighing 6,000 Ibs., to 30" x
42", weighing 120,000 1bs.

Q] The capacity of the former is 50 ton
. e IN CANADA, AND WE P
to 2" size in ten hours; of the latter, OUR POSITION IN ‘EHEot':':tva:"T'vABF:)R\;EEAIS

1,500 ton to 8" size. The size of the OTHERS."
produc can be varied at will.

(] The frame is made of semi-fteel cast
in one piece; the Pitman is made of cast
steel ; the Jaw Plates of chilled iron or

manganese $teel as desired.

] We are sole makers in Canada under
Letters Patent.

q Write for illustrated catalogue F 602.

THE JENCKES MACHINE CO. TWo FAVOURITES

Limited - - -
Executive Office: ::_:T‘::_lcg:wo 15¢. EACH, 2 FOR 25c.
50 LANSDOWNE STREET g 20¢. EACH, 3 FOR 500,

SHERBROOKE, QUE.

Plants : @//‘\
SHERBROOKE, - QUE. //// 9/ %
ST. CATHARINES, ONT. ] 7. A% /@
Sales Offi H 7
§T. CATHARINES RALIPAX ROSSLANL  VANCOUVER , WATERLOO., CANADA
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Priestley’s
Unspottable
west ot nans. BOAAClOtHS

These are the lightest weight Broad-
cloths in the world. Strong in
texture, soft in handle, and with a
permanent, unspoftable lustre. Will
be extensively worn this Fall. Made
in England.

For sale at all the best
Dry Goods Stores.

P
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Canada’s
rt Piano

One of the several really

artiftic pianos bearing the
name and guarantee of the

old firm of

A Chippendale Art Piano

Hlemizman & (o, ks Coss

115-117 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO, CAN.

The most attractive part of
a room should be the fire-
place. The

Brick

Fireplaces

manufactured by the Milton
Pressed Brick Company are not
only ornamental but useful.
For offices, club houses, summer
residences,ete.,theyarethecor-
rect thing. The cost is reason-
able. Send for free catalogue.

Milton Pressed Brick Co.

Limited

Works and Head Office: MILTON, ONT.

=
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’ Shavin
S Stick

Shaving can easily become a pleasant feature
of the morning toilet. It largely depends
upon the soap. An impure, imperfectly
made, raw, alkaline soap will soon render
any face so sore that shaving becomes a
torture. Williams’ Shaving Soap, used
regularly, will make the face well, keep it
well and render
shaving a pleasure. :
Its thick, creamlike,
emollient lather is l -
a guarantee of a
healthful face.

Williams® Shaving Sticks and Shaving Cakes sold
everywhere. Send 4 cents in stamps for a Williams
Shaving Stick or a cake of Luxury Shaving Soap
(trial size). Enough for 50 shaves.

i Y
P

Address
THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY
Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
LoNDON PARrIs BERLIN SYDNEY

«The only kind that won’t smart or dry on the face.”
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Pie otiNow Convinced
That Red Rose Tea
‘Is Good Tea?

I have made an honest effort to convince you that Red Rose Tea
is good tea.

I have shown you in these talks that Red Rose Tea combines the
good qualities of rich, strong Northern Indian tea with the delicate
fragrance of Ceylon Tea.

That by this combination of two good teas, Red Rose Tea is better
than either—with a ‘“‘rich fruity flavor’” exclusively its own.

I have told you why it is always uniform in flavor and strength, of
its selection at the gardens, how it is tested and blended—I have tried
to tell you all about Red Rose Tea and why it is good tea.

I want you to try Red Rose Tea because I want you for a permanent
customer. I know if you once try it, you will use only Red Rose Tea.

The price of half a pound of Red Rose Tea is small—that small
investment may show you how much tea value, tea quality and flavor you
have missed. Is it not worth trying ?

Red Rose
Tea .. .. .

T. H. ESTABROOHNS, Head Office: St. John, N.B. Branches: Toronto, Winnipeg
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A Snowy ‘Staﬂd‘a“’dﬂ Lavatory

of Porcelain Enamel completes the comfort of your
bedroom, and by eliminating the unsightly washstand
adds a finished note of charm to its intimate beauty. It
is pure white and sanitary —an aid to cleanliness—a
preserver of health, and a source of unlimited satisfaction

to the possessor.

Our Book, ** MODERN BATHROOMS,” shows many beautiful Lavatory designs
suitable for bedrooms with prices in detail. It also tells you how to plan, buy and ar-
range your bathroom, and illustrates many b tiful and i ive as well as luxuri-
ous rooms, showing the cost of each fixture in detail, together with many hints on
decoration, tiling, etc. Itis the most complete and beautiful booklet ever issued on the
subject, and contains 100 pages. FREE for six cents postage, and the name of your

'] - .nd i (if 1 ted ) 4

The ABOVE “ Copley ”’ Lavatory, Plate P503-B can be purchased from any plumb

at a cost approximating $34.00 — not counting freight, labor or piping. ;
CAUTION : Every piece of “Standasd” Ware bears our “Stasdard” “* Green and Gold *’

guarantee label, and has our trade-mark *Standasd™ cast_on the outside. Unless the label and

trade-mark are on the fixture it is not “Stendasd” Ware. Refuse substitutes — they are all inferior

and will cost you more in the end. The word “Standesd” is stamped on all our nickeled brass

filtings ; specify them and see that you get the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, elc.

Address Standard Sanitany fg.Co. Dept. 41, Pittsburgh, U. S. A.
Offices and Showrooms in New York : “Stasdard” Building, 35-37 West 31st Street.

London, England, 22 Holborn Viaduct, E. C. New Orleans: Cor. Baronne & St. Joseph Strs.
Pittsburgh Showroom : 949 Penn Avenue.
Louisville: 325-329 West Main Street, Cleveland : 208-210 Huron Street.




b2 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

‘Permanent and Ar tistic]

wall decorations come from using ALABASTINE. Write
to-day for our book, ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful.”” It
demonstrates in beautiful tri-color illustrations how you can
make your home more attractive and more sanitary. It
shows how easy it is to apply

ALABASTINE

how little it costs, and gives many suggestions for home
furnishings as well as for wall decorations.

Send ten cents for a copy of ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful,” with many dainty ideas for the
decoration of your home. You can have your money back if you think it is not worth it.

THE. ALABASTINE, CO., Limited

145 Willow Street, Paris, Ontario

Laurentides National Park

HIS renowned hunting and fishing
territory takes on increased popularity
yearly. Dates for hunting and fishing may
be applied for at any time. Increased accom- ’
modation will be provided for sportsmen by
st September, 1906, in the great Caribou
Barrens. For information of any kind re sport

ADDRESS

The Hon. Minister of Lands, Mines and Fisheries }

QUEBEC, P.Q, CANADA
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q The all-wool standard of the cloths in Semi-Ready
Garments is not so much a matter of pride as the artistic
design and real art workmanship. One is honest cloth,
tested by mechanical methods, but the making is an achieve-
ment to which 39 expert tailors each contribute some part.

If you cannot get a Semi-Ready Over-
coat in your town, write us for the
nearest Semi-Ready Tailoring House.

70 Stores in Canada 472 Guy Street, Montreal
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Secret of
- The Steinway

To “assemble,” or put together, a piano—the keys
from one maker, the action from another, the case from a
third, and so on—is a comparatively easy task. To build
a piano from the beginning, is an entirely different matter.

A peculiar distinction of Steinway & Sons is that
they manufacture in their own foundry and factories
cvery portion of a piano, building their instrument en-
tire. In this fact lies one of the secrets of its greatness
and worth,

This makes the Steinway, not an “assemblage,” but an
artistic whole, producing a harmony and unity that can
be achieved in no other way.

The workmen likewise are more than makers of parts;
they are artists all working intelligently toward one end—
the production of a perfect piano. Consequently, they im-
part a beauty of workmanship, a perfection of art and of final
result, impossible to be attained under other conditions.

MiINIATVAR

ocosort For the same reason also the Steinway possesses an indi-
viduality, an integrity of being, an endowment of rich, ten-
der, emotional beauty of tone, which distinguish it from
every other piano in the world.

The Miniature Grand Piano is five feet ten inches in
length. Scientific experiments have determined this to be
the exact size necessary to reproduce the remarkable artri.
butes of the larger Steinway Grand Pianos. Price $925

The Vertegrand, the new model in upright form, pos-
sesses all the fundamental qualities of the more expensive
piano; butis constructed so simply thatit can be sold for $600

THESE PIANOS ARE OBTAINABLE FROM THE
CANADIAN REPRESENTATIVES

NORDHEIMER’S, Limited

Head?Office: 15 King Street East - TORONTQ
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THE

NATURAL CURE

AND

PREVENTATIVE

for all Kidney and Liver
Complaints, Disordered
Liver, Indigestion, Gout,
Rheumatisn, etc. Bottled

Such dainty and delicate
Confections are

COWAN'S

Milk Chocolate,
Croquettes, Wafers,
Cakes, Medallions, Etc.

Chocolate Cream Bars

and soid under the approval

of the French Government
and endorsed by the high-
est medical authorities

everywhere.

Vichy Water

REMEMBER THE WORD

CELESTINS

: NADIAN MACAZINE 03 A @
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- Neaves
Food

Infants, o/lllfﬂ//ﬂ'.f
and -the ged

“AN EXCELLENT FOOD

admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”
Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D,

GOLD MEDAL Woman's Exhlbl
tion, London. (Eng )1

THREE - QUARTERS OF A
CENTURY'’S REPUTATION.

Neave's Food is regularl
used in the 4

sRouawT UP oW NEAVES FoOD. RUSSIAN IMPERIALNURSERY

MANUFACTURERS:—JOSIAH R, NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND

Wholesale Agents:—-THE LYMAN BROS., & COMPANY, Limited, Toronto
and LYMAN, S8ONS & COMPANY, Montreal.

DID YOU EVER TRY

BEAVER BRAND
CHARCOAL

FOR LIGHTING YOUR FIRES?

One tnal would satisfy the most fastidious as to its EFFICIENCY,
ECONOMY and SUPERIORITY over all other kindlings
FOR SALE AT ALL GROCERS, 10 CENTS A SACK

D . { Toronto, Montreal, Otlawa, London, St. Thomas, Hamilton
epartments 1N \p i Galt, Guelph, Statford, Brantford, and Woodstock

The Standard Chemical Company of Toronto

LIMITED
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BUILT ON A

SOLID FOUNDATION (
In the *DOMINION" Piano a solid iron frame
supports the twenty tons of strain from the
strings, where o yo8 have wood, \i')!l: h,
as you know, 18
foundation ;rh
tone. It makes it sta

rves its wonderful
e. It makes our
supe r1 or W yrkmanship and materials *‘ worth
uml It nnk ‘rr rmanent the benefits of
sur 36 years' experience. It makes it we rlh (

your while to
"IOot Familiar” with
“pominion” Pianos
The Dominion Piano and Organ Company (
{

Bowmanville, Ont.  Limited

A THOUSAND AND ONE

novel and effective treatments
for home decoration are ob-
tained by~ using

" MENZIE LINE
WALL PAPERS

Unequalled for color and design. </Made in
Canada—and superior to imported papers.

o

SRR IATIN Y,

B>

aShAMARARAAARS Y,

SN

G

ASK YOUR DEALER OR WRITE US
OUR NAME 1S ON EVERY ROLL

]“ “‘x ”"

LAY
W THE MENZIE WALL PAPER CO., Limited, TORONTO
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The Supreme Question
To Every Woman

is the question of beauty. And in the last
analysis beauty is largely a question of skin
health and skin cleanliness.

To improve the condition and texture of
the skin, to give to the complexion that trans-
parent clearness of perfect health, is to become
beautiful.

Castile Soap is admitted to be the purest
and most natural Soap made.

“Shell Brand”
i Castile Soap 4

(LA COQUILLE) LA coQuiLLEy

«RADE MAR*
% AN

is one of the purest and most refined Castile
Soaps made.

Made only by *“*Couret Freres,"”
Marseilles, France. It does not contain
any resin, animal fats or impurities. It is a
perfect soap for the toilet or the bath.

By its means all dead waste matter is re-
moved from the pores and from the surface of
the skin—leaving it smooth, soft, refreshed and
thoroughly cleansed—in the best condition
possible.

If you have never used it, begin to-day.
You cannot have a better soap or toilet aid.
Ask for “Shell Brand.” Sold Everywhere.
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Eminent Physicians
Prescribe

{ ' Wilson's
o7 Invalids
.1 Port 4

| !nallcasasof
| general debilify
t and ¥

5 convalescence., @
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THE ARTISTIC
Karn Piano

is an instrument of the
highest merit, built in
conformity with the
demands of critical
dealers and the cul-
tured laity.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

KARN PIANO AND
ORGAN CO.

Woodstock, Ont., Canada

AR DEFT.CANADIAN MAGAZINE .
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WAGNER'S GREAT OPERAS

Tannhaeuser,, Lohengrin, as Performed at Bayreuth

MAGINE you’re in Germany, at
Bayreuth, sitting in Wagner’s
beautiful theatre, with the wooded
hills around —in that delightful Ger-
man musical atmosphere, dreamy,
quiet, artistic—then listen—listen.
There wafted up the glen is the voice
of the returning Tannhaeuser—you
can almost see the darkened stage
and the leafy night scene—and the
heart-broken Elizabeth. A pause—
and now the silvery soprano of Mme.
Gadski rings out in ‘‘Dich theure
Halle.”” The mysticism of Wagner
throws you into a dream state—and
you listen to the resounding basso of
Blass as Gurnemanz in Parsifal, to
the sweet, strong tenor of Van Hoose
in Lohengrin—to Journet, Plancon,
Scotti, Caruso—to Sembrich, Eames,
Calve. From Bayreuth you travel
swiftly to the Metropolitan Opera
House in New York. Then you wake
up with a start. For the Victor-
Berliner Gram-o-phone has stopped.

But what a treat! All you haveto
do is to shut your eyes and listen to
the Victor records as they swing out
in the glorious music of the world’s
greatest composers.

What a privilege for the student

of voice culture—of the violin, the
‘cello—to hear the great artists of
the world right there in his or her
own room, to be able to stop these
great performers at any point and
make them go over and over a diffi-
cult passage! What a boon to teachers
to be able to show their pupils just
how the great ones of the earth do the
very thing they are trying to teach!

The wonderful purity and accuracy
of reproduction which marks the Vie-
tor-Berliner Gram-o-phone is never
marred by sudden jerks or grating
sounds. It is as smooth and sympa-
thetic as the human voice, and will
reproduce the despairing aria, or the
joyful, lilting song of the street, or
the bright, snappy plantation ditty,
all with the same trueness to the
natural tone.

It seems extraordinary that, at acost
ranging from $12.50 to $110, you can
get such entertainment—and have
it always ready for yourself or your
friends—in the marvellous Victor-
Berliner Gram-o-phone. Drop in at
the showrooms of The Berliner Gram-
o-phone Company—and just listen.
Or send for illustrated booklet to 417
St. Catherine Street West, Montreal.

The Berliner Gram-o-phone Company

417 ST. CATHERINE STREET WEST, -

MONTREAL
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Have you ever noticed
the paper bag that forms a
lining in every package of
Orange Meat? The
manufacturers of this fa-
mous whole wheat food demand ex-
¢reme cleanliness in the whole process
of manufacture, and in order to pre-
serve the nutty flavor so peculiar to
Orange Meat they have secured a
specially prepared mercerized bag for
this purpose. The peculiar paper in
¢his bag is manufactured by only one
paper mill in America by a secret pro-
cess, and 18 guaranteed to preserve its
contents from moisture, taint or odor,
from contact with any other goods.

The Orange Meat Company have
spared no expense in order to retain
¢he delicate flavor and delicious taste
of Orange Meat.

The Vellveiy Smoothness

of SUCHARD'S COCOA strikes

you at the first sip.

Ordinary Cocoas show plainly a
considerable amount of powder
only partially dissolved. Perhaps
you have never liked Cocoa for
that reason. But a cup of

Suchard's Cocoa

is as smooth as velvet, showing
that it is perfectly dissolved, not
mercly mixed. To a discriminat-
ing taste that makes all the dif-
ference between a delicious drink
and a poor one.

Try a tin of SUCHARD'S

CANADIAN AGENTS

FRANK L. BENEDICT & CO.,

MONTREAL,

7 ;_ = "lnimmlm
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Honorable John Costigan

NEW BRUNSWICK'S “GRAND OLD MAN”" COMES
OUT STRONGLY IN FAVOR OF “FRUIT-A-TIVES.”

Who has not heard of the Honorable John Costigan? He is to-day one of the most powerful, as
To-day, at the age of 71, he is the idol of
When a

public man of the Hon. John Costigan's position voluntarily testifies to the marvellous cure effected

well as one of the oldest, figures in Canadian politics.
the electors of New Brunswick, and a power to be always reckoned with in Parliament.

by *“‘Fruit-a-tives,"” it is bound to carry convincing weight with the whole Canadian people.

OTrAWA, ONT.,
232 Cooper St., Jan. 8th, 1906.

You know what fearful trouble I have
had all my lifetime from constipation,
I have been a dreadful sufferer from
chronic constipation for over thirty vears
and I have been treated by many 1;|1\‘\i-
cians and I have taken many kinds of
proprietary medicines without any benefit
whatever. I took a pill for a long time
which was prescribed by the late Dr. C.
R. Church, of Ottawa. Also for many
months I took a pill prescribed by Dr.
A. F. Rogers, of Ottawa. A\'u'lhing
seemed to do me any good. Finally [
was advised by Dr, Rogers to try ** Fruit-
a-tives,” and after taking them for a few
months I feel | am completely well from
this horrible complaint. I have had no
trouble with this complaint now for a
long time, and I can certainly state that
‘“Fruit-a-tives” is the only medicine I
ever took that did me any positive good
for constipation. I can conscientiously
recommend ‘“Fruit-a-tives” to the pub-
lic, as, in my opinion, it is the finest
medicine ever produced.

(Signed)
JOHN COSTIGAN.

Was ever medicine put to a severer test than this? Here was a great Public Official, who had
suffered for more than 30 years with Chronic Constipation,
made absolutely well in three months.

“Fruit-a-tives” are the most perfect combination
known to medical science. They are fruit juices, con-
centrated and combined with tonics and internal
antiseptics,

Unlike liver pills, anti-bilious pills, and all prepar-
ations containing calomel, cascara, senna, licorice. ete.
—“Fruit-a-tives” act like fruit DIRECTLY ON THE
LIVER, They arouse this organ to vigorous health—
strengthen it—and increase the flow of bile. 1t is the

FRUIT=-A-TIVES, LIMITED, =

bile, given up by the liver, which enters the bowels
and makes them move.

Take “Fruit-a-tives.” They sweeten the stomach
—regulate the liver, kidneys and bovyelsfvlear the
skin —and build up, strengthen and invigorate the
whole system.,

50c. a box or 6 boxes for $2.50. Sent on receipt of
price if your druggist does not handle them.

OTTAWA
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Holiay Gifts

EXCLUSIVE DESIGNS IN

CHINA AND GLASS

ELECTROLIERS AND SHADES

WILLIAM JUNOR

88 WEST KING STREET - - TORONTO

A SKIN OF BEAUTY I8 A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER

R EMOVES Tan,
Pimples, Pr':ckle-
Moth- Pauhrs Rash and
Skin Diseases, and every
blemish on beauty, and
of defies detection. On its
J virtues it has stood the
test of §8 years ; no other
has, and is so harmleas
we taste it to be sure it is
properly made. Accept
no counterfeit of similar
name. The distinguished
Dr. L. A. Sayer said to a
lady of the hawi-ton (a
atient):—"Ads you
3 adies will use them, I
recommend Fouraul:
Cream’ as the lcnsl karm/ul of all the skin preparations.” One
bottle will last six months, using it every day.
Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous hair
without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Proprietor, 37 Great Jones St., N.Y. °
For sale by all Druggists and l'lancy Goods Dealers throughout
the U.S., Canada lnﬁ Europe.

Also found in New York (Aty at R. H. Macy's, Stearn's, Ehrich’'s, Ridley's

and other Fancy Goods Dealers. gay"Beware of base imitations. $1.000
rd for arrest and proof of any one selling the same,

| R
HARTSHORN
SHADE ROLLERS

Bear the script name of Stewart
Hartshorn on label,

the Skin
No other cosmetic

AS WELL AS
will do it.

Beautifles

PURIFIES

. Get ““Improved,” no tacks required,

Wood Rollers Tin Rollers

Clark’s Christmas
Plum Pudding

, Christmas is a time of good cheer.
Clark’s Christmas pudding should
grace every table—made from an old

English recipe, it has a delightfully rich, fragrant
flavor, No trouble—just heat and serve. It is
fine, wholesome and good.

Clark’s Pork and Beans is fine for your Xmas
breakfast. Clark’s Ready Lunch Tongue and other
meats will be found in season at this festal time.

WM. CLARK, MFR. MONTREAL,
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\HOME MADE

AT
PTON,S Home-made Jams

Jellies and Orange Marmalade are delicious and absolutely pure

| | Supply your
SR l=1=] | f help with

]jﬁ“@LEDDYs
| | WARES

and make life
worth living

,:,,..., 31 WASHBOARD
| EDDY FIBRE TUB

washday labor is reduced to a minimum and comfort
to the worker is correspondingly enhanced.
See that you are well supplied with

Eddy’'s Washboards, Tubs, Pails, etc.

—~—
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altalifa

“The Perfect Food"

MALTA-VITA provides the body with all the valuable nutrition of
malted whole-wheat without giving the stomach a lot of hard work to
do, for MALTA-VITA 1s practically predigested when we eat 1. All
s food elements are quickly taken up by the system, forming rich blood
in abundance and bringing strength and health to the body. You never
tasted anything quite so good as MALTA-VITA. Every grain of the
malted whole-wheat is a little wafer flake, baked crisp and brown, that
simply melts in the mouth. Get some MALTA-VITA today. Eat
it with milk, cream, or fruit. Delicious for breakfast. Just as good at
any other time. All grocers.

e

The morning cup of coffee often

shapes the day. It should be
Chase & Sanborn's.

ALL GROCERS
78

F
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J

FOR TARGET AND
SPORTING PURPOSES

0SS RIFLES

The best in the world

303_Calibre. Military and Sporting Patterns
L Special calibres to order
7

ROSS RIFLE TESTS

The ““Toronto Star” October 6th, 1906, says :

“The manufacturers of the Ross rifle, with which the Can-
adian militia regiments are being gradually supplied, ate
making experiments in England to demonstrate the efficiency
of the weapon. In a recent test made at Hythe, England, to
demonstrate the fact that two riflemen armed with Ross straight
pull rifles were equal in speed and effectiveness of fire to a
machine gun, Sergeant Wallingford placed six shots on the
target inside of three seconds—using a Ross rifle.”

CATALOGUE ON APPLICATION

ROSS RIFLE COMPANY

QUEBEC HA
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Paris Style-Touches
for this Season

Every single new-étyle idea that Paris has sanc-
tioned for this Fall is embodied in the celebrated

Lrest

“Tapering Waist”
Corsets

A “D & A" Model furnishes the best foundation
for the Fall and Winter Gown. They are artist-
ically and anatomically correc. They are the

realization of Corset Idealization.

Prices, $1.00 to $3.50

A SET OF “RODGERS” CARVERS

Or any other article of cutlery bearing the “Rodgers” trademark, is a
most appropriate gift; one which will be appreciated for its usefulness
and durability. The designs are neat and will grace any occasion.

LOOK FOR THE “RODGERS” TRADEMARK ON EVERY BLADE

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited, Cutlers to His Majesty, SHEFFIELD, ENG.
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The Champagne Af

of the 20th Century

Moét & Chandon
White Seal

Superior in quality, dry- ﬁ
ness and bouquet to any
Champagne produced
since the great vintage

of 1884

Vol \ 'j‘ N . y For sale by leading wine merchants
Champagn
e ik

BRUT IMPERIAL John Hope & Co. - Montreal

AND

gents for Canada
“WHITE SEAL” A : J
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When you say

“Sewing Machine
for Christmas”

You've named the one best
present for a woman; and

When You Say “SINGER” You've Said It All

A Singer Sewing Machine is the best present for a
woman because it enables her to clothe herself better than she
condd before, and on the same allowance.

A Sewing Machine should be selected with the greatest

care. It's going to be a part of her household furniture for

a lifetime.

~BY THIS SIGN
| . ~ . .
Singer Sewing Machines

continue to be sold all over
the world because they are
used all over the world—a
striking procf of their
superiority.

|

Os
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35 Years’

Experience

“r Christmas Bift

A box of Chocolates is good taste; a fancy box of G. B. Chocolates is perfet taste

35 Years’

Experience

The latest and daintiest arrangement for Chocolates

The “Evangeline” Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts.
In '3, 1, 2, 3, and 5 pounds. Full weight in every box.

e I A P PN B s S W S Vi TS ==y

GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B., CANADA

ART DEPT. CANADMAN MACATING
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dJ. Palmer & Son

Limited}
Artistic Wig Makers
and Hair Designers
Patronized by Royalty. Established 1847

The largest hair factory in Canada.
Each department under skilful artists.
Mail orders a specialty.

We make all the latest Parisian

designs.
that she has the best of

Toupees, Wigs, Trans-
Silverware when it bears B %
s traaemari: The (L formations, Pompadours

peauty of the designs

to the character of
?l‘lic:l w(l?mle entertainment. We carry the finest assortment of

Every article of Silverware made by the special designs in Hair Ornaments
Standard Silver Co. is easily and posi- g ; 4
ively identified by the well-known Perfumery and Toilet Articles.
trademark which guarantees its quality.

Standard Silver Co., Limited 105 Notre Dame St. West
35 Hayter Street, Toronto MONTREAL

- _J

SEND FOR CATALOGUE
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3 ROBINSON'S
 wiBARLEY

Dr. Pye H. Chavasse and other physicians recommend

ROBINSON'S BARLEY

DILUTED WITH MILK FOR INFANTS FOOD

This food has long been used in the Royal Nurseries of England and
Burope and is daily" becoming more popular throughout Canada

The Canada Lancet, the highest medical authority in the Dominion, says:

““T'his well-known food occupies a deservedly high place. It is an
excellent food for children, especially during the hot season. It is easily

epared, Its nutritive qualities are borne out by the good results obtained
rom its use. Many hand-fed infants require no other food, and thrive
well upon it. Before giving up hope in a troublesome case of infantile
innutrition, this food should receive a fair trial.”

A booklet giving most interesting nursery matler, and some delicious
recipes, mailed free to all parts of Canada

F. MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, 403 St. Paul St, MONTREAL

ADIAN  NAFAT N

Ventilated—Sanitary—Healthy

Neverneeds making over,
Guaranteed 5 years. Sat.
isfaction guaranteed.

Never sags or gets
lumpy; always soft
and luxurious.

for Xmas would certainly be the most appreciated gift that money could buy.
Good, Clean, Sanitary Mattresses are the most important in a home. The
Marshall is the only Sanitary Mattress in existence. The old Air-Tight,
smelly, cotton felt or fibre cannot be sanitary. Don'’t be Buncoed by your dealer
trying to sell you some other mattress just as good—it is impossible. We let you
try our Sanitary Mattress Free until satisfied for yourself it is the best. We sell
direct or through all reliable dealers in Canada. Send for Catalogue, Prices, etc.

THE MARSHALL SANITARY MATTRESS COMPANY, Limited

TORONTO, ONTARIO
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@ Great Christmas Present this-
& "\ ChathamKitchen Cabinet
' Sold on Time

AYBE you
are look-
ing 'round

for something to
give yourwife for
Christmas.

If you are, and
want to give her
something that is
useful, ornamental,
that will save time and
labor, save stooping,
stretching and reaching, and wearing herself
out running back and forward between

My Chatham Kitchen Cabinet

the Ideal ChristmasPresent:

I have thousands of Jetters from ‘
ladies all over Canada saying they
would not think of trying to keep
house without my Cabinet. Your
wife will write me such a letter
when she has used one.

I can’t say more in
this advertisement,but
if youwant my booklet i
and prices, just drop E
me a postal card. I
will gladly send them
FREE. will ALY
quote you a//
price on o
myeasy ;
time pay-
n;ent
plan
that
will
be

pantry and kitchen—if you want to give her
something that she will appreciate day after
day—year after year—something that she
won't lay aside after a day or two and for-
get, like most Christmas presents are for-
gotten—then the best thing you can possibly
give her is a Chatham Kitchen Cabinet.

Every household should have one of my
Cabinets. It is not only a time and labor
saver, but a great saver of food supplies.
There is a place for everything in my Cabi-
net—foods and cooking utensils. All food
stuff is kept fresh — full strength - and every
morsel can be used.

satisfactory.
Address me
personally,
and do itnow,
because you
know
Christ-
mas is
not far
away.

Manson Oamp-
kh‘i-ll. Proa. The
anson nm
hu-l‘l Co. ka:

Dept. 21 A
atham,

Stocks
carried at
Montreal;
also at
Brandon and
Calgary.

N
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

\ By the Cross of ‘St.

George,

But I'd stuff and I'd gorge

Of the kind that they call

“LADY CHARLOTTE”

Learn this art
at home by mail
during your
leisure

Mount

Birds aiias

¥ SPORTSMEN! Fishermen |
Hunters! Lovers of Naturel
The wonderful art of TAXIDERMY, so
long kept secret, can now be easily learn-

ed right in your own home,
how to

WeTeachbyMail 275

mount Birds, Anlmals, Game - Heads,
tan skins, make rugs, ote. A delightful
and fascinating art for men and women.
Easlly, quickly learned during spare time.
Enjoy your letsure hours. Decorate home
.and den with your fine trophies. Or in-
crease your income gelling mounted gpecimens and mounting
for others. Latest method

T ble rate, Guaran-
teed or no tuition fee. Bix years of successful teaching BY MAIL
18 our record. Endorsed by thousands of satisfled students.

Write Today {02 {3 Ruriiar; s beastiry soaiog aod
The N. W. 8(:‘=I800L OF TAXIDERMY

Inoc.
E St.,, Omaha, Neb, s
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o 3 Home Comforts and Conveniences .
# REINDEER REINDEER JERSEY #
3:% Cn:;l:::wl )lilkcxcl;::r.!\‘:;::lr Sterilized *
E5 s
% 2
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ﬁ 03
23
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;éi S\'ccu-m-d Ready tuuw Unsweetened §
¥ A EVERY CAN GUARANTEED %
ﬁ o : For Purity and Quality §
ﬁ % an0”? “Zl  TRURO CONDENSED MILK CO., Limited %
# Truro, Nova Scotia §
FEBIBEEBEEEEEBEEEEEEEEEEEEEIEEB

If you wear

CEETEE
UNDERWEAR .

Once you WIIl the most sensitive skin; made from pure, fine wool; not get out of

guaranteed absolutely unshrinkable. We replace

Made from finest
Australian wool
and silk and
wool. Yams all

2 fold in this

garment; does

any that shrink. Made in light gauze, medium and
heavy weight. Stocked by all first-class dealers;

always be shape or hard

our customer with washing.
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The

€ A new weekly illustrated paper with the above name will be
issued December Ist and will be edited by Mr. John A. Cooper.

Q It will contain general comment on current events abroad and
at home and will deal with all subjects of national importance.

q Short stories and lighter literature will have a prominent place.
The brightest writers of the country will contribute regularly.

q It will contain summaries of important news from the nine Can-
adian provinces and will interest every citizen from the Atlantic
to the Pacific.

q The price will be 5 cents a copy; two dollars a year. Sample
copy on request.

{ At the top of the cover each week the above design will be
printed in colour. Watch for it.

THE CaANaDIAN COURIER

15 Wellington Street East
TORONTO
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Are You Surprised?

RE you surprised at the popularity of the ‘‘Pease”? If

you are it is because you never used one in your
home. € The ‘‘Pease’ stands for everything good in Warm
Air, Hot Water, Steam or the Combination Heater line.
They are built to wear for years, to give good, healthy
heat at a low cost for fuel. Fifty thousand Pease Heaters,
Furnaces and Boilers in use in Northern
United States and in Ontario. That's
a recommendation. ¢If you have a

furnace or boiler that does not work
properly, consult us about the ‘‘Pease.”
It won't take long to make the change
and then you'll get everlasting comfort.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

Pease Foundry Co., timied, TOronto

WESTERN REPRESENTATIVES

PEASE-WALDON CO., Limited - WINNIPEG, MAN.
HODGSON & STEARMAN - - VANCOUVER, B.C.
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THE DESK OF THE ACGE.

Every Device
necessary to make a desk reliable,
labor saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and construction, in finish
and utility, in durability and design
they lead all other makes. They
m an office a better office.

& Onr Catalogue goes in detail.
Canadian Office & 8chool
Furniture Co. Limited.
PresToN, Ontario, Canada.
Office, School, Church and Lodge
Furniture.

This standard Canadian Denti-
frice has given unvarying satis-
faction for years as a cleansing
and antiseptic agent in the care
of the teeth. Possessing the deli-
cate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its aid—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the teeth glisten-
ing and white to the gums. It
is especially recommended for
children's use—Harmless and
efficient.

At all druggists, 25¢.

-~
-1

1ALLS

VEGETABLE

abundant growth of
hair. Quickly stops falling hair.
V Keeps the scalp clean and healthy.
Prevents the hair splitting at the
ends. An elegant dressing for the

hair, making it soft and smooth.

For the whiskers and moustache we make a Dye
known as BUCKINGHAM'S DYE, It colors in-
stantly a rich brown or a soft black.

R.P. HALL & CO,, Nashua, N, H,

STAMMERERS

The ARNOTT METHOD is the only
logical method for the cure of Stam-
mering. It treats the CAUSE, not
merely the HABIT, and insures natural
speech. Pamphlet, particulars and
references sent on request. Address

The Arnott Institute

BERLIN, ONT. CAN.

Send us youraddress
and wewillshow you
how to make $3 aday

absolutely sure; we

furnish the work and teach you free; you work in
the locality where you live. Send us your address and we wil'

1,

explain the fully; we g 4 clear pro-
fis of #3 for every day’s work. absolutely sure, write st otce
MPERIAL SILYERWARE (0., Bex 9]0 , WINUSOR, ONT

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the 7Verits

MINARD’S

LADIES

gtamped envelope. BEST MFG. CO., Champlain Bldg.,

to work on piecework, $3.00 per
doz. All materials furnished.
No canvasing; steady work.

LINIMENT
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Underwood

€ Once more the Underwood has proved its absolute suprem-
acy. At New York on Nov. Ist Miss Rose L. Fritz, the
Underwood expert, again won the Championship of the
World in the severest test of speed and excellence of mechan-
ical construction to which a typewriter has ever been subjected.

(] She wrote at the rate of 85 words a minute for one hour,
distancing her nearest competitor by more than 1,000 words.
This marvellous record has never been approached on any
other machine. The Underwood secured not only first place,
but also second and third, and it should be noted that the
Underwood was the only make of typewriter which came
through the contest without a break-down.

€ We have full particulars of the contest, as well as interesting
Underwood literature, which we shall be pleased to supply
on request.

United Typewriter Company, Limited
7 Adelaide Street East, Toronto

And in all the principal cities
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SPENCERIAN
STEEL PENS

The Standard American Brand for Fifty Years.
PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND

leading numpers for Canada will be sent
T ;.gumm on receipt of Canada stamp.

e 1 Qi
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%
Letters that will copy, documents that
will not fade or smudge—and bills or
statements showing the credits in rcd
irk—can all be produced by

The New Tri-Chrome
Smith Premier Typewriter

without changing the ribbon. A touch
of a small lever brings the desired color.

The price is the same_as that of all Smith
e wr ey ghed e g ' DrIO0 78 premier Models, © & o
Sold by all Stationers in Canada and United States. Tue Smirra PrReMier TyrewriTer Co.
For Samples apply to the Proprietors, 3 Syracuse, N, Y.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., - - New York City ‘ Branch Stores Every where.

The Typewriter of Universal ¢ Adaptability”

mooer No. 12 Visible Hammond

Perfect Visibility and

/“' —
& HAMMOND 3
| VISIBLE f’ Polychrome Ribbon

Are NEW FEATURES added to the
FORTY HAMMOND ADVANTAGES

Writes 30 languages, in many styles and sizes of type,
on one and the same machine.

Has 135 type shuttles instantly interchangeable.

Alignment perfect and permanent (cannot change).

Impressions uniform because automatic. 3

These features alone would put the HAMMOND IN
A CLASS ABOVE ALL OTHERS. Our Catalogue
describes the 37 other HAMMOND features. Get it,

Why should you buy an inferior instrument when
the price is the same?

Don’t delay. Delaysare often costly. Write to-day to

THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO.

50 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO 183 ST. JAMES STREET, MONTREAL
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The ELLIS garment is different from all others, because
the SPRING NEEDLE RIBBED machines, on which the
ELLIS fabr I v the only ones used in Cang

The SPRING LB knitting produces goods of the
most delicate cha r that makes up into undergarments,
both union and two-plece, of the most comfortable fitting
type.

In the first place you will notice that delicate soft,
fascinating feel, invites rest to the irritable skin. This in

1f d decide your opinion in favor of THE ELLIS.

3 ave once worn THE ELLIS you will feel
out of sorts in any other.

Sole Makers in Canada

The ELLIS Manufacturing Co.

Limited

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

he Mother

—who knows that Baby's
Own Soap is the best for

her own use, as well as the
only fit soap for her child,
should be careful to get

Baby’'s Own

Soap

Some dealers will go as near as the
law allows in pushing imitations and
substitutes in order to increase their
profits at the expense of the tender
and easily harmed skins of babies
and young children.

Ask for BABY'S OWN SOAP
AND SEE THAT YOU GET IT

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, MFRS.
MONTREAL
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—
Pure

“Jaeger,, Wool

The Underwear
Everyone Needs
for Winter

Your health during winter
depends more upon your
underwear than on any other
part of your clothing.

. health underwear.
most perfet clothing for the

body.

comfortable.

It is a better protection
against the cold than furs or overcoats. By
preserving the natural heat of the body, it
prevents chill under all conditions of change,
however sudden such change may be. -

Wear it for health and comfort, for in-
creased enjoyment of the cold weather.

United Garments.

Made in all sizes and weights
for men, women and children.

R

SELLING AGENTS IN ALL CHIEF CITIES

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE No. 2

DR. JAEGER CO., Limited

316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal
286 Portage Ave., - Winnipeg

BT T R R A

Jaeger Pure Wool is real |
It is the |

The stockinet web is |
porous, elastic, soft and light, |
though thoroughly warm and |

MENNEN'S

TOILET POWDER

L 1~m.=75;°ﬂg
Any Child

who has enjoyed the benefit of §
Mennen's Bornted Taleum Tol-
Jet Powder daily since birth is
free from the painful chapping
and chafing which comes “nh a
winter weather, v

Mennen’s
soothes and heals,and if used dai-
ly.enables the most tender skin to
resist the ill effects of changing

conditions of weather.
Put up in non-refillabl
1.

that's a guarantee of
Delightful after shavin
everywhere, or by mail 26
Sample Free.
Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark, N.J.
'l‘r{ Mennen'sViolet( Borated)
Talcum Powder, It has the
scent of fresh cut Violets,

HOTEL NORMANDIE

BROADWAY and 38th STREET, NEW YORK
IN THE HEART OF THE CITY

FIREPROOF EUROPEAN PLAN
SINGLE ROOMS WITH BATHS AND IN SUITES
$1.50 PER DAY AND UPWARDS
Centre of A and Busi Distriot
Telephone in Each Room. Restaurant and Palm Room.
The Cuisine Unexcelled. Moderate Prices.
SEND FOR BOOKLET
ELMER E. ALLMY, Proprietor
Also Osburn House Rochester, N.Y.
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Perrin Suéde and Kid Gloves for
Evening Wear are perfect.

PERRIN LADIES' GLOVES, ‘ Mousquetaire
Style are made in all lengths, and are cut in such a
way that they do not fall down and crinkle, as hap-
pens often with other makes.

PERRIN GLOVES—FOR MEN-—are to be hau
in white, pearl grey, etc., and with or without silk
gussets between the fingers.

These are recommended as they make the
Glove cooler and fit more comfortably,
Ask for *“ PERRIN *’ KID GLOVES. ,

r

UR new catalogue willprove a helpful

guide in the selection of Christmas

Gifts. It contains about 160 pages

of fine half-tone engravings and letterpress

descriptive of our present offerings in Car-

pets, Rugs, Furniture, Draperies, Pottery,
Wall Papers, ete.

Send us your name and address for entry

on our mailing list. H

A GOTHIC TABOURET

JOHN KAY, SON & COMPANY, Limited

36 and 38 King Street West, Toronto J

R
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Innumerable “cures” for constipation
are daily adverticed, but there is only
one Hunyadi Janos which has for nearly
half a century stood at the head of all
remedies of this class.

Be on Your Guard

against substitutes which are often harm-
ful, whether they be mineral water or drugs.
They all lack the peculiar curative prop-
erties with which Nature in her own
inimitable way has endowed Hunyadi
Janos, the Great Natural Laxative Water.

The Water of Health

Hunyadi Janos cures in a natural, easy,
certain way, Constipation, Indigestion,
Disorders of the Stomach, Biliousness
and Torpid Liver.

The average dose is half a tumbler, to
be modified according to age and consti-
tution. Iti s best taken in the morning
half an hour before breakfast, and may
for greater efficiency be mixed with an
equal quantity of hot water. Sold at all
druggists. Try a small bottle, it contains
several doses.

q Christmas is the joyous time when letters are written to absent ones and

tender notes accompany the gift or token of affection.

Make them expressive

of your Merry Christmas mood and your good taste by the use of

Barber-Ellis

Correspondence Papers

@ Our fine quality linen finish papers will convey a wealth of meaning between

the written lines.

French Organdie, Irish Lawn, Shamrock Linen are three

of the many dainty papers to be had in delicate shades and correct sizes.

If Your Stationer Cannot Supply You Write for Samples

The Barber & Ellis Company, Limited

72 York St., Toronto
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For every boy or girl there's a
Merry Christmas in the

Kodak Box

¢cA No. 2 Brownie Camera for taking 2% x 3% pictures, a Brownie
Developing Box for developing the negatives in daylight, Film, Velox paper,
Chemicals, Trays, Mounts—Everything needed for making pictures is in-
cluded in this complete little outfit.

cAnd the working of it is so simple that anybody can get good results
from the start. No dark-room is needed and every step is explained in
the illustrated instruction book that accompanies every outfit.

<Made by Kodak workmen in the Kodak factory—that tells the story
of the quality.

THE KODAK BOX NO. 2

CONTAINING :

1 No. 2 Brownie Camera, - - $2.00 1 No. 2 Brownie Printing Frame, - .15
1 Brownie Developing Box, - - 1.00 1 Doz. 2} x 3}{ Brownie Velox, - .15
1 Roll No. 2 Brownie Film, 6 ex., - .20 | 2 Eastman M. Q. Developing Powders, ,10
2 Brownie Developing Powders, - .05 3 Paper Developing Trays, - - .30
1 Pkg. Kodak Acid Fixing Powder - .15 | 1 Doz. 2% x 3!{ Artello Mounts, - .10
1 Four-oz. Graduate, - - o310 17 1:Doss Kodnk Dry Mountmg szsue, .05
1 Stirring Rod, - - - - .05 1 Instruction Book, . .10
$4.50

4 OO Price, Complete 4 00

At all Kodak Dealers e

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Write for Booklet of the Kodak Box Toronto, Can.




EVER-READY’ SAFETY 12_§
ZOR~12 Blades™l -

The Only 12-Bladed Razor in the world selling
for less than $5.00. Marvellous mechanism that re-
duces blade-making to a scientific exactness has
made possible this $5.00 Razor for $1.25.
Exorbitant profit-taking on the part of other razor
makers will be a thing of the past just as soon as
»ou and your friends have tried “*Ever-Ready’’
shaving. 12 Blades as lasting as flint, as true
and keen-edged as ever identified a ** best "' razor—
together with safety frame and stropper handle—all
in a compact little case for $1.25. No knack—
no skill required—it's impossible to cut the face.

| Shaves any growth of beard with pleasurable ease.

Blades can be stropped, but we will exchange
6 brand new ‘“ Ever-Ready ' blades for 6
dull ones and 25 cents any time. We sell special
“ Ever-Ready ' blades to fit “Gem,” *‘Star
and *‘ Yankee " frames, 6 for 50 cents—or 12
for 75 cents, pr(-lnid.

“Ever-Ready ” safety razor sets are sold by Hard-
ware, Cutlery, Beparlmem Stores, Jewelers and Drug;
gists everywhere. Remember it's the ‘' Ever-Ready
razor you want. Guaranteed to shave your beard or money
back. Mail orders prepaid upon receipt of $1.25.

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR C0., **%250ARue™

Spring Purity

To brew good ale pure, hard
water is an absolute necessity-
s

The solvent powers of wate
are so great that few spring®
produce water pure enough fof
brewing.

Carling’s springs were discovered
after many years of searching, and the
brewery established only when Governmen®
analysts deposed that the water never teste
less than gg9.08 degrees pure.
Ask for Carling’s Ale—accept no other”
because no other is quite so good.

Qarling’s Ale

The Ale that’'s Always Pur€®

iy

e
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- Gourlap Jlianos

CAN BE DEPENDED UPON AT ALL TIMES

l]] 1f you possess a Gour]ay Piano there's no need to send for a tuner
whenever you expect company, nor apologize for your piano’s shortcomings
when a friend sits down to play.

€ The Gourlay non-varying end-wood pin-block system of construction pro-
vides a bearing from the tuning-pin right to the iron plate that is non-varying
sectional end-wood. Hence the need for tuning even under severe climatic
changes is reduced to a minimum, and your certain pleasure in its exceptional
tone quality assured.

Write for Our Booklet on Piano Construction

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming, 188 Yonge St. Toronto
BRANCHES AT HAMILTON AND WINNIPEG
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A LEADER AMONGST LEADERS
AFTER BEING IN USE
FOR NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray @ Lanman’s
FLORIDA WATER

IS JUST AS POPULAR AS EVER
BECAUSE
It is a Floral Extract of absolute purity and enduring fragrance;
It refreshes and revives as does no other Perfume;
It is delightful in the Bath and the finest thing after Shaving;
It is, in fact, the most reliable and satisfactory Toilet Perfume made.

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP, NEW YORK

Sold by Leading Druggists and Perfumers

Most Acceptable Christmas Gift

Mclaughlin Carriage Factory in 1873 McLaughlin Carriage Plant in 1906

actory frontage then - 15 feet, Factory frontage now - - - . 720 feet;
gnmbre'r of Employees then 8  Number of Employees now - 5 < . 450
Number of Agents then - . ’ 0  Number of Agents now - . ¢ g - 1,200
Manufacturing capacity then, vehicles Manufacturing capacity now, one complete vehicle every 10
per annum . - - - 35 minutes,

WHAT MADE THE CHANGELE?

The policy of makling nothing but the best goods and a square deal.

We're working along the same lines still. Call upon our nearest agency for anything
in the Cutter or Sleigh line if you want the latest and best.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, Oshawa
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—

Slmpson s Foxcel in Furs

Look at the illustrations on this page. These are first
quality and perfect in every respec, and they look the part.
But see the prices! You can save money buying furs at this

store. If you cannot come to Toronto
conveniently order by mail. It is just as
safe, just as cheap and it's even less
trouble than ordering right here in the
store, and furthermore, you have the
advantage at this §tore of retumning any
purchase that is not entirely satisfactory
to you and your money will be refunded.

G3-806 — Natural Labrador Mink G3-840— Natural Eastern Canada Mink Muff,
Throw Scarf-—Made from six whole Imperial shape, six continuous stripes, soft
skins with double ends, down filling, with or without tail
SOl 00, 5. o 5AG s $37.50 trimininges ot Ban L. .S i $37.50

THE COMPANY
H. H. FUDGER | ROBERT LIMITED J. WooD
President Manager
TORONTO, CANADA
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The most delicious drink in the World

A scientifically mixed
cocktail, aged in wood
—that’s more delight-
ful and satisfying than
any “made by guess-
work " cocktail can be.
Take a bottle home—
and just strain through
cracked ice.

There are seven varieties

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. |

Sole Proprietors

| New York Hartford London |

WALTER R. WONHAM & SON
6 St. Sacrament St.. Montreal

Canadian Agents

R BY MAI The C. P. R. and G. T. R. carries our Mail
ORD Orders in every direction of this Continent
If you have seen all what competition can offer

you may have seen something good. But
you have not seen THE BEST OF ALL.

THE “:MAISON”

JULES & CHARLES

has established this fact to the
point—** SEKING IS BELIEVING’
The Parisian Transformation, The
“En tout Cas’” Pompadour, The “En
tout Cas’ Wavy Switches, The Em-
pire Curls are our la:est successes in fashion-
able Coiffures.

Our Natural Hair Toupees and Wigs for Men

are masterpieces of human skill. Mail ordering
through our [llustrated Catalogue is just as
satistactory as your visit to our store.

CAPILLARINE -Our Famous Superfluous
Hair Remover (permanent). 3 oz., $1.

431 Yonge St., Toronto

UBY'’S 1o HAIR
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The Finest S8auce in the World! Look for the name, “LEA & PERRINS'” and take no other,

WHEREVER YOU GO YOU GET

“T'was the voice of the cook, To fish, flesh and fowl,

I heard him exclaim, It gives wonderful zest,
“LEA & PERRINS'” for me, No new Sauce for me,

For it's always the same! LEA & PERRINS’ is best !

J. M. DOUGLAS ®@ CO., Montreal, Canadian Agents

A CUSTOMER WRITES :

“My new Robb- Mumford
boiler burns 28 wheelbar-
rows of coal per night in

comparison with 45 with
my other boiler, everything
else being equal.”

Robb Engineering Co., umis, Amherst, N.$.

z 820 Ossington Avenue, Toronto, Willlam McKay, Manager
District Offices { Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
3855 Carlton St., Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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THE REALLY SENSIBLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT

which will bring happiness to every” person in the
home is a bag of

P uriry
' \ FLOUR

The choicest Bread Flour in the World. ¢Milled by”
theLlatest improved process from the finest
Western Canada Hard Wheat.

MAKES BEST BREAD
WITH LEAST TROUBLE

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN THE GREAT DOMINION

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO., Limiep

<Mills at Winnipeg, Goderich and Brandon

91

MADE IN ONTARIO

FARMS From the best of agricultural land.

TIMBER From the largest forests in the world.
MIN B AL S ricuimnease inexplored tistide
POWER From unequalled waterfalls throughout

FOR INFORMATION WRITE

HON. F. COCHRANE, Minister Lands and Mines, TORONTO, ONT.
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ARE YOU ON THE

Julian Sale Catalogue

MAILING LIST?

 Don’t miss gefting a copy because it con-
tains everything that is new and beautiful in

Traveling and Leaﬂler GOOdS {OI‘ f}us season

We pay express in Ontario and Quebec and make liberal allowances to other points

The JULIAN SALE

Leather Goods Company, Limited

105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada
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Algonquin
Park

Do you Know the place?

If not your pleasure has suffered. Take a free
trip—a mental little journey—through Algonquin
Park by asking for the handsome publication on
this resort issued by the Grand Trunk Railway
System. It contains a fund of information, is hand-
somely illustrated with half-tone plates made from
direct photographs and maps of the district. Take
the trip some evening after dinner, with your wife
and children. Then slam the door on the doctor for
1907 by taking your family next season on a real
journey through this ideal territory. Write for free
literature to J. D. McDoNALD, District Passenger
Agent, TORONTO, or J. QUINLAN, District Pas-
senger Agent, MONTREAL.

G. T. BELL, General Pass. and Ticket Agent, MONTREAL
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ALLAN LI

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

TO LIVERPOOL

DRAWING ROOM—ROYAL MAIL STREAMER VIRGINIAN

FAST ELEGANT SAFE STEADY

HE New Triple-Screw Turbine Steamers Victorian and Virginian on their first season have

not only reduced the time between England and Canada to 5 days 20 hours (time of

passage of S.S. Virginian, Moville to Rimouski), but have won from the travelling public
most flattering testimony for their comfort and elegant appointments as well as for their entire
freedom from vibration, which boon is secured by the Turbine engines. The bilge or side keels,
which is a feature of all the passenger steamers of the Line, reduce the rolling motion to the
minimum. 22 separate water-tight compartments insure safety, and the appointments ordinarily
only found in hotels of the highest class—Library, Writing Room, Music Room, Smoking Room,
all of ample dimensions and replete with chaste decoration. Promenade deck amidships, 200 feet
long, 60 feet wide. Rooms en suite, with .private bath and toilet, etc.

Rates very moderate. For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge St., Toronto or H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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PORT ARTHUR

Service between
Port Arthur
Winnipeg and

Edmonton

First-class
Sleeping Car

Canadian Northern Ry

WM. PHILLIPS, Gen. Eastern Agent

GEO. H. SHAW, Traffic Manager

Winnipeg, Man.

52 King St. East, Toronto, Ont.
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AT THE FOOT OF BALA FALLS, A MUSKOKA BEAUTY SPOT

will see this beautiful region brought even closer to the city.
Tracklaying has steadily progressed, engineering problems
encountered and surmounted, stations erected, and, in the

C.P.R. shops at Montreal, some of the most perfect and luxurious train
equipment seen in Canada has been built—all with one object in view—

MUSKOKA IN 1907

The Canadian Pacific Railway is completing arrangements for a splendid
passenger service early in the season. Direct route to Bala and the West-
ern lakes, with good connections for all Muskoka points.

=R FAST TRAINS. FIRST-CLASS PASSENGER ACCOMMODATION
\CANADIAN

For any information, write :
C. E. E. USSHER, C. B. FOSTER,
Gen, Passenger Agent Dist. Passenger Agent
MONTREAL TORONTO

\ PACIFIC

'\\ RAILWAY
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The “Empresses’

Rooyal ¢Mail Steamships -
Canadian Pacific Railway Company's

- PR

Quebec Quebec
Montreal Montreal
Liverpool Liverpool

EMPRESS OF BRITAIN

Where They FE.xcel

They are the finest and fastest in the Canadian service.

Wireless Telegraphy, Deep Sea Telephones, new Thermo. Heating Process.

Extensive Promenade Deck Space, in the open and under cover.

Ten Watertight Compartments.

Deep ‘‘V”’ shaped Bilge Keels to promote steadiness at sea.

Length 570 feet. Breadth 67 feet. Tonnage 14,500. Horse Power 18,000.
DINING SALOON-—Seats 300 people, 75 ft. long and full breadth of ship,

finished in white enamel with carving in dull gold, seats upholstered

in crimson leather. Also Music Room, Library, Cafe, and Smoke

Rooms, all luxuriously arranged and sumptuously appointed.

Second and Third Class accommodation in keeping with the high standard maintained throughout.
APPLY TO NEAREST AGENT FOR RATES AND SAILINGS
R“'[S OF PASSAGE1 First Cabin from $80 to $500.00 according to location.
| Second Cabin from $45 to $47.50 according to location.
Tickets at any Steamship or ‘Railway Agent in Canada and United States
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TRAVEL BY THE ALL-CANADIAN ROUTE

THE INTERCOLONIAL

RAILWAY

For Xmas and New Year holidays specially low
rates for the general pub]ic. teachers, students

and com mercial trave]]ers.

CANADA'S FAMOUS TRAIN

THE MARITIME EXPRESS

Leaves Montreal daily for Quebec and Riviere-
du-loup ; daily, except Saturday, for St. John,
Halifax and the Sydneys, with connections for
Prince Edward Island.

WRITE FOR ANY FURTHER PARTICULARS TO

General Passenger Department, - Moncton, N.B.
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The 20th Century Limited

Fastest Long Distance Train in the World

VIA THE

“AMERICA'S GREATEST RAILROAD"

This magnificent train is equipped with Pullman cars of the very latest design and has all the
\pl‘('i:ll features which have made the New York Central service so deservedly popular. Barber,
Baths (Fresh and with Sea Salt), Valet, Ladies’ Maid, Manicure, Stock and Market Reports, Tele-
phone, Stenographer, etc.

p A dozen other fast trains between
NEW YORK, BOSTON, and BUFFALO, DETROIT, CLEVELAND, COLUMBUS,
CINCINNATI, INDIANAPOLIS, CHICAGO, ST. LOUIS,
the West and South-west.

C. F. DALY, Passenger Traffic Manager, NEW YORNK

DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY SAILINGS

MONTREAL 1o LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 10 LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halitax in Winter)
S. S. “CANADA" S. S. “KENSINGTON™ S. S. “DOMINION"
5. S “SOUTHWARK" S.S. “ VANCOUVER" S. 8. MOTTAWA"

The 8.8. “CANADA” holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The 8.8. “CANADA” and 8.8, “DOMINION"” have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers,
Pa dation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At Moderate Rates

Per S. S. “KENSINGTON" S. 8. “SOUTHWARK" S.S. “VANCOUVER"
S. S. “OTTAWA" (formerly the White Star Line S.S. ““GERMANIC" )

To Liverpool, - $42.50 To London, - $45.00

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class ot cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
iven the accommodation situated in the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
romenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, ete., all amidships, and meets the requirements

of that section of the travelling gublic, who, while wanting the best the steamer affords, do

not care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins.
For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

H. G. THORLEY, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.
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Comfort on the Wabash

The new and elegant trains on the Wabash are the
admiration of travelers; every comfort is provided
even to the best hotels, or the most luxurious homes.
Nothing is wanting to complete one's happiness; the
days and nights pass only too quickly while traveling
over the Great Wabash Syétem. For full particulam
address J. A. Richardson, District Passenger Agent,
North-east comer King and Yonge Streets, Toronto;
and St. Thomas, Ontario.

o A <~ i MBI 779 B~ AN
¥ ‘,’,;1' "’\.‘l "f?_“"‘ﬂ*ﬁv,'_'. ¥ ’,‘ Tt

FOR THE WINTER GO TO

FROST MALARIA
UNKNOWN IMPOSSIBLE

From New York, 48 hours, by the new Twin-screw Steamship “BERMUDIAN,” 5500 tons
Sailing every ten days

FOR A WINTER’'S CRUISE GO TO

WINDWARD WEST INDIES

Sailings from New York every ten days for

St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts, Antigua, Guadeloupé,
Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbados and Demerara

Special Cruises taking in BERMUDA AND OTHER ISLANDS, per SS.
“Pretoria,”” 3,300 tons, sailing from New York 1st and 29th December, 1906,
26th January and 23rd February, 1907.

For Pamphlets and Full Information apply to
A. E. OUTERBRIDGE @& CO., Agents, 39 Broadway, NEW YORK

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP GCOMPANY, Limited

<ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, Quebec «A.F. WEBSTER, Agent, Corner King and Yonge Sts., Toronte
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s an fnstructive and fascinating pursuit in which hundreds of
thousands of collectors throughout the world find a delightful
recreation. A collection is within the reach of everyone, and
fudicionsly bought I8 a splendid investment, as stamps are
vonstantly Increasing in value, Start a collection now hy pur
ehasing one of the following packets or a few sets

50 Picture Stamps from the British Colonles, including

views of world-famed Waterfalls, Mountains, Cities and Views !
phetures of anfmals and bl all different; an interesting and
!nllr\u tive packet. Pric X
200 different, belng ative collection of British
Colonial star y 1 including many searce |
stamps. Pr |
100 differe ¥ ‘onst, Tri , M |
— 2 X0 et. Price, i

us, Australia, New Zea
50 different from Natal, |
STAMPS IN SETS, 100 EACH
24 Anstralian—8 Bermuda—~7 Br, Guiana—7 Ceylon—4 Cyprus
5 Gold Const—8 Hong Kong—10 Jamaica—15 India—8§ Malta
& Westralia—5 Natal—3 New Brunswick—6 Newfoundland |
5 Orange River—4 Slerma Leone—6 Tasmania—5 Transvaal.
Our stock of British Colonials is the finest and largest in |
the Unitod States. Descriptive Catalogue Free. |
THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM |
This beautiful album contains spaces for all postage stamps
fasned sinoe 1847 (when stamps w first issued), including all
stamps of King Edward fssues, beina the latest and finest

album published in the world,
Handsomely 1 1 in full cloth, gilt Jettering, e

. Hemphanin Sectional Bookcases

bossing and 1o I xtra blank pages and stubs W net, MAKE IDEAL CHRISTMAS GIFTS
regular price, All post free. | .
Send for booklet and sample page of this world-famed album | . .
We Buy lu.n(a Send 4e. for iustrated buying lst of | Write at once for Bookecase (m(nlol- sent
1

Canada stamps.  All kinds of British Colonials bought, | Free poﬂpnid
THE COLONIAL STAMP COMPANY

Publishers and S8tamp Dealers
968 B. 634 St.,, CHICAGO, U.S8.A.

BY% M
’

A large stock on hand for Prompt Delivery.

!

| meQrrice TYMEG. (@ Loy

| MAKERS OF L FILING SYSTENS

97 WELLINGTON STReET WEST, TORONTO
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The Growth of Culture

The day is past when culture and true social enjoyment were confined to
the few—to the privileged classes. We live in a day of enlightenment and
democracy. Equal educational advantages, equal opportunities for culture
and enjoyment of those things in life that are best worth while.

The luxuries of yesterday are the necessities of to-day, and in the musical
world nothing is more noticeable than the demand of all classes for the highest
possible grade of piano. The piano manufacturer who meets this demand is never slack for want

of orders.
THE NEW SCALE WILLIAMS PIANO

| ——
is Canada’s foremost instrument. Its improvements and latest features have gone far toward /
creating a better appreciation of good music all over Canada. It more nearly approaches
the ideal piano than any other.

Its tone, quality, construction and architectural beauty are unexcelled. For good
music, for accompanying the solo voice dr chorus of Song, great artists all over the
world are loud in its praises. And yet it is a Canadian instrument—perhaps the
highest exponent of Canadian industry.

If you will fill in the coupon below, cut it out and take to your dealer or
send to the Williams Piano Co., we will send you ABSOLUTELY FREE
SEVERAL BEAUTIFUL BOOKLETS, “The Making of a Great Piano,”
etc. We will also tell you of easy purchase plans that will interest you.

The Williams Piano Co.,, Limita

OSHAWA - - ONTARIO
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You don't have to replace
your coal range with a gas range
for the summer if your coal
range is a PERFECT IDEA.

It is fitted with gas burning
lids, that are quickly put in
position, and converts it into a
perfect-working gas range.

Only necessary to buy one
range, and saves the moving of

two ranges twice a year.

This gas attachment is found only on the PERFECT
IDEA, the most perfect range built.

If your local dealer does not handle it, write us direct.

GUELPH STOVE CO., Limited.

BRANCHES AT
MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, TORONTO AND CALGARY.

PERFECT IDEA RANGE
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Remember,

1847,

Did You Give or Receive

SILVERWARE
For a Christmas Gift?

1847 rooers sros”

If it bears the stamp

- -
1847 ROGERS BROS.
it ean be used with the assurance that you have the best that money
ean procure. Best in design, finish and wear,—* St/ver Plate that
ears.” You will beso pleased you wlllnurl-lydﬂln'

Additional Pieces \
andelabra,

e peds Trays, ete
“69 NOTE OUR TRADE MARKS HERE SHOWN 83~ | syripea
and see that each plece you purchase bears our stamp, MADS AWD
which has for over half a century been recognized as the | SVARANTEED my

standard of the world, Write for catalogue ¢1 Y which RI0p
will be au aid in making selections. 2 )
MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Meriden, Conn.

(International Silver Co,, Sucoessor,)
New Yomx. Hamiiron, Caxapa. Cuicaso,

Please send me your Illustrated Circulars

The Heart of a Man

is most often reached by a woman possessing a beau-
tiful head of hair. To retain it or regain it should
be the self-imposed duty of every woman. Our
life-work has been to create Natural Hair Goods
that will aid every woman in dressing her hair
or to take the place of her thin or departed locks.

“Marcel” Waves “Elite” Pompadours

“Bon Ton" Transformations “Puntan” Curls

Natural Wavy Switches

These and many others of our beautiful creations,
fashioned as only Dorenwend's can accomplish, are
illustrated in a circular which we will send you free if
you cut out and mail this coupon.

THE QUALITY OF DORENWEND’S HAIR GOODS

COUPON

11)0 Dorcnwend Company of Toronto is so far above and beyond the competition of smaller
Limited

makers that you should hesitate before you buy some-
thing said to be ‘‘Just as Good.”

The Dorenwend Co. of Toronto
Limited
103 and 105 Yonge St., Toronto
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CURES WHILE YOU SLEEP
Whooping Cough,

Bronchitis,
Coughs,
Grip,

Hay Fever,
Diphtheria,
Scarlet Fever.

Don’t fail to nse CrEsoLENE for the dis-
tressing and often fatal affections for which
it is recommended. For more than twenty
years we have had the most conclusive as-
surances that there is nothing better, Ask
your physician about it.

An interesting descriptive booklet is sent free,
which gives the highest testimonials as to its value,

ALL DRUGGISTS

VAPO-CRESOLENE C0.,1651 Notre Dame St. Montreal

;|l|’l‘.‘.'\ﬁl < ‘Q'E'I/A_‘._‘.":;.i;b.

‘ Dutch Artists & English Painters

use only the celebrated

.
JWINSOR &NEWTON'S
0Oil and Water Colors
acknowledged by all the standard in
the art world. Ask your dealer.

HA. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL,
Wholesale agents for Canada,

Many years of careful
study among birds pro-
duced patent

Bird Bread

That is why it can be
relied upon and why there
is such an enormous
demand for it. 10e, the
pkge., 2 large cakes,

Send name of dealer not sel'ing BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with 6¢c_in stamps and get free
twolarge cakes, Feed your birds on the Standard (o)

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Suppli~s and Remedies, All Emcers
Advice FREE about Birds.  bird Book asc. by mail.

Bart Cottam Co., © Dundas St., London, Ost.

IN LAKEHURST GROUNDS

HURST SANITARIUM

OAKVILLE
ONTARIO

This Sanitarium,

established some
eleven years ago for
the treatment of Alco-
holic and Drug dis-
eases, has had a very
successful career, and
is now the acknowl-
edged leading institu.
tion of its kind in
Canada.,
gThe spacious
grounds are delight.
fully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the pa-
tients freely avail
themselves of the
facilities for Lawn
Tennis, Bowling, Boat-
. ing and Bathing,

For terms, etc., Address the Manager, LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE
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HERE has only been one real
T improvement in cooking ranges in
many years. [hat improvement
is the Imperial Oxford Diffusive Oven
Flue. € While other makers were add-
ing dampers, racks, door openers and

S RIROIRERREDIA VAT B ARSI RIS
/ »

<
>
o
&
%
.5'
g

shakers in a vain attempt to make im-
provements, we Studied the heart of the
range. We knew that the only improve-
ment you wanted was a better oven, an oven that would help you bake
better bread, pies and cakes, roast beef to a tum, retaining its juice and flavor.
@ Our investigations and experiments produced the oven-heating system of the

Imperial Oxford
Range

The important feature of this system is the diffusive flue which draws in
fresh air, superheats it and distributes it evenly throughout the oven. The
article on the bottom shelf fartheqt from the fire is getting as much heat on
all sides as the article on the top shelf next the fire. € We would like to
explain this more fully. If your dealer
doesn’t handle the Imperial Oxford Range,
wnte us for particulars,. We will send
catalogue and tell you where you can
see the range.

THE GURNEY FOUNDRY

COMPANY, LIMITED
Toronto Montreal Hamilton
Winnipeg Calgary
Vancouver
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Delicious Cream Candy
FOR CHRISTMAS

Christmas is just the time for making home-made candy —and
“CROWN BRAND CORN SYRUP” is just the thing for making candy
that's about five times as delicious as ord]inury candy. This candy fairly
melts in your mouth and its scrumptious flavor is remembered long
long after you have eaten it. It is easy to make and very wholesome.

8 0z. (1 cup) Crown Brand Corn Syrup
8 oz. (1 cup) Granulated Sugar.

2 tablespoonfuls of Butter.

2 tablespoonfuls of Rich Cream

1 tablespoonful of Vanilla Flavoring

Mix thoroughly, bring to boil slowly and boil on hot fire for 15
minutes, until it hardens when dropped into cqld water. Handle other-
wise as you would other candy. Add the vanilla flavoring at the last.

The Edwardsburg Starch Co., Limited

ESTABLISHED 1868.
WORKS: OFFICES:

CARDINAL, ONTARIO MONTREAL & TORONTO
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“BLOW! BLOW! YE WINTRY WINDs!"”

Armstrong Cutters

"_H_Ht”l 1l €

s oy )

NO. 16/—PORTLAND
One of our nice assortment of styles now ready for the coming winter. W  make everything from

“Jumper”’ Cutters to Surrey and Trap styles of Pleasure Sleighs. Catalogue illustrating and
describing all mailed freely for the asking. 4
e . . '
J. B, Armstrong Mfg. Co., Limited=———Guelph, Canada
ESTABLISHED 1834 (THE GUELPH CARRIAGE GOODS CO.) INCORPORATED 1876
Q“" ¢ JMONTREAL BRANCH 120 CRAIG STREET WEST
- Y.

ll-Handsome

with the fair skin, sparkling eye,
Any woman graceful carringe and perfect poise
which mark one whose nerves and body are in harmony,
: (l;.li{zhtn alland isthe object of every friend’s affection.
No drugs—no tiresome nymnnnncnl—po restricted, can show you how to gnin.uhir{um health and the
diet nm..,mmq;u'ul: p:ir;mu»‘«l.rgu:‘l.&;\u:‘.(:&mixg:;- " ) r;-uhmgmn oI exmtcmi? whlck;xhnuén-diuw;;dn you
i a res 0 - ’ O e >y, gl ] yo 0 v y
nd exercise. Nature isnot “% hard mistress.”’ She % thinx( \you nr:‘v:ndo"—ef-nt,wgat ‘;*:n Ionkn- - :;ounb::lr))t
{ntendsyou to be well, strong and attractive, To fol- your daily life as usunal—only doing these things
Jow hersimple laws every day is easy and pleasant. 80 they will always benefit you.
can do his best—reach the goal of If you are too thin, I show you how to put on
No Man his ambitions and influence the re- ood firm flesh, If you are too stout, I show you
spect, loyalty and affections of other p?(’rﬂ?‘—“"' ow to reduce your weight. If you are not fully
Jess he has the carriage and reposethat come rom dp\'olnlb(\d. I show you how to build any part to
strength and vigor. 1 1 th o rormal condition. If you are weak or nervous, I
N wo n can r(‘n’lze a ;’boppg ?n:i- show you how to gain strength which will give you
(4] MAN ties of her sex and e admire oise and self-control. If you are ill, I show yon
and sought after, if «he lacks the mmm-'lr)larms. how to hplF Nature reassert herself and throw off
fine carriage and clear complexion Nature intends disease. If you are well, I show you how to safe-
her to have. tonk bF thie clour oya, the guard yourself against all sickness,
.

Any Man lr‘\':( dy cheek, the springy step and My Book’ bl 'rhe Natml way"

d of abounding health and full understand-
iﬂnrm;["l?fgohn multiplied chances for success and tells how I help you. T will send you & copy FREE
and postpaid for the asking. Your request—letter or

achievement. . :

3 Jth is the foundation upon which mental post card—gets you the book by return mail.
‘(::i»;i’h?h"i“] rfection, ease of manner, self- It is for the well—to help them Leep"well—and for
o aion, personal magnetism and the ability to con- thesick—to help them become well.

P “"‘l m(-n—‘lfearﬁ bnilde:f Write for it today. You will find it helpful, and it is free

Stewart Roberts, Health Culture Specialist, 1012 Roberts Hall, Goshen, Ind.

References—Dun, Bradstreet or any tioshen Bank,

——
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PANDORA RANGES

Have Large Roomy Broilers

WRITE T e — WRITE

i FOR
Ny e

FREE ¥ FREE

BOOKLET Y. 229 A BOOKLET

The biggest steak is not too big for the Pandora
Broiler door. Successful broiling must be done
quickly over a hot fire. You can get the hottest
fire you want in five minutes by the drafts of the
Pandora Range, and without waste of coal.

The best way to cook a good steak is to broil it,
and the best way to broil it is on a Pandora Range.

M<Clary’s
London Toronto Montreal Winnipeg
Vancouver St. John Hamilton
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Twent
Y ears of

Floor
Laying

have qualified us to IT IS EASY WITH

advise as experts in
this branch of house :
furnishing. Write

for our catalogue of

floor designs , s l I lcnﬂ

FLLIOTT & SON %o Clean and Polish

Manufacturers “M7TEP SILVERWARE
Send address for a FREE SAMPLE, or 16¢. in stamps
79 King St. W., Toronto for a fu:l box. Electro-Silicon Soap has equal merits.

THE ELECTRO SILICON CO., 80 Cliff 8t , New York.
Grocers and Druggists sell it
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Ltd., Agents, Montreal.

Canada’s Only Direct Importers of

Genuine High-Class

ORIENTAL
RUGS

Silk #and Camel's Hair Persian Antique Rugs in all sizes: Royal Hirmanshahs, Boulk-
haras, Sines, Tabriz Sarulkhs, Ardebils, Gorvans, Lahors, Tabriz, Etc.
Damascus and East India Brassware, Carved and Inlaid Tabourets,
Persian Draperies, Portieres, Hangings, Lanterns, Old Turkish
Arms, Etc, Etc.

\We extend a cordial invitation to all those about furnishing their houses to pay us an early
visit. Our importations of Persian and Turkish Rugs are the largest and finest in Canada. i
[istimates given to furnish houses in any style of Oriental Rugs at the most reasonable prices.

g@ All Mail Orders given our most careful attention, and goods sent out on approbation.

COURIAN, BABAYAN & CO.
40 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO OPPOSITE KING EDWARD
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' THE CANADIAN WEST

IS THE BEST WEST

I Brain, Brawn and Capital can all be Utilized

HE magnificent development of Western Canada since the
opening of the Twentieth Century has attracted the atten-
tion of the world, and every year since 1900 has been an

improvement upon its predecessor, in so far as immigration and
general progress are concerned.

The inauguration of the new provinces—Saskatchewan and
Alberta—in 1905, gave an immense impetus to the work of de-
velopment there, and a largely increased population is the result.
But there is always room for more in this land of great possi-
bilities, and the Canadian Government still offers

160 ACRES FREE

to every young man over 18 years of age who is able and willing
to comply with the homestead regulations.

The excellent erop of 1905, it is claimed, will put fully $60,-
000,000 in circulation in Western Canada, and it is freely stated
that the great expenditure in railway construction at present go-
ing on will raise that amount to $100,000,000 during the current
year—which will bring added prosperity to the country that lies
between Winnipeg and the foothills.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

MAY BE FREELY OBTAINED FROM

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION
OTTAWA, CANADA

THE CANADIAN COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION

11 and 12 CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENG.
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SHIRTS

Give an air of confidence and prosperous appearance to
the wearer.

The best English Oxfords and finest French Cam-
brics are used, and the patterns are not only execlusive
but absolutely fast.

The stitching throughout is straight and uniform.
Each operator works on one class of work only, and thus
becomes very expert.

Careful dressers for more than a quarter century

have always demanded Tooke Shirts.
( TOOKE BROTHERS, Limited,

MONTREAL 903

1
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FEARMAN’S FAMOUS

STAR
BRAND

HAM

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Don’t be bother-
ed with a table salt
that cakes.

Windsor

SALT

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

Cured and sold by us for over fifty
years, is unsurpassed for flavor and
quality. Try it. Boiled or fried,
it will please you.

For Sale by all Leading Grooers.

F. W. FEARMAN CO,, Limited (]| |NDICESTIO

HAMILTON, ONTARIO ; CONQUERED ByK D

IT RESTORES THE STOMACH
TO HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES WHOLE SYSTE!

0

LERIREE PIONEE1I-IHELIMITED

Our own make—newest styles and designs—perfect
value, is the most famous train between
Chicago, Milwaukee, St Paul and
Minneapolis. Its route is via the

\ CHICAGO, MILWAUKEE
AND ST. PAUL RAILWAY

the same route selected by the
United States Government to carry
the mail. All the cars on The
Pioneer Limited, including standard
and compartment sleepers, library-
buffet car, dining car and coaches
are owned and operated by The
St. Paul Road, affording an excel-
lence in service and equipment not
obtainable elsewhere. In both the
compartment and the standard
sleepers the berths are longer,
higher and wider than the berths
in sleeping cars elsewhere.

Emporium for Leather Goods, Blank Books, etc. A. J. TAYLOR
B R o w N B R o s .y LIMITED CANADIAN PASSENGER AGENT

51.53 WELLINGTON ST, WEST, TORONTO 8 KING STREET EAST, - TORONTO, CANADA
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Brass Goods
For Writing Desks

Our assortment of English Brass Goods is most
complete, including

Pen Trays, Gongs, Ink Stands, ¢ ,
Letter Racks, .o
Clocks, Candlesticks, etc,

E/ Rice Lewis & Son

LIMITED
Brass Inkwells TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1883

N ( NTERNATIONAL
CANADIAN GAZETTE| | ™

A Weekly Journal of Information and Comment nguffs

upon Matters of Use and Interest to those
concerned in Canada, Canadian Emi-
gration and Canadian Investments

Edited by THOMAS SHINNER

Compﬂer and Editor of “'The Stock }axchange
Gazette,” The Stock E \ch:mgt Year-Book,” *“The
Directory of Directors,” * The London Banks,” &e.

EVERY THURSDAY PRICE THREEPENCE FOR SALE

BY ALL DEALERS

EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISEMENT OFFICES :

See that the box Beirs this label and that

77-81 GRESHAM HOUSE, LONDON, E.C. the burner has the name - International”
BB RIEEIONS THE INTERNATIONAL GAS

he Continent, 18s. per 2 : o
For Canada and the Continent per annum APPLIANCE CO., Limited J

i < ~imen ¢ . g lication.
Dse paig . specinicn copy. on application 535. 537, 539 Queen St. E., Toronto, Can.




114

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

TRICKED BY DYSPEPSIA

The Doctor Couldn’t Tell Where the
Trouble Lay

«TOR the past seven years I have been a victim of dyspepsia and chronic
F constipation and have consulted the most noted specialists to be found
on diseases of this character. None, however, seemed to locate the diffi-
culty or give relief. In addition to this medical treatment, I have resorted to the
use of many remedies and have given them faithful trial, but all to no purpose.
Upon the recommendation of a close friend, I purchased a soc. package of
Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets and in less than five days noticed that I was receiv-
ing more benefit than from any remedy I had used before. I continued to use
the tablets after each meal for one month, and by that time my stomach was in
a healthy condition, capable of digesting anything which my increasing ap-
petite demanded.

I have not experienced any return of my former trouble, though three months
have elapsed since taking your remedy.”

We wish that you could see with your own eyes the countless other bona-fide
signed letters from grateful men and women all over the land who had suffered
years of agony with dyspepsia, tried every known remedy and consulted eminent
specialists without result, until they gave Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets a trial.
Like the doctor above, they couldn’t locate the seat of the trouble.

Dyspepsia is a disease which has long baffled physicians. So difficult of
location is the disease that cure seems next to miraculous. There is only one
way to treat dyspepsia—to supply the elements ‘which nature has ordained to
perform this function and to cause them to enter the digestive organs, supplying
the fluids which they lack. Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets alone fill these require-
ments, as is shown by the fact that 40,000 physicians in the United States and
Canada unite in recommending them to their patients for stomach disorders.

We do not claim or expect Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets to cure anything but
disordered conditions of the stomach and other digestive organs, but this they
never fail to do. They work upon the inner lining of the stomach and intestines,
stimulate the gastric glands and aid in the secretion of juices necessary to
digestion.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are for sale by all druggists at 5o cents a box.
One box will frequently effect a perfect cure. If in doubt and wish more ade-
quate proof send us your name and address and we will gladly mail you a sample
package free. F. A. Stuart Co., 61 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.
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\, Watermauis deal Fountain Pen

The pen with
-‘ 11§‘

ST
LIRS

N\

-
N3V
3 &‘:A

-2 Solves the™?
¥2 Xmas problem

Styles A and D 3
Plain and Chased GOLD BANDS A
No. ) Price Plain or Chased k
- an | N Price f
y ::|:: 22 G.M. #3.50
. 8500 3 - M50
- $6.00 - 85,00
7.0 | : %6 G o xS
88.00 L 26 G . ;
3 Style F
le B ’ yle
e SILVER FILIGREE
 pdtsdd With Nameplate
German Silver Cliy No. Price
No F 12 Fil. T Y
B 12 With Clip FMHFL .. .. 8720
~ B 13 F1i Fil - -« $8H0
) B FIGFL - . . . g9.50 (ﬁ
Bi5 FIBHFL . ., . 1200
1 -
\J B 18 Style G
GOLD BANDS
Style C _Plain or Chased
GOLD BANDS e S s
Plain or Chased #4.50
No. *Price . . .::m
|| €12 G.) 83,50 - - 86.0
m ‘: i3 ;i ;'l 4 7 L ALY
ClsoM . 600 DD T0 COST
CIsGM $7.00 'r 0.2
. ¢ 4 Iver #0.50
*Sce price of Clips in A $L.00
next ¢ lumn Solid Gold £2.00

All dealers — Everywhere

Unit figure in number indicates size of gold pen contained in holder.
For Man or Woman, Boy or Girl

The Christmas problem is to find a Suitable gift. Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen solves this
problem because it means pleasure to the giver and satisfaction to the user, whether man or

woman, boy or girl. To the woman in search of a gift for a man this pen will come as a par-
ticularly appropriate suggestion. It is of service everywhere and becomes more valuable as
time goes on. ith a present of this kind goes the satisfaction of having given the best be-
cause —there are imitations. Insist on the genuine.

>

( ()

\y CHRISTMAS PRESENTATION BOXES
/(1

)

FOR UNMOUNTED PENS FOR GOLD MOUNTED PENS

For sale almost everywhere. If your town has no dealer write for Xmas booklet.

©

ﬂy

7
L. E. Waterman Co. of Canada, Limited, 136 St. James St., Montreal \ ol
5)) 173 Broadway, New York 12 Golden Lane, London <X
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Souvenir Steel Plate Range

Here Are Some Points of Interest in Our Newest Steel Range
OVEN-—The oven is large and

square, made in three sizes with

drop oven door which forms an oven
shelf when open. The inside oven
shelf as well as the oven door is
aluminized, making a bright, clean
interior, The construction is such
that it is impossible for ashes to leak
through into the oven.

FIRE BOX
The construction
of the fire box is
such that the
parts which are
exposed to the
fire are made
exceptionally
strong and sim-
ple, and the du-
plex grates can
be taken out
and replaced
through the side
door without dis-
turbing the rest

of the fire box.

“AERATED"
—This Range,
as is the case
with all Souve-

SUPREME SOUVENIR nirs, is fitted with

the celebrated

“ AERATED OVEN " by which fresh air is constantly being heated and admitted into the
oven, carrying all impurities up the chimney. This particular ** AERATED" feature always

keeps the interior of the oven sweet and wholesome

ALL BEST STOVE MEN SELL THIS RANGE

MANUFACTURED BY

The Gurney, Tilden Co., Limited

HAMILTON - MONTREAL VANCOUVER

WESTERN AGENTS

TILDEN, GURNEY & CO., Limited - Winnipeg, Man,



The delight of the Christmas feast in the

good old days, was the plum pudding that had
been prepared by the thoughtful housewife
weeks in advance, to be the fitting finish of the
Christmas dinner.

Libby’s Plum Pudding

is made after an old English recipe, from the choicest of
selected meats, fruits and spices, by the famous Libby
chefs in the spotless Libby kitchens, and is ready to
serve at a minute’s notice.

Libby's Plum Pudding has a delicate aroma, a deli-

cious flavor and a satisfying taste that leaves nothing to
be desired to the climax of the enjoyable Christmas feast.
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AsK your grocer for Libby’s Plum Pudding,
and insist upon getting Libby’s.
The 84-page booklet, “How to Make Good Things to Eat,” gives

many delightful recipes for luncheons, dinners and evening spreads,
that every housewife will appreciate. It is sent free on request:

Libby, McNeill & Libby, £

f [ %
it PuddgSe
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Mental 1780 (Thkegiv. 1905
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25
O & is dependent for its success-making results,
=
g 8@ upon the way the brain cells are fed. oco a
|
& Right food turns ‘““mental activity " into
2 pleasure and profit. & G 0 coa
' lm
E & The natural, wholesome food elements
2 é from field grains, such as Albumen, Phos- : o
(5 E phate of Potash, etc., scientifically combined It 1s.a p‘erfect fo‘od, l'flghty
ve in GRAPE-NUTS, are quickly taken up by nourishing, easily dlgesé
E e the human machinery for rebuilding worn-out ed, fitted to repair waste
= brain cells. strength, preserve health
5 : ; PR and prolong life.
=3 ! The pr.a'ctncal demonstration of this scmn-. | A new and handsomely
tific proposition may be proven by a 10 days Hagibtated iinsteated. Recipe Book
use of U. 8. Pat. Off.
sent free.
>3 Grape-Nuts Walter Baker & Co., Ltd.
: ~ Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS:
¥ “‘There’s a Reason.’ 45 Highest Awards
‘t Iy R in Europe and America
l Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A. Branch House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreal, C8D-
k3 i {1
—

Are not obtained by the ,Amount of
Money Expended upon their treatment,
neither is their effect produced by Sheer
Simplicity. They are the result of 2
discriminate and individual selection of every article of furniture, piece OF
e ornament, and note of color within their walls, all of which being chosen for some
E particular purpose, combine to produce a sense of Harmony, Comfort and Repose-
<

harming
Rooms

\ W. & E. Thornton-Smith & Co.

N INTERIOR DECORATORS
b - T
m 7 St YN, Toronto, and 123 Oxford St., London, Eng:

[ndelible and Ha ,Ef"’ss

On any Fabr
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